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SYROPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS. |

FERRYES LOOKE is called up on the
ot by Albert Spriggs, a walet fo Mr.
<t 2 wenlthy manufacturer, who requires
ihe fomous detective’s assistamoe. Locie
sremptly journcys to the house of Shields in
feinster Gardens. He finds the house“empty,
#nd suspecting a tragedy he ! 3
Whilst searching for the electric switech he
5 attacked and drugeed by some unkmown
persol
sovers the dead body of the manulfachurer
tying near him. The pelice arrive en the
seenc o Hitle later, and from their invesigs-
tions they believe Epriggs to be the culprit.
But Locke has reasons to think etherwise,
snd he miforsis the Scotland Yard officials
that he will try to prove that they are In
the wrohg, With his secretary,-Jobn Hay,
e eommences his inmvestizations by trying
o kiltéa{m'evr the whereabouts of the miissing
A=t =

(Now go on with the st079.)

“ ibert smig%s Did Not Commit the
2

el
g —4 goesnt lead ms very far ab the

moment, it is suee to come in later on. Bub
1 com’t understand is why the mur-
deror lobt am extremely valuable gold wateh
an the body. Fox ‘says he was disturbed

OCEL was busy looking over hig-motes.
“Nou've douwe splendidly, and,

¢ regains comséiousness, and €is- |

thpugh what you have discovered |

"ERRERS L OCKE,
ETECTIVE!”

" A Grand New Story, dealing with the

Adventures of FERRERS LOCKE, the
Famous Destective.

ITS OF

down, drugging me, and having me found in
the room with the dead body. No, Hay,
althongh Spriggs’ absence puzzles me, and his
peguaintance with The erime seems very close,
1 can’t think he did it.”

Nor did Ferrers Locie alter his opinien,
although weeks dragged by and nothing hap-
pened to throw further light om this most
perplexing of mysteries.

But at length—to be precise, on the morn-
jng of November 17th—something came to
Tovke's notice which started«him off hot
foot on @ mew trail. This was the announce-
ment in a leading London newspaper recerd-
ing the proving of Marcus Shields’ will.

Briefly, it was to this effectz The manu-
{acturer had died leaving a fortume of close
on sixty thousand
cqually divided “hetween my dear miece,
Penelope  Alice Grateley, -of 3

‘Ferrers Locke stared for several moments
wide-eyed with stupefaction at this announce-

| ment.  Then he read it alond to John Hay.

“Light in the dark places after many
days,” he said, folding up the sheet. “Will
vou just pop down to Somerset House and
ran through the will?
you to remember the names of the witnesses,
the executors, and the names of the selicitors
who have the administration of the estate.”

Refore noon Hay came back with the irior- |

mation.

el

In every respect ihe newspaper

and in Bis fiubt made off without it, Bub 1
maintam, if robbery was the motive, the .
watch would have been taken. It wouldn't
have ineant wsecond’s delay to give apother
sharp snatch to the chain—a very old and
frail one: This woukl have brought the
watel away, and, as it evidently cost a big
gam of mopey and the case is & wei one,
its melting-down value would be considerable.
Besides, why should Spriggs murder and rob.
his 1master after being with bhim all those
years, during whieh he was very kindly
treated, and, as you've jush said, very well

Jee? =

“Fhen you don'd regard him 38 the guilty
ene?”

“Phere scewms little to saggest i, except
his fight. You have to remember he deliber:
ately Tang me up, and asked me to come at |
amer., Now this flat is only about twenty |
mpnates” taxi nide from Leinster Gardens.
Aecerding to Yhe wateh, which has been badly |
Broken im the struggle and had stopped at
four minutes past nine, Marcas Shields met

Bis death about an hour after Bpriggs was |

telephoning to me. At four minutes past
eight 1 heard a cry in the house. Now, did |
that ery come from Spriggs or from Mr.
Shields? If from Mr, Shiclds, Spriges would
kardly turn from the telephone when seading
for me to murder his master; if from
Spriges, then it was evidently a cry of sur-
prise over semething which was just hap- |
pening, and which, apparently, hLe feared
weould happen. Then comes a strange silence:
which I am ntterly at a loss to understand.”

“ Wy :

“Poeause Spriggs had delivered his message.
He must have known, as he had given me the
address, and as he had impressed upon me
the necessity of my coming at once, that 1-
would lose no time, T called again, and got
HO ANSWer. -

s incomceivable he counld have sent for
with the view to knocking me
Tun PORULAR.~No, 93,

§whether they can tell you if
| Bpricgs was aware of the benefit which would
| accrue to him after his naster’s death

SU Was e

“« Amd what’s more;” remarked Hay astutely,
=] have seem both those witmesses at the
Witley Hobel.”-

Locke picked wp his hab. 3

“Qood! 1 want you to catch the first train
o Dewsbury to see if you can find out from
Agnes Manners and Harold Paaml Webster
“the butler

»

With that he went out, and, jumping into

® taxi, drove straight 4o the adéress of the
“murdered man’s lswyers in 8t. Dunstan’s Hill.

“J ayish to see Mr. Tilburn,” he said, pre-
senting his eard. =

The clerk vanished through a preen baize-
;:wzred door, but reappeared a moment
later.

“J am sorry, sir, but Mr, Tilburn is out.
Can 1 take any message from you?”

The detective stiffened.

“Thank you! Tell Mr. Tilburn T desire to
see him myself, I happen to know he is in,
because—weH, because his silk-hat and over-
coaf are hamging en the inside of his door—
or rather they were when you opened it a
mioment ago—and I happemed fo see him
looking out of his window as I mounted the
outside steps to the front door. And you
mmight $ell him I am a detective, gnd that
my business is very importaut.”

A moment later Ferrers Locke and the man
—(ﬁ“};{;ﬂ stood face fo face.
headed, silly clerk should have tried to send
you away! You see “—rubbing his hands te-
gether to hide hig agitation—“so many people
call and waste our time, and, as you know,
we lawyers are busy men.”

“Oh, that's all right, Mr. Tilbura!”
Locke’s manner was most friendly. “I merely

wanted to see you about the sad case of Mr.
Shields.” E
Tilburn came a step mearer.
“f didn't lgok wvery ’elogely at your ecard,

e

pounds, which was te be|

Roborough |
House, Tarkington-on-Sea, and my faithiul.
1 friend and servant, Albert Joln Spriggs.”

Particularly I want

Tocke, I am so sorry my dunder-

By MAURICE EVERARD.

Mr. Tocke, I presume, when @g@ﬂ 83y ¥ou
are o detective, 30u come ciafly frem
Seotiand Yard?”

“On the contrary, T have nothing wimat-
ever to 4o with Scotland ¥Yazd. 1 am 2
private detective.”

Tilburn went to the
mervous strides.

“Then you have mothing whatever 0 do
gi’c*h' the case, and I wish you 2 ¥ery good-

ayt”

But Locke merely clasped his hands abeut
his knees, and regarded the other with an
amused smile.

“Onr the centrary, I have quite 3 lot #o
do with the case. I am inferested in this
nan Spriges. 1 want to see him taken. He
has been at large quite @ long time uow.
Seolland Yard's aftempts fo find him have
failed ignobly. Sometimes, you know, foels
will step in where angels fear o tread: 1
regard it as pesitively scandalous that all
these weeks, months after the crime the
authorities have takem mo drastic steps to-
wards Tunaing down aud apprehendimz the
murderer !” =

Tilburn came back into the room, Bis
manner wholly changed.

“I'm giad to hear you say that &r. Locke,
beeause it just ex; my views., Now, in
what way can 1 assisi you?”

Locke drew ont The uewspaper.

“f understand that had yeur client died 2
natural death his man would have come in
ifor a wvery idezable sum of meney?”

Tithurn nmodded.

“That is se; bet as he iz cutside the 1av
he carmot, of course, henefit under the law.
Foolish man! Ii only be had kuowa what
was in store for him, he wouldn’ have killed
his master for paliry loot worth—mwell, less—
certainly less—than a hundred 5

Locke made a mental note of something.

“I take it he hasnt come forward in an
endeavour to extablish his claim to this very
handsome legaey?” . ;

deor with guick,

“No,” the Ilawper wreplied. “We have
heard mothing. He has disuppeared as

if‘the earth had swallowed him wup.”

‘Then what becomes of his share of the
money?” 2 Y

“Ah, that 1 csw'd say! Bubt I presume,
as Mrs, Grateley is the oaly living I;ﬁxﬁne,
after .an application 1o the , the entire
fortune will be made over to ber, which, of
course, would only be right, secing that the

‘men Spriggs has no bloed commection with

= said.  “Teidently the eolprit is
still in hiding. 1 thought it guite @%ﬂe
however, he might have made some sord of
an application Yor part of the money sad
have tried to you of his iun ¢, in-
which naselal ggm h&l’ﬁ;é@‘b a«ii?%m hin
which woeuld ve resulbed in swilt justice
being done.” -

Tilburn held the door wide.

_“1 am sorry that mothimg of the kind bas
ﬁam'?‘eaed. Good-day, Mr. Lecke, 3 very goed-
ayl? 5

Locke passed oub, bat not remobely from
the person of Mr. Walter Tilburn. #rom a
‘well-screened eorner — of  the  churehyard
oppesite he kept elose watch on the lawyer's

| offices, and was rewarded soon after six by

seeing Tilburn emergé. The man scemed in
a great hurry, for he almost collided with

~ (Copyright in the United States of America.)
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a passer-by, and began signalling frantically
for a taxi, in which he drove to his rooms
fin Pont Street, with Locke scarce a hundred
yards behind.

At twenty past seven Tilburn again
appeared, this time in evening-dress, and,
chartering another cah, gave an address off
Portland Road. When he reappeared it was
in the company of a stylishly-dressed woman
of ahout thirty-five and a tall, distinguished
man with a neatly clipped, pomted beard.
The three drove together to the Imperial

Hotel, and left only a few minutes before
ten.
Locke was in no hurry. He made no

attempt to follow them, but merely waited
until a very late hour, when the waiter who
had charge of the table at which the trio
had sat came down the road, his spare form
muffled in a greatcoat sever. 11 sizes too large
for him.

Locke hbepped quickly behind him,
fouched him lightly on-«the arm.

“Walk alongside me, my {riend. I want
to talk to you,” he said, in quiet but firm
tones.

The man shot a frightened glance both up
and down the street.

“You're a °‘tec. I know you. I
done anything. You’ve got nothing
me.”

It was a guilty party’s invariable answer,
and Locke felt pretty sure of his man.

“0Of course I've got nothing against you.
I want your help, that’s all. A sovereign
for you if you can use your memory and
keep your lips shut.”

“Well, what is it2”

Locke fell in at his side.

“Can you carry your mind back to the
17th of last September? It was a Wednes-
day, a dark, foggy night, with rain falling
through a beavy mist—a night when you
would most likely be pretty full of visitors.
Perhaps you car reeall it better when 1
remind you it was the night of the Leinster
Gardens murder.”

“When a man was strangled to death in
an empty house?”

“Well, the house wasn’t empty, but®a man
was killed there. Can you recall it now?”

“0Oh, yes; I think I can!”

" “Good! Now, can you tell me whether any
of the three people who tock dinmer at your
table tonight between hali-past eight and
ten were there on that particular Ssures

“Yes, all of them. I recall it quite well.
They drank.a lot of wine. One of the men
got very drunk, and I remember that the
lady looked very ill.”

Locke arched his brows in surprise.

“€an you recollect what time they came,
and when they left?”

“They arrived socon after nine—about
twenty past, I should say—ahd didn't leave
till nearly eleven.”

Here was indeed a puzzler, and any b
he may have had of building up a
seemed likely to fall to the ground. E;
Shields’ watch had stopped soon after nine,
the presumed time of the murder.

“You are quite sure of what you say?
You're not making any mistake over the
people—I mean, the tall, thin-faced man, the
gentleman with the peinted beard, and the
dark-haired lady?”

“I'm not making any mistake,” was th
answer. “I know ’em too well. They've b
to my table two or three times a week for
the last four months. Why, I even know
their names. One of ’em’s Tilburn—I believe
he’s something in.the City ; the other’s Strud-
wick—the doctor, they call him; and the
lady, she’s called Grateley—Xitty, the man
with the beard calls her.”

Locke dropped his informant the prormﬂed
sovereign, und left him after binding him to
absolute silence,

The Leinster Gardens murder mystery was
beginning te assume a new aspeect. Was it
possible, despite their untraversable alibi, one
or other of the three knew more about the
affair than they cared to admit? Certainly
it was strange that not until after the
inquest did the woman, who was to benefit
so handsomely under the mur dered man's
will, come forward and identify Shields.
Then, again, why had Tilburn refused to sce
him? Any reputable lawyer, for the sake of
the duty he owed his client, would weleome
any assistanee towarde clearing up the
mystery shadowing Mr. Shields’ death.

Locke returned to his rooms in a hrown
study. The skein wad becoming more tangled
than ever. Would Hay’s investigations help
to unravel them? He went into his room and
switched on the light. His man entered with

and

haven't
against

Pes

1€

'’ in the

a $elegram on a silver tray. Locke tore it
open. It was from his secretary, and was
written in a cipher code:

“ Have discovered that for long before his
master’'s death Spriggs was aware of the
fortune which would one day come to him.”

The detective filed the wire with the other
memoranda concerning the Leinster Gardens
murder.

On a ruled card he wrote these words:

The Hunted Man!
AVING made up his mind on the

“Afhert Spriggs did not commit the crime.”
point of the butler's innoeence or
guilt, Loeke's interest in the case

] rapidly increased. For one thing,

it plcased his professional vanity to have con-
fidence in taking a diametrically opposite line

“GEM' Library, 3

- Y mean that a hundred thousand police-
men, spread over every part of the country,
have eyes on the reward, and that the
chances against me are enormous. But the
annoying patt is that if Fox gets hold of the
butler first he will come a cropper, while if
only T could nail him I believe I could lay
my hands on the real murderer.”

“ And he is—""

“ Either Walter Tilburn or Pr.
or bdth in collusion, with the woman as an
accomplice. And yet’ —his mind went
back’ to the night of the meeting in the
Imperial Hotel—"here is the perplexing point:
neither one of the three has the manner or
appearance of guilt. You know my theory,
that in ninetysnine cases out of a hundred
the murderer carries the secret of his crime
about with him—in the restless glance of the
eye, the nervous agitation, the desire con-
stantly to be on the move and doing some-
thing fresh. And although I am convinced
in my own mind that either Strudwick,

Strudwick,

R

e

watch, and was rewarded soon affersix
hurry. “The detective smiled grimiy as h

From the well-screened cornav opposnte the lawyer’s offices Locke kept a ciose

by seeing Tiiburn emerge in a great
esaw the man disappear down the road.

from the one which Inspector Fox had pur-
sued unceasingly, but unsuceessfully, sines tne
night of the murder.

That the Scotland Yard man’s belief in LJ:
theory was unbounded was evidenced by the
persistence with which the newspapers and
station hoardings throughout the country
had been placalded with photographs and a
description of the missing butler. Butb,
although Locke was quite centent to see
Fox following what he regarded as a blind
and purposeless trail, he writhed under his
own inability to make headway in the case.
He expressed his opinions as he walked back
with John }‘av to kis lodgings three days
after his return from Yorkshire.

¢ The facts, as 1 read them, point to the
tikelihood of Spriggs sconer or later becoming
a victim of over-jealoysness on Barkleigh
Fox's part,” he explained. “ Certainly
Spriges is the key to the whole mystery, and
the likelihood of my finding him is over-
borne by the wonderful machmery which the
Yard can pub in operahon to get him.”

“ You mean—-"

Tilburn, or the beautiful widow was respon.
sible for the happening in .the house in
Leinster G.zrdeps what T've ]Ll“-f/ said applies
to all of them.”

Hay nodded appreval.

“ Certainly they don't exhibit the slightest
trace of nervousness. If you had been with
me in Bond Street yesterday, you would have
seen that Mrs. Grateley's one desire appeared
to be to gratify her taste for adernment by
buying pretious stones, and her brother's—
the doctor—in visiting varicus foreign
exchanges.” —

Locke looked suddenly grave.

“ That is all very interesting. T think I'li
slip back home, dig out a fresh disguise, and
shadow Dr. Strudwick. I'm glad you men-
tioned about the exchanges.”

But Locke's plan was doomed to postpone-
ment. As he- re-entered his flat his man
Peters motioned him into the ante-room.

“I've bzen hoping you'd return, sir,” he
remarked. ** There’s such a gqueer cove
upstairs. He was simply. mad to see you,

THE POPULAR.—No, 93.
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and he pestered me so much that at last 1
ghewed him  into the waiting-room, and
Carned the key on him.

Locke waited to hear no more, but went
up the stairs three at a time. The wards of
the lock clicked back, and he went in with a
word of apology on his lips. But they were

stopped by an exclamation of surprise as a.

wild-looking, dishevelled figure, white-faced,
and labouring under tite strain of tense ex-
citement, bounded out of a chair and‘in a
frightencd sort of way edged as close as he
could to the door.

“ Mr. Locke, you'll not give me up?” he
stammered. “I swear <I'm innocent. But
no one will believe me, and no one will help
me. I've crept like a rat up here to London.
Please give me a hearing!”

‘1 know you by your voice. You spoke to
me over the telephone on the night of
September 17th. Sit down, Spriggs. You can
talk quite freely to me.”

“Then you don’t think I murdered my
master?”

An expectant note crept into the weak,
guavering voice. S

Locke calmly lit a cigarette, and offered
one to the man.

“I know you are innocent, Spriggs, but I
couldn’t do anything to prove it without
your testimony to back me up. For once
ucky coincidence has come to my aid. Why
didn’t you come to me before?”

The man wiped big beads of moisture from
his forchead.

“Mr. Locke, I've had the very devil’s own
luck the last two months. When the master
disappeared I thought he’d committed suicide.
I didn't want to put the matter in the hands
of the police, so I got on to you.”

“How did you know of me?”

“Through reading the report in the news-
papers of the way you handled the strange
case of Mr. Marcus Hannaford. Mr. Shields’
name also happened to be Marcus. That
interested me. I rang through to you, and
from that minute all my troubles began.”

Locke passed into the inner room, where
a table was laid for his evening meal. At
the sideboard he poured out a stiff brandy-
and-soda.

“Get that into you, Spriggs,” he said sym-

athetically. “Al, now you look better.
less me, you’re nothing but a bundle of
nerves!”

Spriggs indeed looked the very
honeless dejection.

“If there's a gehenna on earth, I've been
through it,” he mumbled almost incoherently.
“I knew if once I was taken the police 'ud
never let me go.
him alive.”

Ferrers Locke settled himself into an easy
position.

“Now just collect yourself, Spriggs. I'm
out not only to protect you, but to prove
Your innocence. Let’s begin at the start.
A moment ago you spoke of your master’s
disappearance. What does that imply?”

The colour was fast coming back into the

picture of

butler's sunken cheeks.

“I rung you up, sir, on the 17th.” .

“That’s right.”

“On the first Monday in September I came
up to London to find a house.”

“I know all about that from the
at the Witley Hotel.”

Spriggs gave a starf of surprise.

“Well, by the 14th everything was ready—
the house in order, beautifully furnished.
The master was to have arrived on the 15th.
He didn’t come. All the next day I spent
in wiring to Dewsbury. No reply. On the
16th I tried to get through on the ’phone.

took me best part of the day, as the
storm had broken down the wires. Even
then I couldn’t get through to the hotel.
I telegraphed again, and again on the Wed-
nesday. &till no answer. I was getting
scared. At Jast, at five o’clock in the even-
ing I got through to the manageress, and

people

ehe told me Mr. Shields had left for London |

at midday on Monday. Since then, as God
is my witness, I've never set eyes on him.”

“Is that the truth?”

“God’s truth. I dashed off to Euston,
to King’s Cross, to St. Pancras. No, couldn’t
hear of him anywhere. I rushed back to the
flat, hoping he’d have turned up. He wasn’t
there, so I thought of you, and telephoned.”

“Be very careful as to what happened
next.”

Spriggs passed his hand wearily across his
brow. .

“It’s all like a bad dream. I remember
standing by the instrument.
heavy struck me on the back of the head.
I fell back and cried out. After that I re-
membered nothing for a long time.”

THE POPULAR.—No. 93

I was the last seen with:

Then something

Locke found it difficult to restrain his
deepening excitement. :

“What next?” he jerked out. :

“When I came to I was shut in a small
room—an underground room, with no win-
dow or light of any sort—and I was kept
there for weeks without seeing a soul. I
nearly went mad. Of course, at times I fell
asleep, and each time when I awoke I found
food and water had been put in the room.”

“Good food or bad?”

“The very best.. I had everything a man
eould want in that way, but I thought I'd
go off my rdbeker with heing kept there week
after weck. So I set to work to dig my
way through the wall. At last it was done.
I got out into the air. It was pitch-dark
and raining, and mist was everywhere. I
walked all through that night, and in the
morning I got to a house where they gave
me something to eat and dried my clothes.”

The notes  under the detective’s hand
lengthened visibly.

“Could you find the housc
asked.

“I’m certain I couldn't.
miles from anywhere.”

“What was the first town you came t0?2”

“Ipswich, and there for the first time I
heard about the murder. You could have
knocked me down with a feather! I nearly
fainted when I saw I was a wanted man.
Again I thought of you, remembered your
promise to come to the house. It’s taken me
four nights to get to London; I never moved
through the day.”

again?” he

The place was
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“You acted very wisely, Spriggs. But about
the men who knocked you senseless—could
you describe them?”

“I didn’t see them at all. They must have
put me to sleep.”

“Ah, the same game,” Locke murmured.
“You are aware your master was found
strangled in the dining-room?”

"‘)Lord kelp him, yes! Did you see him,
sir?”

“1 did. The finger-marks were almost
purple on his throat, and there was a big
red mark behind the ear. But wait a
moment—I've told you wrong. The mark
behind the ear was a port wine stain.”

Spriggs leapt to his feet.

“Y¥You don’t mean one of them marks which
folks have from their birth?” he asked, his
voice shaking.

“That’s so. At first I
colouration, a bruise.
was only a birth-mark.”

Spriggs put his ‘wasted hand on Locke’s
shoulder.

“Then, Mr. Locke, there's a mistake some-
where. Mr. Shields he rever had no such
mark. I shaved him nearly every day for
more'n ten years, and there wasn't any such
place behind his ear.”

Locke leaned back, his eyes closed.

“Don’t speak for a minute, Sprigas. I
want to think. This alters the whole case.
The murder of your master takes on a
difterent aspect altogether!”

took it for dis-
Now I remember it

Nearer Daylight!

OCKE’S mind was probing back into
his inner consciousness. He saw the
man who had so mysteriously
vanished, the faithful servant who

must have known that to benefit so hand-
somely under his magster’s death, that death
must be absolute ahd unequivocally beyond
the region of suspicion; he pictured the
hands that had struck Spriggs down and
carried him off as the same hands that had
struck and fastened upon: him; he saw the
body of the murdered man not as Mr,

Shields” body at all; and he saw all his own
theory of three criminally interested
persons, who, liowever, had not stained their
hands with blood, a step nearer to the way
to verification. 5

“Tell me,” he said, turning on the butler
suddenly, “what clothes was your master
\ngearing when you saw him last?”?

““A blue serge suit, which fitted him wery
tightly. Mr. Shields was a stout man.”

“There would be no marked looseness ahout
the waistcoat?” >

“None at all. The master always had his
suits made to fit him well. The blue suit, I
know, was rather- tight because, although
he’d been unwell for several months, he had
put on weight.”

Locke went to the window.

“Mr. - Spriges,” he said in those curigusly
Ievel‘ tones which he always employed when
Elakmg a' vitally important announcement,

you .can relicve your mind on this point.
The body_ found in the house at- Leinster
Gardens was not your maste*’s at all.”

“Thank goodness for that! Then what do
you think has become of him?”

Locks shook his head

“I've yet to find out. There’s a big con-
spiracy on foot somewher.. Just what it is
I can on}y for the moment conjecture. I
have an idea, but it need not concern you.
This is clear, however: you have been made
the centre and the victim of it.” *

“And there’s more to come if onmce the
police get hold of me,” was the frightened
reply. “The papers don’t make no hones
about saying I did the murder, and when
I'm caught it's all up wita me.”

“We shall see Locke began, but
stopped and walked across the room as a
little flap fell down and showed a quiver-
ing red disc against the wall.

“Well?” he asked, putting
to his ear.

Peters’ soft voice came from the other end
of the wige.

“Mr. Barkleigh Fox to sce you, sir.
I show him up?”?

The detective was silent a moment. He
tlhough’t of the wretched Spriggs and Spriges’
fear, and of Fox’s determination to hound
the man down at any price.

“Yes, Peters, in three minutes. I'm half-
way through dressing for dinmer. Tell Mr.
Fox’ it he waits a moment he can feed with
me.”

He snapped down the receiver and swung
round on Spriggs. 5

“Quick, man, into that room—Peters’ room !
Peters i my manservant. You'll find a suit
of his clothes in the wardrobe. _Put them
on; they’ll fit nicely. = Run a safety-razor

the receiver

Shall

r‘ound.your face. There’s“a Scotland Yard
detective downstairs—your worst enemy.
Carry your part through—wait at table.

For Heaven’'s sake don’t he nervous, or I
shall never sce this case through as I want
to. And when the dinner is over and Peters
brings up the coffee and cigars, slip round
to this address with this note.”

He ceribbled something on a half-sheet of
paper and put it into an envelope.

Four minutes later the message went down
to Peters. Locke was sitting at the table
toying with his dinner napkin, when Bark-
leigh Fox, all smiles, came into the room.
He shot a searching glanee at Spriggs hefore
taking Locke’s hand. Then he, too, sat down.

The meal proceeded over enforced light
talk on both sides. With the biscuits and
cheese the detective dismissed Spriggs.

“New man, you know. Not quite up to
bis work yet. Albert, ask Peters to take
the coffee up to the library.”

He rose languidly and gtipped the Scotland
Yard man’s arm.

“Well, Fox, how does your case stand?”
he asked, as the door closed on them.

“Stand!” laughed Fox, the semblance of a
sneer curving his thin lips. “It doesn’t
stand at all; it is almost finished.”

“On

Locke raised his brows in evident surprise.

Fox took a cigar from the cabinet.

“Of course, I'm sorry your little bluff
hasn’t taken, Locke, especially when I've just
accepted your hospitality. Your new man
Albert is just going down the stairs. Like
a fool he dropped the note you had given
him for Mr. Hay, your secretary. - I hope
you'll parden my having read it, but it's
only fair to tell you that long hefore Spriggs
gets round the corner my men will have
collared him.”

(Another instalment of this grand deteetive
serial next week. Male sure of your copy by
ordering same RIGHT NOW!)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

A Firework Display!

13 TELCEY’S jolly late!”
It was Deunnis Carr, of the Re-
move who made that observation.
The members of the Lower
Fourth—which enjoyed the reputation of
being the most unruly Form af Greyfriars—
were in their places in the Form-room, wait-
ing for morning lessons to commence; and
Br. Quelch, whe was usually the soul of
punctuality, had not yet put in an appear-
ance.

The minutes passed, and the juniors became
restive. Several of them started stuniping
on the floor, like an impatient audience
waiting for a comedy to begin.

Not that morning lessons weré ever . a
comedy. When Mr. Quelch ran amck with
his pointer, and distributed impots with a
liberal hand, there was grim drama, and
sometimes tragedy, in the proceedings.

The hum of voices in the Remove Form-
room grew louder.

“Where's Quelchy?”?

“What's keeping him?”

“Anybody seen the old Prussia

“He didn't turn up to brekk
sover major, adding, in a hepe
p’r'aps he’s if!”?

“Not Hkely!” =

“Quelchy’s never ill,” said F“"nk
“That is; he has to be jolly ilt
he thinks of chucking his duti
him take morning lessons w
hialf choking with whooping-cough!

“Ha. ha-hat®?

“Where’s the old" buf
Bob Cherry irreverently.

“If you're thinking of offering a prize for
the best answer to that copunurum, Bob,
I'm pretty sarc of winning it,” said Pcter
Todd.

“Why? What do you think has happened
to Quelchy?”

“1 deduce,” said Peter, who was by way
of being an amateur detective, ‘‘that
Quelchy hacked his chin while shaving, and
he’s afraid to show up in public.”

“Rats ! =

“Trust Quelchy to turn up. even if he
had to hobble into the Form-room on a
pair of crutches, with a bath-chair in attend-
ance!” said Skinner.

“Ha, ha hal”

Five minutes passed—ten minufes, and the
Removites no longer sat meekly and mildly
in their places

Bolsover major was on his feet, and his
lips were glied to a peashooter. Small, hard
peas spatﬁered down like hail on to the heads
of the fellows who were seated in the front
row. There were many casualties, and many
howls of anguish.

Frank Nugent, who rather prided himself
a8 a cartoonist, was executing a true-to-life
portrait of Mr. Quelch on the blackboard.
Micky Desmond was playing an exciting and
heated game of noughts and crosses with
Ogilvy, and Hurree Singh, the dusky Nabob
of Bhanipur, was in the act of applying a
lighted match to a squib, for, although Guy
Fawkes Pay was a good way off, most of
the juniors had laid in supplies of fireworks
in advance. =
“* Remember rememberfully the Fifth of

Novemberfully,

Gunpowder, treason, and plotfulness! ’ ”*

quoted—or, rather, misquoted—Hurree Singh.

ful tome, “

Nugent.
d hefore

fer .got to?” asked

} the left, he could not evade it.
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THE WORST FORM AT
GREYFRIARS!

A Mégnificent, Long, Complete Story of
HARRY WHARTON & Co. at Greyfriars

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“Ha, ha hal?

Bang!

The squib went off perilously close to Bob
Cherry's ear, and Bob gave a roar.

“Steady on, Inky, you ass! Fellows with
nervous temperaments like me ecan't stand
that sort of thing!”

“Ha, ha ha!”

Only one person had failed to hear the
report of that squib. l‘hat person was Billy
Bunter.

The fat junior's arms were resting on the
desk in front of him, and his head was
reposing on his arms. He was fast asleep.

“Bunter wants waking up,” said Dick Pen-
fold. “Anybody got a pin?”’

“I've got something better than that!”
said Dennis Carr, with a grin.

And he produced a jumping cracker from
his pocket, while the rest of the juniors
looked on, chuckling.

Dennis lighted the cracker, and hurled it at
the slumbering Owl of the Remove.

Even as he did so there was a muttered
“Cave!” from the feillows who sat mnearest
the door.

Bolsover major thrust his peashooter into
his pocket, and sat down. Frank Nugent
swiftly erased the portrait of Mr. Queleh,
and sprang eclear of the blackboard.

But Dennis Carr was too late to retrieve
the jumping cracker. He hurled it, and
it pitehed on Billy Bunt ;
the fat junior to emit a fien dish yell.

The cracker then dropped on to the floor,
and eontinued its merry antics. It secemed to
be making a bee-line for Mr. Quelch, who had
just entered the Form-room. And the eclass
sat spell-bound, wondering what was going to
happen next. =

“Bless my soul!”

Mr. Quelch skipped hastily to onc side as
the cracker leapt at him. It was an extra-
special cracker, guaranteed to keep going
for three minutes before fizzhing out. And
it kept going now, with a vengeance! Like
Mary’s little lamb, it followed Mr. Quelch
wherever he went. If he jumped to the right,
the cracker pursued him. If he jumped to

The Form-master resembled a cat on hot
bricks as he gyrated to and fro, with the
cracker bobbing about in the vicinity of his
ankles.

The juniors eould no -longer keep straight
faces. They felt that they must either laugh
aloud or burst. And their pent-up merriment
found expression in a loud rear.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Heo, ho, hot"

Mr. Queleh continued to dance to and fro,
and there were storm-signals on his brow.

“8ilence!” he panted. “How dare you

gufiaw at my unfortunate predicament! Oh,
dear! 1 feel sure my trousers will be
scorched! Ow!”

“Ha, ha ha!”

The jumping cracker, as if spent with its
exertions, fizzled out at last. It eoltapsed
on the floor, a lifeless, inanimate thing.

Mr. Queleh drew a handkerchief from his
pocket and mopped his heated brow. Then
he turned upon the class with the glare of a
hasilisk.

“To whom did that firewerk belong?” he
demanded.

Dennis Carr spoke up prompt[y.

‘e me, sipl??

“Indeed! And you comsider that the Form-

room is a fitting place in whieh to hold
a pyrotechnic display, Carr?”

Dennis made no Teply.

“Am I to understand that you hurled that
firework at me with malice aforethought,
Carr?”? =

“Nunno, sir! It wasn't meant for you
at all. I threw it at Bunter, sir, to wake
him up.”

Mr, Quelch frowned.

“It is outrageocus that you ' shonld bring
these sulphurous compmmds into the Form-
room!” he thundered.

Then, as if struck by a sudden inspiration,
he added:

£ other boy here with fireworks
oz

There an astonishing sequel to this
question.
Practically every fellow in the room held

up his hand.

Mr. Queleh's frown deepened. He was in
a far from amiable mood that morning. He
had been consuming the midnight oil in large
quantities, having been busy with his
“History of Greyfriars,” and lack of sieep
had made him irritable and out of sorts.
He was not feeling at all well that morning;
hence his late arrival in the Form-room.

“Good gracious!’’ he gasped, as if scarcely
,1?;1(\ to believe the evidence of his ears.

“Can it be possible that nearly every one
of my pupils has come inte the Form-room
armed with fireworks!”

“We weren't going to explode 'em in here,
sir,” said Bob Cherry. “They were being hel
in reserve for the Fifth.”

“That's_ sir!” chorused half a dozen
voices.

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

“Fvery boy who is in possession of fireworks
will place them on the desk in front of
him!” he commanded.

The juniors reluctantly turned ouf their
pockets.

Dennis Carr brought to light about a dozen
more ]ummm crackers, whuh he proceeded
to pile up in the form of a pyramid. And
soon the desks were covered from end to
end with crackers and squibs and golden-
rains and starlichts. Bolsover major, with
the air of an expert ccnjurer, puf his hand
up his sleeve and dragged a lengthy sky-
rocket into view.

Mr. Quelehy’s eyes nearly started from
their sockets as he surveyed, that miseel-
laneous collection.

“This—this is abominable!” he spluttered.
“It is altogether unheard-of! I shall con-
fiscate all these fireworks!”

“oh?

There was a vroan of dismay from the
class.

Quite a Iot of pocket-money had been
expended on those fireworks, and the know-
fedge that they were going to be confiscate od
was anything but pleasant.

“If—it you please, sir——" stammered Peter

odd.

o,

“Well, Todd?”

“] assume youw'll give us back our fire.
works on the Fifth, sir?”

“Yeour -as! sumpmon Todd, is mcorrect-.’

“But we—we've blued all our tin on these
fireworks, sir!” protested Johnny Bull.

“I fail to understand what is meant by
such a vulear expression as blueing one’s tin,
Bull!" snapped Mr. Quelc
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“We've spent a small fortune on these,
eir,” said Harry Wharton, indicating the
array of squibs and crackers and golden-
rains on the desk in front of him. .
+“You should not have been so thoughtless
as to bring fireworks into the Form-room,
Wharton,” said Mr, Queleh. "“I can only
conclude that you intended to let them off
during the lesson, by way of a practical joke
on your Form-master.”

“Not at all, sir!” said the captain of the
Remove indignantly.

“I am extremely angry!” said the Form-
master, and he looked it. “For this out-
rageous and inexcusable conduct, the whole
Form will be punished! Not only will the
fireworks be confiscated, but no boy in my
Form' will be permitted to take part in the
Fifth of November revels!”

Quite a storm of protest arose at this.

The juniors felt that Mr. Quelch was going
altogether too far. It was bad enough that
they should be deprived of  their fireworks,
but the knowledge that they were to he
~debarred from taking part in the celebrations
en Guy Fawkes Day was maddening.

Had he been his normal self, Mr. Quelch
might have been disposed to temper justice
with mercy. But, as previously stated, he
was tired and irritable, and he did not seem
to realise that he had punished his pupils
beyond reasonable limits,

The storm of. protest grew louder.

“Shame !”

“TIt isn't fair!?

- “It’s altogether too thicki”

Mr. Quelch rapped angrily on the desk
with'his peinter. #

“Silence I he thundered.

But the Remove was living up to its
reputation of being the most unruly Form
at Greyfriars. They gave vent to their
feclings in no uncertain manner: and some
moments had elapsed before Mr. Quelch was
able to restore some semblance of order.

There, was a dangerous gleam in the Form-
master’s eyes.

“You are frying my patience altogether
too far!” he exclaimed. “And if ' this
disturbance continues' I shall he compelled
to report the matter to Dr. Locke!”

This threat subdued the juniors somewhat,
and comparative silence reigned in the
Form-room.

“You will bring those fireworks to me!”
said Mr. Quelch. g

Anud - then, realising that the holding
capacity of his desk was not sufficient to
accommodate such a vast collection, he said:

“On second thoughts, you will convey them
to my study. You will file out in-an orderly
procession, and carry out my commands as
euletly and as speedily as possible.”

The juniors collected up the fireworks, and
streamed out of the Form-room.

Mr. Queleh would have been wise to accom-

pany th_em to his study, and see that his
i uctions were properly carried out. Bub
t did not seem to occur to him. He

remained at his desk, while his pupil pro-
cceded along the passage in a wrathful
procession.

Dennis Carr led the way, with his arms
full of jumping crackers, and Bolsover major
brought up the rear, gazing longingly at the
skyrecket with which e was doomed to part.

And the remarks which were passed by the
members of*the procession would have made
Mr. Queleh’s ears tingle had he been at hand
to hear them,

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Cuy Fawkes’ Day in Advance!

€ UELCHY’S a beast!”
“And a tyrant!”
“And a giddy upstart!”

“He’s absolutely put the kybosh
on the Guy Fawkes® celebrations!”

“Shame !” . ¥
- The popularity of Mr. Horace Henry
Quelch, Master of Arts, was at a very low
ebb at that moment. Indeed, the Removites
wete beginning to regard their Form-master
as & modern Nero, under whose persecution
the_:y were compelled to writhe from the
rising up of the sun to the going down
thercof.

“Just think of it!” said Bob Cherry. “The
Fifth will be an absolute wash-out, so far
as we're concerned. There’ll be no fireworks,
ne bonfires; no burning of effigies, no japes—
10 notiiing !

“And all through Quelchy!” said Vernon-
Smith eavagely. “I'm beginning to under-
stand why some people take up Bolshevism!”
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‘out from the grate.

“Yes, rather!”

The procession had reached Mr. Queleh’s
study by this time.

Dennis Carr stopped short inside that
sacred apartment with an expression of unp-
certainty on his face.

“Where are we to shove the fireworks?” he
asked.

“Quelchy didn’t say,” said Harry Wharton. -

“He simply said wec were to take them to
his study.”
“Then I s’pose he means us to leave ‘em

“on the table!”

“No room,” said Nugent.

And there wasn’t.*

On the Form-master’s table was a type-
writer and an enormous pile of manuseript.

Mr. Quelch had been revising his celebrated
“History of Greyfriars,” and the whole of
that momentous work—up to the point at
which the author had arrived—lay on the
table.

The history had no walue whatever, so far
as the juniors were concerned, but in Mr.
Quelch's eyes it was priccless. It represented
several years of toil and desk-work.

Mr. Quelch would rather have lost a hand,
Or even a limh, than his precious “History
of Greyfriars,” upon which he had been
engaged ever since Harry Wharten & Co.
could remember.

There was certainly no room for the fire-
works on the table.

Dick Russell suggested the floor, hut Mr.
Quelch would hardly care to see his carpet
littered with fireworks,
out.

“What about the fireplace, you fellows?”

This bright suggestion emanated from
Squiff, whose brain was quite a storehouse
of bright suggestions.

“Good!” said Dennis Carr. “The grate’s
empty, and there’s no fire, so we’ll rtam the
whole jolly lot in. Here goes!”

And Dennis crammed his jumping crackers
into the yawning grate.

The other fellows followed suit with their
fireworks, ' until the grate was banked up
with squibs and crackers and starlights and
golden-rains. =

The juniors surveyed their
property with wistful eyes.

“Wouldn't be a bad idea,” said Bob Cherry,
“to_set fire to the whole jolly lot!”

“My hat!”

The - juniors exchanged breathless glances,
and it was easy to see that everybody agreed
with Bob’s daring suggestion.

Nobody realised, least of all Bob Cherry
himself, what the consequences of such a
conflagration might be.

conﬁscated

defiant

The Removites were in a reckless,
mood, and they had been much wrought
upon.

“That’s a rattling good wheeze, Cherry!”
said Bolsover major. “We’ll have our Guy
Fawkes celebration in advance!”

“Hear, hear!” k

“Anybody got a match?”

Several fellows had, and they
produced them.

“We shall have to look slippy, or Quelchy
will be coming along,” said Dennis Carr.

The fellows who possessed matches
promptly ignited them, and applied them
to the heap of fireworks in the grate.

At the same time, Bolsover major, who
had not added his beloved sky-rocket to the
cellection, decided to light it there and then.
He stood the rocket on the floor, and lighted
it at the top, and watched it while it
gradually burnt downwards.

Nobody but Bolsover, however,
eyes for the rocket.

The rest of the fellows were staring, in a
fascinated sort of way, at the fire-grate,
which presented an amazing spectacle.

- The fireworks were spurting and fizzing and
cracking, and the jumping ecrackers leapt out
of the grate like live things.

Harry Wharton, who was a trifle more
sober than the others, began to realise that
Mr. Quelch’s carpet and his furniture, and
the study itself, were in jeopardy.

But it was too late to undo what had been
done,

Sizzzzzz!

Crack, erack, crack!

Bang, bang, bang!

“0Oh, my giddy aunt!”
Cherry, amid the commotion.
done it now!”

''hey had!

Yellow and blue tongues of flame now leapt
And the explosions grew
louder and more frequent.

The juniors were so startled by the uproar

hurriedly

had any

murmured Bob
“We've fairly

so this was ruled

that they were powerless to do enybhing
save stand and gape.

For a moment they stood paralysed. And
then—

- Z-z-zip !

Crash !

Bolsover major’s rocket went careering
through the window.

There was a splintering of glass, and the
juniors jumped back in alarm.

And then a dramatic exclamation burst
from Dennis Carr.

“Good heavens, the—the place is on fire!”

Quite a number of fireworks had leapt oub
of the grate, with the result that the carpet
was scorched and eventually set alight.

Those juniors whose presence of mind had
not completely failed them rushed forward
to stamp out the flames. They succeeded,
so far as the carpet was concerned; but
whilst they were stamping furiously on the
spluttering fireworks, the waste-paper basket
caught alight.

Great tongues of flame darted upwards,
and the apartment beeame full of smoke.

The juniors coughed and spluttercd, and
they did their best to extinguish the con-
flagration.

But the atmosphere of the study proved
too much for them, and they were compelled
to retreat into the passage.

“The extinguishers—quick!”
Cherry.

“Where are they?”

“Hanging up in the hall!*

“And the hosepipe—where's that?”

“In the Close. Come on!”

The juniors, appalled by what they had
done, rushed helter-skelter along the passage.
They had scarcely proceeded a few yards
when they were intercepted by Mr. Quelch.

The Remove-master had heard the report
of Bolsover major's rocket, and he was on
his way to his study to investigate.

“Boys, what does this mean?”’ demanded
Mr. Quelch sternly.

“Your study’s on fire, sir!”

“It’s blazing like the dickens, sir!”

“We're going to fetch the extinguishers and
the hose!”

And the juniors, realising that there was
no time to be lost, rushed on.

For a moment Mr. Quelch stood as if speill-
bound.

He could see a dense volume of smcke
issuing from the doorway of his study into
the passage. And then he remembered that
his “History of Greyfriars ”—that labour of
love on which he had been engaged for years
past—had been left on the table.

Probably the flames had destroyed the
precious manuseript by this time. But there
was just a chance that it might be saved:
and, with this object in view, Mr. Queich
hastened towards his study.

The hot breath of the flames greeted him
when he reached the threshold.

The apartment resembled a furnace, and it
was madness to enter.

But Mr. Quelech had no thought fer his
own safety. His one objeet was to retrieve
the. pile of manuscript. The destruction of
the “History of Greyfriars ” would have been
a terrible blow—a blow from which the Forn:-
master would mnever fully recover.

Heedless of the dense smoke, and of the
greedy, devouring flames, Mr. Quelch rushed
into the study.

He was half-choked and half-blinded by the
fumes, but instinctively he groped his way
towards the table.

Yes, the manuscript was still there. But
it was in imminent danger of destruction,
and Mr. Quelch swiftly gathered. up the
pages. As he did so, his gown caught fire,
but he scarcely réalised she fac* so anxious
was he to rescue his beloved “History.”

There was a tramping of feet in the pas-
sage.
© The amateur firemen of the Remove came
rushing on the scene, armed with fire-
extinguishers and with the hosepipe.

As they halted outside the study door they
were startled to see their Form-master come
staggering out of the blazing apartment.

“Take this!” gasped Mr., Quelch, in a
choking yoice.

And he thrust into the hand of the nearest
junior—who happened to be Dennis Carr—the
batch of manuscript. Then he collapsed on
the floor of the passage, with a groan.

“His clothes are on fire!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton. ‘“Hosepipe this way—quick!”

In normal circumstances the juniors would
never have dreamed of turning the hosepipe
on to their Form-master, But such a course
was imperative now.

Swish! Swoocosh!

The water descended in a deluge over Mr.
Quelch’s prostrate form. And the attion was

panted Bob
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Jon Every boy who has fireworks in his possession will kindly place them on the desk:before him,” commanded Mr.
Very soon the desks were covered with crackers, squibs, golden-rains, and starlights.
nearly started out of his head as he surveyed the miscellaneous collection

]’ Quelch.

The master’s oyes
(See page 5.}

only just in time, for the Remove-master was
?1ready badly burnt about the hands and
ace.

Meanwhile, the fellows who possessed extin-
guishers promptly set to work to extinguish
the conflagration inside the study. And
whilst they were thus engaged, the Head
and Mr. Prout, with a number of prefects
at their heels, arrived on the scene.

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Dr. Locke.
“What—what does this mean?”

“It would appear that a fire has broken
out in Quelch’s study!”’ said Mr. Prout, who
had a habit of stating the obvious.

“Bub how did it start—what was the cause
of it? Why—goodness gracious!—Quelch is
unconscious!” :

“And injured, too, sir!” said Wingate of
the Sixth, bending over the Remove-master’s
inanimate form.

“PDear me!”’ murmured the Head in great
distress. “You had better convey him to his
bed-room, and the doctor must be summoned
from Friardale.”

The prefects promptly did the Head’s bid-
ding. Gently they raised Mr. Quelch in their
arms, and bore him away* to his bed-room.
Then Wingate obtained his bicycle and sebt
off at a scorching speed for the village.

By this time the fire in Mr. Queleh’s study
had heen practically extinguished.

The damage done was not so extensive as
had been feared. S

True, the hearthrug and the carpet were
ruined, and the wastepaper basket was no
more, but the table and the typewriter had
escaped damage.

Harry Wharton & Co. were panting from
their exérbions. Their faces were smoke-
begrimed, and in some cases their hair and
eyehrows had been singed.  On the whole,
they resembled a troupe of Christy minstrels.

The Head stepped to the doorway 8f the
study and glanced within. He noticed the

' major doggedly.

heap of sodden fireworks on the floor, and
his brow grew stern.

“MWharton!” he rapped outf.

¥ es - sirtt

“You are the captain of the Remove Form.
I call upon you for an explanation, in detail,
of how this outbreak of flre occurred!”

“If you please, sir——"

“It was like this, sir—"

“gilence!” thundered the Head. “I am
speaking to Wharton! And I await his ex-
planation !”

Harry Wharton at once decided to make a
clean breast of what had happened.

“We were in the “Form-room, sir, when
Mr. Quelch discovered that we had fireworks
in our pockets. We’d bought them in readi-
ness for the Fifth, sir.”

“Yes, yes! Go on!”

“And Quelchy—I mean Mr. Quelch—ordered
us to take the fireworks to his study. We
hrought them here, and rammed them into
the grate, and then—"

Wharton hesitated.

“Proceed, Wharton!”’

“We—we set them alight, sir!”

A horrified expression came over the Head's
face.

“Am I to understand that you deliberately
caused this conflagration?” he said sternly.

“Nunno, sir! We didn't dream we should
set the place on fire. All we meant to do
was to destroy the. fireworks.”

“But you must surely have known that
such an action would result in a general
blaze?”

“We—we didn’t step to think, sir—"

“Your failure to stop anpd think, Wharton,”
said the Head grimly, “has  very nearly
resulted in tragedy. Mr. Quelch has been
badly injured—indeed, we do not yet know
the full extent of his injuries.”

“That wasn’t our fault, sir!” said Bolsover
“Mr. Quelch oughtn’t to

have gone info the study when it was all
ablaze !

“Silence, Bolsover! This is a very serious
matter—one of the most serious with which
I have ever been called upon to deal.. You
will restore those fire-appliances to their
proper places, and then, havini‘ cleansed your-
selves, you will go to your Form-room and
wait there till I come.” -

Looking decidedly sheepish, the juniors dis-
persed.

And when Bob Cherry announced that there
were breakers ahead, his Form-fellows
gloomily agreed with him.

It was certain that the Head would come
down very heavily on the transgressors. And
the feelings of the juniors, as they waited in
the Form-rcom for Dr. Locke to arrive, re-
sembled those of condemned felons.

“You'll get it in the neck for this!”

“E
“Shurrup !”

“1 shouldn’t be surprised if the ringleaders
were sacked from the school, and all the
remainder flogged in Big Hall!”

Billy Bunter rubbed his plump hands to-
gether as -he spoke, and he gave vent to an
unmelodious chuckle.

The fat junior hated being punished him-
self, but he had no objection to seeing others
squirm. Doubtless his forefathers, many
year before, had shown the same spirit when
they had flocked to witness public executions.

Billy Bunter was one of the few juniors who
had not been concerned in the recent
escapade. He had been in his usual state of
stoniness, and had therefore been unable to
purchase any fireworks. e
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Rough On the Remove !
SAY, you fellows =
“Dry up, Bunter!”




8 For the Best Stories of Football, School and Advetiture Read——

For once in a way, being “stony ” had its
advantages.

Harry Wharton & Co. were looking glum
and apprehensive,

Now that the excitement was over, and
they could think clearly, they saw how grave
their conduct must appear in the eyes of the
Head, and, indeed, of the whole school. They
had set their Form-master’s study on fire,
and they had caused injury to Mr. Quelqh.
Not intentional, of course. But the grim
fact remained.

“Wonder what action the Head means to
take?” muttered Johnny Bull.

“Goodness knows!” said Bolsover major.
“He can’t lick us, that’s ome blessing.
There’s too many of us.” :

“He’ll give us impots all round, I- dare
say,” said Dennis Carr.

“All depends how bad Quelchy is,” said
Harry Wharton. “If he’s not badly hurt, the
Head will be lenient. But if his injuries
are really serious, it may mean the sack for
some of us!” 3

“OR 1Y

“Surely not?” 2

There was a chorus of uneasy protest from
the others. Lickings or lines they could en-
dure more or less cheerfully, but the “sack ”
was quite another matter.

“Do—do you think I should be acecounted
one of the ringleaders, Wharton?” asked Stott
tremulously. %

“QCertain of it!” said Bob Cherry.

“0Onh ecrumbs!”

Billy Bunter rubbed his fat® hands with
glee, ~

“There’s.going to he a wholesale execution

when the Head comes ini” he said. “You
fellows will cateh it hot! :
_ “And so will a_ certain fat porpoise!”
growled Vernon-Smith, rising to his feet.
“You can stop gloating over other fellows’
misfortunes, and start gloating over your
own! You're going to get the bumping ot
your life! Tend a hand, chaps!”

The others cheerfully responded. Billy
Bunter was dragged out in front of the
class, and bumped with great vigour and
heartiness. His speetacles leapt off his nose
into the fireplace, and his yells of anguish
rang through the Form-room.

Bump!

“ Yaroooooooh !”

Bump!

“Help! Yoooop! Yaropski!®?

“He faneies he’s a giddy Bolshevist now!”
chuckled Dennis Carr.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

No sooner had Billy Bunier descended to
the ficor for the third time than there was
a rustling of gowns, and the Head strode
_into the Remove Form-room. He was fol-
lowed by Mr. Hacker and Mr. Prout; and
the fact that each gentleman carried a cane
boded ill for the Remove. <

“To your places, all of you!” thundered
the Head. “How dare you rum amok in this
wanner?”

The juniors promptly scuttled to their

scats. Billy Bunter- was the lust to arrive
at his destination. He found progress very
painful.

The Head took his stand in front of the
Form-aaster’s desk. Mr., Hacker stood on
one side of him, and Mr. Prout on the other,
And they looked like a trio of public

. exeeutioners.

Dr. Locke’s brow was very stern.

“This Form—which has long been the most
unruly body at Greyirjars—mow appears to
have got completely out of control!” he ex-
claimed. “The consequences of this morn
ing’s outrage might have proved evem more
sericus than they are already. As it is, Mr.
Quelch is so badly injured that he will be con-
gned to his bed-room for a week—perhaps ten

ays.” s

The juniors looked genninely sorry. Despite
the fact that Mr. Quelch was a hard task-
master, and that he had sought to deprive
them of their Guy Fawkes’ celebrations, they
were concerned to think that he would be
hors de combat for some time,

“T am aware that yon did not deliberately
injure your Form-master,” the Head went
on.  “At the same time, it is due to your
Teckless folly that he is now indisposed,” In
the first place, it was very wrong of you to
brine fireworks into the Form-room; and,
secondly, it was an act of madness to ignite
them in Mr: Quelch’s study!” :

The juniors sat silent.

“Every boy concerned in this outrage wilj
line up in front of the class!” commanded
the Head,

The Removites obeyed. Only a sprinkling
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of them—including Billy Bunter—remained in
their seats.

The Head then made a sign to Mr. Prout
and Mr. Hacker, and the wholesale execution
hegan.

Each culprit received six stinging cuts, and
the weaker spirits acknowledged the receipt
of them by loud yells of anguish. The others,
however,. possessed plenty of fortitude, and
they made no murmur.

For upwards of ten minutes, sounds of
steady swishing could be heard in the Remove

“Form-room.

The Head and his assistants were flushed
and panting by the time the castigation was
over. ;

“1 trust that will be a lesson to you!” said
Dr. Locke. “And, understand this, no mem-
ber of the Remove Form will be allowed to
participate in the celebrations on Guy
Fawkes® Day!”

“OR1” :

“On the evening of the day in question you
will all be kept under detention.” coutinued
the Head. *“Moreover, no fireworks are to be
imported into the Remove during the next
few days. It will go bard with any boy who
is discovered with fireworks in His possession !”

“But I—I've ordered a box of mixed fire-
works from Chunkley’s Stores, sir!” protested
Lord Mauleverer.

“Then you will ecancel the order forth-
with!”

“Oh, begad!”

“1 will make arrangements for a temporary
master to take the Form until Mr. Quelch
is fit for duty again,” the Head went on.
“Until the deputy arrives, om¢ of the pre-
fects will be placed in charge.”

And then, after warning the Removites
what they might expect if they were guilty
of further misdemeanours, the Head with-
drew, followed by Messrs. Hacker and Prout.

A great deal of mumbling and grumbling
followed their departure.

“There will be no fun for us on the Fifth!”
growled .. hnny Bull.

“That was only to be expected,” said Harry
Wharton. “Quelchy had already put the
kybosh on the Guy Fawkes’ celebrations.”

“But we're going to be put under deten-
tion!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “We shall be
shut up in this place like rats in a giddy
trap! We shall see the bonfire in the Close -
we shall see and hear all the fellows enjoy-
ing themselves—atd we shan't be able to
join in!”

“Shame !”

“And, to cap it all, we've got a new master
coming, and he'll probably be one of the
biggest tyrants breathing!” said Boh.

Thefe was another cry of “Shame!” louder
than before.

The Removites felt their position keenly,.

and they were ripe for revolt.

When Gwynne of the Sixth stepped into

the Form-room a few moments
realised that he would have all his work
cut out to preserve order. But Gywnne,
although easy-going at times, was not the
sort of fellow to stand any nonsense, and he
managed to keep the juniors in subjection.

Morning lessons passed without further
incident.

When the word of dismissal came, and the
juniors streamed out into the passage, they
encountered Gosling, the porter.

Gosling was grunting and gasping beneath
the burden of a-heavy packing-case.

“Hallo !” ejaculated Lord Mauleverer.
that from Chunkley’s, Gossy?” 3

“Yegsir!”

“Good! My fireworks have arrived, dear
boys. The Head told me to cancel the order,
but it’s too late to do that now.”

“But you know what the Head said about
importing fireworks into the Remove!” pro-
tested Nugent.

“Rats!” :

Lord Mauleverer was evidently in 2 defiant
mood. He instructed Gosling to convey the
packing case to his study. .

“We mightn’t get a chance to let the fire-
works off,” he said. “On the other hand, we
might. An’ I don’t see the fun of sendin’ the
whole box of tricks back to Chunkley’s.”

After dinner the juniors had recovered in
somie measure from their indignation. And
Harry Wharton suggested that a deputation
should call on Mr. Quelch to express regret at
that gentleman’s indisposition. 5

It was eventually decided that the Famous
Five and Dennis Carr should form the depu-
tation. And, not without trevidation, they
went up to Mr. Quelch’s bed-room.

Harry Wharton rapped on the door.

“Come in!”

The juniors entered somewhat sheepishiy.

later, - he

“Ts

They found Mr. Queleh sitting up In bed
reading a book. Z

The Remove-master presented an unusual
spectacle. His face and hands were
bandaged, but there was no anger. in the
glance he directed at his pupils.

“Carr!”-he exclaimed eagerly.

“¥es, sirp?

“Is my History of Greyfriars safe?”
‘Dennis nodded. 3

“L've got it here, sir,”” he said.

And he handed the manuscript to Mr.
Quelch, who took it almost caressingly.

After this there was silence, until Harry
Wharton contrived to blurt out:

“We—we're awfully sorry, sir, for what’s
happengd! When we set the fireworks alight
in your.study we had no idea what it would
lead to.”

“And.we hope youll soon be fit again,
sir,” said Bob Cherry.

“We are sorry to see our honoured teacher
sahib looking such a—”

Hurreg Singh was going to say “guy,” but
f’_rauk Nugent trod on his foot in the nick of
ime, .

“Thank you, my boys!” said Mr. Quelch
quietly. “Let us be thapkful that the con-
sequences were mot more serious. 1 trust
this will be a lesson o you not to indulge
in such acts of waywardness in future. You
have been punished, I presume?” .

“Yes, sir,” said Johnny Bull, “We were
caned by the Head, and forbidden to take
part in the celebrations on the Fifth.”

“Justi so,” said Mr. Quelch.

And the remainder of his conversation with
%hle juniors was Xind, and in no way reproach-
ul.

Harry Wharton & Co. unanimously agreed,
as they clattered down the stairs shortly
afterwards, that their Form-master was a
brick.

The news of the juniors® escapade had, of
course, spread through the school by - this
time. And the Remove found themselves in
disgrace, not only with the authorities, but
with the other Forms at Greyiriars. The
Sixth and Fifth-Formers regarded them with
contempt and derision. The members of the
Shell and the Upper Fourth described them
as ‘“an unraly mob of fags ”; and even the
fags themselves declared that it was a bit
thick - when fellows started trying to roast
their own Form-master!

The' Remove Form was in disgrace, and was
practically sent to Coventry by the rest of
the school,

Harry Wharton & Co. felt their humiliation

keenly.. And they realised that there were
black times in store for them. A temporary
master was coming to take charge of them,
and the Head was pretly certain to select a
man of the “mailed fist ” variety.
_ Then, again, the Removites would not be
Sble‘to take part in the Guy Fawkes' cele-
brations; and this rankled most of all. For
Guy Fawkes’ Day, like Christmas, came but
once a year, and a weary wait of twelve
months before the next celebration took place
would be anything but pleasant.

“It makes me-furious to see all the other
fellows getting ready for the Fifth, when
we sha'n’t be able to let off so much as a
single squib!” said Bob Cherry.

“Same here!”

“I'd made a ripping effigy of Loder of the
Sixth, too!” said Nugent. “And now we
sha'n’t get a chance of feeding it to the
flames!”

“Rotien!”

Dennis Carr was smiling. And the Famous
Five, noting the smile, turned upon Dennis
with some heat. -

“Would you mind explaining where the joke
comes in?” demanded Harry Wharton.

Dennis chuckled.

“I've got a sort of notion that we_shall
have a hand in the celebrations, after all,”
he said.

“But how?”

“We must think out ways and means.”

“Are you thinking of defying the Head?”
exclaimed Johnny Bull = =

“That's putting it rather bluntly. But if
the whole Form stands together, shoulder to
shoulder, I don’t see why we shouldn't enjoy
ourselves when the Fifth comes roundi”

Dennis Carr’s remark gave the iuniors food
for thought. And, black though the outlock
seemed, they were not without hope that they
would be able to take part in the Guy
Fawkes' celebrations. =

Whether that hope would be realised or
not remained to be seem!

(Another splendid lowg complete school

tale of Harry Wharton & Co. nexl week,
entitled: * Bonfire Night al Greyfriars!™)
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LOOK OUT for a New Adventure Serial COMING SHORTLY !

A TALE OF THE CIVIL WAR.

HARRY TEMPLE, master of the Chase,
and possessor of a wonderful sword at the
death of his father. When carried by any
member of the family in battle the legend
is that the sword will guard him from hurf
in the ficht, and make him invineible over
his enemies. Walter Temple, his cousin,
who is a Roundhead officer, also has a great

INTRODUCTION.
fichts between the two for the ownership of
it. Will Howard, Harry's particular friend,
has several accounts to square with Walter.
When war is declared between the King and
Parliament, Harry and  his friend join the
Royalist forces. The two are in the thickest
of the fighting, and many adventures befall
them. One day a great tree falls on them
during a march, and they are laid up at

Temple Chase. After a shorp spell of con-
valescence they are able to join their regi-
ment again, which they find extremely
diminished in numbers, many of their old
comrades being missing. However, they
throw in their lot with a small troop who are
marching to join a much larger force on the
borders of Gloucestershire.
(Now read on.)

longing for the sword, but there are many
¢ tJneasy Lies the Head——"

HIS story is not an English history,
nor did I intend to make it one,
knowing full well that the majority

of my readers get quite suificient of
that class of lore in books expressly provided
for the purpose; hut when a tale happens to
have an historical setting, ’tis necessary to
dwell, however - briefly, on the importaiit
happenings which link the scenes or incidents
of the story together; and much took place
within those six years—1643 to 1649—which
1 have passed over, ere commencing my next
chapters. That is, much affecting the great
issues at stake, though having little to do
with the chief characters whose adventures
you have so patiently followed till now.

The siege of Gloucester bad been raised
by Essex, the first battle of Newbury fought
with dite consequences to the King, and a
strong Scottish army under Alexander Leslie,
Barl of Leven, had invaded England.

In the summer of 1644, the tide turned
for the time being in favour of Charles, who
defeated Waller at Cropredy Bridge; but
shortly =fterwards the Crown lost the whole
of the North of England by the sterling
victory of Cromswell over Prince Rupert and
the Barl of Newcastle, at Marston Moor.

This was foliowed by two more crushing
blows—at the second battle of Newbury, and
at Naseby; and in May, 1646, Charles surren-
dered himself to the Scots at Newark, in the
hope of gaining fayour with the Presbyterians
against the triumphant Independents. But
this ruse proved utterly futile, for the Scots,
in turn, surrendered him to the Parliament
in 1647, on payment of expenses of the army,
and Charles was arrested.

Kegotiations then took place between Crom-
well and . himself, but the King, not yet
having lost hope of acquiring help from the
Scots, rejected all propositions put before
him. He succeeded in escaping, getting as
far as the Isle of Wight, but was there
rearrcsted .ere he could complete his journey
to Yranee, and confined in Carisbrooke Castle.

In January, 1648, Parliament ceased to offer
terms for Charles’ restoration to power, and
just a year later, after the second Civil War
had concluded, the King was put on his trial
at Westminster Hall.

During all that time neither Harry Temple

nor his cousin had encountered each other

upon even a single occasion. It had truly
been a parting of the ways; for whilst Walter
had been busily oceupied up North, fighting
first” under one Parliamentary commander,
then under another, Harty had been likewise
engaged on the other side in the Midlands
and South.

But now, when the concluding stages of

that time of strife and struggle were in sight,
all roads seemed to lead Londonwards, where
the last acts of the grim drama were about
to be played.

Harry and Will were there, waiting sad-eyed
in the crowd congregated round the great
public door of the hall: and though they
knew it not just then, Walter Temple was
also present, farther back in the crush, his
eyes fixed gloatingly on the jewelled hilt at
his cousin’s hip. :

Ay, and that sword had well lived up to
its reputation. Wielded scores of times for a
cause which was lost actually from the very
first, the rapier had accounted for many a
strapping Roundbead, though protecting its
owner from even the slightest injury. It had
seldom left Harry's side through all those
long years:; and the belief in its.strange
powers, judged by foregoing events, had now
grown so strong upon him that he would not
have parted with it for all the wealth of the
‘universe. = =

Yet, the reader will say, was the sword
really endowned with supernatural ageney,
or was this all pure coincidence? That 1
know not, nor can we hope to settle the
matter conclusively either way. As Shakes-
peare says: “ There are more things in
heaven and earth than are dreamt of in
philosophy.”

After what secemed to be an eternity of
waiting, the great p6rtals swung back and
the crowd surged in, scrambling roughly for
seats in that part of the building which had
been reserved for the public. The two com-
rades were fortumate in securing a position
well to the front, and stared round the hall
with eyes in which interest and gloom were
strangely mingled. :

Mr, John Bradshaw, the Lord President,
was seated in a chair of crimson velvet,
whilst, below him, the Clerk of the House
occupied a place at a table upon which lay
the mace and sword. To right and left, on
seats of scarlet cloth, were the members of
the Court, the end of each row being flanked
by a group of men-at-arms.

After silence had been restored, the King
appeared under a guard of over thirty officers,
advancing quietly towards the chair which
had been reserved for him at the Bar. He
frowned upon the tribunal, sat down—with-
out, 'twas noticed, removing his hat—and
then rose again, looking at the guard placed
behind him, and the ctowd of spectators
across the hall. :

Then, as he resumed his seat, Bradshaw
immediately commenced his address, in which
he accused “ Charles Stuart, King of England,
as the sole author of the sea of blood which
had deluged the country,” and this was

instantly followed by the reading of tha

_several individual charges by the Solicitor-
(General, who stood up as Bradshaw sat down

again,

"Twas during this latter recital that a
strange ocecurrence took place—an occurrence
which seemed to uncannily foreshadow tha
events of the future; for, as the Attorney-
General commenced his speech, Charles
touched him sharply on the shoulder with his
cane, the head of which became detached
and fell to the ground. The King’s face
betrayed curious emotion for a moment, and,
none of his servants being near enough to
pick up the article, he had perforce to do so
himself.

During the reading of the charges Charles
remained tranquil enough, looking alternately
from his judges to the public, and only once
did he show any departure from his stoical
demeanour—and then he did something
which one would scarce have expected of a
man placed -in- his precarious position, For,
when the words: * Charles Stuart, tyrant,
traitor, and murderer,” sounded through the
packed court he smiled!

Then, being called upon by Bradshaw to
plead either guilty or not guilty, he put up
an able defence for the time being, appealing
mainly to the assembled people with such

good effect that the almost universal shout™

of ‘ God, save the King!”’ arose from the
packed masses.

The next sitting of the court witnessed a
scene of like description, the King finding
even more marked favour than heretofore,
despite the ceaseless efforts of his enemies
to turn the tide of opinion against him.

Seeing the direction in which affairs weras
leaning the fourth day ef the ftrial, the
Republicans resolved to cut short further
debate, and that Charles should oniy appear
before his judges on one more occasion. Two
wlole days were spent in collecting evidence
from over thirty witnesses, and finally ths
King was wpted a tyrant, a traitor, and an
enemy of the country.

The big crowd filed out—some crestfallen,
others jubilant—and dispersed in the snow
outside. Harfy and Will, each preoceupied
with his own thoughts, turned their steps
towards the narrow street where they were
lodging.' . They had attended the court on
each day of the trial, and bad at first held
high hopes that the King would win his case;
but, as the weight of evidence, concocted or
otherwise, grew heavier against him, the
public opinion wavered in consequence, their
hopes erumbled to the dust.

Harry was a good deal changed from the
strapping lad he was when we last met him.
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His figure had filled out considerably, and
he looked & fine Epécimen of young British
manhood as he swung along by the side of
his silvery-haired companion.
difference was noticeable in the appearance
of Will Howard, save, perhaps, that he was
not quite so erect as formerly, and some
extra lines had engraved themselves on his
ruddy countenance; yet his step was still
firm and springy as of yore.

The next day they wended their way, as
usual, towards Westminster Hall, only to
meet, with disappointment. A big crowd was
clamouring for admission, but on -this occa-

sion the doors remained closed. The Court |

was meeting in private, to decide the sen-
tence on the King.

Charles Stuart’s Last March !

$pmWAS extraordinary that = rcsigned
bearing of Charles Stuart, both
during his last  hours at St.
James’ and on his way from
that place to Whitehall. His great amxiety,
too, that he should betray no sign of

nervousness is a matter of historical
comment; for, lest the severity of the
weather should make him shiver with
cold, he earefully chose a warmer shirt, so
that his attitude might
not be mistaken for -
one of fear, =

The whole way to
Whitehall was lined by
a vast, silent throng,
the great majority un-
covering as the King
appeared in _sight
behind the detachment
of halberdiers, who
marched ghead with
banners flylng. On
Charles’ right walked
Bishop Juxon; and enm
his left Colonel. Tomlin-
son, the offieer in
command of the guard,
with both of whem he
conversed animatedly
on his way, his eyes
bright and his step
firm. Indeed, *tis
recorded that at times
he walked faster than
the surrounding
soldiery, whom he
blamed for their slow-
1ess.

Harry Temple and
Wil  Howard had
obtained places quite

close to Whitehall, and

But little |

the staircase was visible from where they
stood, the rest being hidden by an angle of
the wall.

They waited seme time, until a seund
which seemed like a great sob came from
the multitude, and then turned mournfully
away. <

“And now, old friend,” said Harry finally,
after a long pause, “the fighting is over, and
we have lost the day. What is it to be?”

“As you will, master. T have been far too
upset to make any plans.” -

“And I also; but there is nothing to be
gained by remaining here im Londen.”

“Then ’tis back to Temple Chase you
would go, lad, te make it your home for
good?”

Harry’s eyes brightened, and then clouded
strangely.

“Ay, Will,” he said; “back to the Chase
again to try and make it something of a
home, theugh I fear me ‘twill be a difficult
task to replace many of the things which
have heen destroyed. And—and then there
is my cousin. He has seen us, and has likely
notieed that T still carry this.” E

He stroked the hilt of the strange rapier
affectionately, and Will nodded his head.

“You are right, lad,” he replied. “The
raseal saw ‘us to-day, and who can tell how

were staring with the
rest along the route
by which the King was
due to come. Neither

Wili suddenly crashed across the table, and at the same
moment Harry himself became conscious of a strange
mist before his eyes. ‘* Walter, you—you ——?' he choked.

of them had actually 3,
wished to be there, but the closing scene of
the great drama had drawn them forcibly
against their will, and they could not have
stayed away had they tried.

Not a sound broke the intense stillness,
save the occasional shuffle of feet in the crisp
snow and the rattle of accoutrements from
the soldiery lining the roadway.

Then suddenly Howard, who had been
closely scamning the faces of the crowd on
the opposite side, gripped Harry’s arm like
a vice, and pointed across.

“Once again, lad!” he' whispered hoarsely.
“Dost see? Master Walter!”

The young man looked in the same direc-
tion, and caught a fleeting glimpse of a dark,
malignant face, ere it was swallowed up in
the sea of bared heads. And that Walter
had seen them also he had no doubt, for
he had been staring straight in their direc-
tion when Harry glanced over.

“So he’s still living,” the latter muttered,
“and by the look he gave me he still means
mischief—— Ah, Will, old friend, they are
coming !”?

Round a bend in the track swung the
dismal procession, the three central figures
being the objects of much interested
scratiny. Here and there amongst the crowd
a fervent “God save your Majesty!” sounded
as the King drew level, and he turned his
head to right and ]ef{, alternately, gravely
acknowledging their salutations.

Then he ascended the stairs with a light

step, disappearing inte the interior of the |

building. And that was the last either Harry
or Will ever saw of the Sovereign in whose
cause they bad risked so much and fought

to the place of exeeution, only the foot of
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| since we arrived in London?

many more times his eyes have been upon us
Ay, we have
not finished with Master Walter yet awhile,

i 50 we must needs be mighty watchful.”

Next day, after some formalities had been

| gone through, they left the capital—the city
| which had just seen the overthrow of a king-

dom, and was soon to witness the establish-
ing-of a republic.

—

Plans !

] ITH the removal of the King, Eng-
sa/ land began to settle dawn into a

sort of lethargy—a reaction, as it
were—until the inauguration ef the
Commonwealth again gave rise to much dis-
cussion and a good deal of subdued bibter-

| Iess.

It the midst of this quietude two well-

| mounted horsemen rode up to the great door

of Temple Chase, and were affectionately

 greeted by Travers—grown much older-look-

ing and feebler of step in those years that
had passed since he last beheld them.

“Ah, Master Harry,” he wheezed, “’tis
good to sée that cheerful face of yours
again—and you, too, thou great bull! Why,

you must be nigh as old as I, yet one would

| never helieve it!”

“Nay, Travers, not quite so old,” laughed
Will, “but blessed with a healthy body all
my life. That’s the secret of it—that, and
taking mighty good care of myself.”

“Ay, but I also took care,” replied the
other, who seemed always ready for an argu-
ment with Howard. “Goed food and good

i red wine——"
so well; for theugh they were quite elose }

“Oh, ho, lad! Hark at him!” interrupted
the big fellow, with another laugh. “Good
red wine, forsooth!

That's -how ’tis that

A Half~a~Crown for Youif—

Master Travers is not so steady on his ping
as I—7

But, the old retainer, cutting short Will’s
banter with ene of his disdainful snorts.
turned and led the way fowards the great
dining-room in the east wing, where a bright

| fire was burning cheerfully on the hearth.

This apartment, though it had heen right

- in front of one of Lord Goring's attacking

flanks on that memorable oecasion years
before, had, euriously enough, escaped with
comparatively little damage. True, two of
the beautiful diamond-paned windows were
badly imjured, but the massive oak panelling
was still intact, as also were the full-length
portraits which adorned the walls.

"T'was towards onesof these latter, occcupy-
ing the centre of a long row, that Harry iu-
stinetively looked as he and Will ook their
seats at the table. The picture was that
of a soldier in armour, with a white rose
fastened to his breastplate, and his hand
resting on the jewelled hilt of a Tapier at
his hip: and the young man glanced down
with a smile to his own, where hung the fac-
simile.

“So there's the bringer of our good for-
tune, Will,” he said—*Sir Henry Temple, who
found the sword on Bosworth Field. I have
oft wondered who was the loser by the trans-
action.” :

Howard shook his white head.

“Nay, that I cannot tell, Master Harry,
for I hage never heard,” he replied. “Nor
did yougfather know, either, I'll vow!”

“'Twas a strange thing altogether,” pur-
sued young Temple reflectively, “how the
mere finding or losing of a weapon like this
could so affect the fortunes of a whole family,
and those who came after!”

"Bubt it has, lad; it has, as we have
proved! You remember that day at New-
bury, when those three stout rebels attacked
you together, and I was too busy to render
assistance? Zounds, lad! But for the rapier
then T firmly believe you would not be sit-
ting there now! My last doubts of its power
were swept away on that occesion.’?

“Ay, ‘twas wonderful indeed! And the
t curicus part of it all was that I had
ittle trouble in defending myself. I never
knew the blade so easy to handle or so
deadly in its thrust. The three went down
betore it an’ I reecollect aright.”

“Nay, lad, only two. The third, remember,
thought better of it!”

“You are right. I had forgotten the
fellow;s stupefaction. But I did not see him
again.”

“I did, though, and had the pleasure of
testing my own steel against him—much to
his disgust. He eame for me just afterwards,
and—well, I know not what he may be doing
now!”

They relapsed into silence, each one busy
with the appetising meal before him. Travers
had evidently believed in always keeping the
Chase well provisioned, for there seemed to
be no lack of eatables. Finally, Will lay
baek with a sigh of satisfaction.

“No matter how welcome a good fight may
be, lad, one eannot live upon it alone.
Dearly though I love devouring my enemies,
%}ll ”v’ow none ever tasted so savoury as
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Harry laughed heartily.

“Oh, Will—Will, I verily believe you'll bave

| my “death to answer for next!” he gasped.
| “To hear you talk one would think we were

all put into this world for naught but fight-
ing and eating! Dost never do anything
else?”
“Ay, Master Harry, I
soon show you!” =
He took a long pipe from the mantel, and
was presently staring contemplatively at the

smoke, as I shall

| ceiling, puffing out great clouds of blue smoke

with evident relish. The hig fellow had had
little time to gratify his tastes in this par-
ticular direction—peacefully, at any rate—
and he found it doubly welcome now.

Finally he knocked out the ashes from
the bowl, and, replacing the pipe, grew sud-
denly very grave.

“And new, Iad, let’s consider matters very
carefully,” he said. “We are here, so that °
is the main thing so far as lodging is con-
cerned; but we must prepare for a further
visitor, who will certainly pay us a call some
time or other in the future.”

“You mean Walter?2

“Of a surety! He saw us, and, if I read
kim aright, will give us no littie trouble ere
we finish with him for good—or evil!”

“Quite likely. But forewarned is
armed——"

“Ay, with anyone else than that cunning
knave! Recollect how persevering he has

fore-

‘been in the past—how unserupulous in his
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method of working; and as he has acted
before he’ll act agam!”

“You are quite right, Will. We must be
teady for all eventualities. Ah! I gee you
hiave something simmering in that old pate
of yours. Cut with it!” .

Howard stroked his stubbly chin thought-
{ully ere replying. -

“Ay, lad,” he finally returned, “I have a
plan, and, T think, a good one. Listen!”

He spoke rapidly for a few minufes, the
interest on Harry's face deepening as he pro-
ceeded. Then, as he finished, the latter
clapped him heartily on the shoulder.

“Will,” he said, “had I your brains I
should be a Colonel of Horse by now! 0d’s
life, ’tis a most excellent idea!”

The Reward of Hospitality.

HE comrades had not been very long
in London ere Walter Temple had
chanced to see them pass just be-
neath the window of the house

wherein he was lodged, and with the sudden
knowledge of their presence so close to him,
the smouldering fire of his covetousness had
flared up afresh. <

From that moment, thcugh neither was
aware of it, scaree a step did they move
in any direction without the wily rascal
being somewhere not very far away; for
since Charles was at last safely enmeshed,
Walter’s particular regiment had begmemore
or less idle, and consequently his time was
practically his own to do with as he pleased.

When the twain left the capital, he was |

amongst the first to know of their depar-

ture, and shrewdly guessed whither they
were bound. Having decided this to his own
satisfaction, his crafty. brain immediately

commenced working at top speed to form
some plan whereby to deal them a stunming
final blow and realise his great ambition.

Bub the events of the next couple of days
prevented his doing very much in that direc-
tion, for certain important orders again tied
his hands and detained him in London, much
to his chagrin, thus giving his quarry a good
start, and upsetting his careful calculations
for the time being.

However, not very long afterwards a ragged
vagranbt might bave been seen pursuing his
way through the woods surrounding Temple
€hase, shivering with the bitterness of the
weather, and@ hal#ing ever and anon fo brush
th: driven snow from  his half-blinded eyes.
Indeed, so miserable and wretched-locking
was he that if you had been told the horse

which was tethered a few yards back be- |

forged to him, you would have laughed at
the informant in derision.

The vagrant arrived at the great door,
knocking timorously, and after a moment’s
delay Travers swung the portal back.

“Your business, sirrah?”? he inquired,
;taring hard at the wretched, trembling
aure.

“Food!*” gasped the caller. “Food and
warmth, an’ your heart has pity in it!”

Now, Travers had a sympathetic soul, and
the extreme misery of the newcomer stirred
it to its depths. He pulled the door open
wider, and grufily bade the other enter.

“You havs come far?”’

“Ay, many miles; twice ag many as I can
count on my fingers!”

“And in such weather!
you. Ay, Master Harry!”

A voice was heard calling down the great
staircase, and Travers looked up.

“Whe is it?” -

“A wanderer, master—half dead from the
cold, and starving!” :

“Bring him up here, friend!” continuved the
vcice, and the vagrant’s eyes gave a momen-
tary flusn, but then became Iustreiess again.

He was conducted into the great dining-
room, and pushed into a chair hy the
blazing hearth, the three other occupants of
the chamber locking at him curiously.

And truly he was a sorry sight. His face,
or what could be seen of it beneath hig
broad hat-brim, was lashed into a ruddy
glow by the cutting wind, and flanked by
wisps of straggly, unkempt hair, which stuck
out oddly from behind his ears, whilst his
stubbly chin and cheek-bones showed that he
was nobt over-careful with his toilet. Hig
clothes, too, were ragged and threadbare,
whilst his footwear spoke of having seen
better days.

“0d’s life!” murmured Will, at length.
“Many a scarecrow would seem a gentleman
beside this one! Will you not réfnove your
hat, sirrah?”’

“Nay, ’tis not worth while.

Zounds, I pity

Just a little

“You shall have them both, friendl
Travers, seme of that savoury mess we Have
just partaken of. A goodly plateful, now!”

Little was said whilst the visitor ate
ravenously ; then he pushed his plate away,
end commenced searching for something in
the folds of his threadbare garments.
Presently he produced a smali bottle, which
he set on the table. =

“There iz one good woman in this world
wholl well deserve her reaward in the next,”
he said, nodding towards the bottle. “That
wine is the most wonderful of any I ever
tasted, and saved me from fainting more
than once, I'll vow.”

“Someone gave it to you?” asked Harry.

“Ay; a worthy dame at whose house 1
knocked some ten miles back. She had no
food to spare, but said this was all that
remained of her stock of liquor. ’Tis mar-
vellous in its powers, truly!”

Will took up the bottle and smelt it.

“It has a strange odour,” he remarked.
“Strongly spiced, I warrant, and should be
mighty reviving.”

He set it down -again, but the wayfarer
pushed it towards him.
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though salisfed with Lfs scrutiay, replied
aitably.

“Ay, that I do~%that I do! The Temples
hear a strange resemblance fo ecach other
This {3 Temple Chase, is it mot?”

“It s, though why you seem so inferested
in— Ho, Will! What ails you, old friend?
You almest knocked me down!”

For Howard, who had been staring closely
at the lower part of their visitor’s face—
which was just then brightly illuminated
by a gleam from the hearth--suddenly
swayed sideways, making a choking sound i
hig threat.

“Master Harry!” he gasped.
see? He would not remove his hat!
Ah, I'm falling! The wine—the——"

Will suddenly crashed aeross the %able,
where Travers, by the way, was already
sprawled limply, and at that moment Harry
himself became conscious of a strange mist
before his eyes, through which the vagrant’s
face loomed vindictively triumphant.

“Walter, you——" he choked, groping

“Post 1ot
Hem

blindly with his hands towards the other,
wheo avoided him easily, and stepped aside,
chuckling like the knave he was.

son.
faltered.

On the right of the King walked the bishop, and on his [eft Colonel Tomlin-
There was no sign of fear in the face of Charles, and his step never
The whele way along Whitehall

breathless silence.

thousands watched him in

(See page 10).

“Nay, taste a little, T pray you—and ye,
too, good sir. You’ll find it good!”

A small portion was' measured out and
handed in turn to each of them, who
swallowed it down, Will smacking his lipe
in evident relish.

“You're a good judge, friend! ’Tis fine
stuff, indeed!” he exclaimed. “We must call
upon the dame, and see if she will give us
the recipe.” %

“Doubtless she will, gladly,” said the
other, and then let his eyes wander round
the panelling. “Ye have some fine pictures
here. Why, on my soul, who is that yonder?”

He pointed towards the portrait of Sir
Henry Temple, and turned interrogatively
towards Harry, as though he knew that he
was the proper pergon to address the
question to.

«That is one of my ancestors,” replied the
latter. “A good man and true, who fought

{for King Richard at Bosworth. You recog:

pise his faee?”
The man shot a swift glance at the trio

food and heat, and I'll be on my way again.” from beneath his broad hat-brim, and, as

“Ah, cousin!
time, I think!”

But Harry did not hear him. Sprawling
over Will’s feet, he collapsed in a buddled
heap, breathing heavily, and quite oblivious
to everything going on around him.

Walter remained looking down at his
enemy for a full minute, gloating over his
easily-won victory, and then glanced at the
half-empty bottle.

*“*Tig strange how oft great evenfs are
pivoted on little things!” he muttered, with
a smile. “The good dame—who, in truth,
doesn’t exist—has my best thanks for her
assistance !I”

He stooped down and fingered the buckle
of Harry’s sword-belt for an instant, then,
loosening it, he fastened it round his own
walist. 2

“*Pwas a long game, but the last move is
mine, coz!” he said, addressing the inanimate
form at his feet “I wish ye sound sleep, the
three of ye, and a pleasant a‘wakening!"

(Another grand instalment of this magnifie -
cent adventure serial next week.) :
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We meet again—for the last
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Chopper Comes Bown !
6¢ ROUBLE for somebody!’ murmured
Jimmy Silver.

It looked like it.

All the Fourth Form at Rook-
wood, both Classical and Modern, were in
the Forin-room when Mr. Bootles entered.

There was a stern frown upon the brow
of the Fourth Form-master.

A stern frown was so rare upon the kind
face of the benevolent little Form-master
that the Fourth were on the qui vive at
once.

Somehody, evidently,
something, and the
to come down.

There were quite a number of uneasy con-
sciences in the Fourth Form.

Jlmm) Silver & Co. and Tolmny Dudd
& Co. wondered whether their latest “scrap’

was the cause of Mr. Bootles’ frown. As a
rule, the little rags between Moderns and
Classicals were taken no notice of by the
Form-master. But you never could tell.
f‘orm-masters were always an uncertain quan-
ity.

Leggett, the cad of the Fourth, wondered
whether any of his little money transactions
had come fo light, such as lending a shilling
to a fellow who was hard up at an interest
of twopence a week. Leggett kept his eyes
on his desk and quaked. He was always in
dread of being found out.

Townsend and Topham the dandies of the
Fourth, surmised that perhaps Mr. Bootles
had become aware of their snobbish persecu-
tion of Rawson, the scholarship junior, and
they sat there looking very uneasy. They
knew what opinion the Form-master would
have of their conduct if he knew of it.

Then there was Peele, the pal of Towny
and Toppy, one of the “Nuts.” Peele looked
quite ‘white as Mr. Bootles cam= in.

Mr. Bootles stood regarding his class with
a grim look, little dreaming of the number
of guilby consciences before him. In the
innocence of his heart Mr. Bootles fancied
there was only one guilty conscience in the
Fourth—the one he had to deal with.

had been
“chopper ”

“up 7 to
was about

The juniors waited on tenterhooks. Mr.
Bootles seemed in no hurry to begin. He
coughed his little dry cough significantly.

A pin might have been heard to drop in
the Fourth Form-room.

Jimmy Silver and Tommy Dodd regarded
cach other with glances of eloguent sym-
pathy. Classical and Modern ragged each
other without merey out of class, but if
the chopper was to come down they could
join in mutual sympathy.

= Peele th

Mr. Bootles jerked out that name, and all
the TFourth Form, witll one exception,
breathed more freely.

Peele was the delinquent.

The rest of the Fourth brightened up, and
almost smiled. Peele did not smile, how-
€ever.

“Peele, stand out bhefore the class!”

With dmgglm steps Peele of the Fourth
moved out, and stood hefore the grim, frown-
ing Form-master. :

“What on earth's the row?” murmured
Jimmy Silver. “Peele hasn’t been ragging
Moderns; he's too slack.”

*Betting on gee-gees, you bet!” murmured
Lovell. “That’s Peele's little game, and he’s
been spotted.”

“Serve him right, if that’s the case!” said
Jimmy unsympathetically.

Mr. Bootles glanced round.

“Silence in the class!” he exclaimed.

There was dead silence. Mr. Bootles ad-
justed his glasses, and blinked at Pecele.

= Peelo

“Ye-e-es, sir?”

“I have received a report from a prefect
concerning you.”

“Ye-g-es, sir!”
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“Last evening,” said Mr. Bootles, his voice
growing d«mpm, ‘you were seen in eonversa-
tion, Peele, with 4 man of the name of Hook

Joscph Hook—a person of the most dis-
reputable character. This person, I under-
stand, is a bookmaker, and is regarnded as
a man of bad character even among men of
his own profession. Ycu were seen in eon-
versation with him by Dickinson major.
You ran away immediately, doubtless to
escape recognition. Walter Dickinson, how-
ever, recognised you. I have received his
report. What have you to say, Peele?”

“I—J—I——" stammered Peele.

“I am willing to hear any explanation you
have to make, Peele. Have you been en-
gaged in any betting transaction with the
man?”

“N-n-no, sir.”

“Has any money passed hetween you?”

“N-n-no, sir.”

“Then for what reason did you meet him?”

Townsend and Topham watched Peele with
deep anxiety. They were in terror of their
own transactions with Joey Hook coming to
light if Pecle blurted out too much.

Peele drew a deep breath.

“J—I met him by chance, sir. He insisted
on stopping to speak to me. I didn’t want
him to

“Peele! You were seen to Qpﬂak with him
for more than five min

Peele gasped.

“I—1 didn't mean to,
wouldn’t leave me.
““Have you ever
Peclc?”

“No, sir!” gasped Peele.

“You have never had any
him?”

“Oh, certainly not, sir!”

Jimmy Silver's lip curled inveluntarily. If
expulsion had been hanging over his head
Jimmy would not, and could not, have lied
like that. But Peele was made of different
stuff.

“I am glad of that, Peele. I accept your
assurance,” said Mr. Bootles, stroking his
grey whiskers thoughtfully. “I trust you are
speaking the truth. I cannot exonerate you,
as you were greatly to blame for allowing
such a character to enter into conversation
with you. I shall cane you, Peele, but not
severely. But, for your own sake, Peele, I
shall keep you within gates for a considerable
time. You will understand that you are
not, for any reason whatever, to 2o out of

sir, but—but he

spoken to him bhefore,

dealings with

the school bounds until further notice. Now
hold out your hand!”

Swish !

“You may go to your place, Peele. I am
glad the matter does not seem so serious

as I had at first feared.”

Peele went to his place without a word.
Hi3 hand was tucked under his arm, and
his eyes were burning.

“We will now pwceed." said Mr. Bootles.

And they proceeded.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Painiful Duty Done !
SILVER glanced at Peele when

IMMY
j the Fourth Form came out of the class-
room.
He was feeling a little sympathy
now. To be “gated ” indefinitely was a

hard lot, though, certainly, the punishment
was light enough and most judicious. While
he remained within school bounds Peele was
removed from all danger of further atten-
tions from the disreputable Hook.

Peele was looking savage and morose.

“Cheer up, kid!” said Jimmy Silver, tap-
ping him on the shoulder. “It’s ~hard
ch(cse, but it might Mave been worse, you
know.’

“Gated for the rest of the term!”
tered Peele.

mut-

“0h, Bootles will come round ” gaid Jimmy.

“Just think what might Imve happened it
he'd known the facts.”

Peele scowled.

“And I'll tell you what” said Ji
“Why not chuck it and stick to
instead? Tooter's belter thau slacking
bettim on gee-gees, kid.”

“Mind your own business!”
“T'll do what I like, Boot

And he stalked away a T

Jimmy Silver locked after him, greatly
inclined- to take him by the scruff of the

neck and mop up the passage with him.
Lovell and -Raby and Newcome, who had
listened, burst into a chuckle in chorus.

Jimmy Silver looked at them rather
morosely.

£ Whats the cackle about?” he snapped.

“Nameghty boy won't take the saintly
advi 3 his Uncle James!” grinned Lovell.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, bow-wow! Rats!”

ass ought to he lx

bout

growled P
T no Bootl

said Jimmy \11\‘1
ked!

crossly. “The silly
He was lying to Bootles like a P“m
know all about his little
Hook; and Towny's and Toppy's,

“Bootles will tumb )
an example of them,” said Lovell.
for you to get your wool off, Jimmy.
go and punt a ball about until dinner.”

“What about our rehearsal for our play?”
said Jimmy,

“Oh, bother the rehearsal!
that this evening. Come out!”

And the Fistical Four went out.

They punted a ball about in the keen air
of the quadrangle, and soon forgot all abeut-
Cyril Peele. Meanwhile, Peele w sur-
rounded by sympathetic friends. Townsend
and Topham of the Fourth, and Smytt
Howard of the Shell, were ull of comn
tion. As - Adolphus Smythe remarked.
might have happened to any one of them.

“But yvou should have been more careful,
Peele,” said Adolphus. *You shouldn’t let

We can do

yourself get spotted by a prefeet. I never
do, dear boy.’?

Peele- grunted.

“I didn’t know Dickinson was coming

across that field,”” he said. “Confound him!”

“Yaas, confound him, certainly!” agreed
Adolphus. “Like his cheek, meddlin’ in a
feliow’s private affairs. But prefects  wiil
do these things.”

“It's rotten!” said Townsend. “We shall
have to go pretty careiul for a bit!”

“Look here, you'll have to help me out,”
said Peele. ‘“After what Bootles said, I
can’t meet Joey again for a bit—"

“By gad, old man, you’d better not!”

“But I’Ve got an appointment with him
for this evening,” said Peele,

“You can't keep it,’’ said Smythe,
a shake (" his head. “Too risky!”

“I know I can’t. One of you fellows musi
go for me.”

The Nuts of Rookwood exchanged glances.
They were not unaccustomed to meetmv the
bookmaker on account of fheir own little
speculations on the Turf, but the incident ia
the Form-room had scared them.

There was a general shaking of heads.

with

“Not good enough,” said Adolphus de-
cidedly. “Bet’cer give it a few days to biow
over. I'm goin’ to.”

And Smythe and Howard strolled away;
their minds evidently made up.

“Look here, Towny,” said Peele angrily,
“Joey Hook i3 comin’ to meet me this
evenin’. 1t's a special appointment. He'll
get waxy if I don’t go. He may wait an
hour for nothin’.”

“*Tain’t safe,”” said Townsend.

“I owe him money, tog,”
“that’s what we were talkin'
Dickinson spotted us.
uncertain beast Hook is. If he’s kept
waitin’ for nothin’ he may cut up rusty.”

“We’'ll have to chance it,”’ said Townsend
decidedly.s “It's too msky I'm not goin’
out of gates this evenin’.”’

“Same here,” said Topham,

said Peele;
about when
You know what an

with equal
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decision. “Don’t be an ass, Peele! It’s no
good lookin® for trouble.”

“If you fellows won’t go for me, I shall
have to go,” said Peele. “It’s more risky
for me than for you.””

“Well, it’s your bisney, not ours,” said
Topham.

“And T—I can’t go. I'm taking part'in
that rotten Classical rehearsal.”

“Bother the rehearsal!” said Townsend.
“What do you take up such roti for, with
those awful cads in the end study? I
wouldn’t waste my time on it.”

“Well, they haven’t asked you to play a
leading part,” said Peele unpleasantly.

“Qh, rats! I'm not goin’ to meet Hook,
anyway.”

“1f T cut off they’ll miss me, and there’ll
be talk,” said Peele. “It makes it all the
more likely that I shali get spotted.”

“Don’t go, then!”

“Look here——"

“Oh, ring off!” said
Townsend crossly. “I
tell you I'm not goin’
to have a hand in it. I

don’t want to Dbe
sacked !”

“Same here!” said
Topham.

Towny and Toppy
sauntered away to
avoid importunity.
Peele was left alone,
scowling.

He had am uneasy
fear  of what |his

estimable - friend Joey
Hook might do if he
were left kicking his
heels at the stile the
whole evening.

Mr. Hook was not
wholly a reliable gentle-
man, -and Peele owed
him meney.

“I've gobt to gol”
muttered Peele savage-
ly. “Those funky cads
won’t do it for me. I've
got to go unless I could
let Hook kmow, and I
can’t. Hang it all!”

And Peele walked
away, alone with his
meditations.

THE THIRD
CHAPTER.
An

interrupted Rs~-
after tea,”
Fistical Four came out

hearsal.
e EHE ARSAL
R said Jimmy
Silver, as the

of the Form-room after
afternoon jessons.

Jimmy Silver was
very keen about the
rehearsal,

It was Jimmy who

Peele did not get on well with the Fistical
Four, but in making up a caste for a school
comedy, entitled *“Nice Boys at School,”
personal considerations of that kind were
banished Except for Putty Gracc, who hap-
pened to be laid up with a sprained ankle,
Peele was the cleverest fellow for the part,
so he was selected; and as it was the
“fattest’’ part in the piece Peele naturally
had jumped at it.

When the play came off, Mr. Bootles was
not.likely to see it; bubt even if he did, he
was not likely to recognise that caricature
of himself. As Jimmy sagely remarked,
Bootles hadn’t the fainvest idea what a funny
merchant he really was. He would probably
regard the character as exceedingly comiecal,
never dreaming that it bore any resemblance
to himself. Which was all to the good, for
the merry juniors would have sacrificed the
most effective character in the play rather

_“Might have punted the ball ahout a
little.” said Lovell. .

“Well, it’s early or not at all, s far as
I'm concerned,” said Peele., “And I'm keen
on the play.”?

*“Oh, all right!”

Jimmy Silver proceeded to eall together
the other members of the caste of = Nice Boys
at School.”” A box-room had been selected
for the rehearsal—quiet and secluded, and
not liable to interruption. Rehearsals in the
Common-room were subject to interruptions
from the merry Moderns.

The Fistical Four and Peele and Oswald and
Conroy were all there, and Tubby Mufiin
joined them. Tubby had- been offered a
small part, which he retused with a fat
sniff, but on second thoughts he had taken it.

Considering that they were only a junior
club, the Reokwood players had quite a
large stock of effects. There were quite a

number of beards and moustaches, and wigs

was the founder -and-

moving spirit of the
Rockwood Classical
players, and it was

Jimmy who had written [

Scra-a-atch ! The match spluttered alight.
forward in the dim light.

Vir. Bootles.

1 Peels, struck by a sudden inspiration, stepped
“ Boys !’ he exclaimed in his high-pltched tonss, in imitation of
** Boys, what does this mean ? »*

the great comedy with
whieh the players were
shortly to stagger humanity.

Mr. Bootles had helped in that comedy
aquite unccasciously. Mr. Bootles was a kind
little gentleman, and the Fourth-Formers
tiked and respected him greatly. But it
could not be denied that the simple little
gentleman simply lent himself to caricature.
He was not much taller than the juniors,
though - considerably  wider. His grey
whiskers, and the glagses perched on his
nose, were the easiest things in the world to
imitate. And Jimmy—rather thoughtlessly,
perhaps—had introduced a comic character
into his eomedy, who was the lifelike image
of Mr. Bootles. -

Peele of the Fourth was to play the part.
Peele was a slacker in most things, but he
had a taste for amateur theatricals, and
he was clever at make-up. When he was in
the “clobber” and make-up of the comic
master in the play, he was as like Mr. Bootles
as Mr. Bootles’ twin brother would have been,
if he had had one. 3 :

And he could very cleverly imitate Mr.
Bootles” way of poking his head forward like

a tortoise, and blinking over his glosses and -

saying “What—what!” in his high-pitched
voice. >

than burt the kind feelings of the little
gentleman.

_ Amateur theatricals filled the long even-
ings very pleasantly, and Jimmy Silver & Co.
were very keen ahout their play, though
Lovell and Raby and Newcome agreed that
Jimmy was an ass to assign the “fat” part
to Peele, Lovell and Raby and Newecome
were quite sure that each one of them could
play- it better, though they had their doubts
about one another. Oswald, teco, felt auite
equal to the part, and se did Conroy anc
Tubby Muffin, and even Rawscn. But Jimmy
Silver’s word was law.

Peele joined the Fistical Four in the hall,
in a clouded mood. =

“What about the rehearsal this evening?
Is it coming off?’? he asked.

“Yeg, rather!” said Jimmy Silver, with a
stare.. “Rechearsals every evening = now.
We've gobt to get into prder, you know.”

“That’s all right,”” said Peele. “Suppose
we have it early? I—I've got some extra
French to do with Mossoo after tea.”
“Well, T don’t mind,” said Jimmy,
do you chaps say?”

“All sereme!”

“What

and spectacles, and coats and frousers, and
other articles in the property-box. It was
a dress rehearsal, and the juniors proceeded
to make themselves up. =

Peele’s part was certainly
resistance.

Clad in man’s clothes, padded out to a
suitable size, with elevators in his boots, he
looked as big as Mr. Bottles~ With his faee
made up, and artistic dles added, and
grey whiskers, and glasses perched on
nose, he locked wonderfully like the Fourth
Form-master, and with an old mor board
belonging to Mr. Bootles himself, the re-
semblance was complete.

Jimmy Silver chiuekled as he watched him.

“It’s jolly goed, Peele!” he said. “Blest
if T shouldn’t almost take you for Bootles!”

“VYes, 1 must say it’s rather good,” Lovell
had to admit. “Not exactly as I should do
it, but good.”

A remark which caused Pecle to suiff.

“Nice Boys at Schooi!” was in full process
of rehearsal, when steps were heard outside,
and a whispering voice:

“Thig is where the fatheads are!”

Jimmy Silver jumped. :
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“Modern cads!” he muttered.

It was a Modern raid. Tommy Dodd & Co.
had evidently “nosed out ” the secret retreat
of the Classical players, and were on the
warpath.

“The rotters!” said Lovell. “If there’s a
rag here the props will be mucked up.”

Jimmy Silver turned out the gas.

“Quiet!” he whispered. “We don’t want
& scrap mnow; we're in costume. Don’t
breathe !’

The Classical juniors remained quiet. The
footsteps were still audible in the passage
withous, and the doer suddenly opened.

“Not here!” came the voice of Tomy
Cook. “There’s no light here!”

“Faith! There was a light under the door
a few moments ago, Tommy!”

“They've turned it out!” said Tommy
Dodd. “SBomebody’s here, anyway. Strike
a mateh!”

Scra-a-ateh! .

The matceh spluttered alight. The Moderns
crowded into the doorway, and peered for-
ward into the box-room. Peele, struck by a
sudden inspiration, stepped forward into the
dim light.

“Boys!” he execlaimed, in his high-pitched

tones, in imitation of Mr. Bootles. “Boys,
what does this mean? What—what!”
“TFaith, it’s Bootles!”
“Qavel”
The match went out instantly. There was

2 sound of gasping breath, and scurrying feet
in the passage, and then silence. The
Moderns were gene.

Tommy Dodd & Co. had vanished with re-
markable suddenness.

Jimmy Silver burst into a chuckle.

_ “My hat! Peele, old man, that was a cork-
ing good idea! My aunt! They took you for
Bootles! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Peele grinned.

“Better shove a trunk against that door,
as there’s no key,” he remarked. < 1lecy

‘might come back!”

“Good egg!”

A big trunk was backed against the door,
but the Moderns did not come back. Having
discovered their Form-master, as they sup-
posed, in a box-room, they were not likely
to venture there again intent on a “rag”
And the rehearsal of “Nice Boys at School »
went through without a hitch to a successful
cenelusion,

—

— THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Poole’s Little Qame.
6 HY don’t you change, Peele?”’
Townsend asked the question.
The rehearsal being over,

Jimmy Silver & Co. were gone,’

but Peele, in his disguise, lingered. He was
seated on a trunk apparently in deep thought.
Townsend remained with his chum after the
others were gone. -

Peele looked up, grinning. :

“Those Modern gads took me for Bootles,”

he said.

“Yaas, in a bad light,” said Townsend.
Townsend was of oOpinion that he was a more
suitable person to play the comic master
in the comedy. ~*They wouldn't have if the
gas had been full on.”

“Well, that’s so. But—but Joey Hook
will I” snapped Peele. “I'm almost his image
in this rig.”

“He lends himself to it with his looks,” re-
marked Townsend pleasantly. “Anybody
could make up as Bootles with a chivvy and
whiskers like his.”

“Oh rats! I'm not braggin’, you ass!”

“What are you doin’, then?”

“I'm thinkin’. T've got to get out this
evenin’ to meet Hook, and it’s risky!”

“Too jolly risky for me,” said Townsend,
with a shrug of his shoulders. “You're a
feol if you go.”

“I've got to!”

“All the prefects will be keepin’ an eye
on you for days,” said Townsend. “If you're
seen dut in the quad after dark, you'll be
ordered back into the House.”

“I know. But suppose I go like this?”

Townsend jumped.

“Like that!”’ he gasped.

“Why not?” said Peele argumentatively.
“0ld Bootles has gone out this evening. He
went out soon after lessons. It’s his evening
in Coombe, you know. So he
couldn’t see me. Any chap who saw me
would simply think I was Bootles.”

“Not in a good . light,” said Townsend
obstinately.

“Well, I'll keep out of a good light.”

“Well, you might risk it,” said Townsend.
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“Blest if I should like to go out of doors
in that rig, though!®’

“It’s after dark,” said Peele. “I don't see
there’s much risk—less than going in the

ordinary way, too.”
“Well, that’ so. But—but Joey Hook will

take you for Bootles if he sees you, and he’ll

clear, off.”

“That would be all right. He’d know then
that it would be impossible for me to get
out, if he thought Bootles was on the watch.
What I'm afraid of is the beast thinkin’ I'm
leavin’ him hangin’ up and gettin’ ratty.”

Townsend burst into a sudden chuckle,

“Oh, my hat! Peele "—his voice sunk to an
excited whisper—* Peele, old chap, if he takes
you for Bootles 2%

*“ Well,”” said Peele, “what are you cackling
at? Suppose he does?”

“Don’t you see?”’ whispered Townsend ex:
citedly. “If he takes you for Bootles, you
could keep up that you are Bootles 2

“Wha-a-at!”

“And make a bet with him as Booties, and
—and tell hin to come up to Rookwood!”
gasped Townsend. @ “It would make old
Bootles' hair simply curl, and perhaps get
him into a row with the Head.”

“By gad!” ejaculated Peele.

“You owe him one for gatin’ you,”” grinned
Townsend, “and I owe him one for licking
me, when I called Rawson a workhouse
rotter. We both owe him one. You can. pay
off both.” .

“Peele’s eyes gleamed behind the spectacles.

“What a wheeze!” he ejaculated.

“Now 1 come to look at it, he’s sure to
take you for Bootles,” said Townsend. “The
Modern cads did with a match allght.” Well,
Hook will see you in the dark—there’s only
a moon, and there’s trees over the stile, you
know. I don’t see why he should have the
least doubt. Bootles supposed to be on the
prowl there will be your excuse for not
comin’, and at the same time——"

Peele chuekled,

“Blest if I don't try it!” he said.

“Just walk out of the House, and see if
the fellows don't take you for Bootles,” said
Townsend. “That'll be a test.”

“Good! You go and smeak one of Bootles’
coats for me—that giddy ulster with the big
check that can be seen a mile away on a dark
night,” said Peele. - “He went out in a mac,
so it’s in his room.”

“Right-ho !

Townsend hurried out of the box-room, and
returned in a few minutes with the check
ulster. Peele slipped it on, still keeping on
the mortar-board. Then he went down the
stairs. =

His heart was beating a little faster. But
he had to pass through the junior quarters
first, and detection there would mean no
serious consequences. If he passed muster
there, he had no doubts about going farther.

He made his way through the Shell passage
towards the big staircase. Adolphus Smythe
and Tracy and Howard were chatting there,
and they stepped respectfully aside for him
to pass. There was no suspicion in their
looks. Peele stopped to speak to them.

“Smythe!” he said, in a high-pitched voice.

“Yaas, sir?”’ said Smythe.

“Have you been smoking?”

“Certainly not, sir!”

“What about that packet of gold-tipped,
scented cigarettes you had in your study this
afternoon, Smythe?”’

Adolphus started.. He had supposed that
that packet of gold-tipped, scented cigarettes
was known only to himself and his nutty
friends. ®

“Qh, sir, I—I—"" he stammered.

Peele chuckled and spoke in his natural
voice.

“All serene, Smythey. I'm not Bootles!”

“By gadd!” gasped Smythe.

“Peele !” exclaimed Tracy.

“Yeg, rather! Bootles is out. I'm goin’
to meet Joey. I think I shall pass now,” said
Pecle, grinning. “Ta, ta!”

He walked on with Mr. Bootles’ solemn
walk. He left the Nuts of the Shell staring
blankly.

“By gad!” said Adolphus. “What a nerve!
Blest if I didn’t think it was Bootles, and
he’d bowled me out! Gave me quite a
shock, by gad!”

Peele went down the big staircase and
hurried into the quad. He did not wish to
linger in a clear light. Outside, in the
dusk, Bulkeley of the Sixth passed him, and
saluted him unsuspiciously. . °

Peele hurried to the gates. He had in-
tended to clamber out over the wall, but his
confidence in his disguise was®complete now.
The gates had been locked since the real
Mr. Bootles had gone out, and Peele called

A Ha#~a~Crown for Youl—

the porter. Old Mack blinked at him. He
had seen Mr. Bootles go out a couple of
hours” ago, but he had not seen him come
in a 1. -

“Kindly unlock the gates, Mack!” squeaked

Peele. “I have mislaid my key to the side-
gate.”
“Yessir!” said Mack.

He brought out his keys and unlocked the
gates, and Peele passed inte the road, The
gates clanged shut after him.

Peele burst into a chuckle, After running
the gauntlet in that way, he had no doubt
whatever of passing off as Mr. Bootles td
Joey Hook. And he walked cheerily down
the lane to the stile.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Turf Transacticn!

44 Y heyels
Jocy Hook was leaning on the
stile. He was smoking a big

black cigar, the fiery end of
which glowed through the gloom. He was
waliting for Peele of the Fourth, and grow-
ing impatient and bad-tempered. Peele owed
him a little bill of money lost on gee-gees,
and Mr. Hook was anxious for a settlement.
He was inwardly resolving to make matters
warm for Master Peele if he did mot turn
up soom, when he spotted a gentleman in
an ulster and a mortar-board bearing down
upon him. i

Mre=Hook had seen the master of the
Fourth Form at Rookwood nfiny times, and
he knew the little, portly figure, the gleam-
ing. spectacles, the little jerks of the head,
and the check ulster.

He murmured “My heye!” and went on
snoking his cigar. Joey Hook’s connection
with the sporting fellows at Rookwood, was,
of course, a dead secret from the authoritics,
but it looked to Mr, Hook as if something
had come out now, and the Form-master was
coming _to interview . him—probably to
threaten him. Mr. Hook's unprepossessing
face set doggedly at the idea.

The ngwcomer halted, and peered over his
Spectacles at the scowling bookmaker in Mr.
Bootles’ well-known manner.

“Ah, you are Mr. Hook! What—what!” he
asked.

“S’pose T am?” said Mr. Hook surlily.

“I have come to see you.”

“Which I didn't know I'd asked you to,
Mr. Bootles!”

“Pray do not misunderstand me, Mr. Hook.
My visit is not of an uniriendly nature.”

“Wot!” said Mr. Hook, in surprise.

“I have reason to believe that a boy in
my Form had an appointment here, and he
is forbidden to leave school bounds.”

“Ho!” said Mr. Hook, surprised to receive
that information from the master of the
Fourth. He had fully expected a “slanging.”

4L took this 'opportunity of seeing you, Mr.
Hook. am very pleased to make your
acquaintance—what—what 1"

“My heye!” said Joey Hook.

“The fact is,” went on the supposed Form-
master, sinking his voice, “I have a fancy for
a certain horse in the Scrumper’s Plate to-
morrow. I°understand that you are a book-
maker—what—what !”

“Yes, sir!” said Joey Hook, astounded, bhut
all civility now.

In an underhand way he had done business
with Rookwood fellows of a sporty and
shady character, but he had never dreamed
of doing business with a Rookwood master.
Naturally, the prospect delighted him. Mr.
Bootles would probably be’ worth pounds
where his youthful dupes were worth
shillings; and with a Form-master on his
books, his dealing with Smythe & Co. would
be on a much more secure footing.

“You are open to take bets?”

“This ain’t a place within the meanin’ of
the Act, sir,” said Joey Hook, with a grin.
“Bui bless yer ’eart, sir, I'm always ready
te do business with a real good sportsman!
What’s your fancy for the Scrumper’s Plate ?”

“I really am not very well acquainted with
racing matters,” said the little gentleman.
“But a friend has given me a fip—a very
valuable tip, he said. Why should I not
make a little money? What—what!”

“No reason at all, sir,” said Joey Hook,
“and very pleased and honoured, sir, to 'elp
you in any way. Which I take this werry
kindly, sir, and I'm intirely at your
service.”

“That is very kind of you, Mr. Hook—very
kind! I understand that there is a horse
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called Wood-Pigeon
Scrumper’s Plate?”

Joey Hook suppressed a grin. Mr. Bootles
wag quite correct; but Joey was well aware
that Wood-Pigeon was a rank outsider, and
without the slightest chance of gefting any-
where near the winning-post. Heewas willing
to take Mr. Bootles’ money up to any figure
on Wood-Pigeon.

“Yes, sir, and a fine ’oss 'e is!” sald Mr.
Hook mendaciously. “Is that your fancy,
sir? I see you know somethin’!”

“Really, T know very little of the matter;
but I have received a tip from a racing
friend. 1 desire to lay a bet on Wood-
Pigeon.”

“I'm your man, sir, though you’ll rook
me—I've no deubt about that. But Joey
Hook never refused a sporting offer.”

“What are the odds against Wood-Pigeon?”

Mr. Hook was well aware that the odds
were geven to ome against, but he replied
with perfect composure:

“Three to one agin, sir.”

“Dear me! 1 understood that the odds
were larger.”

“It’s leaked out that ‘e’s a dark
explained Joey Hook.

“What—what! Oh, T see! Very well
Are you prepared to take me at that figure?”

“Up to hany amount, sir.”

“Ahem! My means do not allow me to
make large bets!” said the little gent%’nan.
“I desire to lay ten pounds!” =

Joey Hook’s eyes glistened. Ten pounds
gi]d not often come his way so easily as
hat.

“I'Hl take you, sir. ’And me the money,
siz, and I'll hook the het!”

“Ah! TIs it necessary for me to put the
money down? I did not think of that. 1
have very little to do with racing matters.”

“Bless yer ‘eart, sir, I'll trust a gen’elman
like you, Mr. Bootles!” said Joey Hook. “T’ll
make a note of the bet, and that’ll be all
right. If Wood-Pigeon loses you pay me
teu quid, if e wins I ’and you thirty.?

running in -

‘orse, sir,”

agin to-morrow arter the
“Where shall I sce

sce  you
' said Joey Hook;

“0h. come up to the school!
early as you can after the race.
anxious to know the result.”

Joey Hook started.

“Tp to the schoel, sir?”

“Ves, yes; ask for me—Mr. Bootles.”

“But—but—-"
“Ah!® Perhaps you
to-morrow; is that it?”

* Nunno, sir; but—but it won’t do you mo
good for me fo come a-visiting you at the
school. will it, sir?”

“Ah! Ahem! But I shall explain the
matter. Let me see, I shall explain that
you have called to assure me that you have
?o connection whatever with any Roockwood
hoys.”

Joey Hook chuckled. He had never sus-
pected the master of the Fourth, who looked
sop simple and innocent, of being so in-
o us a rascal.

“That’s good, sir—that’s prime!” he said.
“He he, he! Tl eome, sir, with pleasurc.
Wot time would suit you?”

“Shall we say five? Lessons would be over
By then?”

“Rely on me, sir!” .
ank you so much! And—and you wili
¢ the money with you, the thirty pounds,
ood-Pigeon wins. I am sure he will win!”

“Tepend on =i, girt?

“Thank you! Good-night!
back!”

“Good-night to you, ¥Mr. Bootles!”

The little gentleman hurried back towards
the school, and Joey Hook blew out a cloud
of smioke and grinned. If, by a wonderful

Come up as
I shall be

will be too busy

I must hurry

chance, Wood-Pigeon should puil ofi the
race, Mr. Bootles had as much chance of

seeing Joey Hook at Rookwood as of seeing
the Pope of Rome there,

But Mr. Hook was not doubtful aboub

at. He was booked to visit Mr. Bootles
morrow to collect ten pounds. It was a
very pleasant prospect for Mr. Hook.

1t was o very pleasant prospect for Peele

of Fourth, too. Mr. Bootles would cer-
tainiy have a very uncomfortable time; and
Joey Hook, in all probability, would be

kicked out of the school—a just punishment
for “mryuw Peele for his little. debts, ‘in
Pecle’s opinion.

So both parties were satisfied.

the

THE SIXTH CHAFTER.
A Surprising Visit.

66 OLD on!” whispered Jimmy Silver.

The Fistical Four were taking

a sprint round the quadrangle be-

fore supper in their study. The

sound of someone dropping in from the school

wall caught Jimmy’'s keen ear. The chums
halted.

“What is it?” asked Raby.

“Some giddy kipper been breakmg bounds !”
grinned Jimmy Silver. *“One of the Giddy
Goats, I expect. Collar him and bump him

“Hear, hear!”

The Fistical Four rushed to the wall. A
dark figure had dropped in“there, from the
top of the wall, and was hurrying off. The
four Classicals closed round him.

“Not so fast!” said Jimmy Silver. “What
—what—which, Mr. Bootles! I—I—I beg
your pardon, sir 7

The figure had drawn back, panting with
2lagm. In tone dusk the juniors recognised
theix Form-master, and they stoed transtixed.
r. Bootles to enter the school by
v over the wall like a truant fag was
simply Astounding.

“Jimmy Silver!” gasped the newcomer.

“Peele'” yelled Jimmy Silver, récognising
the voice.

“Peele !” howled Lovell.
like that!”

“Let me pass!” panted Peele. “I want to
get these things oft before Bootles comes in!”

“Well, you silly ass, what have you been
up to?”

“Only—only a lark!”

Peele hurried away, the Fistical 1‘0\11' allow-
ing him to pass. He disappeared around the
back of the house. Pecle was uncertain
whether Mr. Bootles had yet come in or not.
so he did not venture to present himself at
the gates. And he meant to get in by the
hox-room window, and leave his theatrical
*“clobber » there.

Jimmy Silver & Co..
in astonigshment.

“The $#uffer’s been out in his Bootle’s

‘rig,’ 7 said I\u\cmm *What on earth’s the
httle game?”

Something fishy !” growled Jimmy Silver.

The chums of the Fourth had little doubt
apout that, though thu could not guess “ hat
was the *little game.

They resumed their sprint round the quad-
rangle very much puzzled.

When they came into the end study a little
later they found Peele waiting for them
there, in Etons, and with all traces of his
disguise removed.

“You've been out

locked at one another

Peele gave them an anxious looh

“You needn’t jaw about seein’ me come
in—-" he began.

“We’re not going to jaw abeut it!” said

Jimmy Silver curtly.. “But what rotten game
ha\e you been playing?”

Nothing. I had to see somebody. and, as
1 \ms cated, 1 thought it safer to go out like
that. That’s alll”’

And Peele quitted the study.

In the dormitory that night 1t was to he
observed that Peele and Townsend were grin-
ning at one another, seemingly enjoying a
]oke that was contined to. their two selves.

“What’s the giggle about?” Lovell asked

hen.

“‘Iothm’ ” said Town

Y ihen wha* are yo
c‘ntfcrmg monkeys for?

“Just caught sight of your face, that’s all!”
said Pecle chmu) It always has that
effect upon me!”

And Lovell snorted,
subject.

The next morning the ‘\Iuts of the Fourth
scemed still to be in a state of great hilarity.
Topham was a sharer in the joke now, and
Smythe & Co. of the Shell. But outside their
circle nothing was said.

Never had the lessons seemed so long to
the Nuts of Rookwood as they seemed that
day. But everything comes to an end at
last, and at last lessons were over.

Then the Nuts waited near the gate—wait-
ing for Joey Hook. Jimmy Silver & Co. were
mmtmq a ball about near the gate, when a
fat, red-faced man, with a bowler-hat cocked
nklsllly on his hulle head, came in. The
chums of the Fourth 1orffot their footer in
their astonishment at seeing Joey Hook within
the walls of Rookwood.

“That bounder here?” &jaculated Lovell.

0ld Mack ran out of his ledge.

“Here, stop, you!” he called out.
ter you 'want here?”

Joey Hook gave him a lofty’ glance.

“I’ve called to see Mr. Bootles, by appoint-
ment,” he replied; “and jest you mind yer

send.
ling like a.pair of

and dropped the

“What-
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manners, my man, or you can look for the
sack!”

“My word!”
overcome.

And Mr. Hook, with a strutting gait, walked
on towards the School House.

Eyes were fixed on him from every side.
The disreputable bookmaker was a well-known
figure in the neighbourhood, and most of the
Rookwood fellows knew him by sight. At
the door of the School House Bulkeley of the
Sixth met hih.

“Here, hold on!” said Bulkeley.
you doing here?’’

“Called to see Mr. Bootles, that’s wot I'm
doing here!” said Mr. Hook independently.
“Gentleman’s at ‘ome, I suppose?”

“He’s in his study.”

“I'll take it kindly if you'll show me where
the gentleman’s study is, young ’opeful!”
said Mr. Hook.

“I'll do that!” said Bulkeley.

The captain of the Sixth led the way in.
Jimmy Silver stared at .his chums, and
gasped.

“Well, that heats the band!” he declared
“That awiul blackguard calling on Iootles!
Well, my hat!”?

“Nice example to us!” chuckled Townsend.
“I'm shocked at Bootles!”

“Shockin’, by gad!” said Adolphus Smythe.
“What’s Rookwood coming to- when masters
do these things, dear boys?”

“There must be come mistake,” said Jimmy
Silver.

“He’s gone in,

murmured old Mack, quite

“What are

anyway!” said Lovell. “I
cah’t catch on! I dare say it’s pure cheek!
Let’s hang round in tase Bootles wants him
kicked out!” -

“Good egg! Come on Smythey!”

“1 wouldn't touch such a person, for any-
thin’, dear s!” said Adolphus.

But the Fistical Four and a crowd of other
f(l\ ws were quite keen to touch Mr. Hook, 1f

ey had balf a -chance, and they crowded
round the door joyously, sincerely hoping that’
there was some kicking out to be done.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
An Astounding Interview,

{3 7 HAT —what!” gasped Mr. Bootles.
Bulkeley had tapped at the
Form-master’s door, and opened
it. Mr. Hook &tupped past him

jauntily, and entexed the room.

Mr. Bootles rose to his feet in
astonishment. If the Xaiser Bill
stepped into his room, instead of a
rascal like Mr. Hook,
astonished him more,

“What—what! Bless my soul!

blank
had
lesser
it could hardly have

You are—

er—Shook—I mean Hoek? Your name is
Hook, I believe! What—w hat I
“That there’'s my name, sir,” said Mr.

Hrmk clkertul]y
slr

“If you want that person shown out, Mr.
Bootlcs I am here,” said Bulkeley.

“Bless my soul!”

“Which I've called to cxplain to Mr.
Bootles that there ain’t no grounds for sup-
posin’ that I got any dealings with his young
gentlemen,” said Mr. Hook. with dignity.
“The gentleman’s goin’ to give me a ’‘earin’,
and you needn’t wait, you young spadger!”

“0Oh, 11 see!” said Mr. Bootlés. “I com-
prehend! Thank you, Bulkeley; you may
leave the man here!”

“¥Very well,” sir,” said Bulkeley, and
retired and closed the door after him.

Mr. Bootles blinked nervously at Mr. Book
over his spectacles. He felt decidedly uneasy
at being left alone with such a character.

“You have—er—called——" e began.

He broke off in sheer amazement as Joey
Hook winked at him.

“I've called on business,

e

Mr. Bootles could searcely  believe his
eyes.
This frowsy, beery-looking," rakish rpuffian

was winking at the master of the Fourth in
his own study. Mr. Bootles gazed at him
open-mouthed.

“ What—what !” he said feebly.

“Rely on Joey ’Ook to play the wgime,”
said Mr. Hoqk affably, “I remember what
you told me, s1r, and I've stuffed up that
young spadger.”

“What—what I told you?’ stammered Mr.
Bootles.

“Yes, sir; the tip you gave me last night,

A nod’s as good as a wink to Joey
‘Cok.” 2

“1 must be dreaming,”
to himself.

“I got some rather bad news for you, sir,”
said Joey Hook. “I'm sorry to say as Wood-
Pigeon ’'ave lorst!”

said Mr. Bootles
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“Wood- Plﬂeol\ g

“Yes, sir.

“You—)ou have lost a wood-pigeon?” said
Mr. Bootles, unable fo understand. “You

have come here to look for a pigeon, do you |

mean? You—jou suspect that some Rook-
wood boy has destroyed your pigeon with a
catapult, perhaps. In that case, I am bound
to hear your complaint.”

Joey Hook wondered whether the Form-
master had been drinking.

“I ain’t talkin® about no blmk a’ pigeons!”
said Joey.

“But—but you spoke of a pigeon—a wood-
igeon—lost, I think you said.”
mean the ‘o0ss.”

“The—the Borse?”

“Yes, suttagly.”

“The horse is lost! What horse? Your
horse? I do not understand you, Mr. Hook,”
52 the little gentleman, trying to pull
himsel! together.

s trubt you have 1‘104L co*ne here with a
misdirected sense of humour.”

Wot?” said Joey Hook, puzzled.

“You have stated that a pigeon is lost,
and now you state that a horse is lost. In
either case, how -docs the matter concern
me?”

“Blest if I sorter kefches on!™* said the
puzzled Joey. “It’s your ’‘orse that has
lost.”

“My horse!” =

“Suttingly !” =

“You are drcaming,” said Mr. Bootles.
#I do not possess a quadruped. It is many
years since I was given to equestrian exer-
cises.”

“Wot ¥

“If you have found a horse, and are under
the impression that it belongs to me, I can
only point out tlmt it is a mistake. I do
not possess a hors

“What the ’oly ~moku is e gettin® ‘at?”
gaid Mr. Hook. “Inck ‘ere, Mr. Booties,
there ‘mt nooodv ‘ere but our tm} °Ll\ G
11 cone eré to tell you that your ’oss ’ave
o

must request you to retire from the
study. I repeat that I have no such animal
in my possession. I can only conclude that
you are rot sober.”

“Your ’‘orse, Wood-Pigeon!” howled the
puzzled Mr. Hook. “He's lost! Have you
forgotten? Wood-Pigeon is the ‘orse!”

“Pray do net be se absurd, sir! How can
a wood-piceon bhe a ho

“The name of a orse!” roared Mr. Hook.

“0Oh, I—i see. Are you alluding to a race-
- horse?”
“Course I a Your ‘orse!”

“Nonsense!” said Mr. Bootles. “Do you
think I am econnected with racing? I
should be ashamed to have any conn%tlon

ith any such pastime. I have never pos-
a racehos and I should decline
to do so if one werce offered to me as a
gift.”

“Orf ’is ‘ead!” murmured Mr.
Fairly erf 'is bloomin’ onion!”

Hook.

“And now, sir, as you seem to have prade
a mistake. I beg you to retire frem this
study.” =
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' I'm ’erc for the money, and I ain’t a-go

| Mir. Bootles

“Not without the ten quid!”
Hook promptly.

£ What—wh( s

ou owes me ten lelld sir.”

“Am I really dreeming?” said Mr. Beotles,
addressing space. “Thxs«tlns person states
that I owe him money! I must be dream-
mrr"’

“Oh, come orf it !” said Mr. Hook angrily.

He had heen amazed at firsy, but he was
growing suspicious now. It occurred to him
that Mr Bootles had already learned the

said Jecy

result of the race, and intended to deny the |

whole transaction, and refuse teo pay up.
The bare idea made Mr. Hook tremble with
wrath. He had done a good deal of welshing
in his time, but it was mot palatable to be
welshed himself. :

“I must request you to go!” said Mr.
Bootles,
indicats that the interview was at an end.

“And as ‘ow I 10q1mts you to pay hup!”
said Joey Hook. “You owes me ten quid.
Youd ha’ took the thirty fast enomh if
the ‘oss 'ad won.’

“What—what!”

“Wood-Pigeon!” shricked Mr. Hook.

“1 can oulv conclude that you are badly
intoxicated. Unless you leave my study
immediately, T shall have to call for assist-
ance and have you ejected!”

Joey Hook's red, beery face became purple.

“*Ave me ejected!” he roared. “Oh, yer
would;, would yer! Without payin' me the
monev—wot i

“I shall certainly pay you nothing, as
I owe you nothing!” said Mr. Bootles with
spirit. “I am astourded at your impu-
denee!”

“So you want to deny making the bet—is
that it?” shouted Joey Hook. “That’s why
you ‘adn’t no money with you yesterday—
npy)‘so you could crawl out of it if the
‘orse didn’t get ‘ome! \\c-shu il

“W hat-—wh"f 1

“I'm ‘ere for the ten qmds wobt 1 ’‘ave

won fair and sgquare, a-riskin’ of my hown
‘ard-earned money,” said Mr. Hook. “An’,
wob's more, you spadger; I air a-goin’

without the spondul
in your pipe and S’“lcu(e it!

“Are you mad?” shricked Mr. Bootles.
“ Are you drunk, sir? Do you mean to accuse
me,. a master of Reokwood, of making a bet—
of any concern whatever with so rascally
a transaction as a bet?”

“Oh, come orf it!” said Joey Hook. “That
won't do for me. You laid the bet fair and
square—one n three on Wood-Pigeon for
the Serumpe Plate. 1 reckoned as ‘ow
you was. a gentleman, and would pay up.
in’

you can put that

without it.”

“You must be mad! Dare you aesert that
I have laid a bet with you?” raved Mr.
Bootles.

“You know jolly well you ‘ave, you bloontin
fat little spadger!”

“Ruffian! Villaia! Leave my study!”

“Not without the spondulicks!” said Joey
firmly. =

Mr. Bootles rose to his feetf,
trembling with wrath and indignation.

“Insulting rascal! Go! Go at once, or I
will have you thrown from the door!”

Joey Hook jumped up, too, as enraged as
The Form-master backed away
as a dirty ')aw was flourished in his face.

“’Ave me thrown out, would yer, you
welshin® old spadger!” yelled Mr. Hook.
“Why, I'll make mincemeat of yver in about
two jiffies I

“Control yourself!” gasped Mr. Bootles,
bhounding round the table, as a murmur of
voices was heard beneath his study window.
Mr. Hook’s furious voice rang across the
quadrangle. “How dare you ‘make a dis-
turbance in my study! Go! I command
you! Go!” :

“Har yer goin’ to dub up, or har yer
not?2”

“] will pay you nothing, as I owe you
nothing!” said Mr. Bootles banging his fist
on his bell violently. “Go, before I have
you thrown out, you vile scoundrel!”

“Then I'm goin’ to take it houter yer ’ide
till yer do!” roared the enraged Mr. Hook,
and he rushed at the Form-master.

“Help!” shrieked Mr. Bootles as he skipped
round the table. “Help!”

almost

THE EIGHTH,CHAPTER.
A Little Liveliness.
¢ ESCUE!” roared Jimmy Silver.
Jimmy Silver’s idea of hanging
around in case tliere was any

kicking-out to be done had been
a happy thounght.

with a mild wave oI his hand te-

At the first call frem the alarmed Form-
master . Jimmy came scravnbnng headlonn
through the open window.

He rolled into the study, head ﬁrst, with a
bump ; but the captain of the Fourth did not
care for a bump. He was on his feet again
i a twinkling, and rushing to the rescue.
After him. scrambling wildly through the
window, came the chums, and half the Clas-

 sical Fourth after them.

Well was it for Mr. Bootles that his de
voted Form were at hand.

Joey Hook was almost blind with rage—for,
naturally, nothing infuriates a swindler so

| much as being swindled, and Mr. Hook was
| fully eonvinced that Mr. Bootles had swindled
| him. Almost stuttering with fury, the beok-

maker chased Mr. Bootles round the study

| table, and caught him.

Mr. Bootles was not built for contests of
that sort. He had no chanece whatever
against Joey Hook.

“He fairly collapsed in the grasp of the in-
furiated bookmaker, and it*would have gone
hard for him had not rescue been at hand.

But Just as Joey Hook grasped the Form-
master Jimmy Silver grasped Joey Hook.

He threw his arms round Hook’s neck from
benind, and dragged him downwards with the
sudden attack. The boy and man erashed
to, the floor te%ether

“Rescue!” yelled Jimmy Silver.
the Fourth!”

Jimmy and the furious rascal were rolling
on the floor together, fighting furiously. But
Lovell and Raby were in the study now, and
they fairly jumped on Mr. Hocok. Newcome
was only a second later, and he piled in with
both fists. Oswald and Como) and Errol and
Rawson came next, all struggling to get a
hold on Mr. Hook. The unfortunate black-
guard simply disappeared underneath the
swarming junlors.

Mr. Bootles stood looking on, dazed, and
palpitating, almost thinking thaf the whole
thing was some dreadful dream.

Qutside in the quad fellows were shouting:
The study window was bl d with active
juniors swarming to the rescue.

The door was thrown open, and Dr. Chis-
holm, the Head of Rookwood, strode in, and
nearly trod .on the struggling heap on the
fieor, and backed away just in timé. The
Head’s face was like thunder.

“What .does this mean?” he thunder
“Mr. Bootles, this scene in your study—t
disgraceful scefle—that man, sir, whom I s
enter—his voice, sir, ean be heard all o
the school. What does it mean, Mr. Bootles?”
“We've caught him, sir!” cried Silver.
Mr. Bootles gasped spasm

“Dr. Chisholm, you cannot
asked that man to come here! e has forced
himself into my study, insulted me -t
dreadfully, and attacked me—assaulfeqd -me,
sir? I—I am astounded—stunned! I—I pre-
sume he is violently intoxicated! I shall send
for the police for protection! I—I—T
Mr. Bootles’ voice failed him, and he sank,
palpitating, into a chair.

“Got him, sir!” said Jimmy Silver, lcok-
ing up. He was seated on Mr.- Hook's head,
and the wretched Hook was gasping fear-
fully. “He insulted Mr. Booctles, sir, and we
thought we ought to interfere!”

‘Qulte so—quite so, Silver!

“Pile In,

ne that I

You have

acted very well,” said the Head. ©This
scene is unparalleled. The audacity of the
man to come here! Bless my soul! He

must be ejected at once, and I will commu-
nicate with the police!”

“Geroocoogh!  Geruggeg!’ came from
Joey Hook. “Yooooooop! ¥You dirty little
villaing! Yooop!”

“What language!” gasped the Head.
“Bulkeley, Neville, Jones, Dickinson ”’—the
prefects came hurrymg up—“!io you—do you
think you would be equal to removing this
drunken ruffian from the premises?”

“Certainly, sir!” said Bulkeley cheerfully.
“Quite easily, sir! You leave him to us all
right! Clear out of the way, you kids!”

Somewhat reluctantly Jimmy Silver & Co.
allowed the Sixth-Formers to deprive them
of their prey. Mr. Hook, stuttering and gasp-
ing, completelv winded, was bundled out of
the study in the %rasp of the big seniors, and
vanked bodily out of the House. There were
loud cheers as he was flung down the steps.
whirled across the quadrangle, and pitched
hard into the road.

In the Form-master’s study Mr.
turned to Jimmy Silver & Co. with tears of

' gratitude in his eyes.

“My dear boys,” he said, “thank you—
thank you! I am sorry to see your nose is
swollen, Silver. I might have been seriously
injured if you had not come to my rescuc.
My dear boys, I thank you!”

(Concluded on page 20.)

Bootles
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EDDIE POLO as an unknown boy acrobat
joins Busto’'s World-Famed Menagerie and
Circus in -Western America. He quickly
makes his mark, and becomes great friends
with Ginger the elown, and Esta, Mr. Busto’s
charming daughter. By his skill in the ring
he incurs the jealousy of Del Rogeriguo, the
Spanish trapeze artiste, who makes several
attempts to get rid of him by so-called
“accidents:” At the same time he makes it
hot for himself to stay, and leaves, breath-
ing revenge on his late rival. A perform-
ance in the great marquee is drawing to a
cloze when suddenly twelve bandits draw
out revolvers and hold up the audience.
Eddie, at the top of the tent, sces his op-

tunity, and, at the risk of his own life,
caves the situation. He is injured, and is
taken into Mr. Busto’s own caravan, where
Esta takes charge of him. But they discover
later that his hurts are not so serious as was
suppesed, and within a few days is almost
himself again. One evening whilst several of
the circus people were talking to the sheriff a
horseman rides up and tells them that The
Redskins have broken out of the reservation
and were bearing down upon the town. A
hurried defenee is put up, and as the Indians
- are sighted Eddie Polo informs the sheriff
he has a scheme that will prevent any blood-
shed, and will be more effective than fighting.

(Now read on.)

Eddie Polo’s Ideal
f = HE suggestion put forward by Eddie
Polo in the crowded saloon was
received at first with many loud
laughs, and” then,*as the citizens of
Texasville realised its eﬁegtlveneﬁs they fell
to work to carry it out without loss of time,
First of all, to the horror of the bar-keeper,
they commandeered every bottle of whisky,
gin, and rum he had in the plgee, ransacking
his shelves and cellars tillk both were equaliy
bare. Then, carefully carrying armfuls of
the fiery spirits, they wandered out into the

Alkali desert, and carefully dropped the filled |

bottles here and there, so that, had an inne-
cent observer happened that way, it would
have appeared that the intox 1catmg spirits
had accidently been dropped from some
passing van and overlooked.

Then the villagers retired within their bar-
riers once more, and waited for the coming
of the Redskins, who, by the way, would
never have dared to attack the village had
they not been previously inflamed by smug-
gled firewater. And, just before dawn, when
tlie moon was really justifying her existence,
they came in a mad, clese-packed crowd,
waving axes, scythes, billhooks—all the
weapons of an undiseiplined mob who desired
nothing better or worse than to merely kill
and %lay

And in front of them, driven on by their

impetuous attack, came a weird figure, which,
when it reached eyeshot of the armed camp,
immediately provoked a roar of laughter.
For it was the figure of Garcia del Rogeriguo,
caught between the deep sea of the maraud-
ing Indians and the devil of the village he
had already outraged. But there was no
anger in that village against the half-caste
now, for every soul had been told of the
punishment meted out to him at Eddie Polo’s
suggestion, and so the rough miners and®cow-
boys only laughed at the ludicrous figure he
cut as he fled for his life in front of the
attackers.

*Don’t fire at all,” counselled Eddie Polo.
“Let the Reds think we're all asleep, or they
may rush on us so madly that they'll over-
look the hooze we've spread out for them,
and it will come to bloodshed after all.
Keep your guns handy, though, for you may
require to use-them.”

By this time the first wave of the advanc-
ing Indians—the more sober outposts who
had not, as yet, been able to obtain their fair
share of firewater—were almost upon the
scattered bottles. On they came, yelling and
shouting so loudly that they must have
awakened a village of the dead. And then
suddenly one stumbled and fell. As he picked
himself up the watchers could see he had a
bottle in his hand—a bottle that he shook
and then examined with wonderment.

“We oughter pmvided corkserews,” put in
the har-keeper. “They’ll smash them bottles
uomethm crool, I know.”

“Better lose a few botths than your
scalp,” replied Eddie. ‘And they'll need
no corkserews. Hallo, they've taken the bait
all right. -Now forrsome fun!”

The man who had found the bettle had
suddenly yelled, and held up- -his discovered
treasure in full sight of his comrades.

Two or three of them gathered round him,
and then commenced to search for treasures
for themselves. And, in the twinkling of an
eye, the marauding Indians forgot that they
had started out with (he intention of collect-
ing a few white scalps, forgot everything
save that here was a gift from the gods
themselves—a more than liberal supply of fire-
water. They found the bhottles, and they
cracked the necks off and drank out of the
broken vessels with the greatest gusto, sit-
ting down on the sand and alkali fer greater
comfort after the first tentative sip.

“Heaven send the supply’s big enough,”
said Eddie. “Or the only thing we’ll gain is
the greater desire to take life and shed
blood. I've seen a few half-screwed Reds on
the warpath before to-day, and uLey aren’t
nice things to meet, I can tell you.’

“They’ll screw themsplves right home with
that llttle lot, never fear,” put in Ginger, the
clown. “And won't they have heads on 'em
in the morning!”

.From every window, from between the
wheels of the waggons and above the clumps

of rock which served as cover, armed men

anxiously watched the Indians, who were in
numbers sufficiently large to have eaten that
village and all it contained. But the Indians
paid no heed to the watchers—all they were
anxious about was the preventing of others
absorbing more than their due share of this
Heaven-sent loot; all they desired was to get
beautifully intoxicated, and then to lie down
and sleep off the effects of the wonderful,
free, gratis drink.

And so they sat and drank, till those with
the weaker heads commenoed t0 quarrel
among themselves, and, their friends took
sides, and present.y there was a iree fight
on top of the little bluff. But still there
were those who kept themselves aloof from
such ummportant matters as scrapping while
there yet remained a drog in a hottle. The
fighters, too, once down, never took the
trouble to rouse themselves again, but pil-
lowed their heads on the sand and promptly
sailed off into a dreamland of ftheir own,
where the rivers flowed with firewater, and
the mountains were stacks of whisky-bottles.

And, at long last, after what seemed to the
weary watchers an eternity, but which was
hardly two hours, the sun stole over the edge
of the horizon, and revealed the forms of the
prostrate Indians, lying about just where
they had fallen.

“Look I”” gaid Eddie suddenly.
feathered chap sober, anyway!”

The cireus people followed the direction
of his pointing finger with their eyes, and
made out Del Rogeriguo, still in his tar and
feathers, helping himself to the blanket of a
snoring bmve, and then slipping away like a
shadow into the desert itself. And as he
went- the villagers stole from their hiding-
places with rifles resting on their arms, and
revolvers loosened in their holsters, and
rode boldly towards the sleeping Indians.
Withcut a sound they made a round of
the whole camp, and collected for themselves
every bow and arrow, every old-fashioned and
out-of-date rifle and shotgun, and even a
couple of Colt re\ohers, every hatehet,
hammer, = scythe, pluning-hook, or other
weapon with which the red men had armed
themselves. And, when all these were stacked
together in a heap at the foot of the hill,
the bar-keeper deluged them with paraffin
and set a match to them, making a gicantic

“There’s one

bonfire.
“Now for the circus,” said Eddie. “Mount,
everybody, and ride round the clebpms &

Use your own alarm clocks to wake ’em up,
and round ’em into a nice little mob ready
for roping and branding.”

He drew his revolver as he gpoke, and
thrust his heels into Grey Wind. Round and
round, in a shouting, yelling line, with
weapons cracking and barking, the citizens
whirled, while l‘,’u awakened indians, roused,
lifted their heavy heads and swollen eyehds,
and wondered if by any chance the happy
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hunting grounds into which they had strayed
had suddenly become peopled with madmen.
‘And as they looked the circling horses came
nearer, so that those on the fringe had to
step back lively to avoid getting their toes
trodden upon, and presently, when all hands
were awake, the Reds were completely cor-
ralled, then, and only then, did Eddie call
a halt. ;

“That finishes my turn, sheriff,”” he said.
“You're on the stage next.”

“Tt’s bin a star turn, too, sonny,” said the
sheriff, with a grin. “I guess these ’ere
Reds ain’t a-goin’ ter fergit it in a ’urry,
neither.”

Eddie grinned, and the sheriff turned to
the cringing mob of Indians.

“Whar’s the chief?”’ he demanded. *‘Pass
ther word fer ’im ter step up ’ere, prompto,
and shew doo cause why we shouldn't shoot
ther hull lot of yew inter glory one-time!”

A most dissipated Indian, attired in a
blue-and-yellow blanket, and sporting a single
drooping eagle feather in his hair, approached,
brushing the sand from his face as he came.
He halted in front of the sheriff and held up
a hand in greeting. ,

“Hail, paleface!” he said. “I am Chief
Yellow Horse!™

* Howdy, -chief?”" retorted the man of law.

A Half~a~Crown for You 1—

firewater what’s given yew yewr 'eadaches, a

fine mornin’. Chief, there’s no tellin’ ’ow
many laws yew've broken just recent—one
agin collectin’ in a body, another about
leavin’ ther reservation, a third about
carryin’ arms to ther detriment of yewr feller-
‘men, an’ a fourth about drinkin’ firewater.
Strikes me as it’ll only be meetin’ ther inter-
ests of justice if I tells my men ter blaze
away with their guns inter the hull crowd
of yew till yew're all killed.”

but some of the more cowardly of the tribe,
while brave enough at cutting the throats of
sleeping white men, viewed the proposition of
the same white men shooting them down with
indifferent eyes. Therefore they raised a
great outery at the sherifi's words.

- “ Thet suggestion don't seem to be meetin’
with ther popularity it desarves, chief,”
added the sherift with a grin. ‘ Waal, we'll
let it go at thet, but next time we'll not be
so easy on yew. Pick, up the few things
yew've got left, and thank yewr lucky stars
yew've still got ’em! An' now march, right
quick, right back to ther reservation, and
don’t lef me ’'ear of yew even thinkin® of
payin’ this village a surprise visit agin, or
there'll be bullets instead o’ bottles ter meet

==

=

a single eagle’s feather, approached.

A dissipated looking Indian, attired in a biue-and-yellow blanket, and sporting
He haited in front of the sheriff, and heid
up his hand in greeting. ** Hail, paleface | ” hesaid. ‘ fam Chief Yellow Horse!” l

* Well, what’s ther meanin’ of this jamboree
of yorn? What're yew all doin’ so far away
from yewr reservation so early in ther
mornin’, eh?”

The chief’s face never moved a musecle,

“ We have been walking in the moonlight,”
he said, lying with the greatest of ease and
dignity, ¢ and have slept on the bosom of the
kind earth. But it has given us headaches,
and we would fain return whence we came.”

“"Fadaches—eh?” repeated the sheriff,
while the others chuckled. I kinder sus-
picion them empty bottles Iyin’ about ther
place could say a word 'er two about ther
‘eadaches, Yaller 'Orse. An’, say, ’ow long
*as it bin necessary fer reds like yew ter

“tote all kind of deadly weppins about with

vew when yew circumambulate in a peaeceful
dashion about ther desert, contrary ter all
law an’ custom? Me an’ my posse 'ere 'ad no
end of a big job a-collectin’ them arms of
yourn, and we've wasted quite a quart of
good paraffin-oil in burnin’ ’em. Chief, I've
er kinda sneakin’ suspicion as yew intended
attackin’ an’ burnin’ up this ’ere village last
night as ever were, an’ that if yew ’adn't
a-stumbled, accidental, on them bottles of
THE POPULAR.—No. 93.

yew next time. On yewr hind legs, ther lot of
yew—march, prompto!”

And the Indians, mostly holding their
heads and wishing they had never been born,
marched back into the desert across which, a
few hours before, they had scurried with
hatred and murder in their hearts. A few
cast looks of hatred upon the mounted white
men, but the ready revolvers in their holsters
were far too handy to permit of any success-
ful attack, and, realising this, even the
hottest-headed one as well, marched off in
silence back to the reservation.

“ Waal, thet’s through, without anybody
‘cept ther bar-keep bein’ hurt one bit,”
remarked the sheriff. “ And it’s all thanks
ter yewr boy Polo, boss. Say, I rather think
we’'d better confer ther freedom of this ‘ere
village on 'im as a token of our esteem an’
gratitood, an’ write ter ther Noo Yawk
papers about his brainy wheeze fer stavin’
E%'Indian attacks. Some Red fighter, thet
e

T shouldn’t advertise it too much,” replied
Busto, with a grin, “or Eddie Polo and a
few of them Reds might be foregathering
one of these days, and Eddie’ll lose his scalp.

few of us mighter bin shy of our scalps this |

The chief’s face still remained immobile, |

'Sides, I don't suppose he'll care aboui seeing
his name in the papers at all.”

* Mebbe not—mebbe not!" ecame the
sheriff’s remark. * But, gee, he’s shore some
é{id,‘ an’ ’e’ll go fur—mark my word, 'e'll o
Al

Which, all things considered, might be
considered a token of the sheriff's farsighted-
ness; but then, are not all guardians of law
and order chosen for their exceptional powers
of looking a long way ahead?

Kidnapped !

T was three days later when Busto once
more struck camp at Texasville, and
set out upon the dusty trail to the next
‘stopping-place—another one-eyed western

location marked on the survey maps as
Scooter's Drift. History does not state who
or what *° Bcooter ” was, nor how he came to
drift—or even what there was for him to

“drift over, unless it was the little plank bridge

that crossed the river a mile out of towa—
but, none the less, that was the name of the
place, and it can't be helped, anyway, at this
distant date.

The advent of the circus in the Drift was
the usual national event—the usual excuse
for an additional holiday. The dame wha
kept the tiny school grumbled loudly when
rer fifteen and a half pupils demanded a day
off ; the shopkeepers put up their shutters and
hurried out into the scrub just outside the
town to help the remainder of the populace
watch the tent-hands erecting the huge
marquee, and to pass more or less acid re.
marks on the fitness of the horseflesh and
the. possibility of this man or that woman
being “ Eddie Polo, the Acrobat King,” or
* fsta, the Excellent Equestrienne' as per
the flaring, many-coloured posters scattered
over the one-horse town. Even the women
forsook their henfarms and their baking-
boards to come and stare, and when Busto
decided to open in the afternoon as well as
the evening, the whole of Scooter’s Driit
turned up like one soul to plank down its
fiftty cents and sit staring at Eddie Polo
risking his life and mneck, Esta performing
wonderful tricks with her horses, Red Cloud
sticking knives into a board around the form

1 of Scooter's Drift’s mayor, Bud Truefit and

his outfit showing them how to use a lariat or
a gun, and Ginger Wiggles saying saucy and
witty things about them and their town and
his colleagues and everything in general,

And they came for another section in the
evening, and wondered what town would have
the good fortune to experience the thrill
when Eddie Polo did really break his neck.
And, had Busto been anxious to stay,the p
lation of the Drift would have filled his tent
twice a day for a week, till the emptiness of
pockets had driven the men back to work; the
shortage of food had ecoaxed the women back
to their hen-roosts and ovens, and Dame
Mugator’s cane had persuaded the youthiul
circus-fans to resume their studies of the
intricacies of algebra and the twistiness of
the real English language.

Bat Busto, after the first day, wasted no
more time on the Drift. No sconer was the
evening programme concluded than the men
fell on the great canvas marquee-—which
Busto had bought outright from Professor
Basham and his bruisers, under a threat to
turn Eddie Polo locse on him if he refused to
deal—and stacked it on the lorry reserved for
its transportation. Everybody worked swiftly
and noisily, for everybedy knew his own and
everybody else’'s work, and as the great
naphtha flares were doused and piled in a
track before the last tent was down, they
had to finish their work in the semi-darkness,
for the moon had not yet fully risen behind
the distant hills,

The procession formed up a little after
dawn, and Busto, seated at the reins in his
own caravan, took the lead, “as they struck

“the traii for the next town—Sulphur Springs. -

“Say, Eddie,”” remarked the showman,
there's a little matter I'm wanting to discass
with you—a private matter. Hop up here
alongside me, and we'll talk as we jog along!”

Eddie Polg, who usually rode the horss
Grey Wind while the cavalcade marched from
town to town, reined in with a smile, and,
throwing his reins over to Busto to hold,
dismounted. A moment later he had sprung
to the riding-seat of the gaudy van, and
hiteched Grey Wind's reins to an empty lamp-
bracket. >

“Thanks, boss!” he said. “Though what
you and me can have to discuss privately I've
no idea. You aren’t going to ask me fc
commit murder for you, by any chance?” _

“When I want that sort of thing done, T'll
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Bend for Del Rogeriguo,” smiled Busto.  “By
the way, that reminds me that we haven't
been troubled with the rascal since we left
Texasville after the Indian stunt. Tar and
feathers seem to have cured him of desiring
your death.”

“1 hope so,” replied Eddie. “He was get-
ting a bit of a nuisance, because I could never
guess what new trick he was going to play on
me. I'm glad, too, that Lopez has gone—
maybe the two of ’em are together. In any
case, I'm not worrying, because I've always
proved, up to the moment of writing, able
to handle the dago, and though I believe
he’s mot finished with yet, I-hope fo be
equally ready in the fature.”

Busto nedded, -and for a long minute re-
garded the tails of the greys joggeing along
under his contrel.

“1t’s that fu%ure I wanted to talk to you
-about, Eddie,” he said quietly. “P've been
thm&mg thmgs over, and it strikes me you've
done a mighty lot to keep this show together
—more than anybody else. 1t was you mnwh‘c
that first ‘battle fer the marguee after the
old one had been burned all up, and it
was you stopped the dago irom rushing
away with the takings. 1f hed got awa
with either of those things, we’d have been
tuined. Se, takn,t, it big and large, ib appears
to me as youwve got a big mt@reﬁ in this
show, and so I'm going to offer you the
chapee of beceming a mrtner in it.  Well,
what do yon say to that?”

Eddie’s jaw dropped with astonishment. ITe
gadd eertaimly never expected anything of the

in

“Bay?” he answered, when he at last found
words. “Say? Well, 1 don’t guite know what
1o say, exeept that it’s just like a ereat, big
man like you to make the offer! Bnt there’s
others that you must think of before me—
there’s Esta, and Bud Truefit, who's presently
going to become your son-in-law. He .should

{ Bud,

be a partner. Then there's Ginger Wiggles,
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who has been with you so long—surely he
ought to be considered as worthy of more
reward than me! They’ve all been with you
as many years as I have months, and I think
you ought to give any of them the chance
rather than me. I'm sure that I should
make you a rotten partner, anyway.”

“Thinking of others again, eh—always
thinking of others, amd mever of yourself?”
remarked Busto kmdly “A¥ell, 1359 if I had
to cheose out of them all for a parfner, it'd
be you I choose. Say, ceuldn’t you cut out
Bud Truefit, and fix up with Esta yoursell?
The girl’s mighty fond of you, I know!”

“Tlhat wouldn’ 1 be playing the gawme!” re-
torted Eddie. *“Besides, Esta’s only fond of
me as a sister is fond of a brother. It's a
fecling quite different from that she has for
And I wouldn't try to rob Bud., If 1
took Esta from bhim, ¥'d feel as mean—as
mean as Del Rogericuo! You're only kidding
when you suggest it, bBoss; youw'd hate me it
I said I'd ‘do it! And it’s Esta and Bund as
must be your partners, and 1’1l stop along
with the show and help ’em to make it a
snecess as far as I can.  Look hers, Mr. Buste,.
if you really want to shew your appreciation of
the little T've been able to do, give me a rise
in pay of, say, three dollars a week, and tell
Esta she can marry Bud right away, and that
you'll take her and bim into partnership,
Do it now, boss, as they say m the free
sample ndvertisements—=do it now?!”

“Good lad, Polo!” said Basto, as he
stretehed ont his band and gripped that of
the lad. “I'll do it! Your screw's
from last week-end by ten dollars, not
three, and I'll .give Bud Truefit notice that
he's to prepare to get hitched &s soon as we
reash Su’mimr Springs. Iere, let’s hand the
glad news %o the girl!”

I!e half-turned roumd in his seat.

“Usta!” he called, in a loud wvoice.
a word for you!”
Eddie smiled, ¢

“Pxe

ng to hear i
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voice above his bead as she leaned oub-of the
half-door. But the little muslin eurtain re-
mained undisturbed, and no eirl came out.
Indeed, she <could not have heard, for she
Réver answered.

“Drat the rr1r11’ excigimed Busto,
mock teatim}cﬂ “ Why deesn't she ans cr'
Just look through that ulrw’m, Eddie, and
see If youm can spet her. Il bet shels
canoodling in there with Bud Truefit—t
man hasn't been able to leok after his outh
on the read this last menth.  Wake her up,
will you¥”

Eddie rose to his feet,
the half door.

“Estal” he ealled.

Again there was no answer.

He peered into the caravan, craming his
neck to see if the girl w l¥ing. on her
bunk. But tlie berbh was empty. Then, even
as Eddie looked, the rear door of the van
swung gently back, and showed the enipty
open road behind the caravan. And as some-
thing small and white attachéd to this door
eaught his eye, Eddie Polo gave a sharp, in-
voluntary exdnmuta(\n

With a guick spring he vaslted the hall-
door, evossed the floor of the ven, and then
re-emerged to the starting point.

Buﬂm looked up from fiiling his pipe.

“fFound her, Polo?” he asked,

and - leaned over

“No,” replied Eddie erisply. “The va
\“hmtv' She isn‘t hers at all. thon
hat is lyi

o on her berth. But T
something—1've found thiz sticki
door!”

man a sy
for stufh
its
sticky, black,

strong tar.

(Another instalment of Bddie Polo’s. Life-
LexL -2t 2
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WRI TE TO YOUR EDITCR ABOUT IT!

IN NEXT WEEK'S PROGRAMME.
“BO NFIRENIGHT ATOQREVYFRIARS 17

“Under this title Frank Richards has written |

for next week a story which fwill appeal
irresistibly to every ome of the mauy friends
of Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars.
- A new temporary amaster arrives at the
school to-take.command of the Remove, and
the juniors find themselves up against a
real tyramt. The great Filth of November
celebration arrives, and the scheol is a scene
of much fnn-making. Lven the seniors thrust |
their dignity aside $o be able to join in with
. the revellers. Ineidentally, the Famous Five |
make an extraordinary discovery which leads
to an astounding revelation.
Another long mst;ﬂment of our powerinl
fomantic adventure serial, entitled,

“SOTHE SWORD OF THE TEMPLES il
i By Edmund Burion,

which will be found to contain exciting and
interesting reading in plenty. The great
battle now won and lost, Harry and his
burly companion return to the Chases
Altkongh their work for King Charles is done,
there is still plenty for them, hut this time
of =» more private nature. Walter makes
another and last bid for the sword, but Fate
steps across his path, and— But that’s
the seeret of the story, and I must leave it
for you to find out next week,
g A further instalment of our gr_eat detective
rial,
THE EXPLOITS OF FERRERS
LOCKE, DETECTIVE | »
By Maurice Everard,

Ys mext on the list of good things. This
famous criminal investigator makes further

\WorD WITH
YouR EDHTO

YOUR IDITOR IS
AL

FROM HIS RE BE’\‘S LDITOR, THE
“POPULAR,” THE TWA HOU%E FARRING-
DON SI‘RLET LONDON, E.C.4.

.discoveries which brings him nearer towards

‘wine whose pame is Robert Livesey.

ALWAYS PLEASED TO HEAR
D

solving the mystery of the death of XMr.
Shields.

There is also a splendid, long complate fale
of Jimmy Silver & Co., um%el the title of
LEGGETT'S LOOT!

By Owon Gonquest,
which will delight the keen supporters of
that select circle of merry school chums. Be
sure you do mot miss it.
Finally, there will be a continuation of the

lifestory of the famous Rddie Polo, the |

world's mest pepular film star, and the hero
of so-many adventures, entitled:

Y FIGHTING FOR FAME

Don’'t forget “that you will find a splendid
feast of school, adventure, and detecine
stories within the covers ef the “Popular”
every Friday, week after week. Nothing on
the market offers such value ip good, whole-
some reading for the week-end.

IMAGINATION,

There is real imagination in a letter which
comes to me from a steadfast and loyal
reader of the C.P.’s. He writes of a friend
of his, and of the cheery times they had
together. The best part of it all is that
this correspondent is imagimative without
knowing it. He appreciates friendship. You
may say that is a comimon enough trait, but
I am not so sure. It is the individual who
gets hold of that kind of imagination, which
is own brother to sympathy, who finds the
best in life, for life withh such becomies, what |
it is, a brilliant and romantic adventure all
ithe time, notwithstanding the jars and sets
hack which are the common lot,

INSCMINIA.
I am tremendously obliged to a chum of

“Warwick Reynolds;

He is

making his friends
Papers, and he
style. . For examule,

Tommy . Burns
his nmtﬂ u:)med ()

jush
will he a
pleasure,

SCMETHING ABOUT EVERYEODY.

Al the eharacters of note, protty
in for mention, wnd the new © s Who ¥
covers a lot of ground, Nux vlbcr of my
chums write to me with questions about the
life of the three schoels, and so forth. They
will find all they want to know in the hvw

“ell, eome

“Holiday Annual.”
HOBBRY SEEKERS.
Fellows who are interested in kecping

rabbits, in musiec, in the uuemﬁ, B p es,
and a dozen other inferc g subjects, will
find their wants specially catered for in the
new volume of the Holiday Annual.”
is a paper by Clive Fenn, iliustrated
and then you inush not
forget the Tangram.

.

THE TANCGRAM.

Perhaps you have ncver hesrd of ‘the
Tangram, perhaps you have; but whicliever
way it is you will, I know, admit that the
Tangram is a checry litfle amusement. You
can earry it about in your wi at- pocket
and find it interesting at auy time, just as
the old Chinese who lived in the back ages
realised. It will do for a wet day—one might

think it had been specially designed for. the
British climate!—likewise for a fine one,

Tie POPULAR—No. 93.
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AT PEELES TMPERSONATION !

{Continued from page 16.)

“Not at all, sir,” said Jimmy Silver. “You
can always depend on the Classical Fourth,
sit!”

* Aud the heroes of the Fourth marched off,
- feeling very pleased with themselves, and
leaving Mr. Bootles still palpitating.

at Rookwood. In Smythe's study the Clas-
sical Nuts yelled with laughter over it, till
they howled themselves almost hoarse.

The other fellows were puzzled as t0 why
Mr. Hook should have come. Bub Peele and
his friends weren't puzaled—bbey knew. Buf
after some reflection Jimmy Silver & Co.
were no longer in the dark. From what they
had heard.the bookmaker say, they gathered
that he had come under a mistaken impres-
slon—and they remembered Peele’s gxpedition
in disguise as Mr. Bootles—and they put two
and two together correcbly. = ;

The result was that Peele and his friends
did not find the affaie so funny as they af

‘was not in the

THE POPULAR—Every Friday. :

first supposed. For they were collared by the
Fistical Four and taken to the end study,
where judgment was passed on them. As it
game -to give them up fo
punishment, the Fisticals administered ths
punishment themselves—with the assistance
of a cricket-stump—and then kicked Peele and

 his yelling chums out of the study and oub

of the Rookwood Players’ Club at the same
time. So the humorous Peele for quite &
fong time afterwards felt anything bug
humorous. :
THE END.
(Another grand long story next week,
entitled: * Leggett's Lootl")

i - The strange affair caused quite 3 sensation
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