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9 ' Are You a Sportsman? Then Read—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
 An Enemy in the Camp!

e REAT jumping erack
There was astonishi
and indignation in B

tone. =

¥t was a half-bholiday at Gn
immediately after dinner the Famouos
4 Dennis Cary, of the Remiove,
fcurned to Study No. 1 to discuss ways
apd means of spending the afterncon.
The six juniors halted in amazement on
% reshiold of the study. And there was
rearon for tiieir amazement, for the apart-
suent presented an extraordinary appearance.

To begin with, the table was upside-dowiy
with its legs upturned towards the ceiling.
h o were upside-down, while the ]
had been reared up on its haunches, so
io speak. =

In other respeets, too, the furniture. in
Study No. 1 had beent tampered with, The
Hookease was open, and the volumes it had
contained were strewn ahout the floor. Harry
Wharton's Latin Primer was in the fireplace,
snd Frank Nugent's Virgil was reposing in
the coal-seutile.
was this all.
ing on a heok at the side of the book-
a file of back numbers of the ‘“ Grey-
id,” And a sheet of paper had
i to the file. On the paper was an
n - which referred to Harry Whar-
ton's journmal:

“PHE PAPER RUN BY SILLY ASSES FOR
SILLY ASSHS!”

t, wrath,
Cherry’s

As if this were not enough, there was a
Jummy figure perched on the window-sill—
% hideouns, grotesque figure., which, judging
Ay the little heap on the floor, had been shed-
¢img sawdust from its crudely-fashioned legs.

‘fhe dummy seemed to be grinning mock-
ngly at the Greyfriars jun . And on its
shiest was a plaeard, -bearing the words:

“HARRY WHARTON--THE GUY OF
GREYFRIARS!”

“jumping crackers!” ejaculated Bob
n

in:

‘Wharton looked grim.

Tihis is a raid!” he gaid.

‘ Any ass ean see that!” said Frank Nugent
hiy. “The question is, who planned
1o carried it out?”

e ¥itth, I expect, or the “Upper
i

jossible 1
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has been done whils we
And Coker & Co. were in
o were Temple & Co.”

ise  this
were at dinue
Hall, as usua

“pen. who i
exelaimed Johnny Bull.

“ Givo it up!l”

The juniors exchanged bafiled glanee

Harry Wharton and Frank XNu
owners. of the study,
their wrath was shared by their

Somebody who was ‘‘up against
Remove had carried out this raid daring
dinner, Bubt who? That, as Hamlet said,
was the dquestion. And it was a questi
which the juuiors found difficult to an &

¢ 3411 take us hours and hours to put this
study in apple-pie order again!’ said Frank
Nugent.. < My hat! I'd give anything to be
able to have five minutes with the merchant
who did this!”’

*“Same here!” said Dennis Carr,

Might be ome of our own fcilows,” sug-
Bob CHerry, * Skinner, f'rinstance.
e’s always playing practical jokes.”

* Skinner would never have the nerve to
wreck our. study,” caid Harry Wharton.
¢ And, besides, he was in the dining-hall. A
fellow can’t be in two places at once.”

“ Better start trying to put things ship-
shape again,” said Nugent. :

i f““ We'll see if we can find the merry raider
rst !’

~* But where are.we to Iook?’ askeg Johnny
Bull hopelessly. “ We can’t go all round the
school asking every fellow we mieet if he
had a hand in this bizney.” :

“ Besides, it isn't likely that the fellow

4 who did it would say, ‘ Pleage, teacher, it was

me!” said Dennis Carr.
about it.”
“ The mumfniness
agread Hurree Singh.
And then he stepped across to the cup-
board,
unknown raider had tampered with

“He’d keep mum

would he terrific,”

4 supplies.

- No sooner had Hurree Singh thrown back

the cupboard door, than a breathless and dis- |

hevelled figure rushed out.

There was g shout from the assembled |

juniors.

¢ Trumper!”’ g <

It was the youthful leader of Courtfield
County Council School whoe had carried .out
that amazing jape. He had come over to
Greyfriars whilst the fellows were at dinner,
and, the corridors being deserted, he had had
a clear field. But it had taken him some
time to eomplete his designs, and before he

| could leave the study he liad heard the
(Copyriaht in the Uniied Stules of Americd.)

responsible for this?”

in order to ascertain whether the |
the |
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sound of approachi
¢ in the cupboard.

therefore taken refu,

And pow, realising that the game was up,
Dick Tramper made a dash for the doer—
and freedem! |

‘Astonished though they were, however,

Harry Wharton & Co. had sufficient presencs
of mind to intercept the japer.

» Tramper could reach the door, he
¢d by many hands and bortie to the

Le Counrtfielde
#o purpose. He
, and Jobnany Baull Nés
the others pinioned his nd s,
olly lucky you thought of going {o the

ard, Inky,” said Horry Wharton, *1If
he
1

adn’t, this bounder would have got

Leggo!” panted Trumper. * Gerroff me
chest !

‘“ Not just yet, my infant!” said Johnny
Bull, with-a grin. * So it was you who played
this jape?2” ;

CYesl”

“ Well, we knew you Bbad plenty of nerve,
but we didn’t dream you'd go to such lengths®
as this!” said Dennis Carr.

Trumper said nothing. With Johnny Bull's
hefty form on his chest, speech was difficult.

“ What do you miean by it?’ demanded
Harry Wharton. * What do you mean by
saying that the ‘ Greyfriars Herald ’ is ‘ the
paper run by silly asses for silly asses’?"

Dezpite the discomfort of his position, and
the fact that he had fallen into the hands
of the Philistines, Trumper chuckled.

“ And what do you mean by referring to
me as the Guy of Greyfriars?’ persisted
Wharton. o

“Well, you are, you know!” Trumper
managed to blurt out.

“ You—you cheeky rotter i

“Pon’'t argue with him, Harry!” said
Frank Nugent. * New that we've got the
ltxu.'el‘x;y japer, what are we going to do with

tm 7’ -

There was no lack of suggzestions.

“ Pulverise him !”

“ Herag him!”

“ Flay him alivefully !” .

After some deliberation, Harry Wharton
pronoutniced s

sentence. :
“ We'll make him pub this study in orde
again., Then we'll freat him to a dose of imk
and feathers.  After which, we'll send hin
back to his native haunts in a sack!”
“ Ripping!” ;
Everybody thought this a. splendid idea—,
with the exception of Dick Trumper.
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The Courtficld junior -didn’t mind putting
the study to rights—though that in itself was
a hefty proposition. But the prospect of
ooing -back to the Couneil School in a sack,
and with a face like a nigger-minstrel’s, was
galling in the extreme. :

“No—not that—not that!” he protested.

“ Well, you've fairly asked for it!” said
Bob Cherry, * What would you do fo us if
the boot was on the other foot—if you eaught
us in the act of raiding the Council School?”

“1 should ask you to stay to tea,’” said
Tramper.

“Ha, ha, hal”

# Let him get up!”

Trumper was allowe
feet.

“ Now you ean carry on!” said the captain
of the Remove, ** We'll give you twenty
minutes to pub everything in order!’

Y You'll give me & hand, I suppose?™

“ There’s something wrong with
supposer, then!”

Dick Trumper took off his coat, and rolled
up his sleeves, and started on his uncongenial
task. =

The Famous Five and Dennis Carr stood
with their hands in their pockets, and looked
on. They had the practical joker completely
in their power, and they were grinning.

With a tremendous heave, Trumper man-
aged to restore the table to its usual position.
After which he wrestled with the sofa. And
nobody put forth a hand to help him.

Having righted the sofa, Trumper grovelled
on the floor, and collected the numerous
volumes that were scattered about the study.

Before the twenty minutes had expired No.
1 Study presented quite a neat and tidy
appearance.
~ “Half a }iffy!” said Bob Cherry, pointing
to the-stuffed demmy on the window-sill.
“What are we going to do with that?”

“We'll alter the inscription to * Dick
Trumper—the Guy of Courtfield!" Then,
when we've put Trumper in the sack, we’ll
attach the dummy to him by a string, and
it'll follow him wherever he goes—like Mary's
little lamb!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here——" began Trumper, in alarm.

“First of all, let's trot out the ink and
feathers!” said Dennis Carr.

“Good egg!”

Dick Trumper was in a very tight corner,
and he was beginning to regret having played
that jape on Harry Wharton & Co. Ii it
meant that he was going to be inked and
feathered, and ‘sent back to Courtfield in
a sack, with a dummy figure trailing behind
him, he felt that he would never survive the
experience. He would be the laughing-stock
of all Greyfriars, and of evervbody he
chanced to meet on the road. And when
he got back to his own school, he would be
soundly bumped for having failed to achieve
his object.

Bob Cherry was already
for the ink and feathers.
brain worked swiftly.

“I've got a
fellows,” he said. «

“@Get it offt your chest,” said Wharton.
“Its not likely to help you, though.”

“I'1 meet the best fighting-man among
you—"

said Wharton.,
to scramble to his

your

scouring round
And Dick Trumper's

Presently he spoke.

suggestion to make, you

SRRV
“In a twelve-round contest with the
gloves——"
“What!”
“On the following conditions: That if I

win, ¥'m allowed to go back to my own
school unmolested; and it I lose, you can
carry out your original programme, and put
me through the mill.”

The Greyfriars juniors starcd breathlessly
at Trumper.

“Is that a go?” asked the leader of the
Courtfielders.

Harry Wharton' & Co. hesitated.  They
were good sportsmen, and it was to their
sporting instinets that Trumper had ap-
pealed.

“What do you say to that, you fellows?”
asked Wharton. *Shall we accept Trumper’s
offer, or turn it down?”’

“Accept it!” said Boh Cherry promptly.

“Yes, rather!” said Dennis Carr.

And Frank Nugent and Johnny Bull and
Hurree Singh nodded their heads in assent.

“ Now, let’s repeat the arrangement, so_that
there shall be no possibiliby of a mistake,”
said-the captain of the Remove, turning to
Trumper. “You're to engage in a twelve-
round boxing contest with one of us, and if
you win we take no further action against
you. If you're licked, we go ahead with our
original scheme.”

“That's it!” said Trumper eagerly. “Select
your man, and let's get to business.”

Of the six Greyfriars juniors present, Bob
Cherry was unguestionably the vest fichting-

man. But Harry Wharton hesitated to pit |

Bob against Trumper. It would hardly be
fair to the Courtfield fellow, for it was
morally certain that he would never be able
to stand up to Bob Cherry for twelve
rounds.

Dick Trumper seemed to read Harry
Wharton’s thoughts, for he said:

“I'm not afraid to- tackle Bob Cherry.

*| Seleet him by all means.”

“i{t wouldn’t be fair,” answered Wharton.

“Why not?”

“Bob would wipe up the ground with you.”

“P'r’aps—p'r’aps nott” .

“We want to give you a sporting chanee,
at’ least,” said the captain of the Remove.
“1 think you and Carr will be pretty evenly
matched, What do you say, Dennis?”

“I'm game!” said Dennis readily. He was
a splendid boxer, and the novelty of Dick
Trumper’s suggestion had appealed fo him
immensely.

Hitherto, Trumper had not been brought
into contact with Dennis Carr. And he
smiled as he took the measure of his man,
and noted how slim, almost frail-looking,
Dennis appeared. And then he remembered
that this slim-looking junior had carried off
the light-weight championship at Aldershot,
and he knéw that the forthcoming fight
would be no walk-over for him.

“Where's this scrap to take place?” asked
Johnny Bull.

“Behind the chapel,” said Wharton. “It's
quiet there, and we sha'n't be spotteéd by any
of the beaks.”

“Come along, then!™

Dick Trumper donned his coat, though he
would shortly be required to take it off
again, and the party of juniors, looking as
excited as they felt, made their way to the
quiet retreat behind the chapel. 'They en-
countered Bolsover minor en route, and
despatched him to the gym for two pairs of
boxing-gloves.

Nobody doubted that it would be a keen,
and probably a thrilling contest. And there
was much at stake, so far as Dick Trumper
was concerned. If he won, he would be
allowed to go his way in peace. But if, on
the other hand, he lost, he would go his way
in pieces, as Bob Cherry humorously expressed
it -

“May the hest man win?* said Frank
Nugent heartily. And he felt convinced, as
he uttered the words, that the best man was
Dennis Carr.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Fortune of War !
HAKESPEARE has said that ecach
man in his time plays many parts.
This was true of Billy Bunter of
the Remove. Buanter was a ventrilo-
guist, and a gormandiser, and a fibber, and
an eavesdropper. And he had just been busy
in the last-npamed capacity. He had over-
heard the whole of the conversation between
Harry Wharten & Co. and Dick Trumper, and
he had detached his ear from the keyhole
of No. 1 Study and dodged into the adjacent
doorway, just in time to evade the juniors as
they came out.

“My hat!” murmured the fat junior.
“Trumper and. Carr &re going to hox twelve
rounds behind the chapel!
didn’t select me to tackle Trumper. I'm a
better man than Carr any day of the week!
Still, I s'pose he didn’t want to give
Trumper too tough an opponent.”

When Harry Wharton & Co. had retreated
along the passage, Billy Bunber emerged from
his temporary hiding-placé, and scuttled away
towards the football-field, where the majority
of the Removites were at practice.

“1 say, you fellows!” he panted breath-
lessly.

Peter Tedd paused in the act of taking a
flying kick at the ball.

“What's up, porpoise?” he growled.

“A fight!” said Bunter dramaticaliy.

“ PR 9

“Trumper and Dennis Carr are going to
hammer eack other behind the chapel!”

“My hat!”

“What’s it all about?” asked Squiff.

“Trumper came over and. raided No. 1
Study, and they collardd him. They were
going to ink and feather him, and shove
him in a sack, but they've decided to let
him oft' if he succeeds in licking Carr in a
twelve-round contest !” %

buzz of excitement followed Billy
Bunter's words.

Pity Wharton |

SMAGNET " Library. 3

Foothall was forgotten, and the players
sped away to the scene of the encounter.
As they went, they were joined by other
juniors, to whom they breathiessly explained
what was afoot.

Consequently, instead of a mere handful
of onlookers, an enormous crowd turned
up to witness the contest.

It was surprising how so many fellows
managed to congregate in the same spot in
such a short space of time. They seemed
to spring up suddenly from nowhere,

“Hallo! Quite a lot of spectators have
turned up to see you licked, Carr!” remarked
Dick Trumper.

“To see you licked, you mean!” said
Dennis.

“Rats!” -

“I'm your second, Dennis,” said Bob
Cherry. “I ought to be master of cere-

monies really, but I'li stend aside for
Wharton.”

“Very kind of you, Bob!” sajd the captain
of the Remove, langhing.

“Anybody care to second me?” asked Dick
Trumper. “Don’t ak speak at once!l”

Johnny Bull came forward. :

“I'Il aet as. chief patcher-up on your he-
half,” he said. - -

“Ha, ha, hat”

“It’s Carr who'll need all the patching-up,
I'm thinking,” was Trumper's rejoinder. E

“Bow-wow !”

A human ring had been formed, and im
the middle of this ring the two combatuants,
having removed their eoats and donned the
gloves, stood face to face.

A stranger, taking stock of the two boxers,
would have put all his money on Diek
Trumper. Tor the Courtfielder was taller
than Dennis Carr, and better developed.

But the stranger’'s money would not have
been safe, for—as those who knew Dennis
were aware—he was one of the pluckiesh
fellows who ever stepped inside a ring. DMore-
over, he never knew when he was beaten.

“Before we begin,” said Dick Trumper,
“fet’s understand each other. I take it this
is not going to be a kid-glove affair. We're
going to put our beef inte if, what!”

«That's the idea!” said Dennis. “There’s
no ill-feeling between us. At the same: time,
each of us will go all out.” =

Trumper nodded.

:‘%{{eac’l,y. youn two?” asked Harry Wharton.

“Yes.

“Right! Seconds out of the ring!”

“We're already out, fathead!” said Bob
Cherry

“Timelr 5 =
Dennis Carr and Dick Trumper shook

hands, and the next instant they were ab
it hammer-and-tongs.

There were no cheers from the lookers-on.
This did not- mean that they were not
excited. The fact was that they were too
excited even to cheer.

There was nothing half-hearted about the
opening exchanges, -

Dick Trumper had resolved to bring the
ficht to a speedy issue, and, Dennis Carr
having made a similar resolve, there was
plenty of hard hitting.

The first: really telling blow was struck
by Trumper. It was a half-arm jolt to the
jaw, and it made Dennis Carr stagger.

But the Greyfriars fellow was soon master
of himself again, and he returned the blow
with interest, much to the delight of the
crowd.

“Go it, Dennis!”

“Follow up, man!’’

“Let him have it hot!” > =

A remarkable feature of the first round
was that there was little or no defensive
work on either side. :

Both Carr and Trumper seemed to scorn
defensive tactics, Each attacked fiercely,
though it was obvious that such a terrific
pace could not be maintained for long.

Honours were easy ab the end of the first
round. =

“Good man!? said Bob Cherry approv-
fngly, as he sponged Dennjs Carr's face.
“Think you can lick him?”

“I-think so, but it's no cerf. The fellow’s
as strong as a horse, and he puts ne end
of beef into his blows.”

Denpis said no mors, He knew that h
would need all his breath. 2

The spectators expected the pace
slacken in the second round. Inste
which the round was even more fiercel
tested than the first. S

And gradually - Dick Trumper beg
assert his supremacy. Dennis Carr 1
THE POPULAR.—NO. 95,
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quite as many blows as he did, but therc was
noy the same “punch » behind them.

Harry Wharton & Co. began to
anxious.

“Afraid our man’s booked for a licking!”
muttered Frank Nugent. “You ought to have
let Boh take Trumper on, Harry.”

Befgre Wharton could reply, Dennis Carr
landed in a sprawling heap at his feet.

A wellstimed blow bhetween the eyes had
dong the mischief. Everybody thought it
would prové a knock-out blow, for Dennis
Carr lay perfectly still for several seconds.

And then, with a suddenness which aston-
ished the audience, Dennis hounded to his
feet. What was more, he managed to keep
Trumper at bay until the end of the round.

“He’s not beaten yet,’”” said Mark Linley.
“@Good old Dennis!”

The seconds got.busy with their sponges,
_and the fight was resumed. To Dennis Carr
it seemed that the .interval had only lasted
a couple of seconds.

In the next round both boxers became more
eautious.

look

Dick Trumper had abandoned his hope of

foreing an early victory; and so, for that
matter, had Dennis Carr. And their object
now seemed to be to avoid being smitten,
rather than to smite. There was a good deal

of feinting and side-stepping, and here Dennis-

Carr was seen to great-advantage. Mis foot-
work was so smart, so elever, that Diek
Trumper appeared almost clumsy by com-
parison.

“They’re going to make it a long-drawn-
out affair,”? remarked Vernon-Smith.
“Shouldn’'t be surprised if they went the
whole of the twelve rounds.”

“What bappens if it’s a draw?”
Peter Todd. .

“We'll let Trumper off,”* said Wharton.
“T{ he stands np to Carr for twelve rounds,
he won’t feel like being inked and feathered
and sent home in a sack.”

_“My hat, no!”

The fight proceeded on even lines for the
next three rounds.

The exchanges had been interesting, though
not exactly thrilling. But towards the end of
Round 7 Dennis Carr seemed suddenly to
spring intc new life. Perhaps the long spell
of defensive work had exhausted his patience.
Anyway, he rushed in, shooting out right and
leit in swift succession.

“Hurrah!” -

“Stick it, Dennis!> :

“That is the stuff to impartfully give ‘em!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” - -

Dick Trumper retreated a couple of paces.
Then he staggered. Then he got in the way
of another smashing left-hander, and the next
instant he was on his back, with his opponent
standing over hini.

Tue Courtfielder was utterly dazed, ana
only the call of “Time!” saved him from
certain defeat. 3

The Greyfriars fellows were dancing with
deiight now.

“Trumper won't last another round!” said
Peter Todd.

And that was the general opinion.

But the Courtfield fellow revived during the
interval, thanks to the ministrations of
Johnny Bull, and in the next round he was
fighting as keenly as ever. :

All the same, Dennis Carr was top-dog.
There was no gainsaying that fact. He knew
that it only needed a really powerful blow
to send Trumper down for the last time, and
Itz was sparring for an opening, with a view
to delivering that blow when there was a
dramatic interruption to the fight.

Stop!” It was the voice of Dr. Locke,
tie headmaster of Greyfriars. “Cease this
.unseemly brawl instantly! I command you!”’

“Oh crumbs!” ejaculated Harry Wharton,
in dismay. “The Head!”

And Dennis Carr and Dick Trumper
promptly dropped their hands to their sides.
F “the truth were kpown, the Courtfielder
was not altogether sorry for the interruption.

The spectators had been far too deeply
engrossed in the fight to notice the Head's
#pproach, and when they heard his voice they
Iovked confused and sheepish.

Dr. Locke was not alone. A dapper little
entleman, immaculately dressed, and wear-
¢ a twirling moustache, accompanied him.
his individual, although small, made the
03t of his height. He carried himself erect,
he had the appearance of a retired
wel. His lips were sternly set, but there
twinkle in his eyes.

hat’s it all about—hey?” he inquired,
THE POPULAR.—NO. 95.

asked

“It's—it’s just a friendly scrap, sir,” stam-
mered Harry Wharton.

Despite the fact that they were under the
Head's eye, several of the juniors chuckled.
The fact that Dick Trumper's nose was nearly
twice its normal size, and that Dennis Carr’s
right eye was half-closed, suggested that the
scrap -was anything but friendly.

The dapper little gentleman chuckled, too.

“Carry on with the good work, begad!”’ he
aid.

Dr. Locke Jooked horrified.

“Really, Sir Timothy,” he began, “you
surely eannot countenance such a disgraceful
exhibition of fisticuffs!”

“Boxin’ is a manly art, sir—a noble art!”’
was the reply. “As a member of the National
Sportin’ Club, I fully appreciate that fact.”

“But—but an affray of this kind is brutal

izing and debasing!”
Fiddlesticks, sir! Boxin’ is the healthiest
an’ cleanest sport extant. If I had my own
way, sir,-I should expunge Latin an’ Greek
an’ all dead languages from the school
curriculum, an’ the time that had hitherto
been devoted to them would be taken up by
boxin® lessons!’?

“Wise old buffer,
Cherry.

“Yes, rather!®’ .

Sir Timothy beckoned fo Dick Trumper and
Dennis Carr.

“Carry on!”’ he repeated.

Dr. Locke was about to make a further
protest, but the words he was on the point
of uttering died away on his lips. =

Sir Timothy Topham happened to be a
governor of the School, and the Head felt
that it would be diplomatic to Iet him have
his own way. Besides, it would he very undig-
nified to continue to argue with Sir Timothy
in the presence of so many juniors.

Dennis Carr glanced towards the Head, and
as that gentleman made no sign of protest, he
turned to Dick Trumper.

“Going on?” he muttered.

Trumper nodded. He knew that he was
courting defeat by going on, but he was too
honourable a fellow to back out because of
that. 3

So the fight was resumed, and Sir Timothy
looked on with sparkling eyes.

As for the Head, he looked decidediy un-
eomfortable. He was regretting that his
stroll with Sir Timothy had led him to this
apot.

“Who are you backing, sir?”* asked Skinner,
who possessed more “cheek ” than the average
fellow.

Dr. Locke flushed crimson.

“Silence, Skinner!’’ he rumhled.

“The fair-haired youngster has my vote,”
said Sir Timothy. - “Jove, but he’s a fine little
fighter! . Look at that! Right in the solar
plexus, begad!” 5

“Really, Sir Timothy——"* murmured the
Head feebly.

“He's gone down for the count, too!” con-
tinued the sporting governor, referring to
Dick Trumper. “His number’s up! His bolt’s
shot! All the stuffing’s knocked out of him,
by Jove!?

The juniors were cheering wildly, Harry
Wharton could scarcely hear himself count.
When he got to seven, Dick Trumper made
a desperate effort to rise. But that final blow
of Dennis Carr’s had proved altogether too
much for him, and he sank back again, beaten
in fair fight by one of the finest sportsmen
in the Greyfriars. Remove.

“A fittin’ climax to a stirrin® encounter!”
exclaimed Sir Timothy. “Pity we didn't
arrive on the scene earlier!”

The Head said nothing. He was refiecting
that it was a pity they had arrived on the
scene at all.

Harry Whartonr and Johnny Bull assisted
Dick Trumper to rise.

The Courtfield junior was
shaky, but he mustered a grin.

“The best man wing,” he said chivalrousiy.

murmured Bob

that!”

feeling very

“And now I suppose I must face the ink and’|

feathers?”

“No jolly fear!’’.said Harry Wharton.

“But the arrangement was——2* 5

“Blow the arrangement! You fought like
a giddy Trojan, and we'll forget all about the
study-raiding incident.”

“Hear, hear!’ said Johuny Bull.

“1 say, that’s awfully decent of you
fellows I said Trumper, and his voice was
strangely husly.

“Rats!”

Dennis  Carr ecame towards his
opponent with outsptretched hand.

“1t was a great serap!” he said,
all the luck that was going,”.

recent

“I had

“You beat me fairly and squarely,” was the
reply. “If we had the fight over again, 1
guarantee the result would be iust the same
And now I must be getting back to €t
field. We've got .a footer mateh on this
afternoon—though, to tell the truth, I don't
feel much Ilike footer. Aun reveir, yeu
tellows !

And, having donned his coat, Dick Trumper
strolled away.

Meanwhile, Sir Timothy Topham
up to Dennis Carr.

“Bravo!” he exclaimed, clapping th
on the back. “Who taught you how to use
your fists?>’

“I'm self-taught, sir,” said Dennis, with a
smile. “But I wasn’t much good with the
gloves until I met Jack Harper. It was he
who gave me the necessary polish, and taught
me a trick or two.”

“Jack Harper! Do you mean th
champion who rums & trainin-s
Courtticld 27

“That's the fellow, sir.”

“Well, you couldn’t have had a
instructor, by Jove!

stepped

betier

What Harper doesn't

know about the noble art isn’t worth knowin’.

By the way, what’s your name?” -
“Dennis Carr, sir.”

“BRegad! Are you the youngster who won
the Light-Weight Championship at Alder-
shot 9"

Dennis nodded.

“That was a great performanece!” said Sir
Timothy. “I remember readin’ a full accoung
of it in the ¢ Athlete.” You're fond of boxin’,
1 take it?”

“Yes, rather, sir!”

“An’- your schoolfellows?”

“We're crazy keen on it, sir!” said Bob

Cherry.

“Good! Good! That's the spirit!”

And Sir Timothy nodded genially to the
juniors, and walked away. He seéemed to
be debating something m his mind, and a
few minutes later he was seen to be in deep
and earnest conversation with the Head.

“Regular old sport, isn't he?” said Peter
Todd. S 3

“Yes, rather!” said Johnny Bull. = “Wish
there were a few miore of his stamp buzzing
around!” *

“Now that the strife is o'cz, and the
battle won, I think we'll adjecurn to the
feoter-field,” said Bob Cherry.

Shortly afterwards a practice-mateh was in
progress on Little Side; while Sir Timothy
Topham and Dr. Locke were engaged in an

earnest discussion in the latter’s study.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Qreat News for Greyfriars!
IFF! Thud! Biff! Thud!
Those vigorous sounds proceeded
from the school gymnasium.
Harry Wharton & Co. were passing
the gym on their way back from foothall,

and they halted outside the door in profound
astonishment.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Boh
Cherry.  “Somebody seems to bhe geoing
strong.”

Biff! Thud! B#! Thud! %

“Sounds like a scrap,” remarked Frank
Nugent.

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Letls investigate,” he said. i
‘And he threw open the door of the gym..

The juniors swarmed into the large ‘and
lcfty apartment. They expected to find a
battle royal in progress. But they were dis-
appointed.

The sole occupant of the gym was Billy
Bunter, the Owl of the Remove.

The fat junior’s coat was off, and his sleeyes
were rolled up, and he was in the act of
committing assault ~and battery upon the
punching-ball.  Tence the continual biffing
and thudding.

Billy Bunter was quite oblivious to the
sudden entry of his schoolfellows. He con-
tinued to pound and pommel the pusiching-
ball, and the perspiration coursed down his
fat and flabby cheeks. j

Harry Wharton & Co. stood rooted to the
floor. They were amazed—utterly bewildered
—by the sight which greeted their gaze.

As “a rule, Billy Bunter fought shy’ of
physical exertion. He was plump and stodgy,
and even his best friend—if he had ene—
would not have accused him of being ‘an
athiete. Yet here he was, in the ' gym,
inflicting blow after blow upon the punching-
ball, which swung to and fro like a pendulum.

“M-mi-my hat!” stuttered Bob Cherry.

“What are you hammering that hall for,
you fat duffer?” demanded Harry Wharton.




~—The Illustrated Boxing

Billy Bunter did not seem to hear, and the
juniors looked on in amazed silenc e,

Biff! Thud! Bang!

Billy piled m with all the strengih of his
podey person, his fat fists clenched so-tight
that his pails fairly dug into the palms of

his fat hands.

Several times he misjudged the fiight of
the flying leather, and 4t rebounded anrd
caught him unawares, ding him crashing
bac!— to mect with a hard buml uponr the
uusympa.theth floor.

He was not long in forgetting his pains,
l»ut was_up again almost inv mcdmpx;, his
5 working like umn.orl\ upon the fast-
moving puachmmb(ﬂl

He stoppod for a moment or two to v
the perspiration that was fast fowing 4
Lis. checks, which now resembled the coiour
of heetroots. -

Then, still uneonscious of the presence of
his schoolfellows, he made

Booklet—Free—with this week’s

in the tournament, the juniors roszed w

iaughter.

“Hold me up, somcbodr. implored Bob
Cherry. “This i4 too rich] Bunter—a giddy
tighting-man! PBunter—$he Joeo Beckett ol
Greyiriars!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1f it was the barrel-weight championship

that he was going in for, or the special|

contest for prize porkers, he'd win hands
dowa!” chuckled Nugent.

“h, really, Nugent——"

The juniors left Billy Bunter to his own
devices, and strolled out of the gym. And
the news of the fortheoming boxing tourna-
ment was soon being eagerly discussed up and
down the Remove passage.

No official announcement was made that
dny, however, 'and the juniors begam to
wonder if, after all, it was .a leg-pulling

was

stunt on Bunter’s part.

another ferocious attack
upon the ball.

It was a new thing for
William George Bunter,
bat he obviously meant
business.
Se'There-
from
juniors.

The captdm of

was a snigge
the onlookin

the Re-

move gave a qml\. H e
strode towards the fab
iunior, and shmk him
“vielently.

Loos .
little game?
“I'm in training,” said
Bunter,

“(ireat pip!”

“In training for what?”
asped Johnny Bull.
gold medzal,

[iThe
know!

you

qug - gug - gald
Qtuttuui Bob

“Th
medal?”
Cherry.

“Whal gold medal, you
fat chump?” demanded
Wharton.

“0h, of course,
fellows don’t know

the w .d! You ha
ck of pickin
t-hand information !”
\‘ e - hayen't your
knack of lstening :vt, key-
Lioles, you- mean!” eaid
Nugent scornfully.

“6h; /!‘edl‘j Nugent! I

couldv help hearing

“Roys’ Friendl 6

“Fat lot Quelchy knows abeubt boxing!”
murmured Bob Gherry.

“Or Prout, either!” muttered Johnny Bull
“He doesn’t know the difference between an
upper-cut and 2 rouvnd of beei!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

The He:!.d made a few more remarks of

inor imperiasee. And shen Uoker of the
Fiith raised a shout.

“Three cheers for 8ir Timothy Topham!”

The cheers were given with right good
will, and the sporting Governor smiled.

“L trust the tournament will prove a great
success, begad!” he ‘md' as sood as he could
make himseif heard. - “Boxin’ is a healthy
sport—a manly sport—an’' I shall fake a
personal interest in the various coutests.
Moreover, 1 will ask Lady Tepham to comse
down to Greyiriars an’ present the medals.”

“ Hurrah?”

what Sir Timothy said.

When he suggested his
scheme to the Head, he
bellowed so loudly that

i him.

Dick Trismper rotreated a coupis of paces.
smashing left-hander.

The timekesper,

Then he siaggered, and got in the way of another
The next instani he was on his back with his opponent standing over
his watch in hand, commenced to count.

{See page 4.)

bie could have been heard
all “ovér Greyfriars!” .

“And what was the scheme that he sug-
gestiully propeunded?” asked Hurree Singh,
his curiosity getting the better of him, =

“He's going to organise a tremendous
boxing toumament 54 Greyfriars——"

“What!'

“And there’s to be a gold medal prrwnted
“to ‘the best fighting-man in each Form—"

“My hat!”

‘s this the truth, or are you pulling our
legs?” grewled Wharton.

“It’s the sober truth—"

“We don't care whether it's the sober
truth or the intoxicated truth so #ong as it
is the truth!” said Bob Cherry. “Did Bir
Timothy really suggest that to the Head?”

“Really and truly!” said Bunter solemnly.

“And wimt did the Head say?”

.“ He said ‘Rats!’ at first—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘Bntsvmter a hme Sir Timothy talked him
Tound—he's  a “jolly persuasive sort of
merchant, you know—and the Head gave in.
“The tournament’s com ng off in a fortnight’s
time,”

Harn Wharton & Co.

were profoundly im-

pressed. I there was really to be a big
box boom at Greyiriars it would be im-
mensely exeiting.

A i:old medal for the best hoxer in each
Form! - What a siriving fOi‘ honours there
would be—espeecially in the Removel! The
exeitement would be at fever-heat, and some

of the contests—particularly the finals—would
become historie.
At the thought of Billy

Bunter taking parg
",

Next morning, however, the Head came into
the dining-hall at breakfast-time. He was
accompanied by Sir Timothy Topham.

The masters and prefects, having enferced
silence all over the hall, the Head spoke.

“My boys!” he began. “This geuntleman is
Sir Timothy Topham, a
governor of this school. He is alzo a member
of the Natiomal Sporting Club, and an
authority on athletics. Sir Timothy is par-
ticularly keen on boxing, and it is his
earnest desire that a boxing tournament on
a very large scale shall be held at Grey-
friars.”

The Head was interrupt $ this juncture
by loud cheers. He waited until the din had
=uh51ded and then resumed.

Sir Timothy has been ﬂem‘rous enough to
offer a gold medal to the be st boxer in each
Form——"

*Hurrah!”

“And the captains of the respective Forms
will collect the names of all boys who wish to
participate in the contests. The lists must be
hanl]ed in to me within one week from this
date.”

“(opd!”

“Put me down, Wharton!”

tAnd mel” .

“Faith, an’ it
yai

“Ha, ha, hat”

The Head raised his hand for silence.

“The preliminary heats will be iouf‘ht oup
in ten days' time,” he anmonnced. “And
Mr. Prout, Mr, Qu(lch and Mr. Lascelles will
organise and control ‘the -arrangecments.”

ye leave me out I'll scalp
H

newly-elected |

The big hall rang with cheering. And
when the Head and Sir Timothy retired they
left the school in a buzz.

“This is the best news we've had for whole
terms!” said Denis Carr.

“Yes, rather!” said Bolsover major, “1'il
keep my gold medal in a special plush case,
and wear it—the medal, not the case—on
special occasions!”

“There’s just one trifling obstacle in the
wavwotl \;our doing that,” said Peter Todd.

CWell?”

“Youve got to win the medall”

“Ha, ha, hzt'

“0h, I shall win it all right!” said Bolsover
confidently. “There are some fairly useful
boxers in the Remove, but, bless you, I sla:x
put ‘em in my pocket!”

“Rats!”

“You've got me to reckon with, Bolsover!*
said Billy Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal®

The juniors were in great spirlts, and so,
for that matter,, were the seniors and the
fags.

Certain it was that many thrilling contests
would take place, and many bxeathlesb and
excitind incidents weuld occur during.
great Boxing Boom at Gre}frmrs'

THE END. =

(Next weel’s grand long story of the ¢
of Greyfriars will be entitled: ** Traini
the Tournament.” Avoid disappointmer
ordering EARLY!)
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6 Are You a Sportsman? Then Read——

‘A TALE OF THE CIVIL WAR]

HARRY TEMPLE, master of the Chase,
and possessor of a wonderiul 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 hurb
in the fight, and make him invincible over
his enemies. Walter Temple, his cousin,
who is a Roundhead officer, alzo has a great
longing for the sword, but there are many
fights between the two for the ownership of

INTRODUCTION,
it. Will Howard, Harry’s parbicular friend,
has several dccounts 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. At last, after a ‘crushing defeat,
Charles surrenders himself to Cromwell. His
trial takes place at Westminster Hall, where
both the comrades are present, and after the

fourth day his punishm is decided.
and Will return’ to the Chase and turs ¢
minds to work of a more private
In an attempt to ure the swofd,
is thrown from his se and killed.

find concealed in the sword a pas:
containing whereabouts of ti S
treasure, which they un 1 Suddenly

s the sound of approaching horses
{ Now reud vnLj

An Unforessen Obstacla !

T about the same time as Walter
Temple was being borne towards his
last resting-place, a small body of
mounted soldiery arrived at 2

spob some short distance off. They formed
one of the many parttes which Cromwell was
dispatehing in different directions through-
out the country, to gather recruits for the
new army which he wag forming to throw
against the Scots, should such a course be
deemed necessary in the near future.
Finding their camping-ground somewhat
ansuitable after one night's stay, this par-
ticular hody decided to seek better guarters,
- aud sent one of their number ahead to as-
certain if sueh could be obtained. But
nothing promising presented itself, until the
upper windows and twisted chimneys of
Temple Chase at last showed above the trecs.
“Now, there is a most likely spot,” mut-
tered the man. 2
He advanced through the wood, his horse’s
hoofs making no sound on the soit scnow,
until the murmur of voices fell on his.edr,
ausing him to draw rein hastily.

Through the trees he saw three figures,
engaged in earnest conversation: one—a big
man—was pointing out something in the
trunk of a whitened oak, and gesticulating
excitedly. >

But two departed, leaving the third
sitting moodily on one of ‘the great roots.
Balf hesitating whether he sheould speak now.
or wait to see if the others came back, the
Roundhead finally decided to return to the
vest of his party and conduct them thither
Seven or eight would likely be of more use
than one, when it came to persunading these
two to throw in their lot with Noll Crom-
well. :

So resolved, the trooper turned his hor
and rode rapidly away, the animal step
on a dead stick and cracking it as it pa
which was probably the faint seund Ha
had heard whilst awaiting his comra
turn. :

‘Finding the rest of the little party in
agreement with him, no time was lost in
etting out for the spot where the horseman
B2d come upon the trio; but what a different
ghit now met their gaze as they silently
ced. Instead of three innoeent-iooking
uals conversing together, now they
clustered round a shallow pit in the
X , each face aglow with an excited
THE POPULAR.—NO. 95,
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light, as tMey examined the five small chest
placed in & Tow upon the brink,

The leader of the iroop ¢ 4 sur-
prised exclamation with as he

silently motioned
Up to now, the oth
on the work in progr

to halt.

hig
p too intent

else; but as the newcomers rode fory
again, Will suddenly locked up, and

ing sight of them, uttered the startled words
which concluded the preceding chapter.

The trio remained staring as though
fixed at the troop of soldiery which had ap-
parently sprung upon them from nowhere.

“Pray, what is the meaning of this,
gentlemen?” asked the officer in command,
advancing towards them, and indicating the
unearthed treasure with a sweep of his hand,
Then his eyes devoured the smashed chest
with interest, feasting themselves on the
golden contents, and the little heap of coin
beside it,

Harry and Will exchanged glances, scarce
knowing how to rteply. It had all been
sudden, and so totally unexpected, that for
the time being surprise had struck them
dumb. But, presently, the young fellow
decided to make a clean breast of the
matter—that would be the wisest and safest
way out of the difficulty.

The officer listened attentively until the
end of the story, and then sheok his head
doubtedly.

do*not question the truth of your
sirral,” aid, “but, even aliowing
for that, you t know that at present
all treasure in aetual possession of
its owners, is forfeit to the State.”
“But this is in our actual p
objected Harry.
“Prie!
does
ta

a ‘most strange s
it, and therein

must hold

my diffi-
pending

further inquiries!”
He nodded again towards the boxe
then let his eyes travel ove

faces of Travers” and Howa
ly close

the Tatter to iy
young friend, here,

to a -paktic
“Now, you, and cur
both, and we are in di
ed we can dis-

look helty fellows
need of every able-hodit

cover,” he satd. “Will ye | gs 7
Will - shook his head.

“Not so, Sir Roundhiead ! For me, my fight-

s, and

the

stfallen

ing days are almost over. I have seryed well
and faithfully in a good cause, twas
not my faull that it was lest. ¥ :
mistake not, Master Harry here, is much of
the same mind in the matter.” 7
£80.12 1 flicer turned to young Ter
“And you—* Master Harry?' You, at l=
ing-foree still remat

have plenty of fight
to you.” S

But Harry shook his head deeisively.

“Nay, that is searcely  the point,” he
replied quietly. “'Tis 1 r. for what cat
is that foree to be I have laoyall
served the King—H n rest himb-and ‘6
not likely that T shall now turn and serve his
enemies !”

The trooper bhit his lip, somewhat tfaken
aback by. the frankness of the reply. Then
he shrugged his broad shoulders resignedly.
So be it, then!” he said. *“So far, Colonel
Cromwell has only deemed it necessary to ask
for what he requires—later he may decide
to command! Meanwhile, as I assume yon-
der house is yours, we shall give ourselves
the pleasure of lodging with you until we

receive our orders as to the disposal of
this.”
He indicated the treasure, and then

motioned his men to close in. The chests
were lifted up. and the whole party maved
towards the Chase—Will and Harry silent.
Travers muttering dire threats against the
whicle troop in general.

By this time dusk was falling fast, aud
a2 move was made towatds the zreat dining-
room, wifere the Roundhead officer eyed the
scanty remains of the mid-day meal greedi

“Ye seem to have fared right well,

1edied,
will extend its lcome gues
Harry's eyes flashed for a wmoment ai the
cool impudence of the request, but, cateli
a sudden, swift signal from Will, he
mained silent. =
“Most assured
“Ye are but do
bear no ill-wi
Pravers!
a meal as will tighten the 0 :
bursting point [ =
Vaguely tipset by the sudden change frem
sullen silence to amiahility, th
shot a eurious look at How
nothing in that expressionless

he said. “We have not fed




e

- spluttering gasp,

of something solid.  But we are most careful
it our choice of fare, co onc of us will go
with ye to make the selection!” >
The officer smiled grimly, and Will in-
wardly cursed him for his cuteness: but
there was nothing for it, and the trio .de-
parted to the lower region: of the mansion,
Harry—somewhat perplexed, but
others.

leaving
uevertheless trustful—with the

wWill HMoward’'s Trickery.

NCE downstairs, the behaviour of the
solitary  trooper- who had accom-
panied Travers and Howar in-

revealed the fact that he
aware of his leader's real
chieet in dispatehi i than merely
making- & tion of the viands; for he
showed not test inclination to carry
out his apparent instruetions—just standing
idly by as they loaded a couple of trays. . ¥e
although he made no attempt to assist them,
not for one single secend did his eyes waver
in their watchful gaze, noting each action,
wwever small, on the part of the others, al
1 Will felt mightily upset as the minutes
passed slowly by.

“Zounds!” he muttered to himself, taking
ancther side-long glance at the intruder out
of the corner of his eye. “Yonder fellow will
prove our undoing yet, an’ I act not quickly!”

Then, carelessly humming a tune,*he moved
towards the table whereon the trays rested,
now almost ready for delivery upstairs, and
became most busy, as though settling each
separate article more securely so that it
should not tumble off in transit.

Whilst thus occupied, he edged inch by
inch, warlly and imperceptibly, towards the
far end of the table where the trooper was
still standing wafehing his movements like a
cat, all uasuspecting of what was to come.
midway to attend to the second
tray., Will progressed another foot or so, dili-
:ntly brashing the crumbs from the hoard
He was now almost within strik-
ing distance of the ¢ , and ere that worthy
rightly knew what happening, he sud-
; felt his waist encireled in a grip of steel,
whilst & horny hand descended heavily on his
mouth, cutting short the startled cry which
10se to hig lips.

“A rope, Travers—a repe!
aged snail!”

The trooper a brawny fellow enough,
rewhat of W own height and build, and
Wi d like a great eel in ward’s grip.
tis doubtful if the latter couid have
for the hold h

as he could have

s hands gradually
for his sword-hilt, bub
Will perceiving his intention, as quickly fore-
stalled him. Je enatched the blade from its
seabbard, and sent it clattering on the flag-
stones bebind him.

“Ah, frienx
enough. Nay, ¢ still or 1 shall be obl
t¢ rap you most heavily on the pate,
WOl be somewhat’ unpleasant! A T
upon you for a la beetle, Travers!
n, the rope
iner. shuf
coil which
£ er's ankles.

“That's right!” gasped Wili
roind his legs now, for he kicks like
Good! Now, his hips, and,
e me the free end!”

Loosing his grip for a second, Howard deftly
yan a slip-knot over the Roundhead’s wrists,
drawing them downwards; then he secured
the remainder of the rope round the man's
elbows, trussing him securely.

“Now, that cloth yonder, friend Travers!
I thauk you!”

He rolled the rag into a ball, thrusting it

ntly
was. qui woll

i

Quickly, thou

Guite so good a ¢
One of the captive
free, and felt blin

were

scarce

d, bearing
round the

ed forws
he leoped

“Wind it
any
here,

-swiftly into the trooper’s meuth, which had

just then opened to send forth a warning
stiout: but all that issued from it was a
Will secured the gag in
its place with another piece of material which

' .~ he snatched up, and then lowered his victim

to the floor.

“Now, Sir Cocksparrow, you may chirrup
throngh that, an’ you can manage it—but
‘twill . be a miracle! Nay, look not so
pleased, I pray you, for I bave seen too
much amusement already !”

Travers was chuckling wheezily as. he
watehed the proceedings, butf then he turned
to Will, with a grave.expression on his face.

“’Twas right well done, friend, but ‘twill
gerve ug little!” he said. “They'll miss him
when we go up again.”

‘or else your blade will drink somet!

“Nay, Master Wiseacre, they will not, for
he’ll be there!”

“How?”

“Old man, your wits are wool-gathering
again, 1 fear! Dost take me for such a
simpleton? See here!” '

He crossed over to a cupboard, and took
down a small hottle filled with some dark
liquid, which he shook thoroughly and held
up to the light.

“I know not rightly how much the dose
he muttered, “but dire ills require cqually
e remetlies! Perbavs this will do.”

He poured a small portion of the fluid into
a cup; and then, taking up the .vanguished
trooper’s sword, kaelt down beside him.

“HNow look you here, sirrah!” he said
quietly, resting the keen point against the dis-
comfited man’s ribs. “You must swallow this,

another colour, I promise you! Tal
the gag, Travers! An” he cries out, -1
vow ’'twill be for the last time!”

“The man looked up into Will’s face as the
cup touched his lips, but, seeing the dangerous
gleam in the big fellow’s eyes, decided *twould
he nothing short of madness to resist. He
took a few mouthfuls, and in a minute or so
his head fell forward on his chest.

Howard turned up the eyelids and Jooked
closely at the pupils beneath, a sigh of satis-
faction issuing from him.

“’Pis all right!” he said.

“A strong dbse,

C—tt Sporf Topics ! '» A New Series of Articles in the *"Magnet’ Library. 1

the great kitehen was deserted by all save tha
motionless figure on the floor, who was quite
oblivious to what had just taken place.

Now, although all this has oceupied some
time in the telling, it had really occurred in
the space of but a few minutes; so that it
did not seem very long to the company above
ere the dining-room door was again opened,
and two figures entered bearing a g
array of various provisions and several flag
of wine whieh they set on the table,

Harry looked curiously at them, vaguely
wondering at the absence of Will Howard, but
his unspoken guestion was put forward next
instant by the Roundhead officer.

“Only two!” the latter exclaimed. “Where
is the other one, Robin—the big fellow?? -

"Iwas Trayvers, however, who replied to the
query.

“He’s still below, Sir Captain, watching
a pigcon-pasty dest it burns. He should be
here within a quarter of an hour.”

The officer nodded curily, and then looked
curiously at the trooper who had accompanied
T'ravers, as the others drew chairs over, pre-
paratory to attacking the inviting arrey of
eatables on the table.

“Why do you not remove your hat, Robin?
'Tis a strange way for a guest io sit down to
meals!”’

But “Robin” gave a sniff, and blew his
nose¢ loudly, as he replied:

“The Roundheads sat up stupidiy, and stared at the clouds of emoke arcund
By this time the panelling was burning flercely, and the costly
tapestry had almost disappeared in a sheet of flame.

them.

{See page 8).

truly, but not too strong. Now, old
iriend, help me to undo these knots.”

“But surel i

“John Travers!” said Will sternly. “Pray

do as I say, and lose no
qave the whole swarm dow
our ears!” -

The cords were cast off, and Will removed
the unconscious man’s coat. The rest of his
apparel quickly followed suit, and then a
thick rug was thrown over him.

Next, Howard's own clothes were hastily

over it, or we'll
“buzzing about

removed, and he redressed himself in the
others, Travers watching open-mouthed
throughout the whole performance. Pre-

sently, Will gave his long silvery locks a toss
and uttered an exclamation of annoyance.

“It can’t be helped!” he sighed. “They’ll
have to go! Now, off with, them aquickly,
Barber Travers—as near to the scalp as you
can go without cutting me!”

10 g ainutes o close-cropped Round-
head, whose scant remaining hair was silvery-
white, was busy at the trays, lingering at
them for a short spell, A little while later.

e
Iew

“Nay; presently, siv—presently, I have a
touch of a chill, and those passages wers
mighty draughty! 1 shall keep ib on for a
few minutes, till I get warmer, an’ I mfy?”

The other made no demur, but bent his
eyes on the plate betfore him. Yet, had those
sitting nearest been even a little niore atten-
tive to their companion, they ght have
heard him breathe an almost inaudible sigh
of relief.

“Zounds, gentlemen, but your -hospitality
stirs my breast!” mumbled the officer pre-
sently, his mouth full. “An’ it lies in my
power, I shall do my utmost to save some ot
that wealth for ye in payment of this!”

He took a deep draught of wine, and turned
to his plate again, eating for some minutes
in silence. Then he delivered a kick at the
trooper sitting next him, for that worthy's
head was nodding most foolishly, whilst i
eyes were half-closed.

“0dds fish, Stephen! I thought you could
stomach more liquour than most of @
even now you seem almost ag drunk
Bacchus! 8it up, man!”?
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The other recovered himself with an effort,
reaching for his wine-cup, but paused half-

way, svaring stupidly towards the end
of the table, where three more of the

company had suddenly sprawled forward.
The officer, who was himself just then taking
another deep draught, alse saw them at that
moment, and rose unsteadily to Lis feet.

“By my soul,” he gasped thickly, “what
knave’s trickery is this? Wake up, there!
Dost think this is the proper way to behave
e :

He took a couple of steps forward, swayed

wildly, and sank to the floor. The remainder
of the troop, including “Robin,” were heavy-
eyed and stupid, vainly striving to grasp
what had oceurred. 'Then; one by one, their
heads, too, fell forward, and they slept.

‘Whilst all this was faking place, Harry and
‘Pravers had withdrawn to the far end ot
the apartment, and were gazing upon the
strange sceme, the latter chuckling de-
lightedly, the former in wondering surprise.

The light in that great apartment was siot
over strong, and, up to now, Harry had not
grasped the true identity of the big “Round-
head.” But as a well-known chuckle sounded
across the intervening space, his eyes lit up
with a gleam of admiration.

“"Twas well done, lad, was it not?’ ex-

- claimed Will, joining them, and removing his
hat at last. “Though, when yonder rascal
asked me to -uncover, I almost feared for a
moment that ‘twould prove a failure!”

The young fellow nodded comprehendingly,
and then let his eyes wander towards where
the iive treasurc-chests were ranged in a row
by the wall. Will ehuckled afresh as he fol-
lowed his gaze.

“There they are, lad—there they are, safe
and sound! And there lie the thieves whn
would have despoiled us of them!”

Harry looked puzzled, and the big fellow
continued :

“You swallowed that tale about the
treasure being forfeit to the State? Ay, 1
saw that! But, though it may be true that
such a rule exists, 1 have my doubts upon it.

“ and now?? = s

- Will smiled fndaigently.

“And now, Master Harry, our next move
must be te put both ourselves and the gold
-beyond reaeh of this carrion’s claws! They
and the gentleman below are safe for the
next half-hour, though no longer, I fear; so
we'll set to work at once!”

“ But—""

“Nay, lad, no ‘buts’! Leaye it to me,
and 1 warrant I'll yet draw the three of ns
out of this hornets’ nest without a sting!”

An Unexpected Deliverance !
ILL’S eyes were twinkling merrily as
he raised the first chest in his
arms, swinging it upen his shoulder
as though it were bhut quite a
featherweight.

“You remember, lad, a certain trick we
once played on Noll's men, some years back,
wiien he himself was here?”

Harry nodded, as the swift recollection of
‘2 sliding panel and a flight of dark, narrow
stairs came hack to him clearly.

“The passage?” he said quickly. And
Boward inclined his head in return. =

* Ay, that and none other!
before, and I warrant 'twill serve us equally
well now! Nay, never mind the smashed
box, Travers. Fill your pockets with the gold,
and leave the fron Jfor these dogs to fight
over! Now, let’s hasten, for *$will mean two
journeys; I feap!”

The small chamber with the sliding panel
was on the next floor immediately above, and
Willy burrying on ahead, already had i
parrow entrance open when the
RT¥ €

“That’s it! Hand them in to me! How
many? Vve one and ye've ancther, and a
- couple of big pocketfuls. - Gently, now!”
= He climbed through the opening, and de-
sited each small chest, as it was passed to
it the head of the stairs. Then, rapidly
transferring the contents of his pockets to
Will's own, Travers returned with Harry for
the remainder,
- As they carefully picked their way across
the recumbent form of the Roundhead
officer for the second time that worthy
stirred slightly, and uttered a smothered
runt; but immediately afterwards he was
oring as deeply as ever.
are none too soon, Travers!” whis-
v, as they ascended the stairs.
ow did not drink so mueh as the
&} d may awake at any moment?”’
THE PoPULAR.—NoO, 95, :
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The four boxes now heing safely delivered, ,

they climbed through the gap, and closed the
panel. Will had taken the precaution
bringing up & couple of candles frem the
dining=room, so that this time their journey
would not be quite go difficult as that last
memorable one, so long ago now.

They carried the chests to the foot of the
narrow stairs, and bore them by stages for
some distance along the passage, until the
first branch was reached, when they halted in
doubt. :

“Now, which way did we take last time,
lad?” asked Will; and Harry burst out laugh-
ing, the sound echoing oddly in that con-
fined space.

“Ay, which way—that's the question?
You do not seem to recollect how many years
have passed by since, and my memory is no
better than yours.”

“Then we must only chanee it, and trust
to our good fortunc to guide us. Let's try
this one!”

They proeceeded again for some distance,
until stopped by the water which lay several
inches deep on the floor; but presently
Howard continued his way, splashing through
it loudly.

“Best put that behind us,” he said, “and
we shall then hear anyone who chances to
come along, for see, it fills the place right
across from wall to wall.”

On the opposite side of the tiny lake they
deposited their burdens, and held a brief
council of war. It would scarcely be pos-
sible, even did they suceeed in reaching the
outlet, to escape notice for long, ladén as
they were by the four hoxes and Will's over-
flowing pockets. Yet, how long would it be
ere Cromwell’s men gave up the search which
must surely ensue, and leave the Chase?
Then there was the question of food, but

Will, who never seemed to overlook any
eventuality, quiekly settied this.
Unbuttoning his long borrowed ridi g-coat,

he detacked a couple of well-packed bags
irom his waist-belt, and laid them down at
his feet.

“Prepared for a -siege, you see, lad!” he
chuckled. “With care, we've a full four days’
provisicus here, and we require them.”

Harry clapped him enthusiastically on the
shonlfer.

“Marry, old friend, your brain seems to
grow ‘cuter with age!” he exclaimed. “Bat
there's one thing you have overlooked.
‘Twill be cold down here, an’ we have to
stay long.”

“True!” was the swilt response: “But L'd
rather brave the risk of a chill than the cer-
tainty of suffocation. We can light no fire
here, lad!”

Realising the sound sense of this, the young
fellow relapsed into silence. Travers had
already propped himself up on a dry patch
of floor, and was snoring soundly; sceing
which, Will nodded towards him, and couu-
selled Harry to do likewise. :

“I'll keep first watch,” he said; but the
other would have none of it.

“Nay, you-must be tired out, old friend!®
Harry replied firmly. “Do  you follow
Travers’ example, and I'll wake you if I hear
anything suspicious.”

Will did not argue the point, guessing that
hig companion’s mind was made up, and soon
his great body was stretched alongside the
old retainer’s, each rivalling the other in
the velume of his snoring.

Thus an hour passed slowly by, naught save
the sleepers” deep’ breathing and the drip-
drip of ‘the water as it fell from the moist
roof breaking the silence. Harry shivered a
little from time to time, and then rose to pace
restlessly up and dowe. Truly. he reflected,
this inzction strain of lstening was
worse than fing he had ever been
through, ¥ ould be safe enough, for
the panel had dy baflled others, and
would likely do now: but stili—

Presently, unable to stand the strain any
longer, he turned and stared questioningly
down where the blackness was impenetrable,
owing, of eourse, to its being night-time, and
no light evntering through the narrow slits
which served to dispel the gloom by day.

Finally, coming to the coneclusion that there
was no immediate danger of a surprise, be
relit cne of the candles, and took a few steps
forward until he came to another junction.
Then, choosing the right-hand track, and
leaving an easily-disecernible mark behind
him at the fork, n the shave of his embroid-
ered handkerchief, he strode ahead till pulled
up sharply by a short flight of stone steps
leading ypwards. -

“Zounds !’ he muttered. “I do not re-
member these, anyhow, and ’tis not likely I
should have forgotten so important an

of ¢

-the half-burnt

“There is Still Time to Secure Part 2 of —

object, had I ever seen it hefore.
is this?”

Just above his head a rusty iron bas
stuck out from the. wall, being joined by a
pivot, ta another, which continued upwurds
at an angle. He gripped it carelessly, giv
it a sharp jerk upwards and downwards, &
then gasped in amazement.

For the roof-space just at the head of the
steps guddenly moved aside, revealing a“gap
through which the night sky was visible.
Nay, more! The sky was bathed in a ruddy,
flickering glow.

He sprang upwards, all thought of cantion
drivep from him by this new surprise, and
haited open-mouthed. Close beside him wa
a sundial—the same, by the way, that coverec
the entrance by which Walter had made
his escape from Cromwell on that memorable
occasion—and, just beyond, one wing of
Temple ‘Chase was blazing like tinder, whilst
a hoarse shouting sounded from somewhere
amongst the trees,

Harry turped and dashed back along th
passage, rousing Will and Travers uncere-
moniously in his excitement. They stood up,
equally amazed at the strange tidings, and
followed him rapidly to the exit.

“By my soul!” exclaimed (Howard hoarsely,
ag he looked. *“I know not what has hap-
pened, lad, or hew, but I vow ‘twill take
some extinguishing !>’

Harry shook his head gloomily.

*Ay, that it will! So much for the good
fortune the rapier carries with it! I had
firmly believed in it, but now He broke
off, and looked bitterly at his eompanior
“The finest rodin of all is burning, and

“Nay, lad!” Howard rebuked him, some-
what sternly.. “For me, I should say the
good fortune is inereasing. We have the

casure, which will go far to repair the
ige done, and the wind blows this way,
so that the rest of the place may yet be
saved. But, hark you! Best of all, the fire
has driven out the rats far better than any-
thing else could have done. You hear them
squealing ?” :

"Twas gquite true. The sounds of -the de-
parting Roupdheads were even now growin

Now, what

the

&

fainter and fainter in the distance, prssently
ceasing altogeth Moreover, a3 they locked,

Wills prophecy with reference to  the fire
seemed like proving a true cne. The fames
were still roaring and crackling flercely, ycb
without making any headway towards the
main building. The dining-room would pre-
bably be totally destroyed—likely the apurt-
ments above and beneath it, also—but so
long as the other rooms and the Great Gai-
lery, which contained most of the mansien’a
priceless treasures, were intact, the loss was
equally balanced by the great service the eon-
flagration had rendercd the fugitives in ariv-
ing Cromwell’s followers to save their own

hides from singeing.
“ and Travers were stepping across

Lim, he was vaguely eonscious of
something happening; but the drugged swine =5
had not yet ccased to have its effect, und he
snored off afresh.

The great hearth fire died de
faggots subsidiu
support crumbled te ashes bepeath
Then, with a hissing ecrack
from the pile and lay bla

Into their Own !
HEXN the Roundhead officer. giirred
uncasily and haif awoke as Harry

themi
, one dropped
n the sheep-

skin pug inx front. Buot non ped what hiad
oceurred mmtil the - oke 16
them to consciousn y eat

stupidly by ones and.twos.
the panelling beside the firepl was burn-
ing flercely, the costly tapestry which had
the mantel had long sinee disappe
in a sheet of flame, and the big table -itself
was being thr ed by the fiery tongues
which licked its legs from the blazing floor.
the eclothes, too, -0of those who had been-
r nearest the hearth were smouldering i
laces when iv owners succeeded
their da us position. | .
The « apartment was one mass of  puddy-
coloured smoke, through which the blaze
roared and crackled vindictively, when  the
whole troop sprang to their feet;.but i&
locked far more serious than it really sas—
so serious, indeed, that panic seized .fhem,
and they made for the door in a. body,
almost filling the space befween the posts in
their frantic efiorts to reach the landing.
Once outside, the quick eyes of the leader
fell upon several gold pieces lying at intervale
--some on the landing itself, and others en
(Corcluded on page 16.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Tommy Dodd Makes a Discovery!

{1 OW, what’s the little game?”
N Tommy Dodd of the Modern

Fourth at Rookwood School
knitted his brows thoughtfully as
he asked that gquestion.

He addressed his chums, Tommy Doyle and
Tommy Coek.

They shoek their heads.”

“There's something on,”
Dodd

“Thrus for you! 1 Msn*ted Doyle.

“But what is it?2”

“@ive it up,” said Cook.

The three Tommies of
puzzled.

“The Classical worms are up to something,”
said Tommy Dodd ; “‘and, of course, it's some-
thing up against us.”

“(d course!l”

continued Tommy

Rookwood were

“And we're going to look into it,” said
Tommy determinedly.

¢ Hear, hear!!

Tommy Dodd locked rather sourly across
the quad towards the tuckshop. Outside
Sergeant Kettle's little shop Jimmy Silver

& Co. could be seen, talking and laughing.

Jimmy Silver and Lovell and Raby and
Newcome—the Fistical Four of the Classical
Tourth—were evidently enjoying a joke of
gome sort. Oswald and Flynn and, Rawson
were with them, also chortling. And Tommy
Dodd had asked thep a few minutes before
what the joke was, and Jimmy had te-
plied that it was Tommy's face, a reply that

was misleading as well as persona

Jimmy Silver & Co. came towa\rds the
House, and the three Tommics eyed them as
they did so.

Jimmy nodded to the three Modern juniors
atfably, and passed on. e

Qutside the tuckshop the Modern [uniors
came face to face with Tubby Muifin of the
Classical Fourth.

Tubby, as usual, was stony, and he was only
able to feast his eyes on the good things,
-which was small satisfaction to the fattest
and hungriest junior at Rookwood. He hung
about the tuckshop like an exceedingly plump
and podgy Peri at the gates of Paradise.

“Hallo!" said Tubby despondently. “I sup-
poge you couldn’t lend me a bob, Dodd?”

“Rieht! 1 couldn’t!” said Tommy. “But
come in and have a tart, Tubby.”

Tubby Muffin hrmhtancd up at once.

“What-ho!” = .

He followed Tommy Dodd into the shop,
and was quickly busy on that tart.

“I hear you Classical chaps have got great
things on for to-morrow, Tubby,” Tommy
Dodd remarked casually.

Tnhby nodded.

“Big celebration—what?

“Yes, rather!” said Tubby, with his mouth
full. “Jimmy Silver & Co. are making a guy.”

“Making a guy? But Guy Fawkes Day
is over.”

“I know,” said Tubby. “But there you
are! 1 suppose Jlmmy Silver can make guys
whenever he lik

“0Oh, yesi” said “But who's
this guy like?”

“Blessed if I know!” said Tubby. “They
woun't let me come into the wood-shed.”

“The wood-shed!” repeated Tommy Dodd,
ith a significant glance at his chums.
*¥es. They're making it there, you know.
Jimmy Bilver's got the key from old Mack,
and he keeps it locked up.”-

“0Oh, he does, does he?”

“They're not going to let you Modern
bounders into it, you know,”

o

Teminy Dodd.

said Tubby.
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“It’s going to kmock sky-high anything you
fellows can think of. Jxmmy says so.
“Perhaps Jimmy is wrong for
growled Cook.
“Did you say another tart, Dodd?”

once!”

Tommy did not appear to hear that
question. 2

“Pon’t you know what the guy's like,
Tubby? An awfully sharp fellow like you!”

said Tommy Dodd, in honeyed tones.

Tubby blinked at him cunningly.

“That’s telling!” he remarked.

“Well, tell us, then!”

“It’s a secret,” said Tubby mysteriously.

“Look here, you've hcard them talking it
over, at least,” urged Yommy. “You hear
everything.”

“There isn't much goes on on the Classical
side without me knowing,” said Tubby Muffin,
with pride.

“ Well, what about that guy? Is it an imi-
tation of a Modern master?”

Tubby grinned, but did not reply.

“Go ahead, Tubby!”

‘It’s a secret, you know.
other tart?”

Tommy Dodd breathed hard, It was ey ident J
that he would not get any information out |
of the fat Classical without paying for it.

“Look here, Tubby,” he gaid, sinking his
voice, “1 want to know whether they're guy-
ing our Mr. Manders.”

“I say, I'm jolly hungry, Bodd!”

“I'll stand you fwo more tarts if you teil
me.”

‘Df)ne’ said Tubby at

Well, go ahead!”
Ib it Manders they’re f'uuhlfi"”

“You've got it!”

““They’te malmn np a guy
master?” exclaimed Cook wrat

“BExactly |”

“The cheeky rotters!”

“My hat! We'll jolly well put- a spoke in
thetr wheel!” . exclaimed Tommy Dodd
angrily, “Come on, you chaps!”

“Hold on!” bhawled Tubby
nantly.

Tommv Dodd turned back.

Eh? What's the matter?”

“You ve forgotten the tarts—

“QGh, you fat Classical worm!” growled
Tommy Dodd. He slammed down the coppers
oun the counter. “There you are!”

The three Temmies quitted the tuckshop,
and harried back to Mr. Manders’ House, to
liold a council of war with the other Moderns.
The discovery of Jimmy Silver's intentions
made them very wrathful. True, Mr. Man-
ders was almost as unpopular on his own side
as on the Classical side at Rookwood. He was
not a pleasant gentleman.

But he was a Modern master, and the
guying of a Modern mastér was a piece (of
intolerable cheek—irom the Modcern point of
view.

It was up to Tommy Dedd & Co. to chip
in with emphas's.

Tubby Muffin locked after the Moderns with
a grin as they went, and devoted himself to
the tarts.

“I wonder,” he murmured, with his mouth
full—“1 wonder whether Jimmy Silver’s guy
is anything of the sort? I dare say they'll
find out to-morrow. anyway.”

From which reflection of Tubby’s it might
be gueszed that the information the fat youth
h'ldt given was hardly worth thc tarts it had
cog

Did you say an-

v cagerly.

tating our
ally.

Muftin indig-

OannAnnanasan
Do a good turnn by lending this
copy, when finished with, to a
iriend. He will be obliged to you.
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Woderns on the Warpath !

§é HEEK !”
“Awtul nerve!”
“We'll jolly well stop ’em!”

It was an indignation meeting in
Tommy Dodd's study, on the Modern side.
The study was "crowded; nearly all the
Modern Fourth had crammed themselves into
it for the meeting.
There was wmth and indignation on all
sides when Tommy Dodd related the dis-

covery he had made by means of Tubby
Muffin.
Nobody in the Modern Fourth liked Mr.

Magnders, the science-master. All of them had
madq close acquaintance with his cane on
occasions too numerous to be mentioned. Biit
he was a Modern master. FHe represented
their side=at Rookwood, and for the Classicals
to guy Mr. Manders was an insult to every
Modern in the school.
“Of course, we don’t.
Manders personally,”
thr head of our Hous

zce aboutb
“Bub he’s

re tuppi
Towle.

“It's one in the eye for all of usz,” said
Lacy.

“We'll stop the cads!”

“Yes, rather!”

‘l\ow, what’s going to be done?’ asked
Towle. “We'vé got to get hold of that guy

and smash it up, ef course.’

“That’s the idea. I serewed cub of Tubby
Muffin that they've got the woeod-shed to
make it in. Jlmmv Silver’s got the key from
the porter. Tipped him, I suppose. Heé keeps
it Jocked.”

“Like his chcek!” growled Lacy.

“Yes; but we can’t bust in the door,"
marked Towle. “There would be =2
about that.”

“We can't,” said Tommy Dodd. “But %
can be there whm the Classicals are tbert,
and rush them.”

“Hear, hear!”

“They’re pretty certain to bc at work on it
this e\cnnm,” said Tommy, his eyes glisten-
ing. “There won't be much time te-morrow,
as the bonfire has to come off Imdel't'—“V
after lessons. Well, one ¢f us ean scout for
them, and when they start for the wood-
shed we start, too.’

“Good e‘Q,,.u

“You may as well cut off and begin sco
ing now, Cook. I expeet they've had th
te\a by this time.””

“Right you are!”

Clomm) Cook left the study at once.

“Where are you going, Leggett?” demand
Tommy Dodd, as the cad of the Fourth
follomng C‘oo‘

“I'm going to get on with my pYep,” said
Leggett sulkily. =

“Stay here!” ﬂ"ud;’fommy Dodd autocratic-
ally. “We're all im this: Every chap will
be wanted in the svmn” - :

“Lock here—-"

“Shut up!”

“I'm going—--"

“Take him by the ear, Tommy!® said
Dodd; and Tommy Doyle took Leggett hy the
ear, grinning, .md ted him back into the
stud)

Leggett scowied and gave in. Legs
not keen for a scrap ' with the Classicals
But he had no choice in the matter. It was
a case of all hands to the mill, as Tommy
Dodd remarked. S

“There may be a crowd of the Potters,”
said Tommy. “We're all goin,
we may all be wanted. We'
hold of their guy and smash it
eens, as a warning to them, an
jolly good ragging into the barga :
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U Hear, hear!”,

The Modern juntors excitedly discnssed the

plan of campaign till Tommy Cook came
baek into the study, evidently full of news.

“They’ re going !’ he said.

“@oadl’

“Half a dozen of ’em,” said Cook. "“More
to folow, very likely. I saw the bounders
making for the wood-shed.”

“Come on!” said Tommy Dodd. :

The Moderns were nothing loth. They
were ready at any time for a scrap with the
Classicals, and on this occasion they were
especially keen. The insult to the Modern
side had to be wiped out in blood—from the
f course.
anders, the science-master, and seniot
on the Medern side, was standing in

talking to Knowles, the prefect.
glanced suspiciously at the crowd of
1u§10rs as they went out into the Deecemher
dusk. 2

There was nothing really suspicious about

'.l’ommy Dodd & Co. at that moment, but Mr.
- Manders was a suspicious wenﬂeman

However, he made no remar}\ and the
Bodern Fourth streamed out into the dusky
guadrangle unquestioned.

Towle had taken Leggett’s arm, baffling
that youth’s-intention of slipping away from
the Modern army. If the Classicals were in
force, every fist would be-needed in the conw-
bat; and as the voluntary principle failed
in Legaett’s case, compulsion had to be
app‘leg

There was a hght glimmering - from the
wood-shed, at some distance from the school
buildings, as the Meodern army approached
it.

The window was coevered with a blind, but
the light glimmered out, showing that the
Classicals were at work there.

The door was closed.

Tommy Dodd tried the handlec eautiously,
and found that it was locked.

The Classicals were- not leaving anything
to chance.

Within the shed could he heard a sound
of hammering and the mwmur of voices
and subdued laughter.

“Listen to the cads!” murmured Cook.

“We're getting on.” It was Arthur Edward
Lovell's voice. * Beginning to look awfully
like, isn't he?”

Lovell was evidently referring to the re-
semblance between the guy and its original.

The Moderns breathed hard with wrath as
they heard him. There was a chortle in the
wood-shed. -

“Awfully like,”” said Jimmy Siiver’s voice.
“It will make rather a sensation in the pro-
cession to-morrow, I fancy.”

“¥Yes, rather!”

“Jt will simply knock the ’\Iodern cads,
said Raby. “They haven’t thought of any-
thing of this kind.”

“0Oh, they haven't
know !”

“No fear!?

“Anybody might have thought of it, one
would think,”- remarked Rawson. “It’s such
a specially suitable character for a guy.”

“0Oh, the Moderns don't think of any-
'thm;z"’

“Hark abt the rotters!” muttered Tommy
Dodd. “As if we'd think of guying our own
master !”

“(Cheeky beasts!”

“How are we gomg to get in?” murmured
Doyle. “We can't bust in the door intoirely,
Tommy darlint !

“’8h1’* whispered Tommy Dodd.
body’s coming! Cover!”

The Moderns dodged away info the shadews
round the wood-shed.

Footsteps were approaching from the direc-
tion of the Sehool House. 1t was easy to

braiss enough, you

“Some-

guess that it was another Classical coming _

o -lend his aid in the wood-shed. = Tommy
dd’s guick brain had decided at once what
do. When the door was opened for the
late comer, it should not be shut again—not
if the Moderns could help it.
It was Van Ryn of the Classical Fourth
who came up to the wood-shed. He stopped:
¢ fthe door, quite unsugpicious of the hidden
m iors wlthm a few yards of him in the
thick gloom.
He tapped on the door with his knuckles.
“Who's that?” called out Jimmy Silver
gfmm within.
= AN serene—Van Ryn!"” called back the
South Afri junior.
cads about ?”

e door was mﬂoc]\ed

- A olimmer of light
.[‘HB POPULAR.—NO.
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shone out as Van Ryn passed into theé shed
Then there was a sudden yell and a rush
from the gloom
“Go for ‘eml? =
And the Moderns swarmed to the attack.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
‘A Frontal Attack!

1 ODERN cads!” yelled Jimmy
Silver.
- He pushed Van Ryn hastily

aside, and slammed the door.

But it slammed on Tommy Dodd’s boot.

The Modern leader had his foot in the way,
and the wood-shed door did not quite close.

“Back up!” panted Tommy Dodd.

“Gao for ‘em!”

The Moderns crammed themselves at the
door, shoving with all their streagth.

“Back up, Classicals!’” Jimmy Silver was
shouting withia.

The Classicals in the wood-shed quitted
‘work upon the guy at once, and lined mp
inside the door and lent their aid to Jimmny
Silver.

Feet were planted along it inside, outspread
hands were pressed on it, and the door was
held shut by sheer force. -

There were eight Classicals in the shed,
and they united fheir efforts to keep the door

fast.

Outside, the Moderns swarmed at it,
shoving frantically. But they could not all
find space on a door three feet wide.

“Shove away!” panted Tommy Dodd.
us im, you Classical cads!”

“Yah!?

“Go and eat eoke!”

“They're aiter our guy!” exclaimed Lovell.
“Cheeky rotters!”

“We knew all about your guy,” howled
Tommy Dodd. “We're going to smash it up
for you!’?

“Rats!”

“Let us in, you cads!?”?

“Go home, you worms!”

“Back up!” hissed Tommy Dodd,
a row behind, and all shove on one another.
&Ve'll bust it in that way!”

“@Good egg!™ -

Tommy Dodd’s order was instantly obeyed.

Tommy himself and Cook pressed on the
door: behind them, Towle and Doyle pressed
on them; hehind, again, Leggett and Lacy
pressed, and behind them eame the rest of
the Moderns in double file, shoving away as
if for a wager.

By that device the whole force of the
Moderns was brought to bear on the narrow
door. It was a somewhat uncomfortable
position for the Moderns nearest the door,
who felt a good deal.as if they were being
turned int> pancakes, and there was an
anguished yelp from Leggett.

“Yow-ow! I'mr being squashed! Yow!?

“Kick that yelping ecad!’ panted Temmy
Dodd. “Back-heel him, somebody, and make
him shut up whining!”

“Yarooh!” roarcd Leggett, as Towle back-
heeled him.

“Shove away, you chaps!
“Yow-ow-ow !
“It s giving!

in lu

The door was giving at last. There were
nearly twice as many fellows outside as in-
side, and now all their weight was on the

“Let

All togethér o

Hoorah! Put eovery ounce

door it began to yield, in spite of the
desperate efforts of the defenders.

“Hold on!” gasped Jimmy BSilver. “Back
up!”? =

“The beasts’ll get in!” panted Lovell.

“Shove the canvas over the guy! Don’t leb

the cads see it tl;u‘gugh the slit!”

“Right!

The door was six inches open now.

The Moderns hadn’t much léisure for pe{w
ing in; but the guy was in full view if they
did. Le~™% hastily drew the eanvas over it,
shutting it out of sight. Then he sprang
back to shove at the door.

But it yielded inch by inch. =

The Moderns wére winning in that ptcuhm

tug-of-war.
“Hold on!” said Jimmy Silver, between
his teeth. “Some more of our chaps will be

coming. Higgs and Jones and Hooker may
be here any minute!”

“Back up!”

“Shove away!”! hewled Tommy Dodd.
“Now, then, a big shove all together, and
the blessed thing’s done!*?

'he Moderns made a gigantic effort.

Jimmy Silver & Co. stood the strain man-

fully for a minute, but it “as too much for
them,

“Get in

- Are You a Sportsman? Then Read—

The door yielded farther and farbher, and
suddenly it flew open as the Llavsuals were

- forced back,

Two or three of them went down; but they
were up again in a second as the tnumphant
Moderns swarmed in at the open doorway.

“Line up!” shouted Jimmy Silver,

He met Tommy Dodd with his hands up.

They closed in deadly strife.

The rest of the Classicals piled in
valorously, and the doorway was crammed
with struggling juniors.

But the odds were on the Modern side, and
a few minutes would have seen Tommy. Dodd
& Co, masters of the field.

But just then Hooker and Jones minor and
Higgs of the Classical Fourth arrived on the
scene, and they piled in at once, without
stopping to ask questions.

The odds were a little more level now;
though still in favour of the Moderns.

It was a battle royal now, and the yells
of the execited combatauts rang far over the
dusty quadrangle.

In the exutcmcut of battle they forgot all
about masters and prefert‘:

“Gao for ‘em!”

“Down with the cads!*

“Yaroooh!”

“@ive ‘em socks!”

“Oh, my nose!”

“Back up!”

It was a battle to which only the pen of
Homer or the typewriter of a Islplm” could
have done justice.

Victory was inclining to Tommy Dodd. &
Co. when there ‘camc a sudden interruptxon

“Boys!»

It was the sharp, disagreeable voice of
Mr. Manders, the semor ’\1ndLm master,

Mr. Manders, with whisking gown and angry
face, had arrived on the scene.

“BO)S"’ he thundered. -

“Oh crumbs!” ¢

“Chuck it!”

“Cease this Iustantly!?
Manders. “How dare you!”
- The combat ceased.

Fellows with streaming neses and darkeu-
ing eyes released one ancther, blinking at Mr.
Mauders doubtfully im the light irom the
wood-shed,

The Modern master eyed them with “fower-
ing wrath.

“How dare you indt.lﬂe in sueh hocligan-
ism!®” he exclaimed. § shall see that you
are adequately punished!

“Oh lor’!” groaned Tommy Dodd,
hlm nose with his handkerchief.

“What is this disgraceful scene abﬂt}t?”
demanded Mr. Mdnders glowering. “I have
little doubt, Silver, that you are chiefly to
blame.”

Mr. Manders did not like the clieery captain
of the Fourth.“

“Thank you, sir!” said Jimmy Silver
calmly, ard there was a chuekle from some-
where..

Mr. Manders was pink with wrath.

“I want mno impertinence, Silver!”
snapped. =

“Ne, sir.”

“I have no doubt~no doubt whatev P“ﬁth
you are responsible for this ontrageous ae,ne
and that you commenced it!”

“Ii you please, sir——"* stammcrcd Tommy
Dodd.

“You wish to tell me that Silver comnwmu}
th.a scene, Dodd9

“Nunno, sir. We did.” >

The expression on Mr. Manders' face made
some' of the Classicals grin, serious as the
moment was. Tommy Dodd’s reply took the
Modern master quite aback.

“You—you--you commenced it, Dedd?" he
stuttered.

NN SIn <

“All of you will be severely caned!” ex-
claimed Mr., Manders. “Follow me to my
study at once!®

“We—we—we weren’t to blame, sir,”
in Leggett.

“Shut up,
Dodd figrcely.

“I'm not going to shut up!” said Leggett

thundered My

dabbing

he

broke
“1t was Jimmy Silver’s fault!”
you ead!” whispered Tommy

doggedly. “I'm not going to be caped to
please yvoul!” :
“Silence, Dodd! You may explain, the

matter to me, Leggett.” Mr. Manders had a
way of encouraging sneaking, which was one
of the most unpopular traits in his charaeter.
“Well, Leggett?”’

Tommy Dodd gave Leggett a ferocious
glare. But the cad of the Fourth was not so
munh afraid of Tommy Dodd as he was of
Mr. Manders, and he px‘oceeded to explain.



- Sport To;;ics 1" A New Series of Articles in the **Magnet'’ Library, 11

gl
X
3 0.0.1 }

‘

¢ [t’s alive ! yeiled Higgs. ‘‘ Look at his ayes !”’
features of Jimmy Silver were revealed.

Loveli dragoed the mask from the effigy’s face and the crimson
“ tfa, ha, ha,!’” yelled the Moderns.

“ Another guy ! (See page 13.)

- THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
= Not Mr. Manders !
IMAMY SILVER & €O

curiously. =

They were not surprised at Leggett

telling tales. But they did not see how

he was going to make out that- they were

the ageressors in the conflict. The Moderns

had attacked the wood-shed in force, and

Jimmy Silver & Co. had defended themselves

—that was all. Indeed, the Classicals had

2 quite unaccustomed sense of perfect inno-

cence in the matter. »

Leggett, with one uneasy eye on Tommy
Dodd, and the other on Mr. Manders,
phinged stammeringly into his explanation.

“We—we came here, sir 3
“I can see that you came here!” snapped
Manders, “What did you come here

looked on

“ Because---hecause-—-

“Well?" rapped out the Modern master,
“Because they were making a guy, sir,”
i +t desperately.

** hissed all the Moderns, in a kind

8.

“A—a what? A guy?”? ejaculated Mr.
ders. You mean- that Silver and his
anions were manufacturing an effigy?”’
“Yes, sir!” gasped Leggett.

“Sueh a proceeding is absurd enough.” said
Mr. Manders, who perhaps had never been
a- boy himself. He did not look as if he
had.  “But there is no reason why the

Classical juniors should not manufacture an,

effigy, Leggett, if they choose to waste their
time in such absurd occupations.”

“Nice . polite gentleman—I don’t think!”
murmured Lovel.
“But it was an insult to our side, sir, so

we came to stop them,” said Leggett, feeling

quite sure that Mr. Manders would approve
as soon as he kuew the facts. “We couldn’t
allow them to make an effigy of a Modern!”

“0h, I understand! Silvér was making this
ridiculous effigy in imitation of someone be-
longing to the Modern side of the school?”
exclaimed Mr. Manders, seeing light at last.

“Phatis it sir”

“Cad! Sneak!” hissed Tommy Dodd.

“Take two hundred lines, Dodd!”

“Qh, yes, sirt”

“1 think I understand,” said Mr. Manders.
“You had cause of complaint. But you
should have come to me instead of tedging
the law into your own hands. I am far i-om
approving of such a misdirected kind of
humour. 1 should certainly have spoken to
Mr. Bootles on the subject.”

The Moderns glared at Leggett as if they
would have eaten him. Tommy Dodd was
especially cannibalistic in his looks. Sneak-
ing by a Modern ‘“let’ down » the whole
party in the eyes of the Classicals.

But Leggett was not thinking of the honour
of his side. He was thinking of the exceed-
ing unpleasantness of a caning.

“8o, Silver.” sajd Mr. Manders,
manufacturing an‘effigy?”

Making a guy was nob imposing enough for
My, Manders. i

“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy calmly.

“In- absurd imitation of a Modern boy’s
appearance?”

“No, sir.”?

“you were

“What! You deny Leggett’s statement?”

“Oh, yes, sir}”

“Leggett—"’

“Not a Modern boy, siz,”
hastily. “I didn’t mean that.
body on the Modern side.

Mr. Manders’
terrifie.

“Do you mean to say, Leggett, that these
disrespectful boys were caricaturing a master
with their ridiculous effigy?*

“Yes, * gasped Leggett.

“And hich master?”
Manders.

G SR e

Mr. Manders fairly jumped.

“Me!” he ejaculated.

The look on Mr. Manders’ face almost made
Leggett sorry he had spoken. The Moderns =
all looked scared. The Classicals only ex
changed glances of wonder. Jimmy Silv
was apparently not in the least alarmed

“Me!” repeated Mr. Manders dazedly. “If
Impossible! Even Silver's impudence would
not go to-that length?! I cannot credit i
Impossible!”

“It’s so, sir!” gasped Leggett.
we came to stop them, sir.”

“Bless my soul! In that case, Leggett, I
pardon you and your companions. You did
quite right to attempt to put a stop to such
an insult to your master. Silver, I hardly
know what to say to you. ¥You have dared
to—" Mr. Manders stuttered.& =

The awfulness of = the circumstances

said Leggett
I said some-
Neot a boy.”

expression grew quife

thundered Mr,

e

L appeared to deprive him of the power of

speech, £
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Tommy Dodd & Co. blinked shamefacedly
af Jimmy Silver. They were ubterly ashamed
of Leggett and his sneaking, and they were
concerned for Jimmy Silver. F¥or the cart-
caturing of a master with a “guy ” for the

bonfire was a decidedly sericus matter. It
meant a flogging by the Head at least, if

Mr. Manders carried the matter to Dr.
Chisholm—as he was certain to do.”
To the amazement of the Moderns,
did not seem alarmed.. He smiled.
Mr. Manders found his voice at last. His
S glittered as they were fixed on Jimmy

Jimmy

xe gasped

Ayou are manufacturing an

g sic!? =
hig effigy,” shouted Mr. M mdPrs,
1t have caricatured a méaster of this school
faet, myself?”

Silver shook his head.

no, sir! 1 shouldn't consider
y respectful, sir,” said Jimmy,
beautiful meekness.

Tommy Dodd stared.

He had npever expected Jimmy Silver to
depart from the strict line oI veracity, even
if a flogging was in prospect.

“Yon deny Leggett's smtement?”

e

‘Leg”etb, what proof hzuL
have dared to deceive me

Mr. Manders did not ﬁmsh.
reat to Leggett’s imagination.

“Why, it's there, sir!” exclaimed Leggett
excltedly “They've got it in the shed, sir,
at Mis very minute.”

Mr. Manders strode into the wood-shed, the
Classicals making way for him. He glared
wm,d the shed.

“Where is the effigy?”

“It’s under the canvas, sir!” piped Leggett.

“Remove that canvas at once, Silve

Jimmy Silver hesitated.

“We don't want the Moderns to see our
guy,; Bir,” he saild rebelliou “Ji's a new
thing in guys, and we don™d want them to
bag the idea.”

“You hear me, Silver?”

“I assure you, sir, that the guy isn't any-
ihing like yomu,” said Jimmy. “1 never had
sich an idea in-my head. Leggett's been
dreaming.”

“I command you,” sald Mr. Manders
hioarsely, “to remove that canvas this in-
stant, and reveal the efilgy you have dated
to make!”

There was no gainss vmg the DModera
master further. Jxmmy Silver stooped, and
jerked away the canvas that covered the
famous effigy extended on the floor.

There was a general ceaning of
among the Moderns to see it.

’lommy Dodd gave a yell.

“Oh, my hat! Kaiser Bill!”

It was not a caricature of

Manders. Nothing of the sort. The Moderns
had jumped to that conclusion; and Tubby
Muffin—eager for tarts—had beén willing to
confirm it.

He would have told them that, or anything
else, for three jam-tarts. .

But the Moderns had been wide of the mark
all the while.

For the effigy was a life-size*figure of the
All-Highest W Tihelm.

The features, perhaps, were ot a LO\,
resemblance. Unlovely as the Kaiser's
features are, did net fatter ¢
Bubt there was no mistaking the spike
‘moustache, of immense size, and the painted

~ eardboard helmet; and still less was there
any mistaking the placard on the chest,
which bore in large letters:

“KAISER BILL.”.

that
with

you ?

He left the

If you

necks

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
 Kaiser Billl?”
HE Modern juniors stared ab
gy

Mr. Manders hhul\ed at it.

the

Me.

the guy

ike the z\ncnent painter who wrote under
pieture, “This is an ox,” lest thers should
Lo any mistake on the point, Jimmy Silver
had Labdled his efligy, so that all Roox-
wood might know that it was the Imperial
Prisoner Wwho was thuu caricatured,

The eflicy was not quite finished. The
juniors had been engaged in hanging a
number of Iron Crosses upon i, made of
waod; when they were interrupted.

The ficure was comic enough. But it
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did

l

-the dormitory ;

not make Mr. Manders smile. He did not fesl
like smiling.

Keen as he was to be down on Jimmy & Co.,
he could not suppose for a moment that thav
absurd figure was a caricature of himgelf.

lgeggett had deceived him, intentionally or
nof.

Leggett, as a matter of fact, was blinking
at the figure in utter dismay.

The sneak of the Fourth saw now that a
mistake had been made; the Moderns had
heen on the wrong track. But t discovery
came a little too late.

Mr. Manders turned upon him :like a
cyclone.

“Leggett!”” he thundered.

“Oh!” gasped Leggett

“You havp deliberately attempted to

deceive me!”?

“I—I thought—"

“You informed me that these Classical
juniors “Iere caricaturing myself!”

i

“I find that they are doing nothing of the
sort. You have uftered a falsehood—a dis-
respectful and wicked falsehood, Leggett!
Follow me!”

Mr. Manders told Leggett to follow him,
but he did not leave him to do it. He
grasped the unhappy sneak by the ear, and
Leggett uttered an agonised yell.

“Every Modern boy here will take three
hundred lines,” said Mr. Manders. And he
marched off furiously with the squirming
Leggett. “Go to your studies at once!”

“Well, my hat!”’ ejaculated Jimmy Silver,
as the Modern juniors marched off after their
master.

“Silly asses!’’ said Lovell, with a whistle.
“They thought we were making game of old
Manders with the guy. That’s why they came
for wvs.”

“Ha, ha, ka! I think Leggett will
rather sorry he spoke.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“They've got on to the
growled Lovell.
“Rotten!” -
“Can’t be
philosophically.

And the Classieals proceeded to give the
finishing touches to the guy. Jimmy Silver
bhad intended to take Rookwood by surprise
on the morrow with that striking efiigy, and
the gecret had heen well kept, Tubby Muffin
in particular being kept out of it. But it was
out now, with a vengeance. The Moderns
were at liberty to bag the idea if they liked.

Bub Tommy Dodd & Co. were not thinking
of that just then. Three hundred lines each
was enough for them to think ahout at
present.

Tommy Dodd's followers told them what
they thought of him as they went back to
Mr. Mander’s house.

Tommy's little mistake had earned them

be

wheeze now,

helped,” said Jimmy = Silver

a terrific scrap, a jawing from Mr. Manders,
and a henvy 1n11>0mt10n all round, and
paturally they waxed wrath with their
leader.

But Leggett’s sufferings were the worst.

“The cﬁi' y having turned out to be quite
harmiess, Mr. Manders jumped to the con-
clusion that Leggett had been intending to
insult him deliberately in suggesting that he
had been caricatured as a guy. Leggett had
no chance of explai 'n;f,—ind(:ed, he bad no
e\]»laxmtxon to make.” And Mr. Manders did
not give him time to think of any. He
marched him into his study, and selected his
stoutest cane

For the next five minutes
ences were really terrific,

Mr. Manders gave him six on cach hand,
and they were heavy cuts. Leggett was qmtc
doubled up when he had finished.

Then the Moedern master -pointed to the
door with his.cane.

“Go?” he snapped. “The next time you fee!
inclined to be insolent to your master, Leg-
gett, you will doubtless reflect in time.”

“Ow! Ow! Ow!l”

The door closed behind Leggett, and he
crawled away in misery. Sneaking had not
served him well for once.

And even then his punishment
ended.

He dodged the angry Moderns by
but when the
juniors came up to bed, egcape was no loku
possible.

Leggett was
tion of Mr. Manders’ cane.
new reasons for greaning.
- “Here's the sneak!” howled Towle.

“Here’s the thate of the world.”

Leggett’s experi-

Was

not

still groaning from the infilc-
hut he soon had

There is Still Time to Secure Part 2 of—

“Collar him!”

“Serag him!”

“Leggo!”’ yelled Leggett. “I've had
enough! Yow-ow ! Manders has nearly
skinned me! Yaroooh!”

“Faith, and we’ll quoite skin yez!”

“You’'ve disgraced the side, you sneaking
cad!” said Tommy Dodd savagely. “You've
let us down before the Classicals. You're
going to have a lesson you won't forget!™

And Leggett did.

_ He was frog-marched and bumped, bathed
in cold water, and sprinkled with tooth-
powder; and he was running the gauntlet
when Knowles came in to see lights out.
Never had Leggett been so glad to see
Knowies.

Be had risked that painful ragging
escape a caning by Mr. Manders. He
had an extra special caning and the rag
as well. And it was borne in upon Lem'e
mind that it might pay better in the long
run to play the game. It was a long time
before he slept; and as he wriggled dolor-
ously in bed, he sincerely wished that he ha
not been so keen to give Mr. Manders infor-

maticn.
é
i ment the next day after lessons to
his two faithful chums.
“Oh, don't!” said Cook.
“Chaze it!” said Doyle.

“And I've got three bundred lines!”
g}'o*.&']cd Cook.  “Go ‘and bury it, Tommy!
I'm fed up with your ideas!”

Tommv Dodd snorted.

“Look here, you duffers, we've got to d'~h
those Classical roters!” he exclaimed. *We
can't have them cackling at us. “We—we
made rather a bad break Xust pigh{—"’

“You did, you mean.”

“An:t the Classieals
over it ever since.”

“Begorra, and they have!”

“And we're going to chip in and fake them
down a peg after all.”’

“Going to.make a Kaigser guy?” sa
“I'm not:thinking of that. W
no use gn our side for second-hand Classica
wheezes,” said Tommy Dodd scornfully. *It
was a good idea, and I wonder I mever

thought of it; but I-I—~

“But you didn't!’

“Well, no, 1 didn’t.
make them sjt up ali the same.
Collarmfr their guy""

to
h vd

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
William the Second !

'VE got it!”

Tommy Podd made that announce-

have- been cackling

But we're going to
What price

“Oh!

"01‘1}, means a free fight, and Mandfrs
after us again,” said Tommy Doyle. “I’'ve
got enough lines from Mandcrs bedaa!”

“Oh, rats! That isn't all,” said Tommy
Dodd, lowering his voice. “I've been think-
ing it out. What price Jimmy Silver for a
guy?” :

S L2

“Of your rocker?” 2

“I tell you I've thought it out,” said
Tommy Dodd impatiently. “Listen to mi,
and don’t jaw—you're all jaw!”

Tominy Dodd proceeded to explain
mysterious scheme. Cook and Doyle listened
doubtfully at first, but they chortled at last.
And, having satisfied his two faithful com-
rades, I'ﬂmmy Dodd proceeded to call othu‘
Moderns into the schemeg—whatever it wa
And soon afterwards, quite a little army oﬁ
Modern Jjuniors were scouting cautiously
round the wood-shed, where Kaiser Bill was
lying in state. .

Jimmy Silver was in the wood-shed, giving
some final artistic touches to Kaiser BIll
Jimmy was a little suspicious of Modern
raids, and he did not mean to leave Kaiser
Bill alone until the fellows were ready to
carry him in the procession. He looked round
quickly as Temmy Dodd glanced in at the
doorway. Tommy Dodd nodded genially.

“@Gotting on all right with Bill?” he asked.

“Yes, thanks. You can keep outside, you
Modern bounder!”

Temmy Dedd laughed.

“All serenes 1 ]\now you've got a dozen
(lassical bounders within cml 't he saldis 2T
lgoked in to tell you you're \.anted at the

his

House. Ta-ta!”
“Who wants me?’ cailed out Jimmy
Silver. :

But Toinmy Dodd was gone.

Jimmy hesitated.

Hle suspected a trick to get him aw:
while the Moderns raided the guy. But if
he was wanted, he had to go. He stepped
to the deor and called cut.

—“figvell ¥
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“I've got to go to the House,” said Jimmy.
“8tay here and keep the door Iccked. Don’t
let any Moderns in.

“Right-ho P’

Jimmy left the wood-shed, and Lovell lecked

the door after him. K.mer Bill was quite
safe.
Jimmy ran towards the School House

through the thick dusk. As he passed round
the corner of the building, five or six figures
loomed up in the mist, and he was coll&red
and borne to the ground.

“Keep him quiet.!”

Jimmy Silver had no time for even one yell,
A sack was thrown round his head and held
tight.
- “All gerenol” grmm—-a Tommy Dodd.

Jimmy, wriggling furiously in the grasp of
his captors, was pxckt’d up and carried away.

He was set down in about five minutes,
and the seck was dragged from his red,
furious face. He gasped for breath as he
glared round him.

He was résting on the ground behind the
clock-tower on the Modern side. Round him
a dozen Modern feliows were gathered, grin-
ning.

“You rotters!” gasped Jimmy. “What's
the game?”’

“You are!” chortled Tommy Dodd.

“You told me I was wanted, you Prussian!”
howled Jimmy.

“Solid truth, my son—you were wanted.”

“Who wanted me?’

SHel

“Ha, ha; ha!” =

Jimmy growled. He had supposed that
hig' Form-master or a prefect wanted him,
if hv was wanted at all. He had taken pre-
cautions against a raid on ex-Kaiser Bill
dur his absence; but he had never sus-
pected a design of k]dnappmg like this. He
had failen fairly into the hands of the
Philistines. But he was puzzled. He could
not see the oh]eut of the Moderns.

“Well, you've got me,” he growled, sitling
up. “But you can’t get the guy, if that’s
what you're after. Youw'd better use old

Manders if you want one.”
“Never mind old Manders,” grinned 'lcmmy
ge want.”

Dodd. “We've got the guy
“Yereself intoirely!” ghu
Fimmy started.
“What the di
“Get to work,

want to get the processioll goin

migg him. Sorry we shall have

up, Jimmy: but you won't be h

don’t yell.”

“TLook here

Jimmy made a dzspemt» spring to escape;
but the Moderns had him fast. As he-opened
his mouth to yell a cake of soap was thrust
into-it, and he spluttered and gauped instead.

Tommy Dodd had evidently laid all his
plans. The raiders lost no time. A handker-
chief was tied over Jimmy Silver’s mouth, to
keep him quiet, and a cortl secured his wrists
behind him, and then his ankles were tied
together. - Then Tommy Dodd fastened a
hideous Guy. Fawkes mask on his face.

Jimmy Sikver blinked at him througa the
holes i the mask. He could not speak, but
his look was eloguent.

Jimmy did not understand. But be began
to comprehend, as he felt himself wrapped in
an ancient coat, and Tommy Dodd fastened a
lmge gpiked moustache on the mask over his
. An old tin pail, rescued from a dusthin,

nu knocked into some distant resemblance to

a Prussian helmet, was fastened on his head.

On the chest of the old coat was pinned a

placard, “KAISER BILL!” And abeut a

dozen Iron Crosses made of painted card-

board were strung round hiz neck.

Jimmy Silver understood then.

The Moderng had ecooily bagued the idea of
using the Kaiser as an effigy, and as they
ceuld not get hold of the oricinal, Jimmy
ver himsdr was to serve the purpose. He
s going to be carried in procession as a
uy—he, Jimmy Silver, captain of the Fourth,

chief of ths Fistical Four, and Urcle James

of Rookwood generally !

_As the Moderns’ schenmie dawned upon him,

Jimmy Silver wriggled desperately in his

bonds. But he was bound too securely. There

1“ ids no chanee of the unfortunate guy getting

gose.

An old chair from the lumber-room had
been brought to the spot. It would not stand
of its own aceord: but some of the Moderns
held it while Jmnny Silver was eat in ib, and
tied there with great care. J'mnf‘ys eyes
glittered femcmusiy through the holes in the

_inask. But his eloguent looks only made the

 Moderns howl with laughter.

| ments.

“All ready!”
“Up with him!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Up ‘went the chair in the gmsp of the
Moderns, and the procession started round
the clock-tower, preceded by Towle and
€Cook blowing great blasts upon a mouth-
organ and a tin-whistle.

said Tommy Dodd, at last.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
= Ancther Quy!
(E HBERE was a roar in the dusky quad-
rangle as the Modern procession
- came into view. Tommy Dedd and
three others bore the elevated chair
carrying the guy. Thirty Moderns of the
Lower Forms, at least, marched round and
behind and before, and the mouth-organ and
the tin-whistle discoursed fearsome music
that was heard all over Rookwood.

Raby and a crowd of others were coming
away to fetch the guy from the woodshed
for the Classical procession, when they spotted
the Modern procession in the quadrangle.

“They've got our guy!’® roared Raby. -

“Qur Kaliser Bill, by gad!”

“Yah! Modern rotters!”

It was a natural mistake. The Rookwood
Kaiser was chiefly recognisable by a huge,
spiked moustache, a hideous, masked face,
and a placard on his chest. There was little
to choose between the Kaiser in the wood-shed
and Jimmy Silver in his present guige.

" “That ass Silver—he's let ’em raid the
Kaiser!” shouted Higgs.

“Rush them!
come.

“Hold on—there’s Bootles!”

The Modern processton was passing the
Sehoot House, and Mr. Bootles, with a kind
smile en his face, had stepped out.

“Here's another guy!” shrieked Doyle,
perhaps in disrespeetiul allusion fo the
Classieal master. But Mr. Bootles was not
a suspicious man.

“Bless my scul !’* said Mr. Bootles, blinking
at the effigy over his spectacles. “What an
idea! So that represents the Kaiser, Dodd?”?

The procession Halfed for the Form-master
to view the strixing guy.

“Yeg, sir,” saié Tommy Dodd demur sely.
“Pretty 'raod likeness, I think, sir.’

Mr. Boatks laughed. :

“Ahem! Certainly very comical,” he said.
“Dear me, how very odd!
lifelike—very lifelike indeed!”

“Do they, sir?’ murmured Tommy.

Mr. Bootles stared at the eyes of the effigy,
quite impressed. Certainly thev looked very
lifelike. There was no reason why Jimmy
Silver’s eyes shounldn't look lifelike, for that
matter. But Mr, Bootles was far from
suspecting that it was a member of his Form
who was hidden under the old coat, the mask,
and the tin pail. He naturally supposed that
it was a stuffed effigy.

“Some kind of mechanism, I presume, such
as is used in dolls?” asked Mr. Bootles.

“Ahem! The—the head is of wood, sir,”
said Tommy Dedd. And as Tommy made
that statement the eyes looked more life-
like than ever. The Moderns chuckled.

“Hollow, I presume?” said Mr. Bootles.

“0Oh, yes, sir; there’s nothing w it,’” said
Tommy, and the Moderns chuckled again.

“Nothing but the mechanism, you mean?”
caid Mr. Bootles. “Certainly the eyes move
it a very lifelfke manner. Indeed, T could
almost believe that they were real eyes!"

= epting for a certain rigidity in their
movements, which shows that they are moved
by a mechanieal device,”” said Mr. Bootles.

“Ha, ha! I-—mean, exaetly, sir!” gasped
Tommy Dodd.
Mr. Bootles stepped back, and the proces-

sion marched on, the Moderns almost choking
with merriment.

The Classicals eyed the procession
ishly. They were convineet
Dodd & Co. had raided the
wood-shed, and they did not mean to submit
to the loss. As soon as the Form-master had
gone into the House, there was a yell and a
rush,

“Keep 'em off!” roared Tominy Doad,
“They’re not going te have our guy!”

“I’s our guy!” roared Raby. “Collar it!”

The
the rush of the Classicals.

There waas a - wild serimmage for some
minutes, and the chair was set on the ground,
sideways to give the Bloderms freer mo¥e-
But the Classicals carried the day.
Tommy Dodd & Co. were driven hack, and
the Classical juniors closed round the cap-
tured guy. :

wolf-
that Tommy
Kaiser from the

grinned Raby.

Get it back!” howled New-,

The eyes look very

procession swayed, and broke up, under

s ““Bovs’ Friend.'’ 13

“Got it!? yelled Raby.
to the bonfire!”

“Hurrah !>

The Classicals whirled up the echair with
the effigy attached, and rushed it on.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Tommy Dodd.
“They 1 put it in the fire! Stop 'em!”

He rushed in frantic pursuit.

But the Classicals brought the efigy up to
the bonfire with a rush. Thexe they stopped
and set it down. =

“Stir the fire a bhit,” said Raby.
those Moderns off, you fellows.
going to have a hand in this. Where’s that
ass Jimmy Silver all this time?”

Lovell came panting up.

"Bring it along

“Keep

“Hallo! Is that a new guy?” he exclaimed,
“Eh? It's our guy! = The Modern cads
raided {t— -

“It isn’t, you fathead!
wood-shed,” said Lovell.

“Whatt”

“T've locked it in all right)” gzaid Lmel!
“I came 1o see whether you weren’t ready.
Is Jimmy Silver here?”

“Then we've raided a Modern guy!”
“The rotters borrowed our
idea; it’s just like our Kaiser Bill! We'll
burn it along with ours.”

“Good idea!”

“I say—-—" yelled Tommy Don.

“Kick that Modern ead out!

“1 tell you—

“Collar him! Bump him!”

“Yaroooh! I tell you that guy’s Jimmy
Silver!” roared Tommy Dodd, as the (las~
sicals smote the vround with him.

“Wha-a-at!” -

Jimmy Silver's eyes were going m\e clock-
work through the holes in the mask. Raby’s
proposition to burn him along with the other
guy bad given Jimmy a very unpleasant se
satien. The Classicals stared at him blankly
as Tommy Dodd imparted his amazing in-
formation. - -

“Tt—it's alive!™ yelled Higes, “Look atb
its ‘eyes?

; Lovell dragged the mask from the effisy’s
ace.

Jimmy Silver's erimson features
vealed.

“Jimmy ! stuttered Lovell.

“Why don’t the tmuge sptd} ?

“Oh, my hat! He's

Rahv drew the ha]“d ere
the captain of the Fourth found his voi

“Grooogh! You silly idiots! Yow- u“«'m

“Jimmy, you ass—"

“Ha, -ha,- -hal’ ypoared the
“Another guy!”

The Classicals roared, too: ther could not
help it. The expression on Jimmy Silver’s
face was enough {o make a Hun roar.

Lovel, gasping with merriment. opeuM "'f;
penknife and cut the cords. Jimmy
rolled out of the chair, and the tin pail ;PH
off with a crash.

“You frabjous assess 2

SHig. ha hatl

Our guy's in the

were Ie*

Cias

AModerns,

“Fucky I came along!” remarked Tommy
a

Dodd. “Blessed if the sill
have shoved you into the bonf
‘Groooh 1
“Which wounld have been a shame
ing shame!”

s wouldn’t
£ 1 hadn’t!?

—a burn-
gsaid Tommy humorously. *“ Here,

hands off, you ass! Haven't 1 saved your
life 9
“You speofing bhounder!” yelled Jimmy

Silver, pommeﬂing away at Temmy Dodd’s
he’u‘ “T—"

“@Go it, Tommy Dodd!”
“Stick it, Jimmy Silver!??
“Who's the biggest guy
velled Tommy Cook. *“Why,
Yow!” s
A blow on the nese from Lovell’s hefty fish
cut Temmy Cook’s remarks short. He stag-
gered backwards, and Lovell was about to
push fmward the attacle when a blow ifrom

Tommy Doyle stopped him short.

in a moment a pitched battle was taking
place hétween Moderns and Classica Hard
kneoeks were the order of the day, and no
quarter was asked for or given.

The _Moderns, however, were doon
defeat.  Reinforcements for -the €l
came pouring in, and gradually Tommy Dodd
& Co. were forced away from the spot.

The Moderns resisted gallantly, but they
eculd not fight against such od nd in the
emd they retreated in great discrder.

THE END.

noint of reading “ Saved from
the Rockwood yarn in néa

ab  Rookwood?7”
Jimmy—- Gw!

ied to

(Make a
Disgrace,”
POPULAR. )}
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THRILLING TALES OF A

FAMOUS DETECTIVE!

SYNOPS!IS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

FERRERS LOCKE is called up on the
*phone by Albert Spriggs, a valet, to Mr.
shiclds, a wealthy manufacturer, who requires
the famous detective’s assistance. Locke
promptly journeys to the house of Shields in
Leinster Gardens. He finds the housc empbv
and suspecting . a tragedy he breaks in.
Whiilst searching for the electric switech he
iz attacked zmd drugged by some unknown
])LI‘ cons, He regains: consciousness, and dis-
:overs. the dead body of the manufacturer
lving near him. The police arrive on the
scene a little later, and from their inves
tions they believe Spriggs to be the uulprxt
But Locke has reasons to think otherwise,
and he informs the Scotland Yard officials
that he will try to prove that they are in
the wrong. With his secretary, John Hay,
he ct nces his invesbigations. Spriggs is
by the police. Locke suspects
suvcml peopl as being the organisers of the
murder, and; to trap the r1n<f1eader, he sends
Tilburn a decoy letter.

(Now go on with the story.}

Trapped !

Y nipe-thirty Tilburn was at his rooms

in Forest (ate. A solitary le iay

on the ‘hall-mat. He pieke i

up and stared curiougly at the
y scrawled superscription. The hand-
was unknown to him. e drew out
and the words

it v"woxlcd sheat of paper
Um danced before his eyes—badly made
let in capitals—drove the last vestige ot

colcur {rom his cheeks:

“You're not paying me half enough. Un-
less | get one hundred pounds by to- IOTTOW
1 shall sell my secret to a higher bidder.”

several minutes he stood in the middle
it hall dumbfounded with per-
and anger. ‘That this should have
ed at the last hour—or, rather, not
8t hour, but at a moment, when there
1 a chanee, if the writer carried out
eat, to spoil all their plans!

He glanced at his wateh., There was no
help for it, so, with much anathematising of
the man who had played him false, he left
the house, and hurried to the station.

There he learned that the last train to the
place be wanted to reach was gone. He hired
taxi, and drove off.- It was past cleven
“'ilburn ordered the driver to stop, and
ised him an extra hall-sovereign for
D
And jolly well worth it, too, old sp'sr‘!‘
plied | the taxi-mam, starm« round on as
a scene of utter desolation as could be.
{1 in the length and breadth of the land.
On ecither side of the winding road marsh-

stretched, a waste of sea-sodden land,
which ruined windmilis and breken-in
of deserted farmsteads pointed to a
murky sky.
And through the cold,
continually from the g

damp haze drifting
grey North Sea, gull»
led and skirled, waking the silence with
plaintive notes that made the blood
*p iR one's veins.

G dm,n in the scuth a late-rising moon
trying to pierce the hlanket of 1nm, and
g POPULAR.—NO. 95.

Adventures

its dull hght made the wide river flowing on
to the sea gleam like dull lead.

The long, black shadows cast across his
path caused him te shudder and guicken his
steps, and he cursed Sawyer, who was Tre-
sponsible for this mldmgm esca pade He
thrust his hand into his pocket a"am and it
cloged over & bulky object, and he "thrilled
at the grip of it. He was glad he had
remembercd to bring it with hinm

The place was in darkness as ’lllhurv moved
inte the shadows of the porch, and the heavy
iron knocker sent thunderous bhlows re-echoing
through the rumbling rooms aud passage-
ways before a light appeared in one ef tue
upstairs windows and a rough visage, hcavy
with sleep, showed in the danung glow.

“Who the deuce is it, and Wﬂat the tar-
nation do you want at this hour?

The lawyer stepped back “into the path.

“It’s me, Sawyer. Hurry down! - Don’t
keep me waiting out in this filthy air.
We'll have a little word together, you and
I "—this last in an undertone as the figure
at the window vanished and Tilburn was
forced to-kick his heels again in the porch.
But at length the stout “oak door creaked
wide, and Jabez Sawyer showed in the open-
ing, a lamp smoking in his hand. His manner
was aggressive. He passed into the nearest

room, banged down the lamp on the table,
and, c109m the door, glared at Tilburn
savagely.

“Now look you here, 1 don’t reckon I'm
paid for this sort of thing!” he growled.
\H at kind of a job d’'you reckon this is,
fetehin’ a chap out at this time of night?
I teil you,-lawyer, there ain't no gilt on it
Tilburn shot him a penctrating glance.
“Now ~what's your little game, Sawyer?”
he asked, fumbling in his pocket and crush-
ing the Iett r in his palm. “We are paying
vou for a certain job. I suppose you Know
the - penalty attached to blackmail?”
Sawyer leapt to his feet, and an angry
Rhcd thc rosommmg bar‘g, with

‘Ate vou trying to get E‘h‘lu"‘a across me,

25 he ﬂn(uleu leaning towards the
and leering sawvagely into his seared
face. “’Cos, if so, I'd just ‘as soon put out
your light here and now as stand bunkum of
that sort.”

Tilburn met the
able calin

“You've asked for more money.
know why.”

Sawyer sat down, breathing fast.

“Me—asked—for—more—o00f? What’s the
caper? You're putting it on me. 1 ain't
gone outside my side of the business by a
penny. Here, I say—"

He snatched the crumpled slip of paper
from’ the other’'s hand, and .stared at it in
bewildered surprise.

“This didn’t come from ime.
had, mate.”

“Not come from you!l”

Tilburn sprang up and looked fearfully
round, as though even then he expected in-
visihle hands to dart out of the shudows and
mm him till fuli justice avas done.

Sawyer crossed his rouvhly clad legs
sat back, lua hands deep:in his pcf'l\€t°

storm of fury with admir-

1 want to

You’'ve been

and

Ly dout like the look of things. Some
get to know uabout our little arrange

they are trying to make trouble betw
and me. Straight, now—I ain't joking

Are You a Sportsman? Then Read—
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letter never came from here.. When did you

get’ it?? :
“By to-night’s post.” Tilburn's voice vras
low and quavering now. With the stakes

for which he had played aimost won, an u'x
known had come into the game.

“Better forget it, and make some new
arrangement;” guggested Sawyer. “I don't
know as I'm too keen‘on the job now.”

“Only two days more—say three ab the
most—then you ean put your hands on more
money than you ve ever seen in your life.
Mind, I mean it. And at the end of a month
a like sum to come. My Heaven—"

He swung round as the door opened n
lessly, and the dull lamp glare showed s
alert faces watching him intently nd
against the darkness the blue of their
uniferms and the glint of their buttons began
to take shape .md form, and Titburn kriew
the game was up at last.

Ferrers Locke was first in the roem.

“ Arrest.that man!” he cricd, peinting to
the shrinking lawyer.

The bracelets clicked on Til
There was a short, sharp strugg and Locke
had the satisfaction of seeing bim being
borne bodily down the path to the gate.

With a quiet laugh he turned to the fright-

ened farmer.
Sawyer, 1'll trouble
i room where Mr. Shic
a prisotier,” he said; and at
note in his voice the farmer’s jaw
and he collapsed
chair.

“This means prison for me,” he mumbled,
and the sweat of great fear hued his heavy
face to the pallor &f death.

“Shoulda’t be at all surprised,” Locke re-
plied laconically. “Now, then, get up and
puil yourself together. I want fo® get
Shields out of this hole as scon as po
Sh m like a leaf, the farmer
cet, picked up the lamp, ‘md stu
ro.u the room. ;) a fl "ht of win¢
, through a maze of ruinous wind-swept:
moms ts a dismal attic under the eaves, dead
to the light of God’'s day, the haunt of

ts and creeping thmgs thev groped thi H
'wv“ to find 1 M s Shields =Ieepmr the st
of weary-ex chaustion on a littered pallet ot
straw.

Locke held the lamp over the sleeping
man. The once well-rounded face was
pinched and shrunken; deep Hollows pitted
the cheeks, and black shadows lurked beneath
the closed eyes.

“You are right, farmer; you should get

penal servitude for this. If you don’t, it
won’t be my fault. Pick him up, and earry
him downstairs.”
_ The arrests in the farm were carried out
in a manner which did ecredit to Locke's
swiftly-laid plans. He saw both Tilburn and
the farmer in safe custody, had the manu-
tacturer taken+in a taxi to a London nurs-
ing-hiome, and then, late though it was, drove
str,upht to Scotland Yard.

Barkleigh Fox, he knew, eame on duty
s(rmvvere about three. »& quarter of @n
hour »llpp ed by befere the rival detéctives
stood face to face.

Yox glared at his unofficial colleague in h"

cuatomn'v supercilious way.
“What hnngs you out in the middle of the
£2° he asked, swinging round in his re-
ing desk-chair and crodsing his thin legs
in an attitude of affected boredom.

coas

you to take me

dropp
all of a heap into the nearest

~1
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Locke coolly rammed a charge of tobacco
into his pipe.

“Oh, felt a bit restless, that’s all.
I’d like to run round and see how the Lein-
ster Gardeus case is progressing.’
strolked his chin.
hought you had lost all interest in that
affair. However, it’s going on pretty well.
I'm sorry you didn’t like my
Spriggs out of your hands. But really
he’s a wrong ’un—a downright wrong 'un.
1'd give him twelve feet of rope and a drep
of five feet six.” >

“Never—never!” Locke laughed. “I'll bet
you a thousand pounds to a bad shilling
Spriggs will never swing.”’

Fox leant forward, his face keenly al
/on mean that?”

“Surely.”

“What makes you cocksure?”’

“T never aillow myself to be cock
only back on certai ,” replied Loc
g grin. “You see, old man, if you mean t
hang Albert Spriges you must do it on the
strength of Mareus Shields” dead body.”

“Well, there's no difiiculty over that.”

“Noy E

“ And the motive is as plain as a pikestaff.”

“On!”

“You see, he must have got to knew that
his master meant to leave him a fortune,
and, being avaricious, he killed him.”

Locke found it hard to restrain a smile.

“PDoesn't it strike you that yours is a
very weak case? 1 mean, what man in his
sane senses, situated as Spriggs was, would
have murdered his master and best friend?
Suspicion would have been dead against him
all the time. Had he stayed, he would have
been arrested: had he taken to flight, his
capture must have been only a matter of
time. VYour theory is bulit on a rotfen
foundation.”

Fox y =

“All the same, we've got our claws pretty
well into him, and he'll have a deuce of a job
to get free.”

“You really think s0?2”

“0Of course!” Locke’s ccolness was nettling
Fox. “What's in the wind? What's behind
your coming here at this unearthly hour?
Yeu can’t mean W s

Locke broke into a peal of laughter.

“I want just to read you a little
lesson, that's all—to point out the fatuity

e
o ¢
&t
(RS
e

counting your chickens bhéfore they
hatched. You have bungled—bungied bz
—aover the Leinster Gardens busi ar

the credit of the Yard, for the credit of
professio I want to put you right
you s a laughing-stock to the w
world !

Fox leapt to his feet.

“Look here, Locke, T won't stand this from
you or anyone. You made me a bet. I've
accepted it. Before a month is out I shall
call round for the money.”

“Then don't forget to bring a bad shilling
with you, becanse, as sure as the day is
hreaking, a new day of freedom is about to
break for the unhappy man who now lies
under such a dark cloud of suspicion. I am
sericus, Fox. Spriggs is going to be released,
and unless you do something to get out of the
pit you have made- for yourself, your repu-
tation is gone for ever.”

Barkleigh Fox looked the most sick man in
Europe just then. The note of obvicus sin-
cerity that had erept into his rival’s voice
scared him.

“What's wrong?” e stammered hoarsely.

“This—that you have opened up a mare’s-
nest;> For one, Spriggs is an innocent man:
for another, there never was a murder at

nd

all; fpr another, within ten minutes from
now, if I chose to do so, I could take you
into the presence of the living Marcus
Shields.””

was a study in blank astonishmen{
No murder? Then whose was the body
found in the room with you?”

Locke refilled his pipe. and leant back
comfortably in the saddlebag chair.

“1° will recomstruct the erime from the
m its imception. Marcus Shields,
a Ithy manufacturer, leads a lonely life.

His only real friend in the world is Albert
who, boy and man, had served him
faithfully for nearly eleven years. At length
elds falls into a low state; he becomes
yrbid, and begins to feel that death is not
far from ecalling him. He makes a will with
the  aasistance of his lawyer,” Mr., Walter
Tilburn, of St. Dunstan's Hill, Great Tower
Street. Now, in that will he divides his for-
tune equally between a distant and rather
unscrupulous relation, Mrs. Grateley, and the
faithful Spriggs.”

1

Fox began- to move uncomfortably in his
chajr. -

“Now, the lawyer kmows Mrs, Grateley;
in fact, her rather alluring fype of beauty
has fagcinated him. More, he knows the
lady’s brother, a certain Dr. Strudwick, whom
we might well deseribe as the most unserupu-
lous of the three. Mrs. Grateley is in flnan-
cial difficulties; Strudwick is more than hard
up—-he is broke, bent, and, I take it, Tilburn
is pretty well in the cart. So the three of
them lay their precious heads together and
coucoet a very neat little plan.”? -

“I’'d give something to know how you dis-
covered all this—if it’s true,” murmured Fox.

Locke traced fancy patterns on the knee of
his trousers with the stem of his pipe.

“Simply by using the right end of reason—
by noting down every fact that came to my

keep him a prisoner until such time as they
d
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knows—hut they accomplished it on the day
of his leaving Dewsbury, and smuggled him
off to a lonely house on the Essex marst
where they paid a rascal named Sawyer to

2%

were in possession of the money and had
chanee to get safely away.”
“¥You mean to say they did all thi
“And more. But, of course,
danger was Spriggs. As sgon as :
master failed to turn up, Spriggs started in
to make inquiries. Spriggs was hampering
the scoundrels” plans. They wanted to geb
a dead body into the house in ILeinste
Gardens, and to get rid of Spriggs in such a
way as would appéar that Spriggs had mur-
dered Mr. 8hields and had bolted.”
“A possibility you maintain does not apply.”
“ Absolutely. From beginning to end

o

Tilburn swung round as the door opened, and he saw in an instant that he had
been trapped, and that there was no hops of escaps. :
cried Locks, pointing to the shrinking form of the lawyer. (See page 14.} l

‘¢ Arrest that man !’ !

knowledge, tracing its origin and purpose and
its probable results.”’

A dejection of spirit fell upon the Scotland
Yard man.

“I'm afraid you look like coming out top
in this case after all.”

“Never mind.- Think of Sprigas and the
narrow escape he has had. As you say, he
might have gone to the gallows. Still, to
return’ to our muttons. Strudwick learns
through his sister that the doctors who have
examined Shields say there is nothing radi-
cally wrong with him, that all he needs is
cessation from work, a change of surround-
ings. They knew he has decided to come to
London for several months, that Spriggs has
been sent ahead to rent a furnished house.
They kifow, too, the day.on which he pro-
poses to start. Their plan, though simple,
is hedged about by dangers, so they resolve
to take no risks, to stick at nothing short
of murder to accomplish the manufacturer’s
death’ in the of the world.”

“But I thought said Shields
dead?” Yox int

“Nor 43 Hes
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wasn't

& Co. mean him to die.
make it appearcas if he was dead in order

Tilburn, Strudwick
Their idea was to

that Mrs.  Grateley, at any rate, might
succeed to her part of the fortune, and pos-
sibly the whole lot. Fo scon as Shields left
Dewsbury they laid a trap to kidnap him, to
spirit him out of the world. Just when and
where they did so is immateral--Strudwick

Spriggs was an innocent man. They knew he
could not be bought, so went to the house
to kidnap him. He was at the telephone
speaking to me—asking me to ecall round, t
take it, to inform me of his master’s strange
disappearance. At that moment the rul
entered. They knocked the poor fellow
less, and hurried him off in a closed cuar
a temporary hiding-place.”

“But how came they to attack you, w
you did not arrive till some time later?”

“There was need for haste on their
Something like an alarm had heen pa
raised by Sprig
dead body, suppos
Shields, into the house without delay.
returned with it just a few minutes
1 arrived on the scene, and moved the 1
of thie wateh on the body to enable them
prove an aiibi. By an oversight ove of tl
had omitted to close the front door. T
heard me ri g, and were struck moments
inactive with fear. They crept d
the hall, all three of them, just when
well ide. The place was in darkness.
thought 1 might pass up the stai
give them a chance to slip quictly into ti
street hefore I could raise the alarm.
tainly they had the advantage of time,
cause the electric wires to the light
been eut.”

“Instead, they discovered and dowr

“dn groping blindly I-touched the wo
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face. In a rush they fell upen me, chlorc-

formed me into insensibility, and leff me there

with the hody.”

Which wasn't Shields ab all?”

A bedy which tiie doctor had pro-

vensibly for anatomical purposes, But

gzs out of the way, and Mrs.

eley and the dead man's lawyer both pre-
ome forward at the proper time

1t tolerably safe.”

dentily it, they
My hat, what a maze!

“A magze not difficult to peneirate once 1
got a lead on te the case. The break in
Spriggs’ message to me, his surprised ery, the
presence of a woman in the house, the be-
lated coming forward of Strudwick and the
lawyer, all roused my suspicions. 1 set a
watch on Tilburn, dismissing from my mind
altogether the {heory that Spriggs was
guilty.”

SWhvy" .
ecanse had he been gnilty he would never
bhave attempted to enlist my services, nor
would he have disappeared. He would have
committed the murder im such a way as to
jeave himself cutside tho pale of possible
suspicion. Ile knew he had been left well
in his master's will
Lots ¢f people Imew
it, including some of
the people a2t the
Witley Hotel. Conse-
quently I put Sprig
down #s 3B inno
man. The next task
was to look  Jor
another interested
party. 1 fosnd one
in Mrs. Grateley. And
Mrs. Grateley was very
iriendly  with the
lawyer, and Strad-
wick was friendly with
hoth. And I reckoned
there were three im-
plicated i the attack
on me. Conseguently
1 tackled Tilburp—7"

“And found him—
how?”

“TPoolishly evasive,
At this age the
butler escaped from
hiis capture, and
wisely came to me. 1
tested his story by
going to a lopely
house¢ which the
lawyer had recently
vacated, There, T told
myzelf, I should find
corroboration of the
butler’s story.”

“Which vou did?”

s

- THE SWORD OF

THE TEMPLES.
(Continmd Jfrom page 8.)

| 1
| %

the lower steps of the second ﬂégh&—'whi{‘h
had fallen from Travers’ pockets during his
first sscent.

“Ah!” he eried. “The rats have tfaken
refuge above, and the treasure is with them
also, Have wo time, think ye, to root them
suts”

He glaneed back into the dining-room, and
received his answer in 2 rather startling
manuer. A long tongue of vellow flame
iicked round the panelling, and almost
touched his face, causing him to draw bark
with a gasp.

“Nay, the place burns like a haystack, so
we must hasten! Let them be. I warramt

i

molten gold will be of littie use to a trio of
charred corpses!”

“Yes. 1 discoversd
the cellar in which he
had been imprisoned.”

~And did you at this
stage  suspect  Mr.

to the atiic.

Accompanied by ths farmer, Locke mounted the stairs
Therse, in the corner, lying on a hed of
straw, he found Marcus Shieids sleeping the sieep

of weary exhaustion.

{See page 14.)

Shiclds had not been
murdered?” F :

“Not until a chance remark by Spriggs, who
informed me that his master never had a
certain mark behind the left ear. Then I
knew. The rest was simplicity. I kept watch
on the three by taking the manager of @he
1mperial into my confidence apd by posing
as a deaf waiter. In this way I learnt o1
their plan to elear the country, Mrs. Grateley
by this time being in possession of a con-
siderable portion of her legacy.” -

“But why didn’t you inform the police?”

“ Because something more had to be done—
the recovery of the kidnapped man. Re-
garding as I did Tilburn as _the prime
mover, 1 decided it was he who had put
Shields away. As Tilburn was living alone
in rooms in Osborne Road, Forest Gate, 1
knew Shields wasn’t hidden there. The pos-
sibility was that he had handed him over to
the care of a fourth person whom he was
paying for the job, so 1 coneocted a bogus
lctter, kunowing full well that Tilburn would
immediately rush to the place where the
manufacturer was kept, if only to test the
bona fides of the letter. This he did, and
police arrested him a couple ot

t have
1 asked.
Lecke wrote down an address.

you done about the

. I you like,

you can lhave the satisfaction of arresting

then. " IHE ERD.

(Another Splendid Complete Tale of Ferrers
- Loeke in next Friday's issue.}
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They clattered down the stairs, undoing the
great door, and made off hurriedly towards
where their horses were tethered. Then,
with the blazing wing reddening the leafiess
branches and bare trunks behind them, they
quickly put a goodly distance between thew-
selves and the danger of a thorough grilling,
as they thought.

Meanwhile, the 'trio at the sundial had

{ heard the enemy retire, and were consider- |

ing the best way to hasten the extinguishing
of the fire, which was already showing un-
mistakable signs of dying down.

“Zounds!” said Will, at last. “Methinks
we shall save the main part of the wing if
we hasten. Pails, now, Travers—as large as
you can find—and then you make for the
stream yonder, whilst you, Master Harry,
carry each pail to me as he fills it.”

This programme was accordingly carried
out, Travers faking his stand on fhe brink
of a small stream which skirted the woods,
and which was too swift-running to succumb
to the frost, and young Temple hurrying with
a pair of overflowing pails to where Howard
was waiting outside the great door. The
big fellow then would ascend the stairs, dash
he water upon the crackling flames in the
dining-room, and return to bring a further
supply, which was always‘ ready for him when
he came back. In this way, working the four
pails on a kind of chain system, a quarter of
an hour went by, and then they knew that
the fire was being slowly conquered.

Twenty minutes or so later nothing save
a heap of smouldering, hissing ashes marked
the place where the great hearth had steod,

] rcstix}rv: on the ground, with Will

=~ There is S¢ill Time to Secure Part 2 of—— e

four walls swers chas
nd recognition, as

whilsé three of the
and blackened Dbej
was the ceiling. Sir Henry Temple’s portr
gazed down oddly from its . smeke-soiled
frame; yet nezme of the pictures had suffered
more an a slight scorching, hanging as
they on the opposite wall to where the
confl tion had started. | -

‘hey set to work removing the debris as
soon #s it was cool enough o handle, and
very shortly the apartment presented a2

{ rather more tidy appearance, though the fire

had left a mark upon it which would taks a
good deal of ebliterating.  Three of the chairs
would never be used as such agzain, whils
many new floor-boards and several feet of
fresh punelling would be required ere the
place could once more he oceupied in comiort,
Will peered out through the scorched and
glassless casement, marking how the Hames
had eaten away the ivy from the walls all
round, and cracked the few remaining panes
in the windows. : o
He glanced towards the woeds, .gravely
k his stubbly chin, and Harry cauzhs

Xpression. =
“You think.they will return?”

“Return? . Nay, lad{- They say a b
ohild dreads the fire, and Il vow the:
more than slightly singed as they lay as
Ex}deﬂd, ‘bwould not surprise me if they
nigh en a dozen miles away by now!”
¥ procured Janterns and made
towards the entramce at the s
which stili stood open as they had !}
In a very short time the four b

tone back inte p
vas carried to the
and concealed

mans

amongst the wine-bins.
Having

accomplished this task in sa
returning pas ¢ _deor of the
3 when Will suddenly haited,
hall stifling an exclamation.

“Body o" me, Travers! I had forgotten onf
friend whom we put so peacefully to sieep—
the real Cock * Rohin ”#”

He entered the kitchen and planced roun:
hall amusedly. The place was quite emy
only a few cords lying on the floor bear
witness to what had faken place thers
recently. Where he was now could not, «
course, be told, and, in any event, "twas no

1

{ a problem that worried him overmuch,

AFTER THE STORM. <
8D now, my readers, I driw fowards
the conclusion of my tale, for #ven
a4 long story cannot continue in-

" definitely. If you have. followed the

adventures of my chief characters with as

{ much pleasure as I found in the writing of

them, then I shall consider myself well repaid
for my task. I have tried to record them
as faithfully as possible, without approach- -
ing too clese to the border-line of improba-
bility ; but if at times they may have seemed
over-exciting, you must always remember ¢
I was dealing with one of the most exciting
periods in the history of Merrie England, and
I beg that yom will pardon me on these
grounds.” =

Close upon four years had passed since the
cvents described in the preceding chapter.
Travers, grown old and tottering in the
service of the Temples, had just been Iiid
to rest with the dust of his masters—3
fitting end, I'll vow. for one who had proved
himself so -faithful throughout that time
of stfess and strife. :

Harry had changed but little, save perhaps
that he had settled down somewhat, and
looked quite contented with tHe good fortune
the sword had brought him; whilst Will, at
length heginning to show signs of the ecreep-
ing, age that attacks all of us-eventually,
stilf moved -about the great mansion—a
popular lord and master over the new staff
of servants which now lent the place an
appearanceé of life and bustle.

Then in the evenings, when candles were
lit and curtains drawn, these two—se )
and employer outwardly, but the closest of
comrades inwardly—would sit before the
blazing hearth in Sir John’s bedchambe
{which was usually chosen on account of
being the first scene of their many ex
and go over the old ground, refightin
battles, and seeing again the strange scenes
of long ago, whilst ever and anon their
would linger on a glittering rapier whieh:
rested in solitary state above the fireplace—
the Sword of the Temples.

THE END.
the Grand New Serial nexi

week.)

{Look out for
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8
EDDIE POLO

A Thrilling Story of the Fsmecus Film Star’s Early Siruggles and Triumphs.

THE THREADS OF THE STORY.

EDDIE POLO as an unknown boy acrcbat
joins Busto’s World-Famed Menagerie and
Circus in Western America. He quickly
makes his mark, and becomes great friends
with Ginger the clown, and Esta, Mr. Busto’s
eharming 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 eo-called
“aceidents.” At the same time he makes ib
hot for himself to stay, and leaves, breath-
ing revenge on his late rival. A perform-
ancé in the great marquee is drawing to a
close when suddenly twelve bandits draw
out revolvers and hold up the audience.
Eddie, at the top of the tent, sees his op-
portunity, and, at the risk of his own life,
sayes 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 ag was
supposed, and within a few days is almost
himself again. They discover the organiser
of the raid to be the ex-acrobat Rogeriguo,
and as 3 punishment they tar-and-feather
him, and run him out of town. The circus
leaves Scooter’s Drift, and makes tracks for
the next place. Eddie, on going to Esta's
van to speak to her, discovers her missing.
He and the Indian track the Spaniard to a
ravine, and effect an astounding rescue.

(Now read on.)

‘The Rescue!

EL ROGERIGUO gave a little cry of
-hatred and baffled rage, and, D-
ping out to the edge of the ravine,
raised his rifle and pcered along the

sights at the two figurds swaying aloft on
the stretched lariat. Another second and he
would have fired, but as Eddie and Esta
swung madly across the rope for safety, it
was dificult for him to get his sights on.
And then Red Cloud acted.

His automatic erackled, and, looking down
for a fleeting second, .Eddie Polo saw the
greaser crumple up with a faint cry, drop
rifle down the ravine, and then, with a
hing spasm of pain, follow the weapon
tO\\«IdS the rocks at the bottom of the
thousand-feot drop. Esta gave a little gasp
as she saw the greaser's carcass hurtling
down, turning over and over itself in its
flight, but Eddie consoled her by telling her
Le was dead already.

“Red Cloud was too swift on the draw for
hiim,” eaid the lad; “and, unless we hurry,
he’li-get Lopez as well.”

They did burry, but Red Cloud didn’t geb
the other half-caste. As scon as that worthy
had realised that Eddie Polo had baffled
him yet again, and that the boy wasn’t the
only attacker on ‘the opposite -side of the
ravine, as the greaser had thought, he wasted
no more time, but turned to run to where

his horse was tethered. But as he glanced
back at the sound of Del Rogeriguo’s rifle
shot, he saw that worthy stumble and fall,
and the terror of ‘a like fate lent strength
to his legs and wings. to his feet, and he
hurled himself through the forest and the
undergrowth like a madman.

He passed the smouldering remains of the
camp-fire where Esta had lain, and he kicked

the embers aside with a curse and as vin-

dictively as he would have kicked Eddie Polo
had that youth been lying there, hound and
gagged and in the greaser's power. Then he
grabbed up his blanket and sped onwards,
caring for nothing but the safety of his own
neck and hide.

Meanwhile, Eddie and Esta completed their
perilous passage across the ravine, though by
the time the girl arrived in the safety of
the upper lareh branches she felt that her
arms were almost pulled out of their sockets.
But Eddie lowered her to the ground care-
fully, and presently, after she had lain down
a little while, the blood began to circutate
more normally, and she -announced herself
ready to go back to the (amp with Eddie
and the Indian.

They talked but little as they dollowed the
trail back to where Grey Wind and the little
mustang were tied, for they required all
their eyes to save themselves from disaster
on the rough ground. But presently, when
they were mounted and riding through the
moonlight towards where, like a star in the
distance, the light of Busto’s signal fire
could he seen, Esta turned again to Eddie,
and endeavoured to thank him once more.

“Don’t speak ahout that, Miss Esta,” said
Eddie shortly., “There's no need for it, but
there would have been a need for blame if
1'd not done what I could to get you out
of the greasers’ grip. ‘Sides, Bud’s my pal
and your man, and when I serve you I serve
him.  And I haven’t forgotten as it was you
who pleaded with your father to offer me
employment with the Show when I wag starv-
ing for want of a job, and this is my
way of paying back a little bit of what I owe
you all. So we'll say no more ahout it shall
we? I forgeb, though—you haven't told me
how you came to be in the greasers’ hands
in the first place.”

“1 don't rightly know myself,
“] was working with everybs dy else
night, striking the tents and getting ready
for the road, and just as I passed one of the
waggons I heard somehbody moaning as if
in awful pain. I stepped aside to se¢ what
was wrong, when suddenly a cloak was
thrown over my head, ard I was gagged and

* said Esta.
last

bound in less than mo time by the two
greasers. They carried me away hebween

them very slowly, which makes me think
they  were dodging people -who might have
spotted them, and then -présently they won
to where they’'d tethered horses. They made

me mount and ride with them, and Garcia del

Rogeriguo kept telling me how finy I'd logk
in his hacienda in New Mexico, and what a
fine wife I'd make him; and onee or twice
when I answered ‘him back he slupped me
across the face—said it was begianing my
training.”

Eddie's face went white with anger.

“The rotter!” he ejaculated. “And to
think that we once let him get away with

his life! There’s one other thijg, Esta.
The next time I come face to Yace with
Lopez there won't bg any time for ’ Howdy !’

or anything like that; I shall just draw and
shoot him down like the dog he is. Hallo,
here’s some of the boys! Red Couds lost
no time in spreading the glad tidings.
Evidently the Indian, whom hddle had sent
on ahead while Grey \de plodded onwards
with her double burden, had told everybody,
for it seemed as if the whole circus camp,
men, women, children, and dogs—even a few
chickens—had turned out to greet the re-
covered daughter of the boss. 4fnd they
checred Eddie, and the women Lkisied Esta,

and old Busto cried.
B good time that same afterndon, huf

when the men started to strip the
waggons ready to erect the camp the boss
held up his hand.

“Work first, folks say, and play -after-
wards!” he cried. “But well reverse the
maxim.. We’ll play first—and play all night
to-night, and to-morrow we’ll open with a
grand procession. Say, what’s the matter
with just pushing on a few more miles to
St. Louis, and getting Bud Truefit and my
daughter married’ there, and then  coming
back here and playing hokey-pokey in a real
first-class manner for the benefit of the
citizens of this one-eyed hole? Eddie Polo,
aren't you best-man of this wedding outfit?”

“I- haven't -been detailed for the job as
yet,” replied Eddie; “but 1 dare say I can
manage it, if I'm asked. Say, boss, leave it
all to me; we’ll have a regular circus wed-

A Circus Woedding !
USTO’S Great and Original T lavelling
Circus reached BSulphur Spings in

ding. Have I got a free hand.’
“Yes,” said Busto, and “Yes!” yelled the
crowd.

“Right!” said Eddie. “Bud and Esta, I'm
sorry to rob you of a day of your married
life, but it’s got to he done. There ain’t
a-going to he no hele-and-corner affair at a
poky church or a registmr's office about this
It’s the first I've ever been to, and
it's going to be done in style. You, Esta,
just go and _put the last few stitches into
your \xeddmg finery, and if there’s anything
you'd like ordered in St. Louis—well, there'll
be a messenger riding in to get a fcw things
shortly and he’ll Go your errands. Say, Bud,
there’s’ a whole lot of things for a bhachelor
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to do the last day of hias singie life—making
his will, burning love-letters, and all that
sort of thing. Don’t you think you'd better
geb busy?”

Bud and Esta laughed and turned away.
No sooner were they out of earshot than
¥ddie turned to the remainder of the circus
hands.

“Get out all the paint and brushes from
the store van,” ordered the lad, “and set to
work to furbish up every van and vehicle we
have. Bandmaster, you'd better fix up all
the gilding on the band car, and have your
chaps polish up their instruments like new.
Stablemen, groom and tend all the horses—
we want their coats to shine like a new collar
on a sweep’s face to-morrow—and when
vou've done that get the harnmess polished.
Tverything’s to be got ready for a grand
procession through Sb. Louis to-morrow. It
isn’t every
~ravelling Circug!” '

The men scattered about their various jobs,
and Eddie, spurring Grey Wind, buzzed off
in another direction to see to other details.
He called the bandmaster aside and discussed
with him a programme of music for the
following day, and told that worthy to take
the band into the plain when they‘d finished
furbishing themselves and practise like fiends.
He had the hands erect the big tent in the
near-by field, hanging on it every scrap of
bhunting that could.be collecfed throughout
Sulphur Springs. He had the vans and
waggons drawn out by hand into the order of
their procession for the following morning,
and long tables, covered with white cloths,
arranged in the clean sawdust-covered arena.
And, finally, he rode into St. Louis and inter-
viewed several officials, and when night came
erawled into his bed and slept the slecp of
the utberly exhausted.

The citizens of St. Lounis had hardly com-
menced work the next day when there sud-
denly burst upon their ears the sound of a
blaring brass band. There was no mistaking
it-=this was none of those milk-and-water
temperance bands that sometimes paraded the
eity, but something out to celebrate a joyous
oceasion.

They deserted desk and typewriter and tape
machine. Bven the lift-boys in the great

buildings, and the counter-girls in the big:

shops deserted their posts and crowded in
doorways and windows to see the strange pro-
cession. It came, blaring and bragging with
hefty thumps of the drum. First, on a mag-
nificent white horse, dressed in his white
dress-suit and top hat, rode Busto himself,
alone and unsupported; then followed the
eight horses of the gaudy band waggon, all
black and all stepping daintly together, while,
perched atop the red-and-gold vehicle, were
the thirty bandsmen, each playing his instru-
ment as though his soul were in the job.

Tollowed immediately afterwards Red Cloud:
and a score of other Indians empleyed about *
the circus, eaech in tribal blanket, war-paint, ;

and feathers, and, despite their grave faces
and dignified bearing, enjoying the pageantry
and the attention they were attracting to the
full. And, lumbering' along, followed the
tribes, the two big elephants and the four
camels belonging to the circus, each animal
drawing a small, gaily-coloured trotting
buggy, in which was perched a small hoy
“or girl dressed as a Roman charioteer.

Then came three or four of the mnewly-
painted, flag-decked caravanms, with Ginger
Wiggles, the clown, in new ring costume,
tumbling and throwing catherine-wheels and
eracking his long whip and his quips in the
{face of all and sundry, ambling along on
Neddy, the donkey. who every now and then
would cause roars of laughter by suddenly
stopping and solemnly throwing up his hind
legs, causing Ginger to fall over his head to
the ground.

And then, in the very centre of the happy,
decorated, noisy procession, the very people
in whose honour it was being heid. Escorted
by Bud Truefit’s outfit of cowboys, each in
a clean red shirt, his best Stetson hat _and
snowy chans, with glistening belts and bando-
liers filled with new and shining brass carf-
Tidges and their trusty guons, and supported
by Eddie Polo, in full acrobat’s costume,
riding Grey Wind, came Bud Truefit and Esta
Busto, each in their ring attire, ambling along
delicately in the centre of the mob, Esta
blushing shyly at the ovation she receivea
from the people, while Bud occasionally
scratehed his chin and wished it was all over.

Then came the rest of the circus waggons,
each in their best Sunday coat of paint, and
Die other animals, with each horse hacked
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we have a wedding in Busto’s |

Are You a Sportsman? Then

by some quaint character. And yet there was
one thing that made the circus procession
different from every other St. Louis had
ever seen. Though the band blared and the
veople paraded, there wasn't the slightest
trace of advertisement about it, and the
people wondered why. They were accustomed
to men with huge megaphones and flaring
posters, to handbills being thrust into their
hands and-thrown about their ears, but with
this procession nobody even attempted to
make a noise even about its name. And then
the rumour grew that it was a wedding pro-
cession, and, as if by magic, newspaper men
got out pencils and notebooks, and wrote
down descriptions of the show, camera fiends
snapped it from every corner and angle, while
a couple of cinema eameras shot the whole
thing from the base of a great statesman’s
statue.

And at last they reached the church, and
the procession formed up in a square, while
Esta, Bud, and all the cowboys, with Mr.
Busto and Eddie Polo in attendance, wan-
dered up the aisle, while the band played
outside the appropriate “Wedding March.”
Eddie produced the ring at the right moment,
and thrust it inte the panic-stricken Bud's
hand, Mr. Busto gave his daughter away, and
the old parson kissed the girl at the end of
the ceremony, little knowing that as he did
so fifteen hands dropped to as many pistols
and the escort of cowbeys looked towards the
thunderstruck Bud for the signal to draw and
perforate this old bounder who kissed their
Esta without even asking her brand-new
husband's permission.

But Eddie scowled at them, rand- they
realised that if he said nothing everything
was all right. But they weren’t going to
be surpassed by a grey-whiskered old parson
—not they. They lined up in a queue and
kissed Bsta themselves, while Busto raged,
Bud looked like one stunned, and Eddie Polo
grinned.

Outside, and back to the procession. Buf
now Esta and Bud led the whole show, and
Esta hung her head and blushed as the
band thundered out the great and rousing
“Wedding March.” And the sympathetic
8t. Louisans showed their appreciation of this
novel wedding by showering rice and col
fetti upon the bride and groom and
man and father, and even upen the Roman

gladiators, till the elephants looked as ir
they had been attacked with white and
coloured measles where the confetti discs

stuek to their hides.

Clang, clang, clang! Like a mad peal of
bells the rattle and roar of a fire-engine
sounded in the rear of the procession, and,
trained for every emergency, the drivers of
all waggons and the riders of all steeds drove
their charges close in to the side of the street,
leaving a clear road for the ramping, roaring
fire-engines to pass through. And the fire:
engines took advantage of the road in proper
fashion, their bells clanging and their turbine
pumps already working. Some of the circus
horses were affected strangely, as if they
were- excited by the swift dash of the red-
painted motor engines and escapes flashing
past them. Esta’s old pack horse stood and
regarded the engines and escapes as things
of no account, while Red Lightning, on which
Bud Truefit was mounted, tried to stand on
his hind legs and paw the air with nervous.
ness—a thing he seldom showed. And then,
as if tainted with the contagion, Grey Wind
put her ears back and whinnied, and, despite
all Eddie Polo’s efforts to rein her in, bolted
like a mad thing in the direction taken by
the fire-fighting waggons.

Eddie swung back as hard as he dared,
fearful of breaking the reins, and as he went
he began to talk socothingly to Grey Wind,
for the horse knew and loved his voice, and,
besides, was already beginning to repen{
having bolted so incontinently. And very
gradually Eddie gentled her and soothed her,
till at last, just as she reached the street
wherein the fire-engines and eseapes were at
work, she allowed herself to be fully pacified.

Eddie looked up at the sight of the burning
building. It was a skyscraper, some twenty
stories high, and smoke was issuing in dense
clouds from all its windows. One whole floor,
halfway up, was well alight, and, while every-
body had managed to escape from the rooms
below the fire without any trouble, the half-
dozen escapes placed ayound the upper parg
were crowded with women and girls who had
been trapped and kept prisomers until the
arrival of the fire-fighters. -

Bddie leapt from Grey Wind's back, and
turned to a bystander.

“Pretty hot corner—eh?” he commented,

Read—

“Pretty deadly one, top—or will be
presently,” said the other. “The top two
floors of that building are used by the tele-
phone company as an exchange, and there are
at least seventy girls penned up in there.
And the escapes are far too short to reach
I always was against allowing t
to build twenty-storey buildings in a city
with fifteen-storey fire-escapes. Now, maybe,
there’ll be those who'll listen to me when
I talk in their council.”

But Eddie hadn’t time to discuss the ethic
of providing long escapes for long buildings.
There were girls in danger—human beings
trapped in the cenflagration. Surely there
must be some chance of rescuing them, of
getting them to the escapes. He called a lad
standing near, and handed Grey Wind's bridle
to him. Then, with a few words to the mare,
he shouldered his way through the press, a
queer figure in the singlet and tights of his
nerobatic profession.

He won to the nearest fire-engine, - and
asked to be shown the chief. And just as
he reached this worthy’s side there was a
sudden shout from the crowd, a crash, d
then silence. Eddie, looking up swiftly, F
a huge coping-stone fetch away as the flames
licked round it, and, falling on the upper
part of the city’s longest fire-escape, it had
snapped the ladder in halves thirty feet down.

“Can I help in any way, chief?” asked
Eddie. “I hear there are girls trapped in the
top stories.”

% “That’s too true,”” was the curt answer.

And unless you can show us how to pre-
long that ladder another fifty feet, I'm
afraid you can't do much.”

But Eddie was looking aloft—locking to
where the thick cable which carri
number of trunk cireunit wires into eve
phone exchange flung its black lengtih-from
the summit of the burning building te an
insulator on top of another tall building *
some hundred yards away. And then, with
swift force. came back the remembrance
of his and Esta's crossing of the slung lariat
the night when Del Rogeriguo and Lopez were
defending the ravine.

" Subsiivile tuat wire for the rope,” he said
to himseif, *and it's easy. But the girls in
there aren’t all Esta’s—most of ’em ‘would
be oo terrified to try the trick, and half of
those who did try wbuld lev go and drop to
the street. Wait & minute, though. Say,
chief, have you got a nice stout rope, big
enough to reach the top of the building from
the ladder?”

“Half a dozen of ’‘em.
answer. 5

“Let me have a couple, will you, piease
said Eddie. “I think I've discovered the way
to lengthen those ladders of yours, or, at
least, to bring the girls within reach of
them. Hand over thc ropes, and tell your
men to watch oui for me and take the girls
as they pass out. I'm going over to the te
phone exchange, via the trunk cireuit line

“You’re mad, man—absolutely mad!” was
the chief's astonished answer. *“Why, the
whole building may ecollapse any minute and
kill outright everybody that’s in it—you're
going to certain death if you attempt to
enter it "

“I'm going to certain shame all the rest of
my life if I don't do what-I can to save
those women,” returned Eddie. *Chief, I'm
a trained acrobat, and I can get where the
ordinary man cannot possibly go; I can do -
things that in the ordinary way are impos-
sible. I propose now to cross the bridze
formed by the thick cable aloft. there,
carrying with me a couple of your ropes,
down which, after I have managed to enter
the building, I shall send the girls one at
a time. Your men, on the top of the fire-
escapes, should be waiting to take those girls,
and, if there’'s a dunger of that place falling
in, as you say, then the more time we waste
talking here, the less good we'll be able to
do. Chief, am 1 to have those ropes?”

“You can, my lad, and Heaven go with
you!” snapped the chief, thrusting out ‘his
hand. Eddie shook it, rushed to the nearest
fire-engine, and, with the ccil of rope. over
his shoulder, darted through 'the ¢rowd-and
into the building, from whose untouched roof
he was going to start operations.

He found the lift deserted, and the
who should have been in attendance sten
with open mouth looking at the fire. Ld
dragged him away, and while the 1ift si
him up fifteen stories, he busied himself wrap.
ping around his body the two ropes, so that
he could have his hands and legs free for the
perilous erossing.

“There ain’t no stairs Teading to the roof,”

1

rer

8

Why?" was the

said the lift-boy, in answer to Eddie Polo’s
question. “Yew’ll have to erawl out of the
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\'nmk)v and go ‘a";e‘z’a‘g the fedde up the rain-

pipe.
Eddie threw up the window and gazed ont |
upen the erowd helow. They lookcd like So

many ants, and the great fire- emzmeb belelt-
ing forth tons of water appeared to be no
biguer thay maetehhoves. JThen he lovked
his head, and saw the thick wire eable
from the corner of the building fifty |

ay.
Gmfre‘rly he. thrust himself out over space,
feeling with his foot for the narrow ledice
runaing round the ploek. It was just a foob |
wige, ahd there wasn’t any room for faney J
walking as he stepped out. He rﬂth,ed fo |
allow himself to think what would be the |
result if he were to drop to the pa\ement
below ; all he thbught about was that thick
wire. Inch by imeh, flat against the wall, |
moving gideways, mth his eves fixed ait the
while on the whﬂﬁ faces of the girls a6 the |
upper winodsw of the burning bnoox de.t
edged his way along. Pxew‘ntlv he won to a
ranpij and the watehing crowds elt a
sudden clutch at their hearts as his foct, in

1on his

He caught it for the tHird leap, #rid swung
$for a mmute, derking @
weight and its Yastent

sure of these, and his it

Iie way none too
¢ wrinkled dubiousty.

But he had no time to pu‘k and choose, and, | !

indeed, the cable presented the only oppor-
t\xmty‘ of hridging the m'li Between himself
and these barning rooms:
So he had to risk it, and, with a cmlin
ace, ahd an unuﬂmm prayer. in :
swung once, twice, thrice, and then,
d, started off on mq rpulons
11 while the flames roared and eraekled
as t-hm."h in protest at this daring attempt
to depfi\'e them of their prey.

T

heart,

Bsating the Fiamea! 7
HERE was breathless eilem"e m t 14t

\ut & ..’7111!11 could
restiess
eam-pumips and the hissing of the water

SW
pculoua journey.
be heard save the throbbing of the

on its hind legs and paw the air.

Re the red-painted fire-sngine dashed by, Eddie Polo’s horse tried to stand |-
bolted in the direction of the fire.

Then despite alli the boy could do, it

turning, stipped, and he hung for a dizzy
mn‘utc over space. And theu tlh,y cheered
with relicf as they saw him, like a tiny white
ant, grip the rainpipe and mount roofwards.
The ropcs areund his waist hampered him
. a let, but they were necessary evils, and as
t,hey couldn’t be cured they must be endured.
hey nearly pulled him back as he reached
the coping and made a great ecHort to
scramble ever it. He hung by his hands for
a full minute from the edge of the fifteen
storey huilding, while below the macadam
pavement yvearned to feel the thud of his soft
body on its own hard surface. And there
wa«nt a soul breathed as, with a sudden
e Bddic Polo pulled himself to the edge
of ‘the coping-stone, and, with a swift heaye,
rolled himself, ropes and all, on to the flaf
roof of the building.

He scrambled to his feet, and waved an-

encouraging haed to the telephone-giris, wiio,
from the sma d out windows of ’heu‘ ﬁexy
prison; were watching him. They knew he
was eoining to i rescue, and they smiled
baek in response to his encouragement.

And now Eddie Pelo had two handicaps to
face—the additional weight of fifty fathoms
of rope, and the upward slant of the wire
eable. But he was cut to conquer handicaps
that day, aund, after rubbing his hands on
the roof to wet rid ¢f any perepuatmn and
grease, he c"ouc'led Tow on his haunches and
sprang upwards inte the air, reaching for
the cireuit. : =

as it fell on the walls of the burning building.
Strong men felt a grip at their hea:ts that
pxnented even coherent thoughts, women
sobbed softly, and prayed that the intrepid
youth might succeed in his dapgerous task.
The white-faced telepbone-gitls, crowded at
the upper dows of the blazing block,
clasped their hands together in anxious
agony, and all the while, yard by yard,
Eddie Polo swung, hand over hand, up that
steep incline of the wires. S

The dead weight of the ropes bound around
his body puiled heavily, and severely taxed
his strength. 'The wire circuit sagged with
his weigh®, and made the feat all the more
di thcxﬂt of accomplishment.

Once, twice, his hands slipped down the
greasy wire, and a great sigh of suspense
swept over the watehing crowd. And then,
at long last, he neared his goal. He could
feel the waves of heat rising and enguliing
him, and he gasped for breath. Only his
iron will and determination prevented his
being choked, and, once, letting go with one
hand while he hv.mg over a three-bundred-feet
drop with the other, he clutched at the
neck of his singlet, and tore it free, so that
he could breathe more freely. Tt seemed as
if his heart had bden transposed into a great
trip-hammer, that mereilessly beat inside his
body, as thou"h his 1un«'s were bursting.

thotigh to test its |

(Another fine instalment of this grand sevial
next Friday.)
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PROGRAMBME FOR NEXTY

GRAND NEW SERIAL.

1 have beea very fortunate m securing a
rattling Hew adventure serial Wwhich will
malke it8 appe wce in next Friday's issue
of the “Fopula ‘his story wiid be entitled:
“THE OUTLAWE OF THE SEAS!V
By Maurics Everard,

en ruum’( the
ccaneers’ reign of
. Phere have been many
;bnf this latest tale of
s will be thie best that has
Thv \ull be ‘plent

iih’e seenes of which are

terror over t}
bueceaneer
Maurice Bvi
.)ec‘n nabhehm

&

serial wi
of its appe
Inctuded in the gramd sclection of storiey
for next week
plete ta £
friars School, which is b
week’s yarn, and will

TTRAINING FOR

& Co. of Greys
and zequel of thig
entitled:
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TCURNAMENT {1

By Frank Richards,

1, {0}
CVery ywhere.
mﬁinsm, cmploys the
ck Harper, the owner
tre in Courtficld
y fairly hum with ex
t, for this grand school tale in m\t-

’mthcx new fale of
“rHE EXPLOITS OF FERRERS
LCCKE, DETECTIVE DY

will be next on the list of good t.lmw and
will come up to my rmders e\pr_ctamons‘.
Excitement and thriil is not lacking, and
am sure that it will be voted onc of the hest
yarns of the amazing criminal investigator
we've had as yet. Be sure you do not miss
reading - ;
And another and final instalment of the
qmnd hh, story of fantous Eddie Polo in

L FiGHTlNG FCR FAME!”

This seriak has heen very popular with my
chums, so I am seriously thinking of having
a sequel to this tale, which would deal, not
with Eddie Polo's life as an acrobat, bub
during the time of his first appearance before
the cantera. But, of course, that has to be
considered a little longer, but I hope to have
arrived at some decision by next Friday. I
might add that there are other surprises in
the, so I advise my loyal Iriends to keep
2 striet look-out for further anmouncements
regarding the introduction of new features.

RAILWAYS.

There are plenty of railway companies in
this ntry wio own no rolling stock atb

aii—tot a carriage, not & locomotive, not as

n
u‘i

a tml'“y for a porter to trundle
s’ backs when they ave least expecting

In the old days there was a rush
of railway enterprise, aad conipanies were
formed to make what are called leased lines.
The few big companies hire the metals of
these minor associations, and the public
imagines it 13- all one corporation.. In one

case, the railway company which serves a
good slice of England could not get into itz
own terminus i it were not for the per-
mission of another eorporation, which made
the last bit of line into town.

: 'THE POPULAR.~NO, 95,

much
into f
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THE FAILURE.

There was a reference In the papers the
bther day to the nced of accepting failure,
Of course, to know how to lose is half the

ame, bubt there should pot be any sitting

own under a sense of defeat.  Seniors
are over fond of quoting the saying that in
the bright lexicon of youth there is no such
word as_“fail.” The word is.there, right
enough, but it is the meaning given to it
#hat- matters. - Failure is the steppi[ig-stone
‘triumph. If you did not fail now and
n, as likely as not you would stagnate.
gpken success spoils a character. It pro-

and lowers the standard of 8 man’s work.
The senss that there might be failure brings
excellence of endeavour, ﬁnd makes a chap
wire .in iot all he is wort

OOOKSURENESS.

It Is a hatetul quality to meet. There are
individuals who get on in life a bit, and then
think they are excepbxonally endowed. They
turn unpleasant to their fellows, and show
ingratitude towards those who have helped
them on the way. There is nothing much
meaner, more ignoble, and detestable than

THE POPU‘LAR—Every Friday.

pleasanter it s to meet; a man who has
not had much luck than the overbearing
party who gasse8 without end about his
marvellous exploits. And they ars not @8

§ very wonderful, all sald and done!l

over-confidence, too much gelf-esteem, ° this trait.

You know yourself how much
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ize Froe Edgte and Special Ofer of Sample Bicycle,
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MAKE THIS PERFECT

MINIATURE BIPLANE.

This model is the ontcome of five years’ experimental and research
work. It is seientifically strengthened with an entirely new
method of spar construction, which allows the model being made
fromn a special stiff quality of paper. Movable controls are fitted,
Automatic stability Is obtained by fltting the Iifting Dplanes on the
new MASCO principle. All details are reproduced in the model,
including IYnstrument Board, Air-pump, Pitot Tubes, Petrol Ser,
vice Tank, etc. The model is provided wlith elastlc shock absorbers
on the chassiy axle and tail-skid. These avold broken parts in +f
the event of bad landings. The span of the model is 12 ins.,
T len%m 12 ins. hexght 5 ins. We guarantee that the model will
perform all the  evolutions of any present-day aeroplane, Our
guarantese has been amply proved: by the faot that we have
xecelved ‘xundreds of letters of appreciation from model enthusiasts.

Complete seb of parts and filustrated instructions, PRICH 1/-,
Post Free. (Stamps unacceptable.)
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“Minecurled at once,” writes Major. Thausands of tes-
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A.P.), Upper Russell St., Brighton.
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biggest and most beautifully
xllquﬁ!cfj art catalogue ever issued.
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i The Popular." PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

Send this coupon with P.0, for only 5/- direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Fleet St., London, E.C. 4. In rcturn you will receive (post free) a
splendid British Made 1440 Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen,valuel0/6 If
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Do you suffer from nervous
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PHOTO POSTCARDS OF YOUESE LF, 1/3 doz, 12 by 10 EN-
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If 5o, let the Girvan System help you to increase
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sieisisateieiaissaiinsainibniol

: WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS g
J® BE SURE TO MENTION THIS PAPER.

sprsjenietaieioloet ”’—‘“ﬁyﬁﬁ—iﬁ%ﬁ%ﬁ-‘”ﬂf«%w 5

Printed and Dnblishad every Friday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Presg, Limited, The Fleetway House, Farringdon St;:eet Tondon, E.O. 4.

Advermemem offices; The Fleet
& d. i3,

btoa‘ ; .58, 6d. for six months. Sole ts for

tway. House, Farringdon Btreaﬁ Lomigg. 2, ~
«'a.aud Blessrs, Gorden & Goich, Litd.; aml for cnadm'rm Imparial News Coi Ltdy nﬁaturéu&

Subscription rates: Inland, 1
ca 'Iha Central News Agency, L

d. for six months,
‘Sole azent.s for Australis ;ﬁd New.
Mwmber ¥3th, 192050 &




