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"By OWEN
CONQUEST.

(duthor of the Grand Stories of
Rookwood, which appear in the
“BOYS' FRIEND™ every week).

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Uncle James at a Discount!

ICK OSWALD locked in at the door
of the end study in the Fourth Form
passage ab Rookwood School. There
was a buzz of excited voices in that

famous apartment.

Jimmy Silver, Lovell, Raby, and Newcome,
the Fistical Four of the Fourth, were holding
& discussion, -and their voices could be heard
haif-way down the passage.

“Something’s got to be dorie!” Lovell was
saying, emphasising his remark with a bang
ef his fist on the study table, which made
the table jump. - :

© “We’re being chipped to death by all the
school—Classicals and Moderns alike,” .ex-
claimed. Raby.

“They're calling us the Fatheaded Four,
and we jolly well deserve it, after the way
we've let the Bagshot bounders walk gver
uvs!”-said . Newcome hotly. ¢

To which Jimmy- Silver:. responded ;

o “Keep smiling!” | :

“leep smiling, be blowed!” roared Lovell,

"I tell you, we’ve gobt to get our own back
on the Bagshot -bounders. Haven't they
japed us, and. dished us, and spoofed -us,
and isn’t all Rookwood caekling about it?”

“Cackling no end!” said Raby. dolorously.
“Our giddy prestige is gone! They. caill this
study a home for idicts now!”

“Well, that ain’t far wrong, so far as
three of us are concerned!” said Jimmy
Silver tartly,

“Why, you asg—="

“Why, you fathead——"

“Why, you burbling duffer i

“You leave it to your Uncle Jimmy!" said
Jimmy Silver scothingly. - 2

“Yes; we've heard all about that!” snorted
Lovell. “And didn’t you land us beautifully
last time—right into the hands of the Philis-
tines! Everybody’s still eackling about it.”

“And when I proposed a new wheeze, you
shoved my head in the coal-locker!” said
Jimmy Silver indignantly. :

“Yes; that's what you want for your
wheezes!” said Lovell. “That’s about what
they’'re worth! This study had better oo out
of business. altogether, I think, and: give
Bagshot best,” :

Dick Oswald grinned. His cheery face,
. looking in at the study doorway, had not
even been noticed by the excited four,

“Busy, you fellows?” he demanded.

“Hallo, Oswald! Come in!”’ said Jimmy
Silver, looking round. “We’re holding a pow-
wow. Bagshot have got to die the giddy
death! Tell these dulfers to leave off burb-
ling and trust their Unecle James.”

“Oh, blow Bagshot!” said Oswald. “Give
Bagshot a rest! Besides, they always give
you the kybosh, you know—-"

“Why, vou cheeky ass——" roarcd Lovell.

“Something * else on,” explained .Oswald.
“I've looked in to see if you fellows would
like to come along with me. Lots of the
chaps are going, Ever heard of the Great
Springer?”

‘““Phe which?”? : : .

“Chap who does the lfong jump?” asked
Lovell, a little ‘interested. :

Lovell was rather good af the long jump
himseli. «

“Ha, ha! No! Professor Springer, the
¢onjurer. Does conjuring fricks, you know—
lishes loaves out. of your hat, and whales
out of your watch-cases—more or less. He's
called the Great Springer on the posters.
Some chaps have seen him in Lateham, and
they say he’s good. He’s giving a matinee
show. at Coombe this afternoon, and, as it's
- 'EOE PoPULAR.—No, 102,
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too wet for footer, I'm going.
my treat!” -

“Not. a .bad idea,” said Raby. “I re-
member seeing it in the local rag now.
Better than staying in, listening to Jimmy
Silver’s rot!”

Come along—

“Much better!” agreed Newcome, “We’ll
come!”
“Trot along, then!” said Oswald.  “Begins

at three!”

“ Right-ho I”

The pow-wow in the end study was in-
definitely postponed. Outside the old quad-
rangle of Rookwood the leafless beeches were
simply weeping with rain. Footer was out
of the question that aftcrnoon. The Fistical
Four had heen improving the shining hour
by -holding a council of war. But they
agreed that a conjuring entertainment was
a little better. than “jawing ” in the study.
The iniquitous bounders of Bagshot were
granted a respite. :

. -THE SECOND CHAPTER.
: Pankiey Scores |

(13 TICE weather for ducks!” growled
Lovell.

The rain was coming down in a

steady —drizzle. The football

ground was swimming with it.” The heeches

Ain the old quad creaked and wept.

Quite a little army of Rookwond fellows
marched out when the Fistical Four started
for Ceombe. Tommy Dodd & Co. of the
Modern side were there, and Adolphus
Smythe and his nutty friends of the Sheli.
In overcoats and macintoshes, snd with an
army of umbrellas, the juniors started.

The lane was wet and muddy, and the
Rookwooders squelched through the mud and
made remarks about the weather, and arrived
ab last in the little village of Coombe. In
spite of the weather, a goodly audience was
turning up at the village room for the con-
entertainment. ~ Entertainments of
any kind were rare in the quiet village, and
as the charges were decidedly reasonable,
the good folk of Coombe were extending a
hearty support to the Great Springer.

The village room, where *Pleasant Satur-
day Afternoons ” could be spent under the
kindly auspices of the viear, was not a
palatial building. It was an edifice of cor-
rugated iron, and, architecturally considered,
it was a blot upon the landscape. But it
was dry and warm, and its shelter was very
weleome to Jimmy Silver & Co.

Oswald, who was in funds, took five tickets
for his party at sixpence each. There were
reserved seats at a shilling each, and Smythe
of the Shell, of course, bagged some of them
for his party. Adolphus Smythe never did
anything like a common mortal. .

Long wooden
audience, and a temporary stage, at one

end of the long room, was concealed—or

partly concealed—by curtaing®which Lovell
deseribed as cock-eyed.
- Jimmy Silver -& Co. secured front seats,
and Jimmy surveyed the audience. A howl
from a group of fellows at a little distance
came to his ears:

“Hallo, - Rookwood duffers!”

“Bagshot bounders!” growled Jimmy. °

Pankley and Poole and several other
juniors from Bagshot School were there.
They grinned amiably at the Rookwood
fellows. Their late encounters with Rook-
wood had ended entirely in their favour,
and Pankley & €o, were feeling very pleased
with {hemselves. -

The curtains which Lovell had deseribed as
cack-eyed were drawn aside—locking consider-
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ably more cock-eyed after that. operation.
A little gentleman in black, with a black
box, was disclosed to view.

Professor Springer was worth a second
glance. He was a very small man physicaliy,
but he had a very important manner. His
evening-clothes made him look still slighter.
He had a thick head of hair, evidently a
wig, and he wore an enormous beard. The
beard would probably have been grey if
left to itself, but as a matter of faet it was
jet-black, with a bluish tinge when it caught
the light. The Great Springer had un-
doubtedly dyed it. He had a large, bushy
moustache of the same hue; and big, bushy,
black eyebrows. Never had the juniors seen
8o hairy a gentleman. He wore also a pair
of large, gold-rimmed pinee-nez, which jus-
tified their name by pinching his nose cruelly,
and causing the end of it to glow with a
fiery red. 2 5

“That chap’s worth the tanmer. just fo
look at him;” said Levell, somewhat restored
to good-humour by the sight of the pro-
fessor.

But, queer-locking as the Great Springer
undoubtedly was, he was a good entertainer
in his own line. He proceeded to open his
biack bag, and astonish the simple folk of
Coombe with his mysterious tricks. Though
fortune had apparently not smiled upon the
Great Springer—to judge by the evident age
of his evening-clothes, and by the fact that
he was giving entertainments in the little
village at all—he was certainly a clever con-
jurer.

Jimmy Silver & Co. watched him with great
interest. ~ When the professor requested
assistance from the audience, Pankley of
Bagshot went on the stage. Pankley was
always ready for the limelight. He looked
a little uneasy when the professor reduced
his watch to powder, and was greatly re-
lieved when the watch was handed back to
him uninjured, amid cheers from the audience,

Then the professor asked for a silk topper,
and Adolphus . 8mythe obliged.  Adolphus’
face was 3 study when the Great Springer
lighted a fire in the hat; but the hat was
returned undamaged.

“Jolly clever, by gad!” Adolphus confessed.

Jimmy Silver was looking thoughtful. The
professor was decidedly entertaining, and an
idea had come into Jimmy's active brain.
During & pause in the proceedings he whis-
pered to his chums

“I've got a dodge.”

“At it .again!” said Lovell.

“Oh, ‘don't be an ass!” said Jimmy.
“Look here, we've been thinking of raising
a fund at Rookwoad for the local hospital—
giving a show and charging for admission,
you know. Tt's a bit difficult to make up
a show that the fellows would pay to see.”

“More than a bit difficult,” said Raby.

“Well, I've got a wheeze. What about
getting Springer to come and entertain?”

“My hat!”

“Everybody would come and see him, and
we could have the Form-room for the show,”
argued Jimmy. “We could charge three-
pence a head—tanner each for the Sixth.
This chap would do it cheap. He don’t look
like a millionaire. Suppose he came for a
guinea? = Well, we might take three or four
pounds if we rushed all the fellows into tak-
ing tickets—see? That would be a good
whack for our fund.” ;

“Well, that’s not bad,” agreed Lovell.

“Pankley’s doing the same thing at Bagshot.

As soon as he heard we were raising money
for the hospital he bagged the idea. He
says we bagged it from him, the bounder!”
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®Well, lots of people are doing it,” said
Jimmy. “It's up to everybody to shell out
for a good cause like that. With this nobby
wheeze we ought to raise more money than
Pankley will get at Bagshot.”

“Good egg!” sald Raby. “We'll beat him
in that, at least.”

“I'll get round and speak to the professor
after the show,” said Jimmy Silver.

Jimmy smiled to himself, very pleased with
his idea, as the show proceeded. :

He glanced towards the Bagshot crowd.
Pankley and Poole had disappeared. The
rest of the Bagshot fellows were watching
the entertainment. The Great Pankley had
apparently left early. = .

The last trick having been performed, and
the last round of applause delivered, Pro-
fessor Springer retired from the stage with
many bows, and the audience rose.

“Come on!” said Jimmy Silver. “We've got
to get round and speak to him as he comes
ouf. He'll leave by the side door.”

The Fistical Four and Oswald shoved their
way through the crowd. They were soon out
of the hall, and they made their way round
the building

As they reached the side door it opened,
and Professor Springer appeared, muffled up
in a greatcoat. :

He did not come out alone. Two juniors
followed him out, and Jimmy Silver started
as he recognised Pankley and Poole of Bag-
shot. What
doing there?

“Hallo!” said Pankley, with a cheery smile.
“Enjoying the rain, dear hoys?”

“Don't bother!” said Jimmy Silver. “Mr.
Springer, will you stop a minute? We want
to speak to you.”

“Certainly!” said the professor, stepping
back into the porch.

“ You Bagshot bounders can clear off!”
said Jimmy Silver.

Pankley leaned against the porch.
followed his example.

“Don't mind us, dear kid!” said Pankley.
“We're seeing the professor home.”

Jimmy {frowned. He did not want to
reveal his ripping scheme in the presence of
tlie Bagshot junnors. But Pankley and
Poole evidently intended to stay, and the
Great Springer was waiting.

Poole

“Never -mind them,” said Lovell, “Fire
away, Jimmy!”
“The fact is, sir,” said Jimmy Silver,

“sve’'ve been awfully struck with your show—
awfully!. It’s simply ripping! We want you
to‘ 'coxlne and give us an entertainment at our
gehool.,”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Pankley and Poole.

“Shut up, you worms!” growled Lovell.

Professor Springer smiled.

“I shall be very pleased, young gentlemen !”
be said, rubbing his hands. “My charge for
two hours’ entertainment, in the evening, will
be one guinea.”

“Good enough !” gaid Jimmy Silver. “Could
vou come to Rookwood to-morrow evening?”

“I am sorry—no. I have already pro-
mised these young gentlemen——-"

“What!” yelled Jimmy Silver.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Pankley and Poole.

“They—they've bagged you already?” ex-
claimed Lovell.

“Yes; I am engaged to appear at Bagshot
School to-morrow evening,” -said the pro-
fessor.

“Oh, my hat!”

Pankley and Poole were almost doubled

up with merriment. The Rookwood juniors
fooked daggers at them. The same scheme
hiad evidently occurred to Pankley’s active
brain, and bhe had been first in the field.
That was why he had cleared off before the
entertainment ended, evidently.

“Dished again!” grunted Lovell.

“Same old tale!” sniffed Raby.- “But
truast your Unecle Jimmy!  Oh, trust your
Tncle James!” ~

“0Oh dear!” said Jimmy Silver.

“The next evening I should be quite at
vour service,” suggested the professor. Mr.
Springer did pot want to lose an engagement
il he could help it.

“What about to-night?”, asked Jimmy.
“We might manage it in the time, If you
could come to-night—-"

“] am engaged for this evening, as I have
already told Master Pankley——""

“Dished!” sald Lovell again. “Hang the
evening after next! We don’t want Pank-
ler’s mouldy old ideas when he’s done with
them!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Pankicy.

“0h, cheese it, you Bagshot worm!”.

“1—1 say, we'll let you know about Friday
evening, professor,” said Jimmy Silver, much

were the Bagshot bounders |-

discouraged. “Good-night!
chaps!”

The Rookwood party turned disconsolately
away, followed by merry chuckles from
Pankley and Poole, who walked off triumph-
antly with the professor. Jimmy Bilver did
not gpeak a word on the way home to Rook-
wood. :

Come on, you

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Simply Stunning !
§6 g HAT the merry dickens—"
Lovell uttered that exclama-
: tion as he came into the end
study that evening.

Jimmy Silver was there.

Jimmy was bending over an open box—
the box in which the juniors kept the pro-
perties for thelr amateur theatricals. FHe
was sorting out clothes, and wigs, and
beards, and moustaches, and grinning the
while, Rab{ and Newcome followed Lovell
in. It was time for prep. They all stared at
Jimmy Sllver.

“Amateur  theatricals now!” grunted
Lovell. “Thuck it, for goodness’ sake! We
may as well give up the idea of that fund.
We don’t want old Springer when Pankley’s
done with him. We're pot going to have
Bagshot leavings.”

“Fathead!” said Jimmy Silver politely.
“We're going to dish Pankley—at least, 1
am. .You can stay at bome and grouse!”

“ Another blessed wheeze?” said Raby.

“Yes,” said Jimmy Silver impressgively.
“The wheeze of the season! I've been doing
a big think, and I've got it.”

“Well, now you've got it, go and bury it!"
said Lovell. “We're fed up on your wheezes

in this study!”

Jimmy Silver snorted.

“I'm jolly nearly fed up on your grous-
ing,” he replied. “Why can't you keep smil-
ing, as I tell you? We're above Pankley’s
weight, really—"

" Looks like it when you let him bag your
professor under your nose!” said Newcome.

“All gerene; I'll go over to the Modern
side and get ’fomm_v Dodd & Co. to take a
hand,” said Jimmy. “I dare say they'll
manage it better than you duffers!”

“Oh, don’t be an ass! If you've really
got a wheeze, we'll hear it.”

“That’s better! Now, look here, Pank-
ley’s got the professor for to-morrow evening
at Bagshot, to give a show for his hospital
fund. We could have him the next evening
if we liked—"

“We don’t like. All Bagshot would be
‘sniggering at us. They say now that we
can't think of anything for ourselves!”

“Quite right. We don't Ilike,” agreed
Jimmy Silver calmly. “So my idea is to
havehh’im the same evening.”

“E 9

“At the same time precisely.”

“What!”

“We'll get the notice out, and make the
tickets, and so forth, for our show in the
Form-room at seven to-morrow,” said Jimmy
coolly, “I’ll put up a big announcement that
Professor Springer is coming.”

“But he isn't coming!” shouted Lovell.

“He jolly well is! But Bagshot are going
to have their Professor Springer, too. See?”

“No, 1 don’t see, you ass! How can old
Springer be in two places at once?”

“He- can't of course, His double’s going
to Bagshot.” z

“His—his double!” stuttered Lovell.

“Little me!” sald Jimmy Silver calmiy.
“You saw the professor? Didn't he look as
ii he were specially built to be caricatured?
Any chap his size, with a false scalp and
a yard of whiskers, could make up exactly
tike him.”

“M-m-make up! Oh, my hat!”

“We've donz a lot of amateur theatricals,
and made up harder characters than Mr.
Springer. I could do it with my eves shut.
He's no taller than I am, and he’s thick with
whiskers and barnacles. It's as easy as falling
off a form. I'm golng to do it.”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Lovell. “What a
wheeze! If it could only be brought off!
But it can't!”

“It can—and it's jolly well going to be,”
said Jimmy 8ilver. “This i3 where Bagshot
gets it fairly in the neck. Pankley & Co.
are going to be done in the eye all along
the lipe !

“But—but the professor will go there, as
he’s arranged—-"

“He won't! Springer iz putting up at the
Black Bull. Well, to-morrow evening a car
will eall for him, to take him to the school.”

“A—a ¢ar!”

“Well, a taxicab)” said Jimmy Silver.
“There will he two or three fellows—Tommy

"Admission 3d.

Dodd & Co. -can do that; he’s never seenm
them. They'll say they've called to take
him to the school—he’s bound to think they
mean’ Bagshot—and be won't find out they
mean Rookwood till he's here.”

“Great pip! Kidnapping!” gasped Raby.

“When he gets here he'll find it’s too
late for the Bagshot show even if he went
there; it’s a good step from here to Bagshot,
We don't want him to lose money over it,
of course.”

“Oh erumbs!”

“Meanwhile,”’ pursued Jimmy Silver vie-
toriously—* meanwhile, as they say in the
novels, I shall be gone to Bagshot got up as
Springer !”

“They'l bowl you out!”

“If they bowl me out, I'll let them eat
me!” said Jimmy disdainfully. = “I could
play the part on my head. We've got all
the props here—black beard and moustache,
bald scalp, gold-rimmed glasses, seedy even-
ing-clothes—the ‘whole boiling, in fact. I'm
going to be Professor Springer—for one night

only! They'll want him there to play tricks
—welu. I shall play tricks, I give you my
word !” X

“Ha, ha, hat” >

“So you think it’s a geod wheeze, do you?”
said Jimmy Silver sarcastically.

“Ha, ha! Yes.”

“Stunning—ha, ha, ha!—if it comes oft!”

“Oh, it will come off! Leave it to your
Uncle James!” said Jimmy loftily., *“Seo
you're golng to back me up, you doubting
Thomases?”

“Yes, rather,” said Lovell heartily. “It’s
the wheeze of the season—the outside edge,
by gum! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Let's have a jaw with Tommy Dodd &
Co. and some of the other fellows,” said
Jimmy Silver, “We've got to raise some
tin: every chap will sheli-out what he can
afford. It's worth a bit to dish Pankley &
Co. in this style. Come on!”

In great spirits, the Fistical Four pro-
ceeded to the Modern side, where they found
Tommy Dodd & Co. in their study. Tommy
Dodd and Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle
listened with wide-open eyes as Jimmy Silver
expounded that stunning “wheeze.” The
three Tommies gasped at first, and then they
yelled with laughter.

“Ripping!” said , Tommy Dodd. “First-
class, by gum! There's enly one point you'vs
got wrong—"

“What's that?”

“You'd better let me play Professor
Springer. You see, we do acting so much
better on the Modern side—"

" Bow-wew!”

“Now, look here, Jimmy Silver—"

- “Encore bow-wow!" said Jimmy cheer
fully. “That’'s my little bit.. Besides, we
want you to bag the professor in the taxi-
cab. It won't be easy, but you three are
just the fellows to pull it off.”

“Ch, all right!” said Tommy Dodd. “Rely
on us.”

“Now we'll settle the details—"

“What about prep?” asked Tommy Cook.

“Blow prep!”

Preparation was accordingly “blowed,” and
the rivals of Rookwood, uniting heartily
against the common foe, discussed the greag
scheme in every detail.

The “blowing ” of prep led to some trouble
with Mr. Bootles in the Fourth Form:room
the following morning. But, as Jimmy Silve:
remarked, it was in the day's work, and
they borg it philosophically.

THE FOURTH 'CHAPTER.
Qreat Preparations.

“GRAND ENTERTAINMENT!
1n aid of the Local Hospital Fund.
T0-NIGHT! TO-NIGHT! TO-NIGHT!

“6.30 in the Form-room,

A Grand Entertainment, by Professor
Springer, the Great Conjurer and Mystery
Merchant.

The Grea$ Springer's Unique Performance
will be given positi‘iely on this occasion

e only.

6d. to the Sixth.

Roil up! Remember this is a resord .Cn[e!“
4
tainment.

Roll up with your threepenny-bits!

(Signed) JIMMY SILVER.”
THE POPULAR.~—No. 162,
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That notice, in letters of greal size,
diunbed with a brash, appearcd upon the
notice-board at Rookwood in the morning.
When morning lessoas were-aver, and the fel-
lows came out of the Form-rooms, erowds
gathered to read the stirring announce-
ment, :

There was a general buzz of appreval.
Hmmy Silver & Co. had written out
s on fragments of impot-paper, aand
sold like hot ecakes.. A few reserved

seats at half-a-crown each were sold to

masters and prefects. Nearly every fellow in
the Sixth took a sixpenny seat. As for the
threepenny tickets, they were wanted in

sheets, - P

"My hat! There’ll be a erowd!” said
Lovell, after dinner. “The tickets are mearly
all gone already.” s

A dozen fellows who could be relied upon
had been tuken into the plot—Flynn, and

Hooker, and Oswald, and Jones minor, Towle

and Lacy, and several more. They had
entered into the scheme heartily, and sub-

seribed cheerfully to the expense.

There was a taxi-cab to be paid for, and
an extra guinea for the professor. His fee

. of one guinea was to be paid out of the
~takings, but the extra guinea fell on the
plotters of the plot. But they all agreed
that it was worth it, and, whacked ou$

- among nearly twenty fellows, it did not come

- very heavily.

During aftermoon lessons there was a con- |

siderable amount of grinning and whisper-
ing in the Fourth, which led to a liberal
distribution. of -lines; but Jimmy Silver &
Ceo. did not mind.

- What were lines to them at that moment,

1 make Pankley & Co. sing small, and
e their diminished heads—at all events,
if all went well? .

¢ early winter darkness had set in when
crnoon lessons ended. The comjuring en-
crtainment having been fixed for after tea,
Jimimy Silver & Co. had plenty of time to

The peculiar rig Jimmy Silver was ta-wear
in his character as the Great Springer’s
double had been-packed earefully in a bag,
& ‘heing fried ‘on in the end study amid
ral satisfaclion aund approval.

¥he bag was cartied; out into fthe wood-
shed, where Jimmy was to make up for the
tnpersonation when the time eame. -

The three Tonimies, meafiwhile, had started

ability of mere Moderns, impressed upon
to be awiully eareiul with the pro-
sor-=to which Tommy Dodd replied with
quest that Fovell would depart and
ate coke. So they started full of con-
. leaving Lovell shaking his.head.
1¢’s all right, fathead !” ‘said Jimmy Silver.
“Tommy Dodd’s just the chap to do it! Now
let’s go and see about the show!” :

¢ was a good deal-for the iuniors to do
Form-room, in preparing it for the
inmrent. Many hands lent their aid,
towever, and made light of the work.

_Fhe stage was rigged up, with a enrtain
that wounld move if carefully persuaded, and
fordis and chairs arranged to fill the apart-
ment from énd to end. Oswald and Flynn and
Jones minor were appointed ushers fo show
the audienee to their places, and Tracy and
Howard of the Shell consented to act as door-
keepers, to see that only fellows with tickets
came in,

“There is a posteard for you, Siiver,” said
Oswald, as Jimmy came out of the Form-
roost, a little dusty, but very cheerful.

Jimmy took it from the rack.

“¥rom Bagshot” he said. “My hat!”
fth Sgn;xe blessed cheek!” s2id Lovell. “Read
i cutt>

gnter

“*Dear Silver,"” read out Jimmy,—“‘ As

vou know, we're giving a conjuring show this |

cvening 4t seven.. Glad to sce any of you
that care to come over. Must charge you
three *d ” for admission, as it’s for the fund,
Come over and swell the takings, like good
little boys. We won't lick you.

3 £ ¢ CiCIL PaNELRY.®

~iovell breathed hard through his nose.
“Won't lick us!” he gasped, “My hat!
Jve a jolly good mind to go over, just to
iek him!”: z
“Lickings are off,” said Jimmy Silver.
We've gob a game on worth a dozen of that.
Look here, you fellows, come. Bootles will
ive you a pass, if you show him this post-
:ard. - Somebody ought to be there with me!”
“Good egg! But what about the show

Peprisn.—

“when they were: about to. “disk * Bagshot |

on gheir mission. Lovell, doubtful about the |

“Oswald can man it, with Tommy Dodd
to hielp. I can give you a lift in my taxi
nearly as far as Bagshot.”

“Ha, ‘ha, hai? :

Mr. Bootles, ‘the master of the Fourih,
kindly bestowed a pass on the Fistical Four,
when they showed him that kind invitation.
He observed that he was glad to see them
supporting Pankiey in this way, so unlike the

1t rowdy dealings of the Rookweod juniors
with the DBagshot fellows. -

The chums thanked him meekly, and with-

drew with the pass.
- Armed with that valuable paper, they pro-
ceeded to the woed-shed. Time was getting
close now. Im that wood-shed, by the aid of
a lamp and a glass, Jimmy Silver donned
the hirsute adornments he was to wear as
Professor Springer’s double. Lovell and Raby
and Newcome lent him their assistance.

Jimmy Silver simply disappeared: the new
Professor Springer grew, as it were, under
their skilful bands.

Jimmy was very nearly as tall as the pro-
fessor. In seedy evening-clothes, with an
expansive - shirt-front, with a huge black
beard and moustache, thickened  and
blackened eyebrows and large, gold-rimmed
glasses, Jimmy became the twin brother of
the great Springer. 3

Lovell chuckled gleefully 2as he added
skilful touches of greasc-paint to Jimmy's
lgm_x!’ztfmance where it was not hidden by

air,

“Blest if it ain't the great giddy Springer
himself!” said Raby, in great admiration.

“It's simply ripping!” grinned Newcome.
“Pankley won't spot Jimmy under all that
in a month of Sundays!”

“Mind you speak i the professor’s squesak,
Jimmy 1" s

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“What-ho!* squeaked Jimmy. “Young
gentlemen, I am here entirely at your
service—h'm!”?

The ' juniors chuckled gleefully. The
imitative Jimmy had the prefessor’s veice to
the last tone. '

There was the hoot of a {axi-cab in the
dusky quad.
“Here comes the real article! grinned

Lovell; and he rom the wood-zhed.

———

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Twa of Them !

; OO0D-EVENING, professor!”
Professor Springer; in the read-
ing-room at the Black Bull, iaid

down his paper, and turned his

gold-rimmed glasses upon the three Tommids,
He smiled benigaly.

“Good-evening, young gentlement You arc
froma the school, I suppose?”
~ “Just so,” said -Tommy Dodd. “We've

come to feteh you, professor!”

"It is hardly time yet,” said Mr. Springer,
glancing at the clock. “I arranged with
Masgter Pankley to ‘roach the school at a
quarter to seven. It is barely six.”

“We’ve fixed it for six-thirty, after all,”
-explained Tommy Dodd. “I hope you can
come, sir. We've got a taxi-cab all the way
from Moordale, and it’s ticking off twe-
penees!” -

“Dear me! You have gone to a very great
expense, then!” said Mr. Springer, in surprise.

“We don’t have the Great Springer at our
sehool every day,” said Tommy Doyle.

The, Great Springer smiled. He was not
impervicus to flattery. Neither was he in-
sensible to the advantage of travelling to
the school in somebody else’s taxi, instead
of hiring the station hack for himseit.
Money was an object with the worthy pro-
feszor. -

“Very well; T wijl get ready at once,” he
said. “I shall not keep you waiting long.”

In ten minutes the prefessor came down.
He was in_evening-clothes under his great-
coat, and carried his black bag in his hand.
The taxi was waiting outside, the driver con-
tentedly watehing the twopeiices ticking off.

Professor -~ Springer entered -the taxi,
followed by the three Modern juniors of Roak-
wood. Not for an instant did it enter the
prefessor’'s mind that these three cheery+
young gentlemen did not beleng to Bagshof.

The taxi buzzed-away. 'The driver had
received his instructions already. Through
the dusky winter evening the taxi buzzed
along the muddy lanes for Rookwood.

It did not take long to reach the school.
Tommy Dodd jumped down and rang the bell,
and old Maek came out of his lodge and
opened the gates.

The taxi halted outside the Schicol House,
and Lovell came speeding rownd from the

-spcke to the driver, and

.Pankley,” squeaked the new professor.
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direction of the wood-thed. e looked infe
the cab, and gave a jump as he saw the
professor. 2

- The latter was so exactly like the ¢ double »
Lovell had just quitted that it gave him, as
he said afterwards, quite a ** furn.” -

¢ Good-évening, - professor!” said Lovell
cordially. ¢ Come with me! We've arranged
our study as a dressing-room for you!™’

“ Thank you very much! Is Mr. Pankley
here?"’ . <

“ Not at the present moment. This way!”

Professor Springer, bag in hand, followed
Lovell into the house. The three Tommies
exchanged joyous glanees. :

“ Bagged!” murmured Tommy Podd.

““Fairly nailed!” grinned Cook. *‘ And if
he euts up rusty and goes, he jolly well won't
go in a taxi, that's a cert!”

Tommy Dedd spoke in a low voice to the
driver, .who nodded and drove the taxi down
to the gates. The three Tommies went into
the house. Lovell met them on the stairs.

‘‘I've put him in the énd study,” he said
iz a whisper. “ Go and talk to him. EKeep
him quiet till the taxi goes, at least !™

‘“What-ho!"”

The three Tommies hurried on to the end
study, with the excellent object of keeping
the professor from “ smelling a rat ™ until
t!ledtaxi was gone, Lovell ran to the wood-
shed.

He gave a chuckle at the sight of the
bearded gentleman within.

“Blest if you ain’t as like as two peas!”
he ejaculated. “ Oh, it’s a corker! The pro-
fessor's come. Tommy Dodd’s in the end
study with him. They’ll manage hinr You
ready, Jimmy? Put your coat on, and keep
your face out of sight. It's jolly dark in the
quad, though—safe as houses.”’

Jimmy picked up the bag, and the Fistical
Four hurried out of the wood-shed. Taking
greab eare to keep out of the lights from
the houge, they hurried round the guadrangle
to the gates.

No one was there but Maeck, the porter,
who was looking out into the road. Lovell
reached the taxi first and opened the door,
and Jimmy rar up and dodged in. Rabhy
and Neweome followed him quickly, screening
him from Mack’s direction. Then Lovell
jumped in.

. The taxi dodged away. t

*“Let’s hope the professor will listen fo
reason !’ grinned Jimmy Silver, * I'm pretty
certain of that. He's lost his Bagshot job,

anyway. Rut Bagshot wen't loss its con-
furer. Omne conjurer is as good as another—
what !

‘ Better!” grinned Lovell.

“ Hurrah for us!” chortled Raby. .

The taxi rushed on through the winter
evening. It was close on seven when Bagshot
School appeared in sight. A score of yards
from the gates, Jiramy Silver signed to the
driver to halt. Lovell and Raby and Newcome
stepped out into the road. It would not have

 done for them to arrive at Bagshot with the

professor; they did not want to afiord

- Punkley & Co. the slightest grounds for sus.

picion. The driver was looking a little sur.
prised. He had driven Professor Springer to
Rookwood; now he had driven him, 2s he
believed, to Bagshot, and it wag certainly a
little odd.

*“ Drive on te the school, please!” squeaked
Jimmy, in the voice of the professor, which
he imitated very closely. ““ Good-evening,
little boys! I am glad T have been able to
give you g lift—"hem!”

‘‘ Good-night, professor !’ safd Lovell & Co.

The taxi drove on, and the three juniors
disappeared in the darkness, At the gates
of Bagshot the driver descended and rang
the bell. The gate was opened. Inside, there
were half a dofen juniors waiting, Pankley at
their head.

“ That must be the:  professor;’ said
Pankley. “He’s late, and he’s got a taxi.”

Professor Springer II. glanced at the taxi.
meter. 1 indicated nineteen shillinge. He
handed the driver a sovereign hastily, and
said “‘ Good-night !’ to him. He did nos
want the Bagshot juniors to sce the amount
he had paid.

The taxi whirred away down the dark road
and vanished.

- Professor Springer 1I. stepped towards the
gates.

 Here you dre, sir '* said Pankiey,
rather late.”

“I trust I am

“ You're
Master

“y
think the driver did not take the direct road

not very Iate,

‘—in fact, I am sure he did not.””

‘“ Well, never mind, as you're here,” said
Pankley. * This way, sir?” =
Jimmy Silver grinned under his big black
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beard as he followed Pankley into the house.
True, the juniors had only seen him in the
gloom so far; he had a harder test before
him when he came into the light. But he
was quite confident.

Seven was striking as Pankley led the pro-
fessor into the house. In she lighted hall a
score of pairs of eyes were turned on the
disguised Rookwood junior.

Jimmy drew a decp breath for a moment.
But there was not a shadow of suspicion in
any face.

‘“ I say, the audience are nearly all in the
lecture-room,"” said Poole. ** Will it take you
long to get ready, professor?”

“ I need only remove my coat,” said the
professor. “ Now, I am ready.”

‘¢ Oh, good!”

The little black-bearded gentleman followed
Pankley and Poole into the lecture-room,
blinking round him through his big glasses.
The room was crowded—

Pankley had evidently
got a good audience. §
Nearly all Bagshot §
School was there. A

clieer or two ‘greeted the
vrofesso- as he made his
way to the platform.

THE SIXTH
CHAPTER.
Soft Sawder !

8 EAR me, it is
turned half-
past- six!” ex-

claimed  Pro-

fessor Springer 1., in the
end study at Rookwood,
The three Tommies and
Oswald were in the study

with him. They had
I)_eeu talking nicely to
the professor. They

asked him about the per-
formance he had given
before the crowned heads
of Europe, and drew him
out: skilfutly. Professor
Springer was a great
talker on the intcresting
subject of himself. The
junigrs hung upon his
words, so to speak, as if
they were pearls of
wisdom. - Mr. -Springer
chatted on, forgetting
time and space. It was
a chime from the tower
that ' reminded him : of
business.

“Half-past six!” re-
peated Tommy  Dodd.
“Oh, “that's all right!

The audience won’t mind
waiting a few minutes.”
But the professor rose.
“Y am quite ready,” he
remarked. “Where is
Master Pankley? I ex-
pected to see him here.”
The Rookwood juniors

exchanged glances, The
hour had come. They
could hardly hope to

entertainment instead of twe, if both fees
are paid?”

“N-nno!” ejaculated fthe professor in
astonishment ; “but—but I don't quite under-
stand—-"

“You—you sec, we—we've brought you here
to give us the show,” explained Tommy Dodd.
“This place isn't—ahem!—Bagshot.”

“What!”

“It’'s Rookwood.”

“Bless my soul!”

“You see, we're Rockwood chaps, and we're
up against these Bagshot bounders,” said
Tommy Dodd. *“We've got a fund here for
the local hospital, and those worms have

bagged the idea for their rotten show. They
wanted to bag you, too. See?’
“But Master Pankley - he ‘said‘ “He

will be expecting me——' 3
“That’s all right. We've arranged about
that. Some of our fellows have gone over

He smiled at last.

“You are sure Master Pankiey will not ba
waiting for me?” he asked.

“Quite sure,” said Tommy Dodd. “Fomr
of our fellows have gome over thers, and I
answer for it that Pankley's not expecting
you.”

“Very well,” said the professor, smiling.
“You have played a trick on me. But really,
I have little choice in the matter.”

“I knew you’d play up, sir,” said Tommy
Dodd heartily. “I knew you wouldn't leave
ug in the lurch, with the whole school wait
ing to see your splendid performance.”

“Well, well, I consent.’’

“Hurrah!” : .

The delight of the juniors was very flatter.
ing to the professor, and he laughed heartily.
Oswald cut off to announce that the professof
was coming- The threc Tommies escorted

keep the professor in
ignorance of the fact that
he was at Rookwood and
not-at Bagshot, when he
came to give the enter-

with Pools.

‘The  Professor ’ proceeded {o fasten the rope round Pank!ey‘when'ha had fnished

‘f Kindly watch me cjosely !
whsatever ! ¥4

! said the conjurer,
(See page 6.)

¢ There’s no deception

tainment. He was bound
to make that discovery,
and they considered it
make it in the study,
deal with him,

“It—it's all right, sir,”’ murmurcd Tommy
odd. “As a matter of fact, we've anncunced
to the audience that it’s left till a quarter
to seven.”

best to let him
wheve they could

“1 bhave some little preparations to
make———"

“The—the fact is— said Tommy Dodd,

“ Yeg?

“Lemme see! Perhaps we'd better settle
in advance about your fee, sir, as—as it may
be forgotten.”

“Just as you like, young genfleman,” said
the professor. *I should not be likely to
forget it, however.”

Tommy Dodd laid two currency notes and
two shillings on the table, The professor
looked at them curiously.

“That’s two feés,” explained Tommy Dodd
“Cne for the Reokwood entertainment, and
the other for the Bagshot entertainment.
I suppose vou don't mind giving only one

there, and they'll see that Pankley doesn’{
expect you,”

“But—but T must really go to Bagshot. 1
think' I had betlter go ab once in the taxi,
You are very flattering, young gentlemen, but
my engagement—-""

“The taxi's gone,” said Tommy Dodd cheer-
fully.  “It’s Heen gone a long time. You'd
have to walk.”

O

“Three miles by muddy lanes,” said Cook.
“1 ghould think vou'd lose your way in the
dark, sir. Hardly ‘a finger-post the whole
way.” b

“And too dark to see 'em,” said Gswald.

*PDear me!!

“And it would take an hour to get the
hack from Coombe,” said Tommy Dodd, “and
it’s getting on for seven already. You see,
it's too late for the show at Bagshof, any-
way, this eveningz.”

-The- professor was gilent for a few moments,:
and -the juniors watched him anxiously.

fim in sfate to the Form-rocom. To add to
the professor’s satisfaction, he was informed
that the village hack would call to take him
back to his hotel without expense to himself,
Se¢ldom, or never, had the Great Springer
been made such a: fuss of.

He was smiling genlally as the thres
Tommies escorted him into the crowded
Form-room.

“Here he comes!™ shouted Fiynn, “Sure,
it's the Great Springer himself, begorral
Three cheers for Springer!”

The Rookwood juniors cheered heartily.

Professcr Springer, quite cheery and elated,
went on the platformn, and the entertainmens
commenced.

Tommy Dodd & Co. led the applause at
every point, and the entertainment proceeded
amid great satisfaction on all sides. Indeed,
all things considered — especially the tws
guineas — the Crest Springer was rather
pleased than otherwise that he had arrived
at Rookwood instead of Bagzshot.
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Vanishing Trick !

ANELEY & CO. smiled serenely as they

led Professor Springer’s double into

2 the lecture-room at Bagshot,

The Bagshot bounders felt that
tirey had ample reason to be pleased with
themselves. Their satisfaction would huve
been considerably, dashed, however, if they
could have guessed the identity that was
hidden under the big glasses and bushy
whiskers and beard of the professor.

The ecurtain was drawn back, and the
whiskery gentlemsn appeared on the plat-
Jorm. - At' the same moment threg more
members arrived to swell the audience. They
were Lovell and Raby and Newceme from
Rookwoosd. They gravely paid their three-
pences atb the door, and took their seats.

“Some of the bounders have eome over,”
grinned Pankley. “Only three; -bub every
threcpenny-hit tells when you're ra"‘ng a
fund. - Hallo, Lovell, why didn’t you bring
Jimmy Silvert”

“Your face worries him, old chap,” said
Lovelt Enlitely.

“Rookwood fathead!”?

“Bagshot ass!”? &~

After that exchange of eompliments the
juniors settled down to watch the perform-
ance, The whiskery gentleman on the stage
ad made his bow fo the numerous and dis-
tinguished audience.

" “Qentlenten,” said  the professor, in his
squeaky voice, “somie of you h
entertainment as given at the v
I am about to introduce some variations in
the shew. The first performance will' be
thas of the Indian Rope Trick. I require the
assistance of two members of the aundiense.
Perhaps Masters Pankley and ‘Poole 'will
kindly oblige?”: B 5 et

Up jumped Pankley and Poole at once.  With
all eyes upon them, they made their way tg
the stage. From his bag the professor pro-
duced a long cord and séveral folds of thick
eanvas. ! e e

* Here. we are, sir!” said Pankley cheerily. '

“Thank you, .young gentlemen! You haye
110 objeetion to being Blindfolded 2 :

“Oh, not” said Poole.

“Gentlemen,” said the professor, address:
ing the audience, “you wlll wateh me bind
these young geatlemen hand and foot, and
roll them up in this canvas.. They will dis-
appear entirely from sight. Kindly wateh me
iosely, desire that there. shall be na
ention—-no deception whatevers” a

“T'm jolly well going to wateh! murmured
Putter to Higgs. “I don’t see how he’s going
to.make ’em disappear!” ;

“Oh, it’s a trick!” sald Higgs. *['ve heard
of that trick before, hut 1 don't Rnow how
it’s dope. Wateh him!? . = = :

. All the Bagshot audience watched the con-
i closely. . e =

He procceded to fasten "the rope round
Puankley and Poole. He bound their arms and
their legs, till they could neb move a limb,
ind it was neted that he tied the kpobs with

chuing tightness. * 'There was 1o  deception
ever on that point. . S =
Pankicy and Poole wete s little puzzled)
ut they submitted cheerfully. Havinz re-
tteed them to o state 'of utter hWelplessness,
conjurer tuid' them on their backs on the
g2. Then he extracted their handkerchiefs
from their pockets, and rammed thom into
their mouths. ;

3 8- that necessarg?’’
sately necessary-—the trick could nod
d without - it - Silence is absolutely re-

Lhe haad iefs were jammed ia, effce-
tually gag Pankley and Poole. = They

were reduced eflcetively to silence® To make
sure, as- it were, the professor iied twine
nver their heads with a Hberal hand, to
make it utterly impossible for them to eject
che handkerchiefs. Then he solemnly volled
them up in the canvas, and tied more cord
round the bundles, till they resembled rolls
of goods,

Then be lurned them on their sides, so
*hat they could look into each other’s faces.

Then be knelt close, and whispered. And
(what he swhispered made their eyes open
“wide:

“Panky, my son, you'rs spoofedi”
The eautious whisper of the professor
reached only tlie ears of the two juniors

rolled up in the canvas on the stage. Not a !

sound of {t wag heard by the aundience.
Dankley wriggled spasmedically.
Tay Tortiih~—No. 102

.glue - ever . it,

For in that whisper he recognised a voice,
no longer disguised. :

He could not speak, he could only glare.

“You bagged the giddy professor,” went
on Jimmy Silver, in the same sweet whisper.
“Well, we've bagged him over your fat heads,
my infants.” At the present momént he’s
giving our show at Rookweed.”

“Grooogght” H oz

“I've come here in a new set of whiskers,
to make you sit up, dear boys. There’s going
to be a ripping entertainment—very! By
Professor Jimmy Silver, you know.”

“Gur-r-rt”?

“Now, lie quiet,
dear boys!”

“Gur-rr!”

Jimmy Silver covered the flap of the can-
vas over the heads of Pankley and Poole,

and enjoy yourselves,

and roce, smiling, to his feet.
“Gentlemen,” said the professor to the
andience, “that is the first trick. Those

rolla of canvas will remain as they are until
I perform the vanishing trick. I guarantee
that the vanishing trick will astonish you.
Meanwhile, let us proceed to the next. I re-
quire further assistance. Perhaps Master
Putter will oblige?”
Master Putter came on the stage.
- The professor took a bottle of glue from
his bag, and held it up to view.
“@Gentlemen, this is' glue! Master Puttar,
you may exdmine it.« There.is vo deception.
You have probabiy never seen glue coated
upon & human head, and then removed by the
wave of a wand. Your head, please, Master
Putter!®
- “I-1 “I—I

say——" stammered Putter.

. don’t- want—"

“Come, come; it is merely a trick! You
will understand .it afterwards. Your head,
please!” squeaked the professor.

Putter advanced his head in a very gingerly
manner.. The professor solemuly poured the
and ~Putter gurgled. The
audience watched, spellbound. If.the pro-
fessor eould remove ‘that. glue by a wave of
the wand, he was certainly a most remark-
able conjurer.. Putter’s-head fairly steamed
with glue. ;

“Now, sit down, young sir}” said the pro-
fessor. “A guarter of an hour must elapse
when—-" \

“¥6 will harden in that time!” shricked

~Putter. “Look bere—""

“Are you performing this triek, or am 12"
snapped the professor. : :
“Grooh P
“ Please sit down!”

Putter sat down; grunting very  discon-
tentedly,  The glue was running down into

bis colar, and he felt most uncomfortable.
“Ha, B2; ba!” roared Lovell & Co. sud-
denly. : ; 3
The professor looked sternly at the three
Tookwood fellows. — =
“Younug gentlenien, .you are interrupting
the performance—-" e
_ “Shut up, you Rookwood bounders!” ealled
out Higgs.

“Ha, ha

“QOrder! 3

“These three young wentlemen will kindly
step outside!” said the professor snappishly.

“I shall not proceed otherwise!”

‘Lovell dnd Raby and Newecome jumped up.
‘They understood. With cheery grins on their
faces, they walked out of the lecture-room,
and waited for Jimmy Sjlver in the passage.

, There théy gurgled with glee,

“0Oh, what a japel”
“What a stunning jape!
Ha, ha, ha!”

“Gentlemen,” the professor was going on,

murmured. Lovell.
Poor old Putter!

“the next trick must be performed in dark-
ness. I must request that all- the lights

arc turned.- out. Keep your eyés on the
stage, and kindly de¢ not move!”

The lights were turned out for the next
trick.

Darkness reigned, <

Jimmy Silver slipped from the stage in
the darkness, and felt his way along the
wall to the door. In a couple of minutes
he had joined Raby and Lovell and Newcome
in the passage. The opening of the door
let a shaft of light into the darkened hally
but it was closed again at once.

“Here we are again!” murmured Jimmy
Silver. . “ “How long do you think they wiil
sit in darkness, like the giddy heathen?
Time cnough for us to visit the studies—
what }” -

“Ob, my hat! Ha, ha, ha!”

The four Rookwood. juniors ran up the
stairs. For the next ten minutes they were

very busy. Then they hurried dow again.

S AR T B S e g = B

The passages were deserted—~all Basshod
was in the lecture-hall, waiting.

The Fistical Four slipped out into the
dark quadrangle. A couple of minutes more,
and they were scaling the wall, and drop-
ping into the road., They secured the Coombe
Station fiy, and proceeded to Rookwood.

In the eab Jimmy Silver removed his
disguise, chuekling the while. He was won-
dering what was happening at Bagshot.

Meanwhile, the Bagshot audience waited
patiently in the darkened lecture-hall,

Ten minutes elapsed—fifteen. The audience
showed signs of impatience. They were grow-
ing fed-up.

“I've jolly well had enough of this!”
growled Higes. “The professor’s gone out—I
saw him! Why don’t he come back?”

* Professor § Professor!” shouted the
audience. “Get a move on!”

But there wag no sign from the professor.
Several more minutes passed, amid impatient
exclamations and stamping of feet from the
audience! By that time all of them were
fed-up. Bome of the seniors left thelr seats,
and turned on the lights. Scveral fellows
feft the hall in search of the professor.
Higgs of the Fourth came rushing back in
a few miputes, wildly excited.

“I say, you chaps, he’s gone—can’t he
found anywhere!”

“What |

“And those Rookwood bounders have gone;
and. they’ve wreeked half the Fourth Form
studies !’ raved Higgs.

“Grooogh!” came from Putter. “Oh, my
hair! Oh, T'm sticky!  Oh, dear! I
slaughter that professor! Grooogh!” :

“Gurrrrg I” came from the rolls of canvas.

Fellows spread all over Bagshof in search
of the professor. It was soon evident that
he had vanished. The vanishing trick had
been performed. There was no doubt about
that, but fn a very unexpected way.

Higgs ran on the stage, and unrolled
Pankley and Poole. Their faces were furious.
Higgs dragged the gags from thelr mouths.

“T say, Pankley, the professor's bolted!”

“Fathead!” roared Pankley. “It wasn’t the
professor at all; it was Jimmy Silvert”

“ Wha-a-t1* :

“It was Jimmy Silver, got-up!” shrieked
Pankley. “He whispered it t0 us when he'd
got us safe! Ob, you fatheads, if you've
let him get away! Gef me loose—eut these
cords! Quick—quick!”

“Great Seott! But—but— O, what——

»

“Get me loose, you idiot!" yelled Pankley.

Pankiey and Poole were cut loose by the
dumbfounded Higgs. 'They hounded from the
stage. The lecture-hall was in an uproar.
Some of the sepiors were laughing, - Bub
Pankley & Co. were furious. Far and wide
they searched for Jimmy Silver. But the
cheeriul Jimmy was far beyond their reaeh.

. . . . . . .

The performance was over at Rookwood
when the- Fistical Four arrived in the ecab
from - Coombe. Professor .Springer—the
genuine - article—took thé cab home. The
performance had gone splendidly, Tommy
“Dodd gleefully assured the newly-arrived
juniors. And there was a chorus of inquiry
as to what had happened at Bagshot. -

And when the Fistical Four explained there
was a roar of merriment. The description
of Pankley and Poole rolled up in the cans
vas, of Putter with the glue in his hair,
of the audience waiting patiently in the
dark while the Fistical Four ragged the
junior studies—made the Rookweod fellows
shriek.

“I rather think,” remarked Jimmy Silver,
“that Bagshop have been done in the: eye
this time. I rather think that Rookwood has
scored—what! I rather think that Rookwood
is top-dog, and Bagshot simply nowhere.
And now, you bounders, perhaps next time
you'll put your money on your Uncle James!”

And the Co. vowed solemnly—as solemnly
as they could at that moment—that never.
never again would they doubt the wisdom
of their Uncle James.

THE END.

Next week's grand story of Jimmy
itver & Co. is entitled :

“THE SURPRISE FOOTBALLERI” )
By OWEN CONQUEST.
5 Order your POPULAR now. ::
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SDME ASTOUNDING ADVENTURES OF A FAMOUS FILM STAR!

oy

A

= INTRODUCTION.

Eddie Polo, ex-acrobat of the Busto Circus,
commences his great career in the Eclair Film
Company, under the managership “of Mr.
Morrison. Here he meets an English actor,
Dick Fordyce, with whom he becomes close
friends, and a charming young star, Miss
Stella Cleaver. sister of one of the girls he
had previously rescued from the great fire in
St. Louis. Later Eddie unfortunately makes a
bad enemy of Tim Bobbin, of the same
company.

During the working of a certain film Bobbin

attempts to kill the young actor, but Eddie
saves himself from a terrible death by his
quick action.
_ The actors of the Eclair Film Company are
in a saloon one evening after a very exciting
day, when two ranchmen start a quarrel.
Just as one-of them draws his revolver to
ghoot the other, Eddie jumps in and knocks
it out of his hand,

—_—

A Wonderful Dispiay.

N a second all was tension. Every cow-
boy there drew his gun and awaited
eventualities; the cinema  artistes
measured the distance to the nearest

door or -window, and Dick Fordyce, .is
hand in a sling, lecoked upwards apprais-
ingly at the single oil lamp with which the
saloon was lit, his intention being to douse
the glim at the first sign of trouble.

“Come, come!” sald Eddie. “You two chaps
are really too good pals to quarrel. You're
botli to blame, and, after all, it was only

fun, You, Black, put treacle in Red's jack-
boots, and in retaliation he stitched up
your trousers. So you're quits. There's no

call for gun play, so why do it. If you kill
Red, Black, the sheriff’s posse will only erab
vou and send you to the chair. Shake hands
on it, boys, and live in peace and harmony.”

Stella added her pleading to that of the
acrobat, and a couple of the other women
artistes added their pleas to her own, and
in the end” Black Benson allowed himself to
bhe calmed down, and Red Rufus was per-
suaded to overidok the fact that his comrade
had pulled a gun on him with intent to
cause him bodily harm.

“Yew're sure plumb right, miss,” said Red,
when Stella pointed out that it was much
better to be friends than enemies. “An’ me
an' Black's allus been matey sinee he first
come to ther rancho. 8o I'm willin’ ter let
bygones be. ‘as-bins. if Black’s ther same;
but my conditions is that Black sings us a
song to show there's no ill-feelin’.”

Stella snatched at the straw of hope, for
the air was still electrical.

“Yes, please, Black!” she said. “Do sing
for us! X'l play your accompaniment.”

Black removed his hard eyes from those
of his companion and team-mate, Red, and
gazed softly into Stella’s face.

" “If .you ses so, missie, it sure goes,” said
the gigantic cowboy. “But I 'as my con-
ditions, too, and them is that ef I sings,
Red thar gives us one of his step-dances. If
Red agrees, thar's a go atween us, and no
iil-feelin’ at all, an’ thar's me 'and on it!”

Stella preeipitated matters by immediately
moving over to the piano and striking a few
chords, after which Black burst into a meilow
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baritone, and declaimed a song as old as the
hills—one of the old ballads that will never
die. Scarcely had the applause died down
than Red stepped on to the little improvised
stage, and executed a clogz-dance that would
have done credit to any music-hall stage, and
when he drew to a close Stella herself lifted
up her rounded contralto, and made every
man in that assembly her slave for life by the
haunting pathos and sweetness of her song.

“Say, that's good! What about a concert
—a proper one?” said Eddie, when she had
tendered the inevitable encore. “Everybody
to sing or do some stunt of some kind for
the amusement of the others, and nobody
excepted. What asay, lads and lassies, is it
a go?™

It was a’'go. The barman shut up his
liquor-gelling, and brought a couple more oil-
lamps, and the fear of a shindy was forgotten
quite in the entertainment that followed.

It was Fordyce who showed these case-
hardened gamblers just how many weird and
wonderful tricks were possible with a pack
of cards, so that men swore that they would
never gamble with him, since his slight-of-
hand alone would ensure his winning. It was
Terence who brought—mot a camera, this
time, but a banjo, and with this as accom-
paniment he played and sang strange, heart-
stirring - songs, of the gquality which has
since come to be called “ragtime,” hut which
was then old to the negroes on the cotton
plantations of the Southern United States.
And feet itched to danmce to the syncopa-
tions, and voices rose and fell in some of the
oldest and best-loved choruses in the world,
so that Terence had to play till his finger-
ends were sore and his wrists so stif that
he declared he would never be able to turn
the camera-handle the next day.

And so it went on—some sang, and some of
the cowboys heiped—some recited, some
danced, And then Eddie Polo, having slipped
into his circus garb, which always accom-
panied him on his travels with the Eclair
Company, did hand-balances and back-lifts
and neck-rolls and various acrobatic tricks
that delighted to the nth degree these strong
and rugged men of the plains, and delighted
no less his fellow-artists, who had never
had the privilege of seeing the lad perform
in the circus befere he had joined the pro-
ducing concern,

They rose at him, for the men already
loved him, since his quick wit had smoothed
over an episode that had threatened to end
in tragedy. They demanded more, so he told
them the story of his chase of the train, and
his feelings at the end of that run. He men-
tioned to them the strange, bearded horseman
who had suddenly apeared from out of the
tree belt, fired two shots, and then ridden
like a madman over the skyline. He asked
them if they could help him in- bringing
that man to justice: and they there and then
swore that they would rope in the miscreant
if it took them a month of Sundays.

And by this time Eddie’s muscles had re-
ceived their needed rest, and he started again
on a new stunt, just to show them what
could be done. He sprang upwards, and
caught the edge of one of the rafters, and
showed them feats of skill and strength and
balancing. He drew himself up with one
hand, with two hapds; he bung by his finger-
nails, his teeth, his knees—almost his eye-
lids. He twisted and turned and writhed,
and threw somersaults in the air, each more

again.

tirilling than the Iast, and, apparently, all
the time at the risk of his neck. Then he
started what he called the grand tour of the
room, ;

This consisted of nothing more- or less
than swinging from one rafter to the mext,
using cach as a standing trapeze, and circling
a somersault or two between letting go of
one and catching bold of the other. He
dived and twisted as well as he had ever
done for the cord in Busto’s great tent, and
when he reached the far end of the room his
costume was dusty and bedraggled, and his
face and hands covered with the grime which
years of negleet had allowed to accumulate
on the rafters.

The house rose at him—Eddie afterwards
awore that he could feel the raftef on which
he stood shiver with the volume of noise—
and they demanded that he should do Ib
They had scarcely breathed during
his daring passage above their heads, and
when he at last bowed, and started back
again, they again bheld their breath.

Once he missed—with one hand only—his
grasp, and the startled intake of breath in
the audience was a hiss. And when at last

“he stood on the platform and bowed his

arms and legs were aching, and his ears
almost spilt with the roar of cheering that
went up.

“That's a real man yew're got thar,
guv'por!” sald cne of the cowmen to Morri-
son. “Say, let 'im come and put in a few
weeks with us on the ranch, and we'll show
'im ‘ow ter cast a lariat and shoot with a
real guni”

Morrison smiled.

“1 don’t think he needs to do that,” sald
the producer. “He’s sure the dandiest man
and the ewiftest on the draw that ever wore
cold iron in his hip-pocket or in & holster, and
if you had the six spot of any suit of cards
nailed up at the end of the room where he
could see it he’d sure knock five pips out of
it.with each hand! Ask him, and he'll maybe
show vou how to shoot.”

The cowman unhitched a formidable Colt's
revolver, and handed it up to Eddie, who
took it with a look of wonder. Then, without
a word, the cowman marched to the other
end of the room, and over the swing-door he
nailed the six of diamonds.

“Say, Eddie Polo,” said the cowman,
clambering on a chair, “I ain’t callin’ no
bluff o' yourn, and seekin' trouble at all,
but this yere boss o' yourn 'e ses as how
yew're about the dandiest chap as ever
squinted atween the sights of a gun. That
little bit of iron o’ mine as I've 'anded ter
yew is sure some dead straight shooter, and
I'd be 'bliged 'if yew would give me a real
'sibition of yewre shootin' powers, or yewre
boss yere will 'ave ter eat his words. Shoot,
boy—attaboyee !’

Eddie grinned, and wrinkled his nose in
amusement. He had, it was true, gaincd
gsome reputation for swift and accurate shoot-
ing in his early days, and he had not
neglected to keep himself in practice during
his time with Buste’s travelling circus. But
he didn’t feel very fit just then, and, besides,
his recent passage across the rafters of thes
saloon had not tended to make his nerve any
the better or bis hand more steady. The
light was not good, either, and the spots op
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that six of diamo=ds seemed so tiny.and small
in the distance. =

“Well, I'm not in practice,” he hegzan, 1
haven’t held a gun for weeks, so you must
bear with me if I make a failure of the
test. If Mr, Morrison there has been swag-
gerving about my prowess, he’s been leg-pull-
ing, Pm afraid. You see, he’s never. seen
me shooting. I may say, ladies and gentle-
men, that I once won a spoon in a shooting-
mateh—a wooden spoon for the lowest score.
Nevertheless, things being what they are and
the night still being young, I'll now proceed
to show you how the bullet got into the
elephant, with illustrations—ecrack !

He had fired as he spoke, and as every
head slowed round on its neck to gaze at the
target at the other end of the room, the
top-left-hand pip of the six of diamonds lost

its shape.
“That’s a fluke,”” commented Eddie.
“Really, I don’t know how it happened.

Thank you, ladies and gentlemen, for your
kind appreeciation of a happy accident! I
hope to do worse next time!”

. Again the pistol cracked, and another red
spot was wiped out. Then came two cracks

or three of the cowman. -“That's shore our
sheriff yew’re ’‘oldin’ up!®

“The drinks are not on me, nor is the onus
of explanation,” said Eddie. - “This may be
your sheriff, and as much entitled to see
into and investigate any gun-play that's
going on. But while I'n at the right end
of the gun, I'm just going to ask your
sheriff to explain one thing, or, rather, two.
The first is, why did he shoot at two of my
fitm-producing company this merning? And
the second is, why did he ride away like a
madman after he'd done so?”

T

The New Sheriff !

HERE was a swift hiss of intaken
breath as the company indicated
their surprise. Though most of them
had heard of the shooting, few of

them had thought that the bearded shooter

was the sheriff. But, as the bearded one
continued to look straight into Hddie Polo’s
eyes, he gave a short laugh, and waved a
hand airily.

“Drop that!” said Eddie. “This isn’t any
faughing matter, as you'll find if your ex-

gamble in this saloon any more

Eddie turned back his coat and showed his badgs. ** I'm the deputy-sherift
of this district, and what ! says gaoes!

’ll shoot the whole lot of you in gaol!”
{See page 18)

if you let that young Hymans

in succession, and the four pips at the corner

of the eard showed as round holes.

And as the fourth shot rang out the door
opened, and a face, covered with a long,
black beard, appeared in the aperture. And
below the face was a pair of hands, each
holding a long-barrelled Colt, pointing in the
direction of the gathering.

“8Borry to intrude, gents,
menced the stranger.

He got no further.

“Say, put those hands of yours right sky-
high above your head, stranger!” said
Eddie, snapping off a fifth round, which hit
the door just above the other’s head, and
caused him to hurriedly elcvate his hands,
guns and all, into the air.

And as he did so a great burst of laughter
wend up.

“Say, young feller,” said the stranger, with
2 twinkle in his eye, “you've shore got the
drop on me! But I'm the sheriff of this
‘ere town, an’ as I've bin away all day,
and ‘earin’ gun-shots inside this saloon, I've
lest locked in to see if there’s anythin’
“appenin’ that’s agin the law. If there ain’t,
waal, let me put me ’ands down an see the
show; if there is, waal, I don't see as I can
butt in mueh with my shooters pointin’ to
‘eaven, ean I3

“The drinks are on you, Pole,” said two
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all—"? com-

planation isn't - satisfactory, Well, what
about it?”

The bearded one composed .his face, and
then, singling out a man in the audience,
called him to his side.

“Mike, yew young scoundrel,” said the
sherift, “this is yewr fault, me lad, and it's
yewr bones I'm a-gein’ ter take it outer
after I'm through with the show. Them
cartridges what you put in my rifle wasn’t
what I told you to put in, and, as a result,
I've got to be tried fer a-shootin® up two
men. An’ if I gets sent to the chair, it's my
ghost as'll haunt yew all the rest of yewr
bornedays.”

The cheriff turned to Eddie Polo, whose
gun-rmuzzle had never wavered an inch.

“1 tole thet boy,” he said, nodding at the
individual he had called Mike, “to load my
Winchester with three rounds ‘o’ blank
cartridge at the top, as I was a-goin’ out to
break in a new broncho I'd bought. Jest as
I was a-gettin’ reel busy exercisin’ that
broncho and wonderin’ how I was a-goin’ ter
make her stand still whiles I did some shoot-
in' from her back, ther train comes steamin’
along. Then [ sees a couple of chaps what
I took to be toughs a-strugglin’ with another
young chap, and, thinks I to meself, * This
is where yew takes a hand in the game, Bill.’
So I ropes round ‘the cayuse, and lets fly at

the engine, thinking that the noise of the

sy

shot would skeer stiff that engineer. When 1
sees him a-fallin® from the footplate, I
thought it was bluf. 8o I tried the second
round at the chap what was a-fightin® with
he victim—that was yew, I s'pose—and he
dropped, too.. I would have ridden across to
yewr crowd and made the usual interduet-
shuns if ¥'d a-bin allowed, but when I fired

“the secomd time, that blamed bronche put

her ears baek and ghowed the whites of her
eyes, and afore I could jerk back the lever
to reload, she was off across the sage with
me a-clingin’® to her neck for dear life. And
blame me if she didn't just tote me miles
out into the prairie, whar there ain’t nothin’
only alkali and sage brush, and then calmly
chuck*me off her back, and bestow a friendly
kick on me afore frottin’ back to rejoin the
sharp that sold her to me. And I've bad to
walk back hers, or I'd have told you all this
afore now.”

A great shout of laughter went up at the
sherifi's explanation, and after a few of the
leading citizens of Alkali Springs had vouched
for the hearded man, Eddie permitted him to
lower his-arms, and stow away the heavy
Colts he had held aloft so long. Then the
acrobat held out his hand.

“I sure forgive you this time, sheriff,” he
said, “if Bobbin and Fordyce, who received
the real hurt, don’t mind. But your im-
Dulsive action nearly caused me to be made
a mess of by the train-wheels, and I'm not
figuring to die in such a messy fashion just as
life’s getting interesting.”

It .was some ten minutes Iater, having
regarded the lad with steady eyes for quite
a time, that the sheriff made'a proposal to
Eddie Polo that almost cut his film career
short there and then.

“8ay, boy,” said the elder man, “being
sherift of this ‘ere district ain’t all kid’s
play, yew un tand, an' I'm geftin’ a hit
too old an stiff in the joints ter carry out me
jewties prop’ly, or else-yew’d mever ‘ave gob
thet drop on me as yew did jest a while
bac I wants an assistant, I dew, and I'm
off ’ yew thet post here and now, right
prompto. There’s plenty of excitement, goed
grub, a decent screw, and the backing of the
Yewnited States Government that goes with
the job, and I'd love ter “ave a smart young
chap like yew as me deputy. A chap whaf
was as smart on ther drew as yew, and as
handy on ther target, wouldn't be like my
last deputy, as was shot all to bits by a gang
o’ bad men down at the Crimson Halter, ther
other saloon ef this district. We give ’im a
real slap-up funeral, we did, but thet didn’t
round up thet gang, and it ain’t pleasin’ me
none ter know as they’re runnin’ round ther
country wild, waiting fer a smart man ter
rope ‘em im, and sayin’ as I'm gettin’ a
dodderin’ ole grandpa as ought ter be tucked

snugly away in ther graveyard. Well, me
lad, there’s an offer fer ‘yew! Are yew
on?” :

“The Iad is not on, Mr. Sheriff,” hutted in
Mr. Morrigon, from behind the bearded man.
“I dare say he would make an ideal deputy
for you, but I have him destined for some-
thing greater than that. Under you, his
name might strike terror into a little district
round. Alkali Springs, but under my direction
his name will be known and loved all over
the world—in time. Of course, if he likes to
break his contract with me and join you, I
cannot say anything, though I should, of
course, have a remedy at law, but I don’t
think he will do that.”

Morrison turned to Eddie.

“What have you got to spy aboub it,
Polo?” he asked.

“Not much,” Eddie said. “I dare say
there are things in a deputy-sherifi’s life
that might appeal to me, such as the risk,
and the riding, and the shooting, but in my
present capacity I get my fair share of them,
besides other advantages. So I'm afraid,
much as ¥ appreciate the sheriff's offer, I
must decline it with thanks!”

“Here, not so fast, younker!” put in the
sheriff. “If yew won’t take on ther iéh
permanent, what about taking it on tempry?
This’ ‘ere gang at the Crimson Halter wants
cleanin® up bad, and I can’t do it outer me
own stack o’ tricks. So, if yew won't help
me fer keeps, what about helpin® me a little
while, s0’s we can get all square?”

“I'd love to,” said Eddie, looking at
Morrison. 7 =

“Well, we’ve only a couple more scenes to
shoot,” said the director, “and I think we've
all earned a holiday, You can go ahead,
Polo, on condition that you don't get shob
up, and maybe the situations you get inte
will make material for another play for us.

(Continued on page 18.)
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A Magnificent,

Tale of the Chums of Greyfriars, GEORGE
WINGATE of the Sixth, and Dr. LOCKE.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

Long, Complete School

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Nugent Knows |
ADEMOISELLE ROSINA looked, as

the circus posters stated

child equestrienne, bhut her age

was probably sixteen. She rode
wonderfully well, standing up on the horse’s
back with the light agility of a fairy.

A circus had come to Friardale, and Harry
Wharton, Frank Nugent, and Tom Brown,
the chums of the Kemove Form at Grey-
iriars, had taken the first opportunity to visit
the show. [

They had asked Wingate, the captain of
the school, for passes, but for.some reason
he had seemed unwilling to grant them. But
Harry Wharton and his chums managed to
get the passes at last—but only for three.

And Wingate was the only other Grey-
friars fellow they could see.

“By Jove! What a ripping
claimed Harry Wharton.

“Splendid 1 4

The girl seemed to have no eyes for the
audience.

She made the eircuit of the ring, and then
thie clown and Signor Benson held up paper
hoeps for her to jump through.

She passed through the “balloons”
ease and grace, alighting surely on the
of the galloping horses

“Well, she’s a ripper!” said Nugent.
mere kid, foo!”

“First-rate!”

“That ugly chap can’t be her father,” said
Wharton, looking puzzled. “Baut the bills
say Monsieur Felix and his daughter,
Mademoisells Rosina.”

“A grape from a thorn!” grinned Tom
Brown.

“By Jove—yes!” =

The chums watched the circus girl with
great interest. There was one thing they
observed—which was observed by a good
‘many more in the audience. The girl seemed
o shrink involuntarily when she came near
the French rider. He might be her father,
but there was no love lost between them.

Harry Wharton looked round at Wingate
as the performance ended—why, he could
bardly have told. The eaptain of Greyfriars
did not meet his glance. He was rising from
his seat, and he left the spot without looking
in the direction of the chums,

“Something up with Wingate,” said Frank.
“He hasn't been himself all day, or vester-
day, either, for that matter. Linley told me
30 was kicking wild at footer practice yester-
day.”

“Wingate was2”

“¥es

A

rideri”* ex-

with
back

A

“Then he must be ill. I wonder—"

Wharton did not - finish. He wondered
whether the unusual manner of the Grey-
friars captain was in any way connected with
Monsieur Felix. What had meant the hard,
fierce glance that  Wingate had bestowed
upon the French rider?

The audience cheered the performers loudly
as they retired; but the greater part of the
applause was for mademoiselle.

That, Harry believed, was not wholly
plensant to Monsienr Felix for he saw the
rider give the girl a very dark logk, as she
paused to bow -her acknowledgment to the
cheering. :

“Come!” lre exclaimed, roughly seizing her
rein.

And they moved out of the arena.

“Rotteri” said Harry Wharton.

“What-ho!” said Frank. “I don't like that
chap's looks. Hallo, bere’'s the giddy
juggler!”

And the juniors were soon interested in the
new turn.

A little later Monsieur Felix reappeared,
but without mademoiselle.

He was in a new turn this time, doing
acrobatic feats on the trapeze, feats which
he performed passably well; and which were,
at all events, good enough to satisfy an un-
exacting country audience, :

He was the last turn.

When it was over the audience filed out,
and the Greyfriars juniors managed to meet
the Courtfield feliows in the erowd.

When the juniors of the rival schools met
there were frequently rows, but on this
occasion ‘all, as the poet says, was calm and
bright.

“Hallo!” said Trumper, with a grin.
“Ripping rider that mademoiselle, isn’t she?”

“Yes, rather!” =

“Fanthy meeting you,” said Solly Lazarus.

“I thay, that young lady is thimply
%htunning. you know. Do you 'chaps know
ner?” -

~

Wharton looked at him in astonishment.

“Know her!” he exclaimed. “How should
we know her? Never heard of her before
this evening,- Lazarus.”

Solly chuckled. :

“Thumbody at Greyfriars knows -her,” he
replied.

“Oh? Who's that?”

“You don't know?”

“Not a bit.”

“Your thkipper,” said Lazarus.

“Wingate!” exclaimed Harry.

“Yeth, rather!”

Wharton looked greatly puzzied,

“Blest if I know how, then!” he said. “I
suppose you're pulling my leg, Lazarus, Of
course, it's no bizney of mine if he does
know her; but I don’t see how he could.”

Solly grinned.

“I've theen them,”- he explained,

“Seen them?” exclaimed Nugent.

“Yeth, rather!” 5

“ Where, Solly?”

“Walking - on .the thands,” said 8olly.
“Yethterday they were walking by the thee,
and talking. Yeth, rather!”

“Walking by the sea and talking!” said
Wharton, in amazement.

“Yeth; quite like old friendth, you know.”

“Blest if T can make it out!”

Nugent burst into a sudden yell,

HAh; ha.-hall

His chums stared at him.

“What’s the matter, Frank?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You ass &

“0h, he’s off his ¢hilly rocker{” said
Lazarus. “Come on, you bounderth; we shall
be late home if we don't thpeed up!”

“Good-night, you Greyfriars chumpsl”

“Good-night, you Courtfield duffers!”

And with those polite wvaledictions, they
parted. Frank Nungent was stili laughing.
Harry Wharton and Tom Brown stared ab
him.

“What
demanded.

on earfh's biting Tom

you?”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“You howling aag!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The two juniors seized Frank by the
shoulders, and ran him out of the tent, and
jammed him against a caravan. They piuned
him there by main force.

“Now explain, you silly ass!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton wrathfully. “What are you
cackling about?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You fathead!” .

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Nugent,

“Oh, bump him{”

Bump!

Frank was bumped against the waggon.
One bump was enough.

“It's about Wingate! He knows madec-
moiselle—ha, ha, ha! That's why he bas
been mucking up footer lately—that’s why
he's been bad-tempered to nice, civil, oblig-
ing juniors in the Remove—ha, ha, ha!”

“Why?” howled Wharton and Brown

together,
“Because he spoons.”
“What "
“Hey 1
“8poons!” roared Frank. “Ha, ha, ha!”
“Oh, rot!” exclaimed Wharton. “As if

Wingate would be such an ass!”

“But he is—ha, ha. ha! Didn’t you sesq
the killing looks he was giving old Felix—|
expect Felix has been doing the heavy father
bizney, and warning him off *

“You ass!”

“Wingate's turned seventeen,” said Frank,
grinning. -“He’s old enough to make an ass
of himself; lots of chaps do at seventeen.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And it's the giddy springtime, you know.
In the spring the young man’s fauncy lightly
turns to thoughts of—"

“Rot!”

“Exactly! The poet said ‘love’'—but it
means the same.”

Harry Wharton laughed. .

“Look here, you ass, Wingate's got far too
much sensé to be spoons on anybody, at his
age,” he said; “and that girl looked awfully
nice—not at all a spoony sort. What you
want is a jolly good bumping, Frank Nugent.”

“You see if I'm not right,” grinned Frank.
“You mark my words, as they say in the
newspaper serials.”,

“But, look here—"

“That's why Wingate didn’t want us to
come to the circus. He thought we should
«spot it. Ha, ha, ha!” g

Wharton started a little. There certainly
did seem to be something in that view of
the case. But he shook his head.

“I don’t believe-it, Frank.”

“Rats! I do.”

“You're an ass!” -

<Thanks! Same to you, and many of
them.”

“1 tell you—-""

“Hark!” exclaimed Tom Brown.

The juniors had stayed behind the crowd,
and the ground was pretty well clear. Most
of the naphtha lamps were out. ®xcepting near
the supper-tent, where the eircus con

ny
with

had gathered to refresh themselves
bread and cheese and beer after their
labours.

Suddenly, from the direction of a caravan

THE POPULAR.—NoO. 102,
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a short distance away, there came a sharp
exclamation—in a voice they knew,

“You hound!”

The juniors simply jumped.

1t was Wingate's veice—Wingate, the cap-
tainc of Greyfriars!

THE SECCND CHAPTER.

Harry Wharton Takes a Hand !

; ARRY WHARTON “and his chums
stood in doubt as they heard the
voice of Wingate through the
gloom. Tt -was followed by the

sounds of a struggle, and that decided them.
They hurried to tlie spot. -
Wingate and Lasalle were reeling to
and fro in a savage struggle. :
~ Mademoisclle stood by, her hands clasped,
her face white with feor. &he feared for
Wingate, and perbaps for the Frenchman.
Wingate, with his blodd up as it was, was
likely to do the man some injury.
The sound of the struggie had brought
others to the spot as well as the ehums of
the Greyiriars Reinove. Fat and oily Signor
Benson eame rolling out of the supper-ient,
sand the clown came up with a naphtha lamp
in his hand to show light. Two or three more
of the circus hands came up, but without any

apparent intention of interfering. ‘They re-”

garded the matter as a fight that was in-
teresting to watch, that was all.

*Oh, stop tliem!” panted Rosina.

To and fro, t6 and fro went the reeling
combatants.

“On_stop, stop!” cried tho girl.

Wharton looked dubiously at his comrades.

“Shall we interfere?” he murmured.

Tom Brown shook his bead decidedly.

“No, Let Wingate give him a hiding.”

“But he's her father.”

“Can’t be helped. We can’t Interfere,
anyway. Wingate would give us a jolly good
licking if- we meddled.”

* What-ho ! said Frank Nugent.

Wharton waa’silent. DBut the time came
fur interference. Wingate stumbled over a
rope in the grass, and went recling back-
wards. The Frenchman was quick to take
advantage of the stumble

He threw his whole weight upon the Grey-
friars captain, and Wingate went beavily to
the earth, with the circus rider on top of
him. -

Wingate's grasp relazed as he fell. Luasalle
wag knoeeling over him now, his eyes blazing
with fury, and his clenched fists bedt into
the schoolboy’s face.

* You coward!” shouted Harry Wharton.

He sprang forward and grasped the French-
man by the shoulders, and dragged him
backwards off Wingate.

“You won't hit a chap when he’s down, you
dirty coward!” he exclaimed.
b"l‘he Frenchman snarled, and turned upon

im. :

Wingate was upon his feet in a moment.
The cowardly blows had somewhat dazed
bim, but he was quite fit to go on.

“This way, you hound!” he exciaimed.
“Let that lad alone!”

Signor Benson pushed between them.

“'0ld on!” he said. “There’s enough of
thisf + We-shall ‘ave the. perlice about us
afore we know where we are.”

Benson had seen that Lasalle did not wish
to go on. The man’s drunken fury was
spent, and he was secretly afraid of the
handsome, sturdy captain of Greyfriars. He
was glad enough now to keep behind the
portly figure of the circus preprietor.

Wingate dropped his hands at once.

“1 would like to wipe up the ground with
the brute,” hé said  “but I'm willing to
chuck it. I didn’t come here for a row.,”

He locked at Rosina.

“Oh, go, go!” murmured the girl,

Wingate hesitated.

“Look here, Mr. Benson, if that is your
npame,” he exclaimed, “I interfered to stop
that hound from ill-using Mademoiselle

- Rosina. It's your duty to see that he doesn’t
do it; and 1 warn vou that if he does there
will be trouble. If 1 can’t protect her, the
law can, and I will see what informing the
nolice will do.”

The signor's fat, red face became a ftrifle
lesg red. - & .

Signor Benson had-ample reasons for mob

wishing to come into too close a contact
with the law. The law to Signor Benson was

a troublesome thing it was always very

advisable to avoid. It was a thing that

interfered most exasperatingly to prevent a

boy from working fourteen hours a day, or a

ehlld from being exposed to the dangers
of a risky mid-air act. The less Signor Ben-
son saw of the law the hetier he liked ib.
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“It’s all right, young gentleman,” said
Signor Benson quite eageriy. “He's been at
the drink; that's wot it is. I'll lock arter:
him. He won't play them games no more,
I assure you, or he’ll get the boot from this
circus !

Wingate nedded shortly, and, raising his
cap to Rosina, he turned away.

The juniors followed him in-

Benson turned angrily to TFelix Lasalle
when they had gone. His fat face was very
angry.

“You drunken fool!” he exclaimed. *That
young fellow might have brought dozens of
his schoolieilows to see the show, and you
must quarrel with him,”

Lasalle muttered an oath.

“ He attacked me!” he snarled.

“Yes, because you were being a brute
again.
to touch mademoiselle?”’ shouted the signor.

“I'll do as I liket!” .

“You won't! You won't lay a finger on
her again!” said the signor. *Madeoiselle

And haven I told you you're nob

is mere use in the show than you are, if

you want to know the truth; and if I have
too much of your cheek, I'll fire you, my
man, and Keep her here.” <

And the signor strode away, puffing and
blowing with anger.

Lagalle gave the girl a deadly look; but
he did not speak to her again, nor did he
approach her. Rosina went quietly into her
van. Meaawhile, the Greyfriars fellows had
reached the lane, and were tramping towards
the school.

Greyfriars was looming up before them in
the gloom, when Wingate spoke at last

“Thank you for interfering as you did,
Wharton,” he said abruptly.

“That’s all right, Wingate.”

“Look here, I don’t want you kids to jaw
about this in the school,” said Wingate,
pausing, and looking at them directly. “The
fellows will make a lot of jaw about it if
you dGo. You know, I suppose, now that
P’'m acquainted with Mademeiselle Rosina ?”

“Yes™

“1 met her a long time ago,” said Win-
gate. “It was in the summer vac last year.
1 happened to go to the circus—it was down
in Devonshire then—and afterwards I inter-
fered on an ocecasion something like the one

Wingate was very silent and
moody, and the juniors did not care to speak. |

directly te the Head’s study.
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“I don’t know. I saw him come in with
Carne,” saild Harry. “He went almost
I thought I'd
mention that, in case—" s 5

“Master Wingate!”> -

It was Trotter, the page.
captain turned towards him.'
“What is-it, Trotter?”
“Ead want to see you‘in his study, Master
Wingate, immediate,”* said Trotter. “I was

to tell you immediate you come in, sir.”

“Very well,”” said Wingate quietly; and
Trotter departed.

The Greyfriars captain gave Wharton a
glance.

“Thank you, lad,” he said. “I gsuppose you
were right; you seem to see more into Loder
than % do. But I don’t see how he can hurt
me, even if he has sneaked about me. But
thank you, Iad¥>

He strode away towards the Head's study.

The Greyiriars

‘Nugent 4“nd Tom Brown joined Wharton,

wha was looking clouded and anxious.

“Wingate’s in deep waters just now,” Tom
Brown remarked. “I wonder whether those
rotters will be able to do him any harm?
It was awfully reckless of him to get mixed
up with the circus people as he has done.”

Wharten nodded. 2

“But Wingate’s as good as gold, and true
blue!” he exclaimed. “I wish we could help
him. I wonder if we could?” : .
And the three juniors put their heads fo-
gether, to discuss the matter and think it
over.

How cculd they help Wingate, the idel
of all the juriors at Greyfriars? That he
was in trouble, growing worse, was no secret
to them. But what could they de?

Wingate strode to the Head's study with-
out a pause. If Loder had made ahy accusa-
tion against him, the Greyfriars captain did
not mean to be slow in meeting it. He
tapped at the Head’s door, and Dr. Locke:
bade him enter. ;

Wingate entered, and closed the door be-

{ hind hime Then, with a firm "and steady
| glance, he met the troubled gaze of the

to-night. The Frenchman is a brute, and—- |

But you understand. I'knocked him down.
That wag how I came to know mademoiselle.

P’'m explaining this so that you won’t be !

curious about it.
But if the feliows got held of it they would
say it was a case of spoons, or some rot of
that sort. And I don’t care to have made-
moiselle’s name talked about in that way.
You understand?”

“Yes, Wingate.” ~

“Then keep your mouths shut about what
happened after the performance.”

“We'll do it,” said Tom Brown.

“Honour bright!™ added Harry.

“Thank you!”

And they entered the school. The juniors
had over-stayed their time  but returning
in company with the captain made that all
right. Gosling, the porter, gave them a
grim look as he opened the gate. They were
very late, and he could not report them—
which was a great disappointment for
Gosling.

Wingate left them at the door of the
School House, and the juniors joined their
Form, who were going up to bed.

} . Harry Wharton & Co. had noticed

that Wingate had been out of the
school a good deal during the last two
days, and, what was more, they had noticed
that Loder and Carne, the two bullying pre-
fects of the Sixth, bad followed him.

Harry Wharton had warned Wingate of
the fact, but the captain had laughed the
matter aside. But the day after the warnlnﬁ
had been uttered Wharton saw Loder an
Carne come in from the village, and Win-
gate came in a little later, with a moody
brow. He passed Harry Wharton as he came
into the School House, and nodded to him.
He paused to speak after a moment.

“I think you were right, Wharton,” he
remarked, with a bitter smile. “Loder fol-
lowed me this evening. But I don’t see
how he can make ‘mischief.”

Wharton looked anxious.

“Would it hurt you if he reported it to
the Head?’ he asked, in a low volice.

“He would not do that!” he exclaimed.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Rccused !
val;las two days later that the bomb
ell. ;

We are just good friends. |

Head. -

“You wished me to come, sir, I under-
stand,’’ he said.

“Yes, Wingate.”

“Well, sir, L am hera’* .

The "Head looked long and hard at Win-
gate. There was a sad shadow on his kind
old face.

16 scemed impossible that the accusation
brought against this brave-looking, frank,
open-hiearted lad could be true. Yef even
now in Wingate's face, as the Head looked
at it, were plainly to be seen signs of the

{ mental struggle he had gone through—signs

that his life was not following ifs usual calm
and peaceful course. *

‘Wingate, I have to speak to you upon a
serious matter—a most serious matter,” said
the Head slowly.

=¥ es, mir. L

“I will send for Loder.”

The Head touched the bell, and Trotter
was despatched to fetch the prefect.

A bitter smile curled Wingate’s lips.

It was Loder, then. Harry Wharton had
been right in his warning.

“80 Leoder has brought an accusation
against me, sir?”’ he asked. -

“He has informed me of something, Win-
gate.”
; ""Very well! I have no doubt I can answer

“I hope se, Wingate—I sincerely hope so,”
said the Head earnestly. “I have always
had faith iz you, and it would be a terrible
ghocg"to discover that I had misplaced my
rust.’ :

Wingate met his eyes firmly,

“That will never be the ease, sir.”

Loder entered.

He aveided Wingate's glance, keéping his
eyes towards the Head. He was accompanied
by Carne—partly to bear witness for him,
partly to support him by backing him up
through what was likely to be something
of an ordeal. It was not easy to face Win-
gate’s scarnful eyes, and lie.

“Loder, Wingate is here. I wish you to
repeat what you have told me, and we will
ear whether Wingate has any explanation
o give.”

“Very well, sir. I hope,” said Loder, “that
Wingate understands that I have spoken
only from my sense of duty as a prefect,
and not in the least from any personal feel-
ing towards himself.”’ s
-“That is quite understood,” said the Head.
“I am gure Wingate gives you credib for the
best motives.? x

Wingate’s lip curled. S

“I give Loder ecredif for his frue motives,
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l AT go—but | take Mademoiselle ! ¥’ Lasalle oxclaimed. He stepped forward with clenched fists. But Harry Wharton
- jumped between the Frenchman and the Head.

“ You will tackle mas first, you cur ! * he cried.

(See chapter 5.)

at all events!” he exclaimed. “But let him
come to the point.”?

The Head raised his hand.

“1 will question you, Loder. You learned
that Wingate was worried by some trouble
that he kept secret from the -other boys.”

“Yes, sir.”"

“You found that an attachment he had |-

formed "with: 2 woman in a circus was the
subjeet for jests among the juniors?”

“Precisely.”

“You looked into the matter with the viéw
of clearing Wingate in the eyes of his school-
fellows?” . ;

“Quite so, sir.” -

“My motive also, sir,” said Carme. #

“¥Yes! And both of you saw Wingate at
the eircus, on friendly terms with people of
disreputable appearance. You saw that he
had really formed a friendship with an ad-
venturess, much older than himself, and that
he was engaged 'in a quarrel with drunken
ruffians of her account.”

“¥es, sir.*

Wingate’s face blazed with rage. He made
a step towards Loder and Carne, his fists
clenched.

“You liars!” he shouted.

The doctor rose to his feet.

“Wingate!” .

“They are lying, sir! Mademoiselle Rosina
is not older than 1 am—she is younger. She
is a lady, sir—a really splendid girl. And—"

“Nonsense, Wingate {*

“And these lying cads know ib, sir!”

“Wingate!” -

“You ought not to have bhelieved them,
sir, you ought not to have listened to them
in such a story!?’ shouted Wingate, quite
beside himself now and reckless of what
be said.

The Head turned pale.

In 2l his career he had never been spoken

1 always been deceived in you.

to like that before, and it was no wonder
that even his kind temper failed.

Loder and Carne exchanged a look. Win-
gate was playing their game as if he wished
it to succeed as much as they did.

“Wingate, how dare you!” gasped the
Head.

“I mean it, sir—I tell you—*

“Enough!” :

“I tell.you, sir——?

Dr. Locke waved his hand.

“Silence, Wingate! You must, indeed,
have changed, when you dare to treat your
headmaster - in this manner—else 1 have
Wingate, 1 am
disgusted! Your violence leaves me only one
conclusion to draw——that you are guilty?
that you have really fallen into low associa-
tions, and——" 2

“It is not true, sir! I 7 ;

“Silence!. Wingate, if it werse any lad 1
had respected less, 1 should expel him im-
mediately from - Greyfriars. With you, 1
hardly know what course to take. But, in
the first place, you must promise me never,
under any eircumstances; to se¢ this woman
again—never to speak to this adventuress.”

“8he is not an adventuress.”

__“Will you give me the promise required,
Wingate?”
# “1 cannot, sir!”?

“What "

“1t is impossible,* sir [* Z

“You refuse?” said the Head, in a terrible
volce.

4 Ves, eirz’”

“Go to your room ab once, Wingate! Go
to your room, and pack your hox to-night.
You shall not remain in this school another
day! You are expelled from Greyfriars!”
© Wingate gave the Head gne look, and then
strode from the study. He was too angry
to feel, for the moment, the full force of the
blow that had fallén upon him,

“Leave me now,” said the Head briefly
to the two semiors.
“¥Yes, 8ir2 s
Loder and Carne quitted the study. In
the passage they almost gasped. Their
triumph, their complete scoring, had almost
taken their breath away. They had been far
from expceting 80 complcte and so swift a

victory.

“AMy hat!” caid Loder., “He’s done!”

Carne chuckled.

“Quite done!”

“Expelled!” said Loder. “I hardly hoped
for that. Carne, old man, you or I mush
geb in as captain in the next election.”

“What-ho!”

“Let's go to Tonides’ study, and toss up
which shall be candidate.”

“Done!”

The two rascals went their way rejoicing.
Wingate had gone to his study. As the
anger and excitement faded away in his
breath, the full significance of the Head’s
words came more- clearly home to him. Ex-
pelled from the school!

Expelled from Greyfriaral

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
‘The Head’s Daughter 1
R. LOCKE started out of a deep
reverie as a knock came at his door.
The good old doctor’s face was
deeply clouded. There were troubles
enough heavy upon his beart at that moment,
and the affair of Wingate had troubied him
mare. Wingate had always been his
favourite—his ideal schoolboy. The Head
had never had a son, but he had felt a
great deal of a father’s affection for
Wingate. Now all was shattered; "the
character of the @Greyfriars captain was
TrE POPULAR.-—No. 102,
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blackened, and he was to go forth from the
old sciool in deep disgrace.

It was a heavy blow to the Head.

“Come in!” said the doctor, glad, perhaps,
of an interruption to his gloomy thoughts.

He imagined thatesit was one of the masters
or prefeets who wished to speak to him on
some matter of busines But as the door
opened he started to feet in surprise; for
it was a girl who stood there—a giri of
sixteen or seventeen, in a cloak with a lace
shawl over her head, and her oval face
lushed, and ber dark brown eyes full of fear,
and at the same time ef resoive.

It was Rosina, pale and trembling. -

Younger, slighter than ever the girl looked,
in her deep nervousness of the stern old
gentleman, the Head of Greyiriars.

Waarton was by her side. He pressed her
hand encouragingiy.

“ What—whav!” the Head exclaimed,
amazement.

Wharvon led the girl into the study.

“If you please, sir——=""

The Head frowned.

“Wharton, (osling has reported to me that
you have broken bounds—that you actually
climbed over the gate while be was watching

ou!”

4 “It ig true, sir.”

“Y'hen waat—" :

“I went to fetch this lady, sir.”

“I don't understand you, Wharton. Who
ig this lady? Sit down, my child,”’ said the
Head, handing ‘Rosina to a seat with his old-
fashioned courtesy. “1 cannot guite under-
stand thist”

“Oh, eir,” gasped the girl, “I—L—"

“This itady uas come to clear Wingate,
sir,” said Wharvon steadily, as poor Rosina’s
voice failed her.

The Head looked astounded.

“To clear Wingate?*

“Yes sir. I know what he is accused of,
and I thought of fetching her,” said Harry.

in

“I don't wind being licked for breaking
bounds, sir, This is Mademoiselle Rosina.”
“What{”

“ Mademoiselle Rosina, of the ecircus, sir.”

The Head stared,

“There must be some mistake,” he ex-
claimed. *“The — the person Wingate was
acquainted with at the circus was a woman
much older than himself—nothing at all like
this child.” -

“Loder told you so, sir?”

“Assuredly{””

“He was not speaking the truth, sir.”

“Wharton!” -

“Well, at all events he was mistaken,
sir,” said Wharton. *This is Mademoiselle
Rosina; this is Wingate's chum.” :

“Dear me} This is—is extraordinaryi”

“It’s just as I say, sir.”

“Did—did Wingate wish this young Iady
to come here—"

“He doesn't know anything about it, sir,”
said Wharton, with a grin. “But I thou«
of bringing her here, sir, so that you could
see it was all les.”

“Bless my soult”

“Oh, sir,” exclaimed Rosina, her eyes wet
with tears, “if you knew how kind Wingate

e
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has been to me, and what a difference his
friendship made to me, I am sure you would
nog be hard upon him!
did it do him to know me?”

“My dear child,” said the Head kindly,
“1 have been misled. If you are really
Mademoiselle Rosina—-"" -

“Indeed I am!”™

“Then there has been a great mistake. I
think I am sufiiciently a judge of character,”’
said the Head, “to be able to tell at a glance
that you are a good and noble yeung lady. I
have not the slightest doubt upon that point.
Loder made some gbsurd mistake, and led
me to believe that Wingate's friend was a
very. different sort of person. Yeu all is nog
clear, You are an English girl, and the girl
in question is a Dademoiselle Rosina—the
daughter, I understand, of a French circus
rider.” = =

1 am Felix Lasalle’s daughter, sir,”’ said
Rosina simply. “I have been told many times
that I look like an English girl, and not at all
French; but indeed 1 am DMademoiselis
Rosina.”

The Head started back.

“Irelix Lasalle’s daughter!” he exclaimed.

S

“Who was your mother?”

“I never knew her, sic.”

“Oh, heavens!” murmured the Head, press-
ing his band to his head. “Can it be pos-

sibie? Is vhis a miracie whico is happening
to me?”

He stared at Hosina so intently and
earnestly that the girl was frightened.

Wharton was amazed.

“This is Mademoiselle Rosina, sir!” he |
exclaimed. “Thnere is no doubt about it. I

saw her in the performance. Besides, Felix
Lasalle is foliowing us, and he will soon be
here to prove it. He was furious at Rosina
coming here,”

“His daughter?”

“Yes, sir,” said Rosina, in wonder.

The Head came closer to her.

“My cnud,” be exciatined, 1 know I must
astomisn you, but listen! Has any doubt
ever erossed your mind that you are realiy
the daugnrer ¢f this Frenchman? Has he ever
said anypuing leading you to suppose that
you might not truly be his daughter?”

“Yes, sir—often.”

“Ah” Y

“Many times, sir, when he has been drink-
ing, ne has said that t am pot his chiiu:
that he found me in the gutter, sir,” said
Rosina falvtermgiy. “Oh, if iy were ony true!
It is wicked to dislike ome’s father, but I
cannot like him—he is baveful and cruel! If
it were only true! I would rather be any
beggar's child}

“Child,” said the Head, “you cannot be
his daughter. You are English, and he is
French.”

"1 hope it is true that he is not my father,
sir!” Rosina clasped her hands. “If it were
only possible to know!’

The Head gazed at her fixedly,

“Your name i3 Rosina?” he asked,

“My circus name, sir., My own name is
Rose.” ,

“Rosel Oh, it must be true! Even the
name is the same! Ob, my child, listen to
me!” said the Head, in a trembling voice.
He seemed to have forgotten Wharton's
presence. The junior was dumb with amaze-
ment. “Listen to me, child! DMany years
ago, when you must have been a tiny chila.
that man Lasalle knew me. He had com-
mitted a crime, and [ gave evidence that sent
him to prison. After he was released he
revenged himself by taking away my child—
my little Rosis¥?

The girl listened, pale, with set lips.

“He disappeared,” said the Head. “I never
saw him again until this week. I met him
near here. I did vot know bhe was with. a
circus; I did not know he had a young girl
with him whom he called bis daughter.
trace was ever found of him. I had no actual
proof that he had taken my child, but I was
sure of it—my wife was sure of it! I was
not Head of Greyfriars then. It happened
far from here. When I mef him lately né
said that the child was dead. I felt that
he lied—he was always false to the corel

hild, you are the age she would be. Your
name is the same. And you capnot be tne
daughter of Felix Lasalle, He is French,
and you are English.”

Rosina -trembled.

“Ieaven bas been kind to me,” said the
Head solemnly. “Through this strange affair
I have found my childi”

“Oh!” murmured Rosina.

“My dear- libtle Rosiet”

There was a wild trampling 6f feet in the

And what harm

No’

passage, the voice of Trotter, the page, ralzed
in alarin, 5

“I tell yer—-*

“Which is the roem?”’
* It was the voice of Felix Lasallet

The nexi moment the door of the Head's
study was flung open and the Frenchman
appeared, red with rage. He had his grip
upou the coliar of the unfortunate Trotter
It was evident that he had forced his w
into the house and had compelled Trotter
guide him to the Head's study,

_He flung the page reeling back as he ca
sight of Rosina. The terrified Trotter
to his heels.

Lasalle strode into the study.

“80 you are herei” he cried.
yourhear me? Comet”
_ The Head stepped between Rosina and tha
furious Frenchman.

" You will not take away my child & second
time, Felix Lasalle,” he said steadily.

was what had scared him—that, with

5 _Rosina at Greyfriars, some recogni-
tion might come sbout.
And it had come!
But the circusrider was not beaten® yet.
The man's voice was loud, threatening.
The girl trembled. It seemed to her £
she must obey this man, as she had always
obeyed him. =
But Harry Wharton -caught her hand, and
held it fast. The stately figure of the Head
of Greyfriars stood before her in protection.
r“No, no!” eried Rosina. “I will not com:!
You are not my father! I will not come!™

“Obey met”

“Never again!” cried Rosina, with rising
courage. “You have always been eruel, you
have always hated me. I know that I am
not your daughter! Go without me! I shall
never see you againi”

The Frenchman muttered a curse. His eyes
burned with rage as he turned them upon
the Head of Greyfriars.

“If I go alone,” he said, “I return with
the police! There is a law in this counfry
to save a child from being taken away from
its parents. She will be restored to me by
faw, De. Locke{” :

The Head smiled ecornfully.

“You may make the attempt,” he replied,

“Fool!” shouted Lasalle, *Can you prove,
then, that she is your daughter, that you
defy your own lawsy”

“Perhaps not. But we have a saying in
this country- that possession is nine points of
the law,” said the Head coldly. “She is hera
—she remains here, If you elaim her, it is for
you to prove that she is your daughter,”

" What?” he exclaimed.

“You are a Freachman. Prove how it is
that an English girl is your daughter—prove
it to the satistaction of the law, and you
may claim her,”

“Her mother was English—she is like her
mother,” muttered Lasalle.

“Very good! In that case, produce
marriage certificate of her mother and hec
own birth certificate,” said the Head. “If
she i3 your child you can obtain. both—ot

“Come, da

" THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Exit Felix L.asalie.
ELIX LASALLE staggered back.
This was what he had feared, thi3

the

vl (6} 0,

Wharton grinned. He bad not thought of
that, and he had hardly expected Dr. Locke
to be so keen,

Lasalle’s eyes glittered.

“I go. but I take my child!” he exclaimed.
“Old man, stand between us at your perill”

And with clenched fists the Frenchman
strode forward,

Dr. Locke did not move, :

Oid man as he was, and no mateh physicaily
_forhthe powerful ruffian, be did not stir an
inch.

Harry Wharton sprang between them.

“You will tackle we first, you cur!” he ex-
clu‘imed‘ .
asid

“Rats!”

The Frenchiman sprang upon him,

Wharton closed with the ruffian. Dr. Locks
ralxiug the bell, and then came to Wharton's
aid.

But his aid was not needed.

A stalwart form came in a$ the doorway—
it was George Wingate’s. The captain. of
Greyfriars had heard the news that was buzz-
ing all through the school—that Mademoiselle
Rosina, of the cireus, had come.

The moment he heard it, Wingate had
guessed her ¢bjeet in coming—to clear him in

(Continued on pege 18.3 g
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THREADS OF THE STORY.

Adrian Vaughan, after having served five
years, leaves Dartmoor Prison, bent on re-
gaining his old position in the world, but he
finds that all ‘of his old ‘acquaintances had
ioined the great army against him, including
a very old ehum, Harry Leigh, and he vows
to get -his revenge ‘on those who were” once
his friends. :

He falls in with an old acquaintance of the
prison, by name of Demottsen, and secures
a suite of splendidly furnished rooms, where
they intend to plan a great scheme. Later
Vaughan appears before the public as a
singer and miusician, and makes a great name
for himselt as Paul Rutherford. -

Later, Demottsen informs his partner that

heé Tas discovered that Leishman is really

Mr. Leigh, the criminals’ moneylender,

They employ the services of John Firth,
who i8 the double of the ex-convict, and it
is arranged that the latter helps Firth to
discover the whereabouts of Judas Leishman,
a‘man who had wronged him in the past.

Firth pays-a visit to the Marquis of Ran-
cuvy to entertain the guests as a musician,
using the name of Rutherford, whilst the
real-mian burgles the house of the most
© valuable possession, the Golden Cup.

When the alarm-is given, the guests search
the grounds, and the body of Raymond Mar-
connon is found, evidence points to the fact
that Vaughan is the murderer, Ferrers Locke
and Baker sécure a taxi, and drive to a place
where they hope to find a confederate of the
X
with the Golden Cup. TFerrers Locke declares
that Vaughan is the thief.

{Now read on.)

'fhe Hidden Hand !

—~, 'VEN Baker, used as he was to sur-

prises, drew in his breath. -

“The little man,” explained Locke,

: “was to be the go-between, the man
deputed to buy the goblet. Note, he
paid for it in cash; an honest person
would have submitted a cheque  and
left an address., The next move. Vaughan
now  knows where the original goblet is;
he further learns of the projected dinner
and ball at the marquis’ home. Among
others, a man much in the public eye, Paul
Rutherford is to be there. To lessen the risk
of detection, Vanghan makes himself up to
look like Rutherford. Whilst the festivities
are .at their height, he enters the curio-room
and is discovered in the act of stealing the
cup by his old friend, Harry Leigh! But the
exchange is already made.
to flight through thg open window.
eonnon, who has heard Harry's cry, rushes
to the spot. The window is open; he sees a
man speeding across the lawa, and follows in
hot pursuit. The two men come to grips;

Vaughan is desperate and armed. To save }

himself, and at the same time to be revenged
on his enmemy, he shoots Marconnon, and
mwakes good his escape.”

“But how did he get away?. Certainly not
by car, sir, and all the stations were
watched.”

“That i3 a puzzler. Adrian Vaughan is no
ordinary eriminal, but a man who is willing
voluntarily to pit his brain against the best
of us. What happens next must be purely

convict, a little wan, who had been seen’

~

13

OF MANY MYSTERIES AND THRILLING INCIDENTS!
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guesswork. He has the golden bowl, but red
murder clings to i, The papers have
already said that the one who stole it also
shot Marconnon. The thing must be disposed
of. How? The easiest and safest plan is to
sell it for its metal worth to.’a ‘fence’ or
receiver, It is therefore entrusted to the
little man with the hlue eyes; he takes it to
Poltniron’s. That, Baker, is the outline of
my case against Vaughan. How it will work
out we shall very soon see.” ;

The garish lights and the.darkling shadows
of Commercial Road lay befors them. The
detective and hLis assistant sprang out, and,
after a few instructions to the driver, walked

rapidly eastwards as far as Stepney Station,

where they plunged into a labyrinth of evil-
smelling courts and passages until they came
to Marron' Street. :

On the right, beyond the gloomy houses;
the silent waterway wound sombrely to the
sea. Midnight was striking from the grim
grey church tower as they paused before a
tall, storied house that once, in the long ago,
had seen better days. Now the lower part
served as a shop of kinds, and on the dgor
a crudely-daubed  inseription in ~ Chinese
showed that it provided board aund lodging
for Oriental sailormen. : :

“You stay in this passage. If I want you
I shall whistle twice.”

The detective drew his hat over his cyes
and lounged into the shop. Outside, but a
few strects off. the pulsing life of the West
beat and throbbed; here was a transition, a
passing in a moment, 1o the underworid of
the Bast. ;

On the floor, in the centre of a square ot
tawny-coloured matting, sat a young Chinese
woman, dressed in a silk petticoat of azure
blue; a loose-fitting yellow bodice adornzd
the upper part of her small person, but left
her olive arms and shoulders bare.

She did not look up as Locke entered, nor

‘did the mask-like face betray the slightest

sign of surprise.
“HKyening,  Tu San!” =
“Evenin’, white man pelicc dog!” Tu San

 replied.

“Tu San locking very pretty to-night.”

Locke leant across the counter, and pufied
at his pipe.

“What yeou :want, police dog?”’ the girl

. asked, still without looking up.

“To give you something, if you are a good

' girl.”

He spun a half-crown in the air, The thin
hangd caught it, and the money disappeared

in the folds of the bodice.
The thief takes |
Mar- |

“Velly well, go on.”

“Tell your father I want to come through.
Louis Poltniron is upstairs. I want a word
with him. But, Tu San "—as the giri began
to slip silently away—“keep your ‘finger on
your father’s lips.”

Almost before Locke realised that the ginl
was gome a big man with an impassive face

stood before him. Tu San came to his side, }

and the clutter and clack of many syllables
passed between them.

“You wanted see Mista Lounis, Mista
Locke?” the Chinaman asked, and extended a
huge hand. S

Money passed, and at a friendly nod- from
Al Ling, the detectiveipassed through the
hangings anl up the stairs.

"I could put you away by

“A good investment for me the day I
saved Ah Ling’s daughter from a lknifes
thrust!” - he muttered, toiling upiwards
through the sickly atmosphere.

. On ‘either side was a long line of clesed
doors, behind which men and women wers
passing gilded hours in the land of opipm
dreams. :

A trapdoor in the roof opened to a little
gangway that ran threugh a maze of chimney.
pots.  Under the dark roof of might London,
nysterious, phantasmal, lay parp awake. and.
part sleeping, Here, among these. haunis
where West meets East, and Kast conquers
West, were secrets never revealed, except te
men such as Ferrers Loeke T .

Once again a flap was raised; and Locke,

“with unerring instinet, descended a Short iron

ladder. - He found himself in the corridor of
2 spacious unlit house. Around him lay -

almost unparalleled © magnificence High
wzllls‘,ldmpe'd_‘wiﬂl valuable tape es and
exquisite paintings, and rooms stocked with

objects of great worth.
, Locke shone his electric torchi on the great
“receiver's” collection, and a smiie played
about. bis Tips.

“Polthiron’s a clever dog,” he mused. “The
police know he’s got all these things, but
they can't identify them as stolen property,
and £0 he remains in undisturbed DOSsession.
I wonder where the old rascal is?”

He opened door .after door with a skeleton
key, till at last he stood blinking momente
arily in the glare of an overhead chiandelier,
On the. far side of the apariment, furnished
as a comfortable living-room, an old man
was hunched over a d A lomg, iron-grey
beard almost hid the ) istcoat heneath
the faded frock-eoat. A pair of deep-set:
cyes, almost hi beneath bushy, overs.
hanging eyebroy t a suiprized glance at
the unexpected visitor.

“Vell, Locke, vot do you vart?” :
in a thin, rasping tone. as tive
deliberately locked the deor behind him.

“A little chat with you, that is all, Mr.

: Poltniron.”

The detective came into the middle of the
room and threw his hat upon the table. .
“But, ma tear poy ere is nothin’ dein’.”.
“I didn't say there was You- needn’t

look so guilty. I want  yew, Polts
niron.”

“That vas good, along.”

Locke sat- down, *eyes wers

fastened on the ot

“Lagt Monday you ha
stout, dumpy man, who hr
in- a parcel.”

“How you knew t}

“I know everythi
heye.”

“Vat did be bhring?”

“The golden bowl, of course,
old friend?”

“I know nothin’ of any gold bawl, sec.”

“Don’t lie, Poltwiron! a do!”  TLecke's
big lower jaw snapped angrity. “1f 1 liked

visitor—a little
t in the goods

or I shouldn't be

Where i3 if

nerely
hand, but I don’t want to.  Now,
gold bowl. The little man hrov
you aund asked you to buy it and
down = s

THE Po2



14

“He told you that?” the “fence ” almost
screamed.

“Never mind., I want the cup, that's all. !
Murder bas. been done over if, and unless
you want to find yourself in the dock, give
it up and tell me all you know,.”

“Heavens, I can’t, ma poy! It vas vorth
$'ousandst™ :

Locke's puises leapt. e had learnt two
things—that the goblet had been brought
to Poltniron and that Poltniron hadn't got
it now.

He lcant forward, and, taking 2
his pocke$, balanced it mien
knee, the while he slipped a wh
his lips. v

“Now, look here, Mr. Poltniron; unless you
make—-a clean breast of everything 1 shall
keep you covered un$il the police arrive,
Quick, tell me! What was the real name
of the mmn who sold you the cup, the name
of the man who sent him to carry out the
deal, and where is the cup now?”

A “look of terrible dread. spread over the
face of the Hungarian Jew.

“1 dare pot tell you all dis,” he said, in a
quavering voice. i

“But you must—you must] Which is it
to be, prison or a confession?”

The old man threw a frigshtened glance
around the room; then, as if his mind was
made up, he leaned suddenly towards the
detective. ;

“Give me your vord of honours not te mix
me in dis affait, an' [ tell you!” he whis-
pered.

Lotke slipped the pistol in
and nodded acquiescence.

“De man vot brought me de goblet vas
Demottsen; he vot stole it vas—de teufel—
der man E sold it to vas—"

The name dled on his lps, and the silence
of the room scemed to explode in a puff
of noise that fell like a thunderclap on
Locke's ears, Then, before the detechive’s
startled eyes, Louls Poltniron slipped forward
from the chair and fell heavily on his face.
B detective was on his knees beside

the etricken man, Louis Poltniron lay
on his face, and the first swift plance failed
to reveal the sudden cause of his collapse.
Everywhere the atmosphere was clear and
still: no vestige of smoke trailing through
the warm air towards the glittering chande-
lisr showed sign that a pistol had been mur-
derously discharged not a score of feet away.

Slowly Ferrers Locke turned him over. A
glistening red furrow, clear as a knife-cut,
extended from Poltniron's right checkbone
to the lobe of his ear. Below it a welter
of blood ran into the flowing beard. :

“A nasty, painful wound, but not in the
Ieast dangerous,” Locke decided, as he
propped the “fence " into a chair. “You've
missed death by half an inch. = Ah, you'll
goon come round!” For now Poltniron was
grunting and labouring heavily in his throat.

A* momeny later Locke was on the roof-
ladder, sending a shrill call through the night.
Then he went bgck and began a rapid search
for cold water, & basin, and towel. By the
time the jnjured man  evinced the first
inclination to return to consciousness Baker
had arrived.

He halted in the doorway, a pistol poised
menacingly. Only when he saw the show was
over did he slip it from view. .

“You've bad it all to yourself, I see,” he
remarked drily, taking on the work of resus-
citation. “Drew it on you, I suppose?”

Locke was busy making a swift examination
of the room.

pistel from
y on his
bLetween

his pocket

The Daring Leap !
EFORYE the noise of the explosion had
died info an awesome stiliness, the

“No. Someone drew it on him. That's
what puzzles me. How the deucs was it
done? He and I were alone; the windows

and the doors were locked. He was on the
point of telling me to whom he had parted
with the marquis’ goblet when someone tried
to seal his lips with a pistol shot.”

At the far side of the big, heavily-furnished
room he turned and compared the chalk lines
he had made on the carpet, indicating the
position in which the Jew had fallen, with the
angle of the flesh wound on his face. This
brought him to a looked door, leading
probably into an adjoining room.

“1 gee now,” he laughed drily, “someone
listened to all that passed between us. As
s00n as Poltniren came to the erucial point in
his “give away ' the hidden man fired on him
with a smokeless, non-odorous cartridge, and

-and Locke felt the ripping up of his right

loeked the door between us before the noise
THE PeruLar.—No. 102,

of the explosion was "over; which -looks,
? . 25 though very much more than the
name of an ordinary ‘receiver ' hung on the
old fellow’s confession.” ’
The gloomy eyes of the “never tired ” main
i p with the light of an ill-suppressed
iteme:

gets hot,” he murmured. Bub
3 fell ou deaf ears, for already Locke
the inner redbm. A curio
smell hung over everything. Iocke e
on an clectric hand lamp, and Stared round
curiously

He was in what at first sight looked like a
long disused lumber-room. Against | the
milde papelled - walls were stacked
bundles of gaudy-coloured silks, rolls of

Oriental carpets and rugs, and dully glittering
f She

ield plate and silverware,
carpetless, but silent o wall
for the dust lay thick upon it, The
arc of light fashed from point to
and came to rest on-something that
drew: a low whistle from Ferrers Locke.
Softly he called to Adam Baker, and, bidding
him close the door behind him, pointed to
the deep imprint of stockinged feet among
the grime. z

“Ever seen a foot like that before?” he
asked.

heaps

The
upon,
white
point,

“Yes. In muddy earth, beside the dead
body of a man,” Baker answered, his eyes
narrowing.

“Where?”

“In the grounds of Kingsweare Hall.”

“1 think s0, too. See Poltuiron is all right.
And whi.e I'm gone mett those two candles "—
pointing to a pile of lumber—"and take a
stearin’ of the footmarks. If I don't come
back, keep the police out of this, and tell
Poltniron he's quite gafe in my hands so long
as he deesn't play me false.” 3

Before Baker could realise it Locke was
gone, traveliing through a third and fourih
room until he came to an open window.
Cautiously he crept towards it and peered
out. The great river, dark and oily, swirled
below, -and ‘its lapping drowned ancther
sound.,  Barely ftwo  minutes coutd have
passed since the firing of the shot and the
flight of the weculd-be assassin. Obviously,
as yet he wasn't far off. 3 -

Cautiously the detective drew himself up
and peered down. Something dark lay rock-
ing against the walls' twenty feet below.
Now, by leaning far out his keen eyes made
out everything—the shapely lines of a motor-
boat, and the figure of A man bending over
the machinery amidships.

For once in his life Locke felt nonplhussed.
Even if he held his man covered, what pos-
sible chance was there of arresting him? The
issus was decided for him, for the man in
the boat leoked up and caught the grim out-
line of Locke's revolver arm. In a flesh his
weapon spoke twice. Two sharp stabs of
blood-red flame cut through the blackness,

coab-gleeve. Then the night was shattered
by a series of loud explosions as the engine
started, and the little craft began turning
her nose towards mid-stream. 2

Locke sprang on to the window-ledge and
poised himself. Then, with a spring, he gived
far out, cut through the air like an arrow,
and vanished beneath the swirling flood.
When he came to the surface the motor-boat
was not ten vards away, but every moment
gaining sepeed. With long, powerful strokes
the detective flashed through the water,
Twentby. thirty, forfy yards. He was along-
side the frail craft, gripping at the gunwale,
and making desperate efforts te climb on
board.

At sight of him the man left the tiller
and snatched up a boathook. Twice hie aimed
savage blows at the dauntiess detective. No
human power was proof against such pain.
Without a sound Locke dropped back into
the river, and the little craft sped on into the
night.

The horrible sense of suffocation brought
the detective back fo the struggling state.
The pain-numbing inertia slipped away. With
splendid self-possession he turned on his back
and let the tide carry him for a' minute or,
two. Soon he felt strength stirring in his
chilled bloocd, and, striking out again, headed
once more for the north shore. At last his
feet touched the muddy bottom. He
struggled to land and, mounting a flight o1
steps, found himsel! near the east end of
Marron Street,

“Poltniron i3 now my oniy hope,” he
decided. “What was the unubtered word®
Whose was the unspoken name? The man

toyed ag

who shot at the ‘ fence,’ the man who made
§00d his escape in the motor-boat, the man
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who stole the bowl, and the man who kilfed
Raymond BMarconnon—are they one and the

_same?”’

With this thought still in kis wmind he
h.fzstcned along the descrted street. Behind
him the dark roof of night was lightening
to a steely grey, telling of the scon coming

dawn.

Ah Ling, inscrutable, greeted him with
()r{wntal courtesy. . ’

N v

yYou welly wet, Mista Lﬁckle. What your
dog man doin’ with a doctor fellow?”’

“I don't know, Ah Ling, There’s been
trouble in the house aj the back.: Mr. Polt.
niron has been shot. Do you know the

fame of the man who wvisits him—a big
man, old, sixty at least—old as you, with
a stoop, and walks lieavily” §
_The Chinaman folded his i
silk_slecves, and his yellow fac
a smilé. -

“Me knows nothing aliee along!”

“Not if. T paid you to refresh
memory ?” 5 >

“No go, Mista Locke. Me likes Tikkla
babe, perfeckly illocent. Really, suaht**

Locke knew hé was speaking the truth, and
at a sign from Ah Ling stepped softly over
the many-coloured mat on which Tu San lay
curled up, slceping as peacefully as a child,
Back again in Poltniron's room, a strange
scene was unfolded to him,

Poltniron, white as death,
glittering ¢
armchair a

in his wide
e lit up with

@

yoar

his deep-set eyes.
ously, wds propped up in a wide
T against a fire of sticks which Baker
had kindled in the grate. A little, shabbily-
dréssed, frock-coated man busied himself
mixing comething In a glass. He turned .as
Lofke on and eved him suspiciousiy.
AL crers Locke, the detective,” the
id, taking off his coat and wring-
~ out. I believe you are a

newen
ing the
doctor?” = :

“Quite so. Dr. Abramoviteh. ‘This gentle-
man summoned me "—nodding to Baker, = “I
find the patient in a bad way. ~ The wound

-has proved a great sheck to the nervous sys-

Listen {7

his hand. Poltniren's grey head

his chest; the long, skinny

nervously. From between the

chattering blue lips a strange medley of
ssued —Russian, Polisk, German, and

tem.

eat f

ores r gripped at Lecke's heart. ‘Was
he, after
i 4,

fo be baffled by some chance

5

he troxlb{e. doctor?  Anything

Abramovitch replied, forcing
the Jew's throat. “The
3 memory."”
nently 7 queried Locke.

“T can’t say. Physically, he's little worse
for the—er—saccident, except for a copious
foss of bl : but mentally—I'm afraid he's

ed down on the bowed figure.

¢ for me to ask one question?
epends on i, he said anxiously.
iite.  He may not be quite so

Abramoviteh stcphed aside, and thought-
fully stroked his elossy brown beard.

Locke locked straisht into the Jew's wild
eyes. :

“Mr. Poltniron, vou were telling me about
the eolden goblet,” he said, in clear, de-
tiberate tones. “Yon remember the name of
the man who bronght it here?”

“It vos Demottsen,” came back the low

reply.
“And the man who stole it »
“De teufel!”

A silence. 5
“And to whom did you sell it®”
Poltnire ing hand went to hiz band-

I cannot remember. 1 do
A _fong pause. “Demottsen—de

teufel—
“And who do yon mean by ¢
“Acht

’de teufel "7~

v I do not know.”
The man you sold the bow!
ho whe shot you. Cannot you re-
name?” :

“Yes: it vos—— Ah, it is gone againt!
No, I do not tink of it any more.”

The glitteri Iropped, the grey head
was lo ed, the thin, nervous hands

and
in with the tassels of the rug which

apped round him.

“The doct and the detective exchanged
a slow glance. Theu the former spoke.

“It is of no use, Mr. Locke. I'm afraid you
must go further aficld to find out what you
wanbt to know. We mustn’t worry him, or
bis reason will go altogether.”

Baker had

B
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With a sigh Locke motioned Baker, and
turned away. Nob until he was back in his
fiat in Bakeér Street did he speak again. -

“@Get some sleep, Baker,” he said, as he
thoughtiully filled his pipe. “To-morrow—or,
rather, later to-day, you and I must get
busy on the second string.”

“And that is?”

“To find de teufel,” whoever he may be,
and discover just what his part in all this
maze of mystery is.”

; The New Life!

€6 OCIETY is returning to fown, Motty.
That should mean good business for
us, eh?”

Adrian Vaughan leaned over the
green-painted balcony rtail, and watched the
flow of fashionable life below bhim. The wide
thoroughfare that lay between his own heau-
tiful suite of rooms and Hyde Park swarmed
with ant-like activity; broughams and
phaetons, silent, privately-owned cars, and
sereeching taxis rolled on in never-ending
streamas. :

Demottsen took a cigarette from the
proffered gold case, and puffed at it placidly.
+ “You mean- still to continue to work this
double business? Lsn’t it a trifie dangerous
aftér the Kingsweare Hall affair?”

+ “Dangerous!- Every venture in unorthodox
and unconventional paths is dangercus.
That’s. why I lead the life I do. Danger is
the salt of life to me.” Vaughan’s smile re-
vealed his perfect, white teeth. “As for the
happening at Kingsweare "—waving an
elegantly-ringed right hand—“it wasn't my
Fault that Ferrers Locke chose to saddle me
with the :murder of Raymond Marconnon.
-Is the second post in?” :

- “I-have it here.” Demottsen glanced at a
bundle of envelopes in his hand.  “The calls
on your services still seem as numerous as
ever. You mean to keep your part as Paul
Rutherford going?”

i “Why not? Tt supports you and me and
John Firth in Iuxury. Anything special?”

“Yes: M‘Arthur and Stringeley want to
know when you will be ready to complete the
purchase of the Red House at Flatney.”

A frown settled on Vaughan’s handsome |

face.

“That's awkward. I agreed to pay £27,000
for the place, and Locke's interference. over
‘the marquis’ bowl has kept back my pro-
gramme  a bit. I want the old Red House
badly, Motty. When I've filled it with art
tréasured, pictures, and statuary, armour
and porcelain, and things which are a joy
1o the man with an artistic soul, I shall feel
I have achieved something to repay myself
for the wrongs the forces of so-called law
and order have done me.”

“TYou can’t mean 2
“Demottsen swallowed a mouthful of smoke
hiefore he could recover from his surprise..

“That home I intend to provide myself
with—at the expense of the public. My dear
boy, you don’t imagine I formulated these
schemes over the breakfast-table; they've
‘been maturing, with events, ever since eleyen
o’clock one morning outside Dartmoor, when
niy only pal let me down badly. Mo gwet
back to business, M‘Arthur and Strange
want £16,000 by Friday of this week, and the
tmgh is I can’t spare the money. Well, go
on.
__The doctor flopped down in a veranda chair
and fanned himself .in the morning sunshine.

“An  invitation, Young Cou: von
Diehling sends you a-ticket for the great
Society function at the Edward Hall to-

morrow night, Everybody, from Royalty
downwards, will be there.”

“Certainly. I -shall go. Tell him so. By
Jove; Demottsen, that gives me an idea!
The count has bothered me to meet him ever
since I played and sang to some guests of
hig at Enwell- Castle; he: mfst pay for the
privilege. In short, he may as-well he made
to meet my. obligations to M‘Arthur and
Stringeley. A German coal king's son won't
miss £16,600.”

: ‘;"dYou can’t ask him for money,” Demottsen
said,

“T’'ve given up asking for things. I take
what I waut!’ laughed Vaughan. “3At the
present moment I want £16,000 more than
I've got. Someone must supply it; in this
case, the count. Thank him, and say Mr.
Rutherford will arrive at the Edward Hall
atb eleven o’clock.” :

The doctor secribbled a few mnotes on a
memorandum-pad. When he looked up his
usuaily good-natured face wore lines of con-
cern,

“Have you TJorgotten you promised to be
present at the Corporation’s banquet to the
Mayor of Burndale?  You can’t get from
Lancashire to London in two hours.”

“T shouldn’t be far out i I set myself to
do it,” Vaughan responded, laughing queerly.
“ Anyway, send Jobn Firth along. I'll talk
to him in the lbrary.”

The two meh met in the luxurious, sun-
bathed apartment which had witnessed their
¢ver-memorable compaci-—they were more
alike than ever. KEven in the strong light it

was impossible to find a difference belween
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I, wbo contemplate it, shrink from the
thought of.” S
“You would like to know that the day
of your reckoning with Leishman is much
nearer- than you have ‘ever dared hope?”
“Yes!” cried Firth, sg\{inging to bis feet.
A gesture from Vaughan, a steely glitter
in the cold eyes, sent him cowering back.
“You are a fiend to raise 1wy hopes like
thag!” .
Firth’s breath came and went in rapid
stabs.

“I told you that weeks ago. Why repead

Ferrers Locke sprang on to the window-ledge and poised himself.
with a spring, he dived far out and cut through the air'like an arrow.
that moment, trembling from stern to bow, the little motor-boat turned hep

nose towards mid-stream.

Theén, '
At

(See paye 4)

them. Vaughan threw his double a cheery
“ @Good-morning !’ ; 2

“You're looking well,  man. Good living
and nothing -unpleasant to do agrees with
you,” he said, smiling magnetically.

John Firth held up the fingers of his well-
manucured right’ hand. :

“1 count the <days that keep me from
Judas Leishman,” he answered, with slow
deliberation. “Each one, as it passes, makes
me a happier man, because I draw one
nearer to the reckoning.”

“And what will the reckoning be?”

“Either the longings of fifteen long, weary

years will be satisfied for ever, or Judas
Leishman will meet ‘with an eng which even

commonplaces? If there were not *fiends?
your. job would end. .Come now, seriously,
I am bringing your meeting with your enemy
every day nearer; but wouldn't it be as well
if you confided in me the cause of the bit-
terness hetween you?”

“No. My secret is mine, and I mean to
keep it to myself. If Judas Leéishman dies
a5 a result of his wrong to me, no one bub
I will know the seeret. It will end with us
both. And now, your wishes, sir?” -

He bowed in deference, and stood await.
ing Vaughan's commands.. They were few,
but to the point.

(4nother fine iazstalme;:t) of this serial nexi
‘ week.
THE PorvUrAn.—No. 102,
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Don’t miss the Greyiriars Holiday Annual—

AN AMAZING SERIAL OF STRANGE ADVENTURES ON THE .HIGH SEAS!
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A STIRRING TALE OF MYSTERY AND
ADVENTURE AMONG THE BUCCANEERS.

By Fameus MAURICE EVERARD.

BOB GREVILLE, and his cousin, JEFF
HAWKINS, are returning to school whén
they are met by BLACK MICHAEL, a serv-

ing man of Bob’s father, SIR JOHN
GREVILLE., Mike gives them news of the

baronet’s ruin, and of Lis orders to take them
back te¢ Talland Hall, the home of the
Grevilles,

During the journey to Exeter the three
rescue  ALDERMAN -CONYERS and his
charming daughter from the clutches of a
notorious highwayman. To show his grati-

INTRODUCTION,

tude, Conyers invites them to his home.
There, after a good meal, he tells them that4
he is a director of a certain big shipping
company, and that he will replace the lost
fortunes of the Grevilles on condition that
they bring about the capture of Avery, a
daring buccaneer, who had made the seas
a very bad and dangercus highway for the
merchants of the day. = -

They journey to Bristol and sign on as
“hands " on the ship Duke, on which they

enconnter the buccancer Avery in the guize
of the first mate,

During the night, Avery, with a dozen
chosen men, seize the captain of the Duke
and the ship. The hands, unable to resist,
are made to obey the pirate, and fhe ship
alters her course for the West African ceast
t0 a town which Avery hopes to -capture
They arrive, and land a party of men. But
the Spaniards hear of their coming, and ths
pirates have to retreat, Bike at their head.

(Now go on with the story.)

A Call of Truce !

: IKE, who possessed a wonderful
knack of keeping his bearings, was

put temporarily in charge, and,

still running fast, though severai
cried out that their lungs were bursting
and their limbs too tired to go at such
a pace, they covered eix or seven miles of
ground, until, with alarming suddenness, the
light began to fade and night to fall. To
add to their difficulties, with the fading of
the short tropic twilight, rain began to fall
in a torrential downpour which was. the more
uncomfortable to bear, seeing that a goodly
number, in anticipation of the fighting, wore
ncthing more than a shirt and a pair of
breeches. The rough ground made havoe with
their bare feet, which were bleeding and
gwollen; but Mike would not allow a balt to
be called, saying that their safety depended
entirely on the progress they made during
the dark, -

Through the who'e of that night, soaked to
the skin and chilled by the cool wind which
blew in from the sea, they pressed on, keep-
ing their course by the light of the stars.

Next morning, about break of day, the rain
ceased, and they were halted for half an
hour, during which every man was instructed
to dry his arms. Unfortunately, much of the
powder had become damp, and the sum,
which they had looked to for salvation, did
not break through, heavy banks of clouds
driving in from the west, and finally soaking
them again with a continuous downpour,
which lasted four hours. R

What with partlal nakedness, hunger, and
thirst, and the useless condition of their
weapons, they were now in very desperate
straits.

But towards midday a horse was found in a
fleld—very old and very decrepit. This they
killed and roasted, devoufing it without salt
or bread, as Joff truly remarked to his
cousin, “more like wolves than men!”

Once mora a council of ‘war was held, and,
as before, Black Mike came quickly to the
fore. e

“Our poor. fellows are wigh used up,” hs
told Avery. “To strike farther into the ap-
lands is to court death from thirst and starva-
tion. To turn and fight, equally impossible,
seeing we have not a pound. of dry powder
betwixt us. There is but one thing to do.”
v THE Porunan.~No, 102,
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“And that? asked Avery, hls handsome
face set hard with a frown.

Mike hesitated only a moment, thinking ot
fi, and the duty bhe owed his
master in England.

“Po call a truce with our foes, but in such
a manner that it shall appear as though
we have the upper hand,” he declared boldly.
“Let us send to the Spanish Governor this
message, that if within a few bhours he
delivers not himself and all his men into our
hands, we wi]Jl most certainly put them all
to the sword without granting quarter to
any.” -

“And you think he will be deceived by
such a subterfuge?’’ asked Avery, in amaze.

“indeed, I do!” said Mike, breaking into
a laugh. “One Unglishman can bluff a
hundred Spaniards any day! Just try the
scheme, and see what will happen!”

The Buccanesers’ Choice !

s IFEAWAS ever the way with our fore-
bears to break the Spaniards’
courage by a show of force we
did not possess,” Black Michael

continued. “In good Queen Bess' days did

not such valiants as Howard and Drake

scatter the great Armada by a fine show of
pluck? “Even now we will take the curls from
yon Dons’ moustachios by pretending we have
overwhelming numbers. See, there is a mist
coming in from the West. For aught he
knows there may be a dozen ships like the
Duke there beyant the roadstead, and as
for how many parties of us have landed he
cannot tell. Therefore, sire, lef us send this
ultimatum.” - >
For a full minute the pirate stroked his
chin thoughtfully, Then he threw back his
massive head and burst into a loud guffaw.
“Indeed, it would be a pretty trick to play.

And, either way, we have little choice be-

twixt this and death. o let it be, my stout

Cornishman. Bub who shall be our ambas-

sadors?” .

“I for one!” cried Jeff, stepping briskiy
forward.

“And I for another?” eaid Bob, falling in

beside his cousin.

Avery eyed them marrowly.

“Two striplings! Yes, indeed, perhaps such
weaklings. can best be spared.’”

Black Mike’s dark eyes glowed with pride.

Ho caught the anxious looks on the faces of

the boys, and knew they were both on the
tip-toe of expecfation for Avery’s conscut.

“Not striplings in courage, master!” ke
said, sauntering forward and swinzing his
long blade. “And, indeed, Don Almanzoa will
wonder greatly that such lads dare to beard
him{’*

“1t may be so,"” the pirate admitted: “But
two more must go as well, for surely hostages
will be demanded.” =

“Then send me and stout John Chater,”
satd Mike, indicating a fair-haired man from
Devon, whose courage had been tested oa
more than one ocecasion,

Now, Chater had no desire to ses his life
come to an untimely end, for at home in
Bere a wife and two children awaited hia
return. Buf to mention the name of the
Spaniard to him was like unto waving a red
rag before a mad bull, seeing that some
before a younger brother having been ¢
tured at sea by Castilians had been returned
to England, affer five terrible years of iwm-
prisonment, with his ears cropped and his
nose_slit.

“Norze better, master!” he said, tightening
his belt and laying his hands on the bufts
of his pistols.

“Very well, then,” satd Avery, signing fo
one of his officers. “Give me inkhorn, paper,
and sandbox, and I will write the -terms.
You, Black Mike, with Chater and the boys.
had best strike for the river until you find
a canoe which shall take you down to St.
Principe. And good lutk go with youl"

About two hours after noon,  sufficient
powder having been dried over a fire, the
four adventurers set off, none knowing better
than Mike the terrible risks they ran, It
was, however, an exploit after his own heact,
and such as he knew old Sir John would
dearly love to have the lads embark on.
They forged ahead through a sea of white
down, coming at length in sight of the great
river flowing silently beneath the overhang-
ing trees towards the sea. The mist had
thickened considerably, due to the torrents
of rain falling after such intense heat. The
air was now chokingly hot, and swarms of
insects droned about them incessantly. The
matted growths which hung over the bank
shut out the light, and the tangled foliage
kept out the air, so that in a very Jittle
while the perspiration made their clothes as
wet as though they had been wading breast
high in water. :

Their spirits were high, and Chater, wha
ted the way, sang [ustily. This gave thoe
three an opportunity to falk,
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Said elf, who was more than a little
puzzled by the step Black Mike had taken:
“What is going to happen if the Spanish

Governor is irightened info surrendering the
town and fortress?”

The Cornishman smiled. -

“We are.on the laps ¢f the gods, as your
uficle would say. ‘It looks very much as
though we should he putting a dangerous
weapon inte Avery’s hand. But mebbe some
chance will come to us to get good out of the
situation whichever way it turns. Let us wait
and see.’’ - -

With that they had perforce to rest con-
tent, and half an hour later, ceming upon
a canoe moored near a deserted thatched hut,
probably belonging to some native chief who
had heen summoned by Don Almanzoa to aid
in defending the town, they cut fhrough the
liana which held it to the baunk, and Chater,
taking the broad-bladed paddles, they shot
down the river.

After some miles the mist began to lighten,
and for a time tlie sun's powerful rays pierced

He hailed them in French, whick tongue
both the boys spoke quite fluently, and the
following conversation took place, Jefl acting
23 spokesman for his companions.

“We are here as emissaries of Avery, the
great buecaneer whose vessels lie out yonder,
he said, waving his hand towards the sea,
to which the mists still clung, “and whose
armed forces are spread over the hinterland.
We desire safe conduct to his Excellency the
Governor.”

Jeft knew quite well that their lives hung
on a thread.. But they were playing for high
stakes, and as this was their first venture
he was determined they should acquit them-
selves creditably.

The Frenchman, who was probably a pirate
turned dishonest trader, rapped out a sharp
command to his men, who instantly laid their
weapons on the grass, and at a sign the four
adventurers stepped ashore.

“My name is Lolonois,” said the French-
man. “You find me without arms, so that
whatever happens I am a non-combatant.”

“You will summon one of your compg
to demand audience for him with
cellency the Governor, Don Almanzoa,”
said,. “And make haste, or your blood will
he upon your own head.” >
" At. this the big iron'gate. was cautiously
opened, and the message sent through. They
had to wait but a very little while, for soon
thers was a loud. fanfare of trumpets, and
as the big gates swung wide they saw that
the entrance to the fortress was lined with
armed mep. Between -a lane of glittering
cutlasses and raised pistols the four wenb
boldly forward towards a second deor, which
was opencd, only after they had explained
their business.

“You will tell his, Excellency,” said Jeff
firmly, “that unless he opens immediately
to us and discusses terms within a quarter
of an hour, the fortresses of St. Principe
and St. Christophe will be attacked on every
side by Avery’s mien, the town assaulted and
razed to the ground, and that no gquarter
will be given.”

l' - Betwesn a fane of glittering outlasses the four went boldly forward towards the second daoor. * You will tell his
f Exoellency,” sald Jeff to the guard, ‘“ that If he doesn’t surrender the fortresses at once Avery’s men will attack ths

town ! (See this page)

through, and the river stretched before them
like a gigantic ribbon of molten steel. Their
bodies began to throb with the heat, and,
with their arms dropping listlessly to. their
sides, they sank back, while the perspiration
raip in- rivulets, from their foreheads down
their erimscned. faces.

Towards dusk a sound floated across the
greasy waste. of water, and a npumber of

" scantily clothed natives were seen running
along the river bank. Mike stepped up to the
pole which carried the matting sail, and tied
to it a strip of white cloth, the. token of
truce. Then; standing in the bows, a cocked
and loaded pistol in-each hand, he waited
for the first sight of the Spaniards.

Soon the rosy sumlight began to lick at
patches of velvety shadow -beneath white
walls, and they knew that they were within
sight of the Spanmish -town. A lumber-
spattered river. fromt, alive by day with
crowds of natives and sallow-skinned traders,
was deserted and devoid of sound save for the
low swishing of the river murmuring its way
toghe sea, The air was heavy with a faint,
musty odour brought down from the jungle,
and a drowsiness settled on-the boys until
a tall, dark man, followed by a score -of
natives, heavily armed, appeared through a
door set in the wall of a compgynd, and,
moving briskly towards the river bank, waved
& white cloth in teken of the desire to parley.

“That will be quite all right,” answered
Jeff. “QOur business is only with armed
Spaniards who would resist our attack on
this town. You will conduet us in safety.”

The Frenchman set himself at the head of
his .men, and the little party moved off,
taking a path which ran under the compound
wall, and bringing them to a narrow street
of straggling; white-walled houses whose
projecting balconies effectually shut out the
sun. A march of ten minutes took them into
a fair-sized square where cannon had heen
mounted and armed traders stood about in
knots of five and ten.

Altogether: there must have been several
hundreds of whites, to say nothing of scores
of natives, so that Jeff and Bob were amazed
at Mike's-daring in coming to the Governor
with such a message.

By devious ways they were piloted through
the town to a narrow bridge joining one of
the smaller islands to the mainland.

“The fortress of St. Christophe,? said
Lolonois, with a wave of his hand. “Here we
shall be chalienged.” -

True enough, as. they toiled up the steep,
rocky path .a semtry carrying a musket pre-
sented arms, and challenged them in a: loud
voice.- To their surprise, he spoke English
guite well. :

Jeff advanced immediately, covered hy
Mike with his pistols at the ready. =

Bob stared wide-eyed at his cousin’s ex-
hibition of daring, which had the desired
effect,  for the second gate was flung wide
after massive bolts had been drawn, and
they found themselves i a circular courtyard
surrounded by & low wall, through the
embrasures of which long, black-ncsed eannon:
pointed “in every direction.

A ‘lioutenant in the uniform of $he Spanish
musketeers appeared, and, after ‘making an
elaborate bow; repeated that the Governor
would he pleased to talk to one of Avery’s
messengers provided the rest considered thera-
selves as hostages for the time heing.

Jeff and Mike exchanged glanees.

“You'd bhetter go,” whisp Mike,
“Maybe the Spaniard doesn’t tali our.lingo,
in which case French would serve. Amnd,

young master, you can rely on my protecting
your cousin’s life.” ; E :

So Jeff, carrying the paper Avery had
given him, followed in the wake of the
lientenant, and was ushered into & seeond
and sinaller courtyard, where, under an awn-
ing, Don Almanzoa reclined in a swinging
hammock slung between two poles.  No one
would have thought the town to be in peril,
for. on the rich -Persian’ mat beneath the
Spaniard’s feet were his square-toed shoes,

'l & mandoline, a basket of fruit, and on a

carved ebony side-tdble a decanter ef wins
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and a glass. In his right hand he held a long-
stemmed pipe, from which every now and then
he tock a long whiff, blowing streams of
bive tobacco-smoke into the heavy air.

“I am informed that you come with an
insolent message from your master,”  he
drawled in perfect English. “I will oblige you
to. hand the paper to me.”

Jefl’s blood began to boil. No self-respset-
ing English lad could allow himself so to be
addressed by a mouldy Spaniard.

“Indeed, Don, we are here as victors, not
suppliants,” he said, drawing himself up to
his full beight, and facing the Governor
unflinchingly. “We serve under the flag of
the most dreaded buccaneer who has ever
sailed the seas, and for any insolence you
will have to answer to Captain John Avery.”

Avery! In the four corners of the world
the name was passed from lip to lip, and
produced dread wherever it was gpoken.
Since the days of the terrible and redoubt-
abls Morgan, no outlaw of the sea had earncd
such an appalling reputation as Avery. Jcff
saw at once by the swift pallor which began
to creep up under the Spaniard’s sallow
skin that here was a name to be conjured
with, and, keeping up the spirit in which
Black Mike had first mooted the proposition,
e went on:

“You are eaught, Don Almanzoa, in a
trap from which thers is no escape. The
forest swarms with Avery’s men; guns of
heavy calibre are trained on the forts and
on the towns, and as soon as the fog lifts
they will be fired should you ne¢%: come to
terms. The boats are ready to take the water
crammed with desperate, armed men. Unless
St. Principe is to be a shambles, and every
house and building to go up in fire and
smoke, you will be well advised to surrender.”

The pipe dropped from Don Almanzoa’s
hand and broke in pieces on the carpet.
He had beard from ships that had come from
the Spanish Main of the dreadful doings of
tliese English pirates, who feared neither God
nor man, and would attack any town no
matter how big the odds against them.

(Look out for the grand long instalment of
this thrilling pirate story in next weelk’s
issue.)

} “THE HEAD’S SECRET!”
|

[ (Continued from page 12.)

the doctor’s eyes. He had hurried to the
Head’s study, in time to see the circus-rider
make his desperate attempt to recapture
Rosina. 2

It was indeed a desperate attempt on
Lasalle’s part, with so many within hearing
to rush to the doctor’s aid.” But it was the
man’s last card, and he played it recklessiy.

As he struggled with Wharton, Wingate
dashed in, and his grasp was laid upon the
shoulders of the circus rider.

One powerful wrench, and the man was
torn away from Harry Wharton, and with a
swing of Wingate's strong arms, he was
tossed through the open doorway into the
passage,

“Thank said the Head
guietly.

Wingate panted.

“Rosina! I am sorry, as he is your father

“He is not Rosina’s father!” said the Head.
“Wingate, this dear child came here to speak
up for you, and it has led to an amazing
discovery. Rosina is not that man’s daughter
—she i3 my child!”

“Dr. Locke!”

“It is true, Wingate! You knew, I believe,
that little Molly has a sister, though she
never saw_her—a sister who was stolen before
she was Mollie’s age. This is the child—{
am convinced of it. 'I'hat wretch is the thief
who stole her from met”

Lasalle staggered to his feet.

Wingate's face was ablaze with exultation.
He clasped Rosina's hand.

“Rosina! Rosie dear! I'm so glad—so
jolly glad! Then you won’t go back with
that man again?”

“ Never—never!"”

“Oh, it's splendid!”

“He is not my father!
him again!”

you, Wingate!”

I shall never see

4 his face black with rage.

**Billy Bunter's Weekly.” A Grahd Supplement in—-—

The Frenchman was looking in 2% the door,

But he dared not

throw himself upon Wingate.

- The Greyfriars captain looked at Lim with

gleaming eyes, then glanced at the Head.
j‘dShaIl I throw the rascal out, sir?” he

said.

“Yes, Wingate. Call some of the p
and see him off the school grounds!” zai
Locke.

“And VIl jolly well call some of the Ra-
move, tool” murmured Harry Wharton.

“Help, Remove!” roared Wharton.

“Prefects!” called out Wingate.

There was a rush of feet and a roar of

voices. Lasalle, struggling desperate
midst of a crowd, was rushed out
. . e : . S

When the Head's daughter—*Miss Rosie,”
as the fellows called her—first appeared in
public with Mrs. Locke, there was great
curiosity to see her. All Greyfriars agreed
that Miss Rosie was a charming girl—and, as
a matter of fact, they envied Wingate his
friend.

For the change in Rosie’s life had made
no difference to her friendship with the cap-
tain of Greyfriars.

“It's ripping!” Harry Wharton remarked,
to an approwing circle of Removites. “It’a
jolly ripping, you knowi”

“I say, you fellows,” said Billy Bunter, “on
an occasion like this, the best thing we could
possibly do would be to stand a feed to eele-
brate the event.” :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

But for once Bunter's suggestion was nok
frowned upon. The Remove felt that such an
occasion required celebrating, and they cele-
brated it, with 8 feed that made a record
in the history of the Remove. And in harm
less lemonade and ginger-pop, the health wwsa
drunk again and again of Mademoisells
Rosina—now Miss Rosie—Wingate's

THE END.

(There will be another spiendid iony
plete school story of Harry Wharton 2
entitled: “ A Coward's Blow!" by Frank

Richards.)
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“ BEFORE THE CAMERA!”

(Continued from page 8.)

‘ Waste not, want not* is my motto, and I
can't waste too much of your energy, or too
many of your tricks.” L

Eddic grinned, and held out his hand fo
the sheriff. e

“After to-morrow evening, Mr. Sheriff,” he
said, “I'll be at your disposal for a few days.
It I should get killed by onme of your ba'd
men, bury me deep where the coyotes can't
disturb me, and give my belongings to Dick
Fordyce and Miss Cleaver, That's settled.
Now .let’s talk about sharks, or something

more exeiting.”
E straggling main street, of Alkali Springs
"~ towards the branch of the First
National Bank, a stone building on the
corner, and ong of the really few picturesque
edifices in the township. The elder man was
explaining its history to Eddie when the
bank manager, one Starmer, suddenly
appeared on the dosrstep, and, with a nod to
. the sheriff, crossed the street to- hail the
pair,

“Morning, gents!” sald the man of money.
“You, sheriff, are just the man 1 was coming
to see.” :

“As plain Jim Bludsoe, or as sheriff of this
l’ere pesky town?” demanded the man of
aw. :

“As sheriff, as it happens,” said Starmer,
with a meaning look in Eddie's direction.

“Then say on, Starmer,” said Bludsoe.
“This 'ere's my deputy, an' knows all about
ther laws of ther Yewnited States as
applikerable to -Alkali Springs. What's
wrong—-somebody been a-liftin® yewr gold
reserve” - :

“Not exactly,” said the banker, “but very
close. As a matter of fact, I've lost several
old banknotes lately—not for big amounts
in themselves, buf totalling up together
into a fairly considerable sum.*
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At Alkali Springs.
T was two days later that Eddie Polo
and the sheriff walked through the

“H'm!” interpolated Biudsoe.
you suspect?” ~

“Hymans, the clerk,” was the answer.
“Mind, I have no proof against the lad, and

“Who do

‘even if I had, I don't know that I'd gaol

him, because, between you gentlemen and
me, I've a soft spot in my make-up for his
mother still, though she did turn me down
to marry Jim’s father. I should have to be
driven fairly hard to railroad her son, I'm
afraid. And I can’t say much to bim, in my
peculiar circumstances, so I thought you
might just give him a warning on the s de,
like, that'd frighten the lad into honesty,”

“What does he want money for?” put in
Polo. “Don't you pay him decent wages?”

“Twice as much as any other bank-clerk
outside New York City,” was Starmer's re-
tort. “But that's not enough. He’s lately
got into the hands of Red Crowther, at the
Crimson Halter, and I understand he sits
in on the poker game night after night.
You know, sherifi, what sort of a honest
man Red Crowther is with the pasteboards,
80 yon may guess the lad never rises a
winner.  So, to make up, I believe he FLor-
rows an odd greenback now and then from
the money he handles inside the bank, think-
ing that I've got so much it won’t hurt me.”

“Red Crowther!” said Eddie. “That’s vhe
head of the gang we're so anxious to meet,
isn't ib, sheriff?  Well, look here, I'll take
this case over right now, and I'll work the
fad and the cardsharp out of it in the one
acth,”

He nodded to the sheriff, and made his way
into the saloon.

“Say, barkeep,” said Polo, “ You know that
child Hymans?”

“I do " said the man behind the counter.
“But what's that to yew?”

“No matter of life and death,” said Eddie,
“ag it may be to some people. But you're
not to allow him to gamble in thiz saloon
any more.”

“What?" velled the barman. “Here, who
in thunder air yew ter come a-handin’ out
orders in this ‘ere saloon? An’ what the—-"

“You can cut that rouch stuff, barkeeper,”
said Eddie, with a flash of the eyes that
made the other look at the dirty sawdust on
his floor. “I'm the deputy-sheriff of this
district—see for yourself.” Here the lad
turned back the lapel of his coat and showed
the silver star which was his badge of office.

**And what I say to you goes. Geb me? If

I find you disobeying my orders, or that
young lad Hymans playing poker, or any
other gambling game in this saloon [']t
shoot the whole crowd up, beginning with
you! That's all I've got to say to you just
now! Good-morning t”

He twirled his revolver around his finzer
by the trigger-guard most ostentatiously as
he spoke, and the barmun, who had heard of
the lad’s target practice at the other saloon
some evenings previously, stified the tempta-
tion to reach swiftly for the gun fthat lay
handy beneath the counter. His face wus
-evil as he watched Eddie stroll nonchalantiy
out of the room, though he knew that, in
his heart of hearts, he would obey Polo's
orders and forbid Hyman's to gamble under
that roof again. :

The next stage in the game was played in
the evening, when the sheériff himself started
in to watch the lad Hymans as he left the
bank premises at the cless of his day's work.
Stealthily, keeping himself unohserved, the
sheriff dogged the lad's footsteps to his home,
waited outside for the space of time neces.
sary for the despatch of the evening meail,
and cursed heartily, though below his breath.
as he heard Widow Hymans' ineflactual
appeal to her eon to stey at home, away
from the saloon, this night. Then the sherift
followed the slouching lad along the road
to the saloen, and slipped into the place,
taking cover behind a pillar, from where ha
could observe all that went on, himgelf un-
noticed.

He saw younz Hymans exchange greetings
and significant nods with Red Crowther and
& couple of others belonging to the gang of
rustlers, and the four gravitated to an un-
occupied table, where, in the twinkling of
an eye, a pack of cards and four little piles
of money were produced.

The barkeeper, who had also been watching
Hymans, frowned, and then, with a slirug
‘of his shoulders and a glance round the room
to make sure that Eddie Polo wasn't present,
slipped across the floor to the gamblers, .

“Here, Hymans,” he said, “put up yewr
money., I ain't no objection to these other
gents a-playin' in this saloon. but it ain't
no kindergarten for children. Yew've played
yewr last card fer money under my roof, s0

don't stake anythin' more.”

(Another instalment of this great life

gtory in next Priday's issue.)
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FOR NEXT FRIDAY :

We have again a splendid programme for
next week’s issue of the PorPuLAR. The first
grand long complete story is of the adven-

leads - the gentle Alonzo to carry out: a
practical joke, which lands Alonzo in troulile.

Quite innoceatly-Tedd gives the game away,

and Bulstrode finds that the joke is turned
against himseif. Then he seeks ouf Alonzo,
and deals him a blow which Bulstrode régrets

far more bitterly than does Alonzo himself.

The story of
“A COWARD’'S BLOW ! :

is one which all my chums will thoroughly
enjoy.

Qur second long complete school story 18
entitled:

“ THE SURPRISE FOOTBALLER!”

By Owen Conguest. !

Needless to say, this story deals with the
further adventures of Jimmy Silver & Co., of
Rookwood.  Jimmy Silver, readers will
remember, has not been having the best of

19

‘ Cup Serials.
Of course, there will be further long im

.stalments of our. grand serlals, and the ong

which deals, with
“ OUTLAWS OF THE SEAS!”

is of a particularly exciting nature. Ferrers
Locke - proceeds to relentlessly pursue the
course of justice, whilst the further adven-
tures of Eddie Polo will interest you all

The “ Magnet Library.”
I hope alt my chums of the POPULAR sre
getting the “Magnet Library” every week,

for I can honestly say it is better now than
it Bas ever been hefore.

tures of Harry Wharton & Co., and is
entitled: :
‘“A COWARD’S BLOW!”
By Frank Richards.

In this story we find George Bulstrode and
Alonzo playing promiinent parts. Bulstrode

luck in his efforts to “jape” the Bagshot
juniors. True, this week’s story tells wis that
Jimmy has scored for once, but there are big
arrears to wipe off. In the story of

% THE SURPRISE FOOTBALLER !»
“TUncle James > comes very much to the fore!

3 BOYS. BE YOUR OWN PRINTERS

this New Year by using The “ Petit Plex "
. Duplicator. Prints pleasing New Year Cards, Pro-
- grammes, Letter-headings, Scoring-cards, Plans, Maps,
Music, Carols, Notices, Bills, Drawings, etc., in a variety
of pretty cotours. Get one TO-DAY. Price 6/6, from all
Stationers. complete with all supplies; or, postage 9d.
extra (Foreign 1/6), direct from B. PODMORE &
Co., Ltd., Desk s SOUTHPORT.
67-69, Chancery Lane, LONDON, W.C. 2.

! ? '1 Packed E. an!age . : Dlret, ﬁ' r
@’ ALLOWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS.
Immediate-deii Bargains in Shop Soiled and

g elivery, Bi,
Second-hand (Eéclos: Tyres and Accessorles at pop-
Sa

faction gharanteed or Money Refunded
xchanged, * Write for Mouster Size Free
List and Specint gﬁer ot Sample Bicycle

ME AQ CYCLE COMPARY, Incorpd,

Dont, ® 807, SIRMINGHANM.
25 COMIC SONGS, %Grugmy ézecsmﬁ'ons, 30 Parlour. Games,

- rieits, 60 Conjuring Trigks, 15 Magis.
Tricks, etc.. ete., lot 1/- carr. pd.—HILL €0, S‘Triangle, Clevedon, Sem.

And at

“CURLY HAIRI!" ‘“Minscurledationce,””writes Major.  Thousands of tes-
timonials, proof sent. Summers’ “Cuzlit”’ curls straightest hair. 1/5, 2
(stamps accepted).—SUMMERS: (Depf, ., Upper Russell §t., Brighten.
LEARN “SHORTHAND IN ONE HODUR’ and hecowe a write
cvening.” Course complete in four simple lessond, Post

SONS, .NORFOLK ROAD, THORNTON HEATH,

°r in an
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NICKEL

SILVER WATCHES

DELIVERED ON FIRST PAYMENT OF

= 2/lom.,v. YOU

HAVE WATOCH

. WHILST PAYING FOR IT.

ACCORDEOHN

ITALIAN

| The ““SCALA”

(10/6

1 Gent’s full-eize Railway timekeeping Keyless

MODEL ver Waéc% 3 Sttoéxt Nticé:l anelrjori(i)x?v ised

: amp and Dush Proof Cases, plain dial, per-

WITH A FREE MUSIC TEACHER. footly balanged superior Tever  Movement,

Why not own one of these beautiful high-class Italian
model Accordeons; and entertain your family with this
delightful music? These wonderful nstruments are
easy to play and easy to buy, and with the FREE
Tutor ‘we send you and a little practice the long
winter evenings change into hours of real happiness.
The charm of this §weet musical instrument is simpiy

¢ aplendid timekeeper. Price for either pocket
or wrist, 15/- each. - Luminous dial (gee time
ln‘dark). 2/ extra, Ladfes’ Chain or Wrist, 2/-
extra. =
We will send either of thege watches on receipt

bl b lago wilnaa- 10 of P.0. far 2/-. After-recsiving watch you send
DEPOSER. | behctic The Sue de ho uans us a further 8/., and promise to pay tie remalning 11/- by weekly
Very fine organ tone,s!reatﬁ’ng Pallet.tdcovers;. pi'gcg %r monthly ins alntzents. Fe;; cazh withégrﬁ_ﬁer enclose 14/- only.
3 o 63/-, on easy terms. Send 10/6 now and pronilse 10/ ive years’ warran ivenswith every w
w%obﬁindld '!ino[n%hly after delivery. Satisfaction, or deposit re-. g y givenswith every watch,

To avoid disappointment, send 2/- and 6d. extra postage at
once, No unpleasant inquirfes, All orders exescuted In rotation.

The LEVER WATCH Co. (M Dept.),

420, Stockwel! Green. London,; S.W. 9,

funded. Send 10/6 now and ask fop the “SOALA”
Accordeon. Delivery by return of post if you send
56/6, carh price.

Catalogue Free, Forelgu applications invited,

MASTERS, Ltd,, 6, Hope Stores, RYE. (Estd. 1869.)

Jewellery for
~ Cash.

0

YENTR E LG Q u gsm o Success certain with our book of easy 151’(1)

. 5 structions and funny dialogues; also
Magie Tricks—lot 1/- P.0.—Ideal Publizhing Co., Clevedon. (Hypnotism,2/6.}

“ CURLY HAIRVY-—Wonderful results by using Ross® “ WAVEIT.”
Waves and curls straightest hair, Hundreds of testimonfals, 1/3 and 2/5
{stamps accepted).—~ROSS (Dept. ?4., ). 173, New North Road, London, N.1,

MODEL STEAM ENGINES.-Locomotives, Railways, Electric Motors &
Dynamos, Batteries, Accumulators, Model parts, fittings, ete., etc. Tnteresting
jliustrated catalogue, 6d. (P.0.s orly).—MODEL CO., 38 (A.P.}, Queen's
Road, Aston, Birmingham,

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS from £1.—Real Value,
A Boon for Winter Evenings. Lists Free.—Desk E.,
84, Drayton Avenue, West Ealing, London. )

Films Galors.
DEAN CINEMA CO.,

INCREASE YOUR HEIGHT 008t ine 7/6
Ross System never fails. Price 7/86, complete.” Particulars 2d. stamp,
g P ROSS, 16, LANGBALE RCAD, SCARBORCUGH. “&E

= M AG!C TR!Cng iﬁ'émﬁf’e. ete.—Parcels . 2/5, §/8,

Sam%e trigk, 1f-=—
. W. HARRISON, 289, Pentonville Road, Loadon, N, 1.
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All epplicitions for Advertisement Space in
this publication should be addressed to the
Advertisement Department, Union Jack Series,

¢ - - L 5 0 ‘ i3
STAMPS. PREE._ICELAND KEW ISSUE, BULGARIA 1018, Chiva, leetway House, Farvingdon ~Street
Ceylon, NIGERIA, Jamaica, MAURITIUS, Caps, Hgynl, JAMATCA WAR Ihe fee‘way H 2 = g = 4
STAMP, Malay, LETTLAND, PERSIA, & FIVE FINE FRENCH COLONTALS 2 . & London, EC.4 e e
including REUNION, LEVANT, & PORT SATD). My * GENUINE FREE" s o0 W5 Eaitee e
'ACKET,” containing all these stamps, will be sent to all who-encicse 3d. B o
for postage and packing. Best Mounts, 7d. per 1,000, Post Free. 50 -

Portuguese Colonfals, 1/6, Post Pree,—YICTOR BANCEOFT, MATLOCE.
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E GREATEST OF

NEW YEAR GIFTS.

 MAGNIFICENT HAIR GROWTH FREE.

1,000,000 ““4 IN 1” PRESENTS.

‘20 many peop o are al present suffering from various fuxms of ¥ air
failure that »° Reyal Hair Specmlust~‘fr. Edwards, -the lmeﬂm-
discoverer of ‘* Harlene r -Drill *’~=makes the above miost generous

2

One for every Man and Woman.

Mr. Edwards now offers as a va Year Gift to every reader of this

paper & valuable and much prized professional secret.

He asks you fnr no foes ; he simply asks you to accept this © Hair-

»fft ', and is now distributing no fewer than
1,000,000 Valuable Free Hair Heaith Packages.

A %4 IN 1" NEW YEAR GIFT.

lach of these packages contains, in fact,
four gifts, and as there are 1,000,000 packages
in all, the. total number of presenta bcm"
distributed by this one individual “ adds up
to the enormous totdl —.of Four Mﬂhous
{1,000,000), the Greatest New Year Gift that
kag ever been written about in the Press,

To obtain one of these packages you must
cut out the Gift Coupon from the end of this
article fill in your name and address on a slip
or gheef of paper, and post together with four
nenny sigps te cover cost of postage and
packing to vour address. That is all you have
o ilfu. No charge is mads for tie present
iigelf, -

A COMPLETE OUTFIT FOR GROWIKG AND

e
g

RWERE RS

for you if ycu-are troubled with

1. Falling Hair, -Scurf.

2. Greasy Sealp. 8. Over-Dry Sealp.
3. Splitting Hair, 7. Thinning Hair.
&. Dank or Lifeless Hair. 8. Baldness.
WONDEREUL EFFECT OF SFVEN DAYS’

~HAELENE HATE-DKILL~

pr ‘ Harlene Hair-Drili** for a
At Llw end of seven days the hair you
will take on a.lovely lustre .which

2 ! / The “Iarlene Hair-Drill ” Four-fold Gift is
> =

Drill ” Outht.

Just
wee
falet

mulhpum its beauty by 200 per cent. at least.

After a free trial you will be able to obtain

further supplies of © Harlene ” at ls. 13,
9d.

‘N and 4s. 9d. per bottle; “ Uzon”
ne 3t 1s. 13d. and 2s. 9d. per bottle ;
4 Powders at 1s. 6d.
hampoos (single packets 3d.
istz and Stores, or will be

o = f 6d. ex 1
~ KEEPING BEAUTIFUL HAIR, = ?‘* |;? Slptai Sl onm i %‘ffﬂ‘,‘e
_This Outfit is not a complex one. It cnn~ EREE ig'r 26, Lamb's Conduit Street, London, W.C,
e {3 betore aid) o tou pasa, whie awe | FREE "ol NEW YEAR GIFT COUPON
1. A FREE TRIAL BOTTLE OF “« HARLENE | NEW | To Messrs. Hawards Harlens Co.,
FOR THE HAIR,” the most successtul bair- | YEAR [20ge P hoand 20 tomps Comtug
food and hair-tonic ever discoverad, Gy o e e s L 000.000
2. A FREE “CREMEX » SHAMPQO pOW GIFT i , 3 ¥
DER, o cleanse the scalp and hair from a N 4) By :
dust ard drysiess, and to enable © Harlgne » FOR NN : L atase and
fo feed and stremgihien the roofs of the hais, You N \\-&7’ { = & 171721
8. A FREE EOTTLE OF * UZON,” the pertect 2 S 3 | e % e =
Brilliantine that gives the hair an added i i }eOI‘\«E{'O READER. i
lustre and poligh. From. 7-hisrimpr\sg:, b} i“ of at ::r:;;'ai o and  address
3 . - Streel, thousands o ree as  Hair-Dnil®™ : apor, pi his
- gTNRéL‘%‘%’B?g&l;gPthg%gg‘:gg‘m?ganyff D:ftﬁa {w.th instructio: ons) are b sent out. If you (imecxedp ;b\tvvle
oat of * Harlens Hair-Drill »* in the pﬂvac? :va,ly;wuo!, vot recefved one, cut out and s :1:1 the 1 ’.,idlh cme‘(pL i lf’ me -
of your own home. o : -
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HORT?
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only ten minutes
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EAUN MORE MONEY,

ENGINEERING. 107 500 5

Complete Correspondence (ourzee in ©

ENGINEERING MO10R-CAR ENGINEERING
DRAUGH‘LSMANSHI? HMATHEMATICS
ELECTRICIT AEKD FﬂGihEb

Write and sy v\h‘cn subject you 47,

send you & Beok r\u!lhd" ouly

ing our system: State age and send 9 uampa far pasu-g.,
IBE TECBT‘OLOC GICAL INSTITUTE OF GT. BRITAIN LTD.

41, Theaet House, 231 & %32, Strand, Londou. w.c.2. -
STBE%GTHEH YG”R KERVE Nervousness dPD\‘IV(S yoiu of employ-

* ment, pleasur dvantagﬂ

in life. If you wish to prosper and enjoy hle,sueng hon ¥ OU d

regain confdence in voursalf by using the Mento-Nerve Strengthe
ment Used by Fxce«Aumlral to Seaman, Colonel to Private, D.S.

8, M.C.'s,
MM .'3. Merely send 3 penuny g,mmps for particulars. -(_-ODM{X
FLLIO"’T«b‘)II’lH 1., 527, Imperial Bu'ld:ug:. Ludgate Cirous, London, E.C.4.

Full-size COWHIDE 10/65 Mateh
15/8, 12 Punel 16/6, 18 Panel Ch
All Spoite Accessories Siocked,
Postape 9d. on all.
Hovey relu;md 1 not satisfied. £ W‘m High-Grade Bladde;.
TOM CARFENTER, 6, MOB‘L’A.MD& STREET WALWORIK.»S.E. 17,
PHOTO POSTCARDS OF YO}URSLI.F 13 doz., 12 by 10 EN.

LABRGEMENTS, 8d. A¥LSO CH . PHOTO MATERIAY. CATALOGUR
AND SAMPLES FREE.-HACKEITS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.
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Deposit and promise 5/-

monthly after delivery,

and own enc of these
faraous
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ALARM

locks with Lumincvs
hands which show

TIME
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DARK.
Alarm Clock.

kman's home. Fitted with
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Mas ters_’ 0 EME"ER‘L‘: =

Masters’ “Bmpive” is the ideal elock {

arm, rings on two bells, o vou every morn. Miunied

siivered (,amde-ama for candle vight-light. Luminous hands
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A true timekespes, Wil 1250 1 ears, price 3776, Easy Terms. SEND
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®Flset Pzn Co.,

Send this crupon with P.G. fc: only 8/- direct to
1 Fleet St., London, B.C. 4. In return youw erelve (nost free) a
did British Made 14.ct.Gold Nibbed ¥leet Fountain ten,valueil /6, It
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