CRAMMED FULL OF

newsacevr Foi “‘THE HOLIDAY ANNUALY” 55530ttt

1, ‘ 2 Y
No. 103,
New Series,
Weeli Ending—
Jan. 8th,
1821,

2
2

7. Rl
D OR FOE ?—A STRANGE SHIP IS SIGHTED!

(A Tense Moment.in Our. G




A Magnificent, Long, Complete
School Story of Harry Wharton
& Co., the Chums of Greyfriars.

FRANK

BY ..

ICHARDS.

te s

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Taken In!

(g 70U don’t say!”
- Harold Skinmer, the cad of the
. - Rem Form abt  Greyfriars

uttered that exclamation in tones
of great surprise. He was standing in the
corridor, and with him were Bulstrode, the
bully, and Snoop and Ogiivy.
I do, Skinner!” said Bulsfrede.
You mean to say that—->
I mean to say that the fellow wm,
took Miss Rosie away from her home i
coming here as the new French-master!”
persxsted Bulstrods.

“Rats!” said G«xlw

“Shut up, ass! snapped
“Can’'t you see Todd coming this way

Ehe Seetelr jumtior grinned. Until Bulstrode
bad speken he liad failed to notice the advent
of Alonzo Todd. ®noop emphasised the fact
that a jape was on by winking \hgormsty

“Yes,” wenb on Bulstrode loudly, “Aud I
think: xts a joliy shame!”

Alonzo Tedd apparently
brown study. he was in. He looked anxzieusly
to where the chums were standmg. Bul-
strode was apparently in distress; so Alenzo
felt himself behoven to assist, if possible.
But he did net approach at once.

“Rather! I shoald think so,” Bulstrode!”
said Skinper. “What ever can the Head be
thinking of? Going barmy?”

“ Pear met? thought Alonzo. “What would
my dear Uncle Beunjamin think if he knew
poor Dr. Locke was in sueh a fearful plight?”

But tie Duffer of Greyiriars still kept at
a distance. 5 .

Bulstrede, -howeyer, meant that he shonid
not escape. Leuder and Jouder waxed the
confab.

Ogilvy was rather conscienece-smitten. He
thought -Alonzo might be let off for once.
But the others were obdurate,

“He's fair game,” Sncop said. “ What does
a fellow want wandering about the Cloze like
that for? Go on, Bulstrode. Tell us some
more about the nocw master.”

Alonzo Todd pricked up his ears. Despite
all his Uncle Benjanin's efforts, Alonzo had
certainly developed the bump of inquisitive-
ness.

“He's a villain!” eried Bulstrode, “Take
my word for it. The fellow will end up a
murderer, or something quite as bad!”?

“Shame!” eehioed thic juniors. :

Alonzo edged a liftle nearer:
deeply alarm:d by BDulstrode’s
ances.

“The Head ought to: be ashamed of him- |
seif, bringing such a chap to Greyfriars!”
went on Buliirede. “What do you think,
Todd 2 . :

Alcnzo started if he had been shot.
Until that moment he had not dreamed that
aryone had been aware of lis presence.

“Think, Bulstrode?”’ he asked, I genuine ¢

woke fromr tie

He was
wild utter-

as

alarm.
“Yes” said the Bully of the Remove.
“What do you think of the Bead bringing

ihat feliow who abducted \ixss Rosie hero as
the new FErench-master :
“My -dear Bulstrede——-"
Skinner, Snoop.
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“Todd?” said Skinner

Neither
went on Bul
secret.”

“QOh dear! I'm so soery
My Uncle Bentamin to

Bu
Bie never

Istrode.

to have

any secrets. But s you cannot be
serious?”
"Rather!”
My dear Bulstrode, something must be

done!” gasped Alomzo.
; hmg must be d

alleus, my de

such a time! Prary,

my dear Bulstrode?”

Bulstrede flung up his hands as if he were

utte)ly urmtnted by the mragnitude

one to the other as if entreating their
indulgence.

I write
e said

3 The gbiers Ipoked at Alenzo a:
were the cause of it ail.

af* tl‘e

Alonze looked from

utmost

A vigorous shaking of heads in dte a
decided negative.

“There's no time, you see, Todd,” suig
Skinner. -

“Justice mush fall swittly’ sahd Snoop:

with awful gravity.
“To-day!” cried Alonzo,
dear!”
“ And® there’s not cne of us ab
wateh tlie villain aid Bulstrode.
“Not one. Bulstrode?”? asked
anxiousty. “ What ever is the Head
g of?”
I SUPPOSe he'_ unaware that
the same man.”
“Surely we could
courageous band and frustrate
my dear Bulstrede?”

Le's e

formi ourseives
the

little band of heroes lke ¢
promised to help Bull with his Lat
“Oh, certainly, - Skinner! - You
think of breaking your promise,
. Skinper winced. Alonzo had a way
consciousty driving thing
“And T'm simply era

“He's coming to-day.”
im wild alarm.

“Qh

liberty te

Alonzo
think-

. “T've got to mend .n) football bhools,” said
O(r(l\) qul(,lslv.
 “And FPm sweotting up like anvthing for the
exam,” explained Sucop. s -

“You understand my | case, doi’t  you,

e

could net

could you?”
of un-

nrents, Todd,” councluded Buf

“Denr’  mel How very 5
reflected Alonzo. “Pry afraid my little band
of heroes will pe reduced to me
Skinner, don’t you think [ had better go fo
the Head first

Alonze stopped prec Bulstrode &

€o. had thrown up the
of horror. Alonzo Tat
they were going torhit b

weuld -merely
3- b\m

“Phe. Head

scme gock-a
v mvel impre
azal n‘fe\ W
sonteone  woul
b‘kixmer thoug!
“My dear Skinne

Bulstrode.

we had gob hold of

Alonzo w

lmd‘) + the
i

5 ia attitudes
, thinking

“Phat's just wiab we wand to-aveid,” =91d

think
story.”
but he

“0h, I only meant meeting him and putting
off the scent!” said Skinner, looking very
sympathetically at Alonzo Todd. “Of cenrge,
it would take a brave chap. But it ought
to be done. It could be done. . But it’s
asking too mueh of anyone, isu't it, Todd?2”

Alonzo shuddered as if a mild earthquake
were agitating his spare frame. All eyes were
on him, He looked as if he would have been
glad to sink through the Close. Then the
recolfection of what his Uncle Benjamin had

said te hinr came to his aid. -

“I should be the last one to shirk a duty,
my dear schoolfellows,” he said. “But is
there no other way of circumventing this
_awful man?”

“He il be on hLis way here from the station
low,” * said Bulstrede, looking ab his wateh.

“I wish I were at liberty! 1'd soon pub bim
aﬁ the mark. This is simply dreadful!™

“Ob, my dear Bulstrode, pray don't he put
out like that! If it is te fall on me to
save my fellows, I cheerfully accept the situa-
tion. Ay Uncle Benjamin teld me cowardice
was the worst of all vices. I will nicet and
defeat this villain!”

And the juniors simply stared at the heroig
light in Alonzo Todd’s eyes. They realised
that on this occasion Tedd’s Uncle Benjamin
was really helping them in a woaderful
_manner. Thev clapped Alonzo en the bdnk

effusively, praising his valeur.

“Good old Toddl” said Skinper. “He's a
plucked one, any\vay’ Three cheers Jfor
Unele Benjamin! Hurrah, hueeah!”

Thank you, my dear feilows!” said Alonzo,
I\Pammg on them. *“The eredit is indeed due
to my dear respected unele. I will act at
once. He toid me to do so always.”

And to further cheers Alonzo Todd strode
off to the gates like a giant refreshed with-
wine. If he had not been gratifled with the
pmm,a of Lis Unele Renjamin, he would
perhaps have noticed fhat the cheers
"Fddl.d“V changed to hilarious laughter as be
gob farther away. Bub the soul of Ajax had

entered into Alonzo Tedd,

Then the problem of getting past Gosling
presented itself. But Alomze was in luck.
The porter was asleep. The Duffer ef Grey-
friars felt that he was in Inck. The chance
was tee good to be los In another memnient
e was in the road. Putlting on some speed,
he got well away.

Ehere o one in sighb. Alcnzo began to
think he s perhaps the vietim of another
joke. Then his heard throbbed wildly, There,
not & quarter of o wile down the road, was
3 man hastily appxo.tck‘mg thie schgel. He
carried & se.
> Alenza’s = Were s attered for the:

sy
nent—thiat is te say, they were in & more
than usuaily disordered state, But fool’s
hugle is proverbial Just as he was ahout lo
Iidtde behind the hedge, with a view to poune-
“ing on the man when he came abroast, he’
recollected tHab _very likety the man would.
get the hetde Z\'o: wiy should he net

enties this and get him .
pil as the idea

. ke would do it. But

}‘hut Vv.iS a pomex for Alonzo. Bab

in luek aga The box-room closs

3
Remove dormitory would do,

(Coovrizht in the Unitesd Stiatcs of drerico.)
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and Alonzo Todd strode forward to meet
his “enemy.” They met sooner than Alonzo
‘\Ole have preferred, despite his resolutions

“Ah, monsieur! Good-day eet ecs!” said
the stranwer putting down his suit-case, and
making the ‘most elaborate of bows. ©You
are from ze Greyfriars, ees eet not?”

Alonzo was fearfully perturbed, buf
managed to return the salute.

“And what ees your name? Ze name of
monsieur who ees so kind as to meet me, 1
would?”

“Oh dear!” thought poor
knows I came to meet him.”

Alonzo’s tongue clove to the roof of his
mouth.

“Yhy, my boy, ees eet zat you are afraid
of me? Ha, ha, ha! I only come veez
myself to relief” Monsieur Charpentier, Ha,
ha, ha! Come, tell me ze name of you!”

“Alonzo Todd that individual managed to
say in a faint whisper.

* Ah, ze funny bo»' Mongieur Charpentier
teld me of you many times. Bon jour, mon-

he

Alonzo. “He

siouz‘! I am delight zat you show me ze
vayt?
- “What a fearful crammer!” thought
Alonzo.

But the mention of showing him the way
brought Alonzo to his senses.

“I shall be very pleased to show you the
way, sir,” said he, realising to its full extent
the awful meaning that underlay his words.

“Good eet ees! And you know all about
ze college—eh?”’

“Yes,’' said Alonzo, in as near a return
to his usual self as could be expected.
“Please to follow me, sir.”

They had been drawing nearer and ncarer
to the school all this time. They reached
the gates. Alonzo’s heart rejoiced as he saw
that Gosling still slept like a top.

“Ha, bha, ha!” laughed the new master.
“He is having ze good time veez heemself!”

Alonzo’s heart sank. The ‘“villain ”’ would
surely wake Gosling, then all would be lost.

But they got through safely. Alonzo
hastened on towards the stairs that led to
the Remove dormitory. The journey seemed
endless.

“Ma foi!” eried the Frenchman, catching
sight of the beds through the open door of
the dormitory. *“I am put veez ze boys eet
ees! Vhat ees zees?”’

“Oh, no, sir! Not in there. This is your
room, it you please,” said Alonzo politely.

“Zat?" almost screamed the Frenchman.

The door that Alonzo held open revealed
a little dark room. It was lighted by one
narrow window, and was littered with boxes
and rubbish.

“Yes, sir. It is only temporary. I hope
vou will be better suited for the evening.”

“Temporary!” exclaimed the new master
excitedly. “Eet ees only feet for ze pig!”’

And he walked into the little room and
kicked over one or two boxes to show his
contempt.

Alonzo’s pulse heat wildly. Here was his
chsnce indeed! In an instant he had banged
the door to. Horror! There was no key in
the lock! All his trouble had been for
x‘odnn" But what was that under his hand?

A staple! The door was made to fagten on
the outside. Quick as thought Alonzo clapped
the loop over the staple. The ‘villainous
abductor ¥ of Miss Rosle was a prisoner.

There was no sound from within for a
moment. Then the room echoed with hearty
1zmghter.

“Ha, ha, ha! Ze good shoke eet ees! Eet
serves me right for asking you vhat funny
Zeengs you do to-day! Ha, ha, ha! Ze good
_,hn!eV But open ze door, Monsieur Todd!
Ha, ze good shoke!”

“No, it is not a joke, you bad man!* said
Alonzo unctuously.

“Eh? Vhat eet ees?’’ cried the astonished
prisoner. “Not ze shoke? Open ze door at
onced??

“I shall do nothing of the kind,” replied
* Alonzo Todd, in a much braver voice than
he had possessed for the lagt twenty minutes.
“You can't deceive me. I know who you are.
I've heard all about you. You are the villain
who took Miss Rosie away, and you've only
come here to murder us!”

*“Ah, ze boy is mad! Monsieur Charpentier
vas right! I am lest!”

“And so you deserve to be!
wicked man—-""

Alonzo got no farther.

You navghty,

“Help! Help! I am ze prisonair of ze
'I'Indldman' > shouted the Frenchman “Help!
elpl”

“You can shout as much as you like. Tt
will mot avail you, you monster!” said
Alonzo.

And as the new master commenced to
batter boxes and other things at the door,
be fled down the passage for his life,

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
A Crus!l Blow !

ULSTRODE doubled up in the passage
with ‘merriment. The practical jokers
bad watched Alonzo escort the French-
man into the house from a safe

distance. It seemed almost too good to be
true, but Todd had done it. The idea of
Todd's marching the new French-master into
a hox-room and locking him in seemed in-

expressibly comic to Bulstrode & Co. They
roared and roared.

“My hat!” murmured Skinner, “There
will be a row about this!™

“Ha; ha-hai?

“0f course, it was really Bulstrode’s idea,”

said Snoop, who was getting a little scared.

“I-—I only meant Todd to meet the chap
and talk to him. But to lock a master up
in a room is Johy serious—worse than locking
Loder up—"

“Oh, rats!” said Bulstrode,
feel a little uneasy himself. “Shut up!
won't give us away. anyhow.”

“0Of course not,” said Ogilvy.
champion ass, but he’s not a sneak.”

“But he'll blurt it all out before he knows
he's been japed, if there’s a row,” said
Snoop. “Remember, it was your idea, Bul-
strode—— Ow!”

Smack!

The back of Bulstrode’s hand caught Snoop
across the mouth, and effectually stopped
him. The cad of the Remove staggered back.

“You jolly well shut up!’ said Bulstrode.
“If there’s a row I jolly well know you'll
sneak out of it, anyway!"

“Well, 1 supposs we shall own up if Todd
gets into a row with the powers that be.”
said Ogilvy uneasily. 5

“Gh, rats!”

Bulstrode tramped away with his hands in
his pockets. Skinner followed him. Skinner
was feeling uneasy, tco. He could not help
vealising that the jape had gone a little too
far this time.

“We'd better sece Todd,” he s
gives us away
Buistrode.”

Bulstrode gritted his teeth. -

“If he gives Quelchy a chance at me 1
shall get it hot,” he said. *“But if he does
T'1—I'll smash him!”

“That won't undo the licking.”

“Rats!”

Bulstrode was evidently not in a humour
to be argued with. The two practical jokers
—neither now feeling very pleased with the
joke—hurried along the Remove passage.
They paused as they caught sight of Mr.
Quelch.

The Remove-master was looking very angry.

“What i3 that terrible noise?” he ex-
claimed, catching sight of Bulstrode, and
addressing him before he could escape.

“I—1I don't know, sir.”

“It seems to proceed from the box-room,”
said the Remove-master, *Has someone been
locked up in a room for some silly joke?”

“I—I haven’t done it, sir!”

The Remove-master strode toweards the bhox-
room stairs. Todd was just dashing down,
and he almost daahed mto Mr. Quelch

“Todd! btop

“Yes, sir! asped Todd.

“What is that noise up there?”

“That's the villain, sir!?” panted Todd.
“I've fastened him in, sir.”

*“What!’

“He can’t escape, sir! I've fastened him
in, and now all you have to do is to telephone
for the police and have him arrested, sir,

Bulstrode and Skinner scuttled away. = Mr.
Quelch was starmﬁ at Alonzo Todd as if he
had suddenly been net.med.

«Arrested!” gasped the Form-master, at
last.

“¥es, 8ir.”! >

“You have fastened someone up in the box-
room, Todd?””’

“Yes, sir. Quite saf

“Who is it?”

“The French villain, sir; the circus man
who kidnapped Miss Rosie, sir.”

“Todd! Are you mad? I saw you crossing
the Close with that gentleman. He is the
new French-master who is taking Monsieur
Charpentier’s place this week.”

beginning to
Todd

“He's &

“If he
it will be a licking for us,

€, sipl?

“QOh, no, sirt He is in disgulse. -
“DAd~disguise! 3 =
“Yes, sir, He: is really Lasalle, the

desperate villain who kidnapped the Head's

daurrhtcr, sir, and I've fastened him up, se
ke

“Are you out of your senses, boy?” thun-
dered Mr. Quelch., “This French genmcman
is 2 man I am well acquainted with.” :

“Oh sir!”

Ir. Quelch dashed up the box-rcom stairs.
He tore open the door, and a wild, gesticu-
lating figure rushed towards him.

“Hat It ces zat I am release!” gasped
the Frenchman. “I have been ze victim of
ze practical shoke, monsieur.”

“] am aware of that sir,” said Mr. Quelch.
“I assure you that the 10Ler shall receive
the most condign punishment, Monsieur
Leblanc. Pray accept my most profound
apologies !” :

The Frenchman waved his hands.

“Not at all, my dear Monsieur Quelch—
pot at all! It is enough. I am satisfied!”

“I am very sorry—"

“Not at all, monsieur.”

“Pray follow me.”

“Certainement. Viz pleasure.”

Mr, Quelch conducted the Frenchman down-
stairs. Todd watched him with eyes of great
alarm.

“Pray be careful, sxr"’ he exclaimed. “I
was warned that

“Hold your tongue, Todd!
for me in my study!”

“Yes, sir,” said Todd meekly.

He obeyed. It was some minutes before
Mr. Queleh came into the study. When he
came in he fixed a stern glance upon the
Duffer of Greyfriars.

“Todd,” he said, “what put the idea into
your head that this gentleman was the kid-
napper of Miss Rosie?”

“I—I was warned, sir.”

“Ah! Who warned you?”

“Bulstrode, sir. Is it possible that he m:\de
a mistake?” -asked Todd in perplexity. “If
you are satisfied of this gentleman'’s bona-
fides, sir—"

“@o and tell Bulatrode to come here.”

“If you please. sir—"

“Go at once!”

Todd departed. He found Bulstrode in the

Go and wait

lower passage, and tapped him on the
s‘nou{der. Bulstrode turned on him with a
scowl.

“What do you want?” he snapped out.
“Mr. Quelch wants to see you, Bulstrede.”

Bulstrode gritted his teeth,

“So you've given me away to him, have
you?" he exclaimed.

“Not at all, my dear Bulstrode. I
mentioned you as the source of my informa-
tion respecting that desperate villain, and
I presume that Mr. Quelch wishes to question
you as to how you made the discovery.”

“You fool!”.

“My dear Bulstrode!”

“If I get a licking,”
low, savage voice, “I'll smash you!~
understand that?”

Todd locked dismayed.

“B-b-but—-" he stammered.

Bulstrode stamped away. He was in a
state of smouldering fury. Todd remained
standing near the doorway in a state of
great pcrplexrh Finally, he followed
Bulstrode, and waited for him outside the
door of Mr. Quelel’s study. It was dawning
upon Alonzo now that he had been japed bv
Bulstrode & Co., and although he did not
approve of their untruthfulness, he was far
from wishing to betray them to-the Form-
master. He was most anxious to assure
Bulstrode that he had not meant to give him
away.

Bulstrode entered the Form-master’s study
with a sullen face. Mr. Quelch fixed his
stern glance upon him.

“PBulstrode, you appear. to have told Todd
a most absurd story respecting DMonsieur
Charpentier’s  substitute, who Thas just

said Bulstrode, in a
Do you

arrived  at Greyfriars,” the TForm-master
exclaimed.

Buhtmde met his_eyes steadily.

“Yes, sir,” he sai

< “Why dld you do lt?”

“For a joke on Todd, sir.”

“There have been too many jokes on Todd,
Bulstrode. This shall be ‘the last,” said
Mr. Quelch. “You have led him to treat a
master of this school in the most outrageous
and disrespectful manner. I am going to
cane you, Bulstrode, as a warning to vourself
and others. Hold out your hand!”

Bulstrode set bhis teeth and obeyed

When Mr. Quelch was in earnest, he had a
way of laying on the cane which the juniors
had learned to their cost. He gave Bulstrode
four cuts on each hand, and each cut was a
“terror.” Bulstrode did not utter a single
cry. He was as hard as nails; and he would

THE POPULAR.—NoO. 103.
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 Mave taken twice the punishment without a
word. But his ruddy face went white, and
his lips were set till they seemed to become
a thin, spiteful line.

“You ‘m'afr go,”’ said Mr. Quelch.

Still  without a word, Bulstrode went.
There was black rage in his heart, black rage
in his face. He was dangerous to meet at
that moment—most dangerous of all to
Alonzo Todd! And Todd was waiting to
meet, him!

“My dear Bulstrode—"
anxiously.

Bulstrode did not speak. But his heavy
hand came up, his fist, clenched, and, as hard
as iron, struck Todd full in the face. It was
a terrible blow, and Todd reeled back from
it helplessly, knocked flying by the fearful
force of the impact.

Crash!

The junior crashed back against the
banisters and fell to the floor. He lay
where he has fallen, without a movement.

“There,” said Bulstrode thickly, *take
that! And—>"

He paused.

Todd had not moved.

There seemed to be something strange,
something unnatural in ‘the way the lad
luy, heaped together at the foot of the
banisters, - :

“Get up, you fool I’ said Bulstrode harshly,

bhegan Alonzo

*What are you lying there for?”
Todd did not move or speak.

K THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Hemorse !
BULSTRODE stood looking at Todd—at

his crushed victim, lying there word-
less, motionless, at his feet.
What was the matter with Todd?
Why did he not get up?

“Todd!” said the Remove bully thickly.
“Todd! Get up, you fool!”

No movement—no word! Was the boy
breathing? He did not look like it, as he
lay there, still, inert.

“Todd, Todd, old fellow, get up, there’s a
good chap! I—1 didn't mean to hurt you!”
And Bulstrode’s vojce had sunk to a low,
husky whisper now.

But Todd did not move.

There was a step in the passage. Harry
Wharton came up and looked at Bulstrode,
and then at Todd, and started violently.

“What’s the matter with Todd?”

“I- I don’t know!”’ muttered Bulstrode.

“Todd! Good heavens; What have you
been doing to him, yeu hound?” shouted
Wharton.

“I—I hit him. 1 didn't mean—"

“You bully!”

T

Wharton bent over Todd. He lifted the
junior’s head. Todd’s eyes were closed, and
Ehgre was a trickle of blood from under his

air.

His face was as white as wax.

Bulstrode gazed at him in horror. All -his
rage, all his fury, had vanished now. He was
sick with remorse for what he had done.

“Is he—is he hurt?” he'muttered.

Wharton looked up.

“You villain!” he said.

l"I’—’l didn’t mean to hit him so hard.
“He is stunned.””
“But I—I— Abh!” exclaimed Bulstrode.
“He struck his head against the banisters
as he fell! I never thought of that! It
wasn't -my fault!”

Wharton did not reply.

“Bob! Frank!” he called out.

Mr. Queleh’s door opened. The Remove-
master had heard, and he came out into the
passage. He looked at Todd, and a change
came over his face.

“Who did that?” he asked, in a terrible
voice.

“I—1 djdn't mean—-""

“Go to your study, Bulstrode, and waif
there till I send for you!” said the Remove-
@ster.

“Got” «

And Bulstrode went.

“Help me ‘to lift him in here,” said Mr.
Quelch to Wharton. “The unfortunate lad!
Good heavens, he is quite unconscious! Run
to the Head’s study, Wharton, and ask him
to telephone for a doctor. Tell' him that
Todd has had an accident.”

“Yes, sir.”?

Harry Wharton raced off.

By this time, news of the accident had
spread, and a crowd was gathering outside
Mr. Queleh’s study.

The Remove-master acted promptly, and
did what he could. He sent for water, and
bathed Todd’s injuries. There “was a big
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black bruise on the forehead, just above the
nose, where Bulstrode’s fist had struck him.
But the greater injury was om the back of
the head, where he had crashed against the
banisters in falling.

But in spite of Mr. Quelch’s efforts Todd
did not regain consciousness. The Duffer of
Greyfriars was not a strong lad. At the best
of times he was frail. He lay insensible,
dead to his surroundings.

Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars, helped
Mr. Quelch to carry him from the sofa to
the school infirmary, where he was put to bed,
to await the arrival of the medical man. All
had been done that could be done, but he did
not come to.

By the time Alonzo was in the infirmary
bed, all Greyfriars knew what had happened.

A hush had fallen upon the school.

Fellows went about on tiptoe, and spoke
in whispers, although Todd was too far away
from ‘the school buildings to hear them if
they had shouted.

Todd had many peculiar ways. But he was
a decent fellow, and had never had an ill
thought about anybody, had never done any-
body an ill turn.

And his many good qualities were all that
the juniors cared to think of now.

Not a voice was found to speak in favour
of Bulstrode.

The cruelty of what he had done was con-
demned on all sides, and would have been so
condemned even if the terrible result had
not followed.

“'The brute!” %

“The cad!”

“The rotter!”

“The blackguard !”

They were the expressions the Removites
used when they spoke of the Remove bully,
and no voice said a word for him.

What was there to say for him?

He had been punished for his own action,
and in his rage had struck Todd in a brutal
way—without intending to cause the aceci-
dent that followed, certainly; but what he
had done was bad enough.

There was a proposal from some fellows to
fetch him out of his study and rag him; but
Wharton and a good many more vetoed
it at once.

“Let him alone,” said Harry. “If Todd
turns out to be badly hurt, Bulstrede will
be expelled—and that’s enough. If he’s
seriously injured, Bulstrode may go to prison,
tor all I know.”

“The proper place for him,” said Nugent.

“Very likely; but it will be enough, with-
out our ragging him. I dom’t suppose the
poor chap is feeling any too comfy at the
present moment.”

“Well, that’s likely enough,” said Ogilvy.

“The likelyfulness is terrific.”

Wharton was right.

Bulstrode sat alone in his study—alone,
brooding and miserable—as miserable as it
was possible for a human being to be.

He was alone, and likely to remain so.
Tom Brown and Hazeldene, who shared the
study, did not come there—they did not
want to see or speak to Bulstrode. He was
alone—condemned, avoided by all, and if he
had left the study he knew with what looks
of disgust and horror he would have been
greeted.

He sat there, while the
dragged by.

What had happened?

What was the matter with Todd?

Was he going to be seriously ill? Was he
going to—— Bulstrode dared not form the
word, €ven in his mind.

slow minutes

Surely it could not be—surely that terrible |

thing, the most terrible of all,_ecould not
happen? Fate could not be so critel !

He groaned aloud.

If he could but have recalled that blow—
if he could have undone the hasty action
of an angry moment! But the action once
done is irremediable—the blow could not be
recalled, and he who had struck it had the
consequences to face. What consequences?

He hardly dared to think.

While Todd lay senseless in the school in-
firmary, Bulstrode sat in his darkening study,
alone, avoided as one plague-stricken, with
dull remorse gnawing at his heart.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
In Danger!
ODD, the Duffer of Greyfriars, lay in
a room with darkened windows.
The doctor—kind, fussy little Dr.
Short, of Friardale—was at his bed-
side, with Mr. Queich and the Head.
They had watched the poor lad long and
anxiously.

But there was no recognition in. Todd's
face. There was no light in his eyes, which
were now open, but blank in their gaze.

Todd did not know them.

He was half-conscious—that was all! Hig
brain seemed to be dazed and numbed by
the shock he had received.

Dr. Short had spoken in whispers to the
Head of concussion of the brain; but he
hoped for the best.

Uncle Benjamin had been wired to, and he
had wired back that he was coming down to
Greyfriars instantly, and that a famous Lons
don specialist was coming with him.

There was nothing to do but to await their
arrival.

Meanwhile, Todd was to he kept quietly
resting.

So the word went forth to the anxious,
expectant school.

The evening was drawing on darkly, with
a wailing of wind in the oid elms, and round
the roofs of the ancicnt buildings. Todd
was in danger.

That was the news that thrilled through
the school, and made every face quiet and
grave.

In danger!

Their schoolfellow, whose simple nature
and kind heart had endeared him to all,
whose simplicity had made him the victim
of so many practical jokes, for which he
had never borne malice, was in danger.

The shadow of doom hung over his rcom;
there were hushed voices and silent footfalls
round his bed.

In danger!

The boys could hardly realisc it. Only a
few hours before, and Todd had been as
bright and cheerful as the rest—talking of
the next visit his Uncle Benjamin was to pay
to the school.

And now——

Poor fellow, his uncle’s next visit was com-
ing only too soon, and under terrible cir-
cumstances!

“Poor old Todd!”

That was the general expression on the
lips of all the Greyfiriars fellows. Even
Loder, of the Sixth, was sorry, and thought
with a twinge of conscience of the many
times he had ragged the kind, simple lad.

And Bulstrode?

He was still in his room, waiting in fear
and trembling for the verdict! c

He knew that the medical man was with
Todd; he expected to know-the worst very
200N now, }

But no one came to Bulstrode's study.

He was avoided, as if the room had been
a plague-stricken den, and himself the up-
cleanest of lepers. - :

At last the bully of the Remove could
endure the suspense no longer. He feit that
he would go mad if the dreadiul solitude
continued.

He rose from the seat into which he had
flung himself, and went slowly out of the
study with faltering steps.

He must have news of Todd—lie must know
the worst. Remorse and fear, like twin
vultures, seemed to he tearing at his very
heart.

Ogilvy was in the passage, talking in low
tones to Mark Linley. Bulstrode walked
towards them feverishly. They would know!

Linley and Ogilvy gave him one lock, and
then turned and walked swiftly away. x

“Linley!” said Bulstrode hoarsely, hurry--
ing after the Lancashire lad and grasping
his arm. “Linley! Tell me 2

Mark’s eyes biazed.

“Don’t touch me!” he exclaimed.

«But——» _

“Take your himd off my arm!”

e

“I—- Oh
Mark shoek him off, and strede away.
Bulstrode stood panting for breath. He

understood how it was—the Lancashire lad
was not alone in his horror.. No one would
speak to him now! :

He went -unsteadily down the stairs—umn-
steadily, as if he had been intoxicated. A
group of juniors stood talking in the haill,
but they walked away at the sight of Bul-
strode.

“Wharton!” he called out huskily.

Wharton did not return. =

“Wharton! ~ For Heaven's sake tell me a
word—tell me how Todd is!” Bulstrode cried,

- in a voice of agony.

Harry turned round.

There was a tone in Bulstrode's voice that
went to his heart, in spite of the horror and
scorn he felt towards the bully of the Re-
move.

“Don’t come near me!” he said. “What
do you want?” 3
“How is Todd?”
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I ¢ | wish you wouldn't punish Bulstrode on my account,” whispered Todd. ““ 1 am sure he never meant to hurt me

} so. Could you forgive him, sir 2’

‘it would be dangerous to excite him now.
possibly can,’’ said tha doctor to the Head.

Acceds to his wishes if you

(See chapter 5.)

“The same.”

““Hasn't he spoken yet?”

N
_oHasn't the doetor scen him?”

i Xes,”

g"V\'hat does he say?”

“He fears concussion of the brain.”
~ Bulstrode groaned.

“It’s not certain yet,” said Wharton,
“There's a specialist coming down from Lon-
don, with Mr. Todd, by the eight o'clock
train.” I dare say he will be ablé to tell us
something more definite.”

The bully of the Remove clasped his hands
together.

“Oh, how can I wait!” he groapned. “I
never thought—I never dreamed of this{ I—I
never meant anything of the kind!”

“I suppose you never meant murder,” said
Wharton coldly, “but you've come jolly near
to.doing it, all the same.”

Bulstrode shuddered.

.“Murder! Wharton!” :

“ Manslaughter, then,”” said Wharton mer-
cilessly. “What do you expect when you hit
at a weak, frail chap like Todd with all
vour force—a strong, powerful chap like you?
What did you expect?”’

“I—-I didn’t think. I was in a rage.”

“You were a rotten ruffian and a cur!™
said Wharton. “But it's no geod slanging
you. I don't want to say anything. You
‘fo‘rcledlme ’i;,o speak to you.,”

“Qh, let me alone! Get away! I can'i
bear the sight of you; you make me sick!"

Wharton.swung away.

Bulstrode put his hand upon the banisters
4o steady himself. He was sick with himselt
—sick with borror and self-loathing.

Why had he done it?

Oh, if this only turned out well for him,
how careful he would be-in the future!

But—but if it turned out badly; if the
worst came—

His very senses swam with borror ab the
thought. He groaned aloud in his misery.

Bulstrode sank down on the stairs, in a
mood of utter dejection. Several fellows
passed and saw him there; but no one spoke
to him, and all passed as distantly from him
as possible.

The Remove bully did not start from his
lethargy till there was a sound of arrivals,
and Uncle Benjamin came in with a white-
haired gentleman in a frock-coat and silk hat
—the specialist he had brought down from
London with him.

There was a great change in Uncle Ben-
jamin,

‘Ihe fat, jolly Ilittle gentleman, 'who had
furnished s0 much fun for the juniors of
Greyfriars, was pale and worn and anxious.
1t was evident that his affection {for his
nephew was very great, and that the danger
Alonzo lay in had shaken bim terribly. The
sight of fthe kind old face lined with deep,
gnawing care, sent a fresh thrill of remorse
to Bulstrode’s heart. - There seemed to be no
end to the misery he had caused to himseli
and to others.

Unecle Benjamin glanced at Bulstrode, and
his face became very soft, ~He did not know
that it was Bulstrode who was responsible
for poor Alonzo's calamity. He fancied that
the misery in Bulstrode's face was caused
by anxiety for his schooifellow. There were
many anxious faces about him, but none so
miserable as Bulstrode's.

. Uncle Benjamin dropped his
Buistrode’s shoulder.

“PBear up, my boy!" he said. ’
hope for the best.” -

“It was I that did it,” said Bulsirode dully.

¥ncle Benjamin started back

“What! You?”

“I struck him.”

hand upon

“We mush

“Bless my soul!”

“I—I didn't mean it. He knocked his head
on the banisters, but—"

The old gentleman regarded Bulstrode in
silence for some moments.

“Heaven forgive you!” he said at last.

Then he followed Mr. Quelch.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
After Darkness, Light!

REYFRIARS waited in tense anxiely

1 for the specialist’s verdict. It did

not come sooun. The time passed on

leaden wings. The juniors wandered

about the passages, or sat miserably in their

studies, or gathered in groups in the Form-

rooms. Under the strain of the anxiety they

could settle: down to nothing, and all had

heen excused from evening preparation. What
was to be the news from the sick-room?

Mr. Quelch came forth at last, and a score
of pairs of eyes were fastened upon him a%
once, to read the truth in his face,

The Remove-master was looking relieved.

“He's better, sir?” asked Harry Wharton

Mr. Quelch nodded.

“Yes; better.”

“Thauk goodness!”

“1t turns out to be less serious than Dr.
Short feared at first,” said Mr. Quelch,
“There is every hope that, with quiet and
rest,, Todd will recover; but if he takes a
turn for the worse, it is feared that an
operation may be necessary. That is all that
can be said at present. 1 nced not cauticn
you all to be very quiet.”

“We shall be careful, sir.”

The evening of anxiety was followed by a
nicht of unrest for most of the Greyfriars
fellows.

Bulstrode went to bed with the rest of the

(Concluded on page 17.) _
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A STIRRING
ADVENTURE AMONG THE BUCCANEERS.

By Famous MAURICE EVERARD.

TALE OF MYSTERY AND

BOB GREVILLE, and his cousin, JEFF
HAWKINS, are returning to school when
they are met by BLACK \IICHAEL a serv-
ing man of Boh's father, SIR” JOHN

GREVILLE. Mike gives them news of the
haronet’s ruin, and of Lis orders to take them
:duk to

Lalland Hall, the home of the

g the journey to Exeter the three
ALDERMAN CONYERS

INTRODUCTION.

'fhexc, after a good meal, he tells them that

he is a director of a certain big shipping
company, and that he will repl'\ce the lost
fortunes of the Grevilles on condition that
they bring about the ecapture of Avery, a
daring buccaneer, who had made the seas
a very bad and dangerous highway for the
merchants of the day.

They journey to Bristol and sign on as

During the night, Avery,. with a dozen
chosen men, seize the captain of the Duke
and the slnp The hands, unable to res

are made to obey the pirate, and the clup
alters her course for the West African coast
to a town which Avery hopes to capture.
They arrive, and land a party of men. The
three corrmd»"% are dispatched to inform the
President of their arrival and intentions.

i

nestUe and  his - : i gain admittanc Le palace and
eharming daughter from the clutches of a | “hends” on the ship Duke,-on which they ?{E}ﬁ'{mﬁné" the G;\":r;gr.m thap=paliee
notorious highwayman. To show his grati- encounter the buccaneer Avery in the guise ST :
tude, Conyers invites them to his home. | of the first mate. (Now go owwith the story.)
% 3 3 ¥ name had frightened a whole Spanish garrison j one half across the river to oceupy the
The Spaiard’s Amazing Steategy S into submission. heights on the south side of the to pro-

his voice.
Jeff was quick to take advan-
tage of the momentary show of weakness.

“To prove the truth of my words, Ex-
celteney, Captain Avery had already landed
large nwmbers of his men. A few were
attacked this noon, but succeeded in freeing
themselves after inflicting heavy,losses on
your followers.”

“Indeed, eighteen have {fallen!” snarled
the Dom: “It is only right your own lives
should pay the pemalty.”

_ Jeft took a quick step forward, and waved
‘he paper in the Spaniard’s face.

‘Listen, Don Almanzoa!” he said, his face
fiushed and his eyes very bright. *“I give
you just five minutes to choose. I'nless you
zome to terms, the time allotted will he over,
and St. Principe will be attacked on all sidek.
For the sake of your people—"

The Spaniard rose into an upright posture.

“Yor my own sake——" he began; then the
expression on his cunning face changed to
cne of relief. “Listen, ambassador of Avery;
I have a plan to propound, by which victory
will be assured to you with honour and
little damger to myself. Come, take a glass
of wine with me, and I will tell you the
answer to take back to your captain!”

A number of Almanzoa’s officers were sum-
moned, and long, whispered conversations
tcok place, during the eourse of which many
furtive but scared glances were directed upon
the stalwart young Englishman, who strolled
teisurely about under the embrasured walls,
from which a fair view of the town and
jorte, faintly looming through the mist, could
be obtained.

At last the Governor dismissed his men,
and sinking back in his hammock with a sigh
- of relief, motioned Jeff to come nearer.

“The matter has been discussed in full
assembly, and we are resolved to deliver up
the islands, the town, and the foris, not
being provided with sufficient forces to
defend them against such overwhelming odds,”
he said.

Jeft Hawking could searce helieve his ears.
How Black Mike would yell with laughter
when he knew. The.use.of Avery's terrible

THE PCPULAR.—No. 103,

66 GW did you get here?” the Spanish
H President asked, with a break in

“But, withal,” the Governor went on, “for
the bLtter saving of my own and my officers’
credit, I desire Captain Avery to uge a certain
stratagem of war, so that our r(mut'lm ns
shall sufier neither at home nor abroad.”

Jeff could not help winking to himself. He
hegan to see how the Xand lay—that the
Gmemors object in delivering up the town

was to save his own precious Skin.

“1 propose, therefore,” his Excellency con-
tinued, “that Captain Avery shall come with
his troops by night to the bridge that joins
this island fortress to the mainland, and
there attack it—that at the same time his
vessels shall draw it ufider St. Principe,
and, landing troops there, shall intercept me
and my staff on the way to the fort, and
thus make us honourable prisoners of war.
On both sides I propose there shall be con-
tinual firing, but without bullets—or, at least,
into the air, so that neither side may be
hurt. Now take these conditions to your
master, with my compliments.”

Jetf passed out as though he were tread-
ing on air. The look of terrified uncertainty
on Don Almanzoa’s sallow face, which seemed
to have shrunken visibly during the inter-
view, showed how desperately anxious and
sincere he was to come to terms at any
price.

Jeff rejoined Black Mike and Bob, hardly
able to contrel his laughter. At the entrance
they found food and drink set for them,
which, however, Mike cautiously insisted the
Governor's men should partake of first in case
the viands had been poisoned. This having
been done, Chater and the two hoys fell to
with a will, while the stout Cornishman,

who seemed indifferent to anything so long

as he brought his mission to a successful
issue, enwa"ed himself in converse with one
of the ouards

At last, just as twilight was dropping in,
they set off on the return, and an hour later
came safely to the camp, where Avery and
his followers were pitched.

There was a deal of pleased excitement
when Jeff made . known the result- of his
interview with Don Almanzoa, for the terms
to which the Spanish Governor had agreed
promised much gain to the buccanecers. Ac-
cordingly Avery, with commendable prompti-
tude, at once et _about his preparations..

Dl\i(iii]‘,’: his now slender forces, he sent

mising during the night to send up furt
supplies of weapons and dry powder; and
the other half he directed to follow the line
of the river \‘;es?:wns'd5 and to halt in the
forest within a couple of miles of St. Principe.

Then he, together with the chief gunner,
the bo’sun, and Mike, and the two hoys, re-
turned to the :ln,), and worked out a
detailed plan of action.

In all he had now one hundred and ﬁiLv
men under his immediate command, and
these he proposed to send ashore in three
parties of five-and-forty each, leaving on‘y
fifteen men to guard the Duke, for the »
attack in that quarter by the Spanmrd
scarcely to be reckoned with.

Both Jeff and Bob were rather puzzlcd by
Mike’s attitude while all these matters were
going forward. He appeared far more inter-
ested in learning the disposition and the
duties. of the fifteen hands to be left on
shipboard than in Avery’s plan of pretended
attack, and more than once thé boys saw
him, under cover of darkness, cautiously
moving from one part of the vessel to
another, though of his intentions he gave no
sign.

At length, towards midnight, the pirates’
scheme of operations was practicaily com-
pleted. A number cf men were provided with
short scaling-ladders to storm the walls: in
case at the last moment Don Almanzoa: re-
sorted to ‘treachery. In addition, bags of
powder and shot were served rourd every
cutlass and blade was cxamined and’ tested
by the chief armourer, and twelve of .the
fifteen being set to man the guns, the
hundred and thirty-five under Avery himself
put off in four of the ship’s beats, all pre-
pared for the attack.

On landing, ten of -these were sent under
Chater and the bo’sun to carry fresh supplies
of ammunition to the two parties left onithe
north and south banks of the river, witly
structions that at the first noise of guifive
they were to close in on the town, discharging
their pieces as they came on, and makin g as
much noise as possible, Every musket xmd
pistol .was: to be loaded with ball, but no
life to be taken unless express orders were
issned hy Avery himself,

Towards two o’clock, with scarce a
showing in the town, the false battle
menced, with incessant firing from the

light,
com-
forts
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-out to sea, but, so far as the Spaniards were
cencerned, without bullets. The buccaneers
then closed in, and, assaulting Fort Chris-
tophe, under cover of a furious hand-fire,
took it without any casualties, among the
prisoners being the Governor himself and
all his staff. 5

In the streets, however, desultory fighting
of a different character was taking place, as
a nnmber of the inhebitants, not being aware
of Dan Almanzoa’s design, had turned out,
armed with guns, and these they discharged
at the pirates as they ran through.

Indiscriminate slaughter might bLave re-
sulted from this had not a runner brought
news to Avery, who thereupon sent a2 mes-
sage to the Governor, enjoining him to keep
all his men together in the principal fort,
while the main body of the buccancers pro-
ceeded in force through the town to subdue
it with as little damage as possible.

The excitement was now* intense, for here
and there ‘stragglers had got into several of
the richer houses, and, after plundering them,
set them on fire. In the light of the flames
and with the narrow ways choked with debris
and smoke, Bob and Jeff kept close to Mike's
side, while the rest of the pirates dashed
out, shouting threats and curses, and shoot-
ing down all who stopped in their path.

“Come on!” whispered Mike, dragging Jefl
and Bob by the arm down a side street.
“This is_not what Master Avery agreed at
all, Our friend, his Excellency the Governor,
for all, his cowardice, has kept his part of
the bargain, and here are our fellows killing
right and left. See, many of them are
broaching casks of strong liquour, and soon
will be out of hand altogether.”

So they followed the Corpishman up a steep
incline, not guessing whither he was leading
them, until he drew up before a gate in a
wall, upon which he bammered lustily with
the butt-end of his musket.

It. was openped by a Spanish soldier, who
looked scared to death by the noise and
tumult raging in the town below, and, instead
of discharging his weapon, as he had been in-
structed, into the air, let fly full at Mike.

Bob, however, realised the danger in the
nick of time, and at the very momen{ when
the piece went to the Spaniard’s shoulder he
fevelled his pistol and pulled the trigger.
The bullet struck the lock of the gun ag
the moment of the discharge, thus deflecting
the barrel, and causing the ball to scream
over Mike’s shoulder,

With one blow of his immense fist the
Cornishman knocked the Spaniard insensible,
and, leaping over his prostrate form, entered
the courtyard.

“The entrance to the magazine, where all
the shot and powder is stored. And here,
too, are many guns and the biggest cannon
on the island!” ecried Mike, picking up the
hand-lantern which the soldier had dropped.
“Ah, would you? Then take that!” as a
bearded fellow leapt at him out of the
darkness, and strove to engage him with a
long. slender-bladed rapier. “It is well you
should make the acquaintence of my little
toothpick!”.  And, with a slashing blow he
beat down the other’s guard, and sent lim
to his knees with a broken forearm.

Meantime, both Bob and Jeff had been
engaged in a terrific struggle with three other
soldiers, one of whom had to be shot before
the danger could be averted, for by this
time it was plain to the lads that Black Mike
had some well-thought-out plan on foot in
bringing them to the magazine.

As they passed into the armoury, where
many hundreds of guns were stacked, and
bags of powder and ball heaped against the
wall, Mike stopped to wipe the perspiration
from his face.
© “Now, see here, both of you, Captain
Avery has spoilt his plam,” he said, drawing
them to a window high up in the magazine
wall, from which they commanded a wide
., view of the town, the roadstead, and the sea
beyond, now lit brilliantly as day as fresh
fires were started in various parts of the
town. “Our master has let too many of his
fellows get out of hand, and it is our duty to
see that gustice is done. The Don kept to the
terms of his promise, and these pirate
villians have broken theirs. Therefore, it is
for you and me to make ourselves masters of
the situation.”

“But, Mike,” gasped Bob, “it is out of
the question for three of us to set ourselves
against a hundred and fifty stalwart fellows.”

“Indeed, we are not alone,” grinned Black
Michael. “In a little while Jobn Chater, with
several others, have promised to come to this
place; and then if the tromble spreads we
shall turn the big guns on the pirates in the
town. Meantime, to make ourselves secure,

no one must recognise us. Here are a
number of black cloths with eyelet-holes. I
made them on shipboard this evening. Come
on now, you first, Master Jeff. We are to
be the three masked men of St. Principe, and
to give Captain John Avery such a surprise
as hie will remember for many a long day!”

HMow a Spaniard Kept His Word and
Profited Thereby {

é6 VERY overlocked the magazine,
which is also the land fort,” Black
BMichael said, lecading the way

through a small iron-studded door
set in a wall of enormous thickness. “I found
out all about it while you, Jeff, were patiey-
ing with the Governor this afternoon.”
“Yes, indeed,” ad Bob, who at Mike's
instructions lit a torch lodged in a bracket
on the wall. “While you were away, Jeff,
he made-a friend of a renegade out of Bristal
town, and this fellow told him that the
key to the situafion lay in this powder store.”
As the spluttering wood flare filled the place

-

personal belongings—even their clothes,”
muttered Jeff, wiping the meisture from his
facs. “Is there any way of stopping them,
Mike?”

“As soon as Chater and his two friends,
who are gunners, arrive,” said the Cornish-
man. “8ee, even now our fellows are
advancing towards St. Principe, which has
raised the white flag of surrender. This
butehery must be stopped at any price, and
we will get tbem when they turn into the
road up the hill.,”

It was possible to follow the course of
events pretty clearly, for, heedless of the
shots fired from some of the houses, and 6t
the missiles rained down on them from ths
terrified but desperate inhabitants, the
buccanecers surged on, carrying their lighted
fiares, destroying everything in their path,

Two smaller parties, breaking from ths
main body, followed the line of the river,
and, pushing off in small hoats, made 1vrc
two of the vessels lying in the roads. Here
a sharp but brief encounter took place, which
ended apparently in the pirates’ favour, for

I At a word from the chief gunner the torch was applied to the touch-hols, !

and a deafening explosion filled the vault.
the long gun flashed back with the recoil.

Bob and Jeff jumped clear as
(Sze page 8.) ‘

with light, the boys saw they were in an
immense stone apartment with a domed roof,
and about them, radiating from a common
centre, were eight long cannon whose ugly
muzzies rested against iron partitions.

“Cover the flare a moment, and we will
slide back one of the covers,” warned Mike.
“You will then see that these guns command
the town.”

As the casement slipped back on well-oiled
rollers, the opening made a light pateh
against the darkness, and, peering down, they
made out the faint outline of the low fore:
shore, still shrouded in mist, the dark forms
of the Spanish vessels still at anchor in the
roadstead, and closer in the white walls
and red roofs of the town, from which, here
and there dense columns of smoke billowed
to the sky as house after house was fired
by the buccaneers.

A medley of shrieks, cries, and curses rose
from the narrow streets as the pirates, now
thoroughly carried away by excitement and
the lust for plunder, charged through the
main thoreughfares, breaking down doors and
windows, firing the lower stories and driving
the wretched inhabitants at the cutlass point
towards the foreshore., ... ..

“Later they will plunder them . of their

-my good fellows,

in a very little while the shots from ths
ships’ decks ceased, and before the night's
work was through bhoth vessels bhoisted
anchor and stood out to sea.

“Help bring in powder and hall,” said Mike,
closing the iron casement and lighting
another torch. *“When Chater and the rest
begin to work these gzuns they will keep
us busy for supplies.”

Barely were the words out of his mouth
when there came a loud knocking on the
outer door,.and, baving opened it, three of
the Duke’s crew came quickly in,

Black Mike stood waiting, with spare
garments taken from the Spanish soldiery
and the strips of black cloth in his hand.

fPut the jackets over your own, in case
of heing secen,” he counsclled. “And then,
get a- hand on to the
big pleces, for devil’s work is afoot below
there.”

Now, both Bob and Jeff understood the
nature of the work upon which the resource-
ful Cornishman had been engaged on his
brief return to the Duke. He had searched the
ship for material wherewith to make masks.
and had used his powers of persuasion to win
several valuable helpers to his side.
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It is not to be wondered at that, among
the buccancers, there were some fired more
with the spirit of adventure than with
the lust for killing and destruction,-and of
these, after cautiously sounding them, Mike
had made a careful choice.

Bidding the boys open a number of the
sliding doors, Mike and Chater took stock
of the situation while the others loaded the
Luns.

“It is clear the brutes mean to raze the
main fort to the ground, and to put to
death every Sapniard left in it,”? said Mike,
in a tense whisper. “Our duty is to spoil
tiie design. Now, how do you see it, Chater?
The two guns away to the left command
the thoroughfare where the big warehouse isg
blazing. The next two can he trained on
the principal square, where they must cross
on their way up the hill, and the three
biggest will sweep the ground under the fort.

“Justice, my young friend, demands stern
mcasures,” said Mike to Bob. “For once the
Spaniard has proved honourable. It be-
hoves us, therefore, as Englishmen, to mecte
such punishment as shall not be forgotten.”

The torches were again extinguished, all
except one, which was kept burning to pro-
vide sufficient light to attend to the priming,
the touch strings, and the fuses. .

Two of the weapons having heen run for-
ward, the gunners, .Jooking very desperate
with their masked faces, crouched behind
them and trained them according to Chater's
instructions. At a word from him, just
when the pirates were surging through the
main street, shooting wildly and veénomously
in all directions, the flame was applied to
the powder at the touch-hole, and a deafening
explosion filled the “vault.

Bob and Jeff jumped elear as the long
cannon flashed back with the recoil, and,
.eaving Chater and one of the seamen to
reload, the shutters were closed, two more
apened, and the eannon behind them directed
on the square. <

Lookihg out, Mike was able to gather some-
thing of the havoc the first shot had played
in the crowded ramks of the pirates. The
ball fell full among them and ploughed its
way into the centre of the room. Loud cries
and shouts filled the air, which, however,
were drowned by the discharge of the second
piece at the head of the column. :

“At least half a dozen gone that time!”
2. o2 o2, %0 0% %5 6% 628 o P 000 o€ o %0 ofa a8, L0 LS. L0, L0,

yelled Mike. “Run the short ome out, boys,
and sweep the square.”

- They were too busy now to watch the effect
of the shots, for the buccaneers, not know-
ing by whom they were attacked, save that
the ball had taken them {rom behind, dashed
on, streaming in twos and threes irom the
houses burning furiously in their wake.

The guns from the magazine were dis-
charged at very short intervals, for as soon
as one shot was loosed the cannon next it
was ready. Bob and Jeff worked like demons
in an inferno of smoke and stifling fumes, the
slight breeze {rom the west driving the
vapours back into the gun-chamber.

They laboured, they felt sure, in the cause
of justice, and began to reap the result ot
their endeavours when, three more shots
having been fired at the party .swarming
up the hill, the ranks broke and the pirates
uttered loud cries, streaming down the hill
in confusion.

A few, however, more daring than the rest,
had marked the direction from which the
firing came, and the chief armourer, calling
for volunteers, a full score rallied round him
and raced across the square in the direc-
tion of the magazine. In the red glare rising
from a score of burning villages, those behind
the guns could malke out their erstwhile com-
panions coming towards them, blades gripped
in teeth, and pisto’ in hand.

“Time for us to get out!” shouted Mike,
closing the iron doors, “Xeep the black
cloths on until clear of the town. I will lead
you back to the boats. Follow me!”

The torches were extinguished which Mike
had left in the outer room, the stout iron
door slammed shut, and, lowering themselves
by a short rope-ladder which the Cornishman
had left in readiness, they struck by a narrow
path into a quieter quarter of the town.

News had spread that the pirates were on
the run, and a number of Spanish soldiers and
townsfolk tried to bar the path of the
running men. The masks on their faces, and
the fact that most oi them wore Spanish
jackets, however, confused them, and the
seven passed through with no harm being
done.

Near one of the wharves Mike ordered the
masks to be thrown aside; the jackets, too,
were discarded, and, turning to the right,
they sprinted along the foreshore, where
already little groups of the buccaneers were
collected.
L0 2% 0% oF.
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1t was quite clear to Mike that his strategy
‘had suceceded.  In ail’ directions the pirates
were on the run, Avery himself appearing a
féw minutes later = surrounded by a
bedraggled-looking mob, many of whom
slicwed distressful signs of battle.

Mike, Chater, and the hoys mingled with
the throng now making Tors the boats.
These put off crammed to the gunwales, and
at Avery’s command, thres were dispatched
to board the Duke, and three to man each
of the captured ships,

It wanted but an hour to daybreak when
the three ships, with the Duke leading, put
out to sea. In all, Avery had lost twenty-
two killed, while thirty-seven had suf d
more or less seriously. Very little plunder
bad been taken, thanks to the action of
Michael and the boys, and not until many
months later did the pirate chief discover
to whom he owed the failure of his
treacherous attack on the inhabitants and
defenders of St. Principe.

The Duke Falls in with a Strange Ship.
OR three weeks after leaving the West
Coast of Africa the three ships kept
together, steering a southerly course
through fine weather. The nesrer
they got to the Line the more intense did
the heat become, and no one enjoyed more
than ‘Bob and Jeff, after the har ps of an
English winter, the long hours of blazing
sunshine, and the sweet, cool night, when the
vast ocean was fanned by a delicicus ,breeze.
About twelve o’clock, when all lights had
been extinguishd, and everything was very
still, save for the occasional calling of the
watch, all hands were aroused by a 'ery
from the lock-out man perched high in the
bows. A late rising moon had come up, and
bathed the sea with pathways of silver light.
In one of these glistening lanes, following the
pointing hand of the look-out, they saw a
blufi-bowed schooner riding as though ab
anchor some three miles away. -
Very ghostly and mysterious she look
with her dark hull standing black againsh
the sky-line, and her tapering masts point-
ing like silver sticks to the blue dome of
heaven faintly luminous with stars. No flag
floated from her stern or mainmast, but a
solitary light was visible, which winked
curiously through the night, as though send:
ing out signals.
(To be continued.)
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OUR WEEKLY FEATURE !

FCR NEXT FRIDAY :

Our next week’s programme will again
include two grand long complete stories, The
first will be entitled:

“ BULSTRODE MINOR!”
By Frank Richards.

This story deals with the early days at
Greyfriars, when @George Bulstrode was
captain of the Remove. His minor comes
to Greyfriars, and the captain is very greatly
put out. For Bulstrode had even then been
altering his ways, and his minor, a reckless
youngster, causes him grave concern. It is
left to Dicky Nugent to deal with

‘“ BULSTRODE MINOR!®

The second long complete story is of tlie
chums of Rookwood, Jimmy Silver & Co., and
is entitled:

f“MR. MANDER’S GUESTS !
By Owen Conquest.

No igsue of the PoruLAR would Dbe com-
plete without a story of the adventures of
“Uncle James” dnd his chums, and this
story is one which you will undoubtedly like.
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Jimmy Silver ranks high in the affections of
my chums, and if they look to him to intereat
them for some part of every week, Jimmy is
right on the scene.

There will be further long instalments of
our grand serials. Eddie Polo is now well
used to being

‘“ BEFORE THE CAMERA!»

but it is not oniy his work that Eddie has
to think about. Several unscrupulous enemies
seo that Eddie is kept busy looking after
himself.

Our other serials are too well known to
need mention here, so I will save space by
just saying® that all three instalments are
really fine.

The “ Qreyfriars Herald.’*

Tn this week’s issue of the “Magnet
Library ” there is a fine four-page supplement.
This is the “Greyfriars Herald,” the Remove
Form magazine. Harry Wharton & Co.. edit
this supplement, and my chums will find
therein very much to interest and amuse
them, S

Billy Bunter managed to get his “Weekly ”
into the “Magnet” for one week only—
Harry Wharton & Co. saw to that! 5

But I've ap idea . that “Billy ' Bunter's

Weekly ¥ will appear again before very long.
Harry Wharton & Co. have been caught
napping once—they’re not likely to shut their
eyes when they see Billy looking unusually
thoughtful. —h

By the way, I should very like my chums:, .
who have been fortunate enough to chtain

copy of the “Magnet Library ” containing: .

“Billy Bunter's Weekly ” to write to me and.
let me know if they like it. A posteard will
do, addressed to me as above.

HOBBIES. =

A reader wrote to me and asked me to say
what kind of hobby he should take up.
course, that is a very awkward question for:
me to answer, because I do not know in
which way my chum’s inclinations lie. For
instance, if my chum was more interested in
birds’ eggs than stamps, it would hardly be .
worth while my telling him to take up stamp-
collecting. for a hobby, would it? i
As a matter of fact, I had the problem
solved for me by another reader. He signs
himself “G. L. K.,” and he writes from Liver:
pool. He tell me that he finds that making
up the models given in “Chuckles ” cvery
week is a fine hobby. Naturally, the word
“hobby ”- made me sit up and take extra
notice! :
Then he went on to say that although he
is rather too old to get much fun out of the
models himself, he finds that the making up
—or building—takes him quite a long time,
and passes the long cold evenings away in
fine style. Then he gives them, complete, 1o .
young {riends of his. He has no brotliers ér
sisters. a5
Then to all my chums who want something
to do—I say, follow the example set by -

G, L. K”
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OUR SECOND SPLENDID SCHOOL TALE!

The Surprise Footballer!

By

An Amusing Complete Story of Pons, the Colonial
Junior, and Jimmy Silver & Co. of Rookwood School.

OWEN CONQUEST.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
£To Let!”

66 0O let!” ;
“Ha, ha, hat"
“Oh, my hat!{ Ha, ha, ha!”

It was a roar of laughter in the

old quadrangle at Rookwood. -

Pons, the new junior in the Classical
Fourth, looked round in surprise. -

The Fistical Four of the Fourth—Jimmy
Silver and Lovell and Raby and Newcome—
were on the steps, and they burst into 2
yell as Porns came out. =
- Mornington and Townsend and Topham, the
Nuts of Rookwoed, were lounging in the
quad, and they echoed the yell as they
Iooked at the new junior,

And then it spread, and from all sides came
shouts of laughter. 7

Pouns looked bewildered, and his face flushed
crimson.

¢ What is it?”. he exclaimed.

¢ Ha, ha, ha!"”

¢ What is the joke?" demanded Pons.

¢ Ha, ha, hal” roared Jimmy. E

¢ To jet I” shrieked Lovell * Well, T always
knew it was empty!”’

And there was a fresh yell. i

Pons stood on the steps, blinking aboub
him. He was quite unconscious-of the fact
that some practical joker had, by means of a
fish-hook, attached a small card to the back
of his coat. Upon the card was inscribed in
bold letters:

~“T0 LETY”

The unfortunate new boy could not see the
card, having no eyes in the back of his head;
‘but everybody else could see it, and they
yelled.

There was an impression in the Fourth Form
at Rookwood that Pons, the new boy, was a
duffer. It was quite an unjust impression; he
was anything but that. But on his first day
at the school he had been mercilessly taken
in and befeoled by Pankley, of Bagshot, the
old rival of Jimmy Silver & Co.

And though he had since then more than
got even with Pankley, of Bagshot, the first
impression still remained. Early impressions
are hard to erase. Poor Pons was set down
as a duffer; hence the little joke of which
he was now the vietim.

Pons' head was certainly not empty; bub
the card hooked on the back of his coat
implied that it was, and that the vacant
space was “To Let.”

“Look here, what are you cackling at?”
Pons demanded warmly.

“All serene!” grinned Jimmy Silver.
“There's nothing in it!”

And that remark, which had a double
meaning, was greeted with another howi of
merriment.

Pons put his hand up to his face, under
the .impression that something or other was
there—an-ink-spot on his nose, or something
of the kind. The )uniors watched him in
great glee. <

“By gad! That's got him down about
right!” said Mornington. “To let! What
ofters for the vacant space?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“To let!” repeated Pons.
stand—"

““Of course vou don't: you need brains to
understand with!” grinned Mornington.

“Look here, what is the matter, Jimmy
Siiver?” *

“Nothing’s the matter, dear boy!”

“Then what are you chiortijge at?”

“We’re chortling at the ®iffer of
wood {” chuckled Lovell. *

“I don’t under-

Rodk-

“Ha, ba, ha!”

Van Ryn of the Fourth came across the
quadrangle from the tuckshop, and Pous
called to him. The two Colonial juniors were
chums.

" “Van Ryn, can you see anything for these
silly asses to cackle at about me?”

The South African junior stared at him.
He could not see the back of Pons, as the
junior faced him.

“No, I can’t,” he replied.

“Then what is the cackle about?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Fistical Four.

Pons swung round angrily towards them,
and then Van Ryn saw the card, and burst
into a roar,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It was Pons' unconsciousness of the
ridiculous label upon his back that tickled
the Rookwood juniors most. He spun round
towards Van Ryn again.

“You, too!” he exclaimed. “You silly ass!"

“Ha, ha, hat” roared Van Ryn.

“Look here—-"

“Et tu, Brute!” chuckled Lovell.
too, Brutus! Ha, ha!”

“Here comes Bootles!” murmured Raby.

“Oh, my hat! Take it off, Pong!”

Bl Take what off?” exclaimed the

“ Thou,

£h?
. <nerated Pons.

Ha, hat”

Mr. Bootles, the master of the Fourth, was
coming over from Mr. BManders’ house. He
glanced round in mild surprise at the
hilarious juniors. Then he caught sight of
the card hooked wupon Pons’ back, and
started.

His lips quivered for a moment, but he
contrived to frown.

“Dear me!” ejaculated Mr. Bootles. “This
is—is ridiculous! Pons—come here. Pons!
You should not play such an absurd trick,
Ponsg!”

“Trick!” gasped Pons. L

“Yes, my boy. It is surely a very peculiar
sense of humour which causes you to hold
yourself up to ridicule in this way!”

“fmJ—" gasped Pons,

“Take it off at once!”

“Take it off!” repeated Pons, in bewilder-
ment.  “B-b-b-but what am I to take off,
sir? My cap?”

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr. Bootles.
“Is it possible, Pons, that you are not aware
that there is a ridiculous card upon your
back?”

“ Ha, ha, hat"” .

Pons’ hand made a dive for the back of his
coat, and he dragged off the card. His face
Er‘: 2 study as he looked af it, and read ** To

. The expression upon his face made the
juniors shriek.

“ To—to—to let!’” gasped Pons,

¢ Ha, ha, ha!” :

‘““ Ahem! You were not aware, Pong——""

¢ Nunno, gir!”

“ A—a very ridiculous joke!"” said Mr.
Bootles, trying not fo smile. ¢ You should
not play such jokes upon a new boy!"”

And Mr, Bootles went into. the School
House, and did not laugh till he was out of
hearing of the juniors.

Pons stood with the card in his fingers, his
face crimson.

“JI—1 suppose that's a
lated at last,

“No; it’'s a faeti’” grinned Flynn of the
Fourth, ¢ Sure, the space is to let, isn't it
intoirely 2"

* You silly ass!”

S“Ha, hashal: . ..o o Sx .

Vaa Rya, latighing, put his arm through

joke?” he ejacu-

Pons’, and.drew him into the House. They
left the Classical juniors yeclling. =

““ Poor old Pons!” said Lovell, wiping 0is -
eyes. ‘“ I suppose he can't help being a duffer,
but he's funay!”

In Study No. 3 Dick Van Ryn was grinninz,
and Pons was frowning, with knitted brows.

* You mustn't mind, Pong, old chap!” =aid
Van Ryn. “Only a joke!”

“1I do not mind a joke!" growled Pous.
“ But why have all the fatheads made oy
heir minds that I am a duffer?”

“ Well, the way Pankley dished you, you
know—-""

““ Bub since that I have dished Pankley.”

“True, O king! But you gave them that
idea at the start, and they haven't got over
it. Never mind. Keep smiling, as Jimmy
Silver says!”’

“ Blow Jimmy Silver!"” growled Pons,

And it was some time before the ud
cleared from the usually good-humoured fiuce
of the Canadian junior,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Pons to the Rescus!
'] AGSHOT bounders!” growled Jimmy
Silver.
It was the following day, and
Jimmy Silver was returning to the
school after a visit to Coombe, and at a tuin-
ing in the lane ho met Pankley and Poole and
Putter of Bagshot face to face.

As the rival juniors never met without a
ragging, Jimmy Silver was evidently in for it.

Pankley & Co. bore down on him at once,
grinning.

“ What a
Pankley.

Jimmmy put up his hands,

‘“ Buzz oft, you silly asses!” -

‘“ Ain't you glad to see us?'"’ asked Pankley
in a pained voice, while his comrades chortled.

‘“ Could anybody be glad to see a face like
yours?" demanded Jimmy Silver.

At which Poole and Putter ceased o smile

“ Rats!” grunted Pankley. ‘ How's your
new idiot getting on, the silly ass we took
to Bagshot the other day and fooled?™

“Never was such an idiot as that Rookwood
chap !” said Putter.

“Then he was in his right place at Bag-
shot ! growled Jimmy Silver. “ You did
quite right to take him to a home for idiots!”

* We're cheeky to-day!” smiled Pankiey.
¢ Never mind. Come for a little walk, Jimmy,
my son! We're just going home! (Come
along t*

“Hands off, you chumps!”

But the three Bagshot fellows did no%
“ Hands off."” They closed round Jimmy
Silver, who hit out vigorously. But, great
fighting-man as Jimmy was, three were rather
too many for him. His arms were pinicned,
and he wriggled in vain in the grasp of the

happy meeting!” exclaimed

trio.

‘“&fow, come along!” grinned Pankley.
¢ We're going to take you to Bagshot, and
show the chaps what we've found wild on the
road! Kim on!"”

¢ Leggo!"” roared Jimmy Silver.

¢ Ha, ha! Come on! You walk behind,
Poole, and help him with your boot!"

¢ What-ho!' chortled Poole.

“I'm not going to Bagshot, you howling
chumps ! yelled Jimmy Silver, resisting
desperately. ¢ Yarooh! Keep your boob
away, you rotter!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

¢ Are you coming, dear boy?”

¢ 0Oh, you rotters!” gasped Jimmy. . :

He had to go. Pankley and Putter held his
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. arms securely, and Poole, behind, was helpitg
him on with a heavy boot. - Jimmy walked
down the road in the midst of the Bagshot
trio, with a red and furious face. He knew
what he had to expeet if his captors marehed
him into Bagshot School, but there was no
iiclp for it.

There was the buzz of a bicycle on the road,
and a junior came pedalling along at a
leisurely pace from the vilisge. :

It was Pons of the Fourth. 2

e glanced at the group of juniors in
astenishment.

* Look out,
Trankley.

*“ Resene!” shouted Jimmy Silver.

ile did not expect much help from the
. duffer of the Fourth, but it was a chance.
ile remembered that Pons had given a good
wecount of himself against Higgs, the bully
of the Fourth Form at Rookwood.

Pons jammed on his brake at once, and
jumped down, leaving the bike to go spinning
into the hedge.

He rushed upon the sceme at once.

** Clear off, ass!” said Pankley warningly.
* Do you want to be taken to Bagshot again?
'Jg my hat!"

ons did not reply. He rushed to the
altack, bitting out. Pankley and Poole had
to let go Jimmy Silver to defend themselves.
Poole ~grasped the Canadian, but he was
hurled aside, and went staggering into the

Pons grasped Pankley the next
t, and they rolled on the ground.
1y Siiver was freed then, and he piled
i ithout a ‘moment’s pause. Putter was
t 11 back under a shower of drives through
@ gap in the bedge, and into a clayey field.
Then Jimmy turned upon Poole, and in 2
few minutes Poole had enough. :
Meanwhile, Pons and Cecil Pankley were
relling on the ground in a terrific combat.

g seemed about evenly matched, and
of them were getting terrific punish-

Rookwood ead!™

Silver rushed to the rescue of his
., und dragged Pankley off by his legs.
ikley roared.
Pons staggered up.. His nose was streaming
d one of his eyes were closed. Pankiey

it the ground as Jimmy, with a
grasp on his ankles, dragged him
the ditch. :
2 " he roared. ‘ You're not going
to-— Ow! Oh! Ooooch!” - :
Panklicy went headfirst into a foot of rainy
EILHTES

** Georrooocooch 1

Poole and Putter were returning breath-
cssly to the attack, and Jimmy Silver and
met them half-way. Pankley was

Pons
struggling wildly in the muddy diteh, and was
quite out of the combat.

“Come and help a chap!” shrieked

Pankley. ,* Grooh! Yow! Oh! Lend a
x!"” ejaculated Poole.

And he ran to help his leader. Putter fol-

lowed behind him, and Jimmy Silver burst
into 4 chuckle.

““ A win for us!” he exclaimed.
Pons! Let's clear!”

Three or four Bagshot juniors were speed-
ing towudrds the scene across the field. It
was high time for the Rookwooders to ciear.

Pons picked up his bike.

*“ Jump on bebind!"” he exclaimed.

“ Right-ho!"”

* Stop them!” roared Pankley.
Stoppem !”

But Pons was in the saddle, and Jimmy
Silver' was sfanding on the foot-rests, his
liands on Pon's shoulders. The double-loaded
hicyele whizzed away down the road, and the
Bagshot Bounders rushed after it in vain.

““We've done them!" grinned Silver, as
Rookwood came in sight.

The bike slowed down, and Jimmy jumped
oit. Pons alighted, and wheeled the bieyele
on, rubbing his nose with his free hand.

“You've had it bad,” said Jimmy sympa-
thetically. "It was awlully plucky of you
to tackle the bounders like that, Pons.
Better buck up and geb a beefsteak for your
eyel?

“Lucky for you there was a duffer coming
aloig,” remarked Pons.

Jimmy cotoured a little. -

“Well, you didn’t look much like a duffer
when you tackled them,” he said. *“You've
done me a good turn, Pong, old chap., They
were going to yank me off to Bagshot, and
1 shou!d have had a high old time. * Look
here, Pong, you ure a bit of a duffer, you
know, but you've done me a jolly good tarn,
and it was plucky of you, and—and if 1
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““ €ome on,

“ Groogh !
£=4

muttered:

can ever do you one, you've only got to
ask me.”

. Pous looked at him with a peculiar glimmer
in his. eyes. .
** Honest

solemnly.
“I may remind you of that some time.”
“Do!” said Jimmy., -
And he wheeled in Pons’ bike, while the
Canadian went to the housekeeper in search
of a steak for his eye, which needed it

badly.
M Jimmy Silver & Co. had finished

their preparation, and Jimmy was
conning over a list of names on & slip of
paper, The dandy of the Fourth glanced

at it.

“That the list for the Bagshot match?”
he asked.

CJiny nodded.

“Got my name down?"’

“No.”

Injun!” said  Jimmy Silver

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
What Pons Knew!

ORNINGTON of the Fourth looked
m at the end study that evening.

Mornington looked unpleasant..

“I suppose that means ‘that you're going
to keep me out of the footer all the season,
as you did out of the cricket?” he exclamea.

Jimmy Silver shrugged his shoulders.

“You can put it that way if you like,”
he said, “It means that you're not going
to have a chance to play dirty tricks in the
footer as you did in the cricket. That’s how
I put it.”

“Well, I warn you that I'm not standin’
it, Jimmy Silver!”

“Oh, go away and smoke,” said Lovell.
“That’s more in your line than footer.”

“Isn’t there a game of banker going?”
grinned Raby.

“Or nap?" asked Newcome. “You'd rather
play nap than footer, any day, Morny.”

Mornington did not heed. His eyes were
fixed upon Jimmy Silver.

*Oh, rats!” said Jimmy Silver. “If that
means that you’ve got another dirty trick
up your sleeve, Mornington, you'd better
look out yourseli. You jolly mearly got
sacked over the last one.”

Mornington gritted his teeth, and strode
away from the study.

“The chap’s a good player, if he wasn't
such a howling cad,” Lovell remarked
thoughtiully. “He would be useful against
Bagshot, Jimmy, if—if—-" ;

“1f he didn’t get into one of his precious
tempers and kick the ball through .our cwn
goal to spite us,” retorted Jimmy.

“Well—yes, he’s rotter emough for that,”
agreed Lovell. “Hallo, here’s the duffer!?”

Pons came into the study.

“8till to let?” asked Newcome.

“Oh, don't be funny,” said Pons.
getting fed up with that.

“I'm
I say, Silver. I

hear you’re making up the eleven for the

Bagshot mateh!”

“Right on the wicket.” said Jimmy.

“How would you like to put me down??*

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Fistical Four
in chorus.

“Well, where does the cackle come in? I
can play- footer.”

“Well, I haven't seen you play,” said
Jimmy, smiling. “But I hardly think you’d
be up to form for the junior team, old son,
even if you weren't—— Ahem!*

“A duffer?” gaid Pons.

“ Well—yes.”*

“Then you don’t feel inclined to play me
for Rookwood on Saturday?”

“Hardly!” grinned Jimmy.

“We're mnot playing a lupatic asylum!®
explained Lovell. “When we do, you shall
have a front place!”

“Certainly!” said Jimmy. “That's a go!”

Pons looked from one to another of the
grinning faces. D

“But you haven’t seen me play yet,” he
remarked.

“No; we haven’t had that pleasure,” said
Jimmy. “Let’s sce you at the practice to-
morrow, Pong.” 5

“Well, if he can play footer as well as he
can play the giddy ox, he must be a corker!”
remarked Newcome,

“Do you know how to kick a ball?” asked
Lovell,

Pons nodded.

“With tho foot,” he said.

“Ha, has hal®

“What are you laughing at?
_right 7¢2:

* gasped Jimmy Silv

Is not that

er, “that's right

Have You Seen This Week’s Bumper Number of ** Chuckles '’ 7 ——

—right as rain. But—hut you'll have to
know a little more about the game than
that before you play for -Reokwood. My
word, you are a duffer, old scout!”

“A chap can’t heip being a duffer if he’s
born one,” said Pons. “I should like to
play football all the same.”

“So you shall, my infant,” said Jimmy
kindly.  “I'll put you through your paces
on Little Side to-morrow, if you like. You've

‘got the build of a good forward, if you

knew anything about the game.
you some coaching.”

“Thank you! But surely the game of foot-
ball is not played in a vehicle!” said Pons,
locking puzzled.

“A-a-a what?”

“A vehicle. You spoke of a coach—-?*

“Ha, ha, ha!»

“Is football anything like coaching?” asked
Pons, Jooking bewildered. “Coaching is done
with a_coach and horses 22

The Fistical Four shrieked.

“Oh, my hat! You're too funny to live!”
gasped Jimmy Silver, wiping away his tears.
“You are, really! Coaching at footer means
teaching you and giving you tips.”

I'H give

“Oh, T.5ee.??
“He sces!” sobbed Lovell. “He secs! Oh,
my hat! Sure you see, Pong?®’

“Yes, now that it is explained,” said Pons
simply. “From the game being called foot-
ball, I supposed that it was played cn foot,
of course.”

“Ha; ha, hal?

“Well, it isn’'t played on horseback,” gasped
Raby, “nor yet on skates.?

“I was sure of it,” said Pons. “I do not
see why I should not play foothall, as I'know
the game quite well—

“Ha, ba, ha!»

“ Well, to-morrow we’ll see what you can
do,” said Jimmy Silver; almost weeping with

mirth. “You are a corker, Pong, and nv
mistake. I never knew there was such a

funny merchant- outside ‘ Chuckles.” Tell us
some more ahout footer.””

“1 know the rules. The game is played
with goal-posts, and when the ball hits 3 goal-
post that is a try,” said Poms, with an air
of great knowledge.

This piece of informatlon was tao much for
the Fistical Four. They went into hysterics
on the spot, and Pons, after a surprise stare
at them, walked out of the study.

“Oh, hold me, somebody!’ groaned New-
corre, faint-with laughter. “Oh dear! Did
you- ever———=

“Well. hardly ever!” gasped Lovell.

“It’s played with goal-posts,’” wept Jimmy
Silver, “and 'when the ball hits a goal-
post—- Ha, ha!”

“Then it’s a try!”- shrieked Lovell.
a giddy try! Oh dear!” -

“What on earth’s the row about?' asked
Oswald, looking into the study.

“Lend us your ears!” choked Lovell.
“Listen, my infant! The new kid has been
telling us how to play footer!”

Ha=ha, hall? -

“It’s played with~— Ha, ha, ha!”

Oswald stared.

“What are you driving at?' he asked.

“With goal-posts!” shrieked Lovell
terically.

“What??

“And when the ball hits a goal-post—-—*?

Lovell could get no farther. He lay back
in his chair and yelled.

“When it whiches?” asked Oswald.

“Then it’s a try!” yelled Rdby,

“A-a-a try!” yelled Oswald. “Ha, ha, hat®

Lovell staggered to his feet.

“I must go and tell the chaps about this,””
he gurgled. “It’s too good to keep. It's
worth a guinea a box!” ¢ S

Lovell almost tottered into the Common-
roont.

“Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows,”” he
gasped, “listen! The new chap has told us
what he knows about footer—?

“Fat lot he knows!” suorted Townsend.

“1t’s

hys-

“He does—he do! It's  played with
gig-gig-gig—» :

“With what?”

“Gig-gig-goal-posts!?”’  stuttered = Lovell.

‘And when the ball—ha, ha!—hits a g-gig-
goal-post it's a—ha, ha, hal—a try!”
When the Classical Fourth went up to their
dormitory that night, grinning looks were
turned upon Charley Pons from all sides.
And there was a beseeching chorus:
P“Tell us something more about footer,
Pong !”

But Pons onlgrunted and went to bed.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Something Like Footer!

IMMY SILVER & Co. went down to
Little Side after morning lessons the
next day, and Pons of the Fourth went
with %¢hem. And all  the Classical

Fourth and most of the Moderns followed.
Pons' wonderful knowledge of the great game
of foothall had spread, and all the Lower
School had yelled over it. After that they
were very keen to see how Pong would get
on at the game itself.

The fellow who believed that foothall was
a game played with goal-posts, and that a
try was scored when a ball hit a goal-post,
was certain to be worth watching with a

Pons was banging Flynn’s head against the
nearest goal-post. There was a shriek of
taughter round the field. Jimmy Silver dashed
on, and caught hold of Pons’ collar, and
dragged him back.

“What are you up to?” he yelled.

Pons turned an excited face on him.

“He stopped my goal!”

“Wha-a-t!”

“I should have taken the goal, but he
knocked it out with his hand—"

Jimmy Silver almost choked.

“Arrah, it’s potty he is!” gasped Flynn.
““Kape him off!” <

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ie has spoiled my goal!” shouted Pons.

footer. Smiling faces surrouynded Charley
Pons, who was smiling

“0Oh, my hat! That’s a goalkeeper’s

“You'd better watch us a bit first,” grinned
Lovell.  “You'll get the hang of the game
that way.”

“Yes, that is a good idea,” assented Pons.

The Canadian joined the fellows round
the ropes, while the practice went on. He
watched them very seriously and solemmnly, as
if trying to pick up as much of the game as
he could.

He sauntered away at last, however, and
Van Ryn joined him as he went to the School
‘House. The South African junior was eyeing
his new chum in a very peculiar way.

*What's the little game, Pong?’ he asked
suddenly.

Pons looked at him.

“Football,” he repliew. “It is played with

gond-humeouredly  him-

1. He seemed to_be
pleased at finding him-
self an object of general
interest.

The Fourth Form had
already decided that he
was a first-class duffer,
and had somewhat un-
reasonably declined to
take any notice of evi-
dence to the contrary.
Perhaps they were a
littie pleased in finding %
that they were in the
right to_ this extent.
A fellow who hadn’t
played footer might be
*«d . for knowing

g about the
game, hut  certainly
only ‘a  born duffer
could have had such
wuird ideas about it as
Pois had.

“But  why
smiiling 77
“The

are you
asked Pons.
goal-posts  are

it is just as I “

“Quite right,” said X
Jix / Silver, chuckling,
“They’re here. But we 3 ?
don't generally try to
hit o goal-post ‘with
the hall—>
*Ha, ha; hat”
, 4nd we don’t score
tries at all. That’s in
the other game.”
“In cricket?”
Pona innocently,
There was a shriek.

i i I
“Cricket ! Ch '“nl 15
abs!”? Hu wz {’

asked

ert
“The other fogter A
came, I mean,” gasped
Jimmy Silver. “Rug-
ger, you know—they
seore tries in Rugger,
not in Soccer. This is
Sceeer.” ¢
“Goalg, fathead!”
“You = mean  goal-
posts?” asked Pons:
“Hold me, some-
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Silver. *He’s too much
for me. No, dear boy,
we don’t . score goal-
Posts—-

body!” groaned Jimmy l T

Pons banged the excited goalkeeper’s head against the post. ‘“What do you msan by l
stopping my goal 7 he demanded fiercely.

(See this page.) l

“Ha. -ha, ha1”
“When the ball. goes between the posts
and stops in tHe net, that’s a goal,” said
Jimwy, gasping with laughter. “See now?”

“Yes; that is very easy. Is there any-
thing else to learn?”

“Ha, ha! Just a little. Bubt that will
do to begin with. Let’s see you put this
ball 'in goal—with your feet, you know, not
with your chin or your left ear.”

“That is quite casy.”

“Well, let’s see you do it,” said Jimmy.
“Get into goal, Flynn.”

The grinning Flynn went into goal, and
Jimmy pitched the ball into the field. All
_etyes were upon Pong as he made a run for
it.
He kicked it towards the goal with clumsy

kicks, and required about a dozen of them
~to cover ten yards or so. Close up to the
al-mouth he kicked the ball in, and Flynn
sted it out.

Then there was a yell. Pons had rushed
into goal at the astonished goalkeeper and
eotlared him.

“Hurroo !” roared Flynn. .“ What the howly
Moses—— Yarooh !” 4‘

“0Oh, my hat!”

bizney !” stuttered Jimmy Silver. “That’s
what he’s there for!”

“Nonsense !”

“Wha-a-at?”

“You are pulling my leg!” exclaimed Pons
indignantly. “What is the use of my kick-
ing the ball into goal if Flynn pushes it
out again?”

Jimmy almost coilapsed.

“Pong, old man, don’t do it,” he said
feebly. “You've given me a pain in all my
ribs. I've got an ache under my waistcoat.
Don't say anything more about footer. Give
me a chance to recover first.”

“But is it fair to put out the ball when
I kick it in?”

“Ha, hal Yes.”

“If it is in the rules, I don’t mind,” said
Pons. “I am sorry, Flynn!”

Flynn rubbed his head.

“It's a pretty gossoon ye are!” he said.
“Sure, ye ought to be sent to a home for
howlin’ idiots intoirely! I've a good mind
to mop up the ground wid ye! Kick him
off the field, somebody !’

“Buf I am going to practize,” said Pons.

2 ball and the foot, and so it is called foot-
ball. That is very interesting, is it not?”
Van Ryn chuckled.
“That will do for Jimmy Silver,” he re-

marked. “It won’t do for me, Pong, my
son. What have you been staggering

humanity for in this way?”

“Because I am a duffer,” said Pons calmly.
“Being a duffer, I cannot be supposed to
know anything about football.”

And he strolled into the House, leaving
Dick Van Ryn looking perplexed.

Pons’ adventures on the football-field fur-
nished good food for gaiety to the Rook-
wood juniors. After dinner Tommy Dodd &
Co. came over from the Modern side, and
bégged Pons to give them a sample.

The ol.liging Pons gave them a sample, and
it made the Modern juniors weep with
laughter.

“Do you think I shall soon be fit te play
in’'the Junior Eleven?” asked Pons, when he
came off, cheerily.

“Certainly I’ gasped Tommy Dodd. “But
I'd go for the Senior Eleven, if I were you.

Form like yours would be wasted among
5 THE POPULAR.—No. 163,



juniors. Go to Bulkeley, and ask him for a
place in the First Eleven.”

C“And sce what he says!” grinned Tommy
ook.

But whether Charley Pons was a duffer or
not, he was not quite duffer enough to- take
that advice; and he did not ask the captain
of Rookwood for a place in the First Eleven.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Held to His Word!

o% 9 IMMY SILVERS”
“Hallo, kid!” said Jimmy cheer-
fully.

It was the day following Pons wou-
derful exhibition on the football-ground.
Jimmy Silver was in the window-seat at the
end of the passage, with his footer list on
Lis knee.

The Bagshot Bounders were coming over
for the match on Saturday, and Jimmy, as
a dutiful football skipper, was much exer-
cised in his mind. He meant to put into the
field the very best team Rookwood could
produce from the lower Forms.

Such mignty players as Jimmy himself,
Lovell and Rag)', Tommy Dodd and Cook and
Doyle were sure of places.

Jimmy had decided upon Flynn, Oswald,
and Towle, in addition, and Rawson. Eleventh
man was not yet decided upon, the claims
of Newcome and Selwyn of the Shell being
about. equally balanced."

Jimmy would have been glad to play his
own chum, but considerations of that kind
could not be allowed to count in footer. He
was turning it over in his mind when Pons
ioined him.

“You have not finished making
team?” asked Pons.

“Just about finished,” said Jimmy, smiling.
“@ot any advice to give me?”

“Yes.

“Go it! It's bound to be valuable.”
“Put me in.” =
“Ha, ha, hat”

“That is my advice,” said Pons seriously.

“That’s the second time you've worked
that joke on me!” remonstrated Jimmy
Silver. “It's funpy, but think of a new one
next time!”

“But I mean it,” satd Pons. "I wish very
much to play for Rookwoodson Saturday.
I want to help to beat Pankley & Co. when
they coine here, you know.”

“Oh, don’t be 8o comic!’ urged Jimmy
Silver. “Ask me agaln another time.”

“But I claim a place in the team!”

“You—you which?"

“1 claim it!”

“Well, there's no harm in your claiming
it,;’ sba}q Jimmy, staring at bim. “You won't
get 16!

“And you will give it mel”

“Cateh mel!”

“But your promise?”

“My what?”

“Your promise,” said
“Honest Injun, you knowt”

Jimmy started.

_ “What the dickens do you mean? I never
in—--" 2

“You told me that I had done you a good
turn the afternoon the Bagshot fellows
collared you—-"

“So you did. But——"

“And that if ever you could do me one, I
had only to ask you.”

“Ye-e-e3, but—"

“Well, I ask yout” said Pons calmly.

Jimmy could only stare at him.

“You said, it was honest Injun,” pursued
Pons. “I suppose your Injun is honest, Jimmmy
Silver? You will not break your word?”

Jimmy Silver looked hard at the new junior.
Jimmy's expression at that moment was very
peculiar, not to say extraordinary.

It was true that he had said it, and he
had meant it ecincerely when he said it.
He meant it still. But, of course, he had not
foreseen any demand of this sort.

“You remember?” asked Pons pleasantly.

“I remember,” said Jimmy shortly.

“You meant what you said?”

“You know I did.”

“Yes,” said. Pons, with a nod. “I know
you did! You are a fellow of your word,
Jimmy Silver. You will keep your promise.”

“I—I said I'd do you a good turn if you
asked me,” stammered Jimmy. “I didn’t say
anything about footer.” : :

“That is the good turn I ask—to put me
into the Rookwood Junior Eleven for the
Bagshot match.”

“Look here—---"

“Honest Injun!” grinned Pons.

“I—I never meant—-"

“You meant to keep your word?"
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up the

Pons  calmly.

s

| made in a couple of days!

“Yes, of course, Buf—-"

“Then keep it}”

“You’ve no right to ask anything of the
kind, and you know it!” said Jimmy Silver
angrily. “You can’t play foeter!”

“T think I can.”

“You silly ass, all Rookwood has
yelling at the way you play!”

“Perhaps I shall improve by Saturday.”

“Oh, you fathead! A footballer can't be
Why, the fellows
would be ready to scalp me if I put you in!”

“I am sorry for that.”

“So you see it can't be done?”

“Not at all. It can be done, and I expect
you to do it, as you are not a fellow to break
your word.”

Jimmy set his teeth.

“It's mean of you to keep me to a promise
like that, when I wasn’t thinking of any
thing of this kind!” he said savagely.

“Next time, perhaps, you will think before
you promise?” suggested Pons, with a smile.
“But this time you have committed your-
self, mon ami. Am I going to play iun the
Rookwood Eleven on Saturday?”

“No!” said Jimmy Silver desperately.
“You can’t! You know you can’t! If you
weren’t a born idiot you wouldn’t even think
of it!”

“You refuse me what I ask®”

“Yes, confound you!”

Pons shrugged his shoulders.

“I should not have believed it of you if
anyone had told me,” he said. “I thought
you were honourable.”

Jimmy Silver sprang to his feet, his fists
clenched, and his eyes blazing. Pons eyed
him coolly.

“I am willing to fizht you, if you wish,”
he said. “Perhaps you can lick me. But
if you lick me it will make no difference.
If you do not keep your word you are not
honourable.”

Jimmy's hands dropped to his sides.

He knew it was the truth.

He had made the promise unguardedly,
never expecting to be held to it in this way.
Pons’ demand was preposterous—how pre-
posterous, apparently, the duffer of the
Fourth could not realise. But that was the
“good turn ” he chose to ask for. And uniess
the captain of the Tourth chose to break
his word, his demand had to be granted.

What was to be done?

Jimmy Silver was a slave of his word.
It was not fair to hold him to an unguarded
pledge in this way. It was taking a mean
advantage. But there it was! He could not
retract the pledged word.

“Honest Injun, you know!” smiled Pons.

“You rotter!” burst out Jimmy Silver
furiously.

“I do not see it. You offered to do me
any good turn I asked. I ask you to make
me a forward in the Rookwood Eleven on
Saturday. That is all.”

“All1” said Jimmy bitterly. *“You ask
me to play a hopeless idiot in one of our
hardest matches. Do you call that decent?”

“Oh, yes!”

“J—I can’t do it!”

“That is enoughi”
break your word!”

been

Pons’ lip curled. “You

He turned away.

The Best Annual of the Year Is—-

Jimmy 8ilver stood rooted to the floor
for a moment, his breath coming quick, his
eyes flashing. But as the new junior went
down the passage Jimmy called after him:

“Stop!” ¥

Pons looked back. -

“I'll play you if you ask it,” said Jimmy.
“I think you're a howling cad to ask me,
and I despise you. If you choose to hold me to
my silly word on those terms, you can do itl”

“Perhaps you will change your opinion of
me later,” smiled Pons. “At all events, I
do bhold you to your word(”

“Then your name goes down!” snapped
Jimmy. “And now get out of my sight
before I jam your head on the floor!”

Pons walked away whistling, leaving the
captgin of the Fourth in a very unenviable
mood.

2 —

THE SiXTH CHAPTER.
The Eleventh Man !

13 ONG !”
“Rot t”
“It’s a joke!”

“That silly ass!”

Incredulous exclamations came from the
juniors gathered round the notice-board,
where Jimmy Silver had put up the footer list
for the Bagshot match

For the eleventh name on the list—no
tonger in doubt—was that of Charles Pons,
of the Classical Fourth.

The Rookwood juniors
believe their eyes.

Pons! The fellow who knew as much about
footer as he knew about conchology. Pons,
the duffer! Pons, the fathead! Pons in the
Junior Eleven for the Bagshot match. Ex-
cepfing St. Jim's and Greyfriars, Bagshot
was the toughest team Jimmy Silver & Co.
ever had to meet.

No wonder the fellows stared.

“Somebody's shoved that name in for a
joke,” said Lovell.

“It's Jimmy Silver's fist!”

“Faith, he’s off his «ly. rocker{” said
Flynn. “It was to be either Newcome or
Setwyn—but Pongt” :

“By gad,” said Mornington, “that's rippin’!
Silver’s leavin’ me out, and puttin’ in that
h;xwl%n' idiot! Do you fellows call that fair
play?”

“I call it a rotten shame!” roared Hizgs.
“I'm ready to play if there's a man wanted!”

“Same here!” growled Jones minor. “If
Silver plays that idiot, I'll resign from the
club I g :

“Here he is!” exclaimed Townsend. “Let’s
ask him! [t can’t be genuire!”

Jimmy Silver looked worried and troubled
ag the excited juniors surrounded him.

“You're really playing that idiot? asked
Newcome.

“Yes.

“Playing that ass against Bagshot!” ex-
claimed Oswald. “Jimmy, old scout, have
you gone off your rocker?” Z ;

“What do you want to play him for?
ghrieked Higgs. “Wly, Tubby Muffin would
be a better man!” - !

“1 don’t want to play him,” grunted Jimmy -
Silver.

“I've got no choice!”

could scarcely
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“Then why—-"

“I'ye got-no choice !”

“What ret 12 said Morsington. - “You're
puttin’ that imbegile in rather than me?”

“Well, I'd rathier put him in than you,
duffcr s he is!” said Jimmy Silver. “Hc's
straight, anyway!”

“That’s one for you, Morny!” grinned Van
Ryn. And Mornington scowled.

“But what are you doing it for, Jimmy
asked Lovell,.  “I suppose you’ve got a
reason??

“I've got the reason that I ean’t help
it. I’li_ecxplain, if you liKe.”

“You’'d better!” roared Higgs.

“Qo 1it, Jxmmy"’

“Pong clupped in the other day and Xomed
me,” said Jimmy. “I told you about it.
'l‘hc Bagshot Bounders collared me, and were
going to yank me-ofi to Bagshot and give
me a high old time there. Pong handled
them, and I got away. I told him, like a
siily ass, that I'd do him a good turn if
he ever asked me, and—and he asked me to
play him on Saturday. That s all.”

*Weil, my hat!”

“The chcel.j ass!”

“I’'ve got to keep my word,” said Jimmy.

“But he's a rotter to ask such a thmg
exclaimed Oswald indignantly.

“I've told him that.”

“Do you think you've got a right to muck
up a footer match for the school because you
were ass enough to make a silly promise?”’
demanded Mornington.

Jimmy shook his head.

“I don't! You can shut up, Mornington.
P'm not talking to you, anyway. But you
other fellows have a right to complain—-—"

“I should think we have!” howled Higgs.
uy_»

“@Give me a chance to speak. You've a right
to complain, ‘and to ask me to resign the
captainey,” said Jimmy. “If the club asks me
to do that, I'm ready to do it. Tomm)
Dodd will captam you, if you choose.”

“We don't want a Modern worm to cap-
tain us!” growled Raby.

“We want you, Jimmy!”

“Jimmy’s the man!”

“Well, there it is,” said Jimmy Silver.
“I've got to keep my word to Pong. I
you fellews don’t like it, you can turn me
out. I sha’n’t grumble.”

“Let’'s take him at his word,” said Morn-
ington at cnce. *“Hands up for turning Jimmy
Silver out!”

Townsend and Topham put up their hands,
and Peele and Gower followed suit, and then
Higgs. Buf no other hand went up, excepi-
ing Mornington’s own.

The dandy of the Fourth lcoked round
with angry disappointment. 1In spite of
Jimmy’s really exasperating conduct, he had
a strong hold upon his followers, and they
ﬁtood by him.
vell, what's the verdict?”’ asked Jimmy
quictly.

“You're going to captain us, of course,”
said Lovell, *“and—and if it's a promise, as
you say. you’ve got to play Pong. But I'll
jolly well talk to him!”

*Sure, we'll rag him baldheaded!” howled
Flynn.

“We'll perquade him to chuck it,”
Oswald.

“I've tried that > said Jimmy gismally.
“He's as obstinate as a mule. The silly ass
thinks he can play footer.”?

“Qh, the silly duffer!” E

“So you see how it stands,” said Jimmy.
“If I'm captain,  he’s got to play.: I'm
ready to take the order of the boot if the
club, chooses.”

But it was evident that the club members
did ‘not choose, exasperated as they were.
Pons’ name rcmained written in the footer
list. He was booked to play for Rookwood.

said

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Surprise !
HEN Saturday came round Jimmy
/ Silver ventured upon a last re-
monstrance  with  Poms.  The
e juniors came out after dinner,
Pons with them, in smmng good- hnmour.
‘Pong, old chap,” said Jimmy, “I know
you don’t mean to be a rotter, and you don’t
mean any harm. But you're doing a lot.
Will you stand out of the team to-day?”
“But I am going to play a great game for
Rockwood,” said Pons innocently.
Jimmy tried to be patient.
*“You can't play,” he said.
chap, and stand out!”
“1 have played very much in Canada—-"
“Pong, you can’'t help being a duffer.
Wﬂllq you stand out?”’

“Do be a good

And Jimmy Silver snorted, and gave it up.

When the junior eleven went down to the
eround Pong went with them,  in all the
glory of the Roekwood colours, He did not
seem to mind the black looks of the rest
of the team. All the Fourth, and nearly
all the rest of the Lower sdxoo! thronged
reund the field to watch.

Pong as a footballer would certainly be
worth watching. A licking for Rookwood
was inevitable. The two teams were ahout
equally -matched otherwise, but with such
a passenger as Pong, Junmy Silver & Co:
could hardly hope to keep their end up
against Bagshot. Jimmy was paying dear
for his rash promise.

“What will you bet on the game?” Morn-
ington remarked to his chums. “I think it
will be three ar four to nil for Bagshot, at

least. I can’t say I'm sorry. It serves
Jimmy Silver right for leavin’ a good man
out!”

“Hear,” hear!” sald the Nuts cordially.

But the other fellows were not sharing
Mornington & Co.’s views. They expected to
sce Rookwood beaten, but they did not like
the prospect.

‘When Pankley & Co. arrived from Bagshot
they looked oddly enough at Pong, f‘u.duw
that cheery youth on the field with the tcam.

“Rags ” between the rivals were suspended
on the oceasions of the matehes, and the Bag-
shot Bounders were received very cheerily.

*Is that chap in your team, Silver?” asked
Pankley

“Yes. Inside-right,” said Jimmy curtly.

“Ye gods!” said Po.nhley

Jobson of the Fifth, the referee, came on
the field. The kick-off fell to Jimmy Silver.
The Rookwood front line was composed of
Oswald, Lovell, Tommy Dodd, Pcns, and
Cook. Jimmy himself played centre-half.
Pons lined up with the team in a business-
like way. He asked Tommy Dodd politely
whether he should kick off, to which Tommy
replied with equal politeness—"ldiot!"

The ball rolled, and the game began,
watched by a blrmer crowd than wusually
assembled to see a junior mateh. Pong was
the centre of interest. Every fellow felt
that Pong was worth watching, and they
were ru;ub

“On the baH!”

“Play up, Rookwood !

But it was Bagshot that began the attack
hotly. Pankley & Co. got through almost
{from the whistie, and bore down upon Flynn
in goal. The Bagshot Bounders were evi-
dently in great form.

Rookwood meant to do their level best,
hoping against hope; but perhaps the }mow-
ledge that they had a hopeless duffer in
their ranks had its effect upon them.

Certainly Pankley & Co. secmed to be
sweeping all before them at first. But the
defence was sound. Flynn, in goal, fisted out
the ball twice, and then the backs succeeded
in clearing. Cook trapped the ball, and sped
it away, bul Cook was charged over, and
the inside-right was the only man who had a
chance left at it.  And inside-right was Pong!

What happened next made the Rockwooders
rub their eyes.

Inside-right was on the ball in the twink-
ling of an eye. He eluded the Bagghot for-
wards he drove through the halves, and he
wound round the backs before they knew
what was happening. Jimmy’s front line was
almost nowhere—there was nobody to take a
pass, but there was only the Bagshot goalie
to beat, and Pons was upon him hefcre he
realised the danger.

Whiz!

“My hat!” ejaculated the goalie.

Rookwood gasped.

“@Goal!”

LE{C fellows in a dream, they repeated:

oal

“Goal"’ said Mornington, rubbing his eyes.
“Pong! Goal! Goal! Pong' Is this a giddy
dream?”

“Goal!” gasped Jimmy Silver.

“Goalt” stuttered Lovell.

Pons stood smiling at the astonished goal-
keeper.

The Bagshot goalie tossed out the ball.

“Are we asleep, and dreaming this?” ex-
claimed Jimmy Silver.

“I think we must be!” said Lovell dazedly.
“That howlmg idiot’s taken a goal-~s.ll on
his own, too!”’

“Line up!”

Jimmy Silver was astounded. He looked
at Pons, and Pons nodded and smiled. Was
it an amazing and extraordinary fluke? If it
wasn't, what was it? Van Ryn, among the
epectutors, was grmmng hugely. Perhaps he
had been prepared for that little surprise.

Bagshot did not grip at Pong any longer.
Rookwood might regard him as a duffer, if
they chose, but Pankley & Co. knew when

tllc} had a dangerous opponent to deal witk,
and they gave Pong fhe compliment of their
very marked attention after that goal.

The game went on, hard and fast. There
came 1o more goals “on his own ” to Pong; a
chance like that was not likely to he
peated. But he was “there” all*the time,
and his passing was, as Jimmy said aiter-
wards, a dream.

Pong was always just where he was want
and just where the enemy didn’t want
And when Tommy Dodd very Bearly se
just before the interval, it was from a
from Popg. But the goal did not materialise,
and Jobson blew the whistle, with the score

unaltered—one up for Rookwood.

Jimmy Silver was glad the interval Lad
come. He wanted to speak to Pong. He
rushed up to the Canadian junior, grasped
him by the shouider, and shook him.

“You spoofing bounder"’ he roared.

Pons grinned.

“What did you tell us you couldn’t play
footer for?” yelled Lovell.

“But I did not. I told you I could plar.”
said Pons innocently. “1f was you fel
who said that I couldn’t.” -

“ But—but—but you—->

“You were spoofing us, you image!”

Pons nodded coolly.

“Exactly! As you had made wup your
minds that I was a duffer, I thought I would
play up. It was amucm""

“You—you cheeky ass! ¥

“If T could not have played I should not
have claimed a place in the team,” said Pons
cheerfully. “But’ I did it, because I was in
good form. Perhaps another time you will
not think a fellow a duffer so quickly, when
it 1s you who are the duffers all the time:”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Van Ryn. “Who's the
duffer Jlmmy Silver?”

“So you knew, you Dutch bounder?” ex-
claimed Jimmy.

“Oh, yes, I knew Pons was pulling yeur
leg!” grinned the South African Jumox 1
knew he could ph} And if ever a lot of
duffers deserved to have their leg pulled,
you did.”

Jimmy burst inte a laugh.

“It’s a fair catch!” he said.
right! And I'm jolly o
Pong, you bounder—it's turned out all right
for us. This looks like a win for Rookwood !”

“Time!” said Lovell.

The foothallers lined up for the second
half. Rogkwood were in great spirits now.
They weré one goal up, and their new re-
cruit was a plawer equal to the. best in the
team; they realised that now. Round the
ground there were loud cheers for Pong, even
Mornington & Co. joining in. The Rookwaod
fellows had come to watch Pong, and, troly,
they found him worth watching, thou«h not
in the way they had supposed.

The second half was a prolonged tussle,
with plenty of good play on both sides. It
was within a quarter of an hour of time
when Pankley at last succeeded in putting
the ball in. Bub from that moment the Rook-
wood attack was hot and strong, and the
Bagshot team had hard work to defend.
And when, right at the finish, the Rookwood
forwards came on to goal, Pons was well to
the fore, and it was a centre from Pong that
was turned into a goal by Tommy Dodd—a
shot right into the net that elicited a roar
from the delighted spectators.

“Coal !”

“Good old Tommy!”

“Bravo, Pong!”

The whistle went.

“Well, my only hat!”
they came off the field. “I took that chap
for a duffer; and, by gum, it was his game
from start to finish!” *

“Your goal, Pong, you spoofing bounder!”
said Tommy Dodd, clapping the Canadian
on the shoulder. ~ “Where did you pick up
footer, you spoofer?” .

“I have played in Canada,” grinned Pons.
“In Canada I learned to distinguish a goal
from a goal-post!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Good old Pong!” chuckled Jimmy Silver.
“You’ve given me a high old time this week,
but I forgive you! Shoulder-high, vyou
fellows!”

“Hurray!”

And Pong of the Fourth came off the foot-
ball-field in triumph, on the shoulders of his
comrades.

“1t serves
glad you were spoo

said Pankley, as

THE END.

(You must not miss the long complete
echool tale of Jimmy Siiver & Co. next week,
entitled: “ Mr. Mander's Guests!” by Owcn
Conquest.)
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e
A STIRRING STORY

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.

Eddie becomes deputy-sheriff, and tells a
bookkeeper that a lad named Hymans is not
:nldgamble. Hymans i3 amazed when he is
cld.

(Now go on with the story.)

A Gambler Frustrated!

1 HAT in the world are you talking
about?”  demanded - Hymans.
“Why can't I gamble in your
saloon?”

“'Cos yewr guardian angel says not,” was
the barkeeper’s answer. <

“My guardian angsl!” echoed the {ad,
puzzled. “And who might he be, I'd like to
know?"

“Waal, it ain't no difficult matter fer tell
vew,” said the man. “He blew in 'ere this
arternoon, an' tole me, first, as 'e was the
deputy-sheriff, and, second, as yew weren’t ter
be permitted ter gamble in this place. An’
’is name’s Polo—Eddie Polo—-ther youngster
as did them tricks with a gun up at the
Golden Hope the other night, and who's
lately been roped in by Old Man Bludsce as
deputy.”

“Hang Eddie Polo!” snapped the lad.

“Jest my words, though ‘e 'ad 'is ’and on
ther butt of 'is gun at ther time, and I
didn’t let 'im ‘'ear me think ‘em,” replied
the barkeeper.

Red Crowther sprang to his feet.

“’Ere,” he said, “Hymans plays poker 'ere
ter-night, or I'll know the reason why! This
condarned sheriff is gettin’ too uppish fer
my likin', an' if 'e or his new deppity comes
a totin' their noses inter my affairs, they'll
get a lead pill ter cure 'em! Hymans, stack
ther deck an' deal! We plays, Polo or no
Polo!”

“You do not!” cut in a crisp voice from
immediately behind Red Crowther.

The big gangster flinched at the feel of
the hard muzzle of a revolver pressing
against his spine, bub involuntarily- his hand
dropped to the butt of his cwn gun.

“I shouldn't,” went on the volce. “Because
by the time you get that weapon clear of
your holster your backbone will be in several
small and far from pretty pieces. The best
place for your hands—and the safest for
both yourself and me—is right above your
head. That’s right! Sheriff, just keep an
eye on these other gentlemen while I talk
to Mr. Crowther and Mr. Hymans.”

Eddie Polo, for the newcomer was none
other, never moved the muzzie of the gun
in his left hand . from Crowther’s spine till
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he had placed the muzzie of that in his right
hand immediately above the gambler’s heart.
It was just as well, he knew, to take no
chances with men of this type.

“Make yourself comfortable, Crowther,”
said the lad. “I've got much to say to you.
And when I've finished with him  Hymans,
I'll waive the formality of introduction and
tell you things in private for the good of
your soul snd the benefit of your health.”

He winked at the sheriff and at the crowd
which had gathered.

“Look here, Crowther,” said Eddie, “You
ought to be ashamed of yourself. I'm sur,
prised at a great big gambler like you try-
ing to take money from school children, Why
don’t you play poker with men for a change?
Surely you aren’t afraid of losing a few chips
now and then, or are you one of those rotten
sports who want to win all the time?”

The gambler stared open-mouthed at Polo.

“’Ere!” he snarled. “Wot's ther game?
Air yew figgerin’ ter roast me, or what? I
ain't no piker as plays wi’ school-kids—I
wants reel meat under my axe when it drops,
believe me!”

“I'd like to be able to believe you!” re-
torted Eddie. “But the evidence is all the
other way. You see, Hymans isn’'t worth a
lot—all he’s got is his wages from the bank,
and he's got to keep a mother out of thas,
so he can’'t have muech left for worth-while
play, can he?”

Though Eddie Polo’s tone was quite con-
versational, he never shifted, by so much as
half an inch, that menacing pistol-muzzle,
nor did he allow Red Crowther to pull down
his hands. His eyes were hard, belying the
soft tones of his voice, and their menace
irightened Red far more than the hard
ring of the gun-muzzle sticking into his flesh
through his shirt. But suddenly Eddie with-
drew the pistol from its pressure. =

“Put your hands down, Red,” he said.
“But keep them off your guns if you’d be
comfortable. All right, sheriff, you just
tote Hymans outside—no, I'll do it myself.
B3ay, Red, if you want a real man’s sized
game of poker just hold this seat for me,
I'll be back one-time, as soon as I've set
this youngster on the way home.”

In point of years there wasn’t much to
pick between Eddie Polo and James Hymans,
but as they walked out of the saloon, Eddie's
hand on his shoulder pushing the other along
willy-nilly, the difference in their physique
was most marked. The hard life of the
circus and the exercise on the trapeze, com-
bined with the arduous work of the cinema
stage, had braced the former till his back
was as straight and flat as a board, and his
shoulders suggested huge power. That his
arms were strong and tenacious Hymans
proved in the first minute, when, as he tried
to twist and writhe out of their grip,
Eddie’s hands tightened till the fingers bit
into Hymans' shouiders, and forced from him
a weak cry of pain as he desisted.

“Well, youngster, this is where you say
farewell to the saloon for ever,” remarked
Eddie, when they stood on the road. “The
air of this place isn't good for the lungs
of growing boys, especially when these boys
have mothers at home worrying about their
worthless ways. And don't think that I
don't mean it—I'm going to put the fear
of the law into these people inside, and if
ever I catch you in this place again—well,
the Lord have merey on your hide, for I'l
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have none. Now, toddle off home, and don't
hang about any longer!”

Hymans walked forward two steps,
then turned and glared at Eddie.

“Just because you're big and sfrong,” he
snarled, “you think you can make me do
just as you want me to do. Bub youre
wrong; yow may keep me away from the
saloon, but you can't stop me gambling in
other places. I'll gamble in my own bed-
room if I want to!”

Eddie shrugged his shoulders.

“That’s your own funeral, of course,” he
admitted. “But, if I may advise, I'd say
¢ Do all your gambling with your own mouey,
and don’t have sticky fingers at your job,
or you may find yoursell passing up the rail-
road to BSing-Sing or some other summer
resort, where there are neither pasteboards
nor saloonsi’ No, don’t press me for expla-
nations—I've an appointment in the saloon
with your friend Red Crowther, and I hate
to keep a gentleman waiting. Good-night!
Don’t forget the little hint I've droppedi’”

He turned on his heel and strode into the
saloon, halting at the door to smile at the
still glaring Hymans. The latter turned and
shambled off down the road, utterly humili-
ated, and burning to be avenged on this
officious young man who interfered with his
mode of spending his leisure hours.

Eddie found an expectant crowd gathered
around the table, where sat Red Crowbher
and a couple of his intimate ecronies, a
brand-new, unopened pack of cards on the
board, waliting for bim to tear off the
wrapper.  The .lad, with a confident grin,
took his seat, and, drawing his gun, twirled
the cylinders to make sure it was fully
}Q:\ded. Then he laid it on the table beside
him.

“@Get out the boards, Red,” he said. “And
the roof’'s off the limit, remember. Another
thing you might bear in mind is that I don't
intend to ask questions about anything, but
when I suspicion dirty work I'm going to
et this little chap talk for me!”

He touched his Colt as he spoke. Crowther
gave the lad a glance, shifted his gaze to
where Sheriff Bludsoe stood where he could
watch the whole crowd—including Crowther's
fellow-rustlers mixed with it—and then
dropped his eyes to the gun. The next
second his own pistol had followed Eddie's
to the table, and he had ripped the wrapper
from the cards.

They cut for deal, and Eddie got a handful
of wastepaper, which he promptly discarded,
making Crowther richer by ten dollars. But
the next hand the ten dollars plus twenty
more crossed the table again.

There was hardly a sound save the deep
breathing of the watchers and the shuffle
of a boot as somebody shifted his position
during the ten minutes that followed—ten
minutes during which Red Crowther played
absolutely fair and straight poker for the
first time for a very long while—ten minutes
during which the pile of coins and notes at
the rustler’s elbow grew steadily smaller and
smaller, and the pile at Eddie’s side in-
creased steadily in value. =

Not a word was exchanged beftween the
players, save such as the game demanded,
and Crowther was down to his last gasp
when, after Eddie had dealt, he suddenly
sat back on the packing-case that served him
as a stool, a huge grin on his face. -

“Will any gent stake me a few hundred
dollars?” he asked; and Eddie saw a mean:

and
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1k pass bebtween Red Crowther
n, ancther of the gangsters. T
the lad wasn’t surprised when Salmon
came forward and stripped the required
amount from a wad of notes, grinning jubi-
lantly at Polo as he did so.

“Thar’s my stake, Mr. Fourflusher!” said

Crowther, with a sneer. “What're you
going to do about it?”
“Cover it, of course,” said Eddie. “And

raise yeu another five hundred. Maybe Mr.
Salmon will oblige you still further!”

Mr. Salmon, however, required a look at
Crowther's cards before risking any further
cash, but after he had seen them he placed
his whole roil in Crowther’s hands.

“Halves in the winnings is all I want,” he
said; and Red nodded happily in agreement.

For five minutes the play continued, both
men with their cards fiat on the table.
Crowther leaned forward as he placed his
last batch of notes on the table.

“Thar yew air,” he snarled.
see yer!”

“1 think
shoved the

i

“And

1not,” said Eddie calmly, as he
remainder of his money into the

pool. “I'll have a look at your hand first!”
Crowther grinned, and laid his car

ppwards on the table. And a gasp of ast

ishment” went round the whole circle as

everybody saw that he held four aces—a
hand that cannot be beaten in polker.

Crowther’s hands were grasping the notes
and coin in the pool, a triumphant grin on
his face, when, quite suddenly, without rising
in his seat, Eddie Polo grabbed his gun and
shoved it against Crowther's teeth.

“Not so fast, my friend!” said the Iad.
“I've played a lot of poler in my time, and
in a few queer places. But I've never seen
anywhere, at any time, a ik of cards that
contains five aces. Look at thig!”

With his free hand he tapped one of the
cards he had himself laid on the table.
Crowther’s eyes fell on it, and he turned
a sickly green as he saw lying there the ace
of diamonds—twin card to one of those he
bad himself exposed!

There was a swift hissing intake of breath
from the surrounding crowd as they saw tie
fifth ace in Eddie Polo's 1} Then the
of Sheriff Bludsoe cut into the gil
a knife, g
No monkey-tricks from anybody,”
k of Lis gun-hamm
panying his wi s. ‘1 saw Crowther
that fifth ace—the ace of diamonds—or
his boot, and I ses as he deserve
a-comin’ ter him. So no interfe
the lad an’ him. Let 'em settle it atwee
theirselves.”,

Salmon looked up at the old man, and

ace
pull
of

- found, as if by accident, that the muzzle ot

a hefty revolver was trained om his heart.
Therefore he rapidly altered his ideas abont
pulling a gun and butting in, as Eddie, rising
to his full height, with the gun still thrust
into Crowther’s face, motioned the cheat to
81t back on the packing-case he was using for
a seat. The remainder of the crowd surged
forward a little the better to see what was
happening,

“It's lucky for you, Mr. Red Crowther,”
said Eddie slowly and pleasantly, “that I'm a
sworn deputy-sheriff, even if only a temporary
one, or I should let these men serve out to
you the punishment that is usually handed
to those caught cheating at cards—a tali tree
and a stout rope—lynching, I believe you'd
call jt. And I dare say they’d da it readily
But, in the interests of justice, I'm
going to guarantee you your safety on oue

. condition—that you never touch a card again

" maun.

+ said Polo, sitbing back,

in this village, either with young Hynians
or any other fool that exposes himself to your
antics. Well, is that a go?” :
“It is, durn yew!” snarled the cornered
“But I'll be even with yew fer this,
mind thet, and I won’t wait Tong fer ther
chance, either!” | ; s ;
“That’s a thing that remains to be proved,”
“In the meantime,
pick up your hat—no, leave your gun there;
young Hymans might like to tote it around as
a: memento of his association with you—and

. get, quickly, before I repent of being lenient

to you.” . -

The man raised himself with another
:malevolent look, and, striding across the
floor, disappeared through the door, which
he banged behind himself in. an access of
impotent rage.
sheriff, and .that worthy reluctantly stowed
away his artillery, grieved because he hadn't

.-had even a chance of ridding the place of a

few of . the -rustlers who  formed - Red
Crowther’s gang. Who they were was plainly

evidenced during the next few minutes when,

Eddie made a sign ‘to the.

having cast evil locks upon the sheriff and
he temporary deputy-sheriff, they slunk, one
after the other, out of the saloon, leaving
the decent citizens in a erowd congratulating
Eddie Polo on his smart handling of the
rustier.

“That’s all right, gentlemen,” said Eddie,
half shyly. “I just happen to have a keen
pair of eyes, that’s all, Besides, I myseit
cheated—cheated in serving Crowther out
with those three aces on purpose, so that he
could work in the card I knew he was keep-
ing somewhere in reserve. Well, I've won a
huge pot of money, Mr. Bludsoe, and I vote
that we go and call cn Mr. Starmer and then
ou Mrs. Hymans and distribute the wealth
where it will do most good. Gentlemen,”
continued the lad, silencing a cheer with an

pflung hand, “I want you to show your
tation of this night’s work in a tangible

I want you to promise me that, in
future, whenever you see gullible
) ers like Hymans {falling into the
clutehies of rustlers like Crowther you'll just
step in with a few kindly words of warning
to the rustler, and not waste time and breath
by trying to offer advice to the pigeon that’s

cinema matters

most, of which were Greek
cal sheriff,

“Jim at home?”
“Yes, and in bed; been there a long time.”
sald the grey-hiaired, sweet-faced lady
whom Stelia had at once failen in 1
came home very dejected an hour a
wen straight to his rcom. T'll eall his
you want him.”
“No, don’t trouble,” replied Eddie, po
“T've t called to hand you some
that belongs to your son—his very own. I
believe he asked Mr. Crowther to look after
it for him, but Crowther’s had to leave the
district unexpectedly and hurriedly, and
hadn’'t time to bring it down hiniself, I
belleve your son was saving it up to make
you a surprise present, so I'm only anti
pating matters a little by handing it over
you now. And we—Jim and I, that is—w
you to keep and use it for yourself, hecau
every cent of it belongs to you now—a g
from your son Jim. And that isn’t al
good news, eithér. Mr. Starmer, who
close friend of mine, tells me he’s raising
Jim’s salary ten dollars a week, and the

s
/,
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As Eddie swept under an overhanging branch
upwards into the foliage out of the saddls.
drew up near the waiting man.

h he gave a quick jump
The howese cantered on and

(See page 16.) i

being plucked. Such advice usually puts up
his back and drives him the more into the
company of the hawks, whereas the feel of
a gun muzzle and a straight warning makes
the hawks wary. That’s all; come on,
sherifl ! R

And, amidst a storm of cheering, the lad
walked out of the saloon, the sheriff at his
heels, straight into the arms of Stella
Cleaver and Dick Fordyce.

Sheritf Bludsoe regaled this latter pair with
a full account of Eddie’s latest exploit as
they walked down the path to Starmer’s
house. Here Eddie disappeared and got rid
of quite a quantity of the notes, having
prevailed upon Starmer to say nothing to
Hymans about his debts having been repaid,
and to keep the lad empleyed at the bank,
instead of dismissing him, as the banker had
intended to do.

“Sheriff, you'll have to buy me a new hat
—preferably an elastic one,” said Polo, as he
came out again. *Or, if you sing my praises
much longer, my head will swell so much that
this present topper will pinch all round.
Forget it, there’s a good chap! How far
did you say it was to Three Elms?”

Deftly he turned the conversation, and by
the time they arrived at Widow Hymans’
abode the quartette were discussing such
things as crops, and working days, and the
effect -of light upon the eyes; and other

barkeeper at the saloon says that Jim's
signed the pledge, and booked a front seat on
the water-waggon, because he wants to spend
his evenings home with you. You might tell
Jim when he wakes up that I've told you
all about it. Say Eddie Polo called and toid
you. You’ll not forget the name, will you—
Eddie Polo.”

The old lady regarded the young man with
a queer look for a moment, and then stepped
forward, tears in her eyes. Kddie retreated,
pushing Stella in ffont of him,

“Hold her, Stella,” he gasped, “while I
make a getaway. I do believe the old lady
intends to sprinkle me with kisses—a most
distressing and depressing manner of s
‘ Thank -you!” Come on, sheriff, let's le
these young peopler to the waterwor
exhibition.”

He slipped. out of the door as he spoke, and
he and the sheriff stood and chu
together as they waited for Stella and D
But neither Polo nor Bludsoe might ha
heen so comfortable in mind had they knows
that at a frame windew, some ten yards
away, James Hymans was taking aim at tk
with a hefty revolver, and attempting to
screw his courage up to the sticking point to
press the trigger. But he never reached that
point, and when, in due course, Stella znd
Dick made up the party cace more, the
moved off to their warious places of ab
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Dick demanding details at first hand of
Edcie’s hold-up of the infamous rustler. And
Eddie eventually dropped off to steep talk-
ing to his friend, leaving Fordyce mcre than
a little exasperated because éhe story had
then only reached the end of the first
instalment.

Foped in!
58 OCATION to-day, Eddie,” said Dick,

5 as the two chums made a bounteous

breakfast next morning. “There’s

the last two scenes of the ¢ Western
Union Hero' play to shoot, and old man
Morrison’s just keen on getting us through
with it, so that we can rest up a few days.
Come on! Don't struggie with that egg all
day, my lad, or you'll be suffocated!”

Polo langhed light-heartediy, and grabbed
his hat. The next minute they were in the
saddle, riding out to location for the filming
ol the picture upon which they were engaged,
.other adventures which befell them being
mere sidelines. One by one the rest of the
company appeared, and the film worked
merrily to a climax, Terence, the camera
fiend, and his cheery assistant Miles turning
their handles with great gusto, and every
now and then stopping to exchange glances
and chuckles of suppressed merriment, which,
seeing that the scenes they were filming were
deadly serious, required a little explanation.

“You two camera guys seem to have struck
a pay reef of humour!” called Morrison.
“gurely you're not planning to play me for
a sucker, and to do me down for a month’s
holiday on full pay, or something of that
sort, are you?” :

“Xot quite, boss,” said Terence, “The way
we figger it out, you'll have the surprise
of your life presently—and it’ll be a good
surprise, too. But, as things are, there’s
just a chance that the surprise might be

spoiled; so, though Miles and me finds the |

idea pretty hum-erous, you'll forgive us if
we don’t let you all in on the joke—at least,
not yet awhile. I'll stake you to the big
laugh the very first minute, but neither me
nor Miles will be responsible for paying the
doctor’s bills if your sitdes ache and your
ribs bust with laughing at it, that's all.
Camera!”

At the shout, Eddie Polo, mounted on the
big roan horse, rode in like a streak of
fightning, and wrenched Stella out of still
another awkward situation, while the camera
handles clicked merrily in a most subdued
tone that could scarcely be heard, and would
certainly not be noticed by those accustomed
thereto.. But the sound seemed to breed
that infectious laugh on Terence's and Miles’
faces again, and they laughed ountright as
liddie performed his thrilling sbunt.

Eddie said nothing, and presently, after
consulting his wafch carefully, Terence begged
permission to leave the location with his
camera, Miles carrying on. It may, or it
may not, have had anything to do with
Terence’s absence, but about half an hour
afterwards a dishevelled and obviously ex-
cited lad dashed up on a dilapidated white
horse, and demanded to speak to Eddie Polo,
“the deppity-sheriff.”

Eddie proclaimed himself, and the com-
pany fell back out of carshot, all except
Miles, who kept on turning the camera handle
as if the thing had been rehearsed. He
certainly got some fine pictures of Eddie Polo
talking to the lad.

“Say, if yew're Eddie Polo, yew're wanted
real bad back in Alkali Springs, I guess,”
said the neweomer. “Sheriff. Bludsoe said I
wus ter tell yew as Red Crowther's back in
town, thet he’s ’eld up an’ robbed ther bank
this mornin’, as ever wus, and as he's now
a-layin® fer yer outside the Golden Hope
Saloon with a gun in each fist, an’ 'is gang
a-keepin' watch fer yew at each end of
Main Street. Sheriff ses if yew wants ter
keep yewr hide free of ‘oles, yew’re fter
beat it ter the prairie right away, ‘cos
‘e's lyin’ low till Crowther and the rustlers
is gone.”

Eddie Polo’s brows came close together in
thought. His keen eyes seemed to burn
right through those of thé messenger, as if
trying to sense the information behind this
He realised that it was quite
possible that Red Crowbther and his gang
would be“laying for ” him, and that robbing
a bank would he all in their day’s work.
He wondered for a second if Hymans or
Starmer had been hurt, and weighed the
value of the sheriff’'s advice to keep clear
of Alkali Springs for the present. Then he
made up his mind swiftly.
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* He turned to where Mr, Morrison stood,

-watching the little scene.

“I say, boss,” said Polo, “I seem to be
wanted badly in that town. - The bank’s
been robbed, and Red Crowther, the card-
sharp, is waiting for me with a battery
of pocket artillery and scouts thrown out
in force. ‘Somehow I feel that this rustler
hasn't learned his lesson yef. Have you any
objection to me knocking off work now and
paying the man & visit?”

“None at all; in fact, we're practically
through, except for a few finishing- touches,
and we can do without you for them,” said
Morrison. “Wait, though; you'd better make
the final close-up with Stella here on your
horse’s back and in your arms before you
go, and then it won't matter if you do get
pumped full of lead—at least, not so much,
anyhow.”

Eddie smiled at the left-handed compli-
ment, and then posed for the final “shoot-
ing.” He had his work cut out to keep from
smiling as he kissed Stella long and linger-
ingly for the final pictures of the film. Then
he set her gently aside.

“Keep a hand on that boy, boss,” said
BEddie, as he wheeled round his horse. “I

don't want any heralds running back to |

Alkali Springs to tell Crowther I'm coming.
The weicome may be too warm if he expects
me, and I aim to call when he isn't quite
ready to receive me. So-long, everybody!”

And, with a cheery wave of his hand; the
lad cantered off. And he didn’t sce that
Miles, the camera fiend, after a second's
conversation with Morrison, jumped into one
of the company’s small cars, and sped aiter
the acrobat, his camera handle clicking the
whole time.

Eddie approached the township with infinite
caution, and the way he took cover among
the sparse trees was an education in scout-
ing. Then suddenly, as he swept underneath
an overhanging branch, he gave a quick jump
upwards into the foliage out of the saddle.
The horse cantered on for a second, drew 2
shot from the revolver of a man who had
walked out suddenly into the open, and, true
to its oats, turned round and cantered back
to the place where it was stabled. And at
the same time Mlles dismissed the light car,
and, carrying his camera, took cover himseli
on foot.

Eddie stayed aloft in his tree for a full
ten minutes, and then, dropping fto the
ground, divested himself of his coat. He
drew his gun, twirled the cylinder to see
that it was fully loaded, and replaced it.
Then, like a shadow, he began fo worm hig
way towards the town.

By dint of skirting the end of an out-
lying~lane he managed to reach the sherifi's
house, and, peering through the window, saw
the old man lying, gagged and bound, upon
a long stool in the centre of his own living
room. It was an easy matter for a trained
acrobat to pull himself to the window-sill
and to burst open the window, and a minute

later the sherifi himself was verifying the-

message the boy had brought. Even as he
cogcluded his tale a fusillade of shots rang
out.
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“That's Crowbher's gang shooting at the
peaceful citizens,” explained the old man.
“They've been at it all the morning. They
arrived in town—twenty of “em—this morning

‘just about the time the bank was opening.

and after they'd tied me up they held up
the bank. They brought their spoils to this
house for counting, and they left 'em in that
black box you'll find under the table, ready
to divide later on. Some of ‘'em was for
hitting the trail into the sage right away,
but Red Crowther wouldn't hear of it. He
said he'd get you if he had to lay for you
all day, and to stop anybody getting out to
vou and giving you the office not to come io
town he posted his men at each end of the
town. I got Johnny Ludlow—that’s the lad
you saw—to take a chance on getbing word
through to you—and here you are! What're
you going to do about it now, deputy?”
“Seems a prebty tough proposition, sheriff,”
said Eddie. “First of all, though, T think
we'll take charge of these notes and hide 'em
elscwhere. Then we'll borrow a couple of
your guns, and do a bit of thinking. No,
don't follow me—I'm going out the same
way as I came in. In about ten minutes’
time wriggle out of the window yourself—if
you aren’t too fat—and gather a few cilizens
where they can help you best. Leave
Crowther to me; I'l do my best to get him.
And once he's out of the way—either shot
tured—I don't think the others will

up or ¢ :
show much fight. And as Red is laying for
me, he's my meatb. So-long! See yeu

| presently, and help you to make the arrests

in proper form.

And with a wave of his hand Eddie Polo
elambered back through the window he had
entered by, and, kecping carefully under the
lee of the backs of the houses, stole towards
where the Golden Hope Saloon stood a little
isolated from its neighbours.

As he approached, very carefully, an out-
house, the door was opened a few inches,
and then hastily closed again. Eddie's hand
flew to his gun, and with a swift urge he
crashed his shoulder against the flimsy door.
It went back on his hinges with a swing, and
Eddie found the scared face of the barkeeper
looking into the muzzle of his hefty gun.

“Put 'em up,” said the lad. “And _be
mighty quick about it. That's better. Now
we can talk. First of all, are you in league
with Crowther, or on my side against him?"’

“Seeing that the doggoned cuss has lifted
my takings for & week, I'm all for stringing
him as high as the topmost branch of any
tree hereabouts!’ retorted the barkeeper,
with a scowl. “He ain't no friend of mine,
and never has been!”

“That's just as well,” said Eddie, “'cos
I'm planning to drop in to tea and a chat
with him, and I sheuldn’t like to spoil the
pleasantness of the surprise by anybody's

tongue wagging. Now, just where i3
Crowther?”
“He's setting on the veranda of the

saloon, where he can look at both ends of
the main street at once,’”” said the other.
“He's got his two best guns loaded to the
breeches, and a couple o’ bottles of my best
whisky on the table alongside him -jest 508
he sha'n't find the waiting for you monoto-
nous like. And, meantime, he's amusing his-
self with taking [%otshots at cvery face and
pose that shows itself outside a door in this
township, and he 2in’t making bad aiming,
neither, sense Black Dave Morrow and Ted
Currin is both a-waiting fer the crowner's
inquest through his bullets now.”

“That sort of thing is dangerous,” said
Polo. “Bub whisky and guns never did run
well together in double harness. Now, then,
Mr. Barkeeper, what you've got to do i3
to keep guard over these boots of mine till
1 come back for them, and if it should be
that Red Crowther gets me before I get him
—well, keep 'em in your family as a memento
of me. That’s all—keep the door shut and
your ears open. Sorry I can't give you a
pass to the show that’s just going to open.”

He carefully reconnoitred the country
before issuing from the outhouse, and then,
with & gquick, short run, his stockinged feeb
making no noise on the hard earth, ran
towards where a rainpipe depended from the
side of the house. Nobody saw him, as far
as he knew, as he started to swing himself,
hand-over-hand, up this frail support, which
threatened every second to collapse and send
him crashing to the ground below. Tt
seemed to the lad that death grinned at him
a hundred times before his fingers grasped
the guttering  beneath the eaves of the |
saloon, and even as he swung between earth
and hcaven he felt this - frail substance
trembling under the weight of his body.

Jie had time to think whether there might
be a man with a gun on the roof wait-
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ing for him; he realised that he must either
draw himself up on the instan$ to the safety
of the stronger structure or go crashing, with
the guttering, into the courtyard below. But
luck was on his side; that portion of the
peaked roof, at any rate, was free of humans
other than himself. Eddie now thanked his
good sense for prompting him to take off his
ghoes, for had he still worn them he could
pever have accomplished that merve-racking
climb up the side of the roof to the apex.
*  And, reaching the apex, he was compelled
te crouch low .and pray that he hadn’t been
spotted, for, in plain view, coming up the
gtreet, was one of Red Crowther’s hand,
apparently carrying a message to his chief,

_Eddie’s eyes appeared over the edge of the
ridgepole of the roof as he watched the new-
comer stride up the street, and halt imme-
diately opposite himself, but, of course, on
the other side, He heard words passing from
the street to the veranda,  and then
Crowther’s voice, quite close. at hand.

“Se ther young cub’s left ther party, has
’e?” asked the leader. “Waal, when Polo
strolls inter this main street he’ll get ther
surprise of ’is young life, and thet life won'’t
last long afterwards fer ‘im ter emjoy ther
surprise. Mind, nobody’s ter shoot at ‘im—
my gun’s got a special set o’ bullets in its
g¢hambers, all marked with Eddie Polo’s name.
'l larn ’im ter interfere with Red Crowther
when I'm persooin’ me lorful oceasions. Oft
yew go back ter yewr station, Martin, and.
keep yewr lamps skinned fer ther young
cuckoo.””

Eddie ducked sharply, so that only his dirt-
stained finger-tips were visible, and the man
Martin wheeled on his heel and strode off
again. Then, as soon as the street was clear,
the lad drew himself over the ridge
of the roof, and started to lower himself
down the other side, intending to stop at the
cave, draw his gun, and hold up the blood-
thirsty Crowther.

“Seems to love me that chap,” smiled
Eddie to himself. “But I rather think the
surprise will be from the other direction, and
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Remove, white and worn and weary. No one
spoke a word to him, and he had not the
courage to speak.

There was no sleep for the bully of the
Remove that might.

He lay, wakeful and weary, tossing from
side to side, and ever before his mind was

the white face of Alonzo Todd,

°  The face haunted him. It looked at him
from the dark shadows, and when he closed
his eyves he saw it still,

Would he ever forget it?

He was glad when the light of dawn stole
in at the high windows of the dormitory and
the rising-bell rang with a mufiled peal.

Weary, unrefreshed, but comforted at least
by the daylight, Bulstrode rose from the bed
where lie had hardly closed his eyes. =

The juniors went down, and "Harry
Wharton’s first action was to inquire after
Todd. Mr. Quelch had comforting news to
give,

Todd had passed a quiet night, and was
now conscious and'in possession of his senses,
He was in a low and weak state, but the
doctor had every hope.

Bulstrode was called into the Head’s study
in the course of the morning. He went there
with heavy steps and drooping head.

Dr. Locke looked at him as much in sorrow
as in scornm.

“Bulstrode,” he said quietly, “I have heard
dhe particulars. I do not think I need
emphasise toc you the cruelty, the basenes:
of your action.”

“1 know it, sir.”

‘;If you have repented of your crucl act,
and—-" >

“Oh, sir, I-I am horribly sorry!” said
Bulstrode, in a.choking voice. “I'd do any-
thing to make poor old Todd well again. 1
would indeed!”

“I am glad to see that you are repentant,
at least, Bulstrode,” said the Head coldiy.
1f Todd recovers, you may escape all punish-
ment—excepting, of course, that you can
no longer remain at Greyfriars.”
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Bulstrode bowed his head.
“When Todd is fit to be meved,” went on

that those bullets with my name on will
never he more than souvenirs to me. Crumbs,
what the—"

A slate gave way under his .fingers; he
made an ineffectual grab at the hole in the
roof as he found himself sliding, and then,
with a rush of air in his ears and a quecr
thudding of his heart, Eddie Polo’s hody
gathered speed and slid helplessly down the
sloping roof. Onwards he plunged—and then,
with a yelp of dismay, he reached the edge,
fell over it, and dropped sprawlingly, help-
less, clean on to the shoulders of Red.
Crowther, where that worthy was seated at
a table.

Crowther emitted an oath, and tried to
vise to his feet, but Eddie’s well-developea
body was somewhat more than a feather-
weight, and the man weat crashing to the
earth. He strove to reach his gum, lying
on the table, to shoot up this stranger who
dropped, as it were, from the clouds upon
him; but Eddie, realising swiftly that the
surprise had been even more complete than
be anticipated, wound his legs round the
man’s body, and prevented him using his
arms. At the same time, bending his own
brack almost double, Eddie put the strangle-
hold on the man with one arm and drew his
own gun.

“You monkey, yew—" began Crowther.

Then he was suddenly gagged by the un-
mistakable muzzle of a hefty gun.

“That’s all that's coming from you, Red
Crowther!” snarled Eddie, as he appled
pressure with his other arm. “There's six
bullets in this gun, all marked with your
name, and if you don’t want to collect them
without delay, you'll just lie flat on your
back quietly till I relieve you of any artillery
in your belt. Then we'll talk a hit!”

Crowther goggled at the sound of the voice,
and, relaxing his hold, spread himself flat on
the veranda, his arms outstretched. Eddie
stepped back, the gun directed full in the
desperado’s face, a twinkling smile in his
own eyes.

“Some surprise, eh?” he said.

©,

“Though
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Dr. Locke, “he will be removed to his uncle’s
House. He will not be ahle to resume his
studies here for a very long time to come.
You are respousible for that, Bulstrode, and
you may thank your good fortune that it is
no worse—that you are not charged with

crime! But you will he expelled from the
school! You may go and pack your hox
now.” §

“0Oh, sir—-*

“Not a word! Go!”

Bulstrode tottered out of the study.

Mr. Quelch passed him as he went along
the passage. The Remove master looked
with something like pity at the bully’s white,
drawn face,

Mr. Quelch entered the Head’s study.

“Todd wishes to see you, sir!” he said.

Dr. Locke rose.

“1 will go at once.”

He found Todd propped up on piilows, weak
and white, but looking better. He was in
full possession of his senses. The dazed, duil
expression was gone from -his face. It was
evident that the presence of his uncle had
done him good.

“You wanted to see me, Todd?” said the
Head kindly.

“Yes, sir,” said Alonzo, in a weak voice.
“It’s about Bulstrode, sir.”

“Do not speak of that wretched boy, Todd.”

“But I must speak of him, sir. I—I am
afraid that you are going to punish him,
sir,” said Alonzo faintly.

The Head was silent.

“Is it so, sir?”

“Yes, Todd.”

“You—you are
sir?”

“I have no alternative, my dear boy.”

Todd panted for breath.

“Oh, sir, I-I should be so sorry to be the
cause of Bulstrode's carecer heing ruined in
this way! And I can’t help thinking of his
parents, too, sir. I—I wish you wouldn't
punish him on my account. I am sure that
he never meant to hurt me so much. Could
you forgive him, sir?”

The doctor whispered to the Head.

“It would be dangerous to excite him now,
Dr. Locke. Accede to his wishes if you
possibly can.”

“I will uot expel him,” said the Head
slowly. *“You are a noble lad, Todd! Bul-
strode shall be left to the punishment of his
own conscience !”

“Qh, thank you sq much. sir!”

not going to expel him,
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not exactly as youd planned it, Red, I'm
afraid. It was a cute wheeze of yours to hold
up the bank and deposit the loot in the
sheriff's cabin while you set guards at each
end of the town and lay for me here, but
it didn’t quite work, because you dida’t look
well after your rear, And, I expect, it’'l} cost
you a little neck-stretebing before you are
through with it. Just a minute; I've got a
thing to do!” :

He picked up Red Crowther’s gun from the
table, and, holding it into the air. pressed
the trigger repeatedly till all six shots had
heen fired. Then he laid it down again, as
faces and heads appeared at the windows
below. :

“Just to make sure you haven't any mor
bullets with my name on them, Red,” ex-
plained the lad, “and to attract the atten-
tion of folks. Apart from my desire, 2s
actor, to always be in the spotlight,
serve to tell ’em that I'm running the show,
and T shonldn't’ be surprised if before loug
we have some more of your gang of rustlers
in enstody with you!” .

Even as he spoke doors were thrown open
down below, and the citizens who had been
kept ingdoors by Crowther’'s gun streamed
forth. fome of them—and 2ll were armed—
ran to mount the veranda to Eddie's aid,
while the others streamed off down towards
where Crowther's guards were posted at the
ends of the street. '

And even as the first shots of the comhat
rang out Eddie looked down into the street,
and there, oblivious of the flying bullets,
calmly turning the handle of his pieture-
taking machine, was Terence the camera fiend,
having emerged from a house right opposite
to where Eddie had performed his thrilling
but involuntary stunt of dropping from the
roof. And at the same moment Miles, the
camera assistant, with a grin of triumph on
hiis face apeared on the veranda and began
to take close-ups of Eddie Polo and the still
prostrate ed Crowther.

(Don't wmiss the next instalment of this grand
life story.)
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message was seat to Bulstrode by Harry

Wharton found the bully of the Remaove
in the dormitory. Bulstrode had been k
ing his box, and his things were scafte
about him, hut Bulstrode had sunk down
his bed in an attitude of the utmost <
tion. He looked up miserably as Whar
came in. A bitter smile curled his lips.

“Se you've come to triumph over me,” hLe
said. “Well, I'm expelled. You'll have it
all your own way in the Remove now. Good
ness knows I wouldn’t care, if only Todd were
well before I went!”

Wharton's face softened a little,

“1 haven't come to do anything of
sort,” he said. “Th€ Head sent me w
message. Todd has asked him to pardon you,
and he's going fo do it. You are not to he
expelled after all.”

Bulstrode sat silent for a full minute.

”T{‘odd asked him?” be said at last.

“Yes.”

“He's a splendid chap!”

Bulstrode said no more. But there was a
aew look in Bulstrode’s face, and it occurred
to Wharton as he'left him that what had
happened Liad made a great difference to the
bully of the Remove. The bully’s reme
had changed his character. It was proba
that the Bulstrode of the future would
different from the Bulstrode of the past.

The next few dayvs were anxious days for
all the fellbws who knew Todd. But the lad
slowly mended, and ere the week was out ali
danger of a relapse was over, and the juniors
were permitted to yisit him in his room.
They found him the kind, patient, sweet-
tempered Alonzo of old.

Bulstrode did not dare to go until Tods
asked specially to cee him. And then he
went, and he sat by Todd's bed, talking with
him in low tones for quite a long time. And
when he left there were tears in Bulstrode's
eyes, a fact which many fellows c¢hs
with silent amazement.

All through Todd’s illness Uncle Benjanmin
had stayed at Greyfriars; and when at. last
the'lad was well enough to he removed fr
the: school, he went in charge of his k
uncle. .But ere he went Todd’s uncle st
a glorious feed at the tuckshop to all ¢
Remove, and the whole Form walked «
to the station to see them off.

ved

THE END.
(Look out jor another splendid story o
Harry Whorton & Co. in next Friday ¥

entitled: ** Bulstrode Minor!™)

The Head quitted thie sick-rodm, and a
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18 The Best Annual of the Year Is—

A STORY OF A GREAT REVENGE.

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
iwined the great army against him, including
o very old chum, 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 musician, and makes a great name
for himself as Paul Rutherford.

Later, Demottsen informs his partner that
he has discovered that Leishman is really
Mr. Leigh, the criminals’ moneylender,

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

Firth pays a visit to the Marguis of Ran-
guyy to entertain the guests as a musician,
using the name of Rutherford, whilst the
real man 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 discovers seyeral important
clues, but none help him in disintangling the
mystery. Vaughan, in his fine mansion in
Hyde Park, plans another big scoop. He
calls in his double—John Firth—to give him
his orders.

(Now read on.)

Vaughan Turns the Tables!
€57 OU will be Paul Rutherford to-
morrow night. You are to sing
at the Town Hall, Burndale—after

: the banquet. If possible, do some-
thing to make yoursel! well remembered—
—hand ‘your fee back te the mayor to be
given to a local.charity, or something of that
§m‘t. Just when convenient, return here and
forget everything—except your visit to Burn-
dale. That is all.”

John Firth withdrew, and Vaughan saun-
tered leisurely back to the balceny.

At a quarter to eleven the next night
Vaughan's car put him down at the wide
main entrance to the Royal Edward Hall,
already thronged with carriages and motors.
He gave up his ticket, bat and coat, and
joined the richly-dressed throng winding its
way slowly to the ball-room.

Ten minutes to eleven. Only ten minutes
more. At eleven Count von Diebling would
come. Vaughan’s eyes gleamed at sight of the
priceless jewels leaping to life before him.
Scarce a woman there but carried a fortune
at her throat, in her bosom, or in her hair.
Coronets of diamonds, ropes of pearls,
gleaming pendants of sapphires and emeralds
were to be had only for the taking by those
who were clever enough to essay a master-
stroke of criminal genius.

Suddenly Vaughan started at sight of a

-big, burly fellow moving with apparent un-

concern among the throng.
“ Apparently I'm not the only one think-
THy POPULAR.—No. 103.-
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dealing

A Grand Story, ==

with the Advens

tures of Ferrvers Locke, the
World-Famous Detective.

ing the same thoughts,” he muttered.
“That fellow’s a Scotland Yard detective,
I'm sure. By Jove, yes, and there's Barton
Dawe, too!”

He watched the two men as they halted
beneath the Royal box and entered into a
whispered conversation.

“It's impossible they suspect my presence
or my motive in being here to-night,” was
the sudden suspicion, instantly fo be dis-
missed.

Eleven o'clock. A last twirl round the
shining floor, the sudden forming of a gem-
studded human ring, that glittered at a
myriad points about the great arena, a soft
hush, broken by the loud fanfare of
trumpets; then the orchestra leapt to life
with a stirring air, and the grand procession,
the culminating event of the famous ball,
came into view.

A few minutes later young Count Diehling
came within range of vision.

Behind Adrian Vaughan a man and woman
were speaking guite audibly.

“It's true—absolutely true! That's why
the detectives are here,” the woman was
saying. “They believe a gang of Continental
thieves are behind it. Already the Duchess
of Barshire has lost a diamond pendant,
and Lady Vorley has missed her string of
pearls.”

“But whom do they suspect?”
asked.

“Impossible to say among such a crowd.
Everybody 1is being watched. Of course,
they don’t suspect any well-known people
or their friends.”

The couple moved away, leaving Vaughan
cold with amaze.

A hand touched him on the wrist; he
swung round to see the young count standing
before him. :

“Why, Mr. Rutherford, I'm glad to see
you!” he said in a pleasant voice broken
by a curiously-foreign accent.

“0f course, count,” Vaughan said slowly.
“1 came here .almost purposely to meet
you.”

“This is a red-letter night for me—to have
the honour of dining with the great Mr.
Rutherford,” the young count said.

Vaughan bowed.

the man

“You overrate me, count. The privilege
is mine.”
As he bent smilingly over his plate,

Vaughan was busy mentally appraising the
value of a diamond-studded ecigar-case, the
top edge of which peeped from Count Dieh-
ling’s pocket. From guesswork he put its
value at anything between fifteen and twenty
thousand pounds.

Between now and the {ime they parted, in
some adroit fashion, the diamond case must
pass. into his keeping.  Half-way through
the meal a knock sounded on the door and
a uniformed attendant entered.

“The Count von Diehling, with the baron’s
compliments,” he said, and laid a small
parcel upon the table. :

Vaughan glanced up curiously. The word-
ing with the gift struck him-as peculiar.

Swiftly Count Paul slipped the packet
into his pocket, : 2

Vaughan insisted on filling his glass a
second and a third time.

Again that knock on the door, and the
entry of a seeond messenger. A large box

was handed in, with the same guaint formuia,
“The compliments of your father, baron!”
Then the fellow laid a telegram beside the
count’s plate.

Vaughan begged permission to light a
cigarette. Apparently what was going on
did not interest him, for his gaze scemed
fixed on the gay scene below. Once again a
small white packet come to view in the
count’s hand, and -vanished with extra-
ordinary quickness. Then he threw the
empty box carelessly on to a settee.

“I think I shall have to be going now,” he
said; “but I'm awfully glad to have met
youl”

Vaughan locked at him curiously.

Why had the count been so anxious to
make his acquaintance for such a short time,
and what was the meaning of the white
packages which had been delivered to him?

And then he recalled the conversation of
the two women about the jewellery which had
been stolen from the guests.

Was it possible Diehling was one of the
culprits?

At any rate, he had on his person a cigar-
case worth probably twenty thousand, and
that was good enough for Adrian Vaughan.

“Perhaps we shall meet again,” he said,
clasping the count’s hand.

“I hope 80,” said Diehling, moving away.

By the time the count was in the street,
cngaging a taxi, Vaughan was only a few
paces from him. He hcard Von Diehling’s in-
structions to the driver, “Liverpool Streef,
please!”

The count stepped in.

The door closed, and the vehicle moved
away; the count drew down the blinds, and
leaned back.

“Safe! Safe!” he murmured.
successful!”

The words died in his throat, and he
sprang up with a startled cry, for the door
had opened, and Adrian Vaughan sprang in.

He took the geat facing the count.

“I crave . your pardon,” he said apolo-
getically, as his right hand disappeared for
an instant beneath the folds of his coat,

“Everything

“but we have business to settle between here

and Liverpool Street Station.”
“What do ‘you mean?”
breathed.
A pistol flashed to view in Vaughan’s hand.
“I mean, Count Paul, that, without a
moment’s delay, you must band over to me
your cigar-case and the two packets given
to you by the attendants this evening!”
“You have made a mistake!” the count
bluffed. “I don't know to what you refer!”
“Ten minutes will see you aboard the
Continental express. Before then I must re-

Von Diehling

' lieve you of your valuables!” Jlaughed
Vaughan, “Come mow, the  packages,
‘please!” :

The - younger man from the corner eyed
him defiantly. >

“Y know nothing of any packages. You are
trying to take advantage of me, Mr. Ruther-
ford!” he breathed. “Will you be so good
as to relieve me of your company?” =

Vaughan toyed with the pistol, and his
handsome face broke into a smile. -

“Certainly! It is just as easy for me to
step out and call a policeman, only the
conseguences for you wouldn’t be so pleasant!
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Pon’t Ayou see, count, T am tryiﬁg to make
matters for you as easy as possible?”
“Mr. Rutherford, do you really think I

have ‘done - anything wrong?’ Count Paul
asked.
“Mr. Rutherford has mno part in this

affair!” the other replied, his manner grow-
ing suddenly eold. “Unfortunately, your in-
vitation to Mr. Rutherford to attend the
Royal Edward Ball fell into my hands, and
I have made the best’ possible use of it!”

“You are not Mr. Rutherford?” the count
cried.

“Paul Rutherford, the society entertainer,
is, I believe, at present in Lancashire—at
Burndale, to be precise. I—well—my dear
fellow—I am a stranger to you. My name
is Adrian Vaughan!” And he leant back,
laughing mockingly. “You have played your
part in a very elever scoop which isn’t coming
off, se far as you amd your friends are con-
eerned, because I have stepped in and taken
a hand. I give you exactly twenty seconds,
count. At the end of that time, either 1
hand you over to the police, or you hand me
yeur cigar-case and the stolen jewels!”

“How did you know?” the count asked, in
sudden fear,

“By pufting two and two together!”
laughed Vaughan. “Merely a contest of wits:
You are entitled to know how I work. Count
von Diehling, I know you to be associated
with one of the biggest gangs of Continental
crooks. One or two confederates of yours
were. granted invitations. They worked
among the guests, relieving first” one then
another of their valuables, while you placed
yourself above suspicion by appearing on
riendly terms with Paul Rutherfurd, the
well-known society entertaicer, who, of
course, is above suspicion.”

“How did you learn all this?” the young
count said.

“Compose yoursclf, my dear young man,*
returned Vaugham., “I regard you merely
as the tool of scoundrels cleverer than you
are.
being discovered too soon. The thefts were
discovered, and Seotland Yard men swarmed
everywhere, To save themselves, your con-
federates handed the stuff over to you.
You have the jewels on you at this momnient
done up in the two packages. As yon and I
were together, you were naturally not sus-
pected, and so eould get easily away with
the swag. A telegram was sent to you, tell-
Img you to cateh the Harwich boat train, and
to hand the jewels over to your acecomplice
either onm that, or in Holland. My dear

_ count, I relieve you of the necessity!

I regret the necessity which compels me
to do this,” Vaughan said pocketing the
Jewels. “All the same, by so doing I am
perhaps saving you from a life of crime. My
advice to you is this, don’t keep this appoint-
ment with your brother, Count Otto ven
Diehling, but go quietly away. Write to him,

and tell - him that the one who took the :

spoils from you was Adrian Vaughan, and
that if either he or any of his infamous gang
try to terrify you into eriminal acquiescence
again, they will answer to me for it! I wish
you a very good-night!”

‘He sprang on to the step as the cab’s
speed was momentarily checked, and, lifting
his soft felt hat, bowed, and, opening the
door, sprang out, and was lost te sight. :

Ferrers Locke Viakes a Viove !

*DARING JEWEL ROBBERY AT
; ROYAL EDWARD HALL.

THIEVES GET AWAY WITH £55,000
WORTH OF SPOIL.

DUCHESS’ GREAT LOSS.
THREE ARRESTS!”

THE

Prom the corner of the settee on which
Ferrers Locke had thrown the copy of the
“Evening News,”” the headlines that told of
the most perplexing robbery of the century
stared up at him. The opening of the door
caused him to look up with a start as Baker
came-slowly in.

“You leok about used up. Sit down while
I mix you up a drink.”. Locke went to the
sideboard, -while Baker flopped into the wel-
come arms of a big chair. :

“For once I don’t deserve my namel”
laughed the never-tired man. . “The chase
after that blessed moter-hoat has pretty well
done me in. Thanks!” - He took a deep
draught from the brimming tumbler. * That's
better. I'm sorry, but there’s no luck!”

“fniron; no trace

Your great danger lay in the thefts -

Locke filled his huge pipe thoughtfully.

“¥You discovered nothing?”’

“Nothing to give the slightest clue to the
identity of the man who ftried to kill Polt-
£ the present whereahouts
of the motor-craft, no sign of the fellow’s
having made the slightest efiort to return
to the fence’s house In Shadwell again, For
five "days and nights I’ve watched the place,
/\Gvithout closing my eyes; I must confess I'm
ired.”

He leant back, a splash of colour stealing
into the cadaverous grey face as the spirit
did its potent work.

Locke evidenced no sign of surprise.

“I'm not altogether astonished. We're
working against fellows who are the very
top-notches in the world of crime, and they
won’t make the going easy for us. Every day
brings fresh evidence; but all these happen-
ings which have left us and the police so far
baffled—the theft of Ranguvy’s gold bowl,
the murder of Marconnon, the strange affair

e = %
Barshire loses a rope of pearls worth £13,0003:
the Honourable Adele Minsey-Drew, a cres-
cent of diamonds valued at £3,000; Sara,
Duchess of Deepdene, a pendantiof blue-watber:
Brazilian stones representing £14,000; Mrs.,
Moultney Levisin, a knot of pearls worth|
£8,000; and so on, Thieves were suspected;
Barton Dawe, Chief-Inspector Fee, and even
Sir Oliver, chief of the London police him-
self, were there.”

“And the thieves gob away?” ;

“Quite easily. Who planned the robbery?
The authorities believe a gang of Continental
sharks. Who actually carried out the theft?
Three men were detained on suspicion. Bub
where are the jewels? Each man was sys-
tematically searched before he left the build-
ing, yet not a single trace of the valuables
was found.”

“H'm! And where does this touch us—and
our affairs?”

Baker’s lethargy was

beginning to fall

away.

l recognised it.

The labourer thrust a piece of crumpled paper into the detective’s hand.

It was in the handwriting ef Harry Leigh, and Ferrers Locke started as he

£ | found this fastened to the leg of the pigeon,” announced
the man. (See page 20.)

at the house in Shadwell, and something else
“which I'll talk to you about later, are ali
eonfined to a very narrow circle of partici-
pants,. So you've brought ne news of any
kind 2”

Baker yawned. 3

“I can’t say that. 1've been over every
inch of the Seuth Shoré from the Lower
Port to Chelsea Road, and I've found out
that abont three o’clock en the morning of
Poltniron’s shooting, a small petrol engine-
driven boat put into a creek near Mariner’s
Reach; a man got out carrying a parcel. He
walked with it towards Benticy Mills, but
from there all trace of him disappears. Nor
has the motor-craft been seen again.”

An almosi imperceptible sigh broke from
Locke. The links were slowly being forged;
if ‘only they could be joined up and a chain

Wwas no escape.

“Have you seen to-day’s papers?”’ he asked,
after a pause. ¢

Baker’s gloemy hound’s eyes lit up.

“I’ve been sut of the world fer five days.
Has anything happened?”

“Something which only makes ocur task the
more diffieuls and neecssary to be sucecessfully
handled.” He leaned over and picked up the
newspaper.

“Three nights ago] Baker, a great Secicty
funetion was held in the Royal Edward Hall
Everybedy of note was present. Not until
io-day does the full sfory leak out. Lady

put round Adrian Vaughan from which there |

“At one very important point. Of course,
I'm not touching this case; the police have
it in hand, but I understand one of the guests
was none other than Paul Rutherford, the
musician.”

A low whistle of surprise broke from
Ferrers Loeke’s assistant. i

“Strange. Mr. Rutherford was at Kings-
weare Hali when the golden goblet vanished.”

“But stranger still, Baker, he did not turn
up at the Edward Hall at all. That night
he was at Burndale. As scon as I read {he
account I telephoned through to the magyor,
who with his own lips assured me that Mr.
Rutherford was in his company ifrom SIX
o’clock on Thursday evening until afterncon,
the fellowing day.” i

“Again, then, U fail to see how you are
interested.””

“Because the man who got hold of Ruther-
ford’s iuvitation, and who accepted it in
person, went to the ball, made up to repre-
sent the society entertainer. Isn’t it more
than a passing ceincidence that the fellow
who stole Ranguvy’s priceless cup shot poor
Mareonnon, and then sold the precceds of his
crime to Poltniron, should hear such a strii-
ing resemblance to Paul Rubherford?”

“1 thould think so. Then you deduce that
this fellow at the Bdward IHall was really
Adrian Vaughan?” ;

“YI've no alternative; although I must con.
fess I haven't a shadow of proof te back up
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my theory, except the cartridge clue in the
Marconnon murder case, and his threats of
vengeance on the dead man. Vaughan has
vanished utterly. It remains for me ‘to find
bim and identify him with the man we want.
‘Come in!”"—as a knock sounded without.
“Well, John, what do you want?”

Ferrers Locke's general factotum entered
silently. =

-A man wants to see you downstairs, sir—
& man with a pigeon.”

:Lecke glanced at the Empire clock on the
mantel. 3 '

- “I'm sorry, John, I can’t sce anyone to-
g;}gl,xyt. (Ask him to leave his card, or write

.John ran a horny hand threugh stragglin
silver-grey locks. ; = s
..“He ain’t that sort o’ chap, sir. I doubts
if: he can write hiy own moniker. He said
he’d brought the pigeon and you was to give
him five pounds.” : oo

,A shadow of perplexity settled on the
young detective’s face.

';Fwe.poundq for a pigeon! Baker, this
sounds interesting. We'll see the joker. For
onee I'll break through my rule.” A pigeon
ggbﬁv’g pounds interests me. Show him up,

1. * &

A minute later a tall, bull-necked fellow, in
the garb of a Iabouring man, stood in the
soft, rose-red light of the electric chandelier.
In his grimy. left hand he grasped a white
gﬁeon; the other held a well-brushed bowler

“You wished to see me?” lLocke said,
setting down his pipe.

The. other shuffled awkwardly, gave a twirl
to -his bowler, cleared his throat twice, then
began speaking at a rapid rate.

“You're Mr. Ferrers Locke, the detective?
R‘xght! My name’s Barker—Jabez Barker.
I'm a working man, I am. At seven o’clock
last -night 1 was working on my allotment
which runs. near the line -at ELeighton
Buzzard. - A white pigeon dropped —down
-almost at my feet—this pigeon. I picked it
up. A piece of paper was tied round its
foot; another picee under the right wing.
I've got both pieces of paper. One was
addressed to  whoever fourd the bird. I
found the bird. I want five pounds.”

He had rattied on like a country police-

man glving evidence before a local magis-
trate, His story only lett Locke mere
mystitied than ever.”

“How does. this affect me? Do you mind
my seeing the glips of paper?”

“You can ‘ave the fust one. Then I wanb
my five quid,” the fellow answered doggedly.

He thrust a sgware of crumpled notepaper |

into the detective’s hand. At the sight of
it & cry burst from him, for the handwrit-
ing was unmistakably that ef Harry Leigh.
This is what he read: :

“If the finder of this will take the sealed
note from the p ‘s wing and deliver it
immediately, wibh: seal unbroken, to Mr.,
Ferrers' Locke, 898, Baker Street, London,
‘1;\1!‘. 1Iiocka with give him five pounds for his
rouble.” =

In a flash $he money was passed to Jabes
Barker, who thereupon disgorged the second
note, which proved even more startling than
the first. It ram. as follows:

“My dear Ferrers,—I am in a deuce of a
hole. Something very strange has happened,
and ever since dad has treated me mosé
curiously. For nearly a week now 1 have
been kept a elose prisener in my rooms, the
outer doors of which are kept locked day
and night. €Can you find some way of seeing

me secretly firat, before taking any open.

steps to secure my freedom? To that end
1 shall be looking owt for you after dusk
of every day. Do come, ard perhaps you may
be able to put am end to this terrible state
of affairs. Yours, HARRY.”

Beads of meisture stood out on the detec-
tive's forehead wheas the reading of the note
was done.  Without 2 moment's delay he
dismissed Barker, and slipped onm a light
greatcoat. :

“Get some sleep, Baker, and expect me
back when you see me,” he said. “I'm off
to Northampten to see Mr. Justin Leigh—
or, rather, his som. I'lf ring you up in the
morning.”

It was growing !ate when he crept into the
spacious greunds- that surrounded the big
house in Kilworth Grove. From long know-
ledge of the place be knew the rooms Harry
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oeccupied. A light burned {n one—the window
of which was open. A dozen times, from
the shelter of the garden, he sent a curious
eall across the silence that separated them.
At last Harry himself came to the window
and caught sight of him -momentarily ~out-
tmed as he passed rapidly across a ghaft of

‘moonlight.

Locke waited for more than an ‘hour—in
fact, till he judged the last of the household
had retired to rest—before embarking on the
task of reaching his friend. A% last, how-
ever, the thing was doue. ;

“Thank goodness, you've come, Ferrers!”
Har;{ whispered. “This business i3 pretty
awfut.”

“Bit down, old man, and tell-me just what
‘has happened,” the detective said -quietly.
“Your note reached me only a few hours
ago.” . :
Harry told 2 startling, but dramatically
simple story.

“Last Saturday morning I woke very
early—¥ judge between a quarter fo four
and four.
break beyond the trees at the end of the
garden. Somehow I felt restless. . Anything's
better than lying in bed in such a state.
I got-up, stepped into a dressing-gown, and
looked out of the window. Then I saw
something moving stealthily among the trees.
The thought that perhaps burglars were
about the grounmds frightened me. I drew
back and watched. Outside everything was
sbil—no sound except the faint rustling
made by the man in the garden. After a
time he went away--some . tramp, possibly
who had found a night’s shelter .among the
trees. I decided to get back into bed, as I
felt cold. I went {o the window.to close
it, when a curious sound fell on my ears—the
sound of the man digging in the garden.
Ferrers, it was rotten to listen to the
dull thud as the spade struck into the
earth, I wanted to know that the man
in the garden was not burying a body.”

“Dont think of sueh things,” Locke said.
“Leave m~ to solve-the mystery of the
strange man and the hole he dug. Well,
what occurred next?”

(Plenty of excitement in the next instalment.)

Fhe light was just beginning to-
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A Boon for Winter Evenings. Lists Free.—Desk E., DEAN CINEMA CO.,
64, Drayton Avenue, West Ealing, London. -

VENTRH.OQU's and {en amusing dizlogues enables anyone to learn this

Wonderfu! Laughable Art. Only 1/-, post free. *Thousandg Delighted.” (Dolls supplie
Thought-Reading, 8d., Mesmerism, Is. 2d.—G. Wilkes & Co., Stocktos, Rughy, Eag:

MODEL STEAM ENGINES.—Lotomotives, Railways, Electric Motors &
Dynawmons, Batteries, Accumulators, Mode! parts, fittings, eto., ato. Interesting

oad, Aston, Birmingham. -

~ CUT THIS O'UT

Send this coupon_with P.0. for only §/- direct to the Flest Pem Co.,
119, Fleet St., London, E.C.4. In return you will receive {pont freo) &
splendid British Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6. If
Yyou save 12 further coupons, each will count as 2d. off the price; so you may
send 13 coupons and only 3/-. Say whether you want a fire, medium, or broad
nib. This great offer is made to introduce the famous ¥Fleet Per &o the
POPULAR readers. (Foreign postage exira.) Satisfaction guaranteed or
cash reiurned. Selt Filling, or Safety BModels, 2/- exira.

Vaiue 8d.

%g‘ WONDERFUL WAY TO INCREASE HEIGHT. HONOURED BY
MMANDS FROM KINGS, ROYALTY. (Copyright.) - Particulars Fres.
Apply—Dept. F.,, PERCIVAL OARNE, CAERPHILLY, CARDIFF.

“ CURLY HAIR!' —Wonderful results by using RBoss* “ WAVEIT.”
Wsaves and curls straightest hatr. Bundreds of testimonials. 1/3 and 2/8§
(stamps accepted).—ROSS (Dept. Pj, 173, New North Road, London, N, 1.

LOOK! 2 SCIENTIPIC PROBLEM.—Write now - for: YOUR
8 OWN GHOST, which appears and disappears at will. Only
1/3.~MILLEY CO, 5, WINCHELSEA ROAD, TOTTENHAM, N.17.

CONJURING TRICKS, 55 &/ oni F&?:.F‘;%:;,%f;

frick, 1/-—IDEAL COMPANY, OLDCHURCH ROAD, CLEVEDOR.
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Advertisement offices; The Fleetwa
3Lbroad, 1ls. per annum; Bs, 6d. {or

six months. Sole

Friday bﬁ the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press, Limited, The Fiestway Hduse, Farringdon Stree
ouse, Farringdon Strce;.' I'm'udgn. g‘ (2& l’“'i 13 o Ta s 5

. ! on or Sou rica : ¢ Central Ne: A ., Ltd. Sole agenta for Aust
fealand : Messrs, Gordon & Coteh, Lid.; and !ot'Ganada;lg‘hc Imperial News Co., Lid. g Samrdg}vf Jmi?gg Bth, 192{9“@“ t ’u)si‘m!&a oull Rew

t. London, E.U. 4.
Bubsoription rates: Enland, 13s. per annum; 6s. 6d. for six months,

made easier. Our new enlarged book of easy instructions :

glutratod oatalogue, 6d. (P.0.'s only).—MODEL CO., 38 (A.P.), Queen’s




