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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

in Charge!
D]:.\ my minor?”
Bulstrode of the Remove asked the
question,
It was Wednesday afternoon—a

half-holiday at (reytriars, Bulstrode minor
had been at the school nearly a week now,
and he had not won golden opinions.

He had settled down in the Second Form
to have no f{riends, and few acquaintances
even.
¢id not take any trouble to make them do
s0.. As a matter of fact, his tastes were
older than theirs.

Bulstrode minor ‘was, ip plain language, a
precocious young rascal. His amusements
were those of a man, not of a boy—and not
of a high-minded man, either.

If his major had been the old reckless
Bulstrode, he would hardly have been quite
so hardy and reckless as Herbert wished to

e

As Bulstrode had changed, the brothers
bad little in common,

From a sense of duty and affection Bul-
strode. stood by his minor much as he could.
But he was in a different Form—two Forms
above his minor—and there was little he
conid do, beside give advice.

And advice was The last thing that Herbert
Bulstrode wanted.

' He wanted to neglect his lessons, do his
prep in a slovenly, careless way, and find
all sorts of forbidden amusements outside
the school.

He had lopked to. his brother to help in
that all; and at one time Bulstrode might
have done so. But that time was past. He
was willing to help Herbert, but only in the
right . path, and the bitterness of the
younger brother against the elder grew and
augmented every day.

Bulstrode generally went about with a
gleomy expression upon his face in these
days, and Harry Wharton & Co., who under-
stood what his feclings were, did all they
ecould to make things casy for him,

But they could not stand Herbert.

The best they could do with the new fag
was to let him*alone, and that they did,

Herbert’s major bad refused to introduce
him to Mr. Cobh and the set of sporting
gentlemen who met at the Cross Keys to
make things lively, and sometimes to make
night hideous.

But Herbert had no intention whatever of
being left out of that select set. He knew
all ‘about ib, from what Bulstrode had told
him, and his intention was to join the com-
pany at the Cross Keys at the earliest pos-
sible moment. And, as he had plenty of
pocket-money, he was certain to be a wel-
ecme guest there—at all events, so long as his
pocket-money lasted,

On this special half-holiday the Remove
playing a practice-match, with two elevens
from their own Form in the field. Bulstrode
ought to have been thinking wholly of foot-
ball, as captain of the Remove. As a matter
of faoh, he was thinking almost wholly of
his minor.

After’ dinner, Bulsérode minor had disap- L.p

peared. Bulstrode had intended to take him
down to Little Side and instruct him in the
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rudiments of football—a game for wiich the

‘pew junior showed the keenest dislike.

But, Herbert was not to be found.

Bulstrode looked up and down and round
about him, but he was not to be discovered:
the Close and the cloisters were drawn biank,
and he was not in the passages or in the
Form-rooms.

Bulstrode asked everyone he met for news
of him, and he received unsympathetic. replies
from most of the fellows.

“I haven't seen the cad, zmd 1 don’t want
to,” said Coker of the Fifth

“Lost him?” asked Temple of the Fourth.
“Good thing, too! I hope you'll never find

the young blighter again!”

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry were look-

ing for Bulstrode, and they met him in
the Close, heated and worried by his long
search.

“Seen my minor?”

Wharton shook his head.

“No. I suppose he's gone ont.”

“We're waiting to  begin,”
Cherry. “Ceme on, Bulstrode

Bulstrode’s brows contracted.

“I—1 can’t come,” he said. “I'm anxious
about Herbert. Yon know what he is: I
can’t help thinking the young ass bas get
into trouble!”

“ Why?"

“He’s made the acquaintanece of Cobb and

said Bulstrode, with a worried lo
“I heard it frem Vernon-Smith. He s
Herbert at the Cross Keys.”

Wharton frowned.
“Vernon-Smith's
said.
what he says, if it's against anybody.”

Bulstrode shook his head.

“Oh, 1 asked Herbert!” he said.

“And what did Herbert say?”

“He told me to mind my own busine

“H'm!”?

“And now I suppose the young fool has
gone down to the Cross Keys,” said Bulstrode.

“1 shouldn’t wonder.”

“But——" began Bob Cherry. “Huallo,
hallo, hallo! What's the row?”

There was a hubbub in the direction of the
gates., A crowd of juniors could be scen
there, and over the forest of Greyiriars caps
appeared the helmet of a policeman.

“P.-¢c. Tozer!” exclaimed Beb Cherry.

“What’s the row, I wonder?”

The three Removites walked down quickly
towards the gates. The exclomations t

added Bob

he
“I shouldn’t take too much notice of

not over-truthfui,”

heard as they approached quickly
enhghtfned them.

“Tozer’'s got him!”

“It’s Bulstrode’s minor!”

“He's been canght!”

“Serve him right!”

“What are you going to do with him,
Tozey ?*

Bulstrode turned pale.

“It's my minor!” he exclaimed.

“Looks like it

Bulstrode pushed his way forcibly t,hrouah
There were angry ejacu-

the fellows saw whom it was thev let him
ass,

Bulstrode’s face was pale and set.
“Herbert!” he exclaimed, as he reached

the. spot where the policeman stood, with his
grasp upon the fag.

P.-c. Tozer, the con~tab1e of Friardale, had
his grasp upon the scruff of Herbert’s neck,
and the blaek sheep of the Secoud Form was
a helpless prisoner.

He was wriggling in the grasp of the fat
policeman, but he had no chance of getting
AWaAYy.

“What's the matter?” demanded Bulstrode
huskily. “What have you been doing, Bertie?”

“Which I've caught “im!” said P.-c. Tozer

loftily.
“Caught him! What was he doing?”
,\monmg”’
taking ’im to the *Ead,” said
Pozer. “I'm tuking ‘im to Dr. Locke,

n. dooty bound.”

“Serve him right!” said Dicky Nugent. “I
warned him about his caddish *rr}eka and he
. won't take a warning!”

“A Hcking wiil du him good!” Sammy
Bunter remarked. “You see, he's seftm, a
horrible example to all us qe&nt chaps !’

“First I've heard of your being decent!”
vsmd Dicky.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bulstrode gutued his teeth.
marched Bu}shrode minor omward, and they
dl::J-DDE"II‘ed muo the House. Ten minutes
later, anybody who had passed the Head's
bbum conld have heard mournful: howls pro-
ceeding from ‘it.

Bulstrode minor was paying for his sins.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

A Night “ Out.”

COBB, the landlord of the Cross
}.exs, and the greatest rascal in
Frmldlle»ox‘ in tt‘e whole county,
parleur:
showed no signs of fatigue. Perhaps thzt
was hecause “he was aceustomed tc lie in

for that matter—sat in his little
bed until ten or eleven o'clock in the morn-

P.-¢ TFozer

The hour was late, but Mr. Cobb

inz; or perhaps he derived support ifrom
the bottle that stocd at his elbow, sud

from. which. he incessantly 1ep‘emshed his
glass. Mr. Cobb had a very red face and a
still redder nose, which showed: that he was
a frequ,m, indulger in the cup that cheers,
or, at all events, jnebriates.

Mr. Cobb was nct zlone. r. Bunks, the
bookxmler was sitting at tlm able opposite

o with o glass at his eibow and
gar in his m Jonth.
'Lhere “was no ome else in, the room, hut

the French window, opening upen the gardemn,
was open, and it looked as if the two men
were expecting somcone.

There was & step in the garden.

“Good-evening, young gentlemen!”
M!‘. Cobb. blandly, rising to, his feet.

* But it was only one person- that came
through the open French window—Bulstrode
minor, red with haste and dripping with
rain.

My, Cobb Jooked past him into. the dark-
ness and pouring rain.

“Where is Master
 asked,

said

Vernon-Smith?” be

Bulstrode minor gasped for breath.
“He can’t come,” he said.

(Copyright in the United States«of'dmem‘ca_.)
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*Can't come'”

“He's been prevented.”

“Oh! So you've come alona2?” said Mr,
Cobb surlily.

Herbert, flushed.

**Neos: I I’m not welcome

“Oh, you're right welcome!” said Mr.
Banks who, in his present state of stoniness,
was eager to relieve the junior even of a
few half-crowns. “Sit down and dry your
boots. Better take your jacket off.”

“Thank you!”

Mr. Cobb had taken a new pack of cards

out of a drawer for Herbert Bulstrode’s
benefit. They were conveniently marked on

the backs so that the dealer could tell which
cards he was giving out, and Mr. Cobb was
an old and experienced dealer, and well
accustomed to the marks on those cards.
The swishing of the eards as-Mr. Cobb
shuffled them was like music to the ears of
the foolish lad from Greyfriars.
He turned towards the table
gleammnr eyes.
“1'm ready to play!” he ekcl‘nm d.
“Better dry your boots
“0Oh, my boots are all right!”

with eager,

“Just as you like,” said Mr. Cobb. “What
is the game to be—nap or banker?”

“Nap,” said Mr. Banks.

“Right-ho!”

Herbert Bulsrroc“ dropped into a chair

by the table.

As a matter ot fact
jacket were both wet,
he sat down,

hig trousers and his
and he felt a chill as
but he hardly noticed it in

. his excitement.

The unfortunate junior felt highly honoured
at being. allowed to play with old, ex-
~periwenced sportsmen like Mr. Cobb and Mr.
Banks. He did not seem to have the least
suspicion that he was as wax in their hands,
and that their only uce for him was to fleece
him of his money.

“The Jluck was against vyou last time,
young sir,” said Mr. Banks. *“I dare say

you will clean us out this evening.”

“Oh, I hope so!” said Herbert.

An hour clicked away on the metal clock
on Mr. Cobb’s mantelpiece. The whole build-
ing was silent save for the movements and
occasional muttered remarks of the gamblers
in the inn parlour.

All the time the pile of silver before
* Herbert Bulstrode - diminished more and
more. At the end of the hour he was down

to his last coin, and he lost again, and had
to owe a balance to the others.

Then he paused, white and haggard.

Luck, as he fancied it, had been against
him, and he had lost; he was cleaned out.
He had not a coin left in his pockets.

Mr. Cobb and Mr. Banks exchanged
glances. Not a glimmer of pity for their un-
happy victim was in their looks or in their
hearts; only grim amusement, which they
hardly troubled to conceal. They were too
accustomed to fleecing the foolish and
ignorant to have any tender feelings letv
on the subject.

ferbert gave them a haggird look.

“I'm cleaned out!” he muttered.

“Quite out?”’ asked Mr. Banks.

“Quite, Will you take my I O UT?”

Mr. Banks rose from the table.

“I'm afraid 1 must be off now,” he re-
marked. “I've stayed tco long, as it is.
You'll excuse my hurrying off, Cobb?”

“Certainly,” said Mr. Ccbb.

Mr. Banks went by way of the bar, and
Mr Cobb accompanied him. Herbert sat
alone and miserable. He heard a clinking of
glasses in the bar. Mr. Cobb came back
into the little parlour alone.

Herbert looked at him gloomily.

“So you won't play en my I O U?” he
said.

Mr. Cobb smiled blaundly.

“I would with pleasure,” he replied, “but

it’s so late. Do you know it's close on one
o'clock?. We've been closed here a long
time. I must get to bed.”

“You could stay up long enough to win
all my money,” said Herbert bitterly.

Mr. Cobb turned upon him.

“Do you want me to give it you back?”
he asked scornfully. “When we let you mto
this game, we took you for a sportsman

“I don’t want it back; but—"

“We'll give you vour revengs at any
time,” said Mr. Cobb.

“Yes, but—"

“But just ‘now you ought to be getting
bhack to bed. Bless it all, you came an hour
iate, and you've been heére over an hour,”
said the landlord of the Cross Keys. “I
should gﬂt into trouble if it were known,
anyway.

Herbert rose heavily to his feet.

“I suppose T'd better go,” he said dully.

“Yes. Good-night!”

Herbert Bulstrode did not reply.

He crossed to the door, put on his cap,
and strode out into the ‘darkness and the
rain. Mr. Cobb meditatively mn.ed a fresn
glass of whisky-and-water, with a smaller
proportion of water than ever.

“Seven quid,” he murmured. “Three-pun-
ten for me, and three-pun-ten for Banks.
And not so bad for an hour’s work, neither.”

He sipped his whisky-and-water with great
enjoyment. When it was finished. he erossed
to the window to close it. He started a
little as a drench of rain camie into. his
face.

“By gum!” Cobb. “It's
still raining.”

He gazed out inte the rainy night in some
uneasiness.

The rain was descending in blinding
torrents, and the Greyfriars lad had gone
out into the heart of it, without even an
umbrella, without ever an overcea

“By gum!” murmured Mr. obb. “He'll
get wet!”

He closed ths window.

murmured Mr.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Way of the Transgressor!
ERBERT walked blindly away from
the darkened inn.
There was not a single light
gleaming from a window 1n the
front of the Cross Keys as Herbert came out
into the street. There was no light in the
street save the glimmer of a street lamp far
away.

The moon was higden behind black elouds.
The rain was coming down Iast, thicker and
thicker every moment.

Herbert Bulstrode hardly noticed it.

Or rather, the dash of the cold rain in his
face had - a reviving effect upon him. He
did not think for the moment of the danger
of getting wet, after the heated and stifling
atmosphere of the inn parlour.

He tramped out blindly and doggedly
the rain.

The - unfortunate 1lad turned = his face
towards the distant school. He was ex-
h;x;zsted, tired out, depressed, utterly miser-
able.

His money was gone,

The luck he had hoped for bad not been
his—he had lost all his money, and now he
had the prospect of the result of it to face.

For the money could not be lost without
inquiry. His father had sent it to him to
pay for his bicycle. If the machine was not
paid for, his father would hear of it. How
would he explain the loss of the money?

1e could not even say that he had lost it.
for the number of the note would then be
sent to the police, and it would be stopped.
And that note was in Mr. Cobb’s pussession.

Certainly, it would serve Mr. Cobb right
to lose it if he had to give it up. But it
would be only too clearly proved that Her-
bert had gone to the Cross Keys that night
——and that meant expulsion from Greyfriars.
And he knew what kind of a reception his
father would give him at home if he re-
turned there expelled in disgrace from Grey-
friars.

How was he to account for the loss of the
money ?

His brother might help him. He thought
of that with a sudden sense of relief.

His brother, whom he had insulted and
injured—would he help him? Could he help
him to that extent?

But even that was not all! Even if the
money were replaced, what then? The
foolish lad was already thinking of further
attempts to win back what he had lost. To
win back one’s losses—the mirage that has
led so many gamesters on to their doom.
That was the wild vision that Herbert conld
not drive from his mind.

He tramped on through the rain

The water was soaking through
clothes. He was drenched to the skin, cven
his boots were soaked.  But he did rot
notice it. Rapid motion kept him warm,
and he did not care for the rain,

into

his

Herbert stopped at the school wall, out
of breath.
He clambered over the wall. He was

feeling sick and faint.

He rolled over the wall, missed his hold,
and fell inside. He had not the strength to
rise for the moment. He lay dazed in the
rain.

When he staggered to his feet at last, he
groped his way across the Close, the rain
beating down upen him hard and flercely.

The boy paused by the house wall, where a
rope of sheets hung fluttering from the
window of the Second Form dormitory.

soaked him.

He supported hiraseif with his hand upon
the stone wall, while ke groped for the
window-sill above him.

Ag- a matter of fact, the unfortunate lad
was almost in a fever bv this time, although
he did not realise it.

He climbed upon the window-sill, and
groped and groped for the futtering rope,
which the wind ecarried out of his reach.

He grasped it at last, and began to elimb.
hls head was swimming.

“I must get in!” he muttered fiercely. *I1
must get in!”

He clung desperately to the rope,

But he could not climb. &mm and again

he tried, but it was |mpose1ble
was ~pent his brain was reeling.

He made an effort to get upon the lower
sill again, and missed it. = The rope e&lid
through his hands, and he fell.

Cmsh' -

He hardly felt the shock as he fell—only
a dull pain, and then oblivion.

He made one feeble movement, and lay
still—silent—his white, set face uptnmed to
the pouring rain.

Heavier and heavier the rain bheat down
upon him—harder and heavier. It ran over
him in little streamlets, it covered him and
He did pot move.

His strexmth

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
An Alarm in the Night!
QUELCH, the master of

R. 5
Remove, stirred in his bed
awoke.

A strange sound was ecchoing
through his room, and several times he had
stirred in his sleep, unconsciously disturbed
by it, and now at last his eyes opened.

wash swish !
Mr.

the
and

§ Quelch started as the sound came
again at the window.
Something white fluttered through the

darkness, and swished on the window-panes,
and fluttered away again.

For some moments the Remove-master
stood petrifed. Then a swilt thought flashe
into his mind, and he threw the window up.

Swish!

He caught at the fluttering objeet with his
hand, as “the wind blew it nearer.

It was a rope of sheets, soaked and
dripping with rain, blown about by the wind,
which was rising and blowing more freshiy
from the sea every momeunt.

“Dear me!” said Mr. Quelch,

He knew what the rope of sheets meaut.
it meant that someone had descended from
a window above, and from the situation of
the rope Mr. Quelch knew that it must be
from .the Second-Form ' dormitory.

A very grim look came over his face.

He turned on his electric light, dressecd
himself qmd\h, and quitted the bed-room.

With quiet steps he made his way up to
the next floor, and entering the Second-}iorm
dormitory, switched on the light.

The sound of the door opening,
suddes” glare of light, awakened many of the
boys. D)cl\y Vugent sat up in bed, rubbing
his eyes.

“Hallo!” he muttered.

“Groo!” said Gatty.

“Wharrer marrer?” murmured Sammy
Bunter, half in his sleep.

Mr. Quelch strode into the room.

“Someone has broken bounds and gone out
of this dormitory by means of a rope from
the window,” he exclaimed sternly.

“My hat!”

Mr. Quelch glanced up and down the
dormitory. The bed next to Sammy Bunter’s
was empty.

“Bunter minor!™

“Groo! Yessir! Yaw-aw!”

“Whose bed was this, next to yours?”

“Bulstrode minor's, sir!”

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips. He had
aiready observed something of the little wnys
of Bulstrode minor, although the new boy
was not in his Form

“Bulstrode minor!” he repeated.

and the

“Where

‘is he now?”

Sammy Bunter groped under his pillow for
his spectacles, put his glasses upon hisz fat
round nose, and blinked at the empty bed.

“He seems to be gone, sir,” he stammered.

“I know he is gone. He bad evidently left
the room by a rope from the window,” said
the master of the Remove.

“My hat!” ejaculated Sammy Buater in-
voluntarily.

“Da you know where he is gone?”

“No, sir.”

“Do you know, Nugent minor?”

Dicky Nugent sheok his head.

Tue PorULAR.—No. 105,
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“Ne, sir. T had no idea that he was gone.”

“ Does -anyone here knowy” =

There was no reply.

Most of the Second-Formers were awake by
tiis time, but the few who had some sus-
picion of where the new boy was gone wero
Dot inclined to betray him to a Form-master.
They might dislike Bulstrode minor, and they
might rag him, but their code of honour
forbade anything like sneaking toc a master
about a Form-fellow.

“Has Bulstrode minor ever heen absent of
a night helore, Nugent?” asked Mr. Quelch,

“1 dow't know, sir.”

“And you cannot tell me where he Is
gone?”

“1 don’t know, sir.”

“ Very well. I shall acquaint Mr. Pyle

with this, and he will doubtless look into
the matter,” satd the Remove-master quietly,
“What are you getting up for, Nugent
miunor?”

“l was thinking, sir—>
hesitated a little. >

“Well?” said Mr, Quelch sharply.

“It was a jolly risky bizney getting down
from the window, sir,” faltered Nugent minor.
;Tgxe silly young ass may have fallen, and—

na. .

Mr. Quelch started.

“1 will look in the Close at once,” he said.
“You may go back tb bed.”

*Yes, sir!”

The Remove-master extinguished the light
and lefy the ddrmitory, but the Second Form
did mot go to sleep in a hurry.

The novel occurrence had excited them too
much for that. They sat up in bed, discuss-
ing it in low, excited tones.
~ Mr. Queleh hurried down to the bed-room
of the Second Form master, and calted Mr.
Pyle. That gentleman, when he heard what
the Remove master had to tell him, dressed
himself at once.

“Mr. Pyle lighted a bicycle lantern, and the
two masters descended the stairs. They put
on macintoshes, and went out into the Close.

2 wind and rain drove forcefully into

Dicky Nugent

their faces, and they gasped for breath as.

they quitted the shelter of the doorway.

“Bless my soul! What a night for a lad
to venture out!” Mr. Pyle gasped.

"1 imagine he went out hefore the storm
came on,” Mr. Quelch said. ]

“Yes—yes, 1 suppose s6.”

“This is the way.”

Keeping close to the wall, to avoid, as far
as possible, the force of the wind, the two
masters made their way to the spot directly
beneath the window of the Second Form
dermitory.

Mr. Pyle flashed the light through the rain.

A sudden cry hroke from him.

“Good heavens!”

“What is it?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“Oh, look

Then the Remove-master echoed the other's
exclamation. -

The light of the lantern gleamed upon a
white face upturned in the rain—a white, set
face, that seemed already to have the seal of
death set upon it.

. “Bulstrode' minor!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch,
in horror. “Then he had fallen!”

“Oh, heavens!” :

Mr. Pyle looked at the white face I
fascinated horror.

For the momeut he could not find his
voice. He trembled in every limb as he
looked upon the ghastly countenance of
Bulstrode minor.

“Is he—is he>—" he faltered.

He could mot finish the sentence. The
terrible word that was in his mind seemed
to refuse to pass his lips.

Mr. Quelch did not reply immediately.

He knelt beside the insensible junior, and
felt his heart for  moment. -A low exclama-
tion of relief escaped him,

“No,” he said quietly.

“He lives?”

“Yes.” .

“Thank Heaven!”

“He is insensible,” said the Remove-master,
in a low, agitated voice. “How much he is
infured it is impossible to tell here. Help
me to get him into the house.”

“Yes, yes!”

They lifted the lad hetween them, and.
drenched by the rain as they went, they bore
him into the house.

“Bring him into my room,” said Mr. Quelch.

W Bub—

“He cannot he taken into the dormitory.
It may be impossible to move him again, and
Eedmﬂy need quict. He shall be put into my

od.”

“But you—7

“Never mind me.”

THE PGPULAR.—Noe. 105,

‘master

“Very well.”

Bulstrode  minor was earried into Mr..
Quelch’s room. He was laid upon a couch,
and there the Form-master undressed him to
examine his injuries. The junior was still
insensible. Mr. Quelch glanced round at the
agitated master of the Second. E

“Will you wake Wingate?” he asked.

Yes, yes, certainly! But ik

““Tell him a boy has had an accident, and
ask him to cycle to Friardale for a doctor.”

“In this weather—-"

“It may be a case of life and death.
‘Wingate so, and he will not hesitate.”

“Very well.”

Mr. Pyle quitted the bed-room. The
Remove-master stripped the unhappy fag and
rubbed him dry with a towel. The fall from
the rope had not caused any great injury—it
had been. too short—but the hoy was
evidently in a serious state. The Remove-
put him into the bed, and covered
him -warmly up. =
- Then Mr. Quelch sat by the hedside watch-
ing him, sleepless now, anxious only for the
lad whose temerity and desperate hardihood
had cost him so dear; and, meanwhile,
Wingate of the Sixth was on his bicycle,
riding . furiously through wind and rain for
the doctor from Friardale.

Tell

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
= " Under the Shadow!
HERE were hushed voices in Grey-
friars that morning. Even the
Second Form were quiet, and moved

about on tiptoe. . :

Bulstrode minor was sick.

Thut was all the news at first, but it was
known, and perfeetly well understood, that
the sickness was of a serious nature.

All kinds of rumours were afloat on the
subject; but one thing seemed to be clear—
that Bulstrode minor had broken hounds the
previous night, that he had failed in his
attempt to re-enter the school, and that he
had lain for 'some time unprotected in the
rain, in a faint of some sort.

Such an experience was likely to tell
heavily upon the strongest constitution, and
Bulstrode minor’s constitution was far from
being strong.

It might have been, but by his own ways
and habits he had reduced himself to a frail
and irritable condition, prone to break up
utterly under any unusual strain.

And under this strain the weak and ill-
conditioned body had failed him. He was
awakened in a fever, and even yet he did
not know the faces round him.

Dr. Payne had not left the school. That
alone was a serious aspect of the case, for
the local doctor was a busy man. And when
Trotter, the page, was sent down to the
village at breakfast-time, with a telegram
for Bulstrode’s father, an electric shock ran
through the school.

Mr. Bulstrode had been telegraphed for.

Then there was no time even for a letter!
The discovery gave the whole school a pain-
ful shock. It was realised that there was
danger!

Bulstrode minor was in danger!

The Greyfriars fellows were very quiet when
they went in to lessons that morning. There
was a stony calmness in George Bulstrode’s
face.

He was thinking of his brother, and he
could hardly realise the terrible truth of
it. Bertie was in danger! Forgotten now was
the sullen, obstinate nature, the fierce reck-
lessness of the black sheep of the family, the
cruel blow he had struck the previous night.
All was forgotten, excepting that he was Bul-
strode’s brother, and in danger!

Bulstrode moved about like a fellow in a
dream. And every other fellow in the Re-
move tried to show him some kindness. They
felt for him—they understood.

Mr. Quelch looked grave and reserved as
he took the class that morning. He pur-
posely spared Bulstrode, giving the captain
of the Remove little or nothing to do. But
presently it came to Bulstrode’s turn to con-
strue, and he rose to his feet, book in hand.

His cyes wandered on the page wildly as he-
vainly strove to fix his attention upon his
work.

The printed page danced before his eyes.
Instead of the lines of the old Roman poet
he saw a white face with the imprint of
death upon it looking at him from the book.

“Go on from Est in conspectu Tenedos,”
said Mr. Quelch softly.

Buistrode tried to go on.

But his voice: broke.
He suddenly laid down the book and

covered his face with his hands, and bursh

into tears. / :
There was a strange thrill in the class.
Such a scene had never been witnessed

‘the Remove Form-room before.

The burly Removite stood, his face hidden
by his hands, his strorg form shaken by &
heavy sob, while the class sat silent, grim.
Mr. Quelch came a step towards the eaptain
of the Remove.

“You need not:go on, Bulstrode,” he said
kindly. “I¥f you do not feel fit for work this
morning you shall be excused lessons.”

“Thank you, sir,” Bulstrode faltercd.

“You may leave the class-room, if vou
prefer.”

Bulstrode moved out of his place. .

The Form-room door closed hehind him,
and the Remove were left with concerned
faces. Few had ever dreamed of seeing Bul-
strode, once the bully of the Remove, break
down in public in this way.

Lessons were done that morning in-a very
desultory fashion, but the Form-master was
not hard upon the Remcve.

When the class was dismissed, they trod
from the Form-room on tiptoe, and gathered
in groups in the passages and the Close
to talk in hushed whispers. g

How was Bulstrode minor getting on?

That- was the question that was in all
minds.

He was in bed in Mr. Quelch’s room—the
Remove-master had given up his room to
the invalid. He was not in a state to be
removed to the school sanatorium. Dr. Payne
was still at the school. He had driven away.
for a couple of hours in the morning, but he
had returned—and remained.

Bulstrode’s father and mother were .ex.
pected every minute now. :

Bulstrode was hanging ahout the gates to
meet them, His face was colourless, and he
was untidy in his appearance, his eyes
haggard. The weight that had fallen upon
his life seemed to have completely crushed
the captain of the Remove. He had not the
heart to go down to the station and meect
his parents, but waited for them at the gates
of the school, hanging about with drocping
hea.d and his hands in his pockets.

Even Gosling, the school porter, gave him
a sympathetic look.

“You checr hup, sir,” said Gosling “Wot
I says is this ’ere, sir—you cheer hup, and
‘ope for the best, Master Bulstrode.”

Bulstrode nodded without replying. .

He could not speak. Hardly a word had
passed his lips since he left the Form-room
that morning, after breaking down in his
work.

There was a sound of wheels in the road,
and Bulstrode’s weary eyes raised themselves
from the ground. : ~

1t was the hack from the station that was
approaching, and Bulstrode could see his
father and his mother in it.

Only lately they had visited Greyfriars, on
the occasion of the cricket-match with St.
Jim's College, and on that ocecasion there
had been trouble between Bulstrode and his
people. That was over now: but there was
trouble of a more serious kind to greet Mr.
and Mrs. Bulstrode on this visit to Grey-
friars. The Head's telegram had naturally
caused alarm, and Mrs. Bulstrode was crying
softly in the hack, and the old gentleman,
who prided himself upon being hard and self-
contained, was sitting bolt upright, keeping
his features composed, hut with a great
effort.

The hack stopped, and Bulstrode opened
the door. - 5

Mr. Bulstrode, forgetting for the moment
the attitude of superhuman calmness he had
assumed, grasped the hand of his elder son.

“George!” * He broke off, gasping,
“George!”

“Yes, dad.”

“George! He's all right—so far?
goodness’ sake, tell me!”

“He’s only a little worse, the doctor says.”

“Only a little! Oh!”

They walked to the house together. Mrs.
Bulstrode was leaning heavily wupon her
son’s arm. Her veil was thick over her
face to hide her tears, but it could not
wholly hide them. The boys took off their
caps respectfully as they passed. S

“Mother,” whispered Bulstrode, “it wasn't
my faunlt—you know that. I looked after
him all T could.”

“I'm sure you did, my boy.”

“How did it happen?” said Bulslrode's
father. : s

Bulstrode told him. He made it as kind
for Herbert as he could. The old gentleman
listened with knitted brows.

“Poor cold Bertie was only reckless; he

For
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Shortly!

Look Out For It! 5

The light of the lantern gleamed upon
Mr. Queich, in horror.

a white face upturned

in the rain.
‘“ Then he has fallen from the window !"*

¢ Bulstrode minor !’ exclaimed

(See chapter 4.)

never meant any harm,” said Bulstrode, with
a break in his voice. “I—I wish I could
have helped him more.”

“I've no doubt you did all you could,
George,” said the old gentleman. “Take us
to him—we must see him.”

“This way, father!”

Mr. Quelch: received them at the door of
his-room, and showed them in to the bedside

where the sufferer lay.

| I than the face that lay upon it.

2 His eyes were wide open, staring
blankly at the ceiling overhead, and his white
lips were never still for a moment

From his moving lips poured an incessant
babble of words, as the fever moved him—
words that had a strange sound upon the
lips of one so young—half-told, broken stories
of reckless doings and wild experiences.

“Bertie,” murmured his mother— Bertie!
Don’t you know me?” :

The wild eyes did not even turn upon her.’

“He is delirious,” said Dr. Payne softly;
and he drew the weeping mother aside, and
she sapk into a chair by the window.

Mr. Bulstrode stood looking down upon the
delirious junior, He heard from his son’s
lips words he had never dreamed of hearing
from them.

Mutterings of gambling, of night excursions,
of smoking, and even of drinking—wild mut-
terings that were half true and balf
imaginary-—the fevered images of a maddened,
distorted brain.

“Good heavens!” muttered the unhappy
father. “Good heavens!”

Bulstrode stood with frozen lips. He had
gxpected afl this. He had known more.than

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Last 8Scene!
ERBERT lay in bed, and the pillow
under his head was hardly whiter

his father what his younger brother was like.
But there was no condemnation now in
Bulstrode’s face. What Herbert was saying
was only what he might himself have said
a few months before. Herbert was no worse
than he had been; but he had changed, and
Herbert had not. That was the difference.

And the downward path had Ied the un-
happy boy to this! Truly it was said from
of old -that the way of the transgressor
is hard.

Mr.. Queleh tapped Bulstrode lightly upon
the shoulder.

The boy understood, and he left the bed-
room silently, closing the door behind him.

He walked away miserably down the pas-
sage. At the end of the passage a group
of Removites were waiting for him.

Harry Wharton squeezed his arm.

“How is he now, Bulstrode?”

Bulstrode groaned.

““Worse!”

“I'm sorry! You're sure?”

“The doctor doesn’t say so, but I can see
it in his face,” Bulstrode muttered. “Herbert
is delirious now.” .

“§till delirious?”

“Yes, and when that goes id

Bulstrode did not finish,

The tears started to his eyes, and he strode
abruptly away, his bands thrast deep into
his pockets.

Without anything being said on the sub-
ject, the juniors came to understand gradually
that there was little or no hope.

It had a stunning effect upon them.

Fellows moved about the school as if in
a dream, and spoke only in whispers, or did
not, speak at all.

Bulstrode minor was dying! ¢

Every heart went out to Bulstrode at this
hour of anguish. Even fellows who had dis-

liked him tried to show what they felt, tried
to do any little service for him.

The captain of the Remove noticed nothing.

He was like a fellow crushed and dazed by
a cruel blow. He never spoke; he did nof
eat; he hardly raised his eyes from the
ground.

When, in the cool of the evening, Bulstrode
was called into the sick-room, all the fellows
knew what it meant, and they gathered in a
ecrowd at the end of the passage, very
silent.

Bulstrode entered the room of death with
white face and faltering steps.

He knew—yet he could hardly realise—that
he was about to lose his brother! /

Herbert lay back in the bed upon a heap
of pillows, his face white and drawn, his
eyes strangely large and seemingly luminous.

The delirium had passed, and he had been
left at the point eof utter exhaustion. The
candle of life flickered very low: the flame,
with nothing in reserve to draw upon,.was
about to expire. Life was spent in the frai
and wasted frame.

Herbert’s eyves turned upon his brother.
Mrs. Bulstrode was sobbing silently in a
chair by the window. Mr. Bulstrode stood
grim and silent, stunned, Bulstrode drew
slowly up to his brother’s bedside. —

Herbert’s white lips twitched into a kind
of* smile. i

“George !” he murmured, barely audible.

Bulgtrode came closer.

“QOh, Bertie!”

“I—I'm going!” muttered Herbert. “I
know it! They won't say so, but I know it}
I'm so sorry, George!”

“Bertiel”

“I've been rotten to you, and you've dons
all you could for me!” said Herbert hoarscly,

(Continued on page B8.J :
THE PorrLAr.—No. 105,
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SOME THRILLING INCIDENTS IN THIS GRAND LIFE STORY!

i

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 be 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
2 bad enemy of Tim Bobbin, of the same
COMPAny.

During the working of a certain film Bobbin
attempts to kill the young actor, but Eddie
saves himself from a terrible death by his
quick action.

The young actor hears later that the Eclair
Company have lost much of their money in

the production of several unsuceessful films,,

and the film in which Eddie Polo had taken
second part had reduced the eapital to such
an extent that Morrison asks his leading men
for new ideas. Eddie has an inspiration
which he confides to his manager. It turns
oub to be a circus story, which Eddie writes
himself, and, with the rest of the company,
pays Busto’s Circus a visit for the acting of
the various scenes.
(Now read on.)

With the Circus Again!

O say that the circus folk were glad

to see him is understating the case.

They met him at the station with

the circus band and triumphal pro-

cesgion, and even the mules flicked their ears

with pleasure when their old favourite came

and rubbed their mnoses; the elephant

trumpeted, and the camels locked a little less

supercilious. Busto emitted a gruff “God

bless me sowl!” and nearly crushed Eddie’s

hand to a pulp before trying to put the

remainder of the film people out of action in
a similar -manner.

Esta, with her hushand, Bud Truefit,
standing by, flung her arms around Eddie’s
neck and kissed him, much to his embarass-
ment and Stella Cleaver’s amusement, and
then did the same to the screen star, And
then came zli the others in turn—Ginger,
the clown, Red Cloud, Rex, the strong man,
and even the -men who set up and took
down the big canvas top. There was no
doubt about ‘the place that Eddie had won
in their hearts.

“Well, boys and girls,” said Morrison,
when Eddie managed at last to take up life
on the normal again, “you do seem glad
to see your old friend, and that’s a thing
I'm pleased to mote. And, by way of show-
ing my appreciation, I've got a little sur-
prise for ye. After tdhie performance this
evening—I see you've billed the return of
vour famous acrobat all over the township—
I'm going to rip up a screem in the big
tent, and then show you your boy doing
things to amuse bigger audiences than you
could accommodate. How's that strike you
for a treat?” : ;

He got his answer in the cheering yell that
went, up, and everybody registered a mental
note to-be present wihen the picture was
shown, 3

Eddie lost no time in getting into acrobat
costume, and then, all aloie in the big tent,
save for Busto and Ginger Wiggles, the
ciown, he went through a full rehearsal of
all his old tricks, just, as lie said, to rub
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the rust off his muscies. And he never made
a false move nor step; never missed by so
much as the eighth of an inch his calcula-
tions in gripping the swinging bars of the
trapezes.

And afterwards he sought out Busto,
Morrison, and Terence, the camera-man,
and explained to them the plot of his story.
It consisted, in the beginning, of an episode
that should show hew he came into the cir-
cus in the first place. The manager was to
make an announcement that his regular
acrobat was ill and unable to play, and that
he would pay anybody who ecould give an
acrobatic performance of the required type
a hundred dollars. Eddie was to come for-
ward and earn that hundred® dollars. Had
Del Rogeriguo, the Mexican,' been available,
Buste might have employed him for the pur-

pose this evening, but. as far as he and,

Eddie knew, that tarred and {feathered
gentleman had long since vanished over the
border to his native land. The principal
performers being in agreement, = Morrison
went off to see to his lighting, Terence to
instruct his assistant, Miles, and Busto to
fix up the gear for the stunt. Eddie, eall-
ing unto himself Bud Truefit and Dick For-
dyce, went on a tour of inspection around
the township, more to pass away the time
than for any particular reason. Bud and
Eddie swapped reminiscences, the cowboy
telling of the show’s vicissitudes since
Eddie’s departure, the acrobat confining him-
self to yarns about the work of the film
company. And in this pleasant fashion
they strolled -along, till, turning a corner
suddenly, they came across a little crowd
gathered upon a vacant plot, apparently
highly interested and amused at something
that was taking place in their midst

“A dog fight,” hazarded Dick Fordyce.

“More like a battle between a couple of
Injun braves,” supplemented Bud Truefit.

It wasn't. Neither of the three had
guessed within a mile of it. And yet it
was so simple.. Two men, attired in the
regulation singlet and tights of acrobats,
were working a street show. They had no
tent—they mwade no charge for admission.
They performed hand-balances and back-rolls
and springs, twisted and postured and
turned. and even wrestled with each other.
And with them was a fat-faced. leather-
lunged individual, who seemed to be taking
care of their clothes and acting as their
manager at the same time. As Eddie Polo
and his companions joined the crowd, the
bigger acrobat of the two was just engaged
in freeing himself from a rope tied around
him by some member of the audience, en-
couraged to negotiate what were by no
means diffiicult kpots by the mutterings of
his companion. It so chanced that when
the trio arrived the two acrobats had their
.backs to Eddie, but presently they both
turned round. That was the surprise—for
 both the performers were masked.

Eddie stood and watched the pair for a
moment, and it seemed to him that the eyes
behind the mask were regarding him intently.
‘FThen the man with the rope stepped out of
its coils and bowed to the audience, as the
coins. rattled on to the -spread out coat
placed ready on the ground for use as a
collecting-bag.-

“Trying to . queer your circus, Truefit,”
said Dick casually. “Why pay a dollar to

see Eddie Polo’when we can show you the

TRIUMPHS AND STRUGGLES:

same tricks on the sidewalk for a dime, and
you needn’t pay us if you don’t want fo.”

“S8ay, Mr. Dick yew ain’'t seen our Eddie
in action. so ter speak,.hev yew?” said Trne-
fit, “Never seen him a-fiyin’ like a rocket
from heaven to a plain, ornery trapeze—eh?”

“No, not exactly, though I have seen him
do a few things in the air,” was Fordyce's
reply. “I dare say, with a bit of practiee,
he'll get to be quite good at that sort of
thing in time.” >

Eddie grinned, for he recognised that Dick
Fordyce was pulling Bud Truefit’s leg,
Therefore, it didn’'t need Dick’s wink—shot
past Bud when the latter wasn't quite cn
his guard—to put bim wise. ‘
i “What?” Bud almost roared the -ques-
ion.
acrobat in ther hull world?”

Fordyce shrugged his
affected a drawl.

“Really, I don't,” he said. “You see, I
haven’t had the honour of making the ac-
quaintance of many of these travelling show-
men, having always heen iu a respectable
profession myself, and so 1 can’t arrive at
any conciusions backed by legitimate con-
clusions.”

Bud drew himself up and regarded the
immaculate Fordyce witn quizzical eyes.

“Here, Mister Smart Alec!” said Truefit,
his loyal and simple soul aflame at this ques-
tioning of his word. “Say that agin, slow,
so's I kin get yew proper.”’

Fordyce obliged, word for word.

“Yew yaller dog!” snarled Bud suddenly.
His hand dropped to his gun, and Fordyce
heard the old familiar click of the trigger
as its muzzle covered him. His hand went
aloft mechanically. “Yew yaller dog!” re-
peated Bud “Now yew’ll jest eat them
words of yourn, and yew’ll admit thet Eddie
Polo ain’t got no ekils on. through, or ahove
ther trapeze-bars, and thet thar ain't no
acrobat showin’ under any big top in ther
world as kin give thet lad points at his
own game. And then yew’'ll drop on yewr
knees—an’ I don’t care if it does .bag yewr
pants at ther knees—and beg ther lad’s
pardon fer ever doubhtin’® him.”

Dick gave a short laugh—a laugh that was
echoed from behind the cowhoy. Eddie put
out his hand and seized the gun, slowly
pointing its muzzle into the air, while Bud
wondered what was going to happen

“You old cuckoo!” said the lad heartily,
“Why, can’t you see that Mr. Fordyce is
pulling your leg—taking a rise out of you?
-You old pagan! -1 believe that he thinks as
much of me as you do, and admires what
little stunts I'm able to do no end. Any-
how, he’s often said so. You are a gink to
rise to a bait like that.”

Bud’s brows knitted together, and he re-
garded the laughing Easterner with questions
in his eyes. :

“Say, stranger,” he emitted at last, “is
thet so?”

“It is, sure,” said Dick.

Bud dropped the gun and thrust out khis
hand, and be took full payment for the joke
out of the handgrip that made Dick For-
dyce writhe and yell under its pressure.

“I'm right glad ter know it, and I ’polos
gise fer pullin’ a gun on an unarmed man!”
said the cowboy.

“Qur {riends, the masked acrobats over

shoulders and

there, seemi to be very interested in -oup

“Yew don’t reckon as Eddie's the best .
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tittle exhibition, Truefit,” said Dick, nodding.

“They halted on the other sidewalk when
you covered me, and, really, if it's only to
avoid disappointing them, I think rou cughu
. to shoot me out of hand.”
“No, yew don't stretch my leg any more,
© Mister Dick,” said the rugged man, with a
grin, “I couldn’t sit squar’ in ther saddle
il yew did.” .
“I want to have a chat with those chaps,”

said Eddie. “Let's go over.”

The two men, still masked, and their
manager, the red-faced individual, steod
waiting  till Eddie apd his companions
reached them

“BSay, brothers!” said Eddie genially.

“I've been watching a bit of your show this
afternoon, and, being in the -acrobatic line
myself, I'd like to say that your stunts and
tricks were quite good. Now, look here, do
you want a regular job or do you prefer to
work the sidewalk business? If you're
genuine artistes, you'll recognise that there's
lots to be said in favour of taking the
former when there’s a chance, and I Felieve
I can get you the chance. If you're just
out doing this for a holiday—well, there's
nothing more to be said about it.”

One of the masked men opened his mouth
to speak, and then suddenly seemed to
change his mind. He nudged his companion,
and both acrobats looked towards the red-
‘faced ome to speak for them.

“Waal, young sir,” said this man, in the
approved mendicant tcone, “these young
chaps ’as come to me an’ wants to run over
a few of the backspots of this free and
enligchtened kentry of ourn jest as they
pleases. I'm their manager, publicity agent,

* impresario, secretary and treasurer, and, as
they’'re under a vow never to speak a word
to anybody except in the way of their work
—you heard me doin’ the chin-waggin' jest
now—they can't explain to you here and
now. But, maybe, some day they will—and
if it so happens as you've got a job to
offer ’em that includes a salary for me as
well, maybe we’ll consider it when made in
the proper form. Do you own a show, by
any chance?”

“No, not yet,” said Eddie. “If I did I
should do my own acrohatic stunts. But
I've got a friend who does own gne, and
he’s shy a really good acrobat. He's Busto,
running the big top in the square a few
streets away, and if you'd go and see him,
and tell him Eddie Polo sent you, he'd he
willing, I dare say, to give you a try out,
and engage you if he thought you suitable.
I'm deputising for him at present; but I've

other work to do, and will soon have to
leave him.”
“Thank you kindly, young sir!” said the

red-faced man. “And it may be as we shall
act ‘'on yer advice. But, before takin’ any
definite steps, we'd like to see the big top
and it's fittin's, They might not be what
we want,”

“Well, why not drop in to see the show
to-night as ordinary visitors, and see the
kind of thing Busto wants?”’ asked Eddie.
“Here, I'll give you a note to the pay-box,
s0 that it'll cost you nothing.”

The upshot of the conversation was that
the three should present the note to the pay-
box and receive free seats, from which they

- should see Eddie do his performance, He
omitted to tell them the form it would
take, simply because he didn't think of it,
and finally he sent them away with a
promise to see Busto the mext morning.

“Thar’s somethin’ about one o' them
chaps as- makes me think I've run acrost
‘im  somewheres, Eddie,”” said Truefit.
“Ther tall, dark one, I means.” ¢

“The same thing with me, Polo,” said
Dick. “But, in my case, it’s the thickset
chap that seems familiar. If they'd only
spoken we might have recognised a voice.”

“I'm sure I've run across both, so I'm
worse than you,”” smiled Eddie. “But if
they desire to preserve their incognito—
well, it isn't for us to try and penetrate
it. Maybe we'll see their faces early
enough. I dare say they've been with some
good show.”

“It’ll have to have bin a good 'un if
they're a-goin’ ter satisfy Busto!’’ returned
Bud. “Yew've spoiled him fer any ornery
acrobatics, Eddie. Yew've bin so far above
ther ornery run o' tumblers thet he ain't
got patience with them chaps whose tricks
are learned outer books, instead o' worked
out in ther own heads. He'll—-"

“Oh, shut up, you old sycophant!' said

~ Eddie. “It's dinner-time, and I'm hungry.
Come along!”

Under the Big Top!

NCE again Busto's Great Travelling
Circus and Menagerie was full to
to the capacity of its seating
and standing accommodation. The

familiar smell of the sawdust and tan
brought back the old times to Eddie Polo
as, immediately under the eye of one of the
Eelair’s concealed cinema-cameras, he sat in
his seat as an ordinary fee-paying spectator.
He watched the antics of Ginger, the clown,
and applauded the funny bits as heartily as
anybody else. He smiled when FEsta kissed
her hand in his direction, and grinned at
the terrors of the man who had volunteered
to act as target for Red Cloud’s skillfully-
thrown knives and Bud Truefit's cowboy's
revolvers. And then, when the major por-
tion of the performance had been gone
through, there fell a deep silence e¢n the

7

“Suppose
to the hosses,
suddenly.

It was Eddie Polo, who adopting the
rough tones of the typical Westerner, and
looking more like a tramp than an acrobat
in the most ragged suit he had been ahle
to beg, borrow, or steal, had suddenly
butted in. Busto turned and regarded him
with a look that he fondly hoped expressed
unlimited scorn.

“My young friend,” said the showman, “1'il
take your advice—I'll cut the cackle and
get down to bedrock. Ladies and gentie-
men, so that you sha'n't be deprived of
your show, and having heard that there
are many acrobats in this world, I now
ofter a prize of a hundred dollars amd a
chance of a permanent engagement to any
voung feller who can come forward and

you cut ther cakle an’

guv'nor!” said a

come
voice

assembly as Busto, in his ringmaster's out-

give you an cmtertainment as gcod as-any

/
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Qinger took two strides across the tent, flung out an arm, and snatched

the mask from the stranger’s face.
doing here ? Haven’t you had enoug
_ trouble ?'' cried Qinger

¢ Rogeriguo—you! What are you
h hidings—haven’t you made enough
in surprise. (See puge 8)

fit, advanced into the centre of the

ampitheatre and held up his hand.

“Ladie§ and gentlemen,” said the show-
man, and there was the veriest ghost of a
smile playing about his eyes as he spoke,
“I am sorry to have to disappoint you,
but I've just received word that my
acrobat has been called away to attend the
wedding of his deceased wife's sister, and
that he can’t catch any train back in time
to do the performance to-night. I may
say, ladies and gentlemen, that my tmapeze
artiste is the best ever. Busto always gives
his patrons the best of everything! But
to-night that’s got to he cuft out. These
heautiful trapezes you see hanging from the
roof will receive safely no willowy form flash-
ing through the air like a long drink flashes
down a dusty throat! To-night there will
be no breath-stealing thrills that make
you wonder if the performer is going to
break his neck or bore a hole clean through
the centre of the world; to-night, ladies
and gentlemen, most as it goes to my heart
to say it, you're going to be deprived- of
the greatest treat ever! I think you've had
vour money’s worth already, but, just to
show that this ain’t no fake—ahem !—I mean,
isn't a piece of bunco-steering—I beg your
pardon, but I’ve lived in the West so long

you're likely to get in a travelling show!
One hundred dollars for half an hcur’'s work
on the trapeze! Who wants to earn it?”

“I do!” said Eddie Polo, rising in
seat.

“1 do!” said a tall, dark,- thin
stranger, rising also in his seat.

“I do!” sald a .short, thick-set man, aisc
masked, and also rising in his seat.

Busto pretended to regard them with
frightened - eyes. Eddie Polo he could
account for. But who were the other
two? It looked as if there were going tc
be complications.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” said the show-
man, rising to thé occasion nobly, “the earth
is fuller of acrchats than I thought.
Indeed, the half was never told me. Three
of 'em—all eager to earn a cool hundred
dollars—all saying they're acrobats and
trapeze artistes! Well, ladies and gentle-
men, it was never said that Busto wasn't
as good as his word. Here’s three gentle-
men, all unknown to me, and, I hope. to
you also, that want to earn that hundred
My friends, you shall compete for the
prize.- Mn Wiggles, -will you take these
gentlemen to the dressing-tent, and provide
them with attire suitable for the professior
they desire to engage? And will you alsc

his

masked

that I've forgotten all my polish, and I
can't—-" :

- please telephone the undertaker to bring
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down three coffing af omce, and ask.the
coroner of the township if he’ll oblige me
by getting ready to hold the necessary
inquest ?*?

The crowd rose at the gruesome joke, and,
amid the laughter, Ginger Wiggles led the
three volunteers threugh the arch under-
neath the big band-waggom, and into the
trapeze artistes’ dressing-tent. He said
never a word as he drew from a trunk three
clean suits of tights and trunks and
singlets, and handed one to each of the
volunteers. He stood aside as they com-
menced to undress, and, for all the white
powder and red paint of his face, he looked

exceedingly grave as lhe scrutinised their
every movement. Being in the plot, of
course, he paid little attention to Eddie

Polo. But he watched the others carefully,
puzzled at some undercurrent he sensed
rather than understood.

Then, very suddenly he took two quick
strides across the ground, and seized the arm
of the tall, dark man. The other tried to
snatech it away with ‘a little  cry; but
Ginger had confirmied his suspicions. He had
seen that arm, and that strange crescent
scar before. and- with - a swilt jerk he
wrenched away the mask-—and disclosed the

features of Garcia del Rogeriguo, Eddie
Polo’s hitterest ememy!

Bddie gave a start. amd then grinned.
He reached out in his turn, and ripped

the mask from the features of the other
man. And again he disclosed the face of
an enemy—the face of Tim Bobbin, the one-
time star acrobat of the Eclair Film
roducing Company!

Three of Thesm.
EL ROGFERIGUO was the first to hreak
the silence of surprise.
“Vel,” he demanded sullenly, “vot

do you do ahout cet?”

Ginger Wigales turned back the ¢ufis of
Lis clown's garb.

“Give you a darned good ‘idin’,” he said,
“and. then ¢huck you out of the cireus and
boot you out of the town!"

“Mebbe,” put W Tim Bobbin; “an’ what
am I a-goin’ ter bhe at while yew're ‘andlin’
me pal?”

“Trying to prevent my breaking your
neck, that’s all,” said Eddie Polo quietly.
“But look here, theie’s no need for any
trouble whatever. Give me your word, both
of you, that you'll try no tricks in the
ving to-night, and afterwards I may have
a proposition to make to hoth of you. You,
Del Rogeriguo, want to get back into Busto’s
Circus, and you, Bobbin, want to get back
on the films. Well, I’ suppose, in a way,
I was respomsible for you both losing your
jobs; play square with me to-night, and
'l put you into fresh jobs to-morrow. Is
it a go?”
C“It's a go,” said hoth of Eddie’s rivals
in a breath. <

“Right-ho! Get your masks on again, then,”
said Eddie “If the razorbacks of this show
sce you, Greaser. they’ll lynch you, not tar
and feather you this time. And Morrisen
is gunnirg for you, Bobbin, so it's as well
You shouldn’t be recognised. That’s better.-
Now get into the rest of your togs, and
we'll treat these native sons to the acrobatie
treat of their lives. I watched your per-
{ormance this afternoon. I'm geing to show
you what a circus trapeze artist should
know if he's worth a rap of the fingers, and
if you break your necks trying to follow my
lead-—well, dpn't blame me, that's all.”

A perfect storm of applausze greeted the
three lithe figures in the all-revealing garb,
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“Good-bye, old George; and—and be good to
mother——better than I've been! I've caused
her worry enough. You must make it up!”
Bulstrode nodded, sobs chioking his voice.
The white lips did mot move again. The
light was fading from the face of Herbert
Bulstrode.

s 0 N = s . .

The news had been expected in the school,

though Ginger Wiggles was mildly sarcastic
at their erpense. Busto and Morrison, stand-
ing in the ring together, and watching the
anties of the jugglers who were the preced-
ing turn, and had kept the audience amused
during the wait for the acrobats, suddenly
stared in surprise, and took a step forward;
but Eddie frowned at them, and then took
his place meckly by the side of the others.

“Well, you've got the clothes on,” said
Busto, so that all could hear throughout
the big top. “Let’s see if you know the
work that goes with them.”

“Right !”

Eddie took a short run and threw a somer-

swing, and he was hurtling through the air
like an arrow to the next higher, and thus
up into the ventilator at the top of the
roof. And close behind him was Del
Rogeriguo, performing the same stunts; and
at his heels was Bobbin showing that he,
too, was an artiste of no mean order. The
audience thrilled and craned their necks as
they looked aloft, waiting to see what
should he the next item, and they applauded
and cheered all three performers impartially
as they went through the preliminary tricks
of the trapeze artistes’ repertoire in quick
succession.

Time and again they went through this
performance, and then, with a wink to Busto,
Eddie Polo started once more aloft. And
as he gained the third trapeze, Esta the
Excellent Equestrienne, rode in upon her
horse, Nebo, a coal-black steed who showed
up the white fluffiness of her skirts to the
hest advantage. She cantered round the ring,
gravely Kkissing her hands, and attracted to
herself no mnotice whatsoever, save from the
small boys who inevitably worship such. per-
formers. The remainder were too intent
upon watching the three flying forms aloft
to heed her much; but,-for all that, she
was a preordained part of the show. She
_symbolised an idea which had come to Eddie,
born of his previous feats mnder the big
top and his experiences with Stella im the
“Western Union Hero " film. =
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The sympathy of all for Bulstrode was very
keen.

That the captain of the Remove was fear-
fully cut vp was easy to be seen.

Those who saw him stagger away from the
sick-room, after the final scene, noted the
haggard face, the sunken eyes, the terrible
grief in every feature, and their hearts ached
for the fellow who had once been called the
bully of the Remove.

“Poor old chap!” Harry Wharton said. “I
wish there was something a fellow could do
—something he could say; but there's
nothing.”

“Nothing!”’ said Bob Cherry hopelessly.
“Poor old Bulstrode!”

It was known that Bulstrode was to leave
Greyfriars for a time, with his people. After
what had happened, his life could not go on
ag before withoufga break.

but it came as a terrible shock, nevertheless.
Tuy PorurLar.—No. 106,
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sault as he caught the lower trapeze. A-
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Suddenly as she cantered round and stood
gracefully on the horse’s bare back, Eddie
swung himself on his trapeze. Then he dived
with a suddenness that made every spectator
hold his or her breath, straight down towards
the ground. Esta just tapped the black’s
back with her foot, and the well-trained
animal broke into a jog-trot, making the
circle of the big ring once more. And as
Eddie approached the carth the black horse
approached the spot where, should nothing
intervene, the lad must strike it. And then;
swifter than anybody could grasp, the thing
happened. The audience suddenly saw Esta
standing on the tan, with Eddie Polo stand-
ing and bowing on the horse’s broad back,
as the unconcerned Nebo continued to canter
round the ring. It looked—men would have
sworn to it—that Nebo had easually trotted
into the picture as the man descended, and
that- Eddie had flung Esta from her perch
and taken it himself. Really the girl had
stepped downwards lightly hall a secend
before Eddie, turning a grand somersault,
had arrived and dropped on his fee€t on the
horse's back—in fact, the man and the girl
had never touched each other.

Eddie bowed to the storm of cheering,
nodded in friendly fashion to the ringmaster
and Morrison, and then stood aside.

“The next competitor will attempt the
same feat!” cried Busto. 1

The next competitor seated himself reso-
lutely on the crossbar of his trapeze, and
refused to attempt anything of the sort..

“Eet ees not ze zing I vould care to do,
Meestaire Busto,” he said, forgetting in the
excitement of the moment that he was not
supposed to speak. Busto recognised the
voice on the instant, and started.

“What!” he said. “Here, Who 4

“Steady. hoss,” warned Eddie. = “I've gob

him tape® in case of moukey-tricks. Don’t
let on that you've recognised him; call on
the other johnnie for a try.”

“Then the third man wiil have a shot!”
cried Busto. “Come, sir, the lady and the
horse are waiting i

Bobbin followed Del Roger

“Nothin® doin’!" he.announ
this, though?” :

He suddenly shot off his perch. caught Del
Rogeriguo round the waist, and pulied him
from his own trapeze, aud then shot like
a stone earthwards, catching at the bar of
the lowest swinging trapeze as he, feil, and
pulling up with 2 jerk that jarred ecvery
muscle in his body. The audicnce got the
thrill all right, and they cheered him every
bit as much as they had cheered Eddie.

“Not bad,” said Busto to Eddie. *“Looks
spectacular, too. Well, Eddie, what about
it?”

“Wait,” said Eddie: “1'll show you.”
 Like a cat he went aloft, and he whirled
like a shooting star through space, turning
somersaults the whole time, till he :was in
the roof. = ;

By this time hoth Del Rogeriguo and
Bobbin were aloft again., though they had
no idea what the lad intended to present
this time. They soon knew. For the second
time the Mexican was dragged from his
perch and taken through the air, bup this

‘time Eddie only had hold with one hand, and

was turning somersaults in the most vivid
fashion—somersaults that brought him in due
course to where Bobbin sat with a sarcastic
sneer hecause Eddie was copying him. But
the sneer died as the whirling lad grabbed
him by the belt with the other free hand,
and the three drepped earthwards.

(Sone thrilling incidents in next

instalment.)
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shook hauds with Harry Wharton & Co., kis
face white and set, but composed.

“I'm going,” he said. “I shall come back.
I don’t know when. And I want jyou to
become captain of the Remove Wharton,
while I'm gone, at any rate. It was your
old place, and you ought to have it. I think
the fellows will respect my wishes, as far as
that goes; but if not there can be a new
clection. And now, good-bye, and thank you
all for your kindness to me!”

week's

up!” c

And so Bulstrode went!

The familiar face was missing from the
whole school, but Bulstrode was to return,

THE END.

(There will be another splendid school story of
Harry Wharton & Co. in next week’s iesue.)

“Good-bye, Bulstrode, old fellow—and huck

LKL
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a Grand Surprise Shortly! Look Qut For I ¢ 9

ROLLING IN MONEY!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Astounding News !

IMMY!”
Tubby Muffin, of the Classical
Fourth, ecame into the junior
Common-room, with a letter in his
hand. There- was an excited expression
upon Tubby Muffin's podgy face as he called
out to the captain of the Fourth.

Jimmy Silver was talking football with
Lovell and Raby and Newcome near the fire,
and he turned a very deaf ear.

He could guess what Tubby Mufiin wanted,
without being told. Tubby was the best
customer at the school shop, and high prices
for tuck worried Tubby very considerably.
He had the largest appetite at Rookwood,
but one of the smallest allowamces—and a
large appetite and a small allowance did not
"hic it off »* together.

Hence Tubby had developed into a deadly
borrower, and as Jimmy Silver was one of
the best-natured fellows in .the Fourth,
Jimmy was a frequent victim.

Fellows who were better provided with
money than Jimmy did mot make Tubby half
so many loans. Mornington, who rolled in
money, would give him a cuff instead of
a loan. Tubby would not have minded if
he had received a loan along with the cuff,
but the cuff by itself was mo use to him.
Townsend and. Topham and Peele, and the
other nuts, had plenty of “tin” to expend
on secret uﬂarettes, but none whatever for
Tubby.

Buft Jimmy was growing fed up. Lovell
and Raby and Newcome had been fed up
for some time. Tubby never by any chance
repaid a loan—though he was always going
to, when something turned up. Something
never did turn up.

So Jimmy Silver continued to discuss the
offside rule with his chums, and Tubby
Muffin shouted unheeded:

“Jimmy—Jimmy—Jimmy Silver!"

Jimmy did not turn his head.

*“Where’s that silly ass Silver?” exelaimed
Tubby, looking round the Common-room.
“I thought the silly fathead was here!”

“Ha, ba, hat”

“What’s that, you cheeky
claimed Jimmy Silver, looking round at last.

“Oh, 1 didn't see you, old chap!" said
Tubby atfably. “I was just asking where my
old pal Jimmy was—-"

“T'll old pal you!” growled Jimmy Silver.
“Cut off! You had half my allowance last
week, and this week I want it myself.
Nothing doing!"”

“I'm going to settle that, Jimmy."

“Has snmefhmb turned up?’’ asked Jimmy
sarcastically,

“Yes!

“Oh, my haf!” -«

“You're going to settle
Lovell. “Draw it
the tin!”

“I haven’t got it yet.”

s Ha, ha, -hal?

“An' you never will have, you
tub!” said Townsend.
bob from last term!”

“And me half-a-crown!” said Topham.

“The fat bounder- owes me nearly a quid.”
growled Lovell, “and all gone in grub! I'm
done with him, for one!”

“I'm not after your rotten hobs,
said Tubby Muffla disdainfully.
Jimmy Silver to read this
and give me his advice,
surprising - letter.”

“0h,” said Jimmy Silver,
aback, “I'll do that! But, really, Tubby,
you must go easy, and leave a chap some
of his tin for himself, you know.”

“YI'm going to settie up shortly all round,”
said the fat Classical. “You just read that
lIetter, Jimmy. It’s a big surprise. I always
knew my Uncle Joshua was rich—I've told
you chaps lots of times--—"

up-a loan?" yelled
miid, Tubby! Let's see

spongin'
“You owe me two

Lovell!”
“I want
letter for me,
It’s an awfully

quite taken

oyster?” ex.

2% A Splendid Long Complete School Story of the Chums of
Rookwood and Tubby Muffin, the fat Jumor of the Fourth X

By OWEN
CONQUEST.

“About a hundred times,”
“Begorra, it's nearly
stty"’ remarked Flynn.

said Rawson.
a” million, ! shouid

“Has Uncle Josh died and left you a
fortune?’’ queried Morningten, in tones of
great sarcasm.

*“Well, it looks. like it,”
“That's what the letter means,
anythuw

“By gad!”

“You want me to read this?” asked
gxmmv, as Tubby shoved the letter into his
and

“Yes; and tell me what you think of lt
Read it out. I don't mind the fellows
hearing!’” said Tubby,

light-ho =

The Classical junlors gathered round with
some interest.

If Tubby had been leit a fortune, it was
quite an interesting matter, for there was
hardly a fellow in the Fourth to whom
Tubby Muffin did not owe some amount,
larger or smaller. He was supposed even
to have extracted a loan from Leggett, of
the Modern Fourth, the meanest fellow at
Rookwoeod, such was his skiil,

The impecunious Tubby as the possessor
of a handsome fortune would be quite a
remarkable Tubby—more especially as nobody
had ever believed in his wealthy Uncle
Joshua. TUncle Joshua certainly existed, for
he had visited Tubby at Rookwood; but he
did not look like a millionaire, and none of
his fabled “quids’’ ever came Tubby’s way.

“Go it, Jimmy!” said Van Ryn. Van Ryn,
as Tubby's study-mate, was one of his chief
vietims, and he had quite a large financial
interest in Tubby’s inheritance—if it was a
fact.

Jimmy, with growing surprise in his face,
read out the letter. It was typed from
heginning to end, and certainly looked very
husinesslike, It ran:

said Tubby.
if it means
It quite knocked me over.”

“* Law Buildings,
“¢ Chancery Lane, London.

¢ 3ir,—We beg to imnform you that our
valued client, Mr. Joshua Muffin, died sud-
denly on Saturday morning. By his will you
are left sole heir to his estate, amounting
so far as can be at present ascertained, to
approximately £600,000. = The estate will
remain in the hands of the appointed
trustees until you reach the age of twenty-
one; but, meanwhile, an allowance of
£500 per annum will be paid to you, under
our late client’s instructions. Your presence
will be required at a later stage in the pro-
ceedings, on what date we shall duly inform
you.—Meanwhile, we remain, yours to

command,
“‘H. HOOK,

¢ For Messrs. Hook & Crook,
“¢ Solicitors.
“¢ Master Reginald Muffin,
*“¢ Rookwood School.”

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Very Popular!

{3 REAT pip!”
“8ix hundred thousand quids!”
“Five hundred a year!”

“Tubby! My hat!”

It was a regular chorus in the Cemmon-
room. Every eye was fixed upon Tubby
Muffin. The startling news almost took away
the breath of the Rookwood juniors.

Tubby, the most impecumious fellow in the

%8

school, the happy possessor of gix hundeed
thousand pounds!

It was staggering!

The prices of tuck would not matter much
to Tubby now. If-prices soared up to the
extent of the wildest dreams of the food
profiteers, it would not matter to Tubby
Mutftin.

And only that day Tubby had been seek
ing, in vain, to raise a loan of twopence ot
threepence from fellows lie had tired out
with his importunities.

Not even twopence had been forthcoming
for Tubby, and he had been compelled t¢
go without anything to eat between meals—
an awful experience for Tubby.

He was not likely to ask in vain for two
pences now.

“Well, my hat!” said Jimmy Silver. *“I
congratulate you, Tubby!”

“Congratulations, old chap!” said Towns
end, clapping Tubby on the shoulder in the
heartiest possible manner.

It was wonderful to see the change in
Towny. The good Towny was already think-
ing of initiating Tubby into the mysteries of
nap and banker and bridge. Tubby would
he able to afford it out of five hundred a

Joll\ glad to hear it, Tubh\’ said Top-
ham, with equal heartiness. 1 remember
seeing your old uncle, old Uncle Joshua, and T
thought he looked like a—a millionaire—"

“Why. you said he looked like an old-
clothes man!” said Flynn, with a stare.
“Sure 1 heard yel!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Topham turned very red. He regretted
that unfortunate remark now. Had he only
known that Uncle Joshua Muffin would *cut
up ” like this “he certainly wouldn't have
said he looked like anything but a prince,
or a duke, at the very least.

“By gad, you'll be able to settie up all
round now, Tubby!” said Peele. *“Don't
worry about that trifie you owe me, though.
That can wait.”

“1 say, Jimmy Silver, that means that
I'm going to be wmich, doesn't it?” asked
Tubby anxiously. :

Jimmy nodded, and smiled.

“It seems so, Tubby. Accordmg to that,
you're going to be jolly rich!”

“That will be ripping, won't it?"

“It will, rather! You'll be the most
popular fellow at TRookwood!" chuckled
Loyell. “You're a nice chap, Tubby!”

SRR

“T always loved you like a brother, you
know!”

“Ha, “hig, hat”

“And we mustn't call you Tubby any
longer, either. Now 1 come to think of %,
you are really a slim, elegant chap!”

“Graceful!” grinned Raby.

“Beau Brummell, aply more so!” chuckled
Newcome.

“I say,-don’t you mike fun of me, you
know!"” said Tubby. “I'm uot going to swank
becanse I'm rich. like Mornington!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You're richer than
grinned Rawson. *We
‘em.”

Mornington scowled, and stalked ont of the
Common-room. Morny’s wealth had been
even, more oppressive in the Fourth thaun
Tubby’s impecuniousness. Certainly, Tubby
couldn’t very well be more proud of his cash
than Mornington had been. But, to do Tubby -
%ustice, he showed mno signs of “‘swank” so
ar.

“I say, don’t you fellows think this will
make any difference to me,” said Tubby.
“I'm going to settle up all round, as soon
as [ get my money.”

“Hear, hear!”

“And anybody

Mornington now!"
shall have two of

who's ever lent me any
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money can come to me for a loan whenever he
likes,” said Tubby liberally,

*Hrivol’

“I'm going to subscribe to the sports club,
and stand a new set of goal-posts and nets
to the ¥orm!”

“ Hurrah!” :

“And as-soon as I get the first money from
the lawyers -there’s going to be a ripping
feed for all the Fourth!”

“Geod old Tubby!”

There was no doubt that 'Tubby Muffin
was gong to be popular. -

Jimmy Silver & Co., and ull the decent
fellows, had to admit that Tubby wasn't
spoiied, so far, by great wealth. He offered
a very striking and favourable contrast to
Mornington. And fellows who were not quite
s0 decent were certain to “make up” to
Tubby for his money.

¥ive hundred a year was a stunning allow-
ance for a junior schoolboy. Certainly the
Head would probably have something to say
about that: but. at all events, it was quite
ussured that Tubby would always have plenty
of money—more than even Mornington.

Towny & Co. were quite aftectionate to him
already. .

Mornington had stalked off; but his dear
pals did not tollow him. They saw no great
necessity for flattering and conciliating
Mornington now.

Tubby reigned 'in his stead.

Tubby was richer, and Tubby was a much
easier fellow to get on with, much ecasier to
make something out of. Towny & Co. were
quite prepared to -instal the fat Classical as
leader of their aristocratic and elegant seb,
it it came to that,

After ail, they considered, Yubby wasn't a
isad chap, and in their select company he
would tone down a little. Come to think of
iv, Tubby reaily was quite a little gentleman,
in his way. Six hundred thousand pounds
mwade a marvelious difference in Towny &
Co.'s estimation of Tubby.

Leggett of the Fourth came into the
Cominon-room, and he glanced at the excited
wroup inquiringly. ;

“Anything on?” he asked.

“Tubby’s - come into- a fortune,” said
Rawson.

“My hat! Congratulations, Tubby, old
chap!” said Leggett, with a rather peculiar
icok at the fat Classical.

“You cau buzz off, Leggett,” said Town-
send, before Tubby counld reply. “We don’t
want any Modern rotters here.”

“Well, Mutfin owes me six bob,” said
Leggett surlily.” “If he’s come into a
fortune, he can square.”

“He hasn’t got the money yet, fathead!
Might be weeks. It's-only the lawyer's letter
telling him about it,” said Topham. “Tubby
won't be hard up, though. Tubby's got
friends.”

“I dare say he has—now!” sneered Leggett

“If you mean to insinwate——" began
Tepham hotly.

“0Oh, I haven't come here to rag,” said
Leggett. I want my six bob, Tubby.”

Tubby Muffin sniffed,

“1 dare say I can borrow six bob, and

3

sc;t,tle with you, Leggett,” he said. “Jimmy
Silver, can you lend me six bob?”
“Nothing doing,” said Jimmy. - “Let

Leggett vrait.”

“I say, Lovell—-*

“Can’t be done!”

“Never mind abeut those ehaps, Tubby.”
said Townsend. “TI'll lend you six bob with
pleasure—half-a-quid, if you like.”

“1 say. yqu're awfully good,” said Tubby.

“Not at all, old chap. I suppose a feilow
can always borrow half-a-quid of a pai,” said
Townsend.

“Pals already!” murmured Lovell, with a
grin,

Tubhby Muffin’s podgy fingers closed greedily
on the ten-shilling note Townsend® handed
him. He seemed scarcely able to helieve in
liis good tuck.

“You’ll have lots of those zoon, Tubby,”
remarked Towny indulgently.

“Ye-es, of course.  Come zlong to the tuck-
shop.”

“You haven’t settled with me,” said Leg-
gett grimly. e

“Qh, rats! Change that, then,” said Tubby
loftily.

Leggett took the ten-shilling note, and
handed Tubby four shillings chiange. Then he
walked away grinning, evidently in a very
satisfied frame of mind. Townsend slipped
his arm through Tubby's.

“Come up to my study to tea, old chap.”

“0Oh, do!’ said Topham hospitably.

“1 don’t mind if I do, as you're s¢ press-
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ing,” said Tubby cheerily. -Only the previous
day Tubby Muffin had been kicked out of
Towny’s study for presenting himself there
at tea-time. But bygones weke bygones.

Tubby Muffin walked out of the Commmoi-
room with his arms linked in Townsend's and
Topham’s, on either side of him. Jimmy
Silver grinned.” Tubby’s inheritance was
working wonders already, and there seemed
to be no doubt that the Falstaff of Rookwood
was booked for a very good time.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Quite Nutty!

AWSON growled. 5
Rawson, the scholarship junior, had
the honour of sharing a study with

Townsend and Topham, the youths
who were of the Nuts nutty. They did not
pull very well together. Towny and Toppy
regarded Rawson with lofty disdaim, because
he didn't pay -any fees, because his books
were hought out of his scholarship allowance,
because he was the son of -a working car-

1 because he didn't wear cxpensive
and didn't care twopence aboub
ncckties, anyway, and for many rcasons of
the same sort. Rawson reciprocated their
feelings with a stil more hearty contempt,
heeanse Towny and Toppy, were dandies, and

slackers, and smokers, and dabblers in Tarf.

matters, and fumbling footballers, and duffers
generally, with a slight tincture of roguery.

With sueh feelings towards one another,
naturally they did not pull well together in
the study. But, as a rule, there was peace.
Rawson was a burly fellow, and could knock
Towny and Toppy's heads togethier if he
liked, Towny and Toppy being quite helpless
in the matter.

Rawson had laid down as a rule, that
there wasn’t to be any smoking in the study
when be was there. He didn't like it. More-
over, if a master or prefect had found it
going on, Rawson might have been punished
aleng with the - real delinquents, which,
natur:lﬂly, Rawson . considered “not good

i

and Toppy regarded that rule as a
piece of sheer cheek on Rawson’s part. But
Rawson did not mird how .they regarded it,
so long as they did not transgress it. When-
ever they did, Rawson acted promptly and
drastically.

Hence Rawson’s ominous growl! as he came
into his study this evening. For the room
was quite hazy with smoke.
Toppy and Peele were there, with Tubby
Muffin. All four of them had cigarettes going,
and there were cards on the table. Tea was
over,-and Townsend & Co. were indulging in
one of their little games with Tubby Muffin.

They looked up irritably as Rawson came
in.

“Look here, you can't do your prep here,”
said Townsend. “Go into the end study for
once, Rawson.”

Rawson growled again.

He was annoyed and he was angry. Tubby
Muffin - was a fat little rascal, quite un-
gerupulous as a borrower, and much given
to spoofing in one way and another. But he
had never hitherto shown signs of joining
the nutty brigade.

His pocket-money went in more tuck than
was good for him, but never in cigarettes
or nap or banker or on “gee-gees.” His
terrific inheritance, announced in the lawyer’s
jettér, had made a great difference. He had
been taken under the wing of the Nuts, and
he was learning his new lesson—and he
seemed an apt pupil.

Tubby, not yet being in possession of his
fortune, was playing for 107U’s . The
previous day Townsend would have chortled
at the idea of accepting an I O U from Tubby.
But a fellow with five hundred a year pocket-
money coming along shortly was evidently
to be relied upon. Tubby would be able to
settle up a few quids.

Indeed, Townsend & Co. had tacitly
arranged that by the time Tubby's mioney
came along he should have quite a large sum
to settle in the way of 1 O U's.

Tubby gave Rawson a fat grin. The young
rascal did not seem to be in the least ashamed
of himself. He was enjoying it, really. His
admission to the noble circle of the Nuts
flattered him immensely.

“No, don’'t go, Rawson!” he said. “You
come in and take a hand. Have a fag, old
chap?”

Rawson snorted.

“We don't want Rawson!"” muttered Top-
ham. £
*“Well, he can take a hand if he likes,”

Towny and |

said Townsend, who did not quite like Raw-.

son’s look. “I don’t mind bein’ pally.”
“Yes, come on, Rawson!” said Peele
anxiously.

“You rotters!” roared Rawson.

“QOh, shut up!”

“What would you look like if a prefcct
came down on you?”

“Are you going to bring one here, you
rotten sneak?” sneered Townsend.

Rawson clenched his big fists.

“I'm not, and you know I'm not! But I'm
going to put a stop to this kind of thing in
my study.”

“Mind your own hizney!” spapped Topham,

“Muffin, you fat fool—"

“Qh, draw it mild!” protested Tubby.

“How much have you lost? ked Kawson,

“Only a couple of pounds id Muffin quite
cheerfully. “I domn’t mind.”

“A couple of pounds!” ejaculated Rawsou,
aghast, >

“That’s nothin’ to Tubhy!” said Peele.
“He's not a sneakin’, poverty-stricken scholar-
ship bounder!”

“Well, if you’
you're not going
growled Rawson.

“You rotten, insinuatin’ ced! We're nob
weishin® him!” exclaimed Towsnsend indig-
nantly. “Do you think it isn’t a fair
game?”

“Yes, ring off, Rawson'!” said Tubby Muffin.
“1 always was a hit of a sport, you know,
an‘d this is a joily good game. I'm learning
it

“Hands off, you cad!” rcared Townsend.

Rawson did not trouble to say anything
further. He strode to the table, grasped at
the cards, and pitched them into the grate.
A couple of packets of cigarettes followed.

Then he took Peele by the shoulders, jerked

2 in my study!”

him out of his chair, and propelled Lim to

the doorway.

“You're not wanted here,” he said.

Peele stood in the passage quivering with
rage.

Townsend and Topham jumped up. their
eyes blazing. Tubby Muffin sat biinking in
his chair.

“You interferin’ hound!” yelled Topham.

“Collar him!” shrieked Pecle, irom the
doorway.

Towny & Co. weren’t fighting-men, and they
disliked the idea of a scrap with the burly
Rawson. But they were three to one, and
they were enraged to boiling-point.

They took their courage in both hands, so
to speak, and closed in on the scholarship
junior with clenched fists.

Rawson put up his hands at once.

“Come on!” he said grimly.

“Qh, my hat!” mumbled Tubby Muffin. His
career as a “sport* was opening rather
stormily. s

“Down the cad!” panted Townsend.

Rawson hit out—hard. The three Nuts
dodged him, and Rawson followed them up,
still hitting. Peele slipped bhehind him and
caught him round the mneck while he was
engaged with Townsend and Topham, and
Rawson reeled back umder his weight. 'Town-
send and Topbam hurled themselves on him
at once, and Rawson went to the floor with
the three juniors piling on him.

“Now we'll give the interferin’ cad a
lezson!” panted Topham. o

“Hallo! Fair play, you chaps!”? said a
voice in the doorway, as Jimmy Silver locked
in.

“Get out, hang you!"

Jimmy Silver did not get out—he got in.
He caught Peele and Topham by their collars,
and dragged them off Rawscn.

Rawson pitched Townsend off
fender, and staggered to his feet.

“Now ecome oni® he roared. “Two at a
time. if you like.”

But Townsend & Co. did not want any
more.

inta the

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Tubby Goes the Pace!
IMMY SILVER smiled serenely at the
furious Nuts.
“What’s the merry trouble?” he
asked. “I'll hold anybody’s jacket.
Don’t all speak at once!”

“I'm not goin’ to fight the cad!” mumbled
Townsend. ecrawling out of the fender, “IL
decline to do anythin’ of the sort!”

“Not unless you're three to one!” snorted
Rawson. “You can see what's on, Jimmy.”
He pointed to the scattered cards in- the
grate. “They're teaching that fat fool to
gamble, and it’s not going on in my studyl”

Jimmy Silver’s face bécame very grim. _

He picked up what were left of the cards,

to welsh Tubby,-
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TURNS UP!

see me—what 7"’

‘“ How are you, my boy ?* asked Uncle Joshua.
Tubby Muffin could only gasp, whilst
the juniors gaped in surprise.

‘“ Glad to

and tossed them into the fire. The Nuts
did not make any movement to stop him.

“You rotters!” said Jimmy. *Tubby, you
fat duffer, haven’t you any more sense than
that?”

“Qh, you let me alone!” said Tubby in-
dependently. “I suppose I can do as I like,
Jimmy Siver?”

“That’s where you make a little mistake,”
said Jimmy. “You can’'t!”

“Look here—"

“Come along to my study, you chaps!”
said Peele. “We can’t stay here with these
rowdy hooligans.”

“Right-ho! Come on, Tubby!”

Jimmy Silver took Muffin by the collar.

“Tubby’s comipg with me!” he remarked.

“Leggo!” howled Muffin.

“Let Tubby alene, you bully!”
Townsend.

Jimmy Silver made a step towards Town-
send, still holding Tubby with one hand.

Towny stepped out into the passage,

Rawson opened the window, and waved a
newspaper to clear off the smoke. The three
Nuts, in a savage mood, went down the
passage, leaving Tubby Muffin in the hands
of the captain of the Fourth.

“Come on, Tubby!” said Jimmy.

“f—I say—""

“Kim on!”

Jimmy Silver marched the fat Classical
out of ths room, and down the passage to
Study No. 8. He tapped at the door, and led
Tubby in,

Van Ryn and Pons, the two Colonial
juniors, were there, and they looked up from
their prep in surprise at the sight of Tubby

snarled

Muffin wriggling in the grasp of Jimmy
Silver.
“Hallo! What's the row?” asked Pons.

“I've brought this fat idiot home,”  ex-

plained Jimmy. “Have you got a cricket-
stump in the study?”

*Yes,” grinned Van Ryn.

“Now Tubby’s come into his money he's
starting as a giddy blade!” said Jimmy.
“Towny & Co. are teaching him to play

nap. I recommend a good dose of cricket-
stump, well laid on. There’s your prize
idiot !”

And Jimmy Silver sat Tubby Muffin down
on the carpet with a bump, and left the
study.

“Yow-ow-ow!” gasped Tubby.

“You fat duffer!” said Van Ryn severely.
“So you're taking up that rot, are you?”

“Why shouldn’t I?” gasped Muffin. “It
doesn’t cost me anything. I'm only paying
for I O U’s, you know.”

“You’ll have to square the I O U’s when
your money comes,” said Pons.

“Eh? Oh, yes; that’s all right!”

“Don’'t you kmow it’s wrong?” demanded
Van Ryn.

“Well, a chap must be a bit of a sport,
you know!” said Tubby fatuously. *The fact
is, I'm rather a goey chap, you know!”

“A—3d what?” :

“Goey!” said Tubby,
teet. “I'm all there. you know.
knowing blade—what???

Van Ryn and Pons looked at him, almost
dazedly. The idea of the fat, podgy glutton
of the Fourth setting up as a goey chap and
a knowing blade, took away their breath for
a moment. Then there was a roar in the

can cackle,” said Tubby loftily.
“You're rather slow, you chaps. I suppose
you don’t see much life in the Colonies!”

“0Oh, ye gods!”

“I'm going to have a jolly good time so
long as it lasts!” .

“Well, six hundred thousand pounds will

serambling to his
A bit of a

&

last a leng time, even at nap and banker!”?
grinned the South African jumior. “But
You had better think of it, Tubby. Don’t be
such a silly ass, you know!”

“Oh, rats!” retorted Tubby.

Van Ryn rose to his feet,
whipped out of the study at once.
South African junior sat down again.

“Qughtn’t we to lick him for his own
good, Pong?’’ he asked. %

The Canadian laughed.

“Might try it,” he said. “But I fancy it's
no good. His money won't do him much
good at this rate. Fat duffer!” -

The Colonial chums went on with
prep.

and Tubby
The

their

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Tubby the Nut!

UBBY MUPFFIN was an Object of
great interest in the Fourth Form
the next day. In fact, all the Lower
School at Rookwood took a great

interest in Tubby.

The news of the letter from Messrs. Hook
& Crook had spread. It was very soon clear
that Tubby the greedy cadger, and Tubby
the prospective possessor of six hundred thou-
sand pounds, ;were quite different personages.

Fellows who had uever wasted a word of
civility uwpon him were remarkably - civil
now.

Even the great Adolphus Smythe, of the
Shell, was quite pally.

8ix hundred thousand poumds really made
a tremendous difference. As Adolphus cons
fided to his chums, Howard axd Tracy, he
was certainly a fat little bounder, hut now
he was gilt-edged, a fellow could stand him.
Howard and Tracy heartily agreed, and they
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not only stood Tubby, but became quite pally
with him.

Tubby Muffin basked in the sumshine of
prosperiby.

Jimmy Silver & Co. regarded him with con-
siderable amusement and some compassion.
They did not want any of Tubby's money;
but they felt a little councerned about the
duffer, who was developing all the worst

traits in his character at the very . first
opportunity.
In twenty-four hours Tubby Muffin had

become a blade of the blades! -

The mysteries of nap and banker were no
longer mysteries te him, and the number of
I 0 U’s he had lost to Towny, Toppy, Pecle,
Gower, and other fellows of the same kidney
could hardly bhe computed. -

But Tubby had some winnings, too, and
as his winnings were in cash there was an
unaccustomed jingle of money in Tubby’s
pockets.

Moreover, as he wag so soon to be in pos-
gession of more momney than he could possibly
spend, his kind friends were quite willing to
make him small loans, and even large ones.

Tubby had slways been the best customer
at the tuckshop, but the amount he spent
there now made old Sergeant Kettle open his
eyes.

The old sergeant had never been very
pleased to see Tubby, who generally tried to
obtain credit for an uncertain period. But
Tubby had plenty of ready money now, and
besides, his mew. friends were prepared to
stand treat,

He owed Townsend & Co. more than five
{)ounds each already, between loans and
‘losses at banker, and he did not seem to
mind at all—meither did the Nuts. Out of
his whacking allowance Tubby would be able
to settle up without even missing the money.

It was a little odd that Leggett of the
Modern Fourth did not join the circle of
edmiring friends round Tubby.

Leggett was the meanest fellow in the
school, and he had any amount of *soft
soap " to expend upon fellows better off than
himself. He would flatter and toady to
fellows he never expected to get anything
from, simply because they were well off. Yet
he did not trouble about flattering Tubby,
and did not even seek his society at all.

Towny, Toppy & Co. were certainly better
fellows than Leggett, vet what they did
Leggett appeared to disdain to do. It was
odd enough, and it caused some remarks
among the juniors.

But while Tubby Muffin showed an unex-
pected predilection to vicious amusements, it
could not be said that his new wealth caused
him to “swank” in the least. It had to
be admitted that he was not purse-proud, like
Mornington; which was all the more to his
credit, because he had not been accustomed
to wealth like Morny.

Van Ryn and Pons, after some cogitation,
decided that it was their duty to make an
attempt to save Tubby from the downward
path as a blade and a goer; and, having
come to that decision, they gave him a lick-
ing in the study, as a warning. They felt
that it was the least they could do for their
study-mate.

But it did not cure Tubby.

He went on. his own way regardless, and
the Colonial chums gave up the mabter in
disgust.

Jimmy Silver gave him good advice, which
had just as little effect. Even Tommy Dodd
of the Modern side took the trouble to *jaw "

Tubby; and Tubby oanly sniffed with con-
tempt, and told Tommy Dodd he was
“slow.” .

Meanvwhile, Mornington was cliaffing
savagely.

His dear friends were delighted at the

opporfunity of putting him in his place, as
they called it, and they ostentatiously made
much of Tubby, and let Mornington like it
or lump it, which he preferred.

On the next half- -holiday, when Mornington
proposed a little party out, his friends were
otherwise engaged; they were going out with
Tubby. They offered to take him along, on
the strict understanding that he was civil
to Reginald.

Mornington sniffed, and declined.

He went down to football practice instead,
and undoubtedly was much the better for it.

Tubby Muffin, for the first time in his
eareer, had-the pleasure of an afternoon out
with the Nuts, expenses paid, and learned
the great game of billiards at the Bird-in-
Hand, losing a fresh crop of'I O U's in the
process.

He was looking rsther seedy when he came
In with his pals. Jimmy Silver met him in the
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“Had a good time, Tubby?” he asked.

“Oh, rippin’!” said Tubby. Being now a
wealthy person of consequence, Tubby had
begun to drop his final “g's " in the Nutty
manner. “Toppin’, in {fact! You should
come, Silver! I wouldn't mind seein’ you
through.”

“You fat duffer!” said Jimmy. “By the
way, have you answered that letter?”

“Eh? What letter?”

“The lawyer’s letter.
vou had it.”

“I—1'm going to!" said Tubby hastily.
quite forgot! No hurry!”

Jimmy gave him a very curious look,

“You shouldn’t let business matters slide,

and gave him a grim

It's three days since

«

Tubby,” he said.

“You see, my time's full up,” said Tubby
loftily., “When a fellow has so many en-
gagements

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jimmy.

Tubby Mufiin snorted, and rolled away. He
was not feeling very well after that rippin”
and toppin’ afternoon. The quality of
pastry he had consumed did not quite agree
with the cigarettes. He was looking quite
pasty and yellow in the study that evening,
in No, 3

“Hallo! Staying in this evening?” grinned
Van Ryn, when Tubby sat down to prep.
“This is an unexpected honour.”

“Groon!” was all Tubby replied.

After prep, however, he lighted a cigarette.
Van Ryn and Pons stared at him for a
moment, and then they seized him, and
shoved the cigarette down his back. Reginald
did not smoke in that study again.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Dark Doubts !
DODD dropped into the end

l the following evening. Tommy
face.

“Hallo!

Silver.
“Yow! Yes.”
“Never mind.

was rubbing his hands, and
was a curious expression on his

Tommy Dodd did not smile; he snorted.

“It's old Manders,” he growled. *I shall
scalp old Manders one of these days. Have
any of you Classical duffers bcen Iarkmf' on
the Modern side?”

Jimmy shook his head.

“Not guilty, my lord. - What’s happened?”

“Manders says somebody’s been meddling
with his typewriter,” growled Tommy Dodd.
“He says it’s been used. He put it down to
me, because he wanted to cane somebody, I
suppose.”

“Hard cheese!” said Lovell.

“As it happens, it wasn't me,”’ grunted
Tommy Dodd. “I have used his rotten old
typer once or twice, but not this time. By
the way, bave you felows heard anything
more about Tubby's fortune?”

The Fistical Four chuckled.

*Only Tubby’s painting the town red,” said
Raby. “He's no end of a nut now. Towny's
introduced him te his tailor, and seems to
have lent him enough to settle with him.
Tubby’s quite a dandy.”

“And a goey blade!” grinned Newcome.
“Van Ryn says he was sick in the study last
mgh* <

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“And he hasn’t even got the tin yet,” said
Jimmy Silver. - “Goodness knows what he'll
be like when he does get it. He's doing it
all on berrewed money at present.”

“When he gets it!"” said Tommy Dodad
thoughtfuliy.

“Well, I suppose it wth come along in a
few we.eka 7 said Jimmy. “There’s a lot ford
the lawyers to go through—probate and death
duties, and all that.”

“He will have a bill to settle when it does
come,” grinned Lovell. “Half the Fourth
have got his I O U's now. I hear he’s lost
ten pounds to Towny at banker.”

“And he's put poor old Morny's nose out
of joint. Morny is quite small beer, these
days.”

“1 suppose the money will come,
Tommy Dodd.

“Eh? Why shouldn’t it?”

“There’'d be a howl in the Fourth if

OMMY
study
Dodd
there

Been through it?"” asked Jimmy

Keep smiling.”

remarked

it

didn’t,” grinned Lovell. “But it’s bound to
come all right, as his uncie left it to him.”

“I saw his uncle once,” said Tommy. “He
didn’t lock like a rich man.”

“No; appearances are deceptive some-
times.” -

“Perhaps.”

“Look here, Doddy, what are you getting

at?” asked Jimmy Silver. “You don‘t think
there’s any doubt about Tubby's fortune,
do you?”

“It's queer,” said the Modern junior—
“queer that his people haven't been to see
him about it, or haven't sent for him to
come home. An inheritance of over half a
million doesn’t generally pass off so quictly,
does it?”

“Well, yes, it is rather queer,”

“I didn’t see the letter,” said Tommy

Dodd. “I understand that it was type-
written.”
“Yes; business letters mostly are,” said

Jxmmv with a stare. “What about xt°
W‘ls it wntten on business paper"’
“Typing paper,” said Jimmy. “Ordinary
paper.”
“ Without a business heading?”
Jxmm) thought for a moment
‘The addrbs was on it,” he said.
member, it was typed, like the rest.”
Tommy Dodd grinned.
“Do solicitors write Istters on plain paper,
and type the address at the top?” he asked.
“Blessed if 1 know. I've never had a
letter from a solicitor,” said Jimmy. 1
suppose they wusually use business paper,
with the name of the firm printed at the
top, when I come to think of it.”
“I fancy they do.”
“But Tubby lmd the letter right enough,”
said Lovell.
“Yes, and Manders has been kicking up o

L re-

row because somehnd» has been using his
typer this week,” said Tommy Dodd.

The Fistical Four jumped.

“Oh, my hat!” yelled Jimmy Silver.

¥ You—you think——"

"Well, 1 know what a speofer Tubby is.”
said Tommv Dodd., “He was so hard up
he was getting desperate. Somebody has
been using Manders’ typer, and you say that

the letter wasn’'t on business paper, and
Tubby’s people don’t szem to be t(kag aiy
interest m his terrific inheritance—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell. “I shouldn't
wonder. What a merry surprise for ‘Towuy
& Co.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But Tubby isn't deep enough!” gasped
Raby.

“Somebody else helped him, .I should say.
There's a fellow on our side deep enough and
mean enough, and he could get at Manders’
typer if he liked.” He's the only cad at
Rookwood who hasn't sucked up to Tubby
for his money, too, and Tubby has paid him
a debt with the money he’s berrowed on ll‘
strength of that lefter!”

“Looks like a cnc\\ I must say!”
Jimmy Silver. "Legmtt, of course.
dered why he wasn’t buttering Tubby.
butters Smythe no end;
wouldn’t touch him with
—1 say, if it's proof,
stopped!””

“No business of ours!” said TLovell.
“There's no proof, anyway, and very likely
it’s genuine enough. Rut if it's spoof, what
a surprise for Tubby’'s pals!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Fistical Four roared at the idea.
When they came to think of it, there did

said
I won-
He
and  Smythey
‘a barge-pole. {
it ought to be
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seemr to be some little irregularities in the
matter, surprising enough when such a sum
as six hundred = thousand pounds was
involved, Tommy Dodd returned to the
Modern side in a thoughtful mood. He
passed Tubby Muffin and Leggett in the
quad, and Tubby was speaking in a loud,
c¢omplaining voice:

“Look here, Leggett, you've had enough—
two bob yesterday, and three to-day—"

“8hut up, you ass!’’ whispered Leggeft
fiercely, as he caught sight of Tommy Dodd.

Tommy came up to them with a grim
look.

“So you're getting money out of Tubby,
Leggett?” he said.

“He owes me a trifle,”” said Leggett
sullenly. “Tubby can afford to settle up
now

“1Do you owe Leggett anything, Tubby?”

“No, I don’t!” gaid Tubby Muffin
‘promptly. “4—I mean, yes, I do! It's all
right, Tommy Dodd. You needn't chip in!”

Tommy Dodd walked on. He was pretty
certain about the matter now, and it looked
as if Leggett was making a profit out of
the transaction. But there was no proof,
and Tommy did not see what he could do
in the matter.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Very Surprising Visitor'!

ORNINGTON - joined Townsend &

Co.. after dinner on Saturday.

Mornington was looking  very

morose. His aristoeratic nose had

been put very much out of joint by Tubby’s
great popularity with the Nuts. .

‘To be cut out by a fellow he despised
thoroughly was a hitter blow to the con-
ceit of the damdy of the Fourth, and his
determination to have nothing to do with
Tubby divided him from his iriends, and
he was begining to feel lonely.

“You fellows comin’ out?” he asked.

“QOh, we’re goin’ out!” said Townsend
airily., “Takin’ a little run imto the country.
Like to come? You can come if you like.”

Mornington set his teeth hard.

Hitherto he had arranged such little ex-
cursions, and the other fellows had bheen
giad to be included in his party. Now he
could “come if he liked.”

“That fat rotter comin’?” he asked.

"Regmald is comin’, ce:t'\mly”’

“Couldn’t leave Reggie out!”’ said Topham
blandly. “Reggie’s a regular sport. We get
on famously with Reggie!”

Mornington sneered.

“ How much does he owe 3'ou‘?” he asked.

“Oh, he owes us a trifie!” said Townsend.
with a shrug of the shoulders “I've lent
him a quid or two, an’ he owes me about
twelve pounds. I've got Ius I 0 U's, too!??

“He owes me ten for bamker!” said Peele.
“What does it matter? He will be able to
settle up without missin’ it!”

“You seem to be doin’ pretty well out of
that fat fool!” sneered Mornington.

“Makin’ hay while the sun shines!” said
Topham. “Why shouldn’t we?”

“No reason.why you shouldn't. if you're
willin’ to foady to a fat bounder like tha{!*
said Mornington scornfully.

“Well, we're not goin’ to toady to you,
anyway, Marny!” said Townsend tartly.
“Reggie’s a bit better bred than you, if
you come to that. Not always sneerin’ at
a fetlow, an’ talkin’ as if he’s the lord of
creation”’

“Well, I won't come if he does!” snapped
Mnnmwton

“Don’t then!” said Tcwnsend. ;

Mornington walked away, pale with anger.
He left the Nuts grinhing. It was easy to
“draw »” the overbearing Morningtcen, and
his friends found an undiminished pleasure
and amusement. in “drawing * him.

The Nuts of the Fourth were waiting for
Tubby on the School House steps, when the
telegraph-boy from the village camnie up.

“Master Muffin?” he said.

“Hallo! Telegram for Tubby!” remarked
Peele. '‘Somethin’ about the money, I ex-
pect. Where’s Tubby? Seen Tubby, Jimmy
Silver?”

Jimmy came out at that moment, with his
overcoat on over his footer rig.

“Passed him on the stairs,” said Jimmy.
“Hallo, Tubby! You're wanted!”

“Comin’{” called back Tubby.

“Telegram for you, Reginald!” said Towns-
end, as the fat Classical came out. “Let’s
hear if it's good news!*

“For me?”’ said Tubby, looking puzzled.

“Most likely 1r0m the Iawyer johnnie !” re-
marked Peele. Open it, an’ let’s see if it's
good news, Tubby {*

“But it can’t' be—ahem—I mean, give it
to me!” said Tubby Muffin hastily.

He took the telegram, and opened it
slowly.

Jimmy Silver paused on the steps, and

several - fellows gathered round. All the
Fourth were interested in Tubby’s huge
inheritance

The fat Classical looked at the telegram,
and his fat jaw dropped.

The expression that came over his face was
simply extraordinary.

His eyes became glued on the telegram,
and his podgy face became quite pale. His [*
fat hands shook.

The juniors exchanged significant glances.
It was evidemtly very bad news that Tubby
had received.

There “was terror in his fat face. There
was no mistaking his expression. The tele-
gram, whatever, it contained, had scared
Tubby Muffin.

“Anything wrong, Tubby?” Jimmy asked.

“Oh dear!”

“Mistake about -the money, after all?”
asked Townsemd, quickly and suspiciously.

“Nunno!”’

“Well, it can’t be so bad!” said Topham.
“Buck up, Reggie! We're ready to start
when you are!”

'_lubby jumped.

1—I—I can’t go out this aftmnoon' he
stammered.

“Somebody coming to see you?’ asked
Gower,

*Yee.c-es12? :

“What rotten luck!” said Townsend.

“Knoecks our little run on the head. But
it isn't so serious as all that, Tubby. No
need to look as if a bomb was goin' to drop
on your napper!”

Tubby Muffin groaned dismally.

“Oh dear! I—I never thought of this!”’ he
groaned. “I—I hadn’t any idea he would
come down this term!*’

“Never mind, Tubby! If it's some gar-
goyle' of an uncle, with a face like a Hun,
we’ll help you to stand him!”’ said
Townsend consolingly. “When is he comin’?”

Another dismal groan from Tubby.

“He says he’ll he here soon after his tele-
gram. No time to.wire him not to come or
anything! Oh dear!”

“We'll meet him at the station, if you
like, and put him in a good temper,” said
Townsend encouragingly. “What train is
he comin’ by?”

“He—he—he says the two o’clock!”

“Why, that’s in long ago! That tele-
gram’s taken some time getting 'here from
the village. Might be here any minute.”

“Hallo! Here's somebody!” murmured
Lovell, glancing towards the gates. 3

An old gentleman in rusty black was
coming very sedately across the quadrangle.
The juniors looked at him fixedly. Some
of them had seen him before. He came
up to the School House steps, and gave the
juniors a nod and a smile, and held ont his

hand to the dismayed Tubby, who took Jt
mechanically.
“Got my telegram, Reggie? I found I

could run down, and I wired so that you

would not be going out. How are you, my

hoy? Glad to see vour old unele—what?”
And Tubby mumbled, in an expiring

voice :

“Ye-g-e-es, Uncle Joshua!”

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Falli of Tubby Muffin !

NCLE JOSHUA! :
: The name was repeated in a
buzz by the astonished juniors.

Townsend’s face was a study.

Tnele Joshua!

Mr. Muffin, quitc unaware of the terrific
sensation his arrival caused, smiled to Tubby,
and passed on into the House.

“1 will see vou again after I have called
upen the Head, Reggie,” he said benignly.

And he dxsdnpeared into the House.

Tubby Muffin stood rooted to the steps.

The moment Mr. Muffin had disappeared
there was a roar. Townsend grasped the
fat Classical by the arm.

“What does this mean?” he
“That’s your Uncle Joshua!”

“Qh=dear!”

“Then he’s
dazedly.

“Don’t look like it, does he?” grinned
Jimmy Silver.

After his .talk with Tommy Dodd, Jimmy
was not so smpnsed as the other fellows
to see Tubby's Uncle Joshua still in the
flesks,

hissed.

not  dead?” said Topham

“You spoofin’ villain!” yelled Pcele.

“I—1 say——"

“What does it mean?” shricked Townsend.
“If he ain’t dead, he can’t have left you a
fortune in his will.”

“Looks as if he could leave a fortune,
doesn’t he?” sneered Gower. “1 should
think he’d buy a new hat out of it first!”

“Have you been spoofing us?”’ roared
Peele. 57

“Yow! Ow, ow! Leggo!” -howled Tubby,
as Townsend shook him heuc!v “It—it
| Was only a j-j-joke, yon knows#" g

“You wrote that lutter Self?” shrieked

Townbend :

“Nuuno! I—I didn't#”
“Whe did, then?? 1> .
“It was only a j-joke! I-—I read about a

chap in the paper who bad a fortune left
him,” groaned, Tubby. *“He had a letter
Irom a aOllClI‘.Ol‘ about it, and—and I thought-
how ripping it would hes7

“You swindlin’ rascal!”

“And—and 1 asked Leggett about it, and
he offered to write the letter on old Man-
ders’ t\pevmtu‘ groaned Tubby.
only a j-j-i-joke!”

‘}ia, ha, ha!” yelled the Fistical Four,

“Spoofed !’ ejaculated Flynn. *“Well, of

all the thaves of the worruld!”

“You owe me two quids!” panted Towns-
end. “You thievin’ young scoundrel, give
me my quids baeck!”

“1—I ecan’t! I've spent them--you know -

I have!”

*“And your dashed T O TU's!” howled
Topham. ~“What are thev worth?”

“Waste paper fetches something,” re-
marked Lovell. “You can sell 'em by
weight, Toppy!”

*Ha; ha, ha!? :

“Scrag  him!” yelled Townsend, almosd

beside himsel! w rage, as he realised how
he had been taken in—taken in as mnch
by his own greedy rascality as hy Tubhy
Muffin’s extraordinary scheme for raising tha -
wind.

“Pulverise him!

Jump on him!”

“Yow! Ow!
“Handa off 1 ]1mm\ Silver Lh!pped in at
once. - “Let Tubh\ alone—while his uncle’s

here, at any rate!”

“8tand back, hang you!
us!” choked Townsend.

Jimmy shoved the cxasperated Townsend
back, and his chums closed round the un-
fortunate Tubby. <

“Serves you right!” said Jimmy. “Yon
wanted to swindle him, and you've got what
-you deserved! If you hadn’t been swindling
rascals Tubby couldn’ t; have had a red cent
out of you!”

“Why, you—you—you—-—

“And it was Leggett more than . Tubby.
You can go for Leggett, if you like!”

“Go for him, and. welcome!” chimed, ia
Tommy Dodd. “He’s been squeezing some
(l)f your money out of Tubby! Go and scalp
qint 1

“I—I say, it was only a j-i-joke!” wailed
Tubby Muffin. “I—I thought the fellows
would lend me a few bob, that was all! %
—I didn’t know Towny would become pally,
and insist on lending me quids—"

“Ha, has-hai>

Townsend & Co. simply. raged;
Fistical Four stood by Tubby, '
to leave the fat Classical alone. -

They rushed oft to the Modern side to
interview Leggett. They simply had to
wreak their vengeance upon somehody, and
Leggett, after all, was the more culpable
of the two young rascals.

They found Leggett in his study, and fox
a quarter of an hour pandemonium reigned in
Leggett’'s study, and when Townsend & Co,
umarted they felt that they had their
money s worth. Leggett, as he groaned over
his injuries, felt that they had had a good
deal more than their money’s worth.

0 ® . . < a &

He's swindled

but the
they had

The Rookwood Fourth howled with laughter
over the outcome of Tubby Muffin's great in-
heritance. It had been “spoof ” from begin-
ning to end, and Uncle Joshua's unexpected
visit te the school had given xt away; and
Tubby, who had lived for a week like a pig
in elover was in clover no longer, though io
other respects he had not changed.

The fellows who had lent Tubby money in
anticipation of future benefits, did not join
in the merriment, but everybody else agreed
that Townsend & Co. had received what they
deserved.

THE END.

(See my Chat about next week's story of
Rookwood. —ED.)
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A STIRRING TALE OF MYSTERY AND
ADVENTURE AMONG THE BUCCANEERS.

By Famous MAURICE EVERARD.

BOB GREVILLE, and his cousin, JEFF
HAWKINS, are returning to school when
they are met by BLACK MICHAEL, a serv-
ing man of "Bob's father, SIR JOHN
GRENVILLE. Mike gives them news of the
baronet's ruin, and his orders to take them
back to Halland Hall, the home of the
Grevilles,

During the journey to Exeter the three
rescuc.  ALDERMAN CONYERS and his
charming daughter from the clutches of a
notorious highwayman. To show his grati-
tude, “ Conyers invites them to his home.

INTRORUCTION.

he i3 a director of a certain big shipping
company, and that he will replacé the lost
fortunes of the Grevilles on condition that
they bring about the capture of Avery, a
daring buccaneer, who has made the seas
a very bad and dangerous highway for the
merchants of the day.

They journey to Bristol, and sign on as
“hands ” on the ship Duke, on which they
encounter the buccaneer Avery in the guise
of the first mate.

During the night, Avery, with a dozen
chosen men, seize the captain of the Duke

and the ship. The hands, unable to resist,
are made to obey the pirate, and the ship
alters her course. With no fixed intentions,
they turn south, and one day come upon a
ship filled with an immense treasure. The
captain comes on board the Duke, and ex-
plaing to Avery that his men are suffering
from thirst. Avery agrees to help them.
Bob Greville overhears the pirate and two of
his men plotting to transfer this treasure
during the night. But his presence is found
ouf, and Avery chains him in the hold to
stop him from revealing the truth,
(Now read on.)

There, after a good meal, he tells them that
Mike’s Suspicions!

143 HERE'S Bob?" asked Jeff the fol-

y lowing - morning, while he and
Mike, with dozens of others, were

busy swabbing down the deck.

Black Michael turned slowly, and ran his
glance over the ship's crew.

“Down in the lazarette, mos’ like, or
perhaps bo'sun’s piped him off to the galiey.
There’ll be a heap to do down there, seein’
the captain's got to feed them poor fellows,"

And, shading hi$ eyes, he stared across the
streteh of sunlit water to where the schooner
dipped gently to the swell.

Yor an hour. Jeff kept on with his hols-
stoning and rubbing, but at the end of that
time he still felt vaguely uneasy

“ Look here, Mike,” he said, drawing the
Cornishman aside, “we've seen nothing of
Bob for nigh on eight hours. He went to
the skipper’s cabin to do that ciphering.”

*“ And there, mos' like, he is now,” said
Mike. *I'll go and see.”

With this he strolled leisurcly amidships,
and the first thing he saw was the carpenter
fitting a new sheet of rough glass to the cabin
skylight.

“ What's toward, master?” Mike asked,
watching the carpenter interestedly.

“ Blest if I know! Geary says a block
Aropped from the halliards and smashed the
glazing."

“ Ob!" said Mike, and, sailor-like, his glance
went at once aloft,

A quick survey of ropes, spars, and tackle
showed ab, once. that- nothing was missing.
All the gear was in perfect order, and cer-
tainly there was no sign of a block missing.

* Had to find a new block, too, I reckon?”
he mused.

The carpenter shook his head.

“* Know nothin' about that, mate. Cap’en,
hie come along, and he -say to me, ‘ Bower, I
want you to mend the skylight to my cabin.
Block fell on the glazing during the night
and smashed it in,' And that’s all T know.”

By this time Mike was more than a little
curious. He didn't for a moment believe the
story, but there was a very simple way to
test it still further, The block which takes
running gear is a very heavy thing, and,
falling from such a height, it would have
crashed through the glass on to the tahle
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bencath, possibly splintering the top of the
latter, if not smashing it entirely. So Mike
took his pipe from his trousers-pocket, and,
lighting it, coolly sat down on the ‘edge of
the fanlight, from which vantage point he
commanded a clear view of the captain's
cabin. The table-top was certainly in good
order, its polished mahogany top unmarred
save by slight scratches caused by glasses
and bottles. But there was something which
attracted Mike’s close attention—four lines
of raised dust in the form of a square beyond
the square of carpet covering the fioor.

““ Looks for all the world as though fricnd
Avery keeps a secret store of his owin below
thiose boards,” he told himself.

Then, wishing the carpenter * Good-morn-
ing!" he continued his quest further afield.
Neither in the fo'c’sle, the galley, or the
lazarette was there any sign of the missing
boy, and word began to pass round after
Bob Greville.

At the first muster he did not show up, nor
did he put in an appearance when breakfast
was served out. So the routine of the day
went on its accustomed way, and, though here
and there among the men there were strange
wonderings—for Bob was very popular with
the majority of his shipmates—it was gener-
ally concluded that he had hidden himself
in some part of the ship. :

Mike repeated the suggestion to Jeff,

The boy shook his head.

“ I don't think so, Mike. That isn’t like
Bob at all, to play a practical joke when
there’s such interesting doings afoot. See!
Boatloads of our fellows are putting off in
the small boats for the schooner!’

“Ah! There we have it!" laughed Jeff,
feeling relieved. ‘ He must have slipped
off with the provisioning party which went in
the early hours, and, under cover of darkness
no one saw him,”

This idea naturally found favour with both,
so later in the day, when an opportunity
offered, Jeff and Mike obtained permission to
board the schooner. The Eclipse was little
better than a death ship, although luckily
rothing worge than scuryy had broken out
on board, Men lay about in little groups on
the sun-blistered deck, their flesh shrunken,
the sallow skin drawn tight over their bones,
and their eves staring glassily into the brassy
dome of the sky.

53, 1

The work of resuscitation was proceeding
apace, and quite a pumber who had been
given water and small portions of food were
able to swarm into the return boats to take
up fresh quarters in one or other ships of
Avery's fleet.

Of course, neither Jeff nor Mike was aware
of it, but the pirate had lost no time in put-
ting his plan Into execution, and every few
hours more and more men were drafted from
the Eclipse, their places being taken by trusty
sailors from the Duke.

And then, soon after high noon, the quarter-
master brought word that the interchange
was to cease, Jeft looked at Mike in duil
despair. Though ‘they had searched the
schooner from stern to bowsprit, nowhere was
the slightest sign of the missing boy visible.
He had vanished utterly,

So they returned to the Duke sad at heart.
Mike resolved to question Avery himself,

“I can tell you nothing, my good man,”
the buccaneer said cheerily. “The young
fellow came to my cabin in the early hours
to take down a statement in writing from
Captain Tew, and since then I have seen
naught of him.”

They were standing in the cabin when
Avery said this. Mike could not tell why
he did it, but suddenly he glanced up, and
the swinging lamp rivetted his attention.
It was of brass, highly ornamented with
projecting pieces of scrowl-work, and from
onelc-i these fluttered a tiny strip of blue
cloth.

Mike recognised it instantly—a shred torn
from Bob Greville's coat—for, to be worthy
of the honour bestowed upon him by so im-
portant a personage on shipboard as Avery,
he had hastily donned his bhest jucket as
well as hig shoes.

“1 see,” said Mike, staring down at the
floor, where the broken line of dust still
showed faintly. “Then what the men say is
true. He must have tumbled overboard
during the night.”

“Possibly playing some fool trick on tha
deck rail,” replied Avery, with a laugh.

“Possibly,” mumbled Mike, and passed
out,

He went in search of Jeff, and found him
sitting disconsolately in the: stern-sheets.

“There was black work aboard this craft
in the night, Jetl,” the sailor said.
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Jeff looked up with moody eyes.
“Something’s Happened to Bob.
he’s dead.”

3 don't,” the other returned.

I betieve

“I think

he's alive—and a prisoner of the captain.”.

Jeft stared.

“What makes you think so?” he asked,

“Little enough,” was the answer. “But

% two or three things are suspicious, and point
that way. To begin with, there’s a tiny
thread or two of Beb's jacket clinging to
the swing-lamp in the captain’s cabin. Then
I see the skylight has been broken.”

“But what has the skylight, broken or
otherwise, got to do with a sirip of cloth
from Boh’s coat?’ Jeff questioned.

“Perhaps a gcod deal,”” was the . grim
answer. “Now, listen . you here, Master
Jeftery. Supposin’—I only say supposin’,
mind you—but supposin’, after he left Mr.
Avery and Captain Tew, Boh hung back to
find out a bit more nor they had told him.
And supposin’ heé crawled on top of the
skylight to do it, and the glass broke and
in he went.”

“Who said the glazing’s broken?”

“1 did,” said Mike, in a guarded whisper.
“I've seen it with my own eyes. Captain’s
tale is a halliard-block broke loose and
dropped on it from the mast. If it did, it
would have marksd the table underneath,
besides smashing the glass. But the table’s
all right. I reckon Bob was listening from
“that skylight, and he fell through, and as
he dropped his. jacket caught a bit of the
limp and got tore.”

“Good gracious!
agreed. “But where is he now

“My belief is—somewhere down' below,”
‘was the answer.

«Jeff shook his head.

““We've searched every part of the ship
sxcept the hold, and we know the hatch-
covers haven’t been taken off.”

“ “But there’'s a ‘trap-door in the floor of

‘the captain’s cabin. Mebbe, he keeps spirits
and things of his own—ship’s® papers and
so forth, down there.”

“That settles it. We must find
vowed Jeff. Then, his tone changing:
“don't think he’s dead?”

“Nary a bit,” said Mike. “The captain’s
got him prisoner: He wouldn't fall over the
side, ’cos the deck-rail's high. And: he
wouldn’t take his life. No. I say agen—the
captain’s holding him.” t

-~ “Which means we
search.”

Mike’s face was screwed up into serious
lines.

“We've got to bide our time. Mr. Avery
isn’t giving chances away. When he left his
cabin after me a minute or two ago, he
locked the door after him and put the key
in his pocket, a thing I've never knowed him

It sounds possible,” Jeff

>

out,”
“You

P

must make another

do before. But, later on »
Later on! It was a very wearying time
for Jefi. The hours lengthened, the day

passed, night came, and still another day
dragged its weary course, and there was no
sign of Bob or any chance of pursuing a
line of - investigation towards finding him.
Avery scarcely left his cabin, sitting in con-
clave there with his officers, and . through
them issuing orders to the transfer of men
and provisions from the ships of his fleet
to the schooner.

All through the long two days the work

went on, hoatloads being sent away each
hour, until the Eclipse was thoroughly well
provisioned, and more than half the Duke's
crew, all fully armed, had taken the place
of the -men drawn from the larger vessel.
And then, about four in the afternoon,
Avery himself, with the armourer, the
bos'un, and the mate, were rowed across,
and the feeling came to Black Michael that
the pirate meant forcefully to take pos-
session of the Eclipse. :
_ “There’s something aboard that ship he
wants aud he means to have it,” vowed
the Cornishman. “We shall soon learn what
it is. But between now and then we're
going- to hunt the Duke from stem to stern
and find out what’s bhappened to our Bob
Greville,

Which Proves Black Wiichael to be a Man
: of Resource !
HIFRE was nothing to hinder such a
’ -search. In the excitement which
generally prevailed nobody- took
: notice of what other people were
doing, the hands remaining on the Duke being
far too interested in the transference of
ecrews from one ship to another to attend
much to their customary duties.
©ne fact did not fail to attract Mike’s
attention. Most of the sick men from the

Eclipse had been transferred to Avery’s own
flagship, comparatively few being drafted to
the captured sloops taken from St. Principe.
The consequence was that, to all intents and
purposes, the Eclipse was now manned with
the pick of Avery’s ‘men, while the other
ships’ crews were made up of very inferior
fighting material.

Black Michael was turning al’ this over in
his mind while waiting a favourable oppor-
tunity to examine the captain’s cabin.

It did not come until dusk began to fall;
when, by common censent. a goodly number
of the hands, being no longer under their
master’s strict discipline, made a general
move to the fo'c’sle, where a small cask of
spirits. which one of the sailors from the
Eelipse had smuggled aboard unobserved,
was broached.

Under ordinary circumstances, the
preservation of ship’s discipline, Black
Michael would have made an endeavour to

for
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immediate clue. The grime and dust of the
narrow passage was marked with footprints
which led him to the stout door.

At the lifting of the bar a weak voice
hailed him. A moment later he knew that
the search was at an end, for lying doubled
up in ¢6ne corner was :Bob Greville.

Too weak to Tise, he stretched out 2
shaking hand, and begged Black Michael to
lift him.

“I’ve been without food and water for mora
than sixty hours!” he muttered faintly. “I'd
rather die at Avery’s hands -than stay
another night down here!”

Mike picked up the boy, slung him, like a

sack, over his shoulder, and, taking the
lantern, staggered back into the captain’s
cabin. 5

As all was still on deck, he called Jeff in,
and together they set to work with a will,
bringing back Beb to a more comfortable
condition.

Mike gave the order.
clouds of smoke.

were struggling in the water.

There was a loud explosion, followed by billowing
When the wind drove it clear the men saw that their

(See page 16.)

l first shot had cut the foremost of the boats clean in two, and the pirates

put a stop to the orgy; but he took pains
to ignore it, and, waiting until the deck
was practically deserted, he made a. sign
for Jeff to join him.

“Come on now!” he whispered, moving oft
amidships. “I've got a lantern hidden away
at the foot of the companion. We needn’t
light it till we’re safe the other side of that
trap. Then we shall see—well, what we shall
seel”

Hé thrust a small pistol into Jeff’s hand,
and posted him on guard in the darkness
of the passage-way.

Then, opening Avery’s door, he crept in,’
and, passing his hands over the floorboards,
found the edges of the trap. and, inserting a
stout blade, lifted it.

In the semi-light a dark cavity yawned
before him. Gripping the rungs of the short
ladder, he lowered himself into the pit, let
the flap sink into position, and waited a
moment to recover his breath before lighting
the hand-lantern.

Its yellow rays provided the sailor with an

A weak glass of brandy and water—taken
from Avery's locker—was forced between his
swollen lips; then a little cooked meat was
pounded, and bread soaked in the the liguid.

After ten minutes of this, the lustre began
to ereep back into Bob’s eyes, and the warm
biood to flow once again through his chilled
veins.

“I'm glad you've come, because I've bad
news to break!” he said, turning to Black
Michael.

The sailor laughed. -

“Bother the bad news, lad! Let’s know
how you came to-this plight first!”

Bob drained his glass, and felt stronger.

“You know, I was fetched heré to take
down Captain Tew’s statement?” he began.

Mike inclined his head.

“Captain Tew died .last night, and was
buried under cover of darkmness!”

“What !” exclaimed Jeff, amazed.

“Yt’s true,” the sailor went on. ' “I heard i#
from Chater; but I woulde’t say anything

THE PoPTLAR.—NoO. 105,



16

beecause I knew you were upset over Bob's dis-
spearance. Tew was a gentleman, if ever
there was one!”

“Then, it's my belief Captain Avery mur-
dered him!” interjected Bob.

“What makes you think so?” Mike asked.

“Listen!” replied the boy. “You shall have
my story. Then you'll understand.. The
statement I took down concerned a vast
amount of loot, taken by the Eclipse, under
Captain Tew, in the Red Sea. This prize
Avery calculates at more than two hundred
and fifty thousand pounds. It was taken
from an Indianman, and is in specie, bar
eold, jewels, and silks. I heard Tew tell

our captain that every man on board drew .

more than three thousand pounds apiece.”

* Which money is still aboard her, I sup-
pose?” Mike suggested.

“Every penny!”

“Then we're getting to the truth at last,”
was the sailor’s reply. “I can see now what
Avery had in mind in sending u picked crew
to take over the Eeclipse. He means to make
himself master of Captain Tew’s vessel!”

“That is so,” agreed Bob.. “I overheard a
conversation between our captain, the ho'sun,
and the first-mate, and they agreed upon a
plan to seize the treasure on the Eclipse for
ihemselves.”

Suddenly Mike lifted his hand, and the
colour ebbed from his cheeks. From afar
oft there came several dull thuds, which
sounded faint and far away.

“Gunfire,” he said, rising swiftly.

“Cannon?” asked Jeff, helping his cousin
to his feet.

“No,” said Mike, .picking up his pistols,
and moving towards the companion. *Small
arms. Trouble has broken out on one of the
other ships. Follow me?”

They made for the deck, which they found
deserted. From below came the noise of
singing and stamping, and now and again
a burst of raucous laughter.

The darkness lay like a pall upon the
sea, and for a little while only the riding-
lights of the three other vessels were visible.
But in a moment the gloom was broken by
stabs of flame and the crackle of musketry,
and across the waste of waters shouts and
faint cries were borne to them.

“That pother is taking place on the
Bclipse,” said Mike, “Avery has already com-
menced his work. Some of Tew's crew are
resisting, and he is shooting them down.”

“We see him at last in his true colours—
the bloodthirsty pirate which the alderman

-painted him!" said Jeff, breathing fast.
“Can anything be done, Mike?”

“Anything be done!” scoffed the giant,
moving away from the deck-rail. “It seems
to me we've got the chance of our lives!”

“Of being put to death or committing
murder under the black flag!” said Jeff.
“Thanks all the same, but I should prefer
to walk the plank!”

Mike laid his hand on the boy's shoulder.

“My lad, if there’s any plank-walking to be
done, Avery and the mob of ruffians around
bim will be the first to do it! As I see it,
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by acting quick and daring-like, we can make
ourselves masters of the situation.”

“How?” the boy questioned.

“By rousing these fellows to put up a
fight against Avery,” was the = answer.
“Nearly a hundred of them are Tew’s men,
threatened with being robbed of the prize-
money they won under their own ecaptain.
D’ye think they’ll put up with it?”

“There's something else,” interrupted Bob,
speaking for the first time since they had
come on deck. “The Eclipse is a big ship
with lots of guns—more guns than the Duke
possesses, but all her shot and powder are
gone. They were thrown overboard in the
storm which drove her South and round the
Cape.” g

“Then we've got 'em!” cried Mike, smiting
his palm with the back of his hand. “With-
out ammunition for their bhig pieces, they
are at our mercy. In one hour we could blow
the Eclipse out of the water, Now, what
shall it be, lads—war to the knife, or dis-
honourable surrender?”

“War to the knife!” shouted Jeff and Bob
together.

Jeff was despatched to find Chater, who had
already given proof of his honesty of purpose
and courage, and of his skill as a gunner.

Black Michael drew him apart and dis-
cussed the position, and having won him and
three other stout fellows, the little party, all
carrying loaded pistols, fell in behind the
Cornishman, and made for the fo'c’sle.

Here nigh on eighty men were gathered
together, crowded in a confined space, lit by
the glow from three swinging lanterns.

Through the dense smoke haze they turned
startled faces on the mewcomers blocking the
entrances with their pistols cocked.

Black Michael's manner, however,
genial and reassuring.

.“Listen, brothers of the sea,” he said, in
a loud voice. “I have bad and yet good
news to break to you at one and the same
time. First of all, I would speak to all men
who have recently come aboard from the
Eclipse.” -

There was an immediate show of hands.

“Good!” said Mike. *“Now the position is
this. From the lips of your dead captain—"

“Is he dead?” came in a roar from more
than a dozen lusty throats.

“Dead, and I believe murdered by Captaln
John Avery, late master of this vessel.”

“Then death to Avery!” they shouted, leap-
ing to their feet, and shaking their clenched
hands in the air.

“Death to Avery it shall be!” replied Mike.

“Treason to our master!” shouted a
member of the Duke’s crew.

The Cornishman singled the fellow out, and
levelled a pistol at him. s

“No, treason to the men of the Eclipse,
and to most of us, Tom Butcher,” Mike went
on. “ear my story before you judge.
Captain Tew was a Government privateers-
man out for homest plunder, despatched by
the Governor of the Bermudas. Some weeks
ago he took as prize a Mogulman with nigh
on a quarter of a million of treasure aboard,
all told.”

“That's right!” shouted
Eclipse men.

“So great was the haul,” said Mike, “that
every man under the good Tew's command
was granted three thousand pounds in prize.
This money is even now on the Xclipse, and
Captain Avery, after putting Master Tew out
of the way, has planned to rob you all of
your due reward. At this moment firing is
going on aboard yonder vessel, and your com-
panions are being shot down like dogs!”

“Death to Avery, the butcher and traitor!”
they cried again,

Mike signified his assent.

“He deserves death, He has played you all
false, and would steal what rightfully belongs
to you. I and those with me desire fairness
all round. Whe will join with me against
this man?”

Every band in the fo'c’sle was raised.

“Then let me break the good news,” said
Mike, smiling. “Captain Avery has nrade one
mistake. With him he has taken many scores
of good fighting men, all well armed, and
ready to carry out his orders. At the
moment they are masters of the Eclipse. But
we are masters of them!”

“Indeed! How?” someone asked.

“They have cannon with them, but neither
powder nor shot,” was the reply. “We have
goodly stores of both. We have but to train
our guns on the Eclipse and open fire, and
Avery's men are at our mercy.” ¢

“But suppose, master, they should send off
parties to board us,” was suggested.

“During the nizht we will set sail and draw
away, keeping the enemy, however, within

g

was

several of the
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range. Not until daybreak will we show our
hand. Then we will call upon Captain Avery
and his followers to throw down their arms
and surrender. If they refuse, we shall blow
them into kingdom come with the great shot.
Should they send off boarding parties, theu
we have such good gunners as can sink the
boats before they-approach. And taking
them unawares, with their sails furled, the
battle will be ours before they have a chance
to get clear.”

The advantages of such a course was
apparent to all, and thereafter all through
the anight the men of the Duke, under
Black Michael’s command, went forward with
their preparations for the morrow.

A Great Fight and a Gallant Victory!
AWN found the Duke cleared for
.action, every cannon loaded, and the

guns' crews, stripped, at their

stations. Every seaman was served
out with a short-barrelled musket, a couple
ot pistols which he carried primed in his belt,
and a short hangar.

Then, just as the sun came up and the
night mists cleared, one of the pieces d
charged a shot across the bows of the Eclipse,
and Black Michael ordered a signal to be
run up calling upon Avery to surrender.

No answer was vouchsated immediately, and
the first move on the part of the surprised
birates was the appearance of three boatloads
of armed men, which pulled round the
Eciipse's stern and began to row furiously
towards the Duke.

Black Michael laughed.

“Our late master does not know when he is
well off. - We must teach him a lesson.”

Whereupon he issued a sharp command. A
six-pounder was carefully sighted and trained
upon the foremost craft, and the order to

fire given.
The terr%ﬁe explosion was Tfollowed by
hillowing clouds of smoke, which the wind,

however, took and blew away, and in the
clear sunlight all that was seen was a mass
of wreckage and several dark forms struggling
in the water.

Again there was an appalling burst of
flame and a thunderous explosion which
shook the ship, and this time they had a
goodly view of the Eclipse’s long boat being
blown out of the water. The few survivors
were picked up by their companions in the
third boat, which then turned and made at
full speed for safety.

Once more Black Michael caused a signal to
be made to the Eclipse, but the unfurling of
the sails and the slow movement of the great
vessel showed that Avery's intention was, by
executing a clever feat of seamanship, to
bring his ship - close in. and so come to
quarters.

“We can't allow that!” cried Mike. “They
are more numerous and better armed than us
for a hand-to-hand contest. So let every
gun be trained, master gunner, and a broad-
s'de be discharged.”

By this time the Eclipse was less than
half a mile away, making good speed, and
overhauling the Duke rapidly. The discharge
of the broadside, however, had a deadly
effect, - the enemy's mainmast being cut
through, and the great sail crashing down to
the deck, and thence over the side, carrying
more than a dozen struggling men with it.

Avery must mnow have known that only
defeat awaited him, but he kept on under
reduced canvas, and two more broadsides
had to be fired before the Eclipse lay rock-
ing like a stricken bird upon the water

Within a very few minutes Avery's black
flag fluttered down from the peak, its place
being taken by the white flag of surrender.

Preparations were now made for boarding,
the long boat, the whaler, and the cutter
being lowered and filled with armed men.
As a token of submission, Avery, with those
of his officers left, were instructed to put off
in one of their own small craft and to board
the Duke.

A rousing cheer went up from the men of
the Duke, and the famous pirate, looking -
dejected, took his place in the stern-sheets
and was pulled rapidly to the ship which
once he had commanded. Black Michael had
the carpenter waiting to receive ‘his visitor,
and as the huccaneer stepped. on board he
was immediately seized and puf into irons.

The day had reversed the fortunes for ali
of them.

While Avery languished in his gloomy but
well-deserved prison, Black Michael, making
a careful selection of officers, took over
command of the whole fleet, promising every
man his due of lawful prize. and pardon for

(Concluded on page 20.)



——The * Popular’’ a Grand Surprise

THREADS QF THE STORY.

. Adrian Vaughan, after having served five
years, leaves Dartmoor Prison, bent on re-
waining his old position in the world, but he
finds that all of his old ‘acquaintances had
joined the great army against him, including
a 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
tor himself as Paul Rutherford.

Later, Demottsen informs his partner that
he has discovered that Leishman is realiy
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 Leishman,
a man who had wronged him in the past.

Firth pays a visit to the Marquis of Ran-
guvy to entertain the guests as a musician,
using the name of Rutherford, whilst the
real- man burgles the house of the most
viluable 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.

_Vaughan pays Leigh a visit, and threatens
to reveal to the world his secret if Leigh
does not hand over to his care, Harry, no
longer the son of Leigh, but of John Firth.
Leizh has to agree, and Harry is taken to
Vaughan’s house in Flatney. Harry dis-
eovers the plot, and is furious with his one-
time friend.

(Now read on.)

Strange Revelations!

AUGHAN crossed to the window and
looked out over the sun-bathed
park and the sleepily nodding
trees.

“1 am a young man, and life i3 as dear
in its way to me as to you,” he said, speak-
ing slowly, almost as though to himseli.
“I cannot forget that I am a ticket-of-
teave man, wanted by the police for crimes
[ bave not committed. When I came out
of prison, even had I been guilty of sin, my
punishment should have expiated it. In-
stead the police hunted me down. Ferrers
Locke, your friend, fastened on me another
eharge, for which, had I been taken, I
should have gone back to a long term of
penal servitude.”

The hatred in his eyes when he men-
tioned the detective's name amazed Harry.

“But you were guilty of trying to black-
mail Mr. Marconnon!”

“You share the common attitude of the
public towdrds an ex-conviect, I was inno-
ceéent.: But wait, I haven’t done yet. You
shall see why I have brought you here, and
why I must, of necessity, protect myself
through you.” :

Harry stared at him in surprise.

“1 don’t understand.”

“Listen! You are aware that your friend
Locke has heen working night and day to
fasten on me the guilt of Marconnon’s
death?”

PLOT!

Shortly! Look Out For It!
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tures of Ferrers Locke, the
World-Famous Detective,

“Ferrers is justified in forming suspicions.”

“Precisely. But not in trying to prove an
innocent man guilty of murder.”

“He would do nothing unjust.” >

“I mean to prevent him. At last 1 have
turned. To one, at any rate, I shall reveal
the truth. Thus only ean I protect myself
in case the man legally responsible for Mar-
connon's death were to die, and I be left
alone under a cloud of suspicion. I did not
slay Raymond Marconnon, but I saw him
killed. Need I say more thin that the dis-
closure of my knowledge will seriously
jeopardise your father? I was there, and
saw everything. I know how XMarconnon
died—why Marconnon died. The secret is
shared by one man alone—Mr., Justin
Leigh!”

“It is a lie! I eannot believe  you! Bring
father back and say this to his face!”

“It iz useless to inflict unnecessary pain
upon you hoth. Mr Leigh knows I hold
him in the hollow of my hand. I am saving
his neck and his name, because he is a
proud man. More, I am saving you public
shame and degradation.”

“My father is po murderer!”

“] did not say he was. Justin Leigh's
hands are stained with blood, innocently
perhaps, but my word alone could convict
him of manslaughter or murder. I have
bargained with him to hold my peace. He,
in turn, agreed to hand you over to me.”

, “Then I am a pawn in the game?”

“In the complex game of life. I must
guard my safety as best I can;’ Vaughan
went on. “To save your father, you will
stay here with me?”

“Yes,” he said slowly.

“More, you will make no attempt to seek
the aid of Ferrers Locke. Your whereabouts
will remain a secret for two whole years.”

*“Why two years?”

“YI do not mean to keep you bound
always.”

“You promise mot to reveal my father’s
secret ?”

“That is so0.”

“Further, I am not to attempt to write
or see Mr. Locke?”

“Except such letters as I may dictate.
He will, later on, receive one from you in
which you will inform him that you are
quite safe and in no danger. Also, you will
tell him that you know who shot Raymond
Marconnon—that it was not I. Your father
himself shail convince you of this truth
before you write.”

“1 understand.”

“You will answer no
concerning me.”

. #Very well.”
g “At the end of two years, I shall set you
ree.”

“By what name are you known
house?”

“I am Paul Rutherford, the actor-musician
—-the Society entertainer—at your service!”
he said, bowing ironically.

Harry was almost speecliless with astonish-
ment.

“Then you are a thief!” he said.

“My dear fellow, ‘thief’ js a very un-
pleasant expression to use to me., Why do
you call me a thief?”

“Because I am convineced it was you who
stole the Marquis de Ranguvy's golden bowl

questions te anyone

in this

from Kingsweare Hall,” Harry answered
coldly. =

Vaughan leaned back, eyeing him good-
paturedly. 3

“Kven supposing what you say be true—
mind you, I admit nothing-—but supposing it
was I who possessed myself of one of the
marquis’ many superfluous geegaws. you are
swift to brand me a thief. But what have
you to say, my dear chap. of those who
have robbed me of my honour, my freedom,
the most precious years of my - life, and of
my {riends. Do hear you, or anyone,
stigmatise them as thieves? Of course not!
It was just I should he torn from my friends,
from my high position in the world, for the
wrong committed; it was just I should be
branded a felon for five long, weary years;
it was just when I came out of prisen,
apparently a free man_ I should be hounded
down and again pounced on by the officers
of the law!” :

The strong vofce shook with passion.
Harry shrank befere the vehement hatred
in_his face.

Like one in a dream, Harry looked
steadily about him, Could. it indeed be
true he was a prisoner in this bouse

A long silence fell hetween them. Harry
turned suddenly as a heavy footstep sounded
outside, and a man's strange voice fell upon
his ears. With a crash the wide double
doors were pushed inwards, and a tall form,
sinister and arresting, appeared on the
threshold. :

Harry started back at sight of the pistols
which glinted in each of the intruder’s
hands.

Vaughan had half-risen from his chair,
the arms of which he gripped tightly, and,
leaning forward, looked straight at the
newcomer. -

“My business is only with that man
there,” the stranger said, levelling a re-
volver at Vaughan's head. “Allow me, Mr,
Vaughan, to introduce myself.”” He bowed
again, this time with ironic extravagance,
snd a smile revealed his perfect white

teeth. “My name, ¢gir, is Count von
Diehling.”
‘Too Clever by Half !
£ ELIGHTED to meet you, count! As
you say, ,we have had business
together, you and 'I. But, first
©of all, permit me to allow my

young friend to retire,” replied Vaughan.

He spoke suavely, betraying not the
slightest sign of chagrin or surprise, that
the other, having taken him totally un-
awares, held him at his mercy. Rising, he
bowed Harry out. =

The count remained at his station by the
open door. Then, with an angry look on
his_fajr, flushed face, he strode imperiously
into the room.

“My friend, I will trouble you to raise
both .your hands above your head!” he
snarled. “You have seen fit to declare war
on me. Needless to say, that means war
to the knife!”

With colossal
towards the fireplace.
something against the wall;
he picked up a cigarette
studied care,

coolnegs, Vaughan walked
His left hand touched
with the other
and lit it with
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“Do I understand you are addressing me?”
he asked at length, swinging round and
deftly flicking the - gléwing match in the
German’s face.

The count started back, and winced as the
hot spark bit his cheek, but showed no dis-
position to lower either pistol arm.

“That is so, my friend. - We have an
account to settle—the acccunt of the jewels
taken at the Royal Edward Hall.”

“Really, you surprise me.”

Vaughan leaned his broad back against
the wide oak mantel and watched the other
through half-closed lids.

“I 'have discovered the ingenious impos-
ture which you are foisting on the British
people, and with which you -have so far
deceived the English police.”

“That is real smart of you, too! Go on!”

If Vaughan thought his quietly veiled
saréasm- would rouse the cther into sudden
passion and cause him to an open-

give
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“Pog, be quieh, ar I shoot you now!”

“Don’'t waste time, Von Diehling! I am
getting desperately tired of hearing you
talk!”

“You accompanied me in a taxi-cab to
Liverpool Street Station, and there, at the
pistol’s point, relieved me of the hooty. I
now turn the tables on you, Paul Ruther-
ford. I give you the choice hetween a quick
death or returning to me the jewels or the
equivalent in cash—that is, roughly, let us
say, sixty thousand pounds.”

A smile began to curve Vaughan's lips.

“You rather interest me, count,” he said,
yawning pointedly. “May I ask, before
so.ving my life on the terms you have pro-
posed, how you came to trace me here?”

Von Diehling smiled knowingly.

“Certainly. I have no wish not to en-
lighten you. As a member—a rather im-
portant member of an extremely successful
crocks’ assoctation—I take a pride in our

to sacure.

Vaughan felt along the wall of the second gallery. As he neared the end
he flashed his pocket torch in front of him, and the thin streak of white
iight rested on the corner of the pictugo that l;% had taken so much trouble
(See page 19.) ‘

ing by a slip, he was certainly mistaken,
for now that thée first spasm of anger was
gone, the count displayed extraordinary
calm, s

“I do nof propose to hide my purpose in
coming here, or to discuss the ethics of my
interest in certain valuables, of which you
have seen fit to deprive me and my asso-
ciates,” he explained. “Let me detail the
facts; they will show you how completely
I have you in my power, and, I hope, 'will
not only induce you to disgorge the- plunder
80 ill-gained, but act as a wholesome
deterrent against such rash interference on
your part in the future.”

“Thank you! I am in need of a little
moral suasion cccasionally. All the same, I
keg you to remember my time is valuable.”

The German flushed.

“On the 19th of last month you attended
the charity bhall at the Edward Hall.” ;

“Go on! You talk like a cheap book with
the lid off! And remember I am admitting
nothing.”

Von Diehling coloured at the insult.

“You also became acquainted with the
fact that certain jewels had passed into my
possession.”

“Let me sece. My memory is not so good
as it used to be,” Vaughan jeered.
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successes. We were thunderstruck—that rs,
myself and my Continental friends—when a
successful coup was turned against us by an

utter outsider—yourself, to wit. Naturally,
ever since you have been under strict
observation. I was bold enough to dog you

from London to Flatney, and here I am,
demanding, insisting on, nothing less than a
most abject apology and the return of the
jewels or their cash equivalent.” -

With a quick gesture he pressed the
muzzles of both pistols against Vaughan's
chest, and thrust his bhaleful eyes close to
the other’s.

“My dear count, you positively over-
whelm me,” was Vaughan's ready response.
“And, really, you place me in a most awk-
ward position, because, in the first place, I
haven't either the jewels or their money’s,

worth; and, in the second, if I had, I
shouldn’t. dream of parting with a single
penny to you.”

Von Diehling drew back, and his face

became white with passion.

“Then I shall shoot you where you stand,
and risk the consequences!” he hissed. “You
have robbed me, insuited me; worse, you
have jeered at me—-"

Vaughan raised his hand
command the other’s silence.

“Reflect for a moment before you do

imperiously to

anything rash. . Do you know what will
happen to you the moment one of your
weapons is discharged?” s

“You don’t frighten me like that.”

" “I have no wish but to warn you of youv
own position. If you turn round, you will
quickly understand.”

“Yes, and you would as quickly spring
upon me. Do you take me for a fool?”

“1 am afraid I regard you as a most in-
competent person to embark upon &
criminal career. As an agsociate of a gang
of “daring crooks, vou are a dismal failure.
Charles, tell the worthy @erman gentlemsan
what will happen if he attempts to harm
me.”

He glanced across to the wide-open dooi-
way, in which - Demottsen stood smiling
affably.

“I shall promptly blow a hole in him,”
Demottsen answered leisurely, balancing a
heavy-calibre revolver in his hand. “Count
von Diehling, T do not advise you to do any-
thing rash, or my weapon will most cer-
tainly go off.” If you are a sensible man you
will lose no time in laying both your pistols
gently on the table beside you, whence my
master will pick them up. One—two! Thank
vou!"—as Count Otto, with a final®oath, put
down both his weapons. w Vaughan was
prompt to snateh up.

His chubby, round face beaming with

3 n, the doctor came smilingly into
the centre of the room.
“Allow me also to introduce myself,” he
id, mocking the German’s grandiloquent
s. “I am Charles Demottsen, Mr.
Vaughan's right-hand man.” And as he spoke
his blue eyes danced behind the gold-rimmed
spectacles.

Vaughan broke into a hearty laugh, 2nd
siapped the count on the shoulder.

“Don’t take your beating too badiy, Von
Diehling,” he said. “After all, you are a
elever fellow, and, as man to man, let me
assure you I shall make you a better friend
than enemy. Now, what will you take?
And, Charles—shut the door, please!”

With that he went to the buffet and poured
out for Ven Diehling tha wine of his choice.

The Theft of the Van Dyck!
113 Y dear count, I am charmed to

. think that our too brief acquaint-

anceship has had several all-

round profitable results. You

the good sense to realise how much

er it will be for all parties concerned—

I refer to your colleagues in Paris and Berlin

—to have you all working with- me rather

than against me,” said Vaughan to Von
Diehling some twelve hours later.

Von Dieliling rose from the depths of the
easy saddle-bag in which he had been reclin-
ing ever -since breakfast, and walked the
room thoughtfully.

know that,” he answered somewhat som-
brely. “You have more than convinced
me it is of little use to us, or any other
zentlemen crooks, entering into competition
with you on this side of the Channel. Al
the same, you hardly appreciate my position—
to return to Amsterdam and explain to my
friends I have failed in my mission; that
you have stepped in and taken the plunder
completely out of our hands and refused to
disgorge a pennysworth. Admitted, on
bhehalf of them, I can undertake in future
they shall have the henefit of your co-opera-
tion in any scheme they may see fit to
launch upon in England, but that bardly
crases the ignominy of my apparent failure.”

He halted by the window and stared out
with cloudy eyes. Undoubtedly this English
crook was without compeer.

Vaughan tossed his half-burned cigarette
into the grate, and rejoined Von Diehling
in his unconscious survey of the park and
grounds. .

“T am sorry; I can’t possibly undertake to
restore the value of the Edward Hall jewels,”
he said, with slow deliberation. “You see,
they have just put me nicely on my feet and
provided me with—well, this house, the keep-
ing up of which wiit act as a splendid incen-
tive to further successful coups. Of course,
if I could see my way to meet you in some
other direction, to compensate you and your
friends for your ili-luck and disappointment,
I would readily do so0.”

Vaughan could not forget how important—
nay, imperative—it was -he should remain
on fairly friendly terms with Von Diehling
and his fellows; they, at any .rate, probed
pretty dangerously into his secret.

The German toyed with the upturned waxed
ends-of his moustache.

“There i3 something

'
1

you could do,” ha
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muttered. “I wonder would it be wise to
entrust you with any of our projects?

“That rests with you. Either be with me
or against me. If with e, you must trust
me.”

“Then, in this—what T am going to speak
about—you would not play us false?”

“L will be as honest with you as you are
with me. Folk laugh when they say ¢ Honour
among thieves ’; they -little know how true
phe words are—when it pays rogues to be
honest among themselves.” ¥

“You always joke, my friend.
calling no serious side for you?”
. “I refuse to take life seriously, count. Once
it nearly crushed me with its burden. Now
I laugh at it, because its darkest side no
longer has terrors for me. What is your
idea?”

Count Otto settled

once more.
. “In a certain public gallery in London there
is- a. certain picture. We have long tried
to get hold of that picture. Its value is
between seventy and eighty thousand
pounds,”

“You mean
where it is.
but little.”

“No, my friends; I mean its value to ug.”

“Then you have an assured market for it?”

“Certainly. To be exact, a South American
centleman, whose conscience is as elastic
2s his purse, has agreed to pay us no less
than eighty thousand pounds the day we place
the canvas in his hands.”

“What does he want with it2”

“He has a mansion, one of the largest
in Buenos Aires. It is his passion to stoek
it with the world’s choicest treasures of art,
irrespective of how he comes. by them. This
particular picture he knows can never be
sold, because it belongs to the British
nation.” #

«Ap P 2

Vaughan arched his shapely eyebrows in
pleasurable surprise. Already he held the
key to the situation.

_“We have long had our eyes on it; in fact,

Has your

himself comfortably

its value while it remains
A stolen masterpiece iz worth

we have tried scheme after scheme to get it,
but none has promised much chance of sue-
cess.”

“I judged that, by the fact that so far
no suspicions have been aroused,” the other
intercepted. “Then your suggestion is I
should get this picture for you?”

“Well, yes "—hesitatingly.

“1 see. In return for heating you at your
own game on another ‘round-up,” I am teo
hand over a property worth nearly twice the
amount. You must remember, count, I am
first and foremost a business man.”

Von Diehling lapsed into silent thought.

“Supposing you could get this picture for

“I could get it; there’s no *supposing’
about the matter.”

“What makes you so sure of success?”’

“Because I already know the picture,
| exactly how it is situated, and I am con-
fident I could with ease possess myself of
it.”

The count rose abruptly.

“You are superhuman!” he gasped.
do you know all these things?”

«Merely by putting two and two together.
There is but one picture in Londen belonging
‘to the nation, worth eighty thousand pounds.
That picture, my dear friend, is quite a small
one—a half-length portrait of Paola Adorno,
Marchesa di Brignole-Sala, by Van Dyck.

«T cannot understand you,” Von Diehling
said perplexedly. :

“The picture hangs on the south wall of
the second room on the leff, on the first
floor of Norwich House, in Earl Street, off
Bond Street, London. The house and i®
contents, known as the Norwich Cellection,
were bequeathed to the nation by the late
Sir Erasmus Norwich, of Brampton, North-
amptonshire. Now, count, on what terms do
you propose I should acquire this picture for
you? I am willing to concede something to
balance our differences.” -

“Suppose we give you thirty ‘thousand
pounds. Would that tempt you?”

“How

“@ertainly! Thirty thousand pounds would

19
make it worth my while. I owe nothing to
the British public!”

“Then can we. call it a deal?”

“By all means. Take back that fo your
fellows over the Channel as some compensa-
tion. On receipt of a wire from me, bring the
money, and I will hand over the picture.”

“Then I will get an early train back.” Von
Diehling rose to go. “No purpose is served
by my remaining here.”

He looked up a time‘table, and joted down
a few notes. By ten o’clock that night he
was back in Amsterdam. It was close on
midnight some five weeks later that Vaughan
stepped cautiously out of his car a few
blocks from the back entrance of Norwich
House, and made his way down a narrow
alley. There was no one in sight when he
reached a small door in the wall. London
was sleeping. After having drawn over his
head a black crape hood with small eye-holes,
the ex-comvict inserted a key in the lock,
opened the door, and passed swiftly inside.

To all appearances, it seemed that Vaughan
was well acquainted with the place, for he
did not trouble to switch on his electrie
torech until he had traversed several dark
passages. Then the white beam of light
pierced the darkness, and shone on & second

oor.

Through this, and he was in the basement
of Norwich House.

Silence hung about the place as be
ascended the stairs to the first floor, his
patent rubber-soled shoes making no: sound
on the thick carpets over the floors. He was
now on more dangerous ground, and deemed
it necessary to switch off his light.

Ag he neared the end of the second
gallery he felt along the wall and flashed the
light. The thin streak rested on the corner
of a large pieture, at the sight of which he
let out 2 soft evclamation of satisfactiom.
The-great Van Dyck he had taken so much
trouble to secure was -ab last within his
reach! He had won! 7

(Another fine instalment of this grand serial
next Friday.)
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¢ MARK LINLEY’S TEMPTATIONI”
By Frank Richards.

That is the title of the grand long eom-
plete story of Harry Wharton & Co.’s ®early
days at Greyfriars. As the title will tell
you, Mark Linley, the popular scholarship
boy in the Remoye, finds himself greatly
tempted. The fact of the matter is that
Mark Linley’s father suffers an accident, and
it is indeed fortunat¢ for Mark that the
Founder’s Prize Examination should take
place at that time—or, at least, so Mark
thinks. But he doesn’t win the prize—and
then comes the greabt temptation.

_Mark Linley had not: been long at the
school—he had not at the time warmed his

way so far into the hearts of the Removites—

but. he finds many friends. at this critical
period. - The story of his temptation is very
fine indeed, and I have no fear but that

it will be read with great interest by his {

many friends.

There will he another magnificent: complete
story of Jimmy Silver & Cs., entitled:

“ BARRED BY THE FORM!"
By Cwen Conquest.

The stories of the chums of Reokwood
. have always been very popular with my
chums, and I can. assure you that this one
is not going to be a blot on the landscape,
as “Uncle. James ” would: say. It’s: a rattling
yarn, full of laughs and fun, and will raise
Mr. Owen Conquest even higher in the estima-
tion of his chums of the PORULAR.

“THE HOLIDAY ANRNUAL.™

I -have to thank many, many readers for
" the nice letters they have sent me in con-
nection with the “Holiday Annual.” I am
afraid I cannot possibly write to every reader
who has written without: sericusly interfering.
with my usual correspondence, so will every
chum who has written to me about. this
wonderful book please accept my best
thanks?

I must admit that it was very hard work
compilingthe great budget of stories, articles,
and other items of interest, but the letters
I have received have amply repaid my efforts.

There may be still a few copies of the
“Holiday Annual ” left in newsagents’ shops,
and as readers of the PortrLir will find all
' their old favourites in it, I advise them
“not to -miss the boat,” but get a copy
now. The “Holiday Annual,” like Christmas,
comes but once a year—'nuff said!

OUR SERFIALS.

My chums will have read the last instal-
ment of *“ Outlaws of the Sea,” a story which,
I am sure, you have greatly enjoyed reading.
I have had several letters from chums who
want, another story after the same style, but
1 have other plans in view. I shall have some-
thing to say about these later.

.- Next week you will find the last instalment
of “ Before the Camera,” and this is not

the best, too.
There will also he another long instalment
- of our fine detective serial, * A Marked Man,”

crammed full of geod things.

and have it!

only going to be the longest instalment, but |

50 next week’s issue of the PoPULAR will be |

GRAND NEWS!

Here I am going to give you all something
to- talk about to your chums. And I want
you to taik about this.news, too, for I want
every boy apd girl to know of the grand
feature which is coming to- the POPULAR in
the first week of February. 2

In the first place, a fortnight will see the
first supplement ever published in -the
PorunsR. Readers of the ““Magnet ” lave
had one for some time, but we are going to
have something extra special. . It is entitled

“ BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY !”

But Billy is not the only junior who-has a
hand in the writing of the supplement. lle
selects as his assistants Fatty Wynn and
Baggy Trimble of $t. Jim’s, Tubby Muflin of
Rookwood, and Sammy Bunter of Greyfriars.

Needless to say, the staff of * Billy Bunter's
Weekly,” when their names became known at
the schools, caused a great amount of hilarious
laughter. Monty Lowther, the humorist of
t‘he Shell Yorm at St. Jim’s, promptly dubbed
them

Billy Bunter and his Four Fat Subs,

a name which is going to stick to them.
Readers who were fortunate enough to see the
issue of “ Billy Bunter’'s Weekly ™ i the
“Magnet Library ” will know what to expect.
He gave them plenty of fun; but with four
fat subs to help him—well, all I can say is,
'if you are not highly amused by

S BILLY BUNTER’S WEEKLY,”

you are hard to please.

Remember, February 4th, and the POPTLAR
will be a bumper number!

Next week I shall have something to say
about an easy competition for money prizes
for readers of the POPULAR. In the meantime.
‘please spread the news that s

Billy Bunter and his Feur Fat Subs

are preparing a treat for all “ Popites.”

- @rder your copy how, boys, and be sure |
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« Qatlaws of the Seas!

3.‘....

(Conmadvd from page 16.) &

v-s:pent in removing’
alhable cargo from
‘whmh would never sail

“kt daybreak “he Duke, with:her eonsorts,
“get sait for the Cape of Good Hope, where
Black Michael turned his charge over to the
Governor, with a full account of all that had
transpired since they left Bristol. Like the
generous-hearted fellow he was, he made
intercession on behalf of some of the pirates
who had acquitted themselves courageously
“and had not resorted to butchery, with the
wesult that the following document, which

“those whose marks are

“Mo the Honourable President and Judges
of the Court of Aimxrk.lty, for trying “of
pirates.

“The humble petition of John How,
Samuel Fletcher, Robert Crow, Daniel Hard-
ing, Charles DBunce, Benjamin Jeffreys,
Thomas Armstrong, John Jessop, Robert
Johnson, James Phillips, William Davis, and
appended hereto,

humbly showeth—

“That your petitioners being unhappily
and unwarily drawn into that wretched and
detestable crime of piracy, for which they
now stand justly condemned, they iost
humbly pray the clemency of the court, in
the mitigation of their sentence, that they
may be permitted to serve the Royal African
Company of England in this country for seven
years, in such a manner as the court shall
think proper; that by their just punish-
ment, being made sensible of the error of
their former ways, they will for the future
become faithful subjects, good servants, and

“THE POPULAR—Every Friday.

The King's clemency having been invoked,”
on the strong reeommendation of Black
Michael and two young gentlemen of high
repute and great courage, Master Jeffery
Hawkins and Master Rovert Greville to wit,
the plea for mercy was acceded to, and
mdcnturcs were subsequently drawn up
pledging these men for sevem years service
in the Royal African Company’s settlements.

From the Duke, which was later brought
back to England, Black Michael ook the
record of Avery’s piracies and turned it over
to Alderman Conyers. As a result of their
endeavours the three were granted a Govern-
ment reward of one hundred thousand pounds
each, which certainly did more than restore
the decayed fortunes of the famous house
of Greville, for Bob’s share enabled him
only a few-years later to offer his hand an
heart to the pretty Devon girl who had
won his ‘affections on that memorable day
when he said good-bye to schooling for
ever.

‘4snow preserved among thenational records, useful

was despatched to England:

in their stations,
Almighty to prolong their lives.”

if it please the

THE EXND.

POWERFULSTEREOSCOPE with Picturs Holder),
#ize 2{ ins. long, made of Black Metal. Has Powerful Lans
and is sent complets with 100 Pictures, which are
complate sections of Real Kinema Films, that
have actually been shown at various

!’(cmrehlacos Place Piéture in Hol-

der, Focus to suit sight, & hold to

£he light, the result will As-

%onish and Delight You, All

the Pictures are different

8nd ths subjscts widely

#ssorted. Our Special

Pricy, coraplets in

Honey Back.
REE Tllus-
trated
atalog ue, |
Gratis & Post
Free, of N r Big B: in-‘Watches; Wood Strikiog & N'mkel Alarm Cloeka.

Othe:
\}rn.nmphones. P ewel!ery, Plzme. Cutlery, Leather & Fancy (toods, Novelties, Useful Goods,
Toys, Etc., Ete.—~PAIN’'S PRESEN‘TS HOUSE. Dovt. 42, HASTINGS.

'
MINIATURE BIPLANE,

This model i8 the outcome of five years’ expenmental &nd research

work. fs scientifically strengthened with an entirely new.
method of spar construction, which allows the model being made
from a special stiff quality of paper, Movable controls are fitted.
Automatic stability iy ¢btalned by fitting the lifting planes on the
.new MASCO principle.  All details are reproduced in the model,
including Instrument Board, Air-pump, Pitot Tubes, Petrol Ser-
vice Tank, etc. The model is provided with elastic shock absorbers
on the chassis axle and tail-skid, These avoid broken parts in
the event of bad landings. “The span of ths model is 12 ing.,
‘length 12 ins., height 5 iny. We guarantee that the model will
1 the evolutions of any present-day aeroplane, Our
guarantee has been amply proved by the fact that we have
received hundreds of letters of appreciatiorn from model enthusiasts,

Complete sob of parts and illustrated instructions, PRIGE 1/«
. Post Free. (Stamps unacceptable.)
Orders for two or meore sets at 104. per setf,
‘Foreign Postage, 1d. extra per set.

THE MASCO PATENTS MFG. CO., Dept.
Saville House, Saville Row, NEWCASTLE- ON TYNE.

MUSCLE DEVELOPERS, 6/-, 6/-, 7/3

BOXING GLOVES, Set of Four, 7/%6. 2/6

PUNCH BALLS, 15/6,18/86. FOOTEALLS, 10[6 14(6,16/6,21/-,
Postage 9d. SEND FOR FULL LIST OF NDOOB GAMES.

TOM CARPENTER, 62, Morcambe St., Walworth, 8.E. 17.

CUT THIS OUT

PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

Send thls coupon_with P.O, for only 5/- direct to the Fleet ¥Pen Co,
119, Fleet St., London, E.C.4. In return you will receive (post free) a
splendxd Brm.,h ‘Made 14-of. Gold Nibbed Fleot Fountain Pen, value 10/6. £
you 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 fine, medium, or broad
nib. This great offer is made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to the
PoPULAR readers. (Foreign postage extra.) Satisfaction guaranteed or cash
returned. Self ¥Filling, or Safety Models, 2/- extra.

C‘a pe Leather, 16/6.
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| “rAcmRYT. RIDER

|\LOWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS.
Prompt deli ege Save Dealers’ Profits. Big Bargainsin
S hop  Soil and Second-hand Cycles, Satisfaction
Puaranteed or Money Refunded, “Write for Monstee
- Slze Froe Edsts and Special Ofey of Sample Bicycls,

ME AD Srcie couant. corss
FREE FUN!

The Latest Screamingly Funny Surprize Novelty,
caulm roars of laughter, FREE to all sending
1/- for 70 Cute Con.{urlngM ncka, Jolly Joke Tricks, 6 Oatchy Coin Trioks.
b Tricks, 5 Mystifyi nx Ma, gio Tricks, & Jokers’ Comioal Osrds,
8ensational Ventruoquism Becret, and
! Gredt Fun! Postal A

01 Stupendoug Attractiom. Thou-
UG , Wood 8¢,
Bdgbaston, Bu'minsham.

dress : O, 00
(Big box Demon Moustache Gruwar. 1/2 post trse.)

ENGINEERING.

EARN MORE MONEY.
KNOW YOUR TRADE.

Complets Corresponderice Courses
ENG! [OTO; B UAk ENGINBERING
DRAUGHTSMANSHIP MATHEMATICS
ELECTRICITY AERO ENG! XNES

Write and aay which subject you wish to study, and wa will
send you & FREE Book pointing out your chances and explain.
ing our system: Slate age and send 24. stamps for posiage,
THE TECHENOLOGICAL INSTITUTE OF GT. BRITAIN, LTD.,
41, Thanet House. 231 & 232, Rtrand, London, W.C.2.

lack of energy, ssif-confdence,

IF YOU SUFFER will-power, mind concsnbration,

or feel awkward in the presence of others,send at once & penny stemps for par-
tionlars of the Mento-Nerve Strengthening Trestment.~GODFRY ELLIOTT.
SMITH, Ltd., 527, Imperisl Buildings, Ludgate Cirous, London, B.0. 4.

“CURLY HAIR "' * Mine curled at oncs,”” writes Major. Thousands of. tr-;~
timonials, proof s Summers® “Curlit” curlg straightest hair. 178, 2¢

{stamps accepted) —SLMMERS {Dept. P. ), Upper Russell St., Brxghton.
MAN-SIZE and advancement. The GIRVAN SCIENTIFIC
TREATMENT will increasé your height,

improve your physique and carriage, and make you in all respects man.
size. Send a postcard for particulars to—Enguiry Dept. &. M. P,
17, Stroud Green Road, LONDON, N.4.
PARODIES on popular songs T7d. each; 2 for 1/-. Three Crossfalk .
r_Two Comedians, 1/3. List of Patter, Cross-
talk, Sketches, eto., }u.—-J M. FINN, Author, Gok'heqcer
VEﬁTBlLO u‘s ade easier. Our new enlarged book of easy iustructions
Q and {en amusing dialogues enables anyone to learn this
Wonderful Laughable Art. Only 1/-, post free. *Thousands Delighted.” (Dolls suppliedf.
Thought-Reading, 8d., Mesmerism, 1s. 2d.—G. Wilkes & Co., Stockion, Rugby, Eng,
HoME GINEMATOGRAPNE from &1 —foal Valus, Fllms Galo,
A Boon for Winter Evenings. Lists Free.—Desk E., DEAN CI\EMA co.,
94, DRAYTON AVENUE, WEST EALING, LONDON.
MODEL STEAM ENGINES.—Locomotives, Railways, Electrw Motora &
Dynamos, Batteries, Accumulabors. Model parts, fittings, etc., ete. Interesting
iliustrated catalogue, 6d. (P.0.'s only).—MODEL CO., 38 (A.P.}, Queen's
Bous ston: Biomiugnam, -+ oV DN 00« 78 BLED QUERE
TOBACCO HABIT POSITIVBLY CURED IN THREE DAYS.—Famous

from nervous, worried feslings,

w

A mar must be mansize to secure respect

Specxa.lxxts prescription, 1/6.— H. HUGHES (Box B.P,), HULME,
MANCHE;

PHOTO POSTCARDS OF YOURSELY, 1/3 doz, 12 by EN-
L&RGE ENTS, 8d. ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. CAI‘ALOGU!
AND SAMPLES FREE.—HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

S CURLY HAIR!"—Wonderful results by using Rosg’ ‘ WAVEIT.”
Waves and ourls straightest bair. Hundreds of testimonials. 1/3 and 2/5

(stamps accepted).—ROSS (Dept. 2 )," 173, New North Road, London, N.i.
25 coM"} SONGS 8 Funny Recitations, 30 Parlour Games,

5 Forien,s 60 Conjuring Tricks, 15 Maglo
Tricks, etc., ete., lot 1/- carr. pd.—HILL Q0. 8, Triangle, Olmedon, Bom.,

20 WAR STAMPS, 8d. (contains nnly War and Neurope 1ssues’) Poland
Slovakia, Canada Eupeu, German-Austria, Dantzig, New Zealand, et a Pook
Qase and Gauge, 9d. 100 Neurope, 2/-. 20 French Colonials, 9d. Mtxed

Stamps, 8d. —BROOKS, 43, Edmund Street, Camberwell, B

A Cenuine 8ale of Pariour Clnemas and Fiims.

Bend Stamp for Bale List, CINEMA, 128, CROUCH MILL, N.G.
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