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YOUR EDITOR!

OUR FREE GIFTS!

P needed but a quick glance at the shoals of
Jetter. umc ﬂoodrd into my office this
moml how much our wonderful

uuts are . Not; just one
letter 1)mnounr‘ed o opmion that ot stand-
up figures are the finest that have ever been
given away, "Dut dozens of thom. One letter satd:

an a great follower of cricket, and my
mtere:t m Deen doubled by the fact that the
S :uc mcr here. wanted a

e
m\x\‘emr oi this great ericket year, .'md thought
of cutting out.» ncwqpaper phocus of my heroes,

ut that is not necessary no r 1 can collect
your Free lﬂgllres of the mcn \vho are battling
for us in the Tests.”

That is certainly the idea; collect *emn!
1t you have becn getting the POPULAR since the
beginning of the presentation, you will now
heve BIVE PHOTOS in ot collectmu that is
counting to- (ny S gmnd Gift; of J. Gregory,
the wondu{\l Au bowlor Thcl'e are
THREE MORE rcc Flg\nes to come before
‘we finish these ¢

This week's Free Gift i
showing Gregory in his
rather his fighting  attitude. - our
Patemen sce this fme bowler like they
prepare to guard their wickets with e

one of the est,
attitude, or
\V hen

care. When Gregory bowls, the batsmen have
to be extra wary.
Next Tuoaday’s Free Gift will b that of
. R Hammond. Hommond pl you
w, for Gloucestershire, an o really
splendid basman, He 1§ oung man,
Do T a mrents carcer before hith,bnt.for
illness, Tie vould \maovﬂnmu ave figured in
the present of Test Matches. The

mumv Te pla vell-known for * bringing

ot young ericketers, and making them inte
bl personalitics in o et ammond,
18 ome ol the

under their guidance. ~ You will neyer forgive

yonrself i you mies thie grand stand-up photo of

him, which will be given away in next week’s
special Gift Tssue.

STAND THEM UP!

Tast week I gave you a few clear instruc-
tions about,_the ulﬂmg of the green basc ot
your Free Figures to form the stand. It i
perfectly simple, but T think it might be el
to repeat those instructions this week for
teaders who have nob seen them.

Take the photo in your hand, and on the.

extreme left of the g!em base you will see
ut, along_this

e
reme Tight of cho b-ne there

se.

is another wertual line marked
time you cut alo ® e -Jine UPWARDS,
scopping short_of the top of the base. Now

bend the stand back at the \iottc(l lines and
interlock the cuts into on other. You
have now formed a firm stand Gor your figure.

DOUBLE YOUR COLLECTION!

Do you Enow that, our grand_ Companion
Paper, the *Mamet,” is giving 3
Gifts of famous cricketors as well as this paper ?
1 you want, to double your collection of stand-
up. figures, buy thie = Mognet overs v
This paper commenced thei ign at tie
Same thne as tho PoPvLAR, and the - Magnet
Free Gifts now number five, mc]\\dm"‘ “this
Week’s Figure of the famous Jack Hobbs

NEXT WEEK'S STORIES!
Here are a few details of next Tuesday’s
grand stories
‘An additional note of appreciation in the
lefters from my readers this morning, was
xtended, to the wondertul New Cricket, Story
Pats)

sy Hendren is writing ale as
grcat surprise to every reader. They knew of

" Pat’s cricket work, some had
(Dllo\ved his prowess for years, but not one
uessedthat_this famous sportsman could
write a really ﬁrstfr-hws story. Now they know
that he is as good with the pen as “lﬂl the bat.
nwry ericket enthnsmt is following the stor:
great keenness, and looking forward to
awry “instalment. Next week’ s Instalment, of
“THE TEST B‘HT( H KID!”
thrilling as ever. You must not
Thord will be ihe usual threo comp!de school
stories in next week’s yumber.  One of Jimmy
Silver & Co. Rookwood, which deals with

Tom Merry & Co, of St.
their strange quest info the Yukon. e
old-time romance of R bin Hood and his
Merry Outlaws, is greater than ever, and you
will enjoy reading the complete Natiure story.

SPECIAL HOLIDAY OFFER!

At this time of the year, when thoughts
b vs and weck-end

xeursions, o he most important iten
in the luggage to be taken away is the cam
cople “now-a-days do mot understand
photography or are without a camera when
ey set out for

R

|

l‘mnpct\tw)l O
found below—I am offering, ne\(/ week, seven
$opping_cameras as prizes, These cameras
are really wonderful, and they are made by
fho famous Kodais Company.” Bach camer
oto_measuring 23 by
his special e witi-omy
be for two weeks, thal ing the h('l"h(/ OI
Pho Doliday Seaton and it you wish o win
o et Alon camasas, Tmake 3 Bont
of entering the contest next weel
For t)\lﬁ ‘week’s contest in the Googlies ”
compcition, I am_offering_the followmsz
Drizes: Wit prize, €2 25, and six 10/6 25
B 5 1 chk you \uﬂ have
i ng ellher a_first prize of
2 2¢. or one f the second prizes (seven in
number) of a “ POPULAR ™ FIL‘V[ CAMER.
YOUR EDITOR.

Dh
ﬁlmﬁ lmng usud
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ARTHUR
GILLIGAN

s

OUR WEEKLY COMPETITION !

A Five Minutes Contest !

“GOOGLIES”
FIRS;RIZE
£2 2s. 0d.
Six Prizes of
10/6 Each.

js s a simple, fascinating competition
ch everyone can join. u've got
L eporua huiahed wosss DRSS
4266 ity here, - Remember that your last
line must scan with the Airst two: Don’t &
o eleverra Stple Db forestul lze
is what is Wan

To the sendes l the
tho Bitors opinion, is the
the useful money prize of £: c
o six mext best, prizes of 105, 64, will be
awai

DIRECTIONS:
en you have thought out a really good last

lme fill in the coupon below, IN INK taking

- —solf

care to sign your name and address clearly
and post it
* Popular ” * Googlies ” No. 5,
Gough House, Gough Square,
London, E.C. 4 (Comp.),
o as to reach thap address ot Jater than
Thursday, August 12th, 1926.
ou may send in as many attempts as yoi
like, but each effort must be written, IN INK,
on 5 separate entrance form as provided here:
 is a distinct condition of entry that the
Editor's decision must be regarded as final.
Tmployces of the proprietors of the PXULAT
may not. compete,

Without Arthur Gilligan’s aid

The fortunes of Sussex would fade
In alliance with Tate
He’s a bowler first-rate;

Example last line:
Lion-hearted, and never dismayed.

1 agree fo accept the Editor’s

LAST LINzs

POPULAk “ GOOGLIES” COMPETITION. NO. 5.

decision as final and binding.

FREE COUPON.

5

Name .

Address

Closing Date, Thursday, August 12th, 1926.

S
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ROOKWOODERS ON THE ROVE! z‘drtune favours the brave, the

favours Jimmy Silver & Co., in their first adventure on tra

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Trouble on the Road!
¥ F T'S a giddy block in the traffic!”

I said Jimmy Silver.

The Rookwooders grinned.

_ There was not much “traffic ”
in that narrow, sunken lane on the
borders of Sussex and Kent—in fact,
Jimmy Silver & Co. had not had the
slightest expectation of meeting any
vehicle there.

The lane was not only narrow, but
the earth was banked up on either side

a height of several feet, with
hedges at tho top of the steep slopes
up to the fields.

Along the lane the Rookwood holiday
tramps were cheerfully wending their
way when a farm-cart came in sight
shead.

Jimmy Silver was leading Tro
the pony, with the little baggage-cart
thumping over the ruts behind Trotsky’s
whisking tail.  Arthur Edward
walked on the other side of Trotsky.
Raby and Newcome and Puity Grace
strolled along beside the cart.

Narrow as the Jane wa ere was
plenty of rodbm for the Rookwood out-
fit. But the farm agon ahead,
coming towards them filled the lane

tom side to side, the hubs of the
awheels brushing against the ferns and
nettles on the banks.

The wagon had turned
of a field gate—the fat, ruddy man
Who was driving it calmy taking pos-
session of the whole road, without a
“glance ahead to see whether the way
was clear,

suddenly out

.(Copyright in the United Statss of

aying goes, and it certainly
mp !

By

A Stirring Long Complete Story of
Jimmy Silver & Co.’s holiday adventures

OWEN CONQUEST.

<>e<>e<oE

A few minutes more and the Rook-
wood outfit would have passed the
gate, leaving a free road for the wagon,
Jow the road was completely blocked
for them, and also for the farmer,
for there was no room for cither party

to_pass the othor.
“Halt!” said Lovell.
Jimmy drew Trot a stop.

ot

Trotsky was always very obedient at
such moments. It was in moments of
starting that Trotsky revealed the fact
that he had a will of S

But the wagon did not stop. It
came rumbling on, as if it would over-
whelin_the litile baggagecart with its
bulk.

Jimmy waved his hand fo the ruddy-
faced man,

“Hold on!” he shouted

“Gorrout of the way!”

“What?”

“Cloar the road thero!”

“Why, the cheeky ass
Lovell ~ indignanly.

The man in the wagon was not &
pleasantlooking ~ gentleman.  Perhaps
the hot weather affected his temper.
Ho had bulldog features and bushy
red whiskers, and a very cross counten-
ance. He cracked his whip and waved
it af the juniors. He did not stop tho
wagon uniil his horse’s nose was nearly

ching Trotsky's—the gizantic farni-
horse loomed over the little pony like
an elephant.

exclaimed

»

“Don’t you hear mo?” roared the

big man ‘with the whiskers, “Cot
thing- out of the road.”

‘Is for you to get out of the

America.)

<]
road,” retorted Jimmy Silver. “Back
into the gate again.”

“Likely I” said the
the whiskers.

“We should have to back a mile or
more,” said Jimmy Silver. “That’s
the nearest where you could pass on.”

“Well, do it!” |

“Go and_eat coke!” roared Lovell,

indignation.  “Don’t you
s of the road? You've
only a dozen yards to back.”

“Are you shifting?” inquired the big
man. “Tm driving on, anyhow. You
cantake your chance if you don't
shifi

And he st the gigantic horse in
motion.

Jimmy Silver grabbed at Trotsky
and backed him hastily. He suspected
that red-faced

gentleman with

the man had been
drinking; anyhow, it was cvident that
Whiskers' did not mean fo listen to
reason. And as the Rookwood outfit

had been lent to the juniors by a kind
friend for the holidays, they certainly
couldw’t have it run down—apart from
other considerations.

here was no room in the narrow
lane for even the pony and ittle
baggage-cart to turn. Tt had to back;
and it backed, first of all, into the
bank, and when it was stecred off
that bank, it promptly backed into
the other. Trotsky was a useful pony,
but he was not accustomed to back-
pedalling, as it were.

Five excited and wrathful juniora
clung “round- - the - baggage-cart an

-No.

Tae Porv
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guided the wheels, and backed the
pony: and all the time the big farm-
horse and wagon loomed over them,
and the big-whiskered man grinned
down at them in a most exasperating

e

wood outfit backed, in hot haste and
suushine, with tempers reaching
boiling-point.

Fortunately, there they reached one
of the little “bays” which are arranged
in narrow country lanes for carts to
draw info when ofher vehicles have to

5s.

Trotsky and the baggage-cart wero
successfully backed ~into  that littlo
space, leaving the road clear for the
farmer.

He cracked his w]
he drove

s iatioals Hour alased a6 Bivi &
speechless wrath; but Putty Grace,
with great presence of mind, jerked
a pea-shooter out of the cart. Putty
was a good shot, In an instant ho
was ready with his weapon of offence,
and as the grinning farmer drove by,
the first pea flew almost like a bullet,
and it caught the big man under the

car
“Yow1”
denly.
“Go_it, Putty!” gasped Lovell, in
great_delight.

and grinned as

ejaculated Whiskers sud-

face.
more, the humour of the situation was

The big man did not grin any

now lost on him. He drew the wagon
to a halt, jumped down, and rushed
at the Rookwood juniors, braudishing
lis long whip,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Rough on Whiskers !
INE up ! shouted Jimmy Silver.
The five Rookwood juniors
lined up promptly to meet
the rush of the big gentleman

with tho whiskers.

he wagon, Whiskers had had
all 4hOP sl o e e
wheeled baggage-cart, but hand to
hand, the Iourth-Formers of Rook-
wood had no doubt that they could
give a good account of themselves—
no doubt whatever

With his red face redder than ever
with wrath, the big man rushed down

them, his whip lashing through the
air. Pilty Crace i dodged the lash,
and before the big man’s arm could
20 up again, the Fistical Four had
closed in on him.

Four pairs of hands grasped him at
once, and he came over with a crash
in the grasp of the four.

e gave a loud, breathloss
as he landed in the lane,

grunt
What

happened next Whiskers probably never
knew clearly.

But he found himself lying on his
hack, half
on_the

the lane, half in the

sloping bank, with a
standing on his Jegs
ing on ecach of his arms,
and another gripping him by the collar.
galed terrificai
a pnwmfnl man but he
good enough for

who were quite
“Let

nnttlow

b
ute as himself.
g0 1 bavi e
with fury, “Gorrup ! Lecrup | Gorvofr 12
“Keep _smiling, can 1? said
Jigmy Silver, rnther breathlessly.

“Ycu re a, mad hog, old nut,” said
Putty Grace severely, “and you're bad.
tempered ! Tn these et and pastoral

Tre PopuLAn —No.

surroundings you ought to be calm,
placid, and good-tempered.  You seé

“’Iuikcrs did not look as if he saw. it.
Uz\ looked as if he saw red.
“Giv

dozen with his own
\\hvp ! suggested Lovell.
—I—T1l—-" spluttered Whiskers.

“Loclu as if he would be violent if
we let him up!” remarked Jimmy
Silver. “Farmers are generally good-
tempered chaps, but this merchant
seems a regular Hun 1”

“Let me up!” roared Whiskers,
struggling furiously. “Tll smash you!
T'll wallop you! Lemme up!
inducement to us to let
murmured Putty.
ha, LE

« le—"rcogh I—young
00och—

The enraged man s
heaved beneath the juniors, but they
held him fast. Putty looped the long
lash of the whip, and Lovell and Raby
dragged the big hands together.

The leop was ;lupped over the wrists
and drawn tight. knotted it
,menmﬁcauy St best style of a first
class Boy Scout.

“Now the dear gent won't do any
harm,” said Putty. “Can’t waste any
more time teaching him manners 1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Rookwooders mllcd the big man
into the nettles and left him. He rolled
and struggled and sat up, j g
ke ol b

But for the fact that his hands were
tied, most certainly there would have
been a terrific afh y on the spot.

Jimmy Silver . returned to
Trotsky, who was chemfu)]) cropping
the grass

“Good-| b}e, Gllbcrt 1 called out Putty

race, waving his hand

“Farewell, Freddy !” chuckled Lovell.

The farmer struggled to his fect.

“Take this here off I’ he roared.
“How am I to drive my hoss with my
hands like this here 7

¢Ts that a conundrum ?” asked Puity.

“You young ri

“Youwll work it lobse in time,” said
Jimmy Silver consolingly “Say half
an_hour. That will give you time to
reflect on the trouble caused by bad
temper, dear man!”

scoundrels—

ggled and

W
The chum: nf Rook“ocd wended their
way onward again with Trotsky, leaving
Whiskers strngg]ing with the whiplash.

He disappeared behind a bend of the
lane, though his voice conld be heard for
quite a long time across the intervening
fields.

Jimmy Silver & Co. passed the gate of
the field whence the wagon ha
emerged, having lost a good hour’s i
owing to the obstinacy of Mr. Wh
Bug they were comfnr(ml by the knuw-
ledge that Whiskers had probably losi
as much.

“That would be a jolly good field for
camping,” remarked Arthur ward
Lovell, with a glance over the gate,

Jimmy Silver laughed.

As it probably_belongs m W

Il give it a miss,” he
dly think he would be h
we camped on his land.”

“Perhaps not ! chuckled Lovell.

The Rookwood tramps pnshcd on till
they came to a cross-roads. The sun was
sm]\mg in a blaze of purple and gol
but it was still very hot. At the ¢
roads the adventurers paused and loaked
&bont them.

“We've done about twenty
said Imen

m

W

I
;ltaLle if

Jes to-

day,y “Time we had a
rest.”

“Not much more than ten, I think,”
said

“Twenty-two or
Lovéll, who always had
favour of hisionn opine

7 said

I fancy,

three,
1a

come under twenty I shouldn’t feel
 fagged. I do fecl fagged.”
Which was a clincher !

“Well, there’s water yonder,” said
Putty of the Fourth, pointing down one
branch of the lane. “We want water

for camping, Let's try in that
direction,”

“I can’t see any water,” said Lovell.
“You see, there’s a bridge. The lane
runs over a little wooden bridge
yonder,” said Putty patiently and
kindly.  “Bridges often mean, water

| under them—not always, of course.
| there’s water there, 5o come on I
FPutty led the way down the lane.
"rotsky and the juniors followed on
behind Putty, who reached the little
wooden bndge well ahead of them.

He stopped and sat on the low.para-
pet to wait for them, looking down at
the stream that ran beneath between
steep, Tushy, and reedy banks.

Then all of a sudden, to the amaze-
ment of his comrades, Putty jumped on
the parapet, threw his hands together,
and dived off, and vanished from >xgh$

But
An

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Rookwooders to the Rescue!

“ HAT tho thymp——"
uti

Wil the dickens
In their amazement, Jimmy
Silver & Co. stood and stared at the
empty bridge ahead from which Puity
of the Fourth had so suddenly vanished.
Why a_fellow should dive into a
stream with his clothes on was a deep
mystery to the Fistical Four
“He's potty 1" growled Tovell.
here’s something up 1 said Jimmy
Silver quickly.
And, leaving the outfit, the captain of
the Rookwood Fourth raced forward
to the bridge, reaching it in a few

stared over the
apet into the stream.
Good heavens !” gasped Jimmy.

He could ‘see mow why Putty had
dived from the bridge. Down the
stream a little girl’s hat was floating on
the current, and Putty, swimming
strongly, had just reached its owner and
dragged her to the surface. It was a
child of five or six. nd a number of
red poppies, scattered on the steep bank
and floating on the current, showed that
the little girl had heen gathering
flowers, when she had lost her feoting
and fallen in. The stream was not decp,
but it was swift, and Putty was only ju
in time to save the child from being
swept away under the bridge to certan
death.

“Hold on, Putty!”

“What's up ?”

low wooden

outed Jimmy.
bawled Lovell from the

Jimmy Silver did ‘not heed that
question if card it He could see
that Putty was in difficulties, and.he

'\m"crl only to throw off h 5 and his
jacket, and then he dive
two from Putty,
vith one hand and
:uppcmng the child with the other.
immy was with him m 2 twinkling,
and relic
there was no hoid on thc ban
they were swept under the L.,dge
together, the child between them, quite
unconseiou
Lovell reached the bridge, and stared
ver in bewilderment.
“V\el] of all the potty

He came

fellows .2
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ejaculated Lovell..“ Fancy fellows jump-
ing into the water with their clobber
on! I'd jolly well like a swim after
that dashed dust, but—"

“Help I

Raby and Newcome ran to the other
side of the bridge. Then, seeing what
was on, they scrambled down to the
bank.

“Come on, Lovell ! yelled Raby.

“Rot! -The pony will clear off if I
do.  What's on, anyway?”

Raby and Newcome did not answer
that. They were wading waist-deep in
the water, holding on to long branches
of willows, to help Jimmy Silver and
Puity of the Fourth. The current was
swiff and strong, but with a determined
effort the two swimmers reached them,
and Raby and Newcome clutched hold
of them—anyhow, anywhere, so long as
they got hold. Jimmy was captured by
his collar, and Putty by his hair. But
they were secured:

EA

screne mow!” gasped Raby,
dragging at Putty.
“Yarooh !”
“Yowre all right!” panted Raby,
dragging Putty into the willows,
“Ow! Wow!” Wov shrieked
Putty. “Leggo my hai ow're

pulling it out by the roots!

Putty got his head away fr R
helping hand at last. ~ Jimmy Silver,
with Newcome’s help, scrambled up the
steep bank with the little girl in his
strong  grasp.  The whole party,
drenched to the skin and dripping, clam-
bered back to the bridge, where they
found Arthur Edward Lovell holding
the pony, still in sublime unconsciousness
of all that had been going on.

“Well, of all the idiots—" began
Tovell. Then he caught sight of the
little girl, and stopped suddenly.
“Why—why—what —what—" e left
Trotsky to his own devices, and blinked
at the child.

“Did—did

did you go in for that

stuttered Lovell.

» answered Putty, with deep
went in_ to wash my

till, T thought I'd pick up the

e I was there.”

gasped  Lovell. ik

aggerate, old chap,” urged
“Your mental processes can’t
¢ be described as thinking, you

kno
For once Arthur Edward Lovell made
no rejoinder. The juniors gathere
rond the little girl, and Jimmy
wrapped her in a. ground sheet from the
cart, the best thing he could think of in
the circumstances. et eyes opened,
wide and blue and frightened, and she
;. with a force of lung

rprised the juniors.
belong to somebody near
here,” said Jimmy._ “Too little fo have
walked vory far. If we could find the

show-
“Hark !
v soice was heard calling:
“Poppy! Poppy! Pops! Where are
you, Popsy darling?”

o
Jimmy grinned faintly.

“Thigll be Poppy; and that'll
Poppy’s mater,” he remarked.

The voice came from the bank above
the bridge. A woman came through
the trees and out on the bank, and as
she saw the scattered flowers on the
slope, and the child’s hat on the rushes

water’s edge, she gave a loud,

be

Jimmy
“Ti’s all right, ma’am!” he shouted.
“She’s safe!”

The woman, a buxom, plump dame,
evidently a farmer’s wife, looked up af

darted from the bridge.

him. Putty hurried after Jimmy, with
the child in his arms, wrapped in the
ground sheet. The plump dame gave
another cry as sho clutched the littlo

girl.

“Poppy, darling ”

“Mummy !” howled Poppy.

TFor several minutes Poppy’s relieved
parent was fully occupied in hugging

v and smothering her with kisses.

The Fistical Four stood looking rather
sheepish in that interval, while Pufty
fielded the hat from the rushes, and
brought it up the bank in tritmph.

“How did it happen?” gasped the
good dame, at las

T fell in!” wailed Poppy.  ‘Woo-
#00-1700-boo-woooh I :
“We got her out of the wator,
ma’am,” said Jimmy Silver. “Or,
rafhier, this chap did; and we helped.”

And the Rookwood tramps lost no tima

in looking for a camp.
J had found a quiet, ideal spot by,

the purling stream, some distancel
below the bridge. It was shaded by
trees, and green fields stretched on ail,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Awful Luck!
IMMY SILVER & CO. were in
camp ten minutes later.  They]
1

sides. That it was some farmer’s land
was _certain, and private property,!
though the footpath by the stream!
crossed it. But in the circumstances -

the heroes of Rookwood felt that they
could chance it, Four soaked and drip-
ping juniors simply had to geb their,
clothes changed. _ They were prepared

to pay for the privilege of camping, as

“ WHISKERS "
focked up in the barn !’ said Mr.
a hiding if they raise a hand!”

of uiter dismay.

RAISES OBJECTIONS!
Pudsey to his farmhands.
Jimmy

They could not handle the
and the bull-dog, so there was nothing for it but surrender.

¢ See those young tramps
‘“Qive ‘em
ver & Co. exchanged looks
farmer, his two labourers
(See Chapter 4.)

Poppy’s still
howled
my little girl's life. wandered
away from me in the plantation.”
“Better get her home and dried,
ma’am,” suggested  Jimmy  Silver.
“Like to borrow the ground sheet?”
The woman smiled faintly.
“No, thank you.  But thank you
agawn and again for saving my little
girl. You are all wot!
“0Oh, we'll soon get dry in this sun,”
said Jimmy cheerfully.” #Good-after-
noon, ma’am! Jolly glad we came by

in time to be of use

T farmer’s wifo nodded, and
hurried away W oppy, evidently
v grateful to the schoolboys, but also

or,
in a great huwrry to get Poppy home.
“Well, even that ass Pufty is some
in the world!” remarked Lovell, “I
sy, you fellows are wef. We shall have
to camp af once now, and you can rub
down.”
“That’s s0,” agreed Jimmy

Silver,

they had dome before, and they had
generally found farmers of a reasonable
and accommodating irame of mind.!
The gentleman with the red whiskers,'
with whom they had had trouble on
the road, was an exception.

Four fellows felt ever so much more
comfortable after a rub down and a
change of clothes. The wel garments'
were hung on branches to dry in_the
sun, and 1t looked, as Lovell remarked,
like washing-d Lovell, for once
not argumentative, started the camp
fire and boiled eggs and made fea while

his comrades were othi occupied.
ere very yelcome
after their long

tramp on dusty roads and the adven-
ture that had followed. There were
eggs and cheese and milk galore in the
baggage-cart, as well as other supplies,
and  the hungry schoolboy —tramps
exerbed themselves at supper in a way
that  was - almost worthy ~of Tubby

Muflin.
Tur Porurar.—No. 393.
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After a tremendous supper they sat
in the grass by the dying fire and
watching the golden sunset, and chatted
contentedly.

e opoit e e e Dy Sitver
looking away across the stream and the
glowing fields to the blue Downs beyond
in the distance. ““Some silly asses waste
time buzzing off to Switzerland in the
summer, when they might be here!
Giye mo old England ”

““Yes, rather!” said Lovell emphatic-

ally.

“Hallo, here comes one of the giddy
natives?” yawned Jimmy Silver, as
there was a heavy step on the footpath
by the stream. = “Hallo! My only
summer chapeau! Tt's giddy Whiskers ”

b o ke Buid
Lovell.
The big man of the wagon was
tramping along the path, evidently

heading for the camp. His red face was
more ill-tempered than ever in expres-
sion. Indeed, he seemed to be in a
spasm' of rage. savage-looking bull-
dng followed at his heels, and the
animal gave a deep, menacing growl at
the juniol

Jimmy Silver & Co. rose to their
feet. The big man looked as if he
meant trouble, and the dog was decid-
edly dangerous-looking. But they faced
the situation coolly. So far as they
could see, Whiskers had no right to
interfere with tFem, and they were not
gnmg to stand any nonsense, dog or no

Fho bie faries o to a halt on
the other side of the expiring camp-fire,
from which a column of smoke was
rising. He glared at the juniors across
the embers.

““You !” he spluttered.

“ Little us!” assented Jimmy Siver.

“Camping on my land!” roared
farmer.

Jimmy gaye a jump,

“Oh, my ha t"’ he ejaculated.
is this your land ?”

“My Jand I roared Whiskers, purple
with wrath. “You ksow it’s my land !
Any man hereabouts could have fold you
that this was River Farm and “on
Farmer Pudsey’s land! You kmew it
well enough

“My dear man,
heard the giddy
before,” said Jimmy Silver.

the

Yo

we've mnever  even
name of Pudsey
“How

should we know ?”
“Think yow've a right to camp out
and ik

light ~ fires wherever you like?”
d

. Pudsey. “Without even

=)

saying, < By your leave,” by gad I”

The jusiors looked serions enongh
now. They realised that they had put
e NG

gentleman was the owner of the land
where they had camped without asking
permission, the conTIbsiorE e ol
matter was altered. 1In their previous
encounter the big man had been utterly
in the wrong. Now they realised very
{uncomfortably  that they were in the
‘wrong.

“Lighting fires, burning
timber, scorclung up my grus,
Mr. Pudsey. “I never did I

“You see, we were in rather a hurry
to camp, or we'd certainly have found

p my
* roared

‘heart wi

Lovell. “We'll get off if just as quick
as wo can pack our cart.

“Will you?” said Mr, Pudsey grimly.
“You wor't! You'ro trespassers ’
and you’re going to smart for it!
going to lock you up in my barn for the
night and hand you over to the police in
the morning 17

“What 2* velled the Rookwooders.

“That's the programme,” said the big
men. “Now pack up your traps sharp,
and et along Nihorat Sl you

e.shall’ do nothing of the sort,”
said ;r'mmy Silver coolly, though his
s beating. “We'll move on if

you like

* Youll moo into my barn, and you'll
be locked in ther

“Rate b Tetostel Jimmy Silver.

“ Here, Toothy ! roared the big man.
“Toothy'!| Mark ’em, boy

T, ereut bolldon sebwled duo iy,
and made a movement towards
juniors, showing a terrific set of toih.
Jimmy Silver & Co. drew together,
rather alarmed.

“Like him {o start on you?” hooted
Mr. Pudsey. give the word he'll
begin, and he won't let go in a hurry,
you mark my words! Now, are you
going to march, or are you not ?”

He turned and looked along the path.

i Hore, BillFarry P ho roured.

Two farm hands came hurrying into
;xght

“Seo those young tramps locked up in
the big barn I said Mr. Pudsey. “Give
em the hiding of their lives if they raise
a hand I”

Jimmy suve, & Co. exchanged looks
of utter dism

They had Fiidled Mr. Bridsey orice,
and got the better of him, though it had
been a struggle. Bub it was obvious
that they could not handle Mr. Pudsey
and his two men, with the savage bull-
dog thrown in.

Jimmy Silver compressed his lips.

“Nothing doing I” he said quietly to
his comrades. “We've got to toe the
line for the present.”

With furious looks, but feeling that
there was nothing else to be done,
Jimmy Silver & Co. struck the tent and
hurriedly packed their belongings in the
baggage-cart, and in a few minutes they
wers following in the wake of the

farmer.
adventure. On the other side
water, evidently, was Mr.
Pud:cys farmhouse, though the trees
ad_hidden. it from the sight of the
Rookwooders.

They followed the lane for a hundred
yards or so, and then turned into a rutty
path up to the farm gates.

Mr. Pudsey hurled a wide wooden
gite open, and Jimmy Silver & Co. le
Trotsky onward into the 3ard past
Several up-ended carts and a swagon.
Ahead of them was the farmhonse, an
old building massed with ivy: and on the
right a range of barns, In the porch of
T e heuen Sioman stood, with a
little girl clinging to her skirts, both of

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

A Change for the Better !

R. PUDSEY led the way up the
stream and over the little
bridge, the scene of Putty’s

out the owner and asked p
explamed Jimmy Silver. “VV

“That’s enough 1

“Let me explain, Mr. Pudsey.”

“I don’t want to hear you! Saw your
smoke from my very winder!” roared
the angry man. “Never reckoned it
was you again! I came here to set my

s ! And it’s you,
u smart !
- “()h bother your old land !” snapped
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them

tramps who had been caught campmg
on Mr. Pudsey’s land.

The Rookwood juniors glanced at
them carelessly, and then they started
and exchanged glances. They knew that
buxom dame again, and the little girl,

“Poppy ” murmured Jimmy Silver.
“And Poppy’s.mater I said Putty.

only hat! Do they belong to that
ferocious old Hun with the whiskers,
then

“Looks as if they live here,” said
Lovell.
{CEh doress o ok v Earnis
shouted Mr. Pudsey.
, go and eat coke I”
Dispiritedly the Rookwooders tramped

in the direction indicated by Mr.
Pudsey’s whip.
But, suddenly, from the farmhouse

porch, the buxom dame came running.
Evidently she had recognised the Rook-
wood juniors

“John 1 she called out.

They wro—
they aro the boys—

Mis,

Pudsey. _“Jom, Ty e
the bo;

“Thwhat 7

“This is the brave lad who saved

}I}’ppl‘)’}z’s life, and the others helped
im !

Mr. Pudsey gave quite a jump.

He stared at the buxom dame, he
stared at Poppy, and then he stared
blankly at the Rookwooders.

“Them !” he c)ncu]aked at last.

“Yes, yes yes!? exclaimed }m wife,
with tears in her eyes. “But for this
lad *—she touched Putty on the shouder
—“you would never have seen Poppy
alive again I”

“Well, dang my buttons !”
the big man.

Mr. Pudsey seemed a prey to conflict-
ing emotions. He blinked at the Rock-
wooders with quife a queer expression
on his face.

“Why couldn’t you tell
you?” he ejaculated at last.

“We were in a hurry to camp, becauso
our clothes were wet,” said Jimmy. “If
yowd let me explain to—>

***Nuff said !” said Mr. Pudsey. “I've
had a lot of trouble with tramps on my
land, stealing chickens, and once they
set fire to a hayrick. But—but I'm sorry
1 was rough with you young fellows.
Anl—and—and—">  The words came
out in jerks. “And—and I was wrong
—I own it—in that row in the lane.
was ratty, and—and I own up I was
wrong, ~Can’t say fairer than that.
Now 1 know it was you helped Poppy
out of the water, I'm only too thankful
you came alon {his way. Camp on my
Jand for the rest of your lives if you
want to.”

“We won't do that,” sald Jimmy, with

a chuckle. “But if you’re not so keem
now on locking us up in your barn, we'll
get back to the road.”
r. Pudsey shook his head.
“No. you don’t!” he said. “Yoult
camp where you was, my lads, and I'm
sending you some farm stuff to pack in
that go-cart of yours before you take the
road again !

“My _hat!” murmured Putty. “This
logks like a giddy change in the jolly
old barometer—what 7

t was! Mr. Pudsey, alias Whiskers.
all hospitality now, would not take
“No ” for an answer. The Rookwood
tmmp= had supped once, but they
supped again quite cheerfully in the.
farmhouse; and when they went back to
camp, they parted with the farmer on
the best of terms.

gasped

me, blow

Mo nexh maritis Jnmny Silver & Co,
were on the road again. And the bag-
e e i e
duce, heaped there by Whiskers himself.
‘Arthur Edward Lovell remarked again
ihat that ass Putty had come in useful
for once; but Jimmy Silver declared
{hat it was a case of fortune favouring
the brave, as undoubtedly it was.

THE BND.
(There’s a big thrill in next Tuesday's
grand long story of the Rookiwoo

Dow't miss “ The Great Wash-

tramps.
outl”)




A FORTUNE-FOR BUNTER!

Billy Bunter cannot get his hands on it!
he tackles it in the story below!

yTHE FIRSTZCHAPTER.
Caught Banding!
“ AHI” S
-l That polite and intellectual
remark fell upon the ears of
Harry Wharton & Co.
Greyfriars as they came up to the
Remove passage for tea.

The Famous Five had been at cricket
practice, and they came up the stairs in
a ruddy faced crowd, heading for Study
No. 1. Farther nlun'r the Remove pas-
sago a fat figure was stooping outside
the door of Study No. 7. Billy Bunter
was apparently addressing someone
inside the study through the keyhole,
and 1ddu\s>m* him with emphasis.

’lhc d|um< of the Remove grinned.

Bunter did not observe them; his
attention was given to the keyhole. e
was talking to Peter Todd, and also
listening for Peter’s footsteps. If the
latter approached the door from within,
Bunter was ready to take to ﬁ|ght

“You're awfully clever, ain’t you,
Toddy ?” went on Buntm “Yah!
despise you, Toddy! Vah

Bob Cherry tiptoed :vl(mg nm passage
towards Bunter, his chums watching
him with grinning faces.

Bunter, in his present position, was a
tempting object, and Bob could not
resish the temptation.

Bunter, with his attention still fixed
on his peculiar conversation with
study-mate, did not hear him or see
him.

“ What you are, Toddy,” he contmuod
s a silly, conceited as You don’t
know enongh to go in when n rains |

You're a skinny scarecrow, Peter, that’s
what you are!” And a ol et Gob
that ?”

There was no reply from within
Study No. 7. Peter Todd was having

his tea, and did not scem to think it
‘\Orth while to interrupt the meal on

William George Buuter s account.

“&ou come ouf hcrr, contmum{ the
Owl of the Remove, “and I'll mop up
thch passage with you, Peter Todd !
v

Bob Cherry Imd txptocd just behind
Bunter by that t

2 raised his mght “boot.

Biff !

“Yarogoogh!” roared Bunter,
by surprise.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Thero was a roar of laughter
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There is a fortune going begging,
but for the want of a little capital
It’s a pretty problem for Billy—see how

i

A Rollicking Long Complete Story
of Harry Wharton & Co., and Billy

Bunter of Greyfriars.

!
!
!
!

aimet  every iwecky |

;J!‘llsul\usﬂ-\u\u\n‘hsﬂ\u&

taken

in the

Remove passage. Bob’s boot had landed
with quite a gentle drive on the fat

junior, and Bunter wasn’t hurt;

pitched forward, and collided wil
door of Study No. 7.
“Yow-ow-ow-ow I
“Ha, ha, ha !’
The fat junior s
blinked at” Bob Cherry.
—you—you silly ass!” ho
e
“Couldn’t help it,” said Bob.
shouldn’t be caught bending, you
What are you slanging Toddy for

roared Bun

but he
was not prepared for the shock.

He
ith the

ter.

uirmed round, and

splut-
for 7
“You
know.
a

“He’s a beast, and you're a beast!”

howled Bunter. “Tve a jolly

good

mind fo mop up the passage with you,

Bob Cherty !

“Help I gasped Bob.
ST jolly well—”
“Mer
BobCherry rushed back towards

No. 1, appatently in great terror.

Study
Billy

Bunter blinked after him for a moment

in astonishment; then he rush
pursuit,
combat; but he was quite prepa
be terrible to any foe who show

back. He brandished his fists

ran.
“Yah! Stop, you funk !” he sh
“Stop him, you Fellows !

get past! T'm going to smash hin

dodgcd into Study
still apparently
Bunter rolled in after him,
dodged round the table. Wi
Nugent, Johnny Bull and Hurree

Don’t let

ed in

Billy Bunter was not a hero in

red to
ed his
as he

outed.
him

o

No. 1,

in a state of dire alarm.
and
Wharton and

Bob

Singh,

blocked the doorway after him, looking

on with great hilarity.
hl f;f at Bob across the table.
top, you beast ” he gasped.

Bunter shook a

“Won't you let me off ?” pleaded Bob

Cherry.

“No, T won't ” roared Bunicr
lently,’ “Pm going to give you th
ing of your life !

He rushed round the study table.

truca-
e lick:

Bob prompily refreated in the oppo-
site direction.

“T say, you fellows, don’t let him
dodge oub™ of the study!” shouted
Bunter.

_“No fear !” answered Harry Wharton,
Take your grucl, Bob; yowve asked
for it yon lnowee

G pass ! shrieked Bob.

“No fear| You've got to fight Bun-

ter ! chuckled Johnny Bull.

Bob Cherry dodged round the table
again, with Bunter close behind. Thres
times round the table they went at great
speed, and then the pursuer slowed
down, Bunter had more weight to
carry than the fugitive, and it was
telling on him.

““Stop, you beast!”

gasped Bunter.
‘Ynu cdlv t get out of it ! 5

I'm going to

lick
“Holp 17
“Yah! Funk! You fellows stop him
for me ¥ exclaimed Bunte 1o

Jo. crowded in
Umuv as he fled

cdlla!cd Bob
Bob was brought o a halt,

“Here
Nugent.
“Told him #ll T get af it !"
Bunte
“The holdfulness s tervific, my
esteemed fat Bunter,” chuckled Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh.

Billy Bunfer circumnavigated the
table and came up to the fugitive. His
eyes gleamed with wrath and ferocity
through his spectac

he is, Bunter!” grinned

' panted

“Now, then!” he gasped.

“Help I”

“Now you're going through it!” said
Bunter. “Put up your hands! There,

that’s for your nose !

Billy Bunter hit out with terrific

To his surprise, Bob Cherry’s tel
vanished all of a sudden. He recover cd
his courage all at once. Bunter’s fat fist
was knocked up, and pa~~ml harmlessly
by, and the impetus of the drive brought
Bunter with a crash on Bob, chest to
ches Bob’s strong arms closed round
\um at once, and held him.

“Qw!” gasped Bunter
THE Popumn —No. 393.

HL




| “Go it, Bunter!” yelled the Co., in
great merriment.

“Wow !” Billy Bunter wriggled in the
strong arms that enclosed him like a
circlo of steel.  “Leggo, you beast!
How can I lick you when yowre holding
me like this, you rotter? Ow! Leggo !
You're squeezing all my breath out, you
beast ! Groooogh ! -

Billy Bunter gave a gasp like air
escaping from a badly-punctured tyre.
Bob released him suddenly—so suddenly
that the Owl of the Remove sat down on
the study carpet.

“Yoooop I”

“ Now, if Bunter’s done his cireus per-
formance, we'll have tea,” remarked
- Bob Cherry cheerfully.

“Oh, dear! Help me up, Wharton,
Beast—you know I'm short of
breath !” spluttered Bunter spasmodic-
ally, as he was landed on his feet.

“Woop! I didn’s tell you to chook-
chook-choke me!” he stuttered. “You
silly ass, leggo my collar! Cheiry, you
beast

Billy Bunter paused. Tt had dawned
upon_his fat mind by this time that the
e el i
leg, and that he was not really tersified.
¢ warlike glare gave place %o a feeble

"VVPU,’ said Bob, “with or without
gloves? T don’t mind which !

“FHe, he, he |

Bob gIrmced round at the clock on the

_mantelpiece.

“What's that bl
going off for?” he said.
it you, Bunter?

he, he !

“What are you hel he-heing about ?”
demanded Bob

Ry joke, old chap,” said
Bunter, “He, he, he! Of course, T
know you were only—only joking, and—
and that it was your way of asking me
here fo tea.”

Oh, my hat !”

“I don’t mind coming to tea,” said
Bunter. “I’'ve had tea in Study No. 7,
but it was awfnlly thin!  What have
you fellows got ?”

you cheeky ass—"

“Would you fellows like some cream—
fresh from the home farm at Bunter
Court?” asked B\l]y Bunter.

“Yes, rather !”

“Trot it along !”

ed alarm-clock
“Oh! \Vas

> grinned Nugent.

“T'm expecting a lot shortly, and TIl |

remember you,” ‘said_Bunter calmly.
“Tll make a note of it. I'm afraid it
won't come fo-day, so we may as well
get on with tea.’
And the Famous Five got on with tea
—with Billy Bunter.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Chance of a Lifetime!
P SAY, you fellows—"

I Billy Bunter had been silent
for some time, fully occupied
with the comestibles. There was

an unusually good spread in Study No. 1
that afternoon, and Blmt did full
justice to it. Now he had arrived at the
cake, whith: was. the Tast ifaw o th
menu, and with his mouth full of cake
he was disposed fo conversation.

No, we don’t want any,” said Frank |

Nngenk, with deep sarcasm. “Not at

e going to speak about the
cake. Still, if you don’t want any I'll
finish it,” ‘said Bunter. “You really

ought to lay in a_bigger cake when
you ve got vmtors Don’t apologise—"
“What !”

“Den’t apologise! _Of course, you
didn’t know I was coming,” said Bunter
graciowly.  “Its all right; - thero's
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enough for me. Now, P've got some-
thing to say to you fellows—something

important. - Would you like to make
your fortunes?”
ake our = fortunes?” . repeated

Harry Wharton, with a staro.

That qllestlon was qmm unoxpocto(l

“Yes; that’s the idea

“How are we to do |t"’ asked Bob
Cherry. “Can we get hold of the postal-
orders you've been expecting since you
came to Greyfriars? They must amount
to 2 million pounds or so by this time.”

“I wish yow'd be serious,” said Bunter
peevishly.  “This is a serious matter.
You chaps know, of course, that I'm
pretty deep in financial matters—know

o whole game from start to finish?”

“I know how you keep your own
finances going !” sai@ Johnny Bull.

“I mean high finance,”
“T suppose you've heard of high finance.
qtock Ev}mngc, you know.”

Or et . you fellows are rather
ignorant of such things ! unter
paironisingly. *You don’t know any-

thing ‘about stocks and shares, and bulls
d stags, and things. 1
know what a con-

“Blessed if T do®” said Bob, “Can’t
SRy I want to, either!”
“Well, what is a contango?” asked
Nugent.
—a—a contango is- con-
tango,” _explaied Banter  lucidly.

“That’s just what it is, you know.”

There was a chuckle in Study No. 1.
Billy Bunter’s father being a stock-
broker, Bunter often heard talk at home

of matters connected with the Stock
Exchange. and he was very wise on the
subject of bulling the market and bear
raids, and so forth; but how much he
understood of such matters was another
question.

“To come to the point,” continued
Bunter. 'm on to a good thing.
landed on it just by chance—most good
things turn up like that. I'm pre-
pared to take you fellows in—""

“You've taken us in too often!” said
Johnny Bull.

2T mean, to
operation.”

“The- which?”

“The stock operation,” said Bunter,
blinking at the astonished juniors. “T'm
going to make my fortume, and T want
to do the same for you fellows, out of
friendship, of cou

“You want to raise some cash in this
study, you mean!” said Wharton
Of course, some cash would
You can’t buy shares

-

tako you into the

ar

for, nommg
“Buy  shares?” ejaculated  Bob

Cherry.

“That's the idea! Tin shares,” said
Bunter. “No end of money to be
made. We could all be rich in a few
weeks. Whm do you think of that?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You siily asses, I'm quite_serious !
There’s nothing to cackle at! Yowre as
fatheaded as ’lodd_\ =

“Oh, is that what you were slanging
Toddy about?” chuckled Bob.

oddy’s a thumping ass! He's
refused my offer to make him rich. I
told him it would only be necessary for
him to sell his bike, and he refused. 1
hope you fellows have some more sonse
than Toddy.

“Not_a b|t more, in that line,” said
Harry Wharton, laughing.

“Tcould go ahead without yon,” said
Bunter, with dignity. “T can do it on
a t(mnerv

“Tf you don’t carry out the operation
till you've raised a tenner, I think the

operation will be a long way off,” said

arry.

“Bub fifty pounds would make a
regular scoop,” pursued Bunter, un-
hecdmg “That’s why I'm taking you
follows into it. My idea is for you to
find the money and take half the
profits. I take the other half as my
due for handling the matter, with my.
knowledge and “business ability, you

Now Pl tell you all about it,

and you'll see fo R saalves T

colkmg thing it is.”

ou can_ tell us ahout it, if you

like,” remarked Nugent. “But that’s
as far as yow'll get in this study.”

“I was _going to keep it to myself at
first,” said Bunter. “‘It’s too good a
thing to give away. Bub there’s a diffi
culty about cash, so I've decided to let
you fe]lowi m out of friendship. Now,
look at that !”

Billy Bunter groped in his pocket and
produced a crumpled circular—evidently
the ecircular he had been so intently
studying when he was late for lessons
that” mornin;

The_ juniors glanced at it with some
curiosity.

Not that they were inclined to take
Bunter’s remarkable new “stunt ” in
the least seriously. ~ But they wero
rather curious to see upon what he
founded his hopes of making a fortune.

The circular had a printed heading,
as follows:

“MESSRS. HAVEM & HOOKIT,
tock and Share Dealers,
1, Sharp’s Buildings, E.C.”

What followed was typewritten, and
t ran:

“Dear Sir or Madam,

“We beg to draw your attention to
the shares of the Hankee-Pankee Tin
Mines, Nigeria, Ltd.

“The fully-paid 10s. shares in this
company are now selling at 1s.

“We need not point out to you the
tremendous advance whicl as  been
made in Nigerian Tin-mining, or the
huge profits that are_being made by
several companies in Northern Nigeria.
We fully anticipate that the price of tin
will advance shortly to about £500 per
ton. At half that price, any well-
managed tin company in Nig shows
a handsome profit. The possnlnlnms are
immense.

“We_ have every reason to believe
that the Hankee'Pankee Tin
Ltd., having_recovered from the trade
depression, is about to take its place
among the -big dividend-paye

“We have a line of these sha
pose of at Is., free of commi

“Trusting fo hear from
remain,

you, we
“Yours faithully,
r & Hooxr

The Famous J‘M read that precious
circular through carefully. It was the
time. they happened upon &
circular issued by a shop ” firm,

and it was rather in its
way.

“Whero on earth did you get hold of
that?” demanded*Nuger

“T happened to find it in the Head’s
S e explained Bunter.
“T looked through it when Trotter
brought it out to chuck away.”

Johnny Bull gave a snor

“And what were you nosing into it
for?” he exclaimed.

“That docsn't matter! Teep o the
business in hand,” said Bunter.
e Seeey o]
what a good thing it was.”

must bave been sent to the
Head,” said Wharton.
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“Of course it was! Share-

holders in companies are
always getting circular
through  the post,” _said

d
Bunter. “1 dare say the Head
ots them every other day.
But he hasn’t sense enough
to see_what a corking thing

it is. He just chucked it into
the wastepaper-basket.”

“That doesn’t’ look as if
it’s very corking.”

“0h, the Head doesn't
know! He knows all about
Greek and such rot; but he
doesn’t savvy stocks and
shares. He's the kind of old
duffer who leaves all his

in War Loan, and
even look in the

it in Loan than in
Hankee-Pankee Tin Mines,”
grinned Bob Cherry.

'hat's because youw're an
ass, old chap, if you don’t
mind my being candid. I
suppose you fellows know
something about Nigeria ?”

“1 know it’s a British
colony in West Africa.”

“That’s it; and no end of
tin comes from there. It’s
knocked out the Cornish_tin
mines,” said Bunter. “Tve
heard my pater say so. $o it
pays better to get tin in
Nigeria_and bring it thou-

il |

sands of miles by sea. Lots
of the Nigerian tin mines
pay no end of dividends,
and the shares cost mo end
of money.  But this is a

CAUGHT BENDING !
Bob Cherry could not resist the temptation. T
along_the passage towards Buntor. ‘¢

Owl through the keyholo.

(See. Chapter 1.)

Bunter in his present position, was a tempting object, and |
he fighting

u_come out here ! ** continued the unconscious
“1il mop up the passage with you, Peter Todd.

man of the Remove tiptoed

Yah!”

chanice to got in on the
ground floor.”

“On the what?”

“I mean to get in cheap. = You buy
shares in the Hankee-Pankee Co. for a
bob each,” said Bunter eagerly
soon as they begin to pay di

they’ll rise to par—that’s ten shillings.

Vou see the profit you make. Y

them at ten shillings; that's a p

nine shillings on each share.
Phew I

You sell
ofit of

you have a thousand
ued Bunter, his eyes glist-
ening over his spectacles. “That’s
profit of nine thousand shillings when
you sell, isn’t it ? That's four hundred
and fifty pounds.”

“T'd have a new cricket-bat out of

®

that,” remarked Bob Cherry, in a
thoughtful way.

“You're coming info the deal?” asked
Bunter. “Tind the money and T'll do

the rest.”

“Hold on a minute!” said Wharton.
“Suppose the shares don’t rise in price,
what then?”

“Qh, they will, you

“How do you know

“The circular says s0.”

“My hat! I think I should want some
better evidence than that.”

“That’s rot!” said Bunter decidedly.
“Havem & Hookit are stock and share-
dealers, and, of course, they know
whether the shares are valuable or not.
Besides, T know all about Nigerian tin.
T've heard it from my father.”

“But I suppose one company could be
good and another bad in Nigeria, the

72 said Johnny

know.”

same as anywhere else?
Bull.

; but this is a good one, you

evident that the wish was
the thought in Bunter’s case.

It was
father to

He was not_prepared to consider any
evidence against his scheme.

“YWell,” said Johnny Bull, “if the
shares are worth fen bob and cost only
a shilling at present, why don’t Havem
& Hookit buy themselves and bag the

don’t know their business, of
course,” said Bunter peevishly. “P’r'aps
they haven’t the capital. P’r'aps they’ve
got all their money invested already.
You chaps keep on making difficulties.
Now, look here, are you going to get to-
ethor and raise that fifty pounds?”
“T don’t think!” grinned Bob.

“Tf you haven’t any sense—"

“We haven’t, that sort,

said Whar-

ton laughing. “You are a howling ass,
Bunter ! I don’t believe a stockbroker
would deal with a kid under age,
either.”

T shouldn’t tell him I was under age.
You see, I just send him a cheque for
the shares, and he buys them for me,
and there you are. I simply want the

money.”

“The wantfulness is likely to be
terrific!” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “But I have a suggestive re-

mark to make

“If you mean a suggestion, you silly
ass, make it!” growled Bunter.

“T suggest that, as it is still light,
there-is time for some more cricket, my
esteemed chums.” X

“Cricket ?”” howled Bunter.
bothering about cricket now ?

“We are !” grinned Bob Cherry.

T say, you fellows—"

But the Famons Five scemed to have
heard enough of stock and share opera-
tions. They streamed out of the study,
leaving Billy Bunter to waste his sweet-
ness on the desert air. e bafiled
financier gave an angry and disgusted

“Who's

snort and solaced himself with the last
fragment of the cake.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
No Sale!
ILLY BUNTER wore a worried
B and troubled look during the next
day or two.

e was still full of his wonder-
ful new scheme for making his fortune,
and, incidentally, the forfunes of any
fellows who cowld find the moncy for
the necessary stock operation.

But if the love of money is the oot
of all evil, there scemed to be very
little evil in the Greyfriars Remove, for
nobody wanted to make his fortune.

Nobody, at all events, was inclined
to place hard cash in Bunter's fat
hands for the purpose.

Billy Bunter had “tried it on ” first
with his_study-mate, Peter Todd; but
the hard-headed Peter was not taking
any. The Famous Five had come next,
and the Famous Yive proved deaf to
the voioe of the charmer. Affer that,
Billy Bunter bawked his great idea up
and down the Remove passage; bub
there were no takers.

Tn fact, Hankee-Pankee Tin became a
standing joke in the Remove, an
Bunter was constantly asked how his
tin shares were getting on, and how
long it was before he expeeted to be a
millionaire,

Tt was really rough on an enterprising
youth who was starting so catly to
Follow in his father’s footsteps.

Bunter reduced the necessary capital
from fifty pounds to ten. He said thab
he would “go in” for it with a
miserable two hundred shares, which
could be had for ten pounds, owing to
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the low market pnce at prescit, of
Hankee-Pankee Tin.

But not only was it impossible to
raise a ‘“tenner,” bub nobody would

puc even so much as sixpence towards

b was said of old that wisdom cries
oiit in the streets, and no man regards
it. And Bunter felt bitterly that it was

true.

Fellows who were so careful with
money that they wouldn’t lend Bunter
half-a-crown on an expected postal-
order, were reckless enough to reluce >
certain chance of landing a big
Tt was really very surprising, T
.more exasperating.

Tt was clear to William George, at
lasi, that if he was going in for Stock
]xchunge speculations, he would have

nd the money personally.

i e o T and glad to do,
but there were difficulties in the way.
His allowance did not run into pounds.
Morcover, his allowance was_ always
hooked in advance for the tuckshop.

But Bunter was not be beaten.
Selling his bike was the only resource,
and even in that there were difficultios.
Bunter was not careful with his bike,
and it had sustained many injurics
which had never been repaired. And
there was a_good deal of rust on many
puris of it | Bup it was iho only
E b ttoss on Jaeeutdoior dayh iter U
m]port;m(, interview in Study No. 1 a

appeared on the wall of the
i

BIKE FOR SAIL!

aply NUMBER 7 STUDDY.
Remove passidge. W. G. B.

After tea that day Billy Bunter sat
in state in @furly \'0 7, waiting for the
rush of pur
But there was no rush.

Two or_three fc]Iow= strolled round
the bxkc shed to look at Bunter’s
“jigger *; but, after looking at it, they

deécided that thcy would rather have no

further dealings with the jigger.

Bunter waited some time; but he
emerged from Study No. 7 at last. He
glanced in at No. 1, where Wharton
and Nugent were xhat(mg before prep.

“You fellows seen my notice?” he
asked.
“Oh, yes!”

“Well, aren’t you looking for a bar-
gain in bikes?” ‘asked Bunter persuas-
ively. “I'm letting that bike go cheap.
T'm only asking twenty pounds for it.”

“T'q fake ffteen.”
> remarked Nugent.

> said Bunter gener-
guely.. “Lool here, you oan have that
bike Tor ten pounds ‘spob cas

ats 1”
“Well, make an offer, then.”

roared Bunter. And he
ay from Study No. 1 in great

disgust. T\voponr‘s\ was not much use to
a_budding financier; and, besides, the
bike really was worth more than that.

Bunter looked in at several more
ut he found no one keen on
ilapidated bike. The highest
offer he received was from Skinner, who
offered him seven-and-six, Skinner
having caleulated that he could polish
the jigger up enough to sell it in Court-
field for 'about two pounds. But it
wanted a lot “of polishing up,
Skinner was not very keen on it; and
anyhow, Bunter was not _inclined  to
accept  seven-and-six.  Seven-and-six
was uttoxly inadequate as capital for
operations on the Stock Exchange.

The next morning the notice in the
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Common-room still = announced that
Bunter’s bike was for “sail ”; but the
sale had not come off, and after dinner
Bunter took down the notice. He
started out to wheel his bike to Court-
field, to sell it Mr. Lazarus, who
deall in_second-hand bikes and other
things. Bunter had to wheel the bike,
as there was something wrong with the
pedals, something wrong with the chain,
i something wrong with the crank, as
well as several more things wrong
with several other parts. Possibly that
was the reason why he was seen, an
hour later, wheeling it home again.
Mr. Lazarus had e\p%amed to him that,
though he dealt in yery many articles,
he was not a scrap-iron merchant, and
he had declined the offer of Bunter’s
jigger without thanks.

Bunter’s feclings were deep he
t{und‘od his old wreck back to tho hx];e-

Having made up his mind to the
sacrifice, it was rather hard to find that
nobody was willing to accept the sacri-
fice. And as the biko was his last
resource, it looked as if the incipiont
financier had come to the end of his
tether. P(tm Todd, indeed, advised
him to write to some of his titled rela-
tions and ask for a cheque. But Dunter
only snorted. His titled relations did
not seem very reliable in money
matters.

“ Look hmz\ Toddy,” said Bunter that
T wam, you to do a really

evening,
unselfish thing >
‘m the man for that!” agreed

“What is it?”
ur bike, and lend me the
r shook his head.

“That wouldn’t be unselfish,” he said.
“That would only be encouraging you
in playing the giddy ox, Bunter. Bu
I can be unselfish.  I'm prepared to
exert myself for your good.”

“How?” asked Bunter suspiciou

“Well, youw're a cheeky as aid
Bator =L FChGoit A &by hrato: e
kicked; it’s good for them. T'm going
to take the trouble to kick you. If

Lhut isn’t unselfish, T don’t know what

And Peter jumped up to carry out his
unselfish intentions,

Bunter hastily departed from the
study.  That was not the kind of un-
selfishness he was looking for.

“It's simply cruel!” he told the
Famous Iive in the Common-room.

“All this time I may be losing my
jumps up in_price before I've bought
any shares. You fellows will be sorry

then that you didn’t come into the
scheme with me!
“That does seem h.nd said Bob

ther than lot

Cherry thoughtfully
, I'd hand you my

that happen, Bunte:

last farthing 1’
Bunter brightened up.

y dear old chap,”

he evc]nimmi

cordially, “now you're talking knew
I could rely on you, old tollon ! Youre
not selfish like these chaps. Tl ro-
member you when the profits come
r(ylhng inl”
o0d 1”
Tiob Cherry groped in his pocket.
“You thumping ass!” exclaimed

“Yo\\ re not going to
lend Bunter money to gamble with?”

“You shut up, Bull!” exclaimed
Bunter.  “Youre selfish! You dry
up! Bob's going to lend me money if
he likes.”

“Well, I've told Bunter now that T'li
lend him my last farthing,” said Bob.
“Here you are, Bunter !”

Johnny Bull.

The Owl of the Remove held out an
cager hand. He started as Bob Cherry
placed a farthing in his fab paim

“Wha-a-at’s that he wultered

oMy last farih g

Ha, ha, ha!” roared the five juniors.

Bunter’s expression at that
was, as Bob remarked afterwards,
@ guinea a box.

You — you — you silly chump!”
shricked Bunter.

And he rolled away, leaving the

Famous Five yelling. 'rom  that

moment Bunter was llctermmcd that,
whatover happened, the Famous Five
should never share in the vast profits to
be derived from his deal in tin shares.
It was probable, however,
loss would not be great.

that their

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !
ONG!
- Hoskins, old chap—-
Pong, pong!
Hoskins of the Shell was get-
ting his note.

The amateur musician of Greyfriars
was in_his study alone. IHis study-
mate, Hobson, had been driven forth.

Claude Hoskins was composing sweet
music, and at such times Hobson found
it easier to do his prep in Stewart’s
study.  Hoskins' hair was ruffled; he
ran "his fingers through it constantly
when he was composing, and now it
stood up like quills upon the fretful
porcupine.  Evel u
which he cultivated assiduously.
the belief that it looked extremely
ic, was disordered.

He did not even look at Bunter as
the fat junior loomed up in the door-

way. He was:rapping a tuning-fork on
the table fo “get lLis note "—a most
important matter to Hoskins.

“I say, Hos
“Ah 1 said Hoslins, h-hh
Right! I knew I had the pitch all nght'
That’s what comos of e o
musician, Hob;cn'

“T say——"

“Shut up, will you, Hobby? Weren't

you going down?
say, it’s me, Bunter—""

Claude Foskins looked round ir
He had not even noticed that the v
in the doorway was not his studymate’s.
He noticed few things when he was in
the throes of composition.

“Bunter, what the (hump jare you
mtc;n\ptmg me for? Get out!

“Ah!

itably.

I'm busy !”

“I—T was going fo ask you if—if you'd
play me something,” murmured Bunter.

IInskms face cleared.

““Not now,” he said. “I'm busy. But
you can come info the music:room when
T'm doing my practice to-morrow, if you
like—two-thirty.

Bunter made a mental note to be at
a sal stance from the music-room at
twothirty tho following day, and
replied :

““Certainly, old chap! I shall be de-
lighted ! I say, what are you doing just
now—a symphony ?”

“I could do a symphony,” said
Hoskins, “Although I say it myself,
there’s not much in Beethoven that T
couldn’t equal. In fact, I've noticed a
good many drawbacks in his stuff, going

over it, you know. But T'm not doing
a symphony now.

o got lot of music-paper
thore,” vomarked Bunicr. “Thats cx-
pensive, ain’t i

“Horribly ; bit of coutss, I have to
have it. 1t ‘ought fo be prowdcd by the
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schiool, of course. It's disgusting that
a fellow should have to buy his own
wusic-paper, cspecially when: he uses
such a lot. 'Inekily, I had a romittance
yosterday, and laid in a good

Tt et Se b ot fm the
moment, that it was his remittance of
yesterday that had brought Billy Bunter
to his study. Bunter had a wonderful
nose for remittances, and he had found

out. that Hoskins of the Shell was in
funds, and he was prepared to listen to
Hoskins” music, if absolutely necessary,

an eye fo those fun
Spent it il on that stuit?”?
“Of course not, ass!”

“Youre jolly lucky to get those big
remittances!” remarked Bunter. He did
not yet know the amount of the remit-

't have & birthday
Hoskins. My uncle
me a fiver on my birth-

day

“A fiver!”
was a tenne:
updred, sharés—*

Buster had hoped that it
Well, I could get a

“I—I mean T was going to ask if
you'd published anything yet, Hoskins.
T've read in the papers that there's a
big demand for really first-closs music.”

“Rot1» said Hoskins, Hoskins was
very busy just then, but he was prepared

fo talk 50, long as the talk was about
himself. “The newspapers don't know
anything. Why, I'vo sent . first-class

music to half the publishers in London,
and it’s only cost me the postage there
and back. They don’t want good music.
They hate good music. They don’t under-
stand it. If they put it on at thed

-
concerts the public won’t come in. Look

at my march in F major, for instance!”

“Ripping |7 said Bunter.
“And my waltz in B flat.”
“Splendid | said Bunter. “I heard

you playing it yostorday, and T thought

it was fopping I’
“You ass!

terday was my sonata in G!

Hoskin;

“W-w-was it? I knew it was some-
thing topping. 1 suy, suppose you
d them the money to publish your

come_to that,” said Hoskins
moodily. “I feel sometimes that it's not
fair to the public to keep back really
good_stuff while they browse on the
awful pifle that’s pub before them at
concerts. Only there’s a difficulty in the
way—1I haven’t the money.

T could tell you how to get

money—"

“¥h? How?”

i¥ou hand me that fiver—

“Wha

“T've got an idea for operating on the
Stock Exchange—-""

“Nou slly idiot!”

What T was playing
i

the

IR
“Dm\t Ctalk such utber rob!” said
Hoskins. “It’s sickening that a chap

shudld be hung up like this for a few
thousand pounds. Bub it's always so—
the world never recognises a genius till
he’s dead. Look at Mozart—neyer knew
where his next dinner was coming from,
and some of Mozart's stuff is really good
—not like mine, of course; but it has
qualities of its own. When I'm dead
and gone they'll understand. I dare
say they'll give me a fomb in West-
minster Abbey,” said Hoskins, _with
blttcr arcasm. “I shall refuse it—in
will, I mean. I shall leave a plain
S that they’re not to be allowed
to bury me in Westminster Abbey—I'v
deferaiined on that.”

uld,” murmured Bunte
E8s o gkl Bub abouttibet i

Price 2d. 11

of mine. I really want a tenner; but
o fiver would—

ub I'm going to take them at their
W md said Hoskins, still _sardonic.
“They won’t have music, so I'm going

to give them the other thmg Do you!
02 | I can make no end

know what I 'm writing now?
“Nunno |”

“A musical comedy,” said Ioskins.
“ Awtul rot, of course, but it’s what Lhc
public wanis. T'm going to give 'em
what they want, Ha, ha
1! But about that fiver—
ns did not even hear:

introducing 2,” he said.

“‘Jazz, you know—that's what I've come
down to. Let 'em have jazzos if they
]ZW jazzes, and be blowed to them!
h?”

certainly; bubt I was saying

th

ve no doubt this musical comedy of
will go like hot cakes,” said Hos-
“I'm going to bung it on the
publishers, and let “em have it for a
hundred pounds.  Of course, it wog't be
like the ordinary musical
comedies—I couldn’t do it so badly if
I wanted to. Why, half the stuff fhey
put on in London is scribbled by fellows
—oodn cnows  whom—who don’t
know a sonata from a canon.’
“D-d-don’t they? I should think ar

body would know a cannon if he saw
one,” said Bunter in surprise.
“Well, they don’t. They couldn’t

write a (.1(1017'111(‘\ couldn’t write the
wpo:xtmn of a fugue to save their
worthless lives,” said Hoskins. “The
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kind of musical moochors who would put
G flat into the key of D, you know.’
“W-wewould thoy 2 shittered Binter.
“They would; and they're the mier-
chants who turn out the sinff the public
goes to hear. Listen to_this!” Claude
Hoskins rapped his tuning-fork again,
and started. Bunter listened. Hoskins
was humming over_the melody he had
just written, but Bunter—perhaps for
want of a musical ear—did not detect
“What do you think of

ihe melody.

a bpluldld i

“It's pretty,” said Hoskins. “Notwhat
I could do if they'd let me write good
music, but it's done rightly, at all
events. Original, too!”

t—it sounded original,”

Bunfer. “But about that—

“Look at the way those: merchants
turn out their pifiic,” said Hoskins.
“Here's a book here with a song in it.
Look at it! I've looked it over, and it’s
just a patchwork of a dozen old tunes—
fragmenis jerked away from where they
belong, and stuck together at the ends.
And_the chap must have bnon pmd for
it. What do you think of that

“Awful [ said Bunter. Phut T was
saying—

“If I had the tin,” said Hoskins, “1'd

have a try at educating the public faste,
good tackling

ut it’s no

=
pills.” Hoskins was growing sardonic
again. “Then you can muck up an opera
by putting it into language that doesn’t
fit the music, and the papers sing your
praises no end. There ought fo be en-
owments, or something, for really
brilliant native musicians—"
“0f course there ought " said Bunter.

murmured |

“But there ain't, you know, so suppose
you help me in my idea for——

““Oh, don’t be an ass!”

“I simply want that fiver,” said
Bunter, blinking at the ecnthusiastio
musician.  “T've got a ermght tip, and.

of money. 1 know
a chap who will buy and sell the shares
for me.” :

Hoskins was leaning his chin in his:
hand, gazing straight at Bunter, with an
exprassion of deep thought. The Owl ot
the Remove, much encouraged, con-
tinued.

“Ti's as easy as falling off a form.
"This firm_buys the shares for me, antl
sells them for me when-they rise. See?
Even with a fiver I can make a profit of
over forty pounds. Thmk of that!”

Hoskins did not reply. His eyes wore
still fixed on Buntox, “but his thoughts
were far awa;

= ou Just hand me ,the fiver, you
know——
“Ripping 1

exclaimed Hoskins sud

y.
Buntor smiled with satisfactio

i‘You think it's a good idea?” ho
aske

“Ripping ! A piccolo obbligato,” said
Hoskins.

“Wha-a-at?”

“Is just come into my head. Tho
piccolo will come in beautifully. T must
get thab down.’

Hoskins grabbed his pen and began to
scribble.

Billy Bunter blinked at him, in sur-
prise and growing wrath.

I thought you wore speaking about
my_idea, Moskins !

“Shurrup1”
Look here—

Yook intorrupting me! Get out!”

The Greyfriars musician was in the
full flow of composition now; the little
bit for the piccolo had to go down before
it_vanished from his fortile brain.

Bunter glared at him.

Hoskins, cvidently, had not been
thinking about his remarks at all. While
he was gazing so thoughtfully at Bunter
he was simply thinking out that obbligato
for the piccolo.

“You—you
Bunfer.

e

Thooted

chymp!”

Hoskins made a fierce grasp at the ink-
pot, turning a deadly eye on Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove skipped out of
the doorway just in time.

Claude Hoskins refurned to his work,
and Bunter put his head in at the door-
way again. - Evidently there was nothing
doing in Hoskins' study, so far as rais

ing cash was concerned. Billy Bunter
had ~astad hin vabiahle e
aothing.

“You silly ass!” howled Bunter. “I
say, do you want to know what I think

of your rot? ' Piffle. ‘Hear that? Rub-
bigh! Tosh! Bosh! Bunkum! Rot!
Yah!

Hoskins made & jump for the door,
and Pilly Bunter took to his heels.

William George Buriter, in a very dis-
consolate frame of mind, fared forth
in hopeless search of o tenner.

Really, it was rough on the fat junior.
Here was a fortune going begging, so
to speak, for want of a little capital. But
Bunter was a sticker. Not by any mieans
had the last been seen or heard of
Bunter, the speculat

THE

(Billy Bunter is determined to raise
enough moncy to make his fortune.
You will read how he does it in—
« Raising The Wind !” newt week’s top-
ping Greyfriars tale.)
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RID SAVES THE SPORTS STORE!

But for the Kid, the
Kennedy Sports Store

would have been smashed—it is his wonderful Test record that brings business to the
shop, and prevents this disaster !

B

BY “PATSY

ENDREN.

k

> H

Introducing KID KENNEDY, the boy bowler of England,

and telling how he gets’a ch

in the
Good Oid Kid!

ID could cither win-or lose the
K game for Lngland!

There was Lime for the rest of
his over—five more balls—and
Oldfield, the Australian’s last batsman
was coming out from the pavilion. I
he and Woodfull, now at the wicket,
could score six, then Australia would
win; if Kid could get cither of their
wickets before they put those half-dozen
fatal runs on to the score of the tourists,
then victory went to the Mother
Country.

As Oldfield came out, the roar of the
crowd tose again on the July air,
booming across the Old Trafford
ground, swelling from the pavilion to

_ ibe railway and back again.

The red ball, flitting from fielder to

fielder as the Iingland team waited for
the last Australian batsman, pitched to
Kid Kennedy as Oldficld neared the
wicket. The boy caught it defily, and
as he did so every man in the vast
crowd secemed fo roar in sudden ap-
plause, while Grimmett checked on the
ipavilion steps to look back and watch
the end of the game.

The ball with which Kid had dis.
missed Grimmett had been a marvel of
speed, and the crowd wanted to see a
ball like that again.

“Geb him, Kennedy

as Oldfield
wicket and turned to take centre. Men
were standing in the ring
they couldn’t see any bette
were standing because they could nob
control - themselves sufficiently to sit
own.

The very air was quivering with the
excitement of the close finish, and Kid
had to grit his teeth to stop himself
from responding to the nervous tension
of the thousands all about him.

He stood watching the umpire’s hand
jerking as he signalled to Oldfield.
Kid “watched the Aussie’s bat shift in
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ance to play for his country
. Tests.”?

vs forefinger
and Old-

then the wmpi

response ; D
n-hat,

tipped to his white
field took his stance.

“Barncy * Oldfield looked cool and
quiet as he bent above his bat, tapping
it in the block-hcle. His eyes gleamed
Steadily from beneath the big peak of
his green cap, and Kid could sce that
his jaw was squared grimly

One hit, one drive,
broad shoulders, and
game for Australia!

Kid didn't forget that—he didn’t for-
get that Oldfield was a batsman of
courage; 1 an’t be made
shaky by the tremendor
hung on the next five del
fate of the game!

Kid turned and went back for his
run.  Once again the crowd woke to
ife.

“Youw'll get him, Kid!”
“Make it hum, Kennedy
“Bowl him, Kid—he's yours

Another yell then that sent the blood
leaping through his veins as he turned
at the end of his run. He stood a
moment, thrilling.  Every nerve in his
body was keyed now, every muscle
strung. For a moment he had a glimpse
of the field and everything on it, limned
with an amazing clearness.  Details
seemed to stand out—the tense figures
in the slips; Tate at squarc-leg, not
smiling now; Hobbs at cover-point
bent and on his toes. Every man in
the team there to back him to the
uttermest in this final, desperate effort
to win the g: Tngland.

Then the y
to absolute
ing silence.

Kid jerked forward into his run. He
caking_over the turf, body lift-
ing to his speed. every stride sending its
quota of velocity to the ball as it flung
from his hand at his final plunge across
the bowling crease.

The 1T slammed through the air,
pitched in a tiny flurry of dust, and,
as it hit the turf, Oldfield’s poised bat
came crashing down—to miss

bac

\d by those
he might win the

—the very

»
"

e
silence—a strange, quiver-

NG
%. / M/"
the turf, and the wind of if must have
shaken the bails as ib just skimmed
above them. There came the smack of
the leather in Struddy’s gloves, and
then a gasp from the crowd at the
narrowness of Oldfield’s escape.

nly four balls to come down now,
and Father Time would call a halt.

Strudwick trundled the ball back to
Kid; he pi it up and paced out his
run again. His next delivery was as
fast as the previous one; but the fearless
Oldfield tackled it differently.

He jumped out to it. m all round
the ground there came the sob of
caught ‘breath as men watched him
shape for a boundary hit. The veriest
fraction of time after that there came
the rap of leather on willow, and the
ball went away hard and low between
mid-off and cover-point.

Kid saw mid-off leap madly at_the
ball, flinging himsclf to the turf in a
fierce effort to reach if.

“Yes!” roared Oldfield: and from the
other end of the wicket Woodfull came
caping down the pitch.

Beyond mid-off, Jack Hobbs jumped
at the speeding leather.” It seemed
that he couldn’t reach it. The ball hit

o

the grass and shot off ib, just as Hobbs,
in ove last, desperate effort to save the

Kid saw the ball shoot upwards from | boundary, shot clear of the ground,
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suapped the ball from mid-air, then|at the wicket. Only just in time did | Kid's head in a return drive. The hoy
went slithering over the turl Oldfield check as he was about to start jumped for it—jumped with the las

Agile, quick, he twisted to his feet,
and, without sighting, it seemed,
shot the ball to Kid's end, just as- Oldr
field started on the second run. The
Australian  wicket - keeper ~ saw the
leather coming.

lled to Woodfull, Then
s hands jerked as the ball came to
fhom, -and he shaped fo- whip off Old-
field's. bails; bub ého man from ‘‘down
r " had already cracked. his bat to

shout came the boom
acento olapping and wild
cors for Hobbs' wonderful fielding.
Three balls to go down—and the Aus
tralians now needed only five runs o
win ! -

Kid took his ti
with the balt in B
F Gt e o nm\ Wood-

Men said that the schoolmaster

he wi alk(r{ back
iened,

2 had a wonderful defe &3
e, he was only once bowled
seasons of Amtmllan

He bent above his ‘bat. waiting. Kid
# thought swiftly. ~ He mustn’t lose the
game for England—| h\. mustn't let them
get anomo errific drive like that
last of Oldfield’s. He'd got to put all
he had nto the next three ball a—ﬁnd
e ors of the keenly wa
ot see the next ball that he

sent down! 3
But Woodfull had. his eye on if. His
bat lifted as the ball rose from the turf,

then the willow smacked ovor the
leather, driving it dead to the grass,
Frams Wi spun_idly to the gully,

T
third man picking it up and returmng

it.

Only two balls to go down now, and
still the fate of the game hung in the
balance.

Kid took the hall. The Aussies wanted
runs, he reflected, Woodfull didn’t get
that ball away, because he couldn’t.
The thing to do was o tempt him; it
was no use bowling at his wicket, his
defence w
@cnd fhe next ball down to the off, and
have him nibble at it; not too fast a
ball—just fast enough to tempt him. If
he got at 1t, there was a chance he
might give a’ catch in the long field;
if he didn't get it squarely, then he
might coek it up into the siips and-

Kid looked across to where Chapman
stood at_third slip. The boy signalled

almost imperceptibly with his right
hand. Chapman saw it; he went back
a litilo and o shade farther out. He
moved until Kid signalled agal

those of the crowd who saw the move-
ment bent forward and watched with all
their eyes.

There was 1o_perceptible cha
Kid’s run—no difference in his d
Vet he deliberately took out of the ball

his bowling so fast and so deadly
The leather went to the off and, just as
he had planned, Woodfull reached out

for is. Just for a moment, he loo
though he was going fo drive 1t
ke changed his mind and t came
down in a slashing cut that sent the ball
hetween second slip and the ready
figure of Chapman

“¥es!” Oldfield’s voice again—exult-
ant and booming—as he shot down the
pitch.

His heart in his mouth, Kid saw

Chapman twist and leap after the hurt-
ling ball. The man from Kent seemed
fairly to stretch himself over the grass,
He fielded the ball and twisted in the
same moment, streaking the leather to
the waiting, ready form of Strudwick

aisecond run.
_ Kid breathed again—only orie run off

one ball left to end down!
ans want and they
them if Oldﬁcld lashed out!
ball of the fourth Test—Kid’s
chance to win the game for
England !

Not a man stirred in the crowd as
Kid walked quietly behind . the wicket;
after Struddy had pitched the ball te
him. _ The clanking and raitling of
trams in the Chester Road came clexuly
to the green, the distant whistle of a
lo(olnl'xohve on thc railway - sounded

ri

Forty thousand pairs of eyes watched
Kid Kennedy as he went back—and
over in the pavilion old Uncle Peter sat
strained and dry of throat.

“Go on, K:d—xyou can do it!” he
muttered.  “Don’t get what T've
taught ye—go for his wicket. I's your
only chance! Get him buy»break his
wicket "

Kid turned. He could see Oldfield

ready to smash his bowling to the
favthest corner of the ground—tensed to
win the game for Australia.

One moment longer Kid hesitated. An
instant after, and he was a leaping,
namm,; figure of white, spiked shoes
picking flakes of earth and torn grass
behind him, his whole body hurtling—
skimming the ground.

The crease flashed at him—he saw
the watchful figure of the white-coated
umpire—the green of Woodfull’s cap—
then——

Oldfield * at  the
mgdm the block,

wicket—bat  shift-
shoulders back and

rea
Kl ffinr himselt actos (he o
and the ball hummed from his hand.
His hurtling body followed throngh, and
only pikes kept him from slipping
on the gr

He saw Oldfield jump out at the ball
—saw_his_blade flail down—glimpsed
the whipping ball as it flashed across
the yellow of the bat—crack!

The ball came from it, flighting above

WHAT HAS QONE BEFORE.

KID KENNEDY, a young fast bowler, is
selected to play for mrxnmt in_the Third
and the Fourth Test 1 e is very
Resrs 15 do Agel bocaiint Ms sineler
10 it BRI RENNEDT e wnom
Kid lives, ouwn asports. goods shop wiich
s doing badly. Their business rival is
JACOB PLLCH, oho s trying o masn up
the Kennedy business. Kid arranges with
JACK ARMOUR, a youny editor and owner
of the Sportin 0 give advertisement
e Romarn shop: Surorion T hint
Kid writes his views of Test cricket éxclusively
for the paper.
In the Third Test Kid doss wonderfully
well ; as a result the sports goods s
picks up more business, out: ot enugh "
Tnect a bt of E800 eith, which o acon Diteh
has snddled the shop. Uncle Peter raises
the money to meet Pileh’s demand, but Kid
cannot find out where the £300 came from.
With increasing business the shop starts
to do_better, and Pilch_sees that it is due
to Kid playing sensational erickel in the
Test gaines. Pileh decides to_stop Kid
Dlaying. buf his effort to keep him out of
tie Tourth Test ab Old Trafford is a failure,
Kid plaje well, boucting magniicontly, and
towards the close of _the a
the game grows _ezciting. e
time" ot one. more. over—the  Australiins
awant 5iz runs to win and have two wickels
o Jall. I7 they get the runs tey wil win;
if Englaid_can v
mather couniry wilt ggin the
Gawling the last over of the malch.
it firéh batl T clean bowls Grammeit.
Australians now have but one

i
with
The
wickel to
Joll—six runs to win—and only five wore
balls to come down to end the game |

(Now read on.)

*{ wasn’t perhaps that th

impetus of his run.  His straining
finger-tips touched the ball—the leather
seemed to burn across them, but he
could not hold it.

he ball skimmed from his touch,
ﬁlglmng sideways. Point came tearing
in  for the dropping ball—leaped
desperately—leaped with all the'strain
ing strength of a cricket-trained body—
throwing himself at the leather.

It must have brushed his reaching
fingers. Tt bounced from the turf “ Ins
body slithered across the grass—t
mid off snapped up the bﬂn cre u.K
Australians could dare run!

Koesele st oo hid L
ground in thrall, then the quictude was
shattered by a thunderous roar of ap-
plause—applause  for  Kid's bowling-
applause for Oldfield’s courageous effort
to make a winning hit—applause for the
way in which Kid had thwarted it.

That ball was the last of tl)e match—
the fourth Test was a

Bt meionld sy bhub Kl Eonnedy
had failed—and the crowd, streammg
from behind the barriers on to the grass,
mwaking for his  white-clad figure
showed by tl)u) mad cheering what tho;
thought of

The Rise of the Kennedy Sto
CROSS the hallowed turf of Old
A Trafford the crowd came r
ning, while Kid and the
e a break for the pavilion.
Long before the England team reached
it, they were filing through a narrow
lane of applauding spectators,

Kid found hands outstretched to shake
his own, fists thudded his back, and he
was well- -nigh deafened the shouts
and cheers which rang in his ears.

But he got to the pavilion at last and,
eventually, to: the dressing-room, where
Olld ‘Peter was warting for him, his eyes
ali,

"’lhought yow'd got Oldfield wi' that
last one, boy!” he grected. *Good on
ye—by gosh, ye did try!” Tlis big,
calloused hand found Kid’s, and he
pumped his arm as he went on: “It's
better ™n if ye'd won, boy! We didn t
deserve to win no more’n the Aussies
deserved to —an’
there bolin’ like a good "un—T'm proud

so’ll y’r Uncle Tom be when
we' get back.”

Outside the pavilion, the erowd still

athered, yelling for Kid Kennedy to
show himself—and they had some reason
to yell. In all, just eleven wickets had
fallen to Kid's bowling in the two mu
ings—five in the first and six in the
second.  He had scored 28 not out in the
first innings and a useful 35 not out in
the second. Also, that final leap when

e had checke c] magnificent
drive, had virtualiy saved the game for
England—the ball would have gone ta

the boundary if he had not partly
stopped it.

o the crowd yelled and cheered and
cheered again—while-old Peter took the
boy into one of the bath-rooms and
there tended his muscular body  For

an hour_he worked on him with loving
care, finishing up with soothing massage
that replaced some of the strength and
energy Kid had used,

Celebrations and dinners after matches
were not for Kid Kennedy—his uncles
wouldn’t have it. to start \vxth lt

mi
B
strangely, Kid agreed with

The kind of bowling that he sent
down was liable to absorb the last dregs
of his strength. e was very youns,
and he couldn’t stand the strain like

Tue PorvLsr.—No. 393,
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ericket-wise Tate a d tough Kilner
from Yorkshire. A session of four overs
was as mucl\ as Kld could bowl and
keep his pac

Not that hc was a weakling—far from
it ! But his sinewy muscles had not yet
acquired the power of resistance and
recovery, nor had he yet built up those
funds of reserve strength which mark
the mature athlete.

For these reasons his uncles took so
much care and trouble with h 1.
wanted him to keep fit—to |
on from strength to strength, because
they both believed that Kid was not yet
bowling his fastest, turf-scorcher though
he might already be.

Old Peter knew that the finest thing
in the world for Kid now was bed, or,
if not bed, rest, at any rate. So when
an invitation came for him to attend a
dinner celebrating the game, Kid
excused himself, and went home with
his uncle,

He did not go straight to the old red-
fronted shop. ~ He made for the office
of the “Sporting News,” there to give

ack Armour his version of the day’s
play.
wonderful story that he told—and Jack
printed i in the next morning’s issue
of the paper almost word for word.

Kid was at the newspaper office the
next day to find Jack Armour very

Kid didn’t know it, but it was a]

“You'll be glad to know,” he told
Kid, “that you being Tetained c'(u]u~
sively Db “Sporting News’ has
multiplied the cuoulamou by exactly six
—and I've shoved you a_full-page ad-
vertisement for the ‘shop in every issue
sinco wo made our arrangement.”

“Good I” said Kid. - “But I. wish
ordus would roll up—they’re coming in

“’lhey’ll get bigger and higger every
day now, Kid,” Jack told him. “And
Pve done what I promised you. Out
of my profits I've got space for you in
pretty nearly all the London dailies and
in some of the big provincial papers as
well. With what you did at Old Traf-
ford, the shop ought soon to be selling
stuff as fast as your uncles can turn 1t
out. You played a great game, Kid!”

Kid grinned.

“I pretty nearly didn’t play at all.”
And then he told Jack how he and his
uncle had all but missed the game
through the cunning of the chauffeur
who had called for them. “I'd bet any-
thing that chap was sent by Pileh,” Kid
finished.

“The cunning old beast!” Jack ex-
claimed. “You're right, too—especially
as you say you saw him hanging about

when you started of He didn’t want
you to play in the Test. Evmuwuy he's
afraid of you bucking the b
too much “and knocking hrn

A<a
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matter of fact, I've heard that his sales
in the sports goods line haye dropped off
a whole lot through your adyertisements;
yow've been getting some of his trade.”

“And we'll keep it, too,” said Kid
grimly.

Jack nodded slowly.

“Youwll have to watch out for Pilch,”
hie said. “He’ll jump on you with both
foet if he gets the chance; and he'll do
Dhis utmost to keep you out of the Fifth
Test.”

Kid knew that. Tf he played in the last
Test match at the Oval, and if he did
well, it would give a mighty fllip to bis
uncles’ business for the winter, because
their trade was not limited merely to
sumunor sports goods.

“Anyway,” said Jack, “if Pilch does
anything clse, especially if you can bring
it home to him, let me know. You can’t
prove anything about that car business,
worse Juck. But if we cancatch him,
we'll scare the fat old brute stiff I

id went on to the county
where enthusiastic team-mates
him, and at the end o
turned out for the count;
big crowd.  Kid’s success was bringing
bigger gates to the county ground, and
within a week of the finish of the Wourth
Test match his uneles found that they
had more orders than they could cope
with.

The postman wasn’t bringing mere
bundles of letters to the red- fronred shop
opposite Pilch’s glittering cunpor ium; he
brought the letters in a sack. More than
that, the delivery office st a special
postman ‘with them, because they were
more than the usual man could carry on
hh ordmary round.

Kid and his tom-fool advertise-

eted
the week he
in front of a

mcnh that’s done this!”
growled. “We'll have to get some extra
staff an’ lay in some bigger stocks.

Things are lookin’ up like one o'clock I

Overtime work started at the shop. The
little lane at the back was choked with
delivory vans some mornings. efore
Kid realised it the staff was doubled,
with old Uncle Tom handling things well
until they got foo much for him; then
he put the firm’s affairs into the hands
of a smart secretary whom Jack Armour
introduced to them.

And, across the way, red-faced Jacob
Pil smod at his doorway and glared at
the scene of industry.  Kennedy bats and
Kennedy balls were becoming a fad in
the sporting world, and it was
thoroughly upsetting Pilch’s business.
The flow of orders that he had once
wrested from the Kennedy shop was
reduced to a mere trickle.

And it was all through that baby-
boy who lived in the shop!

Pilch snarled every time that he saw
Kid go off to the county ground; he
gritted his teeth when he saw his photo-

;

ced

graph in the papers, and_ read _cricket
experts’ praise of h bowling skill. And
every time that he saw one of the Ken-

nedy shop adverts;
to pieces !

There came a time when the bustle of
business at the little shop across the
st

he ripped the paper

t got thoroughly on Pileh’s nerves,
o tho date of the Fifth Test grow
Pilch set himself dov
and in’ his cunning - brain

w a scheme which would put the shop
nd the mon he hated out of business for
good and all.

ther

At Dead of Night!
Towas when the prospects for the
E Tifth Test were being freely dis-
cussed that Kid travelled with the
county to Taunton, to play Somer-

set. The game ended early on the third
day, and be just managed to catch a
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AT DEAD OF NIGHT!
rack he grabbed a bat.

Kid’s swift movement carried him within reach of one wail, and from the nearest
He twisted, just as the man crashed his weapon dow:
like lightning, as Kid parried the blow.

n again. The willow came up

(See this page.)

train which would get him home at a
reasonable hour.

Tired with the day’s play and the long
journey, soothed by the handling which
old Peter gave him before he turned in,
he soon dropped to sleep in his bed-room
above the store-room. :

The moon was shining through his
open window when he woke. He
wakened suddenly, all the sleep dashed
from his eyes, and he lay wondering
what had roused him.

It was a still, quiet night, and the
moon lit his room with the radiance of
full daylight. He dropped himself on
one elbow and looked round. There was
nothing in the room which could have
wakened him. the old familiay
things were there.

fo romained listening. He could hear
all the creaks and cracks that the old
building made at night, but nothing else.

Tt was just as he lay down again that
a sound from below jerked him up in the

ed. was a dull thud, clear and dis-
tinet. ~ A thud with a metallic sort of
ring in it, and there was only one thing
in the building which made that sound—
the lock of the big desk in the store-
room!

It was an old desk, and the lock was
massive. When the key was turned, the
bolt always shot back with a bang,
actuated by the stiff spring.

One of his uncles was at the desk, of
course. They must be working late. Kid
reached fo the little table at his bedside,
and he lifted his watch, glancing at the
dial in the moonlight—three o’clock!

He blinked at it. Three o’clock!
They wouldw’t be working down there at
that hour. Midnight was late for them,
even in these busy times.

No other sound came to his straining

cars, but he decided to go down and
investigate.  He slipped from the bed,
and tucked his fect into his slippers; then
he cautiously opened the door.
sound came to him, and he stepped out
to the landing.

The store-room was-at the back of the
stairs, just to one side of the counter. He
could’ not see the doorway from the
landing, and he began to move down-
wards, treading at the sides of the steps
so that the ancient wood should not
creak.

He was almost at the foot of the stairs
when the store-room door came_ into
view, and the darkness on the far side of
the open doorway was suddenly stabbed

y the hard, white light of an electric
torch.

Kid held his breath as he stepped for-
ward. He reached the door, and stood
peering in, while the quick rustle of
paper came to his ears.

The big desk against one wall was
open. Over it fwo men bent, their
shapes revealed hy the sharp light of
the torch which one of them held. One
was grabbing papers as fast as he could
rom inside the desk, while the other
gathered them together in a mneat
package.

Kid looked at the men. They were
big and burly and tough. One had a
choker about his neck, and both had
their caps pulled well down over their

Burglars, was Kid’s
thought. But what would
with the papers in the d
what they were—duplicate orders, re-
ceipts, office letters, and the like.
Nothing of any value, and yet these two
night marauders were very carefully

instinctive
burglars want
? Kid knew

clearing the desk of pretty well every
scrap of paper in it.

Well, whatever it was they were after,
they had no right to the papers.  Kid
shoved the door open with a bang and
stepped through.

“What are you doing - here?”
demanded.

Both men jumped at his voice and
wheeled round to face him as Kid
stepped into-the store-room. The torch
flashed into his eves, half blinding him.

he

* Keep it on im—TI'll fix ’im

The growling voice came in a hissi
whisper. Kid ducked out of the I
just in time to see one of the pair leap-
ing towards him. ITis right arm was
uplifted, and against the light of the
torch Kid could see some club-like
weapon that the man held. Tt came
smashing down even as the boy saw. if,
and, at the last moment, Kid ducked
away. 3

His movement carried him within
reach of one wall, and from the nearest
rack he grabbed a bat. He twisted, just
as the man crashed his weapon down
again. 'The willow came up with a light-
ning flick of Kids wrist, there was a
smack as the club caught it, and then
Kid’s wrists jerked “again, and the flat
of the bat caught the man squarely
across one car.

He staggered, and when he lashed out
a third time there was all the vicious
strength of his hig body behind the blow.

mee again Kid warded ib; then the
torch flashed into his eyes, and at the
same moment something caught him a
terrific blow on the side of the head.

A streak of light blazed across his
vision, and he dropped to the dusty
floor. The other man had hit bim from

THE PorrLAR.—N 3
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one side. Kid’s bat clattered down, and

ho lay there with his brain spinning.

“Better cut!” he heard one of the
men whisper hoarsely. “We've got it
all. ‘ome on !”

Kid saw the light of the toreh flit
scr e room, and he sat up ‘as the
pair disappeared through the door ab the

{ hook his head, trying to
With a hand on the side of the
< he clawed himself up and got to his

mgered _through the dm '\.tm
the pair. He didn’t know what
stolen those papers for, Fs they e
not going o get away 'with them if he
could l.‘cl it.

Up above, he heard his uncles mov-
ing, et by the noise of the abr upe
fight. But Kid couldn’t stop for the

the thieves were gelting away.

the

“to_the yard and the lane beyond.

Kid staggered across the shumg
littered floor, and every stumbling step
that he took seemed to steady reel-
ing brain. He reached the ‘door
heard the pair in the lane; bat
couldn’t follow them in his pyjamas.

He glanced about him. Close against
the door were a_dozen old coats that
workmen wore. He grabbed
slipped it on; then stepped
vard, and hurried to the lane.

The cool night air helped to revive
him as he watched the pair turn the
corner at the en

He went aiter them at a trot, stumbling
o\cr fhe rutted roadway, all but losing

his slippers half a dozen times as he
burried along.

He followed the men to the street, and
dodged into the hedge when they looked
back ere they entered the thoroughfare
on to which the shopfront fated

Bub when Kid reached the street they
l’md completely disappeared !

He looked both ways. There was no
sign of them. Vet there was no turning
within sight, and they couldn’t have got

away by running, unless— Ah, there
was an alley almost opposite, leading
to the back of Pileh's Bmporivm and to

the streets beyond. have

gono that wa:

They must

He darted across the read and into the
black mouth of the alley, taking a
chance that the men might see him.

ht
Once in the alley, he could see the far
ent> it vios e blaink Tarall it Senath:

He ran down if, his slippers making
hardly any sound as he moved. He
passed the high wall of the empotium,
then went by the big doors leading to
the back entrance—and one of the doors
was aja

More—in the moonlit yard beyond he

cnward's Blow!
1D pulled up short as he passed the
oors, then went back and peered

wing—and the third was Jacob Pileh !
throuﬂh the narrow opening. =
& eh ?

ow've gob everything

he heard Pilch's rasping voice,
“Everything what was in the desk,”
one of the men answe
“Good " and the
note in Piloh’s tone.

er a_satisfied
3 T!mt s all T want.

Anybody see you or——"

That kid came down, but ‘Arry
flopped ’im on_the nut, an’ ’e never lat
out a yip!  We ain’t ‘urt 'im much,
though 1”

“T wouldn't care if you'd killed him 1"
Pilch snarled. “He would have to butt
in. Well, here you are! You'd better
cut along the back way in case there’s

sny alarm. Look lively !
Tae Porrrar.—No. 393

Kid saw something change hands after
the men had passed across the sheaf of
stolen papers, then the boy backed down
the alley in the direction from which he
had come. He “>und a doorway on the
side opposite from the emporium, and he
slipped into it

are seconds later, the two came out
of the yard. They walked silently on
down the alley, with hardly a look
hind them, and now Kid" thought he
]nmv why those papers had been stolen.

With these in his hands, Jacob Pilch
would know all there was to be known
about the Kennedy shop. He'd know
where they got their materials, and how
much was on order. The information
was of incalculable value to him. It
would be the easiest thing in the world
or him to upset the running of the shop
if he chose.

Why, a little cunning work would stop
the shop’s supplies ! All he had to do was
to order ahead of the Kennedy shop—
cornering the goods that dm needed.
if he wanted to, he'd be able to buy up
the salix alba willow from which the
Kennedy Test match bats were made,
and the shop wouldn’t be able to fulfil
its orders!

Kid hadn’t time to think out just how
et power_those stolen papers had
given Jacob Pilch, but he saw enough to
realise that jt was absolutely essential
that he should not get away with them.

The moment that the men disappeared
ﬂ.lomxd the corner at the far end of the

lley, he slipped from his hiding-place

moved towards the yard doors. Pilch
“nq still standing there. looking over the
papers, an evil smile on his face.

Kid slipped silently through the doors
and hesitated. He wouldn’t get those
papers back by asking for them—if he
wanted them he’d have to take them !

He crouched, thenhe jumped fullat the
man, grabbing at the papers as he went.
From the tail of his eyes, Pilch saw him
coming. He jerked away, and Kid
missed.

There was blood trmklmg in a thin
stream down the side of ’s face as
he swung round squarely. Pilch backed
from him, one hand clutching the rust-
ling sheaf. His red face went a little
white as he realised what Kid's
presence meant to him—the burglary
which he had instigated had been dis-

2

““Givo me those papers I” Kid ripped
at

“They're not yours” Pilch snarled
ac

‘”Ihey are! They were stolen from
the shop; and I 'just saw you pay two
men. for stealing them. = Hand ’‘em
over!”

For answer, Pilch stuffed them into
the side-pocket of his coat. He bunched
his big fists; then he came rushing at the
bo

o

Kid jumped to meet him. He wasn’t
scared of Pilch, big as he was.

e man grunted as Kid’s brown fist
rocked to the side of his jaw, and then
Pilch’s bunched knuckles landed on the
side of Kid’s head with a force that flung
the boy sideways.

But _he steadied on_the instant, and
came in again, slamming at the bloated
foatures, making Pilch gasp as he lashed
stinging blows to_the body. Pilch went

ack—he went right back to the brick
wall of the emporium while Kid tore
into him with both hands.

Finally, his swift right snapped home
full between Pilch’s eyes, and the man
W ent down. Kid bent a.yove him,

“Now, will you hand ’em over!” he
panted.
Pilch did not answer. He hunched
there on hands and knees, and Kid
couldn’t see that the man’s ‘right hand
was wrapping about an inch-thick stave
from a packing-case.

“Are you goin, and ’em over, or
have T got to get lmlpw Kid demanded.

“All right, TI-TIl give—" Pilch’s

gasping voice broke off as he heaved
himself up.  Kid stepped away; he
didn’t want to hit a beaten man.

Tt was as Kid dropped his fists that
Pilch’s right arm flashe h The
heavy billet of wood slammed down,
driving fier and landing full across
the top of Kid’s head.

Kid swayed on his feet
pace, and then crimpled inert to
groun

(Iid is now in_the hands of lis rutlh-
less enemy, and Pilch is-in possession
the Kennedy Storcs order papers. With
these he can ruin the business, and the
Konnedys. See what happens in next
week's long thrilling instalment of this
powerful cricket story by the famous
“Patsy ™ Hendrenl)
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‘The thrilling adventures of a knight of the insect world.

used to be dressed in plated

armour? Well, that was how
he was dressed, but with this
difference—his armour was, on the
broad black back, shot with ruby and
purple and gold, if you got it in the
right light, just like some of the very
fine silk they make for ladies’ dresses

YOU know how the knight of old

Morcover, his back-armour, which
was in two plates only, opened out at
will and allowed him to shake out
the delicate gauzy wings which lay
neatly folded beneath. Indeed, you
would never have guessed that he had
any wings at all if you had not
actually scen him using them. In
short, he was a beetle, what is known
as a carnivorous bectle—or, rather,
one of them, for there are several
kinds, all fairly common and none
possessing a proper name in English.
At the moment we came upon him
he was strolling about the branches
of a pine-tree, for mo other reason
apparently than to show how brilliant
and grand his armour looked in the
light of the afternoon sun. That was
because he moved so slowly. As a
matter of fact, he was following a
trail by scent, hunting down a quarry,
and a’very difficult line it was, too,
because s many other trails crossed
it—trails of moths and flies and
beetles and earwigs, and
goodness knows how many
others.

Then this insect stopped
suddenly and stood absolutely
motionless, from head to
hind hooked claw, as only an
insect can keep still. He had
come upon a scene among the
big gnarled and twisted

of the tall pine
which, had it been magnified,
would have appeared to us
very wonderful and almost
terrifying. - Wonderful, too,
it must have looked to our
beetle from his small point of
view.

About a dozen huge cater-
pillars, all branded ‘and
spotted and covered all over
with little stiff tufts of hair
like miniature paint-hrushes,
were grouped together, feed:
ing upon the young, narrow,
tender leaves of the pine, and
four big brownish moths—
they completely dwarfed our

READ THIS COMPLETE NATURE STORY.

big, rakish, thin-bodied,
looking red  iusect was
atound the whole party.

s latter did not hum; he made
an indescribable sound as he flow,
just as daddy-long-legs and dragon-
Hies do. The scenc was a family party
of that very destruct ature, tho
pine lappet moth, and its caterpiilars
being attacked by an ichneumon fly.

Our heetle, however, did not care
for any ichncumon fly living. Ho w
hungry, and, with a sudden quic
run, he made an amazingly swift
spring at the mucarest caterpilla
ack. Now, caterpillars arc harmle
th so far as fighting goes, and
not very agile, but Nature has pro-
vided them with a few uscful r

This one, for instance, saw with its
tliree eyes the beetle as he leapt, and,
hout moving or waiting even the
fraction of a second, let go its hold
on the pine-leaf with all its sixteen
legs and fell headlong downwards
like a stone. The beetle landed with
a scramble exactly where the cater-
pillar had been, and all but lost his
hold and followed his intended prey
to the ground, thirty feet below.

As a matter of fact, however, the
caterpillar was mob on the ground.
It was dangling on an all but in-
visible thread, which it had taken

waspy-
whirling

c
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care to anchor to the pinc-leaf before
making its acrial dive. Later, when
it seemed all safe, it would coolly
climb up again.,

Meanwhile the beetle hung motion-
less on the leaf for five minutes, and
then, so suddenly and so quickly that
the human_ cye could hardly follow
Liim, dashed up and along the twig to

the main bramch at a caterpillar
moving across the rugged bark. it
was au amazing exhibition of swift

attack. Bub the slow-seeming cater-
pillar was ready, it appeared, for
almost as he started to move it reaved
its head right up like a plunging horse
and met him with a spurt of greenish,
acrid, stinging liquid squirted from
its mouth. Wonderfully truc the aim
was, too—so true that had the beetle
not swerved in the last stride, and
with astonishing agility, lie would in
all probability fiave boon blinded for
ife.

Not to be balked, however, the
Deetle, without checking its speed,
continued to swerve, and with one
long, quick leap Tanded full upon the
back of another caterpillar about six
inches away before the latter could
Tove.

Then  was  sceh what: the word
strength really means as exhibited in
the inseet world. The beetle had
buried its fangs—which were
like curved shears
pointing inwards, and
razor-sharp  cutling
notched like a saw—into the
back of the caterpillar’s neck,
at the same time feeling for
a hold on the branch with
four out of his six legs. As
soon as lie got it he calmly
hoisted that caterpillar up
and held him out, kicking,
in space. He scemed to make
no effort in  doing this,
though the caterpillar was
two and a half inches long
and enormously strong and
Tashed about with the fury of
a serpent.

In a few scconds the formie
acid which lies in the beetle’s
claws gob to work, and our
friend the caterpillar died in
one last fearful convulsion,
duting which the bectle did
not move. Then he calmly
hoisted in the prey from ifs
dangling position and fed,

Half an hour later, just as

beetle, who was not more
than rather over ome inch
long, by the way—were

settled flat against the bark,
laying eggs, and two others

The beetle hoisted the caterpillar up and held him
out, kicking, in space. He madi

this, though the caterpillar was much bigger and
enormously strong; and lashed about with the fury of

a serpent.

e no effort in doing

it was getting dark, we find
our beetle wandering about
the big trunk of the same
tree, hunting in and out the

were flying about, and a
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cranmics for prey to appease his
apparently ceaseless hunger. Sud-

denly, without warning, ont of a hole
which must have seemed o him like
a cave backed a big bee, sting first.
She was one of those solitary wild
Dees that make tunnel-nests in wood.
And, since the thing” bobbed out
practically under his equivalent for a
nose, he stopped dead.

There was a patse, as the owner of
the sting came out and sat looking at
him rather amazedly. But as soon
as she had come to the conclusion
that he was alive she made a sudden
angry “Buzzz!” and, quick as
thought, lunged at him with her tail
ov sting end. The bectle scarcely
seemed o move, but he moved enough
to dodge that deadly stab, anyway,
land in a flash had grappled the bee
where her throat should be.

Then followed a_stupendous hand-
to-hand battle. Up and ‘down the
trunk staggered and reeled the locked
combatants to the accompaniment of
perfectly appalling buzing, the heo
held, stiuggling, over space, stabbing,
stabbing to find a bed for her sting.
And then a strange thing happened.

There appeared suddenly a huge
monster, and a beak, shoofing down.
seized the bee and went. It was, as
a matter of fact, only a tomtit; but,
so far as the beetle was concerned, it
might have been an elephant. ALl he
knew was that he found himself being
whirred away ignominiously through
the air before he could open his jaws,
and that as soon as he did so he fell
headlong  and  headfirst,  without
Taving time to unfold its wings, some
twenty feet into a bush, where he
fotehfd up with a tiny crash and
dropped from twig to twig to the
ground.

“hotise ~ to

Thore appeared suddenly a huge
monster, and a beak shooting dowa,
soizod the bee and went. And unable
to loose his grip on ‘the bee, the bestla
‘whirred away, too.

Luckily for him he did not fall on
his back, or else, like a turtle, he
might not have been able to get up
again. But as for falling twenty feet
e never even gave it a second
thought. This was, for two: good
veasons—first, the lightness of  his
body, and, secondly, the strength and
wonderful elasticity of his armour.
Moreover, he had no honcs to break,
remember. :

It had been getting dark for some
time, and under the bush—which was
to him a new world, of course—it was
quite dark. Then he unfolded his
wings and flew away in the open.
Firs of all he must needs collide with
another Dig beetle, called a cock-
chafer, going at full speed, and knock
himself nearly senséless, and then
barge into a bat—it was large as a

PAPER.
him—zigzagging " like a
drawn black line in and out among
the trees.

This last colli

ion came mnear to
costing him his life. If he had not
been provided by Nature with a
wonderful gift, i6 would have done
0. He found himself in the bat’s

_mouth almost before he could move,

but ere ever the deadly sharp teeth
of the little beast could shut out his
view of life for ever, he had the
presence of mind- to eject a drop or
fwo of the most diabolical smelling
and tasting liquid you ever dreamt of,
a liquid with which Lo was provided
cially for occasions such as this.

tly the bat spat him out and
hurried off to find water to wash the
awful taste out.

As for the beetle, ho fell to earth
yet again, lay dazed for some little
time, and finally picked himself up.
Then he jumped ! Not four inches
away was a fascinating young lady
of his species discussing with her
lover the delicacies of a newly-slain
mosquito. Our beetle did not stand
e
undergone enough risk that night to
waive ceremony. He sprang straight
at the said lover's back, and+well,
when he got off it that beetle lover
was dead.

Then he and his new mate gaily
went off together; but I am still
wondering whether e was able to tell
her of all the adventure that had be-
fallen him that night, or whether they,
do not think anything of that sort of
thing in the insect world. From what
T have seen, T strongly incline to the
latter belief.

THE END.
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Robin Hood and his

Merry Outlaws return

from Ireland and meet with a strange adventure on their way to Sherwood Fores#.¥
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Another Thrilling Old-time

s THE FIRST CHAPTER.

“The Tell-tale Naile in the Horseshoe!
MOND the Smith turned over
in bed and listened with both

der of horse’s hoofs
h his dreams, and now
king the clamour on
low, or the angry
voice-that cried “House! House ” at
two o'clock in the morning.

Raymond sprang out of bed with the
alertness of an old soldier, and drev
back the wooden shutters that covered
the thurle-hole. It was dark as pitch
without,

“Now, who, in the plague’s name,
cometh beating at honest men’s doo:
this unwelcome hour ?” said the smith
sternly.

“One who will pay thee well for a
cast shoe, good fellow, and better still if
thou wilt find him a draught of wine for
nd rider, since both are nigh
,” replied a voice which Raymond

recognise.

“Tarry a moment, master, and 'l
be with thee,” he said, and, leaving the
window, he made haste to draw on his
clothes and prepared to descend to the

be cautious,
there are lawless men about,
good dame, peering timidly forth from
beneath the leathern coverlet.

“Nay, have no fear for me,” said
Raymond, smiling, with a significant
wave of the battle-axe, which always
hung at his bed-head.  “’Twould be
a luckless wight who shall try conclu-

hushand;

his

sions with this. rib-tickler, wife. _But
hark to Master Impatience below | Does
he think 1 have fallen asleep again, 1
wonder 7

The traveller was knocking orce more

on the smith’s panel, and with such

vigour that Raymond quickened his

g

A

v
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Romance of Robin Hood and the Outlaws of Sherwood !}

pace, and entered the living-room on the
ground floor, where the banked-up fire
still glowed redly on the hearthstone.

It only required a prod with the
handle of the axe to burst it into a blaze,
and, lighting a torch, he strode to the
doot flung it wide, and held the flaming
flambeau high above his head.

Tt shone on the figure of a man in a
steel corslet and long riding-boots, and
the head of a horse that had evidently
been hardly ridden.
silver shilling for a shoe, smith,”
said the man, who was young and clean-
shaven, with jet-black eyebr which
met across his nose in a straight line.

Raymond the Smith set his arms
akinmbo and leaned against the lintel
of the door.

He looked at the newcomer from top
to toe and then at the horse.

“You wide fast, sir,” he said, “and
you have ridden far. What is your hurry
that ye cannot wait till morning >

“That is my business,” said the man,
shifting the sword on his left hip into
view.

Raymond smiled, and in his turn
rested the battle-axe in the hollow of
his left arm, with a gesture that spoke
volumes.

Raymond was a handsome man,
with a square-cut, resolute face, seamed
by a sword-cut won in the French wars,
and the stranger instinctively realised
that if he wished the job done he must
speak him fair.

“From the look of that animal,” said
the smith, “either thou knowest little
about a horse, or your errand must be
ome of great importance. The poor
brute has not three leagues left in him.”

“I shall be well isfied,” said the
stranger, “an he carry me that distance,
which, indeed, should bring me to my
journey’s end.”

“Then you ride to Nottingham ?” said

the smith, and his eyelids closed down a
little as he again took keen stock of the
nger from head to heel. *Well,
well, *tis none of my business, after all,
but the fire is out and my boy liveth a
mile off,-so thou must e'en  take thy
turn at the bellos ‘ome this way.”
And, passing out of the house, he walked
towards a large wooden door, which he
unlocked and flung wide open, setting
the flanibean in a cresset in the wall,
while the traveller led the horse in with
a very audible sigh of relief.

€ ry a moment,”

ry said the smith,
“and thou shalt have a dranght of
wine.” And, going back into the house,
he soon returned with a straw-covered
flagon and an earthenware mug. In his
hand he carried a piece of raw steak, at
sight of which the traveller’s eyes
glistened

“Ah, good fellow!” he cried, filling
the cup and draining it at a draught.
“I know now thou understandest a horse
when thou seest one!” ~ And, setting
down the cup, he unhooked the bridle,
while the smith poured some wine on io
the raw meat and proceeded to wrap ib
round the iron bit.

“I did not follow my lord to the wars
for nothing,” said Raymond, placing the
bit in position again; after which he
proceeded 'to build the fire with small
twigs, which he piled up with charcoal
and lit by thrusting the end of the
flambeau into it.

“Now, sir, yonder be the bellows,
and when I have found a piece of iron
to the purpose, thou shalt try thy skill.”

He took the shoe from the stranger
as he spoke and examined it carefully.

“Shall T tell you the road you have
travelled ?” said Raymond the Smith,
“You come from Wales, by way of
Chester, and in the County of Stafford
this shoe came Joose.  Am 1 right?” <

Tae Porursr.—No, 393.
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The black line of eyebrow came down
straighter over the stranger’s nose.
Axh wizard as well as smith?’ he

said

““The saints forefend,” replied the
other. “I am simply a plain man that
keepeth his eyes open,” and then he fell
into silence, motioning the stranger to
the bellows handle, while Raymond laid
his iron on theyforge and waited unbil
the fire should be hot enongh fo work

ik i e b s thinking, and
the manner of his thoughts was this:

“This man rideth from Wales as
surely fow men have ridden beforo with
news for the Sheriff of Nottingham.
SRR RN
him to be a Norman. .Now what news,

under high heaven, can he bring at
such a pace?”
He flung the iron

into the
where it speedily glowed, first red
then white hot, and then picking it
Sb o i b
shape with a small sledge-hammer,
replacing it from time to time and
motioning the man to continue his
work at the bellows.

If 3 iy papers of importance,”
he said casually, “you run great risks
in riding throngh Sherwood at night,
‘Know you not that Robin Hood and
his band infest these glades and take
heavy toll from passers-by?

The. stranger laughed, .and the smith
looked

fire,
and

sharply at him. Their cyes
met, and the man closed his mouth with
a snap. Ho had been about to speak,

but had tlvoughl better of it.

“Ho, ho!” thought the smith, “this
man is cautious, yet will T get his secret
out of lim before he fares forward.”

He placed the shoe close to his cheek

test its temper, and then sctnna the
hmsen foot between his str nees,
bade the stranger hold the ot e
he mlght see.

With a few deft strokes of his knife,
he pared away at the horn, so that the
shoe would lie easier, and then laid it
in position,

here was a hissing sound for a
moment, followed by a pungent smell
of acrid burning, and Raymond drove
the first nail home.

He noticed that the stranger kept
his ear to the door all the while, and
as he drove nail ‘number h\o the smith
muttered under his breath

“This man is pursued—i “that is clear
as daylight. Now the question is, shall
I so shoe the beast that he carries him
but a mile, or shall I set him fairly on
his road?”

The stranger’s next speech settled
the matier beyond all doubt.
“Ha, ha!’ he laughed suddenly.

“Vou, spuke just now of Robin Rascal
and his saucy varlets, and fo say fruth,
they pressed mo close far back in_ the
W ar e bt Bee give them
the slip, thanks to your aid, h
W o e
instead of one, good smith.”

The draught of strong, rough wine,
taken in his exhausted condition, had
loosened the messenger’s fongue, and
Raymond bent lower over lis task to
hide the gleam of satisfaction that came
into his face,

“Fhese outlaws are troublesome folk,
if rumour lies not,” he said. *Steady,
Tass, I shall soon have finished with thee,
and,” he added under his breath, “with
thy master, too.”

e turned to the forge again, where
the fire had died down to a dull, red
glow, and, with his back towards the
stranger, he nipped off the heads of the
remaining nails with his pincers, so
that there was not more than a gquarter
of an inch of shank fo them,

Tar Popursr.—No. 393

“Holp thyself, master,” he said,
poiniing to the fagon; “gwill put new
life into thee. And set the torch in
Fondat sobrioet Wbzt will e we
all the light I want.”

Keeping a wary eye on the traveller,
Raymond made _artful_ pretence of
driving in nail after nail, ne
could have told when he had finished
that the first stumble, or the first loose
pebble in the way, would wrench the
shoe off again.

“Now, master,” he said, “the job is
done, and I thank thee for thy liberal
payment. If thou knowest not the road
to Nottingham, all thou hast to do is
to follow this glade, keeping the wind
on thy left cheek unfil thou art past the
castle of Sillinghurst. From thence ’tis
but a_matter of eight mile, the road
lying through the valley all the way.” -

The stranger thanked him and, lead-
ing the horse out, mounted into his
saddle.

A dig of the sharp spurs set the poor
beast into a shambling trot, and as the
darkness swallowed him_up and the
heavy woodland soon muffled_the sound
of the hoofs, the smith smiled as he
stood in the doorway, clicking the silver
coins mechanically in his great fist.

“Pardic,” he said, “I know not now
whether I ought not to have brained
yonder popinjay with my hammer; but
this T know, ’twill be daybreak ere he
yeachos Nottiugham town, the babbling

He was about to turn lntn the smithy
again to extinguish the torch, when a
low whistle fell on his ear, and, swing-
ing round, he was conscious thaf several
figures were running towards him,
in the dark. He could not see them,
but the cheery voice that hailed him
by name did not leave him long in
doubtr as to their identity.

“ Gradzooks, fnend Raymond ! cried
Friar Tuck, who came up puffing and
blowing, “who would have thought to
find thee up and about at this unearthly
hour. Marry, and a flagon of wine,
too!” And striding into the smithy
without ceremony, the worthy man
aised the flask to his lips and drained
it to the dregs.

With him were Allan-a-Dale and
Will Scarlet; and as they exchanged a
warm greeting with Raymond the
Smith, he saw that they, like his mceut,
\mtoz: had travelled fast and f

ow, my halidom,” eried
Raymond, “thou last missed thy man,
Fool that T was ”

“Grammercy ” cried  Will  Searlet
seizing Raymond by the arm. “Dost
speak of one who rideth a grey
gelding 7

“The same,” said Raymond. “He
is not ftwo bowshofs off. I siod the

grey barely five minutes ago, but in
such fashion that if he reach Silling-
hurst without a broken neck, ’twill be
little short of a miracle.”

Friar Tuck let the empty flagon fall
on the smithy floor, an
uarter-staff, pounded out through the

oor without a word, his two com-
papions. following him.

Goodfellow and the rest of
e us,” called
Allan-a-Dale_over his shoulder. “Tell
them whither we have gone.”

For a few moments Raymond the
Smith could hear the crackle of the
undergrowth and the serunch of last
yoar'’s leaves, as the three outlaws
Started in pursuit; but the sound soon
died away, and there he stood waiting
in the torchlight, with a grim smile
on his weather-beaten visage, his head
turned slightly to the left, as he listened
for the approach of the main body.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Of the Nows Brought by the Advance-
Quard, and glat'l"rap Laid by the

ADZOOKS ” said Allan-a-Dale,
sprang abreast over a fallen
trootrunk. ““’Tis good to bo

back home again in the A
o

o sayest right, Iad ! exclaimed
Friar Tuck. “The smell of it gladdens
the heart like old wine, and the very
prick of the holly on my bare shanks

ath a sweet, familiar sting.”

“Hush!” said Will Scarlet. “Me
thinks I hear the fool in front; and
if my ears deceive me not, his horse is
well-nigh spent.”

They stopped, and iwere rewarded
by the sound of a floundering plunge
and a heayy fall.

“Gadzooks, he's down!” cried Allan-

aDale; But Friar Tuck caught him
by the'elbow as he was about to dart
forward, for a loud voice cried, “Who

gocs there?” and through the screen of
underwood there suddenly gleamed the
light of several torches.

“By the rood,” muttered Will
Scarlet, “the knave hath fortune on
his side. -Had the grey chosen a spot

fitty yards this way or Vother, we had
had our bird, is, e i at tho
very gate of Sdhnghurst Castle itse
and the wateh has turned ous fo hclp
im

They crawled forward, and saw that
Will Scarlet had spoken truly enoug
The barl imzn of Sillinghurst, unlike
orman castles, was
built upon e ot edge of the moat.
with the drawbridge behind it; and
from the little wicket in the great
gate, seven or eight men, with steel
caps, were looking forth, holding aloft
a couple of flaring torches, which
showed the foresters the ﬁgure of the
man they were pursuing, as he reeled
and staggered from his dying horse
towards the gateway.

“I am_templed fo feather an arrow
in his ribs,” whwpered Will Scarlet.
But Friar Tuck sa

“Not so.. That \\auld only be to
proclaim our presence sooner perchance
than Robin would wish, The rogue
has escaped us, that much is certain;

and all we can do is to watch what
happens.”

He had placed his lips to Will
Scarlet’s ear as he said these words,

and when he turned his head again
towards the barbican, he discovered

that Allan_.x Dale was 1o longor by

S fhen w sl oy
from an October beach-tree, was gliding
forward like a smake fowards the
friendly cover.

s plague ou that daring voung

blade,” said Friar Tuck ne of
these days he will burn his fingers
an he thrust them so close to the
fire.”

Allan, in the meantime, had en-
sconced himself little more than a

spear’s length from the wicket in the
gateway, where ho not only saw, but
Reard every word that was spoken
“How now? How now?’ said a
grey-moustached man-at-arms, who was
gidently_the secgeant of the watch.
ou seemesh in a pretty plight.
er hath befallen thea?”

“My horse, firstly; and as for the
to thy master’s
G e
badly thrown and wae covered with
dust and blood. *Prithee, good fellaw,
rouse the good e el

him




Everg Tuesday

THE POPULAR.

“g \\*g
ff

i

{THE TABLES TURNED!

trung, and a feather fitted.

z The men-at-arms were surging round the smithy when, suddenly, a bugle call sounded,
‘and, as the soldiers faced about, the doorway was crowded with mon in Lincoln Qreen. = Eac|
“Loose, lads!’ cried Robin Hood.

h outlaw had

his longhow
(See Chapter 3.)

that Percival of Homerton would have
speech with him on a matter that will
brood no delay.”

“Gadzooks, Porcival  of
Homerton,” the old man-at-arms.
“Qur master’s sword may have grown
a trifie rusty; but I trust thy business
is truly of import, for ’tis a bold man
who bringeth Sir Bevis of Sillinghurst
from his bed before sunrise.”

“Tis of such import, varlet,” said
the stranger hotly, “that thou wilt
hang in the morning unless thou carry
my message. 1 must have a_ horse,
for I ride to the Sheriff of Nottingham
with news that Robin Fitzooth and
his ruffans have come back out of
Ireland, and arc but a days march
behind me on the road to  their old
haunts.”

“Pardie.”

) cried the old _ soldier,
“this is ill news indeed! We have
been rid of the vermin these two
months or more, and hoped we had seen
the last of them. Speed one of ye to
our master, an him of this thing.”

One of his men ran, with clanging
footstep, across the drawbridge which
spanned the moat behind the barbican;
while Percival of Homerton sank on
{0 the bench that stood against the
wall under the archway.

Allan-a-Dale could almost have
touched him bad he stepped forward
from beneath the thorn-bush under;
which he lay flat on his face. And
while they were waiting for the coming
of Sir Bevis, three or four of the men
went with a flambean to the dead
horse that lay in the road where it had
fallen.

In a very few moments the lord of
that stately castle made his appear-
ance, and Allan-g-Dale’s- mouth opened
wide at the sight of him. He had seen
him often enough at a distance, but
then he had_ been armed and fully

clad. Now he came bareheaded, his
faco flushed with sleep, and a mantle
of blue camlet held about his figuro by
both hands. Had the mantle been
brown instead of blue, it might have
been Friar Tuck that looked out from
the wicket, with the ring of steel caps
behind him shining in the torchlight.
Sir Bevis of Sillinghurst had been a
good enough soldier in his time; but
for twenty years he had lived in peace
behind his castle walls, giving himself
up to eating and drinking. His head
was as bald as an egg save for a little
fringe of brown hair that encircled it
above the ears, still further increasing
its resemblance to Friar Tuck’s shaven

pate.

“Pardie, Master Percival,” said the
knight, “I know theo well by repute
for a_trusty friend of our noble liege
the King. What can I do to be of
service to thee? Pray Heaven thou
has sustained no serious hurt.

“I thank thee for_thy kind words,
Sir Bevis,” sai of Homerton,
“thou canst indeed serve me with a
fleot horse. I have ridden hard these
three days past, for I did chance into
the very middle of Fitzooth’s ruffians,
even to’ the overhearing of their plans,
which are to come back to Sherwood
and take up their quarters once more
in_their old hiding-place, which they
call the ‘Red Thomn.” Ferewarned is
forearmed, and if the sheriff can learn
of this betimes, he may plant such an
ambush_as shall exterminato these tur-
bulent dogs once and for all.”

“By my _hallidom,” exclaimed Sir
drawing his manle closer about
him, for the wind whistled shrewdly
under the archway, “thou wilt earn
the thanks of all good men, Master
Percival! And thou shalt have the
fleetest horse in my: stable; though
since thou art so fav abead of them,

there can be no harm in thy tarrying;
here until daylight. A cup of mali
voisie will make thee a new mian, and!
thou wilt tell thy tale to my friend the'
sheriff all the better for it.”

“I thank thee, sir knight,” replied
Percival of Homerton; “but delays are
ever dangerous. Perhaps on the morrow
I may return to taste thy hospitality,
which is a byword in the land.”

“As thou wilt, as thou wilt,” said the
stout knight. “And, pardie, I hear the
clatter of the hoofs already. My knaves
are not wont to be so expeditious. Stand
back, rascals, and wnbar the gate.”

Sir Bevis was not sorry for an excuse
to shelter from the wind, which had
brought some raindrops with it. And,
as Allan-a-Dale ~watched with bated
breath, he saw the gate open and a fine
Norman courser led forth by a half-~
dressed groom.

In spite of his fatigue Percival of
Homerton lost not a moment in mount-
ing, and scarce pausing to cry adieu, he
galloped away into the darkness,
almost riding down the men-at-arms
who were examining his dead chargerd

Sir Bevis was already striding back'
across the drawbridge to seek his couchy
when_one of the men overtock him,
carrying something in his hand.

“ Master,” said he, “we have made a
discovery,” and he fhrust a new lorse-
shoe under the knight’s nose. “This
cometh fresh from the hammer of Ray-
mond the Smith, and the dog hath put
five false nails in it.”

Sir Bevis stopped and examined the
shoe intently.

“Now, by my halidom,” said bhe,
“we have long known that this same
Raymond was hand and glove with
Fitzooth and his band! The man is
sharp as a ferret, and no doubt, having
inkling of Master Percival’s mission,
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‘hath betrayed him in this foul fashion.” THE THIRD CHAPTER. crosshows with themn.  “Die I shall when
[Te rubbed his fat, clean-shaven chin | Robin Hood plans a Q@reat Frolic! my time comes, but ’twill not be by

for_a moment, frowning deeply the
while.

“*Mount a scorc of ye,” he cried,  and
burn the smith in his bed! I will be
answerable to the King. Off with ye,
and m o see the smithy blazing before
I slee

i bratal: comiasnd brought s shout
of approval from the rough men-at-
arms, who of late had had too little of
such work for their liking. And their
laughter echoed from the towering wall
as they ran off hot-foot to the stables.

The knight had spoken loud and high,
and his words had reached the unsus-
pected listener.

“ Grammerey 1
Dale.  “Fr

muttered  Allan-a-
d Raymond must have
warning of this, and that right soon.
And, stealing away on_all fours, i
joined Friar Tuck and Will Scarlet and
told them what he had heard.

Without a word they rose to their feot,
and all three sped back towards the
smithy in the wood, as fast as their legs
would carry them.

“Shame, shame on these robber
knights and Norman wastrels!” ex-
claimed Friar Tuck. “We cannot save

homestead; but this

aj amd. Bevis of
Sillinghurst, which we will wipe off at
our leisure. The cowardly glutton!”
radzooks,” laughed Allan-a-Dale,
much against Sir Bevis,
for in truth he is thy very double.”

Friar Tuck snorted in high disdain,
little thinking how soon the resem-
blance that Allan had discovered was
going to stand them in good stead and
lead to a very extraordinary adventure.

As they cntered the little hamlet in
the forest clearing, the first thing they
saw was the smithy-door still standing
open, brightly illuminated, by the glare
of the torch within, 'md evidently
alarmed by the sound of their approach,
a well-known figure appeared against
the light, looking keenly in their direc-
tion.

The simultancous cry of joy burst
from the three men as they re(ogmscd
Robin Hood himself, and knew that the
band, full seventy snong, had arrived
during their brief absence.

It required buf a moment to tell their
leader what had been happening, and
of the danger that threatened the smith
‘and his home, and instantly a hush fell
over the crowd of lads in
that filled the smithy.

“Ho, ho!” said Robin in a stern
voice, ‘yet with a thrill of exultant
triumph in its tone. I had thought
that we would hide our return from the
world until we would be settled in our
old quarters; but to-night the ra
shall know that we are back again, and

incoln green

that we can bite sharply as ever.- Now
lads, fit each of ye a shaft to his string

conceal ~youwrselves behind the
cottages yonder.  You, smith, have a

little door at the back of -the forge
there, through which vou can slip out of
harm’s way.” nd seeing that Ray-
mond understood his meaning, Robin
sprang into the darkness and disap-
od, leaving the smithy in the pos-
session of its brawny owner.
Raymond stepped to the doorway and
listened. A djstant chorus of shouts
and laughter came on the rising wind,
a¥d the smith smiled with a glitter of
his eye that boded ill for the men of
Sillinghurst.

“They-lose no time,” he said aloud,
“and I must make me ready against
their coming.”
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HERE were two
l doors to the smithy, and Ray-
mond set them both wide. Then

he applied himself to the bellows

and blowing up a cheerful blaze, filled
the smithy with the warm glow of the

large wooden

s next proceeding was to lay a bar
of iron on the anvil, and keeping a
wary eye on the dcol\vav he began to
beat it lustily with a sledge-hammer.

Clang, clang, clang, clang! The
al sound reverberated through the
ke shed and echoed far and wide
the clearing.

The ruffians heard it and looked one
at anoth
“Pardie! Our man is up betimes,”
said the leader of them, a hard visaged

man, with a cleft lip.

“Silence all, and ride your horses
along the gléla‘-’ We will give him a
great surprise.

The clang of the
sounded and under cover of the noise
the twenty horsemen approached in
single file, seeing nought of the keen
s that watched them from the other
sxdc of the little green.

Th-n the leader of the party raised
the sanort boar spear that he carried in
his right hand, as a signal, and with a

roar of laughter the horsemen rode
into the smithy, ducking their steel caps
to avoid the top of the doorway.

Raymond the \m\th faced round with
an_affectation of surprise and a mag-
nificent picture of a man he looked, the
hammer grasped in his huge fists and
the muscles of his brawny bare arms
standing out like whipcord.

“ Good-morrow, Oliver,” he cried.
“What frolic is this that brings you all
out of bed so carly? Why the sun be
not yet showing above the tree-tops.”

“Thou wilt never see the sun rise
any more, traitor,” said Oliver in a
surly voice, somewhat shamefaced be
it said at the open manner of the man
with whom he had emptied many a cup
of ale and mead. “Get to thy prayers,
knave, for_thou art going to die, and
thy end will be a warning to all who
help the encmies of King John.”

“Sayest thou s0?” said the smith, a
grim smile lighting up his face as
noted that the men were armed with
sword and spear alone, and had no

HNave You 90t YOUR
Gpy I ik

hammer still re-

thy hand, Oliver Slitlip !” And, spring-
ing backwards over a heap of scrap-iron,
he flung his sledge-hammer with so
sure an aim and such terrific force thas
it knocked the man-at-arms over his
cn(lipper and made his horse rear up on
en

Au angry roar burst from the throats
of his companions, and half a dozen of
them sprang from their saddles, to rcap
swift vengeance on the daring man; bub
ere they could make one stride towards
him, béfore even Raymond could lay his
hand upon the little door behind him, a
well-known bugle call sounded without,
and a_mighty shoub of exultation mads
the Sillinghurst men face round to the
open door that gav on to the clearing.

There, in the glare of the torchlight,
they saw a crowd of men in Lincoln
green blocking up the doorway in solid
phalanx, - and each had his longbow
strung and the feather of his arrow
drawn to the tip of his right car.

“Loose, lads,” said Robin roly,
i‘_ior”tlmsc cowardly dogs are not Bt 1o

The bow-strings twanged like some
giant harp, and every man of the party
who had come forth to roast the smith
and his family in their beds paid tho
last penalty of all—every man save one,

and he, escaping by a miracle, flung
hlmsclf from his saddle and sank to his
knees, amid the plunging horses.

“Hold !” said Rebin. “This fellow
may be useful to us, for, by my troth, T
have a scheme whereby we may teach
Bevis of Sillinghurst not to meddle with
other folks’ affairs. Sirrah, dog!” And

e strode up to the trembling man.

“How many men hatli thy master
behind yonder walls ?”
The man, livid_ with terror, replicd

that there were thirty left in the castle;
and then Robin Hood laughed aloud.

“This Bevis of Sillinghurst hath ever
been a thorn in our side,” said the out-
law.  “What say ye, lads? Shall we
break our fast af his expense? Tho
thing will be casy enough, for e aro
seventy once across the
dxa\xhud"e Il tako all the King’s
horses and all the King's men o root s
out, until such time as we choose to
lca\e of our own accord.

“Say on, Robin I” cried several voices,
“The gate is strong, and no doubt the
garrison is wide awake.

“Pardie [ said the outlaw, Iaugmm
“Here are steel caps and leather je

enough to clothe twenty of us! 'lh!v
morning breaks not yet, nor do they
deem us yeb 5o close.  Who will ride
with me, as a bold man-at-arms?”  And,

picking up a steel cap, he set it on his
head.

It was an adventure after the hearts
of all of them, and a struggle ensucd

as to who should masquerade in the
dress of the dead ruffia
In a few minubes nineteen -of the

fortunate ones stood cquipped round
their leader, and a right lusty band
did they malke

“Now, my lads, for a_frolic of the
merriest” cried Robin. “Before many
hours are past the nexs shall fly from

mouth’ to 'nouth throughout the broad
County of Nottingham that Robin Hood
has come back to the greenwood I”

THE END.

(Dot miss next Tuesnay . ';pltwlnl
story—" Robin Hood's, Froli

one of the finest of these r/mnd old- Hmc
romances for which the POPULAR is
Jamous.)
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“HOW’S THAT, UMPIRE ?”

Some useful tips for the young cricketer on umpiring.

HEN, as frequently huppens in ohib
cridket, o side fnds Helf mimms
an umpire, ‘there are usually. only
two. coursts ‘open - to canvass

the onlookers, if any, the other for the skipper

sternly {o order ond of his oy o

a comfortable deck chair to do tho job, pro-

vided the other side has no objection.

w of the fact that nothing spoils

ericket more than bad umpiring, the former

method is too risky, for no matter how. cheery
and willing an obliging stranger may be, &
series of comio deisions soon. cayte & blight

i it end then T really think all fellows
should regmd umpiring as just as important
a part of the game as buwng, bowling and
ficlding, and study it accordi
rom tho fact that, 10 scems rather

¢ ive and umpire regularly,
2 thorough Inowledge of the job will be at
least, some consolaf For verily is a goo
winpire honoured among all meri 1 I5 ho Jsn's
13 should be

KNOWL;DGE ESSENTIAL!
Degi the »Rules ofr Cricket ™
e s Umpi i
AL learnt, Hhoronghly: - Both
rules and instruetions have been altered some-
what of late, 50 it would be as well to secure
an_up-to-date copy. The instructions are
designed to supplement the rules and guide
the umpire through the many knotty little
points that creep into a mateh.

Space will not allow more_than the bare
mention of thelr. existenco And tho advice 1o
gct them, but 1 fancy they will contain some
surprises Tor quito a Tow players.  Learn

ules and inatruction: you have them by
Theart and can give Drompt and quick detisions.
Cricket may bea leisurely game, but slow
uncertain decisions are unpopular.

SIGNALS.
Besides the mules, cte., the code of signals
must_be learnt. Some are for the players,
but most aro for (he scorer. They should be
learnt, as it Tather spoils a game to have
uinpire - conversing » with the scorer by
ingans of hoarse bellgws from mid-fild.
Them is a signal for cvery decision, and
on aceagion the WMpie st Spea
o g  pske it o nule constantly to use. thé
A'Lppxﬂpl"m signal as
Out1” as evi ory Inows (alas!) is
by a dignifled raising of the index
; “not out!* by a shake of the head.
jgnal a boundary *four,” wave th
hand across the body. ¥or a “ sixer,” extend
arms above the head.
Byes are signalled by raising the nght arm
shove the head with the han wide.

g
5

5

at] .
b L St b shown by

extending one arm horizontally.

should also be called and the speed with which

raising and
Yo' No ban 1>

by the bowlers lupse, so. cal
qmd{ly and I
aond

“No balt1”
> am 51 alled by extending both
arms horizontally and “ one short ** by bending
the arm upwards and touching_ the shouldcr
it] tips of the fingers, *“One
should also. be called.
The game is started or restarted by the =
Play 1 and ! Overl” shall be called
when six fair balls have been bowled by the
bowler. Always turn towards the scorer
when making “the signal and wait until he

'Lclmoxledges it before allowing the game to

BT

Also, if a player questions your decision,
give him the reason, that Is, if he asks nicely,
It he doesu't, fgnore him.” Al players have

m explanation, however, and no
tmpire should with-hold suéh. . Players should
not confuse this with the popular pastime of

“rattling the umpire * |

Another little point is that, when a left-
handed aud a right-handed batsman are
batting, the yniro at tho bowling end should
always call ** loft hand o Vice vorsa, which-
over 15 mecessacy,. This will savo a Tittlo time
and. eoniusion, when thie feld. changes over,
Decisions must be made quickly, signals mas
promptly, and any remarks made clearly o
decisively.

POSITION.
The next point is the lmpmmnb nne of 'm
umpire’s position on the fi
ends ” that of the bowler’s is mc mnrc
important and we will deal with that first.

H:

m the
c % 3 not the
Teast uso to.the batsman. if the wmpire gives
him centre from behind the stumps when
the bowler proposcs to bowl {rom the farthost
point, of the 1 have played in matches
Thero the winberds stood, behin sticks
the whole time and gave * guards ” regardless
of whether, the bavier, bowled or
e " or “right- et A
e o o
o it Tor the
same sort of bowling, and gave Ibw. decisions
with the greatest ch h of them.
Ad the bowler What
he crosses the line. Tac
that point, toll hini whit, tho
e R

e fmm

motion of the hund or by evling the position
of his bat. Jod fhat, retire to
your station, which ghoul £ a point about;
five feet behind the wi tly

a Jine with the batsman’s wicke
position only can a fair Ibw. decision be given.

LB.W:!

Speclal atfention should be given by all
umpires s greatest woe, Ibw. The
banitios acisng u oF ¢his aro nover sufl-
ciently appreciated by player: idly,
somo” umpires. hawve the. very. wildest. e
of the law. For a batsman to be out he must
obstruct a ball with his person that would (a)
have pitched in a straight line between the
o wickets, and (5) T Hit his wicket,

I tho latter part of the business that
mistakes s often ocour, for many 4 furnhE
ball that may have pitched straight and may

i o thewicker

s pad would never
it had gone another
lis a0

W)
have hit the sticks, aft
two_feet, by Teason of its
applies to nsmg and droppi irthe
in case (a) the space in \\,hwh thc ball m\!st
pitch is, after .m, merely the width of the
wicket, 50 16 s ob¥iots that only the keenest
and most; rgxd ‘attention can help 1 to
ecide whevher 4 ball has miflled both thess
conditions or ouly one. It is to the study of
lbw that an umpire should give most atten-

Fm’ﬂlyv if without lwmf em}thmglm the
fir be

way of firmness, he casant,
16 10t will b & happy one, He 1, hiter all,
only presiding over a game, =

Our cricket. expert will be pleased to answer
any questions about this great swmmer sport, o
Solne gy Drobleme, that may sonfront. 1he $oimG
cricketer. ress your liters o ; e Editor,
& e Topidar, Tiie Fleeticay. fouse, Farring’

don Street, Loridon, B.C.4.

JACK THE GIANT!

GREGORY

The Famous
Aussie, who is
the subject of
this week's
Grand Free
Gift!

IME after time during the past few
years, when Australia has been putting
Bngiand “ through the hoop,” have
we sighed and wished we had a fast

bowler like Jack Gregory. It was this playe

who, in association with Macdonald, skittle
our ‘men out during the last Australian tour
in this country.
It was sald ac that time that many of our
men, Giregcor inding him
much fasier ghin anyimng o which thiey liad

Previously - been d

before they real A s does ot

et At Gaty Skt bk HHOE

they felt themseives powerless o 'stand up

o the lightning deliverics of Australia’s express

rogory is the giant of the present Australian
ten.m Honding aix fLeL three, and using every
half nc & when sending down
those deadly dellvems He i v
in_ Australia, o -horse, and_ it is
certainly most valiable 0 Have a howler who
can nob only send them down fast ab the start,
but who can keep on sending them down at
¢ same pace for many overs.

Jack Gregory has liad a most interesting
career. Born at Sydney, Te first of all went,
into thie Army, and after that he had a spall at
arm| ether he found the plough and
S heéavy for him is not known,

uf, eventually he gave up life on the farm m.\d

ame - associated with a hardware firr
» ‘tho watchotise of their building e
is able to see the Sydney cricket ground, and
vag san \\'r]l imagine from his ‘wholoheatted
m for_cricket that this is the spot
B s bt s world,

iven now Gregory is only thirty years of
age, and when he was Tash n this sounry ho
suffered a lot with a leg injury which c
5 ot of thonsy 1o gol Hgs: aud whioh treats
ened ot one time to end his career as @ crickter.

reg 1t of fellow, however, who
d in face of sud
calamity, and indeod he prepared himselt for
it 2t one time by taking up golf m
“Bug T canth wways got my drive b as
would 1kos” e onoe sasd:

But whin Englishmen’ sigh for o Gzrgory
they are rcally wishing for som

a fash bow boatiso’ o
excellont forcing bateman that ho
to be numbered among the best six all-rounders
in the world.

When things are going well for his side
the batting e Gregory I8 ant, o take Hsks,
but when there is need for a batting effort,
Gregory is there to supply .

scored o century in @ Tést mateh
against Fngland, and is at his very best when
Augtralia has T ko e Wik hacka 5. the
wal
n the two previous tours he has on each
occasion taken over a hundred wickets and
scored over & thousand Tuns, while on' 0D
of it al he is very nearly, if x\ob actually, the
greatest slip fielder in the wor the
present season  leg 1 has troubled him,

s are ¢ no longer has Macdonald
in support, and also that the England batsmen

are not so Irightencd of him as they used to be.
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THE SCHOOLBOY ADVENTURERS!

Pursued by their relent-
ess enemy, the St. Jim’s

adventurers press on to the

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Midnight Flight!
OM MERRY could not sleep
Tt was night, deep and dark;
a_chill wind from the north
whistled in the deserted streets of
Vancouver.

In the dimness of the room Tom could
hear the steady breathing of his com
rades, deep in slumber.

A ray of starlight glimmered in at the
window, and fell on the faces of Manners
and Lowther, near him, sleeping peace-
fully. I‘.nt)my, in the shadow, were
Figgins and D'Arcy and Tatty 'Wynn,
and Levison major and minor. Tom
Merry spoko in a whisper.

“You fellows asleep

There was no answer.

But in the silence there came the
sound of a movement in the adjoining
room.

Mr. Levison was there; and the move-
ment showed that the hunted man was
not: sleeping.

Tom Merry sat up in bed, drawing
the blankets round h.m. the night was
cold. He could not sleep.

16 wa hoix Arab night in Canade: and
perhaps the strangeness of his <u|mmvd
1ngs had something to do_ with it.

Perhaps it was the shadow of dangoer
unseen, but ever present.

That day the party had Tanded from
the yacht which had brought them from
far-off -Eingland; and at dawn on the
morrow they were to start for the North-

West. Their way lay’ through the
moun(sms to the frozen banks of the
Yukorn

ML o be st b Tkt
was thinking of that strange and per
ous voyage, and_the grim pursuit of
Dirk Power—of the terrible perils that
dogged them step by step. Dirk Power
had been left behind in San Francisco.
That he would follow was certain; buf
he could not be at Vancouver yet,
fugitives had a breathing-space. Yet—

Tow Merry turned out of bed at last.

The thought of the madman was in
his mind—the copper-faced man_ from
Alaska, who had been driven half-insane
by his sufferings as a prisoner amon
the Indians of the Yukon. Half-insane,
withi the cunning of insanity, and more
than the determination of a sane man.
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e \ Merry seemed
to see the coppery face, the burning
eyes. threatening him.

He shivered. S

Surely the man was far aiay—many

south of the Canadian
neives quivered
1se of peril near.
He stepped to the window.

It lodked out on a wide street, with
tram-lines; silent now and desertod
The starlight glimmered there, ghostly.

lom gave a sudden start.

ross the street, close by a light-
rd, a shadowy form caught his
the figure of a man, standing
motionloss, his eyes fixed upon the hotel.

Tt was not Dirk Power; Tom Merry
would have known the Alaskan at a
glance, even at that distance.

_ But the man was watching the build-
ing.

As Tom gazed ab him the watcher
moved ‘and crossed the street, coming
directly towards the hotel. Fe disap.
peared under the wooden balcony be-
neath Tom’s windoy.

The junior’s heart beat fast.

He opened the window softly, and
stepped out on the balcony without a
soun:

From the silence below came a faint
murmur of voices. Tom Merry leaned

over the wooden balustrade, straining
his_ears.

Ie caught one yord :

“Levison !”

Thut word- cume leatly Bab.of tho
faint whispering below. He drew back
quickly as the black figure emerged into
sight again. But the man did not look

up; he crossed the street rapidly, turned
a corner and disappeared. ~A door
Delow.

closed softly
Tor

erry did not hesitate « moment,
ntered the room, and stepped
ALy i door that communicated
with Mr. Levison’s room and tapped.

He heard a sudden gasping breath in
the adjoining apartment. The door
opened_quickly

Mr. Levison, fully-dressed, appeared
before Tom’s eyes. ~ His face was pale
and worn. Ie had not slept,

“What—what is i The hunted
man's “You are nok
asleep, e

Frozen North, braving a thousand perlls as they go!

An Exciting Long Com-~
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Jim’s into the land of
ukon.
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Martin Clifford.

“We're bemg watched, Mr. Levison,”
id Tom quiet
Mr, Levison starto
“Watched ! Tmpossible!
is_hundreds of miles away—

“He may have associates ‘here,” said
Tom. “Tle may have used the telegraph
—ar the telephone—

Tt is possible! What have you seen?”
Tom Merry explained quickly

“A man was watching from across the

Duk Power

streof—he came over and spoke to
someone in the hotel—the = porter,
perhaps—

Bat——

oHe mentioned your mame, sir. I
heard i

A pressed his hand to his

brow.

“That leaves no doubt,” he said.
“We are watched, then. Dirk Power
has friends here, and he has communi-
cafed with them somchow !”
shivered. ““Wake your friends, my boy;
wo shall not wait till dawn. We may
clude them yet. We shall ab least be
gone before Dirk Power can arrive in
Vanconvor ”

“But_the car
dayn, sir-

“L'will go down now and telephone
for it to come as quickly as possible.
We must not lose an instant 1

“Very well, si)

Levison qm‘ted his room, and

Tom Merry called softly to his comrades

to, en.nken thom.

“What's the row?” asked Levison,

&y)rmgmr' from bed at the first call. “Ts
Dirk Power?”

“Lp with you!” said Tom. “Mr,
Levison’s getling the car round now,
and we've got to start as soon as it
comes 1"

will not be here till

“Jhl Jove! ~ Witho: waitin® for
mornin’,” deah boy ?” a<kod Arthur
’\urvmms I)’r\mv drovhnl‘

V \
t-ho !”

“We'll \)n ready jolly soon,” said
Fi ack up, Fatty!”

A I’m bu(kmrr up!” yawned Fatty
Wynn. “We shall have o get off with-
out breakfast—T suppose we shall have

some grub in the car

“Never mind grub now!” growled
Monty Lowther. “Hallo, 1 can hear
them moving downstaivs 1

There were footsteps below, and a
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murmur of sleepy voices. The juniors
dressed quickly and packed their bags—
they had done little unpacking so far.
Tom Merry uttered an_exclamation as
thcre came the snort of an automobile
m lhc <treet oul~ldc
“It’s the c:

Mr. chxson opened the door.

“Come !

“We're ready, s

The juniors fol s o
A sleepy porter was stacking-the bag-
gage on the big car. The chauffeur
blinked curiously at the party as he sat
at his wheel. ~Round them, as they
crowded into the car, the city was sleep-
ing. Mr. Levison spoke in a low voice
to the chauffeur; the car began to hum.
A dark figure came running across the
Street as the car moved along the tram-
lines.

Tt was

e loarid Dtk B il vy
of the car. Tom Merry glanced round
as the big automobile swept on—the
man was standing in the middle of the
street, staring after them. A minute
more and he was lost to sight, as the
car rushed on into the dimness of the
night.

sky.

It was the herald of dawn.

Tom Merry & Co., crowded in the big
car, were half-asleep. Only Mr. Levison
sat upright, sleepless, with restless eyes.

For mile on mile the big car had
hummed on through the night north-
ward, ever northward.

it arope tho wild flight had begun—
the flight from the mad avenger. Many
times Mr. Levison gazed back along tho
shadowy road, searching. But the road
was deserted. -There was 1o sign of
pursnit. The spy had been thrown off
the track.

More than once the chauffeur bad
changed his route at a word from Mr.
Levison, winding hunted animal
to throw a posqble pursuer off the trail.

Many a long mile lay between them
and the city on the Pacific when the first
fant flush of dawn appcared in the sky.
By hilly roads, with sharp gradients,
and never a pause, the great automobile
fled through the might. Tom Merry
looked out in the dzmn as the light
strengthened. A g of water on his
right. It was the Lonoct Lake, though
h> did not know it.

He glanced - along the road ahead.

Against the pale sky buildings rose
into view, and Mr. Levison, following
his glance, said quiet

“ Lake Crosm)g‘
leave the car.

The sun could be seen now, gleaming
from the east. The new day was awaken-
ing on the hills and valleys of British

‘olumbia.

Lcmon uttered a sudden exclamation.

“The road’s watched, father!”

“What

3 Lock"’

A mounted man in uniform sap his
horse motionless m the centre of the
road.

THE sEcoND OHAPTER .

TWARD over the Rocky Moun-
tains, came a pale flush in t

y 3
We stop there, and

He did not move as the big car came
rushing down towards him.

Mr. Levison panted.

“But— Ah!” Iis face cleared.

“It is a_polico officcr. Wo have nothing
to fear from him
“He's going e stop the car!” said
Manners.
All eyes in the car were fixed upon the
mounted policeman ahead. He raised a
band as the car drew nearer and the

driver jammed oi his brakes. Tt was a
signal fo stop.

hind the horseman two constables
appeared in sight from a building, with
carbines in their hands.

“Halg 1>

The car clanged to a stop.

Tom Merry & Co. looked at one
another. It was impossible that a man
in the uniform of the Canadian Mounted
Police could have any dealings with Dirk

| Power and his gang. Yet what did i

mean?

The horseman rode up to the side of
the halted car. He saluted stifily.

“What does this mean, sir?” exclaimed
Mr. Levison. Why are you stopping
my car?

“You are from Vancouver?”

“Yes.”

“You must have left soon after mid-
night 7

“That is s0.”

£ Yom name" %

"I thonght 50,” was the grim_re-
joinder, “T am Inspcctor Forester. You
will alight here.”

“But—but why?” panted Mr. Levison.

“Orders have been telephoned through
from Vancouver to stop vour car,” said
the inspoctor briefly. “What is in this
baggage

“Our supphes for a journey to the
Yukon.”

The inspector smiled griml,

“If that is the case you have nothing
to fear. But step down.”

“But—but ”—Mr.

“Has

Van-
couver since we left?” oxclaimed Ernes
Levison,
The inspector gave him a curious
glance.
“Since you left probably not,” he

anything happened at

answered diyly, “But last night there
was a bank robbery in Vancouver—"

“What?” exclaimed Mr. Levison.

“Every police-office in the section has
been warned by telephone to watch for
your car and stop it. We were warred
two hours ago.”

£ Good heavens !”

A—a bank mbhe\y" =hmme
erry. ““You—you can’t p
Jm'-gme that we had anything to e
that.”

“Bai Jove!”

“T have my duty to do.”” said the in-
spector drily. “Every road out of Van-
couver has been watched for your ca
and I guess those orders were not tele
phoned from headquarters for nothing.
But if you are innocent you have
nothing fo fear but a brief detention.”

“But—but we are in haste.”

The inspector smiled ironically. The
black despau' in Mr. Levison’s face had
not escaped his keen eyes. He had liitle
doubt—or, ra milics, o thne heiha
the bank robber under his hand.

“A brief detention!” muttered Mr.
Tevison, with white i “But in that
time—" He broke off.

“It’s only a mlstake father,” wh
pered Levison. t will be set rJght
Tt will be found out soon——"

Mr. Levison gave his son a shasls
look.

“It is not a mistake,” he said hoarsely!
Tt is a trick. Dirk Power’s spy has done
his

s,

“Father”

“We are delayed., We have nothing
to fear from the police when they learn
the truth. But in the interval Dirk
Power will be here, His agent is carry-
ing out his orders

e
Meorry.

? gaspec  Tom

Mr. Levison elenched his hands.

“He is using even the law, even the
police_for his purpose!” he muttered.
sl i a demon incamate, and we are
st

“We—wo mayn’t be_ detained long,
father,” muttered Frank. “The police
will soon find

“Step down!”
spcctcr.

rapped out the mn-

Levison suppressed a groan, and’

stepped from the car.
lowed him in silence.

They felt that Mr. Levison was right,
that it was the hand of Dirk Power that
had thus reached out to them from afar.
The flight was stopped, and every hour
that was lost brought the mad avenger
nearer.

But there was no heip. Resistance was
impossible, even if they had thought of
attempting it.

A constable entered the seat beside the
chauffeur, and the car was driven away,
under ‘his direction, with the baggage
still on it.

Mr. Levison walked heavily by the'
side of (he mspector, followed by Tom
Merry &
road ‘into a yard before a large, frame.|
built house. The gate closed heavily
behmd them as soon as they were mv

The juniors fol-

{What placs i this?”. exelaimed Tom
Morry, catching his breath.

The ‘inspector glanced at him.

“The calaboose I he answered briefly

There was a_grim sound as & huge
iron key turned. The gate was locked
behind ‘them, and they were prisoners.

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
The Enemy at Hand !
REE at last!

The sun was sinking down to-
wards the Pacific, the shadows of
the hills lengthened over Lake

Lillovet.

The dreary day was past,

But they were free.

Tor a whole weary day they had been
prisoners within the lumbm walls of the
calaboose at Lake Crossing, detained on
suspicion. The Canadian inspector had
done only his duty; they did not blame
him. But the day, which should have
seen them across the lake and well on
their way to the Fraser River, en route
for the North-W: was gone.

It was at sundown that the news came
through on the telephone from Van-
couver. The juniors hardly knew the
details, but they kncw that false informa-
tion had been given to the police in the
city on the coast, SHd thak o HieErith
was known.

They were froo!

Mr. Levison had passed the. day sunk
almost in despair, dreading at every
moment to hear the tread of his enemy,’
to see the coppery face and the burning
eyes of the man from Alaska. But Dirk
Power had not come—the delay had not
been long cnough for that. ~As the

s saw their baggage stacked into
the canoes that were to take them across
{he lake they wondered how far distant
1 enemy was. The car had been di
ed; on the other side of the lake
lorses  were waiting for them.
Levison pushed on the preparations for
departure feverishly, but the Kootenay
Indians who manned the canoes were
slow and heavy. But at last the waters
of thc lake flowed beneath them.

at last!” said Levison of the

Tonnh, with a deep breath of relief.

The Indians paddled out over the dark
lake.

Tom Merry & Co. (vltmg
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canocs among their baggage, Tooked
back at the shore they were leavil

Lights glimmered from the httlc town.

“Jlark " muttered Figgins.

He held up his_hand.

¥rom the single street of the lake-
side town came the snort and roar of a
powerful automobile.

Two greats lights, like flashing eyes,
darted thmuuh the g\oom and stoppcd
as it scemed, almost on the verge of the
la e.

> whispered Levison.

watched with

ca -
I‘he juniors strained

*Was it Dirk Power? Was he so close
behind them?

A faint buzzing of voices came on the
wind across the waters as they widened
behind the canocs.

Crack

% Hoen ot frocams thiangh the gloon,
.and the report of a revolver. A bullet
skimmed over the waters of e Lot:

Alr. Tevison caught his breath.

<Ditk Pover "

e, o wmidman . Ho had merived
too late—only by minutes—and he was
firing wildly, blindly, into the darkuess
of the lake.

"he-Tndians vested on their paddles
Levison shouted

The canoes glided on again
There was another shot, (amt and dis
tant now. Then silence.
The St. Jim’s fellows looked at one
Anot\wr with pale faces. =
“Bai Jove, that was a close shave!
murmured D’ A 8
“He will follow whispered Frank
Levison. “He will follow!”
The canoes glided on through the
thickening darkncss.
sound came of the
fugitives mow, save the dus‘\ of the
p'\ddlm and the lapping of the waters of
the lake

to the car

A s gleam fell upon the waters a3
oo glided out from a bank of
clouds.

Tt showod them the dark pines and
firs on the farther side of the lake for
which they were heading.

“Faster!  Faster!” Mr.
Levison.

The paddlc~ dashed unceasingly.

As they neared the land Mr. T.evison
peered ahead anxiously in the gloom.

“The guide and the horses should be
here,” he said. “They had orders to be
here in the morumg and to wait for
us if we were

A faint sound came ﬂ’llol‘gh the silence
from the shore.

“T can heah horses, sir,” said D’'Arcy.

“They're- there!” said Tom Meny
“A group of them, by a cabin—

“Thank Heaven!” muttered Mr.
Tevison.

The canoes ran into the reeds. There
was a sound of s in the gloom under
the trces—a jingling of bridle and
stirrup. A dusky figne came forward,
peerin

“Monsicur——"

“T am here!” said Mr. Levison. A
lantern gleamed out, showing the dark
ace and piercing black eyes of a half-

reed. “You are Leronge, the guide
that—"

“Clost moi! CGiaston Leronge, mon-
sieur,” answered the North-West half-
brc:él eveing Mr. Levison curiously.

od I

Mr. Levis:

breachd

cast a quick look back
across the Idke The waters glimmered
in the moonlight. There was no sign of
2 canoe or a boat—no sign as yet of
pursuit.
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He breathed more frecly.
irk Power was not far behind,
he would not lose a moment. But
fugitives had a start. The way to
North-West lay open before them.
In a very short time the party
mounted.

and
the
the

was

te
th Gaston Leronge in the lead, the
party pushed by on along the trail in
the darkness under the heavy timber.

ardly a word was spoken as they
rode.

The sure-footed Canadian horses trod
on stealthily in the darkness of the rough
trail.

Leronge rode ahead without a word,
Mr. Levison close behind, and Tom
Merry & Co. following.

Through the hours of darkness they
pushed on, fatigued, buf uncomplaining.

They kopt on after dawn, and were
still on the trail as the sun e higher
over the firs and cedars. As the day-
light strengthened the juniors Bt many
glances backwards, The trail before
them ran through a long, wide canyon

f the Cascade Mountains, with no
habifation in sight. Mr. Levison was

s
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avoiding the beaten paths—Teronge had
bad his instructions. What had hdppened
ab Lake Crossing had warned him. Even
in the wild sections of the Canadian
West the telephone-wire stretches; it
had served Dirk Power already, and it
might serve him again. And the hunted
man knew that Power had confederates
in this region, and that spies were
probably watching for the fugitives. But
on that lonely trail through the Cascade
Range there was at least no danger of
spies.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Traitor!
HT HE Stickeen River!” said Mr.
In the setting sun the horse-
men rode out of the forest upon

the rugged, rocky bank.

y d

Merry & Co. had passed the lakes, and
the party had pushed on without a
pause.

Levison.
Many days had passed since Tom
They camped at night for brief re-

pose, taking the trail again at dawn, and
that, with a brief rest at noon, was all.

The rough life had fatigued the St.
Jim’s juniors at first, bub it was in-
Hgon\tuw them now.

They were sun-browned, wind-bitten;
they rode hard and breathed deep; they
slept rolled in blankets on rough ground;
they rode and tramped_for hours with:
out exhaustion. Even Mr. Levison was

changed. The twittering nerves were
still; his face*was harder; firmer; his
eyes had a steadier light

Dirk Power, it seemed, had been

shaken off at last.

Since he had been left on the edge of
the Lillooet Lake Tom Merry & Co. had
seen nothing of the Alaskan.

Doubtless he was still seeking them;.
but he was seeking without a trac

The party was reduced now; the
Kootenay had left them on the Fraser

iver, and one of the pack-mules had
been drowned in fording a creek. The
baggage was reduced; they were
travelling light. © rifles provided
many of their meals from the game in
the forests

Gaston Leronge, their guide. to the
Yukon, was still with them—silent,
almost’ morose as ever.  He spoke_no
English—at_ all ovents, the juniors
never heard him uso that tongue. Mr.
Levison talked with him in French when
it was necessary to sp but he was
facitnen and ba sneweredsliitios Rub
his keen black cyes often roved over
the party questioningly. Sometimes it
seemed fo Levison that he was listen-
ing, though why he should listen to a
language ho did uot understand was a
mystery.

The party halted on the bank of the
Stickeen, far, far to the north of the
Fraser Valley. They were now fairly
in th boundless unsettled North-West
territory of British Columbia, and close
upon their _ destination—the frozen
wastes of the Yukon. There were chips
of ice in the waters of the Stickeen,
as it floved past between its high,
wooded banks.

“We halt here for the
Mr. Levison.

night,” Said

“Bai Jove! TI'm-wathah glad of
that!” remarked ~ Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy. “I say, Tom Mewwy, this is

wathah a change fwom St. Jim’s and
ussex.”

rather !

“Yes, said Tom, with a
smile.

“Are you awPly tired, Figay?”

“Not so_tired as you are, Gussy!”

answered Figgins grimly.

“Weally, Figgins—>

“Jolly hungry, if you come to that!”
said Fatty Wynn. “I’'m glad you potted
that antelope way back, Tom
Tt means a jolly good supper.
sticks hero for a fire. Pile in!”

“TFatty's cook,” said Figgins, with a

grin. “Tancy you'e back in tho old
study at St Jim's, Fatty, and give us
a good fee

R e i e
ever had at St Jim’s” said Tatty
“T've got a good appetite here,
I can tell you. I think T shall settls
in Canada when I'm a man. You enjoy
your grub in this air.”

Some of the juniors gathered brush-
wood for the camp-fire, while others
dre water from the stream, or staked
out the horses.

Lerongo staked out his own hotse and
the pack-mule, and then helped in the
camping.

The weather was fine, though cold,
and the campers were o sleep in their
blankets and rugs on beds of leaves.

T think we've shaken off Dirk Power
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at last,” said Monty Lowther, when the

meal was in full progress. “Don’t you
think so, evison ?”

Mr. Lovison's brows clouded at the
name.

“T hope so0,” he replied. I mave
questioned a great manyendians at the
villages we. have passed, and have
talked with some whito trappers, but

have been unable to hear anything of
the man. I hope—TI believe—that he is
still far away. But he seems to have
unbounded mouey, and he will spend it
like water to roncl\ us. We are not safe
from him yet.”

The half-breed, who was sitting on a
log by the fire, gnawing a. venison-cut,
glanced up at his master.

& was only a momertary glance, but
it was quick and searching. Levison of
the Fourth had his eyes upon the guide,
and he noted it, and his eyes met the
half-breed’s. Lcronwe dropped  his
glance to the fire,

“But when shall we be safe from him,
fmher7” muttered Frank.

“Soon, I hope,” said

Mr. Levison.
“When we reach the village of the
Indian chief Thunder-Face, across the
border in Alaska, T shall have proofs of
my innocence. ‘Dirk Power believes that
I betrayed him into the hands - of
the Indians, who kept him a prisoner
for ten years, and tortured him when
ho strove to He is halt-mad.
But when T have the proofs——

“Will he heed them?” muttered

will—he must!”

The half-breed gaids ross and lounged
away from the fire. Levison’s keen
eyes followed him.

Supper was' over, and - M
threw fresh logs upon th

“Sleep now,” he  said.
dawn.”

“But the watch—

“Leronge keeps the 1n~t watch.
into your blankets

Mr. Levison rolled himself in ‘his
blanket, with his feet to the fire, and
the juniors followed his example.
Gaston Teronge stood at a little dis-
tance hal-hidden by shadow, leaning
on his rifle.

Ernest Levison raised his head a little
and glanced at the guide. He did not
sleep. An hour passed, and Levison’s
eyes were still open.

Leronge moved, lounging a little
nearer to the dark trees that shadowed

Levison

“We start at

Turn

the camp by the bank of the Stickeen,
Levison turned a_little, and touched
"Pom Merry on the shoulder. Tom

awakened with a start.
“What is it?* he whispered.
“Listen to me; Tom. _You've noticed
the gvud T

“What do you think of him?”

Tom Merry rubbed his eyes.
quite awake now.

“I don’t like his looks much,”
said. “T suppose he’s all right. Your
father pays him well for his-services.”

I don’t trust him!” muttered Levi-
son. - “He's supposed to speak no
English—he’s a French half-breed—but
T'm certain that he often listens when we
speak, especially when Dirk Power is
mentioned. T moticed him when my
father mentioned Power just before we
turned in.”

Tom Merry started.

“Von think the man knows
Power ?

SFr5" hay e Jnown him—Dirk
Power was many years in this wilderness
—or he may only know that he is rich,
and would pay anything that was asked
to get on-my father’s track.”
“But Leronge does not know——
“If he understands English he knows

He was

he

Dirk

THE _ARREST !
watched, father !

he raised his hand, alt 17

Ernest Lovison uttered 2 sudden exclamation.
mounted
ess in the centre of the road, and as the car rushed towards

t 170 | The car clanged to astop.

“The
man in uniforns sat his_horss

(See. cnapm 2 )

the whole story from what he has heard
of our talk.”
“True !” said Tom Merry.
“If he should betray us!”
Levison uneasily.
“But Dirk Pov is far from here.”
“How do we know ?”

whispered

“Dash it all, Levison!” muttered
Tom. He ktmie(l abruptl\ “Where is
he? Where is Leronge

Tevesn it iy
The shadowy form of the guide had

vanished. ~Gaston Leronge had disap-

peared into the blackness of the forest.

the embers—a dull glimmer of

red. Darkness wrapped the banks of the
Stickeen. Tom kicked the fire together
hastily, and'a blazo shot up.

The light danced on the camp, on the
SR e Tl i b G
Leronge was nowhere to be seen. Tom’s
rifle was in his hand. The thought of
treachery was in his mind, and he half-
expected fo hear a shot ring out under
the blackness of the forest. But there
was no sound save the sough of the wind
in the_ pines, and the faint murmur of

THE EIFTH CHAPTER.
Face to Face!

OM MERRY sprang to his feet.
The fire ha ied down, and
only a dim glimmer came from

the Stickeen.

s The horses ! mutlered Lovison.
Tom stared round h
- Boracs sadiile pack-mule had
been staked out by the river in reach of
the water. The cub trail-ropes sprawled
on the bank; the animals were gone,
“Gone ! exclaimed Tom.
Levison grifted his teeth.
“I was tighi—the guide—
wake
e started from sleep, and

Father,

threw aside his blankets. He rose on

his elboyw.
“Frnest, what is it
“The guide is gone.

He has taken the

Lorses.

“What 7

“The half-breed has bona) ed us,” said
[mwsou, between his tee!

“Good heavens !

Mr. Levison leaped up. The juniors
were all awake now, and on their feet.

“He has deserted us! Tas the arm of
Dirk Power reached us, then, even here
in the heart of the iilderness?” mut-
terad Mr. Levison.

“ Aftah him !” exclaimed D’Arey.

Mr. L n shook his head.

“In this blackness we cannot follow
him into the forest. There is no trace to
follow till dawn. By then he will be
beyand pursuit—if he has not by then

joined Dirk Power.
“You ‘think that villain——" began
Tom.
“I am sure of if.”
Levison ground his teefh.  His sus-

pch as of the guide had come too late;
was probable that Leronge had
ined his suspicions, and acted at once.
The guide was gone; the horses and
mule were gone. The adventurers were
abandoned, on foot, in the heart of the
North-West wilderness.

Mr. Levison stamped out the embers
of the camp-fire.

“We must wait till dawn. Then we
must try to reach the hunter’s camp on
the Stickeen, where we are to get the
sledges for the journey north. It means
delay—more delay—on foot—" Mr.
Levison broke off. - “Sleep now, my
boys. I will watch till morning.”

~ But_there was little more sleep for

Tom Merry & Co. that night.
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At ihe first gleam of dawn they were [ It was the treacherous guide's voice Crack !
astir. 2 and he was speaking in English now Tom Merry's rifle spat fire, and with
Afier a hurried breakfast they started, | “Tt is lh(\u only way to the hunters'|a cry the half-breed fell backwards.
followed the bank of the Stickeen. as | canip on the Stickeen.” The bullet had struck himi~ in ‘the
their only guide. “We haye landed twice without find- | shoulder, and ho swept down_ helplessly
The rugged, broken bank was difficultd jng 2 {rail I was. Dirlc Powers | as hio lost his ho 1d.
to follow, but it was their only guide to | sibilant” voice. *Buf they cannot be| Clash! o &
ihe hunter’s camp, and they keptto it | far away. Get ashore. 'L ronge—you| A vell rang from the river.
As the.wintry sun rose higher over the | hive a good eyc for Tt there| ‘Tom Merry ran forward fo tho odg?
s thoy tramped_on dogizedly. * To | i fraco of e on i e of the rocks, his corarades at his heels.

not till: noon” that they stopped for| ™y
a bricf rest and a meal, washed down by et
water from (he Stickeen.

guess we have passed ahead of | They were ready to fire on the cance.
06" travels fast—— But it was nof needed. .
von had brought me word | The wounded ~half-breed had fallen

Splash ! fairly the o; and his weight
Frthentiiooin airly upon_ the canoe; and h gh

Tom Merry rose quickly from the hali- | © SEERes It n

e e e O e s seatedy| - I could tiot,” muttered the half- {2 ,‘f;‘,‘l":‘,,‘,‘h’?“}h"f’&lﬁil}pil T

and. stared towards the "hmulenng breed ~ultleulv. l‘l ‘:“;‘I“ Jl';‘“ N inf irrent of the Stickeon tore at-it: as:

river. pursuit, - from their talk, -but SNEW it went under, the paddles ﬂoatmg 2

round a Tk ll.p not where to look for you. It was not
till yesterday—when I saw you with my
from the IulIAuml you were miles

A canoe glided
stream with the current.
Four men were in if,. paddling.

away amid the bubble ;
Daap sinder thexapid clrront the cap-
sizod canoe was swept away, leaving the

One of. them was the false guide. on the river * ) four men struggling madly in the -
Ciaston Leronge; ono was the scarred | A curse inferrupted him.  Every | Gior. 3 -
Spaniard, * another _the - Mexican, the | word. canie clearly to the juniors on | “y¢ ounded half-breed, the
associates of Dirk Power, and the fourth | the bank above. cam; tho Spaniard, were~alieads s

There was a sound of paddles, and ing -lielplossly " dowri-tho river:
face, | the canoe jarred against the stecp. | Power made a fierce attempt toreach’
Dirk | rocky bank, then the sound of a man| ¢ha bank; hand grasped at the steep’

W
6w Meny knew That copper
those evil, burning ey 1t w

Powe = climbing the rugged rock from the s, but there was little hold, and the
(o\u' he breathed. water’s edge. et fore him away. Tom Merry
They threw themsclves face down on | Tom Merry's eyes gleaned. od- dositoat hige i boforcs Strug:

the rocks of the river-bank. The firs had In a minufe mor gh,\., madly in the midst of the “1m|.~
screened them. They were not seen yet. | guide’s head would » over | Fua Svators, the mah from Alaska was
Tom Morry raised his head a little to | the bank amid e \o(l\\ bounlders. { qwent from his sight. :

watch.  The canoe, as it came on, was | Tom Merry's finger was on the trigger

hidden from sight by the high bank. Buf | of his rifle. & H THE END.
the paddling had ceased. There bru[hl s hus & o
o '11103 ve stopped ! whispered The head o! the half-breed came into (Has the madyian q;uu[ the penalties
sight. = He was panting as he came{of his erines, or will the schoolboy

struggling up the rugged ‘bank; his | adventurers meet him again in the far-
dark bronze face wa turned towards) off Yukon? newt week's thrilling
the juniors, within six feet of him.1tale of Tom Merry & Co., entitled:
He saw them. SFor His Father's Suke!”) .
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For po i tingels fohis T His
rasp was on his rifle. From the high
bank came the murmur of voice
“They will be following the rive
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