BLACKBEARD the BOLD BUCCANEER! 5.

EVERY
TUESDAY,
2d.

Week Ending January 17th, 1931. No. 625 (New Series).



2

Red-Hot Life Story of a Bold, Bad Pirate!

LARGE brig,
her
with coco, copra, and
plate from the mines
of Venezuela and the town of
Panama, lay at anchor just
outside the roadstead of Port

laden to
utmost capacity

A

of Spain. Her voyage from
Panama had been an adven-
turous one. Twice had her
skipper been chased
vessel which had hoisted the
Black Flag. He had escaped
and was thankful he now lay
in front of Port of Spain.
Round the north of the
island of Trinidad two large
men-of-war were coming bear-
ing the golden flag of Spain,
to escort the plate-ship to
Cadiz. These warships had
been sent out specially by the
King of Spain, for in the year
1716 the seas of the Main
were unsafe for treasure ships.
The pirate, Edward Teach,
commonly known as Black-
beard, was lord of the ocean.

®

Don
Logaria,
perfectly at
He had in-

commander,
Alfonso

Spanish

was

1'1 iends from Port of
Spain to spend the

cvening with him.
Hi; \\inc was the
I the home

country could send
him. His chef was
one who had been
at the Cowt. His
crew were all men
recruited from the
navy.
““Gentlemen,” said
the Don, as he
s

cd

SOOI

In the cabin of the brig the !

////

evening before us, a happier one than
we have had for many a day. But this
scoundrel Blackbeard is no longer to
be feared, for he would never dare to
enter the waters that flow around the
shores of Trinidad. T drink to the
death of Blackbeard.”

he company applauded his speech
and drank deeply, then settled them-
selves to the banquet which had been
provided. They were as safe as if they
were in their own homes; at least, they
thought they were.

But in the midst of the supper, while
the sun was just sinking behind the
peaks of the hills, a knock came on the
door of the saloon. It was a quarter-
master, who apologised to the company,
and_addressed the commander.

““Senor, there n boatload of men
coming fron not far off. I
thought T had bnttm tell you in case you
expected  visitors.”

“T expect nome,” replied the com
mander. ‘They may be some seamen
come to bonow provisions. We have
none to give them—if they are English
tell them to be off.”
The q\mmmnstm

bowed and went

In five minutes he returned. This
time, ‘before he announced his news,
tho commander reprimanded him for
interrupting his enjoyment.

““Senor,” said the quartermaster, the
ship I told you of has come nearer. She
is sailing straight for us.’

“Well !’ cried the commander, “let
her come! She is probably coming to
anchor next us for protection from “this
fellow Blackbear

The q\.mmmas«nr bowed and with-
drew again. The commander went on
drinking to the health of his guests.
But in the midst of the huppmcn the
door of the cabin was pushed open. The
commander, thinking it was his quarter-
master again, shouted out angrily that
he would have him put into chains. The
door opened wide and there stood on the
threshold one of the most fierce and
sinister figures in all the Main.
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This man was tall, dark, with a wide
black hat crushed on his head. His
beard was long and fell in tails about
his chest, and two tails were  looped
about his ea Swinging at his left hip
was a cutlass, and there were four
pistols stuck in his belt. Two other
pistols were in his hands; and these he
slowly raised to cover tho company.

* Blackbeard !

The shout came from every throat.
Men struggled to their feet and stag-
gered agamst each other im an en-
e to get away from that figure
and from the menace of his pistols, "The
tall dark man laughed, bowing.

That’s me!” he eried, wi ith an oath,

“and here is my visiting card!”

“The roar of his pistols crashed through
the room. The Spaniards, when the
smoke cleared, were on the floor, all
of them having dived for cover. No
one was wounded, save the commander,
who had a flesh wound in the shoulder,
from which blood was streaming.

“Get up I”” roared Bleackbeard. “Get
up and give a weleome to a gentleman !

They rose from under the table and
chairs and facéd him. He ordered them
to sit down, and himself took the head
of the table, making the wounded Don
sit on his right. hen he commanded
that the banquet proceed.

Tn the meantime the sound of footsteps
above them made the Spaniards look at
each other in bewilderment. Here
they were, within gunshot of Port of
Spain, y p had been boarded
by the most terrible pirate of the Main.

“You mneedn’t worry about your
sailors,” said Bleakbeard. ‘They
did mot put np much of a fight.
They are all under gnard. In an hour
I shall have given you all another

sail and have taken my

to

He leered at the captain of the-ship
as he spoke; and then followe
most frightiul banquet that ever
served on the Spanish Main.
stewards found pirz stationed be-
tween the saloon and the galley to scc
that. they did thei: and
the compan h a
drawn cutlass over the cook. Another
stood behind Blackbeard’s chair.

Throughout the meal Blackbeard,
who had gained thc title of the
“bearded human' pig,” behaved as if

he were owner of the Dong’ lives. First
he quarrelled with the commander over
the manner in which that man drank
from his glass. On the Don attempting
to reply fo him Blackbeard shot him
“for daring to argue with me.”

As the man slid to the floor the master’s

(Continued on page 28.)



Fearsome Green Dragon Seen Wandering Loose About Town !
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The Organ.
Lot
R-R-R-R-RANG ! Prangety-
prang ! Tong-tong-tong !

“1 maka da music nice
and sweet,

To cheer up da people in da
street !
Yarrh—wharrh !

~ Ttalian skies!

“Good corks!” gasped Tubby.
“What's that?”

“Sounds like & barrel-organ,”
groaned Pete.

ur old friends were alon;

”Da. blue

a road in Milhampton, looking for
breakfast. Often of a morning, Dick,
the muffin-man, brought his muffins
and crumpets round that particular
neighbourhood, and the two tramps were
hoping - to meet him. Dick usually
would spring a couple of crumpets to
his old pals.

ut Dick was nowhere to be seen.

Tubby and Gloomy Pete listened for the
sound of his bell; but all the noise that
reached their weary ears was a hideous
“pong-ponging !”_and the sound of an
Italian voice raised on its top note.
Hvidently an organ-grinder was doing
business round the corner. ,
“Come on, Pete, old friend of me
collego days,” yapped Tubby. ©Let’s
go and ’ave a dance around the organ.”
“How can I dance with an empty
tummy?” moaned Gloomy Pete. “My
ribs would rattle about like drumsticks.”
The two pals waltzed round the corner,
and the scene burst upon_their vision.
Before a large, well-built house, stood
@ man with a barrel-organ. The organ-
grinder was a shifty-looking sportsman,
who seemed to have had his last shave
at the coronation of George the Third.
On the steps of the house a purple-faced
old buster was dancing frantically,
+ waving his hands furiousiy, cailing the
organ-grinder every offensive name he
could remember, and occasionally pick-
ing up various utensils and throwing
at _him.

“Go away, will you?” screamed the
angry old bean. “I'll break your neck,
you noisy villain. Take that infernal
organ away and throw it in the river,
will you? Go away! Take that!”

He picked a largo vase off of his win-
dow-sill, and flung it at the organ:
grinder. The musician grinned, and
dodged. The vase shivered to smither-
eens in the roadway.

“Da_sun_shines bright on da Ole
Kentucky Home!” chanted the Italian,
in a voice like an express train rushing
into a tunnel.

g-pong-p thy-pong !

. “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tubby, laugh-
ing at the expression on the angry old
gent’s face.

“Will you go away?”
furious one.

He picked up a heavy walking-stick
and hurled it. Again the organ-grinder
dodged—and the walking-stick did no
harm—merely hitting @ small boy on the
topknot.

Tubby and Pete forgot that they were
hungry. They stood by and watched.
This looked exciting.
Presently a large policeman hove up.

selled the

o chase.

A Skeleton Y

g Captures 3 ;tp?:;, ng_m

4 A Burglar. 3 an honest, hvin,
o | ather surpri

j barked, “and that is— Whorrooop !
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in this town arc doing their duty, in-
stead of loafing about with silly smiles
on_their ugly faces.”

The policeman breathed hard.

“PIl tell you what P'll do to you,” he

No doubt the policeman did not mean
to say that. He yelled it out quite sud-
denly and sat down hard on the cold
roadway. The fact was that the Italia
organ-grinder, not looking where he was
going, had pushed his organ into the
small of the policeman’s back.

The man in blue fairly crumpled up.
The Ttalian, not noticing that he had
knocked the policeman over, proceeded
cheerfully to wheel his organ over him.

“y Yow! Help!” yammered the
led across his

and

grinder st
dropped  the machine—which immedi-

organ started,

ly fell right on fop of tho unlucky
onstable, entirely blotting him out.

““Oh corks!” gasped tho Italian, Mo
for da woods! I getta out of this!
Say—do you wanta da organ?”

Tubby blinked at him.

“You can have-a da organ, if you
like!” said the Italian, and he shot
down the road like a greyhound.

The cop scrambled to his fect, pushed
the organ into she gutter, and gave
‘They vanished in the distance—
the Italian leading by about a mile.

“Crumbs!” muttered Tubby, staring
“Wo're in luck, Pete, my

ati

0ld Mike Macaroni has given
It’s ours! Now to earn
Catch hold of them
handles, Pete. Push, old pard—push!”

“What's all this ’ere?” demanded the
cop_severely,

“Make that man go away, officer!”
velled the old merchant on the doorstep.
“He keeps on coming round here with
that rotten organ. L've heard nothing
but that horriblo pong-ponging for
days!”

A frown gathered

“You op it—you ’ear me!” sai
man in blue, giving tho organ-grinder a
push in the place where he kept his
Tunch.

“Ow!” gasped “Yes,
sar, I ’op it now!

Ho bent down and caught up the
handles of his barrel-organ. The police-
man snorted and strode on majestically.
Ho halted in front of Tubby and Pete,

“What do you tramps want ’ero?”
he snapped.

“Tramp  yerself!?” warbled Tubby.
“I'm the Lord Mayor o’ London, I am,
come down hero to see if the policomen

on the official brow.
id th

the TItalian.

d at_their luck, Peto
set the organ on its wheels, and pushed
it cheerfully down the road. In the next
street Tubby called a_halt.

“This looks a good pitch,” he said.
“You turn and I'll sing.”

So while Pete turned the handle of
the organ, Tubby lifted up his voice
and sang. Tubby’s voice was not sweet;
it was not harmonious—but nobody
could deny that it was powerful. As

o Tubby sang, all the slates fell off the

roof of the town hall, and a bird in a
near-by tree dropped to the ground with
a dull thud.

Pong-pong-pong !

“You are my sunbeam!” 'howled
Tubby. “Shine on me only. :When you
are gle-c-caming, the ler-hove light T
see! Without you, sunbeam, life would
be_ler-honely. Shine hon, my sunbeam;
shine honly for meceecee!”

An old man with a beard hurried out
of a house opposite and pressed a pound
note into Tubby’s hand.
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“Take this!” he chanted. “Take this
—take anything you like—but do go
away. . Your voice remmds me of a
hippopotamus in

“Good cgg!” chortled Tubby, showing
Pcte the pound note. “Pete, old p}.\l
we're rich. We'll make our forfunes
with this organ. 'lhls is the best idea
we've over struck.”

But their luck didn’t last long. It
never did. There was bound to be a
snag in it somcwhere, and the two
tramps found the smag when they
wheeled the organ into a street on the
other sido of the town and struck up.

It had occurred to them that tho
Ttalian had given up the organ very
casily, considering that barrel-organs
cost a lob of money. It is not like an
organ-grinder to give away his valu-
able organ to a couple of tramps; they
vealised that. Bub it cortainly didm’t
strike them that the Italian might have
stolen the organ in the first place.

Tubby had hardly sang half a dozen
words when he saw an old man hun'y~
ing towards him at a great pac

He looked a nasty bit of work, with
a couple of glaring eyes, and a nose
like a door-knocker ; but Tubby thought
he was gomg to give something hand-
some, So Pete cranked up the organ,
and Tubhy let him have the first verse
of “My Old Kentucky Home.”

Ths o]d buster didn’t wait to tell
Tubby what he thought of his singing.
Waltzing up to the organ, he gave
Pete a push which sent him head first
into an empty dustbin, and then tried
to wheel the organ away.

“Here, put that down, old Gravy-
Face!” roared Tubby. “That's our
organ!”

* Police !
violently.

There was a policeman near at hand.
Before Pete had managed to scramble
out of the dustbin, the man of the
law had arrive

“ What's this?” he asked.

“Bloke _stealing our
answered Tubby.

Stealing your organ!”
man nastily. “This is my organ,
was stolen out of my yard. Here’s
my namo on the side of it. Isracl
Bladderthwack What have you got to
say to that?

*Why, 'm very sorry you,
guv’'nor—that’s all! i smffed ’lubby

The policeman looked fierce.

“Do you charge these men
stealing this organ?” he asked.

“Yes, I do!” shouted Mr. Bladder-
thwack.

“We never stole it!” groaned Pete.
- \\e had it give to us by an Italian!”

a, ha!” sneered the old gent—
<nace s too short to keep writing his
name—"“Ha, ha! A likely story! Who
would give away a fifty quid organ?”

The policeman took :L gup of Tubby,
and another grip of Pe

”Cnmmmlonocrmo"’ hc said, all in
one bu :u h,

o your unc'mn

howled the old egg

organ,

with

’ands off me!”

s
taking us?”

cop shop!” cplied the policeman
tersel

“Bnt I tell you we didn’t steal the
old_organ ”

“You can tell that to the Beak,”
grinned the cop. “He'll believe you—
p'r'aps !”

With this, the bluchottle took a firm
grip of our old pals and propelled

them forcibly towards the police
bazaar.
Mr.—what's his name?—Bladder-
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thwack picked up
trundled it away.

He trundled it in the same direction
as the policeman—he trundled it near
to the policeman—he trundled it into
the policeman—and, finally, he trundled
it ‘over the policeman.

The organ was getting
runnmg over pohccmcu

00000p I The cop allowed a loud
roar to drop out of him as his head
smote the ground.

Tubby and Pete looked at each other
—and then at the prostrate arm of the
law,

“Leg it!” gaspcd Pete.

They legged it.

el e iencl o
in the game. A’ stern chase followed.

Tubby and Pete whipped round a
corner,” and sa\v a flight of steps and

his organ and

used to

i erel panted Tubby,
springing into the doorway.

Two minutes later the bobby came
round the corner, doing about seventy
miles an hour.

He charged straight into the open
doorway. He gave a yell of triumph
23 he saw the two tramps, and then,
collaring them firmly, he marched
them down the passage and into a
Toom at the end.

es, too late, our old pals discovered
tHat they had actually tried to hide
i1 the police station itseli!

= o
Fancy Dress.

{; 0
“ VERY serious case,” yapped
A the  magistrate severely.

“Pinching a bloke’s baucl-

organ, worth fifty quid. If
I had my way,” he said, glowering at
“Tubby and Pefe, “I’d sond you to the
condemned coll and have you hanged.

But since they don’t allow us to hang
people for theft, I'll give )ou thuty
days’ hard labour. Next ca

“Here! Hi! Look hew!” yelled
Tubby. “We didn’t pinch the organ.
It was given to us as a birthday
present !

“Next case!” snapped
waving them away.

A policeman hooked the two friends
out of the dock and shot them into a
cell _downstairs.

“You wait there
Maria calls for you,”
them a sour look. “You're bound for
gaol, you two—and I'm glad of it.”

He slammed the door” and Iockcd it
Our two old pals were prisoners.

“This is a go!” groancd Gloomy
savagely. “I wish I could mect,_that
organ- grmdm avam I'd tell him a
Lhmg or tw

“rd “allop him black and blue,”
Tubby observed, sparring snnve]} into
the air, and acc]denlly punching Pete
on_the nose.

“Wow ! of?”
xowrcd Pe(

tell you what,
Tubby, dodging Pete's
organ-grinder is a reg

“1 know that!”

“Yes. And I bet he was only playing
outs!de that old feller’s house because
he’s thinking of breaking into it. You
heard the old gink say that the organ-
man had been round there every day.
He was watchin’ the house.”

“Quite likely. And I hope he gets
copped, and gets the next cell to me.
T'll tear him into little pieces and use

the Beak,

ntil the Black
he said, giving

Who are you hitting

old pard,” said
fist. “’l'lmt

¢ burglar.”

hul“l] to plaster up the holes in the
wa!

“Donb talk s
Pet

What’s the time,

I’vvc scowled at him.
“What do you want to know for,
fat’ead. You ain’t going anywhere for
thirty days.”
The door of the cell was opened and
a cnuple of hefty: constables rolled in.
““The Black Maria is here,” said one
of them. You two are going to’ave
a free wide in her—we don't charge
nothing for the fare. ~Ha, ha
Poor Tubby and Pete were grabbed,
hoisted out of the cell, propelled along
a passage-way and heaved into a large
bxdck motor-car- Black Maria.
en the door of me car, James,”
snd Tubby to the policeman. “Mind
you drive carefully, because I shall
slwck you at once if we have an acci-
o

od.

d.

Tubby and Pete stepped in.
was shut and locked.

“Al right, Bert!” suid the cop to
the deiver, “Let her 3ip

Honk-hof

R Biask Maria fairly sped along
the streets of Milhampton. Irantic old
men and screaming old ladies dodged
out of the way as sho roared along.
The driver was a speed maniac and
e liked to ey the engine out to the
ull,

He whizzed round the corner near
the prison and, too late, saw that a
coster a barrow-load of oranges
was crossing the roa

The driver stamped on his brake,
but the van couldn’t stop in time. With
a tearing crash it collided with the

barrow.

The air became full of
Oranges, oranges everywhete.  They
simply rained down. - One orange
squashed an old gentleman’s tep-hat
aver his ey Another dropped on
the head of the mayor and burst. A
third went through the window of

t, and mixed itself into

The door
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oranges.

a restauran
the pea-soup—giving it quite a charming
flavour.
The Black Maria overturned.
“Qo0000000er I ripped out Tubby, as
he and Pete w 1g together into the
corner of the
They got slowly
feet, and then th
the van had
hinges.
Escape !

and painfully tq their
stared. The fall of
ked the door off its

0y
Lo minstes lote: ey were skidding
round the corner in a cloud o

hatdiriyer BEUT Vi had bt ibod
them bolting, for he was busy having a
fight with the coster. But the police-
man had spotted them, and he was after
them Iike @ rocket. Our two pals had
a lead of a hundred yards; but so fast
did the policeman run that he was catch-
ing them up lind ovor fist

They were dest

TatieHieh Siteor ey odead i mnd
ont of the trafiic, with the policeman
after them. In front of thom was an
cmpty toxi. The two tramps lexped at

e Woodnill 17
tasi-driver. “Drive
Let her out as fast as

The driver touched his cap.
and_Pete into_the taxi,
cked down the High Street in o
R e

The pals gasped.

Tho policeman
behind.

roared Tubby to the
like the dickens.

fell

hey looked out.
left standing far




“Well, that’s that!” panted Tubby.
“We're free!”

Pece looked solemn.

“I'say! How are you gonna pay the
Laxx driver 2’

‘corks 1” urnlcd Tubby. “I

hadn’ t thought of that”
nd, look here!” said Pete. “Here's
another thing.  We ought to change
our clothes somehow. They’ll send a
description of us all over the country.”

Tubby gazed blankly at him.

“We're done!” he said.

Then Pete noticed a large brown-
paper parcel in the corner of the taxi.

““ Look I he said. “Somebody’s left a
parcel in the cab !”

Tubby picked it up and looked at it.

“No name on the outside,” he said.

“Better give it to the driver,” sug-
gested Peto.

Rut Tubby winked.

“1 know a better stunt than that,” he
said. “Let’s open it and see if we can
find out who it belongs to. Then we
can take it back, and maybe he'll give
us a reward.”

They cut the string and un ped
the paper. The first thing that, foll out
was a small printed card. Tubby and
Peto stared at it.

“Mg. and Mrs. BINGHAM-JONES
desire tho pleasure of the company of
yourself and a freind to @
FANCY-DRESS DANCE
at their_house at 11, Lupin Avenue,
Milhampton, at 8 o'clock on
Tuesday next.

PRIZES FOR THE BEST FANCY
DRESSES.”

“A  fancy-dress dance,” grinned

Tubby. “Well, whoover owns this card,

he_won’t bo able to go without it.

“It's to-night, too,” Pete pointed out.
“And it's due to start in half an hour.
1t's half-past scven now.”

“Wouldn't I like to go,” sighed
Tubby. “Cakes and wine and chicken

and—

“Don’t,” interrupted Pete. “You
make my mouth water. See what's in
the parcel.”
opened the brown paper,

< Cofks” ghsped Pater

“Lumme ! choked Tubby.

There were two complete fancy dresses
in the parcel. One was a black set of
tights, on which was painted the form
of a skeleton, with hideous, grimning
jaws and protruding bones. The other
was covered with green scales, and had
a dragon's-head covering. It was a
green dragon.

“A skeleton and a green dragon,”
murmured Pete, picking up the cos-
tumes.  “And this skeleton’s rig-out
would fit me like a glove.”

“Look !” cried Tubby suddenly.

Folded in between the dragon’s cos-
tume was a pound note. Pete gasped,
and Tubby’s eyes glimmered.

“I say, let’s go to the dance,” he said.
“We want to get rid of our clothes, and
we can have a good blow-out at the
dance, and chance what happens after-
wards. This pound note will pay the
taxi-driver.”

“It’s not ours,” said P

“Can’t help that, \Vcre desperate.
And we can earn a pound somehow,
wrap it up with the costumes, and Imke
Let's

it to the Lost Property Office.

“Lot's!” grinned Pete,
Tubby leaned out of the window and
spoke to the driver.

Every Tuesday.

The door of the cupboard opened and out walked a shining skelefon.

The

Italian gave one howl and flopped down on his knees.

“I don't want to go to Woodhill, after
all,” he said. “Drive to No. 11, Lupin
Avcnue, instead.”

“Right-ho, sir 1

“We're going to a_fancy-dress ball.
Do you mind if we change our clothes
in the cab, old sport ?”

“Not at all.”

“Good-ho !

They chnnwnd swiftly. As Pete had
foreseen, the “skeleton costume fitted him
perfectly, The dragon was not such a
good fit on Tubby; but he tucked it up
a bxt and it looked quite well.

“Lumme !” gurgled Tubby, gazing at
Pete. “If I didn’t know it was you, old
pard, you'd give me the creeps!”

“And you look a proper corker!”
grinned Pete. “Just as if you'd walked

straight out . of some fairy-story.
Straight, you do!”
he dragon opcncd and shut its ter-
nble jaws. Pete ed.
“What a lark!” he chortled. “What

a lark!”

Enter the Beak !

E a

HE taxi stopped. p
“Here you are, sir!” said the

driver.
Tubby looked out of the win-
dow, and then turned a startled face to

“Great snakea'” he said.  “This is
the house where Lhe ol( 1 nt was throw-
ing things at tha a-grinder this
morning.”

“The house we reckons he means to
burgle !” gasped Pete. “I say, what a
lark if we could catch him !”

“ How can W catch him, fat'ead?”
snorted Tul “He ain't likely to be
at_the fancy- d:ess bal

They dropped out of the cab, and
Tubby handed the driver the pound.

“XKeep the change, my good man !” he
smd lwughn

essir ! 'lhzmk you, sir!”

They walked in. ~ A footman and a
page-boy were in the hall. They both
nearly broke down as they saw the
skeleton and the dragon roll in.

“Haw, haw, haw!” roared i)m foot-
man. “Ain’t ‘hat a coughdrop !

There were heaps of guests present.
Ladies dressed up as pierrettes, colum-
bines, Queen Annes, shepherdesses—all
sorts of costumes. And men dressed as
cavaliers, Henry the Eighths, clowns,
Guy Fawkeses, and band! But Tubby
and Pete outshone them There was
nobody remotely like a skeleton or a
dragon.

“Bravo !” roared all the guests, clap-
ing and cheering.

Pete nudged Tubby.

“Let’s get out !” he muttered.
got the wind up now, ol’ pard "

“Shuttup 1” hissed Tubby.

THe Porurar—No. 625.
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Mr. Bingham-Jones canie up fo them.
“Fine costumes! Wouderful " he
“But I don’t recognise you. Who
are you?”
“We received an
mumbled Tubby.
“Ah, 1 cxpect
sent it
Five minules later up came his wife.
“What a lovely idea !” she said. “A
dragon and a skeleton! But I
recognise your faces.”
“We got a card, ma'am.”
“Ah, T expect my husbund must have
sent it
’l‘ubby grinned at Peto as

invitation, sir,”

my wife must have

don’t

she went

“W\,’re all right,” he said. “Let’s
find the refreshments.

“Wotto I said Pete, licking his lips.

They prowled round. In one room all
was dark as they looked inside, but they
could just make out the table laid for
supper.

“Here we are!” whispered Tubby.
““Let’s sneak in and bag a sandwich !”

They went in.

Then two more guests arrived, and
t‘n, butler announced to those present:

“Mr. and Mrs. Wickery |”

In came Mr. and Mrs. Wickery. Mr.
Wickery proved to be none other than
the magistrate who had that morning
given our two pals thirty days. Mus.
\ch' was a very fat lady, dressed

“ hxle \Ir W;ckerv was shaking hands
with his friends, Mrs. Wickery went
upstairs to change her coat. As she was
passing a dark room on the landing she
uttered a loud shrick.

“ Beccceeceeeeeeee 1™
Wickery.

Inside was a horrible, shining
skeleton, slinking about the room. Mrs.
Wickery took one look, and then fell
right into a large palm-trce in a tub
and rolled along the floor.

The people downstairs heard her
screams, and started for the stairs to
see what was happening.

Meanwhile, Mrs. V‘v’JrLclv had picked
herself up, and was going to run away
when she saw a horrible, gruesome,
green dragon in the door of the room,
wagging its beastly head at h

She uttered another shncL :md fell
downstairs.

The rest of the party were coming
upstairs at that moment. Mrs. Wickery
landed in their midst like a cannon-ball,
and they collapsed in one great sprawl:
ing heap.

Tubby and Pete ran down to sce what
had happened, and the very first person
they saw was the magistrate. He was
nn the ﬂoor with two other people on

sereamed  Mis.

top of

% The Boak 17 gasped Tubby.

Pete grabbed him.

“Hook it!” he said.

They fled to the back of the house.
Pete found 2 large cupboard and
jumped into

Tubby fell ﬂ.mugh a window into the
gardon. He jumped up and bolted for
a large shrubbery at the end of the
gardcn, and, diving into the shrubbery,
he lay low.

Pote, in his cupboard, stood still and
gasped. He did not know what had
happened to Tubby, no more than
Tubby knew what had happered to him.
They had separated in the rush.

Pete could hear the people picking
themselves up and asking each other
what was the matter. Ho could hear
the nasty voice of the magistrate telling
everybody what he thought of them,
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especially his wife. And Pete trembled

and almost stopped breathing.
In a few moments footsteps
approached and stopped at the cup-

board. Pete could feel his knees
knockmg together.
w it I eame the footman’s Voice.

“\\’ho left this cupboard unlocked?”

Thc kcy was turned in the lock.

Pete was a prisoner—shut up in the
cupboard as securely as he had been in
the cell !

I |
The Burglar’s Bad Night.
(= 0
UBBY didn’t know what to do.
What had happened to Pete?
That was what he kept wonder-
ing. Had he been collared and
jerked back to chokey ? Tubby prowled
all round the house, trying to sce some-
thing of him. It was no good. Pecte
had absolutely vanished.

One o’clock struck. The last guest had
long goue, except Mr. and Mrs.
\Vu,l\en, who were staying the night.

Everybody was in bed, except poor
Tubby and Pete.

A few minutes later a dark form
crept up Lupin Avenue, stopped at No.
11, and began to creep in throug!
fanlight. It was the Italian organ-
;rinder, come along to do a litde bur-
glary to make an honest living.

The Italian made no sound as he
dropped through the fanlight into the
hall. As softly as a shadow he glided
along the passage, and reached the
library.

Now, Mr. Bingham-Jones was a col-
lector of antique jewellery, and had
jewels worth thousands of pounds in his
house. They were locked in a ma:
safe; but the Italian was a good safe-

reaker.

He worked hard for an hour. At the
end of that.time he had the door of
the safe open, and the jewels at his
mercy. Stifling a c!mckle, he crammed
them into a small

“Gooda egg ! he murmurcd T
sce if da man has anyzing else wortha
da_steal.”

Ho opened a cupboard door. Inside
was stacked a lot of silver plate. He
packed it into his bag and chuckled.

o came to another cupboard door.
The key was in the lock. He turned
it; then—

His legs gave way beneath him. His
hair stood on en: is face went as
white as his collar. He tried to yell;
but ho could only gurgle.

The door opened of its own accord,
and from out the cuphoard walked a
hideous, shining skeleton, with a grin-
ning seb of tecth and shaking rib

If tho Italian had only known, the
skeleton was going_to thank him for
opening the door. But o didn’s knov.

'3

Poor old organ-grinder! Ho was
done—done fo the wide. He hadn’t the
power of a single movement loft in
him. As that horrible monster came
towards him up the path, he could
only stare, and stare, and sia Jis
legs had given way. He was motion-
less with fright.

Tubby, of course, thought it was Peto:

who had smashed the “mdow, but as
he ‘xppzo’\ched the figure on the ground
he saw Pete leaning out of the broken
window.

vhat's up?” he asked,
ing with cold,
selled _Pete.

“ Burglars I
Ii’s the organ-grinder !”

rer-

“Hold
him !

e o oo it b T
mga bad faiute
organ-g-grinder!” chattered
h.m,\ “Lomme get ab him 1
\mls up, you scoundrels!” roared
S v Ring s Su e
Wickery bebind him, looked ous of an
upstairs window with @ rifle in lis
hand.
“Burglars 1” mmd [Lubly
cs; so I seo!” yapped Mr. Bing-

ham-Jones nastily. Y St
house, you two, and bring tho other
villain with you. Look sharp about
HY2

Tubby caught up the helpless burglary
and heaved him  through the broken
window.  Then he climbed in aiter

him.

M
trate
light.

“Now, what's all this?”

gham-Jones and tho magis-
ame down and switched on the

snarled Mr.

“You tell *im, Tubby,” said Pote.

Tubby explained. Ho told them how
they had suspected that the organ-
grinder was bent on burglary; how

they had been sentenced for stealing
e BtiTornh, dnd How They M
escaped.

“By Jove!” yelled the beak. *Yos,

T recognise ’em, now they’'ve taken their
head-dresses off. It's the two spots of
ﬂastinots to whom I gave thirty days
to-day.”

“ And we didn't do it,” ;zrmmu: Pete.
“It was this egg that stole the or gan,

“We're onIy a couple of harmless
tramps, sir,” put in Tubby.

“Well,” said the magistrate, “you've
copped the right criminal, and that’s
all that matte: Come to the court to-
morrow, and you can leave \nthoub @
stain on your Sharaion: though V't
say as much for your shirts. Til s
mon a policeman, and have this bit
of trouble locked in a cell.”

Je strode away. The other old fel-
low looked at them.

“You've saved me from a serious bur-
glary,” he said. “You won’t find me
ungrateful. _ You must stop here the
night. T'll discuss the question of a
reward te-morrow. Ill como down
on’t you worry! Is there

“Wheceeee! Wi
Wb thattatriio- yoll the organ-

grinder leapt clean through the window.
rash! Tinkle-tinkle!

He fell into the garden, with frag
ments of glass dropping on him like
rain. Scared almost out of his wits
the burglar scrambled up, and was
about to run away, when he suddenly
gave a low moan, and sank to the
ground in horror.

The moon was full, and it shone on

a ghastly form coming out of the
shrubbery.
A torrible, hideous green dragon,

with a_wagging head, huge jaws, and
pointed tecth.

anything o]s I can do for you?”
shivered
ey something to ‘make me
warm. I'm as cold as ice.”

The old man grinned, and handed
him a little pareel.

“T ought to tell you,” he said, “that
that (hugun costume won first prize in
our ianc ress contest. Here’s the
prize. find it useful.”

Tubby opcncd the parcel.

It was a framed painting of the
of London. 1B BND.

(Al the animals in the countryside run
after Tubby and Pete! Why? See ncxt
week’s tale of the Hobo Adventurers.)

Fire
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RUCTIONS IN
THE REMOVE
FOOTER TEAM!

Vernon-Smith
Chucked Out!

Oese<een

.= _, DROPPED
FROM THE

TEAM!

ARRY  WHARTON
stopped ab the door
of Vernon - Smith’s

study in the Remove
passage at Greyfriars, and

knocked.
Three or four Remove
fellows, in the passage,

glanced rather curiously
the captain of the Remove.

Wharton’s  brows  were
knitted, and the expression
face was not at all pleasant. His
look indicated that ho was not
dropping . into Smithy’s study in
exactly @ friendly spirit. Skinner,
lounging in the doorway of Study No. 11,
with Snoop, winked at his comrade.

“His Magnificence is ratty!” mur-
mured Skinner. “Smithy’s goin’ to get
the benefit of it.”

noop grinned.

“Smithy isn’t the man to stand it,”
he remarked.

“No. Looks as if there’s going to be
a row,” said Skinner. “Smithy will give
as good as he gets. What will you bet
that the great man doesn’t come out of
Smithy’s study on his neck ?”

Snoop chuckled at the idea.

Trom inside Study No. 4 Smithy’s
voice rang out cheerily:

“Trot in1”

Harry Wharton opened the door of
Study No. 4 and entered.

Tea was _going on in Vernon-Smith’s
study. Smithy and his study-mate, Tom
Redwing, were at the table, and both of
them nodded cordially enough to the
captain of the Remove.

“Welcome as _the flowers in May, old
bean,” said Smithy. “Take a pew and
join us with this cake.”

Wharton coloured a little.

He had not come to Study No. 4 on a
pleasant errand; and Smithy’s cordial
greeting embarrassed him a little.

“Thanks, I've had my tea,” he said.

“Have another !” smiled the Bounder.

Wharton shook his head.

at

on his

“Nothing wrong, is there, Wharton ?”
asked Tom Redwing, who had noted
at_once the cloud on the Remove cap-
tain’s brow.

“Not so far as_you're concerned,
Reddy,” answered Wharton.

“Littlo me?” asked Smithy.

“Well, yes.”

“What's the jolly old trouble?” asked
the Bounder amicably. “Give it a name
and get it off your chest.
won'’t sample the cake?”

“Quite, thanks.”

Wharton hesitated.

Vernon-Smith’s  manner was  still
cheery and civil, but a gleam had come
into his eyes, and his faco hardened.
If the captain of the Form had come to
his_study to. call him over the coals,
Smithy, as Snoop had remarked, was not
the man to stand it. -In the right or in
the wrong—and he was more likely to

o in the wrong—Smithy was not the
fellow to take slanging from anybods.

“Go ahead ” he suggested, as the
captain of the Remove hesitated. “No
charge for a seat, if you'd like to squat.”

Wharton remained standing.

“The fact is, perhaps, I'd better spealk
to you alone, Smithy,” he said at_last.
“I” didn’t know you were tea-ing—
yow're rather late, ~ T'll look in again.”

“Rot ” said Smithy. “Whatever i
you can cough it up before Redw:
T've no seorets from Redwing.”

“PIl get out, if you like,” said Red-
wing. “I don’t mind.”

<[ do,” said Vernon-Smith tersely.
“Stay where you are!”

Sure you

o

He fixed his eyes on Whar-

on.
“Look here, Wharton, get
on with it. If you've come
here for  trouble yow've
found me at home.”
“Wharton hasn’t come here
for trouble, old man,” said
Redwing mildly.
“He looks
the Bounder.
“Not exactly,” said Harry.
“Aren’t you satisfied with
my form for the match with
the Fourth?” asked Vernon-
Smith sarcastically. “You
can scratch my name from the list as
soon as you like.” : 3
“I'm quite satisfied with it,” said

like it grunted

Wharton, ;

“QOh, that’s good |” said the Bounder,
still sarcastic.

“But it’s the Fourth Form match that
T'vo come to speak about,” said the
captain of the Remove. “The Remove
play the Fourth next Wednesday, and
you're down to play, Smithy. But—"

“But—" mimicked the Bounder.

His cordial manner was quite gone
now. Smithy wanted to make it quite
clear that he was not the kind of fellow
to be called on the carpet, even by his
football captain.

Wharton compressed his lips.

“If you want me to speak before Red-
wing, I'll speak,” he said.

“Pm  waiting 1” The Bounder
shrugged his shoulders. *You can speak
before the whole Form, or' before all
Greyfriars, if you choose. Shout it out
from the housatops, whatever it is, and
1 shan’t care a rap. By gad! Do you
think I’'m a man to tremble at your
frown, like Bunter?”

Smithy rose to his feet, facing
Wharton across the table. His eyes were
glinting now.

“Smithy |” murmured Redwing.

The Bounder did not heed him. His
eyes were fixed aggressively on the cap-
tain of the Remove.

Wharton breathed hard.

Tre Porvrsr—No. 625.
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His own temper was quick enough,
and his aggressive reception was quite
enough to make him angry. But he
controlled his temper. He had nob come
there to qaam.l with Vernon-Smith if
he could help i

“There’s talk gomg round the studies
that you have been making bets on the
Form match, Smithy,” he said quietly.

ounder started.

«You've heard that

“ Yoo

“Blessed if T see how.”

“I only want you to say it isn't true,
Smithy, and, of course, shall accept
your word without questio

“I hope so,” a«ented we Bounder.

Bab suppose it is true?

“I want an answer—yes, or no,” said
Harry. “I needw’t refer to the fact that
betting on the matches is against -the
rules of the school, and means a row
if the Head heard of it. ~ You wouldn’t
care_about that.”

“Not a rap!”

Shgiedu mntion tha it’s shady and
blackguardly, eithe: on’t suppose
you \}\oll]d care much about that.”

Thanks

“Ill come straight to the point. If
you™ 've laid money on the Form match
)o‘\ ve dropped from the team. Yes or

2” he exclaimed.

Thc Bcunuf‘r compross d his lips.

to give me a

said Harry. “Your
5, and whatever 1
it’s not my business to
ou. 1've never done it that
AR
shady tricks into the school games I'm
bound to put my foot down. Thoyire
saying in the studics and in

it wouvo Taid betk o s rmn match
with "Angel, of the Fourth.”

“And you fecl bound to bring the
tattle of the studies and the Rag to
me !” sncered Vernon-Smith. “If it had
been' Bob Cherry, or Frank Nugent, or
Johnny Bull, or Hurree Singh—

“I should have known it was tattle, in

se, and taken no notice of it,”
farzy, | 4In your caso it
different.  But T've come here s a
friend, Smithy ; T only want yon to deny
it. As I've said, your word is_good
enough for me; but I must know.”

“And if I've laid a tenner with Angel

of the Fourth you're going to drop me
out of the team like a hot potato?”
jeered the Bounder.
said Wharton unhesitatingly.
T'm not going to
or
i

“Yes,”
“Drop - me, then.
make excuses to you, or to anybody
else,” said Vernon-S scornfully.
i T care for a match
He snapped his
that!  Almost any
could beat Temple's
wd. You don’t need a
ght for the game. And
¢ mountin’ the high
£ it had been the Rook-
gheliffe match, or. the St.
Jim's, 3 RN ke
pick row with your best forward
just e
“That jso’t so,” said Harry quietly.
“If it were any Sxture on the Remove
list, and I found a man making bets
on the game, I'd drop }um fast enough.
ow. that, S or you ought
to know it. Buat I dont mind saying
frankly that I'm glad it's only a match
with Temple’s crowd—L can casily find
you good cnough for

ngers.
Remove team
fumbling cr
man of my
that's why ¥
horse about i
wood or Hi,

= Well, if that's all, there’s the door,”
said Snmhy gruffly,
aven’t nns\vernu me yet,” said
TnE Pomun—No 625.
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the captain of the Remove. “If y
haven't laid money on the match \Nth
Angcl o( thc Folu(:h~-—
: to it,

only got deny

“gs quite true, you ass.’”

Redwing uttered only that  mono-
syllable. He was quite taken aback.

“It's ‘true?” said Wharton.

“Tve said so.’

“That’s all, the

And Harry left thc study.

“Shut the door altcr you ” called out
the Bounder mocking]

The captain of the e quietly
closed the door. Skinner and Suoop
stared at him along the passage, dis-
appointed that there was no sign of

his Magnificence ” ' leaving  Smithy’s
study “on his neck.” Harry Wharton
went down to the Rag, where the foot-
ball list for the Form match was pasted
on the door. A dozen fellows watched
him as_he drew a pencil through the
name of H. Vernon-Smith.

0 o
Smithy Makes a Discovery !
) a

Bounder, raising his vume a little.
“I'm askin’ you a question.’”

“Well, then, yes, I do,” said Red-
wing. It was up to him to do as he
did, and you had no, right to expect any-
thing else, Smithy.

“Straight from the shouldcr at all
events I sai ernon-Smith Ynu
don’t beat about the bush, Rcd“m"

“Well, you made me answer,” said
Tom. “If was too rotten to make bets
on the Form match, Smithy was no
cnd surprised when you said it was true.

P'm not surprised at it in Aubrey Angel;
he’s a bad egg all through. But I can’t
think how you came to let him draw you
into it!”

The Bounder laughed sardonically.

“You take me for an innocent little

duck that was drawn into it by a
naughty bad egg?” he asked:
“No; I'm afraid you're anything but
an innocent duck, Smithy,” said Tom,
with a faint smile. “You do a lot of
things I wish you wouldn’t do. But bet-
tuw o the school games is too thick;

I don’t believe you’d have thought
n yourself, I'm sure that the s:
gestion came from Angel, and I'm su
d that you fell in with it
a matter of fact, you’ve hit it,”
said Vernon-Smith moodxlv “Tf Whar-
ton hadw’t been so high-and-mighty, I'd

ERBERT VERNON - SMITH
drove his hands deep into his
pockets and scowled. He was
in a bad temper that afternoon,

and Tom Redwing, his chum, had a
rather troubled look. Redwing bore
with his companion’s ill-humour—he was
very patient with Smithy. Buf it was
not a happy half-holiday. ~ The two
juniors had gone out of gates. The

ounder had declined to join in the
Form games practice as he was dropped
from the Form eleven.

Redwing would have been glad enough
to play in the pickup, but Smithy
scemed to expect his company, so Red-
wing had gone out with him. Rittle had
been said by either of the strangely
assorted chums as they rambled by lanes
and fields.  Vernon-Smith’s remarks,
when he made any, consisted of grous-
ing, which really was not very entertain-
ing, He scemed to mourish an im-
placable resentment against the captain
of the Remove, and he seemed to expect
his_chum_to play chorus, as it were.
And as Redwing did not do so the
Bounder’s resemmenc seemed to be
turning on

They stoppcd at a stile on the border
of T'riardale Wood, and sat down for a
rest—tho Bounder for a smoke. Red-
wing gave no sign as he lighted a
cigarette.

“Shockin’ you—what ?” asked Smithy.

“You might be seen, Smithy,” said
Tom Redwing mildly. “It would mean
trouble with Mr. Quelch. You know
what happened a few days ago. And
you promised me that you'd chuck play-
ing the sxlly goat.”

“Oh, we’re safe enough here, with the
wood between us and G\cyfrlals"’ said
the Bounder carelessly. “I shouldn’t be
smokin’ if I were still in the ecleven.
Wharton’s fault.”

Redwing made no answer.

“You haven’t said a word about it,”
said the Bounder. “Do you think that’
‘Wharton has treated me decently ?”

“What's the good of talking, old
chap ?” said Radwmg “There’s a lot of
things we don’t agree on. Let’s agreo

to differ.
“Do that Wharton has

you think
treated “me decently?”” repeated the

have exp it’s nof so shady as it
looks. T know it doesn’t look nice.”

“I'm glad you can sce that, at any
rate.”

“It was really a trifle,” said the
Bounder. “Temple- & Co. have been
going all out in games practice lately,
hopin’ to beat the Remme, and they
think they’ve got chance. _Angel
bragged that he wou]d back his Form if
he could find a Remove man to take
him on, and, without thinking,
I'd give him two to one, You see, T
thought he was only gassing—he gasses
no_end——

“He doct agreed Redwing.

“And when I said I'd give him two to
one, T was thinking of two to one in
douchnuts, said Smithy.

“Oh!” ejaculated Redwmg.

“But Angel took on my offer at once,
and made it fivers,”” said the Bounder,
“T wasn’t goin’ to let that swankin’ cad
think T was afraid to put up the money.
So I let it go at that.”

see,” said Redwing quietly.
an\\ Angel worked it somehow.
were rather an ass to care for
OD\I’_I‘IOH i

his

3.2
but he’s not goin’ to
vank that I'm afraid to back my
opinion. T was a silly ass to lot myself
e let in for it, I know. If I'd stopped
T e T done
)f But there it is—and T wasn’t going
o lct Wharton call me over the coals,
et ragging a fag ! said the

Sounder sava

STE ot cxolai it Whatton' how
it came about, Smithy, he would sco
that it wasn’t so jolly serious, and—""

“Catch me_explainin’ I’ sneered the
Bounder. ‘‘He came to my study to jaw
me; and I'm not a fellow to take jaw
from anybody.”

“Well, I don't think he exactly came
to jaw you, Smithy,” said Tom.
“Naturally, he wanted to know how the
matter stood. Perhaps he might have
Resi v L hones mattal EiIE
naturaily feeling a bit annoyed—2"

“Catch me takin’_any notice of his
annoyance !> said Vernon-Smith dis-
dainfully, “He's not my master, I
5!\1)‘)0527”

“You ought to have remembered that

you were in the wrong, in, the first
blace, Smithy,” said Tom. “But,
here, can’t you call that bet off?

Took
']hnt



would make it all right; and Whazton

would most likely come round.
“I don’t care a rap whether he comes
any

round or mnot; I'm not askin’

favours of his Highness! I don’t w
to play in a measly Form match; i
bein’ dropped from the team and
sermonised that gets my goat!” growled
the Bounder. “I’ve a jolly good mind
to stand out of the footer for the whole
season. But I dare say that’s just what
Wharton wants. He would be glad to
see me get my back up to that cxtent.”

“Rot, old chap! You can’t be sp.
from the big fixtures,”” said Redwing.
“And, really, you know, you asked for
this. You let-Angel of the Fourth land
you with a bet you never wanted, and
you didn’t even keep it dark.”

“T did keep it dark!” snapped the
Bounder. “Haven't you any cyes? Or
any sense? Angel let it out on purpose,
knowin’ how Wharton would take
With me out of the Remove team h
got a better chance of baggin' my

Vernon-Smith’s eyes glinted as

tenner.  If 'd played, T'd have made
jolly certain of baggin’ his fiver !

“I dare say he’s rotter cnough to
scheme such a thing,” admitted Red-
wing. “But I can’t quite catch on, al
the same. The Fourth have a better
chance now, but they won't beat the
Remove, Your standing out ma
difference; but it doesn’t make al
difference.”

“T know! Angel’s got something clse
up his slceve, I fancy,” said the
Bounder. “I thought he was gassin’
when he offered to back his form; but
as he turns out to have been in earnest,
he must think that he has a chance of
pullin’ it off. Temple’s crowd are in
Detter form than usual—and the Remove
Tave lost their best man—in my opinion,
That gives the Fourth a chance—a good
chance; but not a certainty.  And
can’t imagine Angel laying five quids
on a chance. He’s hard up these days—
he’s had an awful run of luck on the
races. My tenner will set him up a
little, if he gets hold of it—and he’s
countin’ on gettin’ hold of it. He’s got
another move up his sleeve.”

“Blessed if I can guess what, Smithy.
Ife can’t play the same trick - with
another member of the eleven.”

The Bounder snececred.

1 that

-
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“No; I'm the only black sheep in the
flock,” he said sardonically. “E:

perhaps Hazel—and Hazel's got no
money. Besides, if Hazel dropped out
of the team it wouldn’t weaken it—it

« would strengthen it, as Wharton would

play Tield in
worth a dozen of Hazel.
played because he's Marjorie
dene’s brother, anyhow.”

“Qh, not quite that!” said Redwing
laughing.  “Hazel keeps j
well when he's in  form.  Still, if
Wharton put Squiff into goal, the

his’ place, and Field’s
Hazel's only
Hazel-

he burst upon the two card-players. I
for the Form mateh, Hazel ? > he asked.

Fourth wouldn’t have much chance of
puiting the ball in; so I don’t suppose
that Angel has any designs on
Hazeldene.”

“And there’s no other fellow in the
eleven that would fall to such a_trick,”
said the Bounder. *Iven  Bolsover
major, who's been shoved in, would
draw the line at betting on the Form
matches.  All the same, Angel’s got
something up his sleeve, and I've been
wonderin” what. He doesn’t expect the
Fourth to win on their football form;
but he expects them to win, or he
wouldn’t have backed them with a

ver.”

Redwing frowned.

“He’s a bad hat,” he said.  “It's
rather a pity the Head doesn’t spob
him, and boot him' out of Greyfriars.
A fellow like that can do @ lot of harm
in a school. I suppose his time will
come. I hear that Templo batted him
when it came out about the bet on the
Form match.”

“Wharton didn’t think of battin’
me !” said the Bounder.  “I don’t think

should have taken it like a lamb, like
Aubrey Angel. By gad, ift—" The
Bounder’s eyes blazed.

“Dear old chap, don’t work up steam
over something that hasn’t happened,

‘Except w

9

likely to happen,” said Red-
wing. n wouldn’t think of any-
thing of the sort. Look e, old chap,
forget all about it. A mateh with the
Fourth is nothing; to a footballer of
yi\u‘ standing the thing isn’t serious at
i

and

“A follow doesn’t like being called

over the  coals, an ted like o
naughty kid,” growled 5. “Dvo
had  plenty of chipping about  it.

s this how you’re geiting ready

Skinner pull you

g 23 well as Angel
ut‘ tlxvc Fourth.”

t's a lot of fuss about nothing,”
said  Vernon-Smith, <1t I were 8
fellow like Angel, about with
dirty betting on ¢ it would

be different.
“No; but
“Well, that's

makingout. He

Is that how it stands?”

o
present mood it wa to say any-
thing without giving offence.
“You don’t agree with me?
“You know I don't, Smithy, old
What's the good of arguing about
it?” said Redw 1
“Are you my pal,
sneered the Bounder,
“Yours, old chap

ag patiently.
or

Wharton’s

vou can’t ex-
pect me to agree w you when you're
playing the goat. For goodness' sake,
lot’s drop the subject!”

Redywing was showing signs of restive-
ness at last.

“Drop it, then—and drop me, too!”
said the Bounder savagely. *Are you
going back by the road?”
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“Ves.”

“Then I'm going through the wood.”

And with a_sullen, savage glance at
his chum, the Bounder dropped over the
stile, and strodo away into the wood by
himself.

Redwing _glanced after him and
sighed; his friendship with _the
Bounder of Greyfriars, was sometimes
rather trying. - Bub ho hoped that
Smithy would succeed in walking o
his jll-humour, and that they would
meet on friendly terms, as usual, for
tea in the study at Greyiriars.

So, leaving the Bounder for the
present to his own devices, Redwing
walked away by the road towards the
school.

Vernon-Smith did not glance back as
ho plunged into the wood, - Ho would
probably have grected Redwing with
a bitter gibe had Tom followed him.
But he was irritated at being taken at
his word, all the same, He was, in
fact, in a bitter and unreasonable
tewper, zeady to quarrel with friond
or foc.

He tramped on by a lonely footpath,
thick with fallen leayes, with his hands
driven deep info his pockets, and a
deep scowl on his face.

Suddenly ho halted and burst into a
sardonic chuckle,

In a glade of the wood he came in
sight of two Greyfriars juniors, seated
on a fallen log. One of them was Aubrey
Angel, the other Hazeldene of the
Removo. Both of them were smoking
cigarettes, and the log between them
was being used gs a card-table.

Hazel, who was down to play for the
Remove on Wednesday, should have
been at games practice that afternoon
and this was where Hagel was, and
this was how he was occupied.

Vernon-Smith had been turned out of
the eleven for having, in an_unthinking
moment—though Wharton did not know
that—been _drawn into betting on the
result of the Form match. He won-
dered grimly what Wharton would have
done had he scen Hazel at the present
moment.

The Bounder stood watching the two
for a few minutes.

They were deeply absorbed in their
game, and did not glance in_his direc-
tion, ‘and they had not heard his foot-
falls on the thick carpet of leaves,

Hazel's faco_was_a_little whito and
anxious,  Smithy judged that he was
not getting the best of the game. That,
however, went without saying.  The
foolish fellow was no match for Aubrey
Angel.

Hazel was losing money which ho
could not afford to lose, and he was
growing troubled, and sullen, and sulky.
ie threw away a half-smoked cigaretto
with a savage gesture, but almost imme-
diately lighted anothor.

Tho Bounder watched, and his eyos
glinted.

He had told Redwing that the sports-
man of the Fourth had another card
up his sleeve; he had been glad to get
Smithy dropped from the Remove team,
on the principle that every little helped.
But he had some other move to make—
some other move of more effect. And
as Smithy watched the gamblers, he
knew what that move was. The biack-
guard of Greyfriars was getting at the
Remove goalkeeper !

Hazel, doubtless, did not know it yet.
It was fairly certain that he did not
know it.

But the Bounder knew it as he gazed
at the scene—knew it as well as if
Aubrey Angel had told_him.

He burst into a loud laugh.

Tae Porurar—No. 625.

The POPULAR

Hazeldene started violently at  the
sound and looked up. Angel of the
Fourth glanced round carelessly.

“Smithy I’ exclaimed Angel.

“Is this how you're getting ready for
the Form match, Hazel?” asked the

Bounder in a tone of grim banter.

“No bizney of yours. Yowre not in,
tho team mow,” said Hazeldeno
sullenly.

“Come and take a hand, Smithy,”
said Angel amicably.

The Bounder hesitated a moment.
His evil star was in the ascendant that
day. But he shook his head and curled
his lip.  Angel of the Fourth was
beyond even Smithy’s limit, which was
a wide one.

“Thanks, no,” he said. “There’s a
proverb_that says that you can’t touch
pitch without bein’ defiled, you know.”

“What ?”

“Pm not a particular chap, Angel,
but- I draw the line somewhere, you
know,” said Vernon-Smith. “I draw
it ab you !”

And the Bounder went on his way,
Jeaving Angel with a black look on b3
ace,

(=]
Bunter is Indignant !

o A
“« OPPERS I said Bob Cherr
“Eh?7”
“Toppers 1
The Famous Five of the
Remove were at tea in Study No. 1
when Bob Cherry made that cryptic
remark.
All the juniors were rather thought-

ul.
Wharton was troubled about football
matters. The absence of his goalkeeper
from the afternoon’s practice disturbed
him.

Hazel was a good man in goal when
he liked; but he was uncertain, and
sometimes given to slacking, and
Wharton would not have cared to play
him in a big fixture. ut he was
more than good enough for the Form
match, if he liked. The question was,
whether he liked.

His absence that afternoon looked as
if a new spell of slacking was setting
in; indeed, his walking out with Angel
of the Fourth hinted that something
more than slacking was going on.

Wharton wondered whether he was
heading for trouble again, as he had so
often done before. ut it was quite
possible that Hazel's absence that_after-
noon was simply due to a desire to
show that he was not to be dictated to,
and that he could do as he liked. . The
captain of the Remove was strongly
tempted to scratch his name out of the
football list, but he was unwilling to
take that extreme step if it could be
helped. It meant throwing ‘away all
the work that had been done in making
a footballer of Marjorie’s shiftless
brother.

Nugent, and Inky, and Johnny Bull
were also thinking about the football
captain’s difficulty. Bob Cherry, how-
ever, was thinking about another
matter, as his observation showed.

“Toppers!”  repeated  Wharton.
coming out of a brown study, and look-
ing at Bob in surprise.

“Yes, we shall have to sport toppers
for the occasion,” said Bob.

“Toppers in a Form match |” ejacu-
lated Wharton. ;

“Eh? Who's talking about a foot-
ball match?”

“Well, I was thinking about it,” said
Harry, laughing.

“I was thinking about our walk-"to-
morrow,” said Bob.

“Gh, T see !”

“Forgotten it, old chap 7 asked Bob.
“I suppose you know we're calling at
Cliff House to-morrow morning for
Marjorie and Clara, with Hazel? As
it's a Sunday walk, we shall have to
sport toppers.”

“Oh, certainly | I hadn’t forgotten,”
said Harry. “It’s rather awkward.
shall have to speak to Hazel about cut-
ting the practice to-day, and one never
knows how he will take even the mildest

word. I hope he won’t be sulky to-
morrow. It will be awkward.”
“Brrraxl”

Johnny Bull, apparently, had no
special consideration to cxpend upon
Hazel’s touchiness.

The discussion was interrupted by the
opening - of the study door. Billy
Bunter’s fat face and big spectacles
glimmered in. =

“I say, you fellows—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! How did Bunter
kn?w we had tarts here?” exclaimed

ob.

“Oh, really, Cherry—>

Bunter rolled into the study.

“I didn’t know you had a plum cake,”
he said. “But as you're so pressing, I'll
sample it, old man. I say, you fellows,
that cad Hazeldene— Bunter helped
himself to cake amply.

 Has Hazel come in 7 asked Wharton,

“¥es, rather; in no end of a temper,”
said Bunter, munching tatts. “I say,
you fellows, it’s really thick, you know.
Hazel's really a rank outsider. No

gentleman, you know.”
“What has he done now?” asked
Nugent.  “Has he refused to cash a

postal order for you?”
“Ob, really, Nugent—— Groooogh 1
unter gasped. Cake and conversation
together did not scem to agree. Some-
thing had gone down the wrong way,

and  Bunter gasped and spluttered,
“Shall T smack you on the back?>
asked Bob.

Bunter dodged away in time.

“I say, you fellows, Pl tell you what
he’s done,” he went on, his fat neck
having been cleared by a series of
coughs and gasps and gurgles. “He's
asked me to square.”

“What?”

“He lent me a few shillings last term,”
said_Bunter. “Now he's dunning me
for it. Awful cad! I told him that it
was an old account, and he said_that
made no _difference, and he wanted the
money. Fancy a fellow being so hard
up that five bob makes a difference to
him! Poverty-stricken outsider, you
know !

“Of course, you squared at once?”
asked Bob sarcastically.

“I told him, of course, that I should
not keep him waiting for his measly
bobs,” said Bunter, with dignity. “I
happen to be short of money tem-
porarily—-""

“Not really?”

“Yes, really, for once, old chap._ But,
2s I told Hazel, Pve got friends in the
Remove who won't let me be dunned for
money. That's really why I camo hero
to seo you fellows.”

“Why?” asked Nugent.
go and see your friends?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, really, Nugent! Now, which of
you chaps is going to lend me five bob
to square that cad Hazel?” asked
Bunter, blinking round through his
spectacles.  “Don’t all speak at once.”

The Famous Five did not all speal at
once. They did not speak at all.- They
grinned.

“Why not



“Well, I'll get along and ask Smithy,
as nono of you will offer,” said Bunter.
“I cai let that cad dun

me for

' And the Owl of the Remove rolled out

of Study No.
arry Wharton & Co. looked at one
anothe:

“Hazel must be jolly hard up if he's
really been trying to collect a debt
from Bunter,” said Bob, with a faint

he hard-upfulness must be terrific.”

“ harton frowned.

“It looks—"" he began, and broke
off. “Well, T suppose Hazel's private
affairs are no concern of ours. But I
hope the silly ass hasn't been playing
the goat again.”

Tea over, the jumiors left the study,
and Harry Wharfon went along to No.
2, Hazel’s study. In the Remove pass
age he passed Vernon-Smith, who had
just come in. Wharton gave the

Bounder & nod, and received in return
a hard and steely stare. Fle shrugged
his shoulders as he walked on. He was
quite willing to forget the late un-
pleasantness, if Smithy was; but if the
Bounder chose to keep it up, it did not
affect the captain of the Remove very
much. Vernon-Smith cast a scowl after
Lim, and tramped on to Study No. 4.

O
O
His study-mate, Tom Brown,was

“tea-ing ” along the passage with
Squiff. Hazel was sitting limply in the
study armehair, with a black look on
his face, and was evidently tired and
troubled. His lock grew blacker as he
saw thr' captain of the Remove.

“\Well, what is it now?” asked Hazel,
before the captain of the Remove could
speak. “I'd better warn you that I'm
not in 2 mood to be jawed. If that's it,
you can cut it out.”

Hazel was evidently in a quarrelsome
mood, But it takes two to make a
quarrel, the captain of the Remove did
nof intend to let the trouble materialise.

“But I haven’t come to jaw you, old
chap,” he said mildly.

Hazel grunted.

The soft answer is said to turn away
wrath; and soft answers from Wharton
were_rare. But Hazel looked as sulky
and irvitable as before. 1t was easy to
see that there was some worry on his
mind, unconnected with the idea of any
“jaw ” from his football captain.

“But T expected to see you on Little
Side this afternoon, you know,” said
Harry amicably.

< went out of gates.’

“Yes now. But—

suppose I can go out of gates on a
hm]f hollda 1f I choose?”

“ Certainly.

“Well, that’s that!” grunted Haze!.
= “But we wanted you, you know,” said
Harry. “Still, let it pass. We get a
good practice on Tuesday, and you've
been in great form latély. Yowll do
well in goal; and you know that since
Smithy was dropped, wo wang to fake
care not to let the Fourth beat us.”

“I don’t see that you meed have
dropped Smithy.”

Hazel Asks For It!

o
ARRY WHARTON tapped at
the door of Study No. 2, and

Wharton  breathed hard for a
moment.

“Well, he’s dropped, anyhow,” he
said. It weakens the team; unless I

make some more changes; but I don’t
want o do that if it can bo helped ”
mean you think you could
strengthen the team i putting Field
into goal?” said Hazel unpleasantly.

Every Tuesday.

Tyery fellow in the Remove, except-
ing Hazel, knew that the een
be immensely strengthened by putting
Squiff into goal. Hazel was the
fellow who did not know it,
Aiusa(l to know it.
er mind that,” said Harry.
was d sappointed not to sce
the team to-day t yowll tur o1
Tuesday. That \\'111 mal,c it JH rlght =
I don’t know that I shall.”

Again Wharton breathed hard. He
was aware that he would not have taken
so much “cheek ” as this from any other
member of his team. Hazel was pre-
suming on his patience and goo
temper.

“Let’s have this clear, Hazel!” said
Harry, gently enough. “Uve put you
into the team, and you're bound to play
up. let a man’cut the cRlBa
tices, \»h'\t will all the fellow

“ rem say what they like.

Hzrrv ‘Wharfon stood silent.
patience, so far, would have su ed
any Remove fellow who had }-eard lum
talk, But there was a limit to patience.

“Anything more?” sneered IHazel.

“Well, we're walking to Cliff House
to-morrow, and speak of it u"am,
said Harry, and he turned to the door.

“Oh, rot!” said Hazel. *Let’s hear
an end of it. I'm not a fellow to be
called over the coals, and I tell you so
plainly. T've heard a lot of talk ubout
Field in goalAI think I'm as good a
man, if you ask me. But if you ol
ﬁ'icld’s a befter man, why the deuce
on’t you play hmﬂ I'm not asking
for any f:no\u

It isn’t that,” smd Harry. “You're
every bit good enuugl\ to play Temple’s
crowd, and yow're entitled to a show in

ey

a match
“But not good enough to play St.
Jim’s?” sneered Hazel.
"IE you want to play St Jim’s,

vouwve only got to stick to games prac-
tice bard, and got into form for it. I'd
be glad fo see you playing in a school
m’ltuh if you were equal to it.”

“I don’t want to play St. Jim’s,
Hazel woolly.

” said

“I don’t want to play
the Fourth, for that matter. You
offered me the place, and I took it on—

=)

never sai keen about it.
doesn’t matter a ha'penny rap to me
vhethcr 1 play on Wednesday or not.”

ook here, zel~———

“If you think you're conferring a tre-
mendous benefit on me, you can wasl
out,” said Hazel contemptuon
“T'm giving up a half-holiday on Wed-
nesday to the footer—and I'd jolly well
rather be somewhere else, if you want
to know. And you can’t call mie to heel
when you like, cither. I shall suit
myself ‘about turning up for practice on
Tuesday; it's not @ compulsory day.”

Wharton looked at him steadi

“I sant to keep friendly with you,
Hazel,” he said. “I want to keep you
in the footer if I can. But there’s a
limit—TI've got the team to consider.
T'd better say plainly that unless you
give me your “word to play in the prac-
tice on Tuesday, I can’t koep you in the
eleven for the Form match.”

“Am I askin’ you to?” sneered Hazel.

“?Yo:n mean that you want to stand
out?”

“T mean that T don’t care a rap ono
way or the other,” exclaimed Hazel
irritably. “I'm fed-up with footer,
and fed up with you, if you want to
hear what I feel about it.”

Wharton compressed his lips.

“I suppose that means that you are
playing the goat again—I heard that
you were with Angel, of the Fourth,
this afternoon.”

“No_business of yours, I suppose,”

said Hazel. “Are you going to meddle
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with my private affairs besause I've
consented to keep goal for you?”

“Consented ” repeated the captain of
the Remove.

“Yes—consented. I've not asked for
the place, and I'm not asking for it
don’t care a dash about it.”

y well; yowre scratched,” said
the captain of the Remove. “There’s
a Iun\t Hazcl You don’t play on Wed-
nes

“I d.ue say I shall find something
else to do,” snecred Hazel.

Harry Wharton turned and left the
study.
Hazel threw himself into the arm-
chair_again, scowling blackly. He was
not thinking of the place inthe team
that he had lost; obviously, he did not
care about that. ~ Other matters were
on his mind—not unconnected, pxobabls,
with his card-play with Angel, of the
I'om‘;h, that afternoon in F)iar(lnle

He turned his head irritably as the
study door re-opencd a few minutes
later, half-expecting to see Wharton
again, In his conceit, he would mnot
have been surprised if the captain of
the Remove had returned to ask him
to alter his decision. But it was Tom
Brown, the New Zealand junior, his
study-mate, who came in.

“Sorry, old bean,” said Tom Brown
cheorily.

“Sorry for what?”

T see your

“What_rot!”

“I noticed the list in the Rag,” said
the New Zealand junior, “Your name’s
marked out. I'm sorry, as you
getting on so well with the footer.
really, it was rather thick cutting
practice to-da; Xon mxghf really have
expected it, old man.”

Hazeldene sat bolt upright, and fixed

furious stare on the New Zealand
junior. Tom Brown was taking it for
granted that he had been dropped from
the team because ho had cut games

ractic

“You silly chump !” hooted Hazel.

“Hallo! What's biting you?"*

“Do you think I've been turned out
of the team like Smithy ?’

Eh suppose so, as Wharton's
mm your name out the list,”
answered Tom Brown, staring.

“You fathead! T've chucked up the
place because T don't want it !” snarled
Hazeldene. “I could have it if I liked.”

“Oh, draw it mild, you know,” said
Brown. “You're telling me that yow've
chucked up a place that a dozen fellows
W ou!d Ii]\i‘ to have. Draw it mild.”

have! Can't you take my
\\ord'?” almost shouted Hazel.

“Your word isn’t exactly as good as
gold, is it?” said Brown. “But let it
drop— dohA G et
as you like.”

“You cheeky rotter "

Tom Brown gave him a quiet, warn-
ing loo
“That's enough, Hazel! T don’t like
that talk,” he said. * Keep clmt kind of
chat for Bunter, '1 fr\How who can't
puncl) ycur cheeky

ud '” ba\ded Hazel.

& That doc

Hazel put up h|< hands as the New
Zealand junior came towards him. He
was in a mood for a quarrel and a serap
with anybody. o struck out fiercely
and passionately, and Tom Brown hit
out in return, and in a moment more
there was a fight going on in the study.

say, you fellows,” eame a yell in
the Remove 1>a=~1gv, “they’re fighting
in Study No.
(Uortmuncl on page 22.)

grunted Hazel.
name’s scratched.”

Have it
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Full-of-thrills Tale of a South American Rebellion !

THE MILLIONA

ROVERS!

Nation Saved by Three
Young Boys!
o

To Save the Condemned.
B o

«F TS too wsky.”

I Rot 1”

“Oh, all right. Have your

own way,” said Jock Mackay,

onc of the three young millionaire

rovers who had journeyed out to the

little South American republic of San

Toredo from London on a strange
mission.

Many adventures had these three
boys—Bill Merton, Mick O'Dell, and
Jock Mackay—been through in their
young lives. But this latest looked like
capping the others.

It had started in England whilst
the three chums were holiday-making.

Chance and a plucky action of theirs
had thrown them in with a Spaniard—
one Raymon Don Silva, exiled monarch
of the little republic of San Loredo.

They had learned from Don Silva
that a xcbelion was raging in his
country; his daughter a captive of the
usurper, and himself too far away to
Prevent the execution of his daughter
an’d‘ her English husband.

The exiled monarch had been in
England buying rifles in an attempt to
regain his country; but, thoro was his
daughter with death hanging over her
head, and he—her father—unable to
rescue her,

The situation had appealed to the
three chums, and they had at once
hastened to offer their help.

Their plan of flying to San Loredo
and attempting to rescue Don Silva’s
daughter and the English husband had
been gratefully accepted by the
Spaniard.

Little time had been lost in getting
on their journey; and before many
days the three rovers had arrived at
San Loredo.

In the capital they had discovered
that thestwo prisoners they had come
to save wore locked in a near-by prison,
and they were to be shot on the morrow.

Little time was left in which they
could act.

Then a_brainwave had struck Bill
Merton. He had approached a soldier
of the rebels and had made him a
generous offer for a. uniform and bis
place in the guard.

By this means Bill had reckoned he
would be in close touch with the cap-
tives, and at a better advantage to
effect a rescue plan,

The soldier readily agreed, and so
the three chums had proceeded with
the soldier to his_house.

Tae Porurar—No. 625.

At his house, the soldier conducted
the three comrades to en upper room.

“To join the squad it will be necessary
for you to present yourself for duty at
the ~barrack-yard orderly-room at a
quarter to six this evening,” he ex-
plained. “An officer will inspect you
and the five others who will form: the
guard, then you will be marched to
the prison, where you will do duty
during the night.”

“Guarding the Senor Howard and his
wife 7 Bill inquired.

“No, not the woman. She is in that
part of the prison reserved for female
prisoners. But, for part of the night,
you will act as sentry in the corridor
where the' man’s cell is situated.

s t of all you will be marched to
a kind of hut used as a guard-room
in the prison yard. Then two of the
six men, whom you will be one,
will go on duty inside the prison for
four hours. At the end of that time
they will go back to the hut in the
yard, whilst two others relieve them
for the next four hours. Then the last
two will have their turn.

““A strict military’guard has been kept
at the prison ever since Carranza de-
clared himself president, for there are
many polical prisoners, and he con-
stantly fears treachery—that someone
will try to help them escape.

“When the last two men come off
daty i¢ will be time for Senor Howard
and his unforbunate wife to be led out
and executed.”

“They'll not be executed if I can
help it!” Bill said in English under
his breath. “I think I quite under-
stand.”—in Spanish—“Give me your
uniform_and take the money.”

As Bill translated what the soldier
had been saying Mick whistled.

“Holy saints! If yez come out av

this stunt aloive, ye’ll be lucky, Bill*

e said, his eyes anxious.

“It has got to be risked—it is the
one faint chance of saving them,” his
chum answered quietly.

“I don’t like it at all,” said Jock.
“Still, I suppose nwhat Bill says is
richt, an’ it is the one hope. Ye will
try to help Howard escape during the
nicht, Harry? But what aboot his
wife?”

“You haven’t tumbled to my idea
yet, boys,” said Bill. “T'll tell you
What's in my mind before I go to
report for duty. No, I do not hope
to get Howard out of the prison. I
expect that would be impossible.

“What about your rifle ?” he inquired
in Spanish of the soldier, who had now
peeled off his uniform and stood attired
only in his undergarment.

“It is here, senor. I am permitted
to live at home during times of peace,”
the man explained. Tt is only single
men who are forced to live in barracks.

“And you can let me have six clips
of curtlidgcs?:’

“8i, senor.

“Good ” said Bill. “As the guard
has been drawn from different com-
panies the other men would not know
you? &

“Some might—if I myself went—but
they would not think it strange to find
another man in the guard with my
name, which is a common one—
Mendoza.”

“Fate seems to be playing into my
hands,” Bill said in satisfaction, as,

aving removed the last of his outer
garments, he began to don the
uniform,

0ld and faded though it was, the lad
made a smart figure in the soldier’s
clothes as he finished adjusting them

‘%
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and  stood with  his tunic
buttoned.

o had put on the spurs with the
boots. He and Mendoza were of very
similar build, an erything fitted
Bill almost as though it had been made
for him.

He borrowed a razor from the soldier,
and, going to the looking-glass and
soaping his chin and cheek. he removed
all signs of stubble from them.

" Then he obtained his make-up case
from his discarded eclothes, skilfully
manufactured a slight mousuchc from
some black crepe hair, and gummed
it upon his upper lip.

It caused him to appear considerably
older than was the case, and as
put on Mendoza’s plumed, peaked cap
e looked to the life a soldicr of the
republic.

Mendoza, brotght him the cartridges
he had asked for. ill remoyed the
leaden pellets from their ends and
slipped five of the clips into his pocket.

Tho last he placed in the soldier’s
rifle, which Mendoza fetched, and from
which he took the live cartridges. Then,
whilst the San Loredian departed to
don a civilian euxt and make ready
for flight, Bill outlined his plan to his
comrades.

“Remember, keep ‘mear the prison,
lads, in case I nced help, and have
threc horses handy,” he said. “The
samo thing will apply in the square
to-morrow morning. But I know that,
wlmtewr happens, you will not be far
away.

“Now to sit down and wait until it
is time for © Juan Mendoza *
” he added with a
caled a revolver in

upright

3

e b
iis hip pocket.
The faces of Jock

and Mick were

anxious as their chum at length arose
and left the house.

It was then half-

gant s“agger of thc

which lay at the of the main strect,
uite near the prison. t was

adjusted at a rakish angle, and he had

Mendoza’s rifle resting upon his
shoulder.
At a little before a quarter to six

Bill entered the barrack-vard and
approached the orderly-room. Five
other soldiers were v gathered
outside, resting upon rifies and

smoking cigareties,

He joined them, nodding coolly; and
not one of them g how his pulses
were racing.

A sergeant appea
ettes were cast on on
order from the
shouldered their rif
The_officer who wa:
coming.

The man—who
uniform, and whose
countenance suggested
one of Carranza’s e
—ran his eyes over the guard, then
stepped back. After acknowledging the
sergeant’s salute he turned away

t an order from the sergeant they
fell into double fila. Then “Quick
march 1” ordered the N. iu Spanish,
and_the tramp to the

Fiye minutes later Bxll fnund lum~clf
detailed with another man to take the
first four hours watch in the prison.
When the sergeant had marched them
to the great doors of the grim-looking
building of grey stone he rang a bell,

and the cigar
side.
0.

nd fell into line.
to inspect them was

wor

captain’s

igand followers

and a wicket-gate was opened by a
gaoler, 1 through, ~ tho
N.C.0: accompanying them,

The cells were s‘h ated in a central
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lock, and a_corridor ran right round
this, which Bill and his companion. were
espected  to parade, passing  one
another, of course, at frequent intervals.

Having seen them started upon this
duty, the sergeant marched off two men
who had been on duty from the day
guard for the past four hours, and the
two. scn--nes were left alone,

In e doors of the cells was a
ihc soldiers

small non grille, so th
could glance in af the

Bill’s heart bled for these unfurt\ma(cs
as he glanced into cell after cell, seek-
ing for a pumncr who looked like a
B r. The place was much as the
prisons of Spain. - Wickedly insanitary
conditions prevailed, and in many cases
the only bed supplied the captives con-
sisted of a heap of filthy straw.

As Bill peered in-at a_cell near the
end of the stone passage down which he
was walking he felt that he had found
his man.

A prisoner better dressed than the
others and with a handsome, typically
Tnglish cast of countenance saf upon &
stool, his chin resting upon his bunched
hands, and an cxpression of despair in
his oyes.

“A word with you,” Bill said in
English; and_ the man started and
sprang to his feet in amazement at hear-
ing his own language come “from a
soldier of the Republic Then, to make
q\ute sure, “Who are you?” Bill asked.

“Clifford Howard—a Britisher,” the
man replied.  “But you—are you a
fcllmv ountryman ¥’

And I am here to try to save
you and your wife,”” the lad breathed
tensely, lowering his voice, for he could

hear  his fellow-sentry approaching
round the angle of the wall. I cannot,
stop_to say more mow. Be ready to

speak to mie when T come back.”

He drew away from the grille and
resumed his steady march, as from
around the wall stalked the genuine
entry. They passed one another with
a nod, and Bill hastencd his steps once
he was out of sight of the man so that
he should have mote time to converse
with the condemned mine-owner when
he once again reached his cell.

As he drew level with it again, after
tramping right round the central block,
he found Howard at_the grille, with his
cyes alight with a wild, new hope.

“During the night I mean to try to
subsmntc the carfridges in the firing-
squad’s rifles for blanks,” Harry said.
“You must find an opportunity to com-
municate this fo your wife; and as soon
s the order is_given to fire, and the
reports of the rifies ring out you -must
Doth drop as though mmtally shot. 1
am from your father-in-law, Don da
Silva, and T have two,staunch comrades
with ‘me, Don da Silva may be here
to lead the Toyalists at almost any hour
now; and at all events, an offort will
be_made to rescue you when you are
being carried from the Puerta del Sol,
or after. You fully understand P’—as
the footfalls of the other sentry again
sounded atound the wa

caven bless you—who-

re!” Howard whispered

0 o
The Execution !

O

o
S the first grey streaks of dawn
began to steal across the sky the
halt-light showed a great crowd
gathered on the pavements of

San Loredo’s main square, the Puerta
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del Sol, whilst inhabitants craned fro;
the upper windows of the houses, wait-|
ing to watch the grim scene that soon
was to be enacted below.

Already a number of soldiers were
stationed in the square to keep back
ihe crowd and ready to quell any dis-
turbance that might occur whilst tlm
r‘xucutlon was t&kmg place.

iva the president!
Excellenza Carranza !”

The cries rang out from those of ﬂ;o
inhabitants who favoured their present
despotic ruler, as a carriage drawn by
2 couple of horses entered the square
and pulled up near its farther end.

Tn the conveyance sat the ex-brigand,!

Viva t!’

Carlos Carranza, a sallow-featured,!
cbese man, with a fierce, upturned|
black and small,

eyes. He was smoking a cigarette, and|

is Prime

langhing over some joke
ni him in the]

Minister, who sat with
carringe, had cracked.

“They come!”

The words rang tensely through the]
waiting crowds as there soundes
steady tramp of feet, and the six mcn‘
who had been_on duty in the prison’

the might marched

’:‘

during into the |
square, with Ctheir rifles on their
shoulders, and the two condemned
prisoners betwen them.

They were not bound, and

Clifford Howard held the hand of his
young wife, as if o give her courage.
meon Howard was tall and slender,

and her beauty was still almost girlish.

Her wealth of black hair caused her
delicate featurcs to look even more
pale than was actually the case. -~ Her

hna were quivering a little, bub other-
wise she was quite calm.

With the soldiers was Bill Merton,
and once, as he helped to lecad the
prisoners to where they were to stand,
a grim smile hovered about his ﬁnclv
chiselled lips.

For his ruse had met with success.

It will be remembered that his own
rifle had already contained cartridges
rendered harmless. The men who were
destined for the last watch were
sprawling on the floor, covered with
blankets, and their rifles stood in =
corner.

The man who came off duty with the
Britisher placed his weapon with the
others, and obtained a blanket, and,
like the other two, he was soon donng

In half an hour all three were snoring
lustily, and Bill r.lumged e cartridges
in their wvifles for the blanks he had con-
ccaled in his pockets. When the pair
on the middle watch returned to the
guard-room at two o’clock in the small
hours, they found him apparently aslecp
with the others, but in reality he was
very wide awake indeed.

When the pair on the last watch had
taken their places, the two who had
just come off duty lost little time in
secking slumber, and whilst they slept
Bill served their rifles similarly, so that
all the weapons were then loaded with
blanks.

As the officer, a captain, who was with
the firing-party, tied the hands of the
prisoners behind _their backs, Bill
caught sight of Jock and Mick, who
looked more than anxious, standing in
the crowd away to the left. The firing-
squad was ordered to retreat, and lincd
up facing the prisoners. The oficer
drew his sword and_stood beside the
soldiers. He raised it and saluted the
president, then a tense, expectant silence
fell over the throng.

The actual cxccution was at hand.

Tae Porurar—No. 625.
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“Ready !” the officer said in Spanish.
“Present I

The soldiers of the firing-squad, in-
cluding Bill, raised their rifles to their
shoulders.

The officer’s sword fell, and—

“Tire!” he cried.

Almost as one, the rifles rang out in
a sharp report that went echoing
through the square and re-echoed in the
distant hills, Vomen—ay, and men,
too—caught in their breath, as they saw
Clifford Howard and his young wife
collapse and lay prone upon the flag-
stones in the square.

Bill had seen that a cart in which
were some tarpaulins stood near, and he
hoped that the minc-owner and his wife
would be immediately placed in if, and
the tarpaulins flung over them before it
was realised that they were unharmed.

But nothing of the sort was to happen,
and as Bill saw the captain in charge of
the squad draw a revolver from his belt
and start to walk forward, he had diffi-
culty in suppressing @ cry of horror.

He had forgotten the coup-de-grace!
As happens nearly always after a person
or persons have been riddled by the
bullets of a military firing-squad, the
officer s about to make sure Howard
end his wife were dead by placing his
revolver to the heads of both and firing.

Bill started to march after him, as if
he had received an order to do so, the
other soldiers of the squad staring in
amazement.

The officer did not realise his presence
until he was about to stoop over Clifford
Howard, and he turned with a snarl of
anger.

“Dog! Get back to the others!” he
ordered in Spanish, *What do you do
here?”

Bill's reply was to lash out with his
left, and all the weight of his body was
behind the blow. His bunched fist
landed full upon the point of the
officer’s jaw, an e man went down
like a log, to lay unconscious.

Bill stooped, whipping out a clasp-
nife. Ho snatched the bandage from
the eyes of Howard and his wife, and
hastily severed the bonds about their

wrists.

“Quick! Escape_if you can!” Bill
cried, shaking first Howard, then Car-
men, by the shoulder, for they had kept
their eyes shut, not realising his
identity. =

They sprang up, and in an instant the
square was in an uproar. Carranza—
the president, uttered a hoarse cry of
mingled amazement and rage, and,
leaping to his feet, he sprang from his
carriage.

“So- there has beon treachery !” he
cried, -~ “I will soon remedy the hitch
that has occurred.” ~And he drew a re-
volver and levelled it point-blank at the
white-faced Carmen,

Crack !

Before he could pull the trigger, Bill,
who had dropped his rifle and whipped
out his revolver, fired. The bullet lodged
in Carranza’s shoulder, and, with a
gasping moan, the scoundrel collapsed in
a heap. By now a score of soldiers were
ushing towards the spot, and with a
quick *“this way!” Bill turned and ran

for it, with Clifford Howard and Car-

en.

Mick and Jock forced an opening in
the crowd for them, and the shots some
of the pursuing soldiers hurriedly fired,
missed the fugitives and wounded
civilians.

“Bedad! The horses yez said have
ready are in that lane there!” Mick
said. “But we'll mniyver reach ‘em
through this crowd! Quick! In here!”

They sushed into the open doorway of
a house in front of them; rushed on and
up the white staircase at tho end of the
hall. On_the landing Bill thrust Car-

men behind them, whilst Jock handed

to Clifford Howard a spare revolver.
“Hoots! It’s a forlorn hope, but for

her sake we'll fight till we drap!” the
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Seot said, through his tecth, as a num-
ber of soldiers thudded into the hall
below.

Mick seized a large mahogany table.
He dragged it to the spare stairhead,
and turned it upon its side, so as to
form some sort of cover,

A hail of lead from the soldiers’ rifles
was sent up the stairs. But the com-
rades, together with Carmen and her
husband, ~crouched down behind the
table and escaped unscathed., Then,
before the soldiers were ready to fire
again, Mick, Jock, and Bill, and also
he young mine-owner, poured a wither-
ing “volley from their revolvers into
their midst.

Many fell wounded; but more and
more soldiers were entering from the
street, and matters looked very ugly
for the dauntless three and the young
couple they were championing.

Then suddenly sounds of firing came
from the street, accompanied by the un-
mistakable spluttering of a machine-
gun, and a bare-headed soldier, who had
blood on his face, rushed into the hall.

“Da Silva has returned!” he cried.
“Ie made a surprise attack upon the

o

town, and already the army is in
ight 1
“You heard, boys?” Bill shouted,

“Da Silva is hero in the nick of time !”

Down the stairs sprang Mick, Jock,
and Bill, Clifford Howard following.
The _soldiers, utterly demoralised,
turned and ran into the arms of Da
Silva’s forces:

Almost the first person the comrades
encountered as they stepped into_the
street was Ramon da Silva, who, with
gash upon his forehead, and other signs
about_him to show that he had taken
an active part in the fray, was seated on
a spirited black horse.

He sprang from the saddle, and
clasped his daughter to his breast.
Then he turned, and with his heart too
full to speak, gripped the hands of each
of tho comrades in turn.

Tho brigand president, Carranza,
escaped, and he was, not destined to
trouble San Loredoagain, Guerrilla war-
fare continued in the hills and the out-
skirts of the town for some days. Bub
in the end Da Silva’s forces were every-
where victorious.

When, after a period of banqueting
and morry-making, Mick, Jock, and
Bill prepared to_ take their departure,
Carmen and her husband thanked all in
turn.

“You saved my life, and a life
dearer to me than my own!” the girl
whispered, her lips quivering. “T'll
never forget what CLiff and 1 owe to
your bravery ” Then, as she saw how
embarrassed Mick looked, as she took
his hand, a roguish light crept into her

dark eyes, and sud-
denly sho kissed his
cheek.

“Faith,” said
Mick, still furi-
ously flushed, when
they gobt away,
though he grinned,
“ut will scem &
sin to wash the face
av me after that,
me darlints, an®

an’
Oi’'m thinking Oi’&
foight the whole of
an army_like Car-
ranza’s if Oi knew
there was a reward
loike that waiting
for me afterwards,
bedad I
THE END,



Roaring Tale of the World’s Greatest Scout !

a
The Mystery of the Broken
Horseshoe !

m} o

OB ASHMORE,  the young
pioneer, Ian"hed light-heartedly.
“Well, I'vo been some timo on
tho prairie now, Bill, and I've
had a few rum experiences,” he rve-
marked, as he and Buffalo Bill, the
great scout, cantered -along together.
“Of course, I'm not half as cute as you
at reading off marks and signs and fol-
lowing up_a trail, but, all tho same, I
do think I know somothing that way.
And when you tell me that the know-
ledge I have gained would only lead
me astray—""

“No, no! I don’t goas far as that,”
Buffalo Bill grinned genially. “Tt
might often serve your turn, bui at
other times you might just overlook the
most eritical evidence, and jump to a
conclusion that— wing round by
the boulder -there, lad! TI canter
through the dip yonder. There’s not
room for us here to ride abreast.”

Bob pressed his mount with his left
knee, and laid the bridle across its

o
ho well-trained animal swung round
obodmnuy to the hint, and the lad
raced out to the plain whilst Buffalo
Bill clattered down tho hill amongst the
stones.

The ravine opened out on to the plain
again threo hundred yards ahead, and
Bob rode fast in a half circle, so as to
reach his chum as he should emerge.
But when the lad had covered half the
distance he smothered & cry-and pulled
on the reins.

He had observed something that had

attracted his deep attention. Jumping
to the ground and passing his arm
through the reins, he gazed down.

For a circuit of twenty -yards the
grass was beaten flab with hoofmarks.
The ground was soft, and the grass was
still green where it had been nipped
off by the horses’ shoes.

As’ Buffalo Bill rode out on to the
plain he looked back to sce what had
delayed the lad, and, secing him stand-
ing, ho wheeled round and jogsed fo-
wards him.

“Hallo! Hallo, there!” he shouted.
“What’s up" What have you come
across now?

O
% Buffalo Bill Jumps §
g on a Gang of Claim ¢
& Jumpers !

b

waooo ]

Bob beckoned to the great scout fo
approach nearer, and when the latter
had reached the spot the lad pointed
down to the ground.

Buffalo Bill whistled, jumped off his
horse, and began to walk around, hum-
ming a tune softly. After an inspection
of a couple of minutes he sat down on a
fock and looked questioningly up at

ool Wcll 1ad, what do you make of it?”
he ask

Bob Jatighed. Ho knew that his com-
panion had arrived ab some definite con-
nluslon, from the tono in which he

“Can't say T’ve got a definite clue,”

15

Bob admitted at once. “There’s been a
scuffle here, that’s certain; but I don’t
know that I can work out the reason of
it. There’s the marks in the centre of
a horse’s hoofs—three sound shoes and
one that has lost half an inch of iron.
That horse backed and plunged and
tried to break away. Finally, he gal-
loped off, surrounded by the others.
They weren't cantering; they all sprang
off fo0 hard on their hind-légs for that.
Look lmw their shoes sank into the
groun

& VIount and let us ride om,” Buffalo
Bill suggested. “They'vo gone the
road we're taking, so we can track ’em
\nchout going out of our way. Keep

eyo on that broken stoe, Bob.
We’ll ride at a gallop, and see if you
can keep it in sight,

The two_friends \nu]ted into  their
saddles and set spurs to their horses.
Buffalo Bill rode ahead, and Bob could
see that, for the fun of tho thing, he
was mmg to take him off the trail.

o lad made no remark, however,
but kept on to it steadily in and out of
the scrub, and presently he shouted to
his companion, who was thirty yards
before him.

“Come back here! You've over-
ridden the trail ! e ho called out.
Buffalo Bill wheeled round. There

was a bwinklo in his eye.

“T was wondering if_you'd pass it.’
ho laughed. “That’s jolly good =
yowvo done, my lad! Now, what do
you make of all this? Seems a bit
peculiar, don’t it

“Rather | Boh assented.  “There’s
been another scuffle here, and the horse
with the broken shoe dashed off, fol-
lowed by the others. Ho swang away
hore, ana-and— Vhy, Bill. he drew
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away from them!
couldn’t keep up 1’

They wero riding on again as Tiob
was speaking; and now, as he turned
to look at his companion, the lad saw
that the great scout’s facc was grave

and puzzled.
Suddenly he_straightened himself,
shook up the reins, an(l galloped akead;

without uttering

Look—look ! They

o Koy Buttals. il humours,
and he followed in silence. And so,
without exchanging further remarks,

they covered the odd cwht miles that
separated them from the town of Smoky

ollow, and cantered down the strect
till they came to the hotel.

Buffalo Bill crossed the strest to

peak to a friend; and Bob, throwing
his hotse S auer a post, walked into
the hotel. The big bar was cro ded.
Half the town residents were there in
their shirt-sleeves, their eyes round with
excitement and “Olldel as they pushed
and jostled to get closer toa small knot
of men eagerly conversir

One of these latter was coated with
dust; his clothes were torn;
was scratchnd and bl(‘cd)xw
pallid and exhausted, and the hand that
held his whip trembled as he leant
against the counter for support

him,
locality—the lad knew him well by sight
—the other was a stranger to Bob.

“What's happencd?” the lad asked
quickly. “Who's the chap “l\o IooLs
s0 bad? He seems awfully

“Haven't you heard?”
townsman asked in reply
young Ted Biscoo yonder.
knocked about something shameful! He
was riding from Fort Angus with monoy
from the bank there, and some lurchers
lay in wait for him, and robbed him,
and laid about him. He could hardly
get off his horse when he reached here,
and the sheriff is sending Dick Heffer-
nan yonder in pursuit. He's a good
scout is Heffernan, and there’s two
)umrhed dollars reward for him if he
tracks down the thieves.

‘“‘Heffernan! I never

before,” Bob replicd.
a patch on Buffalo Bill, uo\r' Novw,
if they want a man \\ho can—""

The scout had overheard Bob’s ro-

a bn\nw
“Why, that’s
He's been

Imu d ‘of him
\

marks. He pushed his way forward
and scowled at the lad. Te was a
sullen, sinister-looking man, and his

face was all the more unplegsant for a
decp sear that had injured one cre.
“Ay, Pm Heffernan ! What have you
got to say about me, you young cub?”
he. snarled, “Tf the sheriff thinks I'm
good cnough for the job; yowd bette
keep your jaw tight | T¢% Buffalo Bill
e to see on the tlm”
hc aish hore, aad oten ot he

At that moment there was a stir on
the voranda ouside the hotel, and
Buffalo Bill strode into ti H
fernan started when he saw Fo
a moment the two men gazed ﬁvnu!_v
at one another. Then the great ut
looked around, without ov

shoriff and Biscoo,
thom. A curious light wa

“Ha, sheriff, so yow've got a big
job on hand !” he laughed, tapping that
functionary playfully on the shoulder.
“The youngster thore was set upon when
coming here from TFort Angus—ch?
What are you going to do?”

“He’s been robbed of ten thousand
dollars in paper moncy. Bill,” the sheriff
esplained excitedly, “Half a dozen ruffi-
ans lay in ambush for.him. Clifford,
Tae Pororar—No. 625,

~quickly.
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the bank manager at Fort Angus, en-
trusted the moncy to him; and tho chap
showed fight, anyhow. Just look at
him! Heffernan happened to be here
when he came in, so I gave him
the job to track the curs down. But
if 'd have known that you were coming
this w

“Oh, don’t bother about me, sheriff
Buffalo Bill replied, as, stepping back
a pace, he eved both Biscoo and Hoff-
ernan quictly yet scarchingly. “I'v
plenty of work in hand, and I mus be
on the move soon. How many got on
r, and which way have

Biscoe as still trembling all over,
and when he spoke his voice was husky,
alf a dozen of ’em attacked me,”
he spluttered. “'lhc) knocked me off
the horse and pinned me down to the
ground. After they’d robbed me they
put me on my mount again, and when
they’d galloped a_couple of miles, and
they were wrangling about the money,
I got a chance to bolt, and my mare
showed ’em a clean pair of heels.”

“So: Heffernan is going to run them

Buffalo Bill laughed, with a
ring of scorn in his voice.
“You’ re a smart man, sheriff! Ha,
ha, ha!”

The other scout stepped  forward
His face was flushed and his
eyes were blazing.

“Have you anything fo say against
xt“’ he thundered.  “Do you “think
you're mL only man who's able to do

Tt's jealous you are, I
111 :hnw that T'm as good a

R

“You and I will come fo hand-
grips soon enough,” ko cut in coldly.

“Then well sce once and for all
who's_the better ‘man. Take my tip
and ride away, for if you talk too big
Tl get on this job myself, and catch
o re fooling about!
Well, sheriff, will you join us in a feed?
Young Pob A< hmoro and I have ridden
far, and we're half starving !”

Heffernan — scowled _savagely — at
Buffalo Bill. The others in the bar kept
silent. Truth to tell, they were sur-
priscd at the way_Buffalo Bill had
spoken. They attributed tone to
jealousy, and not one of them had ever
known the great scout to show that fecl-
ing before. Heffernan stamped wrath-
fully out to the stable, and @ few
minutes later Buffalo Bill and Bob
heard him_galloping away. Meanwhile,
coo had limped painfully from the
room, and the sheriff, having taken
his depositions, joined the two friends
at their repast. = Buffalo Bill
vouring his meal rapidly, and a wink to
Bob conveyed to tho latter that some-
thing unusual and exciting was in store.

n ten minutes’ time ﬂ)c meal was
over, and the great scout- bade the
sheriff a hurried farewell.

“Hope yowll have luck!” he said.
“We must bo getting on! We have to
rido on to Daisy Creek to-night, other-
wise I'd gladly help you to catch those
thicves. You cxpeet to sec Hoffernan
in the morning, you say! Well, I
Spose ho'll turn up all right.”

He spoke in a lond voice, and, nod-
ding_cheerily to all in the room, he
strode_out, his spurs clinking as ho
walked. All gazed after the tall form
admiringly; no man was so respected
or so popular as Buffalo Bill. When he
got into the shelter of the stable, he
clutched Bob by the arm.

“You and I must part company,” he
whispered. “I'm going after Heffer-

‘camp for the night.

nan and you will follow that young
knave Biscoe !

“Biscoe a knave! You going after
Heffernan 1 Bob replicd,in_amazement.
“What do you mean, Bill? What's
your game now?

“Ha, ha, ha!? Buffalo Bill chuckled
softly.  “Didn’t I often tell you, sonny,
that you ought to follow a trail right
to the end? When you came into the
strect sou forgot all about it. Ha, ha,

The great scout touched his horse
lightly with the spurs and the animal
sprang forward. With a clattering of
stones Buffalo Bill dashed out of the

vard and info the strect, and Bob,
sorely puzzled, stood irresolute for &
fow moments. Then he went back to

the stable, and, climbing to the loft,
he lay down on the straw.

“Biscoe will have to come here for
his mount, if he dons mean to clear
out,” he muttered, “so I'd better stay
here end watel

o broke off and stooped forward.
The catch on the stable door had been
lifted, and the door

A 'man_entered and gazed
It was Biscoe! He held him-
self eract ; he was no longer trembling ;
he looked alert, cager, anxious. Bob
looked at him with eyes round and lips
parted. The other stepped into a stall,
led out his horse, and vaulted on its
back. Instead of riding out on to the
street he made for a gate leading on to
a big paddock ; knocking down the bar,
he led his horse through. Then, mount-
mg again, he galloped noisele

“Bill was right! There is villainy
afoot ! Bob muttered as ho slid down
from the loft after gazing at the dis-
appearing horseman through a slit in
the loft. “Biscoe is as fit as a fiddle!
And he's racing away like mad ”

As the other disappeared down a bend
in the rolling prairie Bob started in
pursuit. And Buffalo Bill, looking back
from the crest of a nelghbourmg hill,
laughed heartily as he saw them both.

]

Run to Earth!

a

UFFALO BILL, having noticed
the direction that Biscoe had
taken, and having scen that Bob
was following him, now jogged

up his horse and _cantered steadily
e WL ariee s e covered, il
darkness set in. _Then, off saddling, he
B e et
Soon he had a
fire blazing merrily, and, lying down,
he slopt as soundly' as if he had no
a caro on his mind. He was up an hour
before daybreak, and, vaulting into the
saddle again, he confinued his journcy.
A couple of howrs’ riding now brought
him to the crest of a hill. Below lay
a_stragsling town, of fair dimensions.
He could see figures moving about the
streets; he could hear the crack of a
stockwhip now and then as a bull-
team drewy out on a long journey across
the prairie. The town looked attrac-
tive, alluring. But he did mot ride
down to it. On tho contrary, he dis-
mounted, and, leading his horse into
the sl)clter of a belt of trees, he tethered
him, and then returned to the road.
Sclecting a boulder, from which he
could get a good view of the town and
observe all who came towards him with-
out being seen himself, he sat down and
remained patient and watchful
Time dragged Horsemen

{m]



cantered out of the town and galloped
ast. The great scout knew many of
them, but he did not attract their atten-

Bresently he drew ou his watch.
“Closs_on nine oclock I’ ho mut-
“He'll come this way before

He examined his revolver, saw that
it was loaded in every chamber, and
st it back into his belt.  Sitting
vd, with hands clasped around his

a

Knoos, be.gazed Keonly slone the road.

Presently he jumped %o his feet.
“Here tho!

he ~ comes !

Every Tuesday.

down,” he explained coolly. “They’ve
told & tale that's dead against you. I'm
not following you through spite—I don’t
think enough of you to do that; but 1
mgan having the money yow've stolen !?

You dare to call me a thief!” Hef-
fernan yelled back. “TI’ll get you for
that1”

“Steady there!” Buffalo Bill cut in
coolly. “There’s no use trying to bluff.
15 ca]]cd you a thief, and you are one.
I rode yesterday along the road young
Biscoe_took, and I came to the place
where you and your confederates met

i7

stable and examined kis hoofs before
I entored the hotel.

“I knew then that you were in the
theft, and that it was all & put-up job.
Wiics youstoilas away -t follbwad-yon
here by the track of the same broken
shoe, and I knew you must come back
this way in order to join your con-
foderates, so T waited. You wouldn’t be
long;; I felt sure of that. Yowd be lurk-
ing about until the bank opened, and
as soon as yowd cxchanged the notes for
gold you'd clear out, sharp. The money
5 in the bag, there, ped to_your
doad horse. Now, will you give in, or
do you still want to show fight?"

Heffernan did not reply.
the tree there was acsol\!te
Buffalo Bill knew tl

Behind
lence.
ant

1 Istcnmo in-
A twig qnppcd and on the
instant he sprang info tho open, dashed
to tho other tree, and raised his revolver.
Heffernan was crawling away.

“Hands up, or fire!  Yon know
I'm a man of my word!” Buffalo Bill
thundered.

Hoffernan sprang to his feet. His
faco was livid, his mouth was working
convulsively with baffled rage, and his
cyes were gleaming savagely. But he

Cool and seientifie, Buffalo Biil acted on the defensive whilst Heffernan rushed in, slogging wildly.

wouldn’t be long!” he murmured.
“Well, I guess I'm going to give him
the biggest surprise in his life.

e hadTozsed Hloly dowi the
street, had urged his horse into a canter
as he reached the last fringe of houses,
and now was galloping up the hill at
@ terrific pace. s he came near the
crest, Buffalo Bill, with revolver in
hand, sprang out and levelled his
weapon at the horse’s chest.

“Stand, or I -fire!” he thundered.
“Hands up, or you are a dead man!
Ah, Heffernan, I told you that before
Iong you and 1 wonld be in lmudgnp:.
Now, you cur, you've got to fight

The horse shied, the rider sw\mg him
round and tried to get away in a circle,
the great scout fired, and the anitial
crashed to the ground. Helffernan, for
in truth it was he, was thrown on his
hands and knees a couple of yards
farther on. With marvellous agility he
sprang to his feet and ]umped behind
a tree, and Buffalo Bill, taking shelter
ten paces away, the two men stood, each
ready to fire at the first chance

“You'd better cave in,” Bulmlo Bill
remarked drily. “The game’s up!
haven’t followed you to be beaten at
the finish. D’ve got you in a trap now.
Youvcfmt bolt, and I mean nabbing
oul”’

“You've followed me! Is this the
way you try to vemb your spite?’
Heffernan cried huarsey “How did
you know I’d be here?

Buffalo Bill chuck]ed softly.

“You ought to"look to your horse’s
shoes if you don’t want to be tracked

him. There was no robbery from him;

iscoe was in the swim with you
scoundrels. Your horse has lost half an
inch of one shoe. That was the horse
that was in the centre of the crowd; yon
were the boss, and the others were
around you. The cattle were fresh, and
you were curvetting about. You laid
your plans there and galloped off to-
gether. When you'd gone a couple of
miles you agroed that you should ride
on firsh to Smoky Hollow nnd drop into
the hotel, promiscuous like.””

“Go on!” Heffernan jeered. “You're
jolly cute! Youwll have your work cut
out, thnugh to get others to believe
this tale "

“Tm going on,” Buffalo Bill replied
as he held his revolver with a finger
on the trigger and watched for any
movement on the part of the scoundrel
lurking behind the tree. “T'm explain-
ing everything, because I have an offer
to make you at the finish. You were
to be in the hotel when Biscoe was to
gallop up, panic-stricken, and tell of
the robbery. You were to offer to track
down the thieves, and you got the job.
But why did you come here, ch? You
didn’t expect to meet them, did you?”’

Heffernan was silent. Buffalo Bill
langhed outright.
“Oh, you mug!” he scoffed. “Bo-

fore you think you’re fit to do scout’s
work” you ought fo learn how to hide
your own tracks,” he went on, shaking
all over with Iaughtu T followed the
horse with the broken shoe; I saw he
had stopped at the hotel ; I went into the

raised his arms above his head. He
preferred capture to death.

Still holding the revolver in his hand,
Buffalo  Bill  advanced deliberately,
picked up Heffernan’s revolver, flung it
ty yards away, sent his own after it,
srood facing the thief,

ow, my friend, we're equally
nntcncd the chivalrous scout remarked
quietly.  “You're half a stone heavier
than I am, but I throw that in. You
said last night that you were as good a
man as I am. Pui up your dukes, and
if you lick mo you can clear off and get
out of the country. But you won't
trouble to take the money, I guess,

after what I know. You'd he shot at
sight if you did.”

As he spoke Buffalo Bill flung his
coat to the ground. For an instant the
scoundrol stared at him, hardly be-

ving his hearing; then he, too,
\\luppcd off his jacket and fell into

&

hcv looked a splendidly matched
pair of heavy-weights as for a moment
they faced one another without moving
a muscle; then Heffernan shot out
viciously at his gallant opponent;

The blow was guarded. Cool and
scientifie, Buffalo Bill stood on the de-
mmne, whilst Helferran rushed in,
slogging desperately.

One blow got hoxm, and the great
scout staggered back. ~As Heffernan
rushod in again, Buffalo Bill ducked and
let out a tremendous uppercut as the
other stepped back.

(Continued on page 22.)
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What is the Biggest Crook in the Underworld Doing at Rookwood ?

ng | fur Kick-Off !

OT reads?”

Silver

looked into

4, in_the Fourth
He was look-
irth,

Form passage.
ing for Erroll of the E and he
frowned as he saw that r  Erroll
was scated on the edge of the study
table, his hands in his pockets, staring
at the embers in the grate, He gave
a start and glanced round as the cap-
tain of the Iourth appeared in the
doorway.
“Why, you haven’t cven changed!”
exclaimed " Jimmy Silver.
Erroll was in Norfol
d come in from a b

just as he
o ride.
and on Little Side the
3 muh S thotsiolomas
wonder Jimmy

\ two-thi
.oofb llers w

t hi
\xl\ er frowned.

“I'm sorry;
“Sorrow Wi 1 do a[tm the match,”

said Jimmy testily. “Get into your

things now and follow me down sharp.”

“Oh, all-right!”

Jimmy Sil strode out of the study,
still frow 1g. It was not like Kit
Frroll to give trouble like this, and
mc captain of the Fourth did mnot like

Ready now, Silver?”” asked Tommy
Dodd, as the captain of the Fourth
came up.

“Oh, hang on a few minutes!” said
Jxmmv “Erroll’s not quite ready.””

“Hang on as long as you like,” said
Tommy Dodd pohtcn, “You Classical
chaps 'have queer 1de'|5 about football
matches, haven’s you?"

“Why the thump isn’t Erroll here?”
demanded Arthur Edward Lovell, of
the Classical Fourth. Arthur Edward
was considerably anno; by the smiles
and yawns of the Modern juniors.

“Found him miooning in his study,”
said Jimmy Silver curtly.

“Then put in another mm

“T'll lend you man,” suggested
Tommy Dodd. “I know you find it
a bit difficult to make up a team among
the Clnssma]s, Jimmy Sil Like a
Modern in your lot, to give it a buck-

“You silly ass!” roared Lovell.
Tommy Dodd gave a deep yawn.
Tallo, thmcs the Hedd and  his
mdd) visitor,” ked Putty Grace.
“Order, my Don't let the
THe Porvrar—No. 625.

Head’s visitor see_you with your us\ml
manners on, you Modern bounders !

The juniors glanced round.

In the distance Dr. Chisholm, the
Head of Rookwood, could be seen, pro-
gressing along the drive at his usual
stately pace. A young man was walk-
ing by his side—rather a handsome
hllow of about thirty.

“That must be Mr, Durie,’
Jimmy Silver.

“Who the thump is Mr. Durie?”
vawned Tommy Dodd, not much in-
terested in the Head’s visitor.

“Some pal of the Head’ ”’ said
Jlmmv “I heard he was commg to-
‘the Head’s been down to Coombe
to “meet him, I suppose. Looks a bit
of a knut.”

? remarked

Kit Erroll Recognises
A Gangster
Acquaintance of the

3
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Thn Head and his companion disap-
peared from sight. They went into the
Head’s house, and the juniors’ interest
in them, which was faint enough, faded
away.

Jimmy Silver looked impatiently for
Trroll. That rather exasperating youth
appeared in sight at last, coming along
with Mornington. Morny was hurry-
ing him along to the football ground.

“Hallo, here ‘comes your man!” ex-
claimed Tommy Dodd, as if in great

surprise.  “We shall be able to begin
before dark, after all’
“Ha, ha, ha!” chortled the
Moderns.
“I'm ady, Silver!” called out
Erroll, rather breathlessly, as Morning-

ton f,mI» rushed him on to the ground.
“Time you were !” snol(cd Lovell.
“Tm sorry.
“Line up!” snapped Jimmy Silver.
And the Rookwood footballers got
going at last.

On the Football Ground !
JIMMY SILVER'S face cleared as

the ball rolled and the game
began.

It was a fine afternoon, cold

and clear—just the weather for foot-

& * Silver,

A CROOK IN DISGUISE!

In a vory shoit time Moderns and
Classicals were going strong, and Ki
Torroll, who was playing on the Siassioat
right wing, played up in his best style.
Tt was_Erroll, who, getting the ball
from Jimmy  Silver, at _centre-half,
passed it to Mornington just in time
for Morny to take a pot-shot at goal,
which came off. It was first blood to
the Classicals, and the Classical crowd
round ¢ 11110 fleld roared applause.

“Hurrah !”

“Jevver seer such a fluke?” the
Modern crowd asked one another, and
all agreed that they never had! But
from the Classical point of view it was
a masterly goal, and they cheered it
loud and long.

“Good man, Erroll!” said Jimmy
as they walked to the cen!
of the field, “You were wi orth wait-
ing for, after alll”

rr miled.

“Tt was Mor oal,” he said.

“Yours, too,” said Jimmy. “Keep
that up, old scout. I think we're going
to knock the stuffing out of the Moderns
this time.”

Tommy Dodd & Co. played up hard
from the restart. Bub it was close on
half-time when Tommy succeeded in
putting in the ball at last, beating Con-
roy in goal. When the whistle went
the score was cq\ml

Trroll had played up well, but Morny,
who had rather curious eyes on his
chum, noted more than once an absent

that came over Kit Erroll’s face.
He was playing well, but his thoughts
were clsewhere, at least part of the
time. When the play ceased, a thought-
ful frown settled on Trroll’s face and
his lips set in a hard line.

“Penny for ’em, old bean!”
Mornington suddenly.

Erroll started.

“Eh, what?” he exclaimed.

“What the merry dickens is the
matter with you to-day, ErmH’.’" asked
the dandy of the Fourth. “You secem
to be star-gazing half the txme ‘What
have you got on your mind?”

“I—I—" Erroll stammercd

“You forgot the match,” said Morny.
“Now you're thinkin’ about somethin’
else. © "Did anything happen at
Coombe ??

“At Coombe ?”

“Yes. You've been
ever since you came
Coombe.”

said

wool-gatherin’®
back  from



The

Erzoll flushed  litile.

“F—I—yes,” he muttered. “Son
thing did happen at Coombe, Morny

“T thought so,” said Valentine Morn-
ington. “Blessed if I can guess what
it was to knock you over like this.
What on earth—

“I-I saw a man—a men 1 knew—at
least, I believe so,” said Erroll in a low
voico. “You—you understand, Morny 2.
A man I knew, at least, 2 man I sow—
long, long ago, at the time when I was
—was—""

lis checks crimsoned end be broke

]\Iornyz face became very
e T e
Gentleman Jim, the cracksman, before
you came to Rookwood 77

“Yes

“Confound the man, then!” said
Mornington. “Like his cheek to come
buttin’ along and remindin’ you of all
that, T supposo it gave you a bit of a
shock—ha

“Well, you’ll never see him again,”
said Mornington, ““Put it out of your
head, old bean.

“It was queer,” said Erroll. “Of
course, it's years since T've seen the
man, but—but I am sure it was the
same man. And—and he was speaking
to_Dr. Chisholm.”

Morny jumped.

“Speaking to the Head?”

“Yos; standing with him in the High
Street, at Coombe, and talking, as if
they were friends.””

Mornington whistled.

“That’s jolly cdd,” he said. “You
had a queer time ‘when you were a
kid, Erroll, and you mef some queer
characters.  But I shouldn’s have sup-
posed that our merry old Head had
any. acq\lamtances of—of that kind.”
startle me,” said _Erroll.

Tm mnstakanand 1 don’t
think T am—the man is an old associate
of Gentleman Jim, and ought to have
gone to prison with him. He was a—a
forger!”

“Poor old chap!” muttered Morny.
“It was rotten for you to be thrown
amol,g such a crowd. It wasn’t your

fault, though. What was this cheery
johnny called 2”
“Slippery Smith.”

“Ye gods! What a name!”

“Of course, I might be mxstakcn,
muttered Erroll. “Bu(', I'm sure—I'm
surel Tt was Slippery Smith, th forger
man the police have been after for
don’t know if there’s anything
aga c him now; he has been to prison,
and may bave come out lately. But—
but what is such @ man doing down
here, in this quiet corner of the country,
Morny, and on friendly terms with our
headmaster?”

“It beats me!
better give the Head a tip to be a
more particular in his choice of friends!
grinned Mornington. I don’t know
whether it’s the duty of the I‘ourth to

Perhaps you had
bit

s

look after their headmaster. But in the ai

circs——" And Morny chuckled.
Buc Erroll did not smile.

His face was grave and troubled, and
there was a haunted look on it—a look
that his chum knew well. It was a look
that always came to Erroll’s grave,
handsome face when he was reminded
of the black old dmys he had spent with
bcntlem:m Jim’s g

“You fellows deaﬁ" bawled Arthur
Edward Lovell. “Are you going
stand there chow-wowing all the after-
neon, or are you going to line up?”

““Oh, gad! Time!” said Mornington.
And the chums took their places in the
front line. The second lmhpbcgan, and

g
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had perforco to  dismiss  bis
ublesome thoughts from his find.

Bus he found it difficult. The sight of
the man bLe cailed “Slippery Smith
had brought back the past
tho' past ho Fad stsiven e
which he had almost succeeded in for-
gotting. And ‘that was not all; it was
the fact that Slippery Smith had some-
how ingratiated himself with the_head-
master of Rookwood that troubled Erroll
most. What was the man’s object, and
what was Brroll to do? It was a trouble-
some problem that weighed on the mind
of the junior. It was possible, after all,
that what he had seen was a chance
meeting—that Slippery Smith had already
gone as he had come. It was not likely
that he would be seen at Rookwood !

“Play up, Erroll I

Frroll pulled himself together. He
had missed a chance, and he strove
harder to dismiss the problem from his
mind, and give his attention to the
game. And ho succeeded.

The game swayed up and down the
field, Moderns and Classicals contend-
ing ‘hard for the victory, It was to-
wards the finish that_Jimmy Silver &
Co., making a determined attack on the
Modern goal, carried all before them,
and there was a buzz of excitement in
the onlooking crowd.

On the ballt”

“Go it, Classicals!
roared the Classicals.

“Buck up, Moderns!” yelled the rival
juniors,

In the midst of the exutcmcnt two
and

gentlemen walked on
stopped to look at the game. Chis-
holm was showing his visitor, D

round the school, and that exciting crisis
in the junior football match drew their
attontion.

“Good game, sir!” said Mr. Durie,
looking on. “The youngsters ate going

“They are very keen, I believe,” said
g Head with o smile.
# roared Lovell. “Kick!”

Toslt had the. ban

He had just time for a rapid kick

ot gonl, and tho Modomn goalie, who
had slipped in fisting out the ball, was
sprawling, and the citadel was for an
i ‘mnc undefended.

eye was on Frroll—he was just
e e dopenie etonake s
lightning-like use of a_sudden chance.

‘Some of tho Classical crowd were
already. murmuring “goal "—and a
that critical moment Erroll’s glance took
in {he two watching figures over the
ieads of the junior crowd—the head:
master and Mr. Durie.

o miskicked |

In o sccond more a Modern back
had sent the ball spinning up the field,
and the game rushed away to midfield.

“You ass!” roared Lovell.

Trroll did mot heed. He did not
follow the rush of the game. He was
standing as if rooted to the ground, his
eyes fixed on the Tead's companion in
almost wild stare.  Jimmy Silver
Stught him by 6ho: shonldor: und spun
him_round.

“reroll; 'you ass, are you dreaming?
Play up!

Frroll stumbled into the game again.
But from that, moment the winger was a
“passenger ” in the team, and his fum-
bling drew shouts of derision from the
onlookers, And when the match ended
with a draw, goal to_goal, half the
Classical team told Kit Erroll, with
bittor sarcasm, that he made the
Moderns a_present of the game.

Frroll did not scom to hear. Mo
threw on his coat, and almost stumbled
off the football-field.

=
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Errell's Resolve !

O cooed

« RECIOUS ass, ain’t you?”
Tubby ~Muffin  looked into
Study No. 4 to make that. o
E ralI wzls moving about his study
rest e seemed unable to keep
still:. Tho sight of Mr. Dusie, whom ho

believed to be Slippery Smith, had
reatly disturbed and alarmed’ him.
What was the man doing at Rookwood?
By what cunning trickery had he
wormed himsolf into the confidence of

Dr. Chisholm? What was to be the out-
come of it? And what was he—Erroll
—to do?

Te did not heed the fat Classical \\ho
looked in the doorway. dubb;
Muffin’s_podgy face wore a i
grin.  The Classical fellows generally
wero irritated with Erroll for his inex-
plicable fumbling in the game, which had
robbed them of a victory over their old
rivals. Even Tubby Muffin felt called
upon to add his fat voice to the chorus.

“Call _yourself a foothaller?” con-
tinued Tubby Mu

rroll made a gesture.

“Clear off I

«Call yourself a winger?” said Tubby.
“Fancy Jimmy Silver putting you in.
and leaving me out! Call him a foot-

ball skipper? Yah!”

Frroll turned his back on the fat
Classical. He had not heeded the re-
marks of the Iistical Four and the
other footballers, and he was not likely
to be perturbed by Reginald Muffin's
observations. But hie turned back again
to_the fat junior.

“Step in a minute, Muffin ” ho said.

“Going to have tea?” asked Tubby,
his_cxpression changing. “I don’t mind
if T do, Erroll. After all, you can’t
holp being a fumbler at footer, can you?
"Tain't as it you wore a player like mo.

Troll smiled faintly.

F v shon . the . Head’s
Muﬂin‘l” he asked.

“Tho man you were staring ab when
been kicking for

visitor,

you ought to have
gon_l;” grmngd Tubby.

“Tve som him,” said Muffin. “I say,
do you know him, Erroll? A lot of
fellows were saying you were staring at
him as if he were a giddy ghost.”

“Can_you tell me anything about
him, Muffin? asked Erroll, without
heeding the question. ©You' generally
knew things—

“Generally I” mssented Muffin, with
an air of proud satisfaction. *Precious
little goes on at Rookwood without my
getting on to it, T can tell you. I keep
my_eyes open.”

Tubby Muffin did not mention_ his
cars, which he was also in the habit of
keeping open.

Well, have you heard anything
whcuh this man, Durie?” asked Erroll.

Tubby nodded.

es, of course T have! I knew
was coming before any of the Aello\w,
said the Peeping Tom of Rookwood.
“I knew the Head had ordered a room
to be got ready for him—the son of an
old college friend of his. He mentioned
that to the housekeeper. I heard him.”

“The son of an old college friend?”
repeated EBrroll.

o He’s name’s Lucian Durie.
His father was with the cad at
Oxford,” said Muffia. “I know that
much. Young Durie has been abroad
for years. I heard the Iead mention
that to Mr. He’s staying here
for some days, and I believe the Head
"o PoruranNo; 625,
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is going to help him get a post some-
where, | From what I heard 3z, Dalton
s

i movement of disgust,

¢ was keen and anxious to learn what
he could of Lucian Durie, alias Slippery
Smith. But Tubby’s methods of acquir-
ing information were rather too much

will do, Muffin!"
“You can cut!”

Bh? Aren’t you going to have tea?”
o, no! Cit out, for goodness’

[‘ubbv

he said

“Well, my hat!” exclaimed
Muffin, in gieat disgust and wrath
say, you are a roter, Erroll, as, o
as & fumbling chump at footer! Here,
lezgo_my ear. Morny, you beast!’
roared Tubby suddenly.

Valentine Mornington had arrived at
the study d is finger and thumb
closed on Tubby’s fat car.

“What were you sayin’,
asked Mormy, politely.

dear man?”

ho Hmt wasn’t it. Somethin’ about

smiled Mornington.

saying “Imt a splendid
Caro

I was ju
foptballer he wa
Ia, ha, ha!

Morningfon released Tubby’s car, and
the fat Classical rolled away, rubbing
it ruefully. Morny came into the study,
and closed the door, and fixed a curious
glance on his chun.

e

“That the Head’s gidd
wiomber of Gentloman Jims old gaik
of cheery criminals” grinned Morny.

\Iormnntnn shook his head.
“Can’t be so!” he s “You've got
it _wrong, somohow 1l. - Put it.out
of your no

I can’t do “that,

i

Morny. The man

The POPULAR

is Slippery Smith, the forger, and he
must be here for mischief. can’t
keep silent and let hlm go ahead. I-T
must do something.”
Mornington shrugged his shoulders,
onk canc believe that you're not mis-
taken,” he answered. ~“Anyhow, the
Head believes in him, and if you start
calling his pal a forger and a criminal
I faney he will drop down on you like a
ton of buck= et
e got to risk
settmw his lips.
& %ou re going to speak to the Head ?”

that,” said Erroll,

Kit Erroll had made up his mind.
Mornington did not seek to dissuade
him, though his doubts were very plain
in_his looks.

Erroll left the study. Mornington sat
down fo his prep, but he did not give
much thought to his work. He was
thinking of Erroll visiting the Head’s
study with such a purpose, and wonder-
ing what could possibly come of it.

Erroll wondered, too, as he made his
way to Dr. Chisholm’s study, but he
did not hesitate.

He reached the Ilca study, and
hesitated at the door. For some minutes
he stood in the corridor, his purpose
unclmnw‘d but- pausing before he
enter ng to arrange his thoughts,
and ts n de cxactly what he ahou‘d say
to the chd He could picture, in his
mind, tlm angry amazement in Dr.
Chishols face, -the lift of his stern
cvcbm\v& He shrank from the ordeal
before him. But it had to be gono
through, and the junior nerved himself
at last to face it. He tapped at the
study door, and opened it.

here was a sound of a quick move-
mont in the study.

. Chisholm was not there. But a

mm\ who was bending over the Head’s
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dden movement, whirl-

rds the opening door.
ubts and hesitation

; on the instant, sprang into

Slippory Smith!” he panted.
“Whaoy ‘
“Siippery Smith, forger and thief,

what ate you doing here?’

> <>

Face to Face!

o S = a

UCIAN DURIE stood motionless,

his gaze ﬁxcd on the excited face

of the Rookwood jumior. His

own - fate chad. besomo- palo~

deadly pale—every vestige of colour had

or the moment deserted it. There was

look in the man’s startled

sudden denunciation had
e a thunderbolt.

<<

had _doubted, his doubts
re been dissolved now. There
was _guilt, ¢ was terror in the

startled face of the man before him.

ing, his cyes blazing at
£ was a full minute

Durie pulled himself

mmm/

\\ hat do

His

mad,
you

S]xpperx Smith !” said
ou_scoundrel, “}m duty
playing at Rookwood 2
mad, I suppose!” Durie
ered his self-command now.
elong to this school?
aanE
Tnoll of the Tourth Form.”

the Fourth I‘orm, 1
outrdl’eOJS condue

Di

1 am ‘ralting Hers ion i
and as soon as he comes—
As s00n a3 e comeg, T intend to do;
o him, Slippery Smith !”

& steadily.
urie smlled.

m in eamnest,” he said.
¢ a schoolboy practical joke,

w it is not.”
astonish me, my boy! Who
eman you allude to by so

z —a thief—a member of the
gang that Gentleman Jim was the head
of before he was sent to prison !

Ilm man started.

ban*[cmxn Jim!”’ he repeated.
1 know the name!” said Erroll

him steadily and

this out!” he said. He
d"ar, and closed it, Erroll
are a Fourth Form
friend,

o not remember me?” said

iave never seen you before.”
e seen you often enough.”
\VhenV" snApped Durie.
reetings of Gentleman Jnn s
was in the power of that
ho had kidnapped me from

man started.
e boy—Gentleman Jim’s bo;

have cr.:mged a good deal,” he said, hxs

eyes on Erroll's handsome, fushed face.

Yes. you ara older and a good deal
(Continued on opposite page.)




changed, but I remember you nav. You
are the'son of Gentleman Jim, the
eracksman.”
“T am not his son! len by
him when T was a cb m, Erroll.
“My fathér found me = 1

e
used to see a great deal of his rascally
ociates, and you were one of zhcm,
Slippery Smith.” You have admitted it
now 1
FLucian Durie laughed.
“W lmt i: our game her,
“My repeated.
“You"aro not hete smply
to study the classics, I

he asked.

=S
s

pose?”  said Lucian Durie,
with a grin. ‘‘Be sensible,
my boy. I need not interfere

with you, and you need not
interfere with me. Probably
there will be enough for both,
and we mav be able to help
one anot

E

roll

u\ ered with dis-

gust.

“You are making a n
tuke,” he said. “I am
Rookwood as a junior school
boy. I never had a hand in
Gentleman Jim’s rascalitics,
though you seem to think so.
And T am going to denounce
you to the Head if you remain
here.There is time for you to
go. Leave Rookwood at once
on_any excuso you like—>

“Scarcely

“If you T
your own accord, you will be
kicked out when - the
knows what T can tell him

“And you are going to tell
bim 7

At once!”
_Lucian  Durie  remained
silent, with a wrinkle o

thought in his brow. His eyes never
left Brroll’s face, and there was a
mocking light in them. Brroll watched
Lim steadily.

There was & sound of f
Dassags. - Errcll knew the'siatel
of Dr. Chisholm

The Head"was comi

Silence !

(,xemleman Jim junior.
el e
door_opened, and Dr. C
in. He gave Durie a nod
and _ then glanced
inquiry.
What dg you want here,

Neot a word,

ﬁhc study
Im came

and a
Brroll

at

Erroll tried to choose I vords, to

make his startling a ho
Head was so obviously unprepared for
anything of the kind thay the words
almost died on the junior’s tongue
Lucian Durie broke into 3

“Ts this boy quite in his
sir 7” he asked.

“Eh—what? Cc\t‘uq.\
the astonished Head.
Dalton’s best pupils in
Fourth Form !

“He has acted in a most unaccount-
able manner,” said Durie guietly and
calmly. “He has just burss into this
room and insulted me in a most out-
rageous way !”

““Bless my soul I

The Head’s brow
thunder.

“Erroll !

How dare
speak, sir,
“That man-

the Head angnly.
“His name is not Durie, sir!”

He knew that face.

Every Tuesday.

“ What??”

“His name is Smith !

“The boy is mad!” mclavmcd the
Head, staring at Erroll more in aston-
ishment than anger.

“Tt is true, sir!
And=——1

“Erroll 1”

“You know, sir, where T was before
I came to Rookwood,” said Erroll
desperately. “You know I was stolen
by @ criminal, and that I saw much
of his wicked life and his wicked asso-

1,

He is a criminal,

ciates. That man was one of them.
He was called Slippery Smith. He is
a forger and a thief, and he has been
in prison 1

Astonishment deprived the Head of
the power of speech for the moment.
He could only blink at Erroll.

Lucmn Durie broke in calmly :

hat is what the boy said to me
_]Uit before you entered, Dr. Chisholm.

Unless he is out of his senses—"

“He must be out of senses, T
think,” said the Head, recovering his
WOICes - Euol) how dare you—how
dare you—-

“It was my duty to tell you, sir,”
said Erroll earnestly. “You trust that
man, and I know him to be a criminal.

should be to blame if I remained
silent and allowed him to deceive you.”

Dr. Chisholm gave a gasp.

“Try to excuse this boy, Durie,” he
said. “He had some very odd and un-
fortunate experiences before he came fo
this school. No doubt he supposes he
sees some resemblance between you and
some character he saw at Lhw‘n time.
You must try to pardon him !*

“Certainly,” said Mr. Durie, with a
slight shrug of the shoulders. “I am
very much surprised to find ‘a_former
ciate of criminals among the hoys
this school. Doubtless he is actiny
under an error; he may mean
But if he, sp:cads this absurd story over
the school; will be impossible, " of
course, for me to remain here as your
guest.”

“T shall see that he does nothing of
the kind,” said the Head. “I beg yaur
pardon a thousand times, my
ellow. Erroll, you have made a fcahsh
—indeed, a wicked—mistake. You have
wronged and insulted this gentleman!
To convince you of your foolish error,
I will tell you that his father was an
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old friecnd of mine, and that I have
known Lucien Durie in his boyheod.”
Erroll almost staggered.
“You see how absurdly you are mis-
taken 1” said cad, more kindly.
“T am willing to believe that you spoke

from a mistaken sense of duty. Buf
you will b careful not to repeat a word
of the kind in the school. hear,

that you have uttered such a susp}cmn
with regard to my friend Mr. Durie, 1
shall expel you from Rookwood I*

Although Erroll had an easy shot for goal he stopped short and stared at the Head’s vnsxtor‘
The man was one of the biggest rogues of the underwerld !

“But, sir—T repeat—"
Freolt aliatss wildly.

“Do you dare to repeat your wicked
statement, after what I have told
Stiaimed. thet Trugieunc i)
young mam whom I have known si

Py

stammered

he was a
“He admitted it, si
shricked Erroll.

” almost

“He admitted it on'y

a minute before you came into the
room, sir !”

e

“That is false,” said Mr.
calmly. “But I need scaveely say ¢
to_you, Dr. Chisholm.’

“Searcely, Lucian,” said the Head.
“No more, Erroll.. No more!” . Ila
took a cane from his desk. “I have
dealt with you too lenicntly. _you

vt to palpable falschood to support

your wild and_foolish acousation. Hold
out your hand!” .

There was nothing for it but to
obey. Erroll held out his hand, anl
the cane came down with a lashing
swish.

“There ” said the Head. “That is
warning, Trroll! Now leave my study.”

Erroll almnxr staggered to the door.
He open it with a shaking hand, and
passed out into the corridor.

He went into Study No. 4, and the
door  close: on  him. Mornington
jumped up as his chum came in.

“Erroll! What’s happened 7

Lrroll burst into a bitter laugh.

“He’s the man! And I've been
caned for insulting tho Head’s guest.
and I’'m to be expelled if I say anothe=
word! And—and he’s Slippery Smith;
and he’s here to play his old game.
And—and T can do nothing!”

THE END.

(Drama and thrill in newt Tuesday's

gripping yarn of the Rookwood Chums.)
Tae Porurar—No. 625.
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KING OF THE SGOUTS !

(Continued from page 17.)

O

O

It caught the scoundrel fairly on the
chin, and with a yell he crashed into
the furze.

He was on his legs again in a couple
of scconds, however, “and again he
rushed forward. And now both men
were drawing their breath hard. The;
Imew the fight must bo fought to a
finish in_one long round. 1t was a
rough-and-tumble, nothing less.

Heffernan fought with the desperate
frenzy "of @ man who knew that his
liberty depended upou the result.

He tried again and again to bring
the confest to a finish with a knock-
out_blow, but Buffalo Bill always
cluded those terrific slogs.

Minutes passed, and still they fought.
Heffernan “was near spent; the great
scout, tco, despite the splcndlrl tr
ing in which he always kept himself,
was growing weak, but still he kept on
the defensive.

At last Heffernan’s  blows  came
feebler. He swerved as he approached.
Buffalo Bill summoned all his remain-
ing strength to his aid, hit with every
ounce of weight and muscle, and the
villain sank in a heap.

He lay as he had fnllcn, and Buffalo
Bill, unfastening the reins from the bit
of the dead ho‘xe, bound his beaten
opponent where he lay. Five minutes
later ho was galloping off Euuously

And Boh "he had ridden ‘into a trap !
Tollowing Biscoe, and_ resolved at all
costs not to let him slip away, the lad
had dashed up hill and down dale, till,
rounding a corner, he had come face
to face with half a dozen bravadoes,
who, wit] uﬂes mv=nd were coolly
awaiting his app:

That Biscoe had cxprntcd them at
that exact spot had been eyident at a
glance, for as Bob had swung round by
a big rock the villain had already
jumped from his horse, and
on a boulder grinning in anti
the lad’s discomfiture.

The POPULAR—Every

To show fight was useless. Perforce
Bob had to surrender, and, surrounded
by his captors, he was led off to an
ambuseade, which evidently formed the
rendezvous of the gang.

There, bound hand and foot, he had
lain a prisoner all the night.

The day broke, and the scoundrels
cooked their breakfast, laughing merrily
and cracking jokes at their prisoner's
expense,

They were all in good spirits, and
they spoke openly in the presence of
Bob. To his amazement he now learnt
what Buffalo Bill with his experience as
a scout had divined already.

Bob realised that Heffernan was
in the theft; that the gang had long
angled for this chance of robbing the
bunk that Biscoe had been bribed by’
them, and had given them notice when
the money was to be sent from Fort
Angus; and he heard, too, that Heffer-
nan was expected shortly, when the
plunder would be divided amongst
them, and they would all separate, and
leave several hundred miles between
themselves and the scene of the robbery.

As Bob listened he was filled with
admiration for the skill -Buffalo Bill
had shown, but he was still puzzled in
somo respects.

hy did the great scout send him
aftcr Biscoe, when he knew that Heff-
ernan held the money? “He found him-
self asking that question over and over
again.

Breakfast over, the gang made all
preparations for a long journey. Bob
watched them, idly wondering what
they meant to do with him.

Prosently the man who scemed their
leader approached where he lay, and
explained.

“We're waiting for our partner, and
when he comes we're going to clear
out,” he began. “You must take your
chance. Wo can’t afford to trust you.
and we want three clear days, anyhow,
before we're pursued. So we'll leave
you as you are, and if anyone chances
to find Jyou, you ’1l be all right, and if
not—='

Ho shrugged his shoulders. Bob knew
what he meant, but he said nothing.

The morning dragged on, and the
gang began to show signs of impatience.

Tuesday.

Bob wondered what had happened.
Had Buffalo Bill succeeded in captur-
ing the scoundrel, or had he failed?

Clatter, clatter, clatter!

horse was galloping towards {he
ambuscade at breakneck pace. 8
villains jumped to their feet in delight.

All gazed cagerly, expectantly. Pro-
sently a man swung into view. He gal-
loped on coolly, steadily, and it was
Buffalo Bill,

TFor a moment the scoundrels could
not believe their eyes; they were dumb-
founded. Then, with hoarse yells, they
ran for their rifles.

“Halt, or we fire!”

They stopped: at the command in
ringing accents came from the cliffs
around. Gazing up terror-stricken, they
saw the sheriff grinning down at them,
a rifle in his han

All round the ecircular cliff other
frontiersmen stood ready to fire at the
word of command, and Buffalo Bill
cantered in to the arena, and rode
amongst the gang.

Jumping to the ground, he strode
forward to where Bob lay, a quiet smile
on his strong face.

“Sorry yowve had a bad time, old
chap, but you can have a square meal
now from the grub these ruffians have
stored here,”’ the great scout remarked,
as he cut Bob's thongs and pulled him
to his feet. “Oh, yes, I nabbed Heffer-
nan, and I've got the money. Help me
now to strap up these pesky _coyotes.
Why, we'll have quite an exciting time
when next the judge comes this way!’

“But why did you send me after
Biscoe?” Bob asked, as he staggered
to his feet.

“Oh, so as I _would have a_certain

track to follow!” Buffalo Bill laughed.
“After T nabbed Heffernan I rode baclk
to Smoky Hollow and got out the sherif
I had
o

and the other chaps. hen

myself. T'd no trouble followin

when T had the trail of your horse as

well_as his.” -
“You're a wonderful scout, Bill”

Bob gasped.
THE END.
(Yowll all enjoy next week's smashing
story of the Prairie King and his young
partner Bob!)

]

DROPPED FROM THE TEAM !

(Continued from page 11.)

{
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There was a rush of the Remove
fellows at once. Bolsover major threw
open the study door.

“Go it, Hazel " sang out Skinner.
Skinner fiad no doubts that Hazel was
in the wrong; and any fellow in the
wrong®was sure of Skinner’s support
and encouragement.

Tan down ! grinned Russell.

Hazel went down heavily to the floor.

e lay there dazedly, gasping for
breath. Tom Brown dropped his hands
at once,

“Chuck it, old bean” he said.
“Yowre not my weight, you know.”

You—you rotter !’ panted Hazel,
“T1 lick you, you rotten cad.”

Harry Wharton came through the
crowd of fellows gathering round the
open-doorway. Hazeldene staggered to
his foet. He rushed at Tom Brown.

“Stop that, Fazel I exclaimed the
captain of the Remove.

“Mind your own business.”

Tuz Porursr—No. 625

Tom Brown grasped his a ,a:lant and
held him. He was twico as strong as
Hazeldene, and had no dxfhcultv what-
ever in handling him. Hazel struggled
in his grasp,

“Let me loose !” he alnrost sereamed.

“Make it pax!’ said Tom Brown,
with a gri

“I won't! Tl lick you—I—I—T—”

Hazel stuttered with rage and chagrin.

“You look like licking me, I don’t
think,” said Brown. “Look here, are
you going to stop playing the goat?”

“You rotter! I—I——

“Then you go out till you're in a
better temper,” said Tom Brown coolly,
and he spun Hazel to the doorway, and
sat_him down forcibly in the passage,
amidst the laughing Removites.

en he closed the door on him.

“You silly owl, what did you tackle
R:ownev for?” asked Bolsmel , major.

“He could eat you if he like:

Hazel sat and panted, his cup of
humiliation full. He realised only too
clearly that he had made an exhibition
of himself; and that it was useless to
enter the study again to try further
conclusions with the hefty youth from

New Zealand.
Wharton bent to give him a_ helping
hand up. Hazel struck his hand

savagely aside, and staggered to his
feet without assistance.

Wharton’s eyes gleamed.  Every
fellow there expected to see him knoclc
mzex spinning along the passage; and

r a moment he looked like it. But
hc controlled his temper, and salked
away without a word or a look at
Hazel.

“My hat! His Magnificence is gettin®
jolly tame I” said Skinner.

azel had felt a momentary tremor;
but Wharton’s quiet departure reassured
him. He cast a vaunting look after the
captain of the Remove. The insult to
Wharton seemed somehow, to his weak
and sulky mind, to avenge his humili
tion at the hrmds of his_study-mate.
But Bolsover major chimed in with his
gruff voice.

“You're silly  ass, ~Skinner!
Wharton doesn’t think that he’s worth
l\IMmg, und you jolly well know it.
D talk r

Imel gave Boleover major a furious
and tramped away towards the
sf , followed by a laugh from the
juniors.

THE END.
- (What is going to be the result of all
these ructions in the Remove? Sce next

week’s fine long Greyfriars tale!)



The Island of a Thousand Perils!

GOL

DEN

were coming towards

The worst of it was that the boys

O of small creatur
An Awkward Situation ! Mo, drvon Hy tha e
> ><><><0  dared not

@AY, Dick, the fire’s over the
edge! 'The serub’s alight on
top of the cliff 1
Dudley, the lean American
partner to Dick Daunt, pointed as he
spoke to little tongues of flame that
flashed up amongst the dry shrub on the
side of the
The two boys were scrambling out of
the reach of the forest fire they them-
selves had made in an effort to cut off
the pursuit of their enemies. Cray and
his gang of beachcombers were after
Dick and his pal, and this desperate
remedy had been a kind of last resort
of the two chums.
This looked likely to become the
greatest adventure they had had since
they had set foot on Golden Island only

rise upright.
afraid of being seen. They ducked
and dodged, making the best speed
they could under the circumstances.

All of a sudden the serub ended, and
they found themselves on the bare hill-
side, with no cover of any sort, except
a ifew rocks.

“TThis is a nice joke!” growled Dick,
as he paused and looked out across
the bare space.

D e
Fight to the Death
Against
Overwhelming Odds!

They were

O]

0
9
9
9
¢
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a few days ago. Much had k d to
them in that short space of time.

They had failed to find the man,
Matthew Snell, they had come to the
island to rescue. He had vanished.
But what they had found was trouble
rom the hands of a notorious beach-
comber, Tzra Cray, and his gang.
Cray had tried to get the two chums off
(Jm island because long gold veins had
been found in the rocks—a regular El
Dorado. But Dick and Dudlcy were
also keen on sharing that gold find, and
they had endeavoured to avoid the
pressing attentions of their enemies.

In this they only partially suc-
ceeded. They were fugitives now, with
Cray hot on their heels. Firing the

shrub had been the only way to hold
up the pursuit for the moment.
“Guess we'd better shift if we don’t

want to be roasted,” said Dudley. “It's
coming our way!”
They shifted without delay. It was

time, too. Rabbits, snakes—all sorts

The nearest trees were at least a
couple of hundred of yards away.
“Your little scheme has cut both ways,

Dudley.”

Dudley crawled out into the open
and took a quick glance around.

“Can’t sce anything of Clay s crowd,”
he said in a tone of relic

“Then we'd better do a bunk across
the open,” Dick replied.

Dudley shook his head.

“T guess we can do better than that.
‘What’s the matter with ning wight
round and making back down the
creck 1gxm”’

“The way we came?
m:ml Itll take us
ump again I’

“Maybe it will,” said Dudley. “But
where’s tho harm? Most all Cray’s
folk are over in the other direction.
There must be two looking after the
schooner, and two more busy with the

You're crazy;
right past the

ISLE
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niggers. I guess there won't be |many
eft to form anather search-party

“By Jov believe you are ught'
Tho only thing I don't qmte see 18
where you want to make for.

“Right over to the south side—our

old quarters. We shall be a durned
s.gm safer there than anywhere else.”

J_).ck nodded.

“That’s not a bad notion. We can
sprnd the night in the spring cave
“And be sure of a drink of water for
supper, anyhow,” smiled back Dudley.

Dick had no doubt in his mind that
Dudley was right. There was far more
cover near Rocky Beach. Besides, they
knew the ground better. And then
there was always fresh water in the
Spring Cave. Grub, of course, was an
awkward question. They could only
hope to get hold of another gopher, or
perhaps some crab or oysters.

The smoke was blowing thickly above
them and under its cover they ran
rapidly in a south-westerly direction,
unril they reached the woods below the

orge. Here they were able to slack
. bit, and take things moro easily.

“We shall have to look out as we
get near the mouth of the creel,” said
Dick presently. “As likely as not we
shall mect C ay, and his little lot on
thon way bacl

“I guess not,” Dudley anwered.

“We've ‘come too quick for .
They’ll be plunging around in the serub
at the cast end of the island for the
next hour or more.”

He was right. Reaching the end of
the palmetio scrub above Rocky Bay,
they reconnoitred carefully before ven-
turing into the open, but saw rothmg
of Cray or his men. They climbed tho
big heap of the Jandslide on the west
side of the b and by the time they
reached the Spring Cave were only tco
thankful for a long drink of the ice-cold
water from the little rock cup.

Dudley went to_the mouth of the
'ue Porurar—No. 625.




24

cave, and dropped down upon a rock.
Dick perched himself on another.

is all very well,” said the
“But what does it lead to?”

“*Sleep, anyhow,” replied Dudley,
with a smile. ore safe enough here,
and, in spito of my nap, I can do with
@ night’s rest.”

“*Must say 1 should like sum-.thmr to
cat first,” grumbled Dick. “Sl ep’s all
very well, but it don’t fill one’s tummy.”

“That's true, Dick,” Dudley ans-
wered more gravely. “T'll allow the
grub problem is a mighty awkward one.
£ was kind of wondering if we went and
hunted among the rocks in our old
cave, whether we might dig out a tin
or_two of meat.”

Dick sat up straight.

“That's quite on the cards,” he said
< Anyhow, it's good enmough to try
W hat do you thmkl Shall we try it
now ¥

“Bu.thr wait @ while, 1 'rucss, Dud-
ley answered thoughtfully. ‘here’s
still nearly two hours dayllghb Let’s

stop here an hour, then if we don't sec
anything of Cray’s push, we'll go on
and have a dig.”

Dick agreed
notion.
sweep round to the beach, or he and his
followers would probably have returned
homo for supper, and left the rounding-
up_of tho fugitives for another day.

They fay back comfortably, and took
it easy while the shadows lengthened;
then, when the sun was not more than
half an hour high, crept out and re-
connoitred cavefully. There was not a
sign of anything moving, so they started
for the old cave.

The tide was coming in, and when
thiey got down to the beach beyond the
slide, there was only just room to walk
between the swater and the clif

The caye which they Lad abandoned
in such a hurry was a pitiable sight.
Cray’s infernal machine had wrecked it
most thoroughly. The whole roof was
down, and the interior one mass of
piled-up boulders. They stood and sur-
veyed 1t with aching hearts.

After u_while Dick suggested that
they should start digging about.

was procious hard work, shifting
the masses of broken rock, and their
hands grew sore, and their backs ached
aiter half an hour of it.

Dudley mmgmemd himself slowly
and pamful y.

I don't reckon we'll ever get fo the
bottom of this,” he observed mournfully.

“It’s no sort of use.”

And. just then Dick gave a cry of
delight.

“No use, you say! What price this?”

As hie spoke he lifted triumphantly a

that this was a good

squarish, red-labelled object. It was a
tin of corned-beef.
“Bully for you, Dick!” exclaimed

Dudley, and reached across to take it
from Dick’s hand.

The movement saved his life.
very moment a shot rang out, and a
bullet_flattened on the side of the cave
in @ line with the point where Dudley’s
head had been one second before.

Without hesitation, Dick hurled the
tin which he had_ just found at the man

At that

who had fired. So quick was he that it

reached its mark before the would-be
murderer could pull trigger a second
time, and Rufe Finn—for it was ho—
went over like a poleaxed bullock, with
his blunt nose flattened to h:s face, and
most of his front teeth adri

_Dudley wheeled just in mme to see the
nigger go down.

“Good man, Dick! Gee, it’ll be some

Tre Porurar—No. 625.

In an hour Cray would- erther

The POPULAR

time before he eats beef, or anything
else for that matter!”
“Take his rifle!”

snapped Dick.
“Don’t waste time.

The rest aven’t far

24

e snatched up his own rifle, and
stepping quickly to the mouth of the
cave, cautiously looked out.

Crack! Crack! came two shots almost
simultaneously.

Dick sprang back. His
bmht with the light of battle.

“The whole outfit_are coming across

the cliff face,” he said quicl “ What
shall we do—fight or hook it

B 7 answered Dudley

eyes wera

out, in-
“Weo ¢an’t hold this place. We

stantly.

must reach the ravine if we can. We
ought to be able to hold them up
there.”

“Keep low,
goodness’ sake, keep low.
we're done in!”

The ruins of the old breastwork which
they had built to defend their cave just
after the coming of Cray & Co. lay
thick on the narrow platform outside,
and gave cover enough, so long as they
cht well down.

The moment they were outside, rifles
began to talk again, but they flung
themselves flat, and crawled on hands
and knces in among the boulders until
they were round the bulge of tho cliff.
Then they both sprang upright, and
were off along the ledges towards the
mouth of the ravine.

Don’t break your neck, Dudley!”
panted Dick, as Dudley took .a risky
leap from one point of the rock to
another. “They don’t know the ledges
as we do. They won't be within range
again for five minutes.”

“Yes, but_we've got to get cover of
some sort. What do you want to do—
hide in the ravine?”

“Yes, go right up it, and into the
scrub beyond.  We can dodge them
there. Palmetto won't burn, so they
can’t smoke us out.”

As he spoke, Dick turned up-hill, and
began to climb quickly towards the
funnel-like mouth of the ravine. Dudley
mme close after.

had nearly reached their goal,
whcn from above a fresh shot rang out,
and a bullet struck a rock within a
yard of ch‘ and ricochetted with a
vicious ping

Dudley ﬂdsped with dismay.

Dick,” he added. “For
1t you're hit

“Then, by thunder, they've got us!”
ho  eotlsmen ey ve ot i
covered 1

Tor a moment the two crouched low

behind a projecting ledge. ey were
ubsolutely at their wits’ end. A more
hopeless ~ plight could hardly be

imagined. They could not go back, for
Cray and_his followers cut off their
retreat. They could not go up, for the
man posted on the bank of the ravine
could pick them off at his pleasure.
Beyond—that is, to the west—the beach
was already covered with the rising
tide, and as for tho oliffs, they were
absolutely perpendicular.
hey were literally between the devil
and the deep sea.

a
The Swim !
[} a

GAIN the man by the ravine
A pulled tho trigger, and the re-
port of his rifle echoed along the

face of the rugged cliffs.

Dick and Dudley were safo for the
moment beneath their ledge. It was
plain fhat the second shot, was a signal

to Cray.

It was instantly answered.
“Where be they, Degan?” shouted
Cray’s croak from some distance back.
“Jest undorneath ye!” shouted back
Degan. “They cayn’t get away. You
kin take your time.
Can’t get away !” echoed Dick, in a
fiergo whitpor.  * Dudley, its the séa for
Dy glanced down at the- blue
water heaving gently at the base of the
cliff. He shiy Small blame to him,
cither! Dick knew the reason of his
hesltnhon
“Sharks or not, it's botter than falling
into Cray's hands again,” he said
ax we can onco get

g

r;
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gravely. nd if
round the Point we may do ‘em yet.”

Dudley sct his teeth.

- ”(xo ahead! I'm1 game!” he said
rie

'Iho ‘ledge they were on ran shelving
downwards to within a few feet of the
water. And so long as they were on it
they were entirely hidden from Degan.
From Cray, too, until he was much
nearer than he was at present.

Once their resolution was mhcn the
o wasted no time in carrying out their
plan.” They scuttled down the ledge like
two rabbits, and came to its end not
their own height above the sea.

“Leave the rifles” whispered Dick.
“We can’t swim with them.”

As he spoke he thrust his into a erack
in tho rocks. udley did the same.
Then Dick let himself down from the
ledge, and hung by his hands.

“Softly !” he said. “Don’t make a
splash. They can’t see us, and we’ll be
a hundred yards off before they know
what’s become of us.”

Dudley nodded. Dick dropped quietly
into the sea, and waited for his chum;
and Dudley, with splendid pluck, fol-
lowed him.

The water was ca[m and quite warm,
and the two swam along side by side,
keeping as close under the cliff-foot as
they could. As he swam, Dick kept a
sharp look-out in all directions. But
there was no sign of sharks, or of the
even more dreaded barracuda.

Tho splash of the slow swells breaking
on the cliff drowned other sounds, and
they could no longer hear their pursuers’
voices. Striking out steadily, they were
soon opposite fo the narrow mouth of
Hidden Bay.

Bl plvaced: at, Dudleys

Dudley was
not nearly so strong a swimmer as

himself.

“Can you keep going?” he asked
anxiously.

“ guoss s0,” was the quiet roply.

“We conld dodge into Hidden Bay it
you liked.”

“Nouse. We couldn’t get out again.”

“Maybe we could after dark.”

Dudley shook his head.

“Guess I'd rather swim in the day-
light !” he answered grimly.

IL was at this moment that a shout
rang out, loud enough to be heard even
above the boom of the surf.

“They’ve spotted us' muttc"cd Dick.
“Look out for the loa

Apparently, howevel, the man who
had spotted them was in some place from
which he could not shoot, and the two
had gained nearly fity yards more be-
fore the crack of a rifle woke the echoes
along the cliff-face.

“The rango is pretty long,” observed
Dick. “We've got @ fine start. Don't
hurry, old man, There’s a long stretch
before wo round the Point.”

“And a longer stretch before we can
male any sort of a landing,” ho thought,
but did not say so. As a matter of fact,
he had not the faintest idea where they



would be able to land, even if they were
lucky enough to escape the bullets of
their enemies.

Two rifles rang out simultancously,
and a little jet of spray leaped from a
wave-top to Dick’s right, It was no use
ducking or dodging. They must just
keep straight on and trust to luck that
they would not be hit. There was this
much in their favour—that the range
was now over three hundred yards, and
that two heads bobbing among the
waves at such a distance need mighty
good marksmanship to make sure of.

Next came a regular volley,
bullets pitted the water all around.

“Rotten shooting ! said Dick, with a
grim chuckle. “We've got the tide
with us, and the next thing they know
we'll be out of their range altogether.”

Ho was right. A rapid current swirled
along the base of the cliff, and was
more than doubling their ordinary
swimming pace.

“(fee, but that was close!” gasped
Dudley, as a bullet clipped past his ear
and struck the water not twelve inches in
front of his nose.

It was a chance shot, for aiter that,
although the firing went on for some
iminutes, nothing else came near enough
to be dangerous. And every minute the
Point showed nearer.

“Keep close in,” advised Dick—“as
close as you can, Dudley.”

As he spoke he turned slightly to the
left, meaning to skirt the Point as
closely as possible.

The moment he turned he began to
feel the pull of the current. The tide
as in some way turned outwards from
the curve of the cliff. He had to fight
hard to keep close in.

He glanced at Dudley, and saw that,
in spite of his efforts, he was being
dr:&wn gradually farther out from the
cliff.

“Guess it’s too strong for me !” panted
the latter.

Instantly Dick struck out and came
alongside Dudley.

“Hang on to me,” he said quictly.
“We'll make it all right.”

At first Dudley objected ; but Dick in-
sisted, and the other yielded.  Dick,
wisely, did mot try to haul his friend
right back across the
current, but swam
obliquely, keeping as
near the shore as he

and

could, without ex-
hausting himself.
This was_just_as

well, for when they
did reach the Point
they found them-
selves in a swirl of
contending currents.
The water was
rough, too, and, into
the bargain, Dudley
was tiring. It was
all that Dick could
do to fight their way
out of the turmoil.
But he did it at
last, and they found
themselves in calm
water, well round the
Point, and out of
sight of
i . Dick
raised himself in the
water, and took a
look along the shore.
Iis heart sank.
far as he could see,
the cliff swept on
without a visible
break of any kind.
There was no bay,
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ch—not even an _isolated rock
they might cling and rest

no bea
to whi
themselves.

Dudley was watching him. He
the look on Dick’s face, and real
what it meant,

“Don’t look healthy—eh, Dick?”
asked.

“To be ‘quite honest, it doesn’t,”
allowed Dick. “I can’t sce a landing-
place.  All the same, one can’t see
much from sca-level. It's quite on the
cards there may be some opening, and
not far off, either. Anyhow, we're safe
from Cray, and there doesn’t seem to be
any sharks about, so we can just take it

aw

he

°
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“You lie on your back, Dudley,” he
added—“lie on your back and float.
I can tow you along.”

Dudley obeyed, and in this way they
travelled slowly for about two hundred
yards along the base of the «liff. But,
Search as he might, Dick could sce no
possible landing-place, and he began to
realise that he himself was getting badly
fagged.

He paused again and trod water.
A swell lifted him slightly, and he
d a glimpse of a long, smooth rock—
a sort of spur running out into the
sea from the base of the cliff. It was
a long way off, and it looked terribly
steep; yet, such as it was, it was the
only possible chance in sight for making
a landing.

He pointed it out to Dudley.

“Come on!” he said cheerfully. “If
we can make it, we ought to be able
to climb out.”

“All right,” Dudley answered. His
very weak and hoarse, and

I as frightened to notice how
blue-white his lips were.
They started again, Dick towing

Dudley as before. But Dick himself
was. 5o tired that they took a long
time in reaching the spur. The nearer
they got to it, the lower Dick’s hopes
sank.

The spur was quite smooth, with no
handhold or foothold of any sort, and
far too steep to climb upon. It looked
to him as if their last chance was gone.
For himself, he did not feel as if he
could swim another hundred yards.
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His legs and arms felt heavy, and all
his_muscles numb.
ne of the long, slow swells that

came softly in from the open sea broke
upon the spur, and as the blue water
washed upon it there came a curious,
low, booming sound. |

It might 2lmost be hollow,” thought
Dick vaguely, as he paddled slowly
in_towards it.

“It is!” he cried suddenly.

“It is what?” asked Dudley hoarsely.

“Hollow,” answered Dick, in sudden
excitement. “There’s a_hole in it—a
hole in the rock-spur, just above the
water-level. That last swell broke into
it and made that quecr, booming
noise.”

One Mystery Solved !

O

a cave-mouth, do you
demanded ~ Dudley,
Dick’s excitement,

sharing
“Gee, but yowre right!” I

can see it myself now.”

ep yourself up a minute,
old man 7” asked Dick anxiously. “It’s
going to be a bit of a job to reach

“You bet!” Dudley answered briefly.
They were now quite close under the
spur. The hole, which was not more
than a yard across, was in the very
face of the curious spur, which stuck
out from the main cliff like a buttress.
On the face of it it scemed a most
useless sort of refuge, for water was
already breaking into it, and at high
tide it would be completely submerged.

But it was a case of “any port in a
storm.” Neither of them could keep
afloat much longer. If they could gain
even a few minutes’ rest, it might be
possible to go on again and weach some
other landing-place.

Dick swam as near as he dared to
the lower end of the buttress, then
waited for the next swell.

As it lifted him he struck out hard.
Ho felt himself flung forward against
hard rock, with a force that almost
knocked the breath out of his body.

Together the two boys stood at the window pumping lead
as fast as they could into the aitacking beachcombers,

(Gripping incident from nexi week’s story.)
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The water broke over his head,
blinding and confusing him; then, as
the wave dropped back, his groping
fingers found a ledge, and grasped it
desperately.

It was the lower rim of the opening,
and in a moment he was standing
upright on the ledge

ow then, Dudlev,' Quick, before
the next swell comes

tooping down, he manugcd to grasp
Dudley’s outstretched hand, and, using
all his strength, dragged him safely

up alongside.

“That's good!” he gasped. “Now
hang on_tight. There's another swell
coming.”

It came washing up to their waists,
and tugging at them so strongly that
Dick realised that the next one would
probably carry them clean off their
hardly gained ‘pereh,

¢ must get inside. It’s our only

chance,” he said, with sharp decision.
“Out of the frying pan into the fire,
I guess,” remarked Dudley; “or p

/haps T should say, out of tho waves
into the water.” But all the same, he
followed Dick without a moment’s
hesitation.

Tnside, the opening was very like
one of those huge pipes which carry the
water supply of the big towns. It
was about the same size, almost_as
round, and almost as smooth. ~But
it was not any means straight.
Indeed, the angk at_which it ran up-
wards, combined with its steepness,
mnde it enything but easy to crawl up

th crawl they had to, and quickly,

Bot were painfully aware ‘that, if
caught by the next swell before fhc)
were beyond its reach, they would be
licked out as swiftly and easily as a
fly is licked dov.n by the swift-darting
touvue of a toa

hollow ro:u, a dash of spray, and
Dudley, forcing his way up into the
unknown gloom above, felt the water
washing to his knees. He jammed his
clbows against the two sides of the
rock pipe, and held on like grim death,

The waye fell back, and he heard
Dick’s voice anxiously inquiring if he
was safe,

“still hore," panted Dudley, “but I
reckon we'll have to get a bit hxghm-
efore we can call ourselyes safe.”

“You're right. The tide’s got some
foet to riso still. Come on. It's mot
so stecp above, and the air's quite

good. Want a hand ?”
I guess not. I'm good for a bit

Dick climbed on. Dudley could not
see him, but he followed upwards
through the darkness

As Dick had said, the slope was not
quite so steep above, and by the time
the next swell came booming after
them they were well above its upward
rush.

“Here's & flattish bit,” came, Dick’s
vmce “1 vote we rest a while.”

The POPULAR

“See here, Dudley because you're
fagged out there’s no need to chuck
up the sponge. Once the tide's fallen
again Pll go down, and swim along

tll I find somo landing-place. Then
T'll come back for you.
Dudley did not answer. Dick rea-

lised that for once his chum had come
prefty near to the end of his tether.
uck up, old chap!” he said per-

suasively. *“We'vo been in just as bad
places before, and got out. Anyhow,
we're better off than we were twenty-
four hours ago. Then we were Lrays
sla\es Now, at any rate, we're free.”

“Yes, we're free,” said Dudley—
“free to sit here and starve in the dark,
free to take to the water and be sna.ppcd
up by sharks, free—if we can ever get
ashou—to Lo shot down by Cray’s
men,’

Dick said no more. It was clear
that Dudley was beyond comfort for the
present. He sat still, shivering slightly
in the strong dranght which blew down
from somewherc above.

Boom! A long-drawn swish. A
shower of salt spray broke over them.

Dick sprang up.

“Come on, Dudley! The tide hasn’t
turned yet.  We've gob to get a bit
higher.

“Whats the use?” asked Dudley in a
dull voice.

. Dick reached down and caught hold of
him,

“Come_on!” he said, and though he
spoke quietly enough, Dudley obeyed.

They scrambled on up the curious
passage, slipping and sliding as they
went, and often in danger of falling
back. The rock which they crawled
over was all smooth. Not a sharp corner
anywhere. Dick realised that it was all
water-worn. At times the wayes must
certainly come right up it. He began
to wonder. uneasily if they would be

able to climb high enough to escapc
the reach of the surf at full tide. Every
wave which broke below sent a gust of
sound up the tunnel, followed by a blast
of air.

But between times the down-draught
was strong, showing clearly that the
tunnel, like the spring cave, had some
connection with the upper air.

For perhaps five minutes they climbed
steadily, then Dick’s fingers, groping for

old, found a broad ledge. He
scrambled up, and discovered a flat sur-
ace.

“Where are you, Dick?”’ came Dud-
ley’s voice from below.

“Don’t know; but I" vo found standmg
room, anyhow. Here, take my hand!”
IIe reached down and helped Dudley

e e of cave, haven’t we?”
said_Dudley, groping about.
ms like it,” Dick answered. I
think Pl use just one match to sce
where we are.”

In spite of the long swim, Dick’s
matches, carcfully preserved in the little
bottlo, rere still dry. Ho struck one
g it froin the draught with

an ied
replied Dudley. “To tell the truth o
hayen't often” wanted a rest quite so
badly.”

“Or grub cithor,” returned Dick
soberly, “It’s a long time since we
ﬁnlshed the gopher.”

shan’t even find a gopher in
thls dz'ampxpe, said Dudley. He
paused a moment or two, then spoke
again in a more serious tone. “Say,
D(xck do you reckon we'll ever get out
of this?

:G?t“ut of md()f course wi;/lxp
out of it!” returned Dick quite s y.
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i ‘hat, looked round.

Tt was, as Dudley had said, a cave—
a very small one; in fact, a mere bulge
in the long, botle-necked tube up which
hey had crawled. They could see the
tube itself, both above and below, with
sides almost as smooth as though_the
datk-coloured _rock composing  them
had been polished.

Tho mateh burned Dick's fingers, and
he dopped if.

“We shall be all right here for the
prosent, Dudley.” ho said, “The best
thing to do is to perch ourselves, and
waituntil the tids falls”

Dudloy hesitated. He hated the dark-
ness and the chill of the plage. He
would have liked to have climbed higher
and chanced finding a way out. But ho
had the sense to know that both he and
Dick were very near the end of their
tether, and that rest was what they
needed most of all.

“T guess wo had,” he said reluctantly,
and dropped down beside Dick, with his
back against the wall of the little rock
chamber.

They were too tired even to talk, and
in spite of their wet clothes, their
hunger, and tho chill of the darksome
place, both dozed off. They wero roused
by a deep, hooting roar, resembling that
of a steam siren, and both leaped up in
a violent hurry.

“Great_Scott, what was that?”’ ex-
claimed Dudley, grasping Dick’s arm
with a force that proved how badly he
was startled.

The Glimmering Light !

T—it must be a wave!” stammered
Dick, who was almost as much
scared for the moment as Dudley,

At that instant there came a
swishing sound, and then a spray of
salt water broke over them in a fine
mist.

“I know!” said Dick sharply. “I
know! Dudley, d’you remember the
hooting that puzzled us so the first days
we were on the island—that we heard
so plainly when we were in the cave on
Crooked Cliffs ?

“I do that” answered Dudley in a
puzzled voice. “But—but I don’t under-
stand.”

“Why, it’s plain as a pikestaff, and
if I hadn’t been an absolute idiot I'd
have thought of it long before! It's a
bluwholc?"

“A blowhole?” repeated Dudley, in

a tone which proved to Dick that he

cvldentl,y did not yet understand.
hat’s a blowhole?”

“This—this is a blowhole! A rock
funnel, the bottom of which is below
high-water mark, while the top opens
somewhere above. “I've seen one on
the north Cornish coast. When there’s
any sea on, the waves run right up to
it, and burst out of the top. I don’t
quite know wl makes such a row,
but it’s somothing to do with the air
that's ecarried up.

Dudley gave a “low whistle.

“Then we—we are in the pipe of the
lnffernal thing I’ he muttered in a tone
of di

H That s abont the size of it!” returned
Didk calmly.

Dudley gave a bitter iaugh.

“Then this finishes it! I'rom that
first burst, it’s quite clear there’s a
storm workmg up. Now, I suppose
there’s nothing to do but wait until
we’re washed out.

“Jt’s no use meeting trouble half-way,
old chap!” answered Dick, as quietly as
before. “Scems to me we were precious
lucky to strike this little cave place
before the first big wave came. And as
that didn’t do us any particular harm,
perhaps the others won’t, either. Re-
member, it isn’t very far off high tide.”

He had hardly finished speaking be-
fore there came another roar. It was
louder than the first. The solid rock
sccmed to quiver under the shock, and

aint  phosphorescence gleamed

th\ough the darkness as a great spout
of water rushed past them up the rock
tube.




Part of the wave sprayed out side-
ways, washing the floor of the little
cavern in which they had found refuge,
but the wouth of it was so small that
the amount of water which found its
way through was not cnough to be
dangerous or to threaten to wash them
away.

For some ten seconds the fierce rush
continued; then they could feel it
falling back, rolling in a thundering
cataract back to_ the sea from which
it came. The noise, the rush, the feel-
ing of the enormous power exerted, to-
gether with the impossibility of getting
any farther away from the spout, was
absolutely terrifying, and left them both
gasping.

ot there was nothing to be done.
They could but remain where they were
and hope against hope that in the end
they might come out of it alive.

And so it went on for over an hour.
Sometimes it would be five minutes
between the upbursts, sometimes only
three. Some rushes were much heavier
than others, and once a full foot of
water gnshed into their refuge, and it
was only by clinging to a tiny projec-
tion which Dick found in the wall that
they were -saved from being washed
right out and drawn down the roaring
pipe into the depths below.

At last, after what scemed an eternity
of suspense, the waves began to slacken,
and to come at longer and longer in-
tervals. Then one came which failed
to reach the cave at all, and fell back
before doing so.

Still they did not dare to move. They
almost held their breath waiting in
frightful anxicty to see whether it was
only a temporary respite. For all they
know, a heavy gale might bo working
up, in which case the surf would break
higher than the entrance, even at low

But time passed, and the bursts grew
Jess and less frequent. There were still
terrifying sounds down below, gurglings
and hissings, as if some huge sea mon-
ster was writhing in its death agony.

“It’s over at last!”’ said Dick, rising
to his feet and beating his arms acr
his chest to try to restore circulation.
The strong draught which had been
blowing upon their soaked bodies had
chilled them both to the bone.

Dudley scrambled up.

. “Then, for any sake, let’s get out of
it, Dick I’ he begged. “I've sure been
through some ugly times the last weel
or two, but that beats all! T'd rather
tart to swim back to Florida than
stick another hour like the last !”
there, Dudley,” Dick
3 wasn’texactly enjoy-
Pon my Sam, I’ve had enough

able.
of caves and darkness to last me flhe

vest of my life. What's it fo
we to try to elimb up top-side

“Top-side or bottom-side, it’s all the
o me, so long as we get ouf of
said Dudley. “Let’s have one
ch, Diek, just to start us on

be? Are
9

i3 Dick answered, and care-
fully struck one of his few remaining
matches. Tts flickering light shone on
two soaked, white - faced, shivering
scarecrows. _Indeed. Dudley’s
ance gave Dick a nasty shock.
neither had much time to comment on
the other. They were too cager to sec
whether the upper part of the funncl
was or was not too steep to climb.

“T looks all right!” said Dudley,
with a sigh of relief, worming his way
out through the narrow mouth of their
cave.

Bvery Tuesday.
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Here is @ game you can try on your
gang who lave designs on being detec-
tives one of these days. All detectives
Tave to be very brainy people, able to
work out and solve problems by means
of logical deduction.” See what you can
do with these:

Know anything about billiards? You

do? Cood! Tom Newman recently
made a break of 1,239. He pocketed the
red sixteen times, went i

in off re
twelve times, and made all the rest of
his score by cannons.

Now prove that I'm pulling your leg.

1 wonder how many of you have
heard the legend of the Moonrakers?
This is it: Two old countrymen, who
were smugglors, brought several kegs
of whisky to land and dumped_them
at the bottom of a small lake until they
could take them away without being
seen by the police. The same evening
they went out with rakes, and began
raking about in the water to fish out
the kegs.

A coastguard came along, and was
suspicious.

“What are you
asked.

The cunning old smugglers pretended
to be very simple. Pointing fo the re-

doing there?” he
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flection of the full moon on the watc
of the lake, they said:
“Why, sir, we was tryin’ to rake out
that there big ches in_the lake!”
The coastguard roared with laughter
at their simplicity, and went on chuck

ling. The foxy old smugglers thet
raked out the whisky. and got awn
with it

Now the legend doesw’t say this— i
fortnight later the same thing hap
pened again. They told the coastguard
that thoy  werc raking for the, hig
cheese; but, in spite of this, they were

found out.
How did the coastguard bowl them
out?

Here’s a cute little catch for the lasi
item. This time yowve got to tell me
the problem, instead of my telling you

Two travellers were proceeding by
dog-sleigh across Labrador. As the
went along, there suddenly attacked
them a pack of forty savage wolves.

They shot one wolf, and the othe:
thirty-nine stopped to eat it up. Then
they gave chase again. They shot

another wolf and that, also was eaten
up by its companions.

They kept on shooting wolves, whici
wore instantly ecaten up—until therc
was only one wolf left.

Now yon tell me. What is the
problem of that little story?

SOLUTIONS.

“dn gy 2aali F—idsUD IY§ 40§ S
“way apisuy $aajom auIu-Rp 49410 Y
up oy oH  ;hom isv] oy fo azis oy
€Da DY csayp Sp wajqoad oy
“ownh way) 04 9gquny 0} gV SV
PapnBysO Fyp PUD ‘10ISVI0 JwIU Iy
w0 IV 1D UOOUL D JUSHAL DY) 05—UOOU
@ow sp woows gnf 493fv yybregiof v °g
“Guosa o jsni sombY Iy
‘auofoudyy somi Bupiovs Aq iaquinu
po. up oyvu fqqssod jounds oy jng
“6EB'T YIVAL 03 SUOUUD) YA 49 QUNU PPO
up 2yvw 03 savy pmom oy ‘(spaod 9g)
sawy 2aamp ffo up quaar puv (spur0d gy)
somip uoais pous paroyaod wmumay i1
‘g §D QUN09 SUOUUD) LQ SD SUN0D PoL
fo wp tg sp sjunos pos Huapeyood T

Dick dropped his match and followed.
The darkness was intense. He could
hear Dudley wriggling and writhing on
above him, but could se¢ absolutely
nothing.

Tt was desperately anxious work. The
inside of the pipe was so smooth that
there was no hand-hold. They had to
wedge their knees and elbows against
the sides and force themselves up by
degrees. But the worst was that they
could never tell when they would come
fo somo place which was beyond their
powers to surmount. In that case, it
was more than doubtful whether thes
would ever be able to” get down again
{o the bottom without slipping and fall-
ing the whole distance.

“Steady a minute!
voice from above.
ick heard him struggling.
ro you stuck ?”’ he asked anxiously.
lighty near it !’ answered Dudl
panting.

“Wai

came Dudley’s

T'll give you a hoist !”
k wedged himself as best he could,
and, getting hold of one of Dudley’s
foet, hold it firmly. Dudley wriggled
himself upwards.

“All right ! he gasped.” “Pm over
that bit, but it’s worse above.”

Tt was, and so bad did it become that
Dick was forced to strike another of

his cherished matches in order to see
the way. The light showed a curve in
the funnel which was steoper. and—

what was worse—wider than below.
The extra width made it all the more
diffioult to prop themselves against the
sides,

“We’re against it I” mutiered Dudley.
And then the match went out.

“Shall we try to get down again?
asked Dick.

“No use; we must go on.”

Dudley began struggling up_again.
Dick heard him breathing hard as he
struggled for hold, and braced himself
expecting every minute that he would
slip. But Dudley stuck to it.

“T'm round the eurve !’ he panted.

Dick followed, but the way above was
no casie They were both dripping
i i almost donc.

were raw and blceding, their knees and
olbows were a mass of bruises. Yet
they had to keep going, for there was
1o place where they could rest for even
a minute.

Coompared with this, the little cavern
would have been a_harbour of refuge.

All of a sudden Dudiey gave a sharp
exclamation.

“Tho light !” he eried
the light?”*

“Did you see

(Pons of thrills in next week’s tale of
the Chums of Golden Isle, chaps! Don’t
miss it.)
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mate gave an exclamation of horror.
Blackbeard ‘shot the - master’s mate
through the brain for “interrupting the

proceedings.”

So the feast went on. One man after
another found that he was marked. !
slight remark was enough for Biack-
beard. Man after man was shot dead,
until only one Don remained alive. Ile
was seated at the .end-of -the table oppo-
site Blackbeard, and he rose and defied
the pirate to his face. :

‘“Shoot me:if ;youswill,”” he said. ;
would rather-dié than-have food at the
same table asryout®’: - s i

This time Blackbeard raised his pistol
and drew the trigger:: The -weapon did
not go- off. -Twice more  the :pirate

the virtue of courage. He certainly had
this in plenty. His favourite colour was
blue, and he used blue ribbons to tie
his beard like a dandy. His cabin on
his pirate ship was painted-blue. His
clothés, so far as he could procure them,
were blue in various shades. His very
eyes were blue, though his hair was
black, a most- unusual contrast.

To. his crew he was terribly severe,
for it was the only way he could keep
them in subjection. There were often
attempts at mutiny on board his ship,
but the cunning Blackbeard countered
the mutineers by inciting others of the
crew against them. He used to say it
was better to get others to slay the
mutineers than for he himself to slay
them; but there were occasions when
he slew and took a pride in the slaying.

‘_I'**"His men complained that he had

2t

looked to his priming* and “tried ‘to
shoot. Each time the pistol refused to

act. Blackbeard “rose, and, ‘with an
oath, he hurled his weapon at the
Spaniard. : B ?

“You are the only man “who will
remain alive,”” he c¢ried. '*Some saint
is meddling with my pistols.”

-He gave orders to have the vessel
burned after the-loot was taken out of
her.  This was done during the dark-
ness,” and - as Blackbeard sailed away
from the doomed ship where: the crew *You going to Greyfriars,” said Bunter,

. could not escape—for all the boats Lad ¢ ,,q talking like a bargee?
been destroyed—he took with him®the « 'y . keep your 'ead shut, or I'll

bust

i%)f)aniar‘_d‘ to whom*.he had 'promised
11e. e 2 <
. By'this time the flames of the burn-
ing ship had raised an alarm on shore.
Round the head of the hills the two
. men-of-war were creeping. Did Black-
beard hurry? - Not he.: He sailed close
in to the land, gave his prisoner a boat
with which to go ashore, and then
“éalinly’” hoisted his sails again and
steered straight south.
#+> The warships were coming up with
" him" now,~but he . .was still cool and
colécted. . He extinguished all his
lights;. beat down the coast towards the
" »Serpent’s Mouth, passed through at
. ‘dawn, and was out into the open sea by
the time the pursuing vessels had
-.sighted him.
“ They chased him upwards along the
Atlantic coast of * Trinidad, but - he
" dodged them among the islands of the
Caribbee and escaped ‘tocontinue his
even moré desperate and daring deeds.
It was commonly “said that the only

your ‘at over it,” ‘said the new boy. And

he did! Make sure you r‘ean.i this sparkling
yarn in this week’s issue of

D
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taken too big a ‘“dividend ” of the
brig which they had burned off the
Port of Spain, and Blackbeard called
them into the waist of his ship and fired
among them at random, beating them
into the forecastle. While they were
there he threw. down brimstone and
smoking:-sulphur, daring them to come
out. Two men died of suffocation; and
when the others did come out they were
cowed and ready to do his bidding.

“I gave you the sulphur and brim-
stone,” ‘hesaid” “so that you would

The POPULAR—Every Tuesday.

>[] virtue which Blackbeard possessed was have a taste of what you will get when

you die.”

“If that is so,”” replied one of the
men, *then you'li have a share of it,
cap’n, when you anchor.” >

‘At this sally Blackbeard laughed
until the tears flowed down his cheeks,
t and he gave the man who had replied
‘ the post of mate “because of his worth
in having the nerve to answer me
: back:”’ S

As a sop to his crew he engineered
one of the most daring coups ever per-
petrated on the Main. It was nothing
less than an attack on the gold
“trains ”’, that came down from Carta-
gena to the coast. These “trains”
were long lines of mules, loaded with
gold nuggets and dust which were
shipped from the Indies to Cadiz for
the King of Spain. Hach train was
worth a fabulous sum of money, for the
Indians had worked for the Dons under
a system of slavery which was cruel as
it was universal at this period.

The attack on the gold “trains ” was
at first a failure, and the pirates had to
retire. But they came back-again, and
after terrible hardships and-niuch fight-
ing they secured a = “#rain ”, which
would have made them all rich men
had not Blackbeard duped his men of
the spoil once more.

He buried all his treasure up and
down the Main, but the spot'where he
is said to have laid most of’it ‘was the
island of Utilla, off the coast of,
Honduras. ~Heré he certainly:buri
considerable amount; but” hi
men who"buried¢it for him so.that the
secret was preserved-by himself dlone.

“1 have buried my loot,”” he once said
to a ‘prisoner, ‘‘where nome but the
devil and I know, and it will go to the
one who lives the longer.”

The oné who lived the longer was cer-
tainly not Blackbeard, for after his
“train >’ coup he sailed north-to catch
a golden galleon coming out of Mexico,
and there he was spied :by the small
. war-sloop Pearl, “*belonging to the
. British Navy. The commander of the
Poarl was Lieutenant -Robert Maynard,
who chased Blackbeard over the Main,
past the Tortugas, through the channel
hetween Cuba and«Haiti..and: so to the
River Oberecock. - There - Blackbeard
hid, but- Maynard found him and
attacked. Tt was a terrible fight.
Maynard boarded the pirate ship and
fought the buccaneer on his own poop.-
killing him and carrying the head of
. the pirate into Bathtown fastened to
the jib-boom of his sloon. Such was the
end of the most atrocious pirate the
Main ever saw. St

THE END.
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