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THE FIRET CHAPTER.

Bawning Hepe — The Horror of the
Empty House—The Nubian Servant,
Hassan.

AVID LANGLEY, broeken in
health by a rough Colomal life,
had returned to England, the
home of his youth. Heve, in the
house of his brother, Viseount

Marchiord, he hoped to spend in peace the

few remaining weeks which the doctors had

told him he could only hope to live.

This particular evening he was sitting,
propped up with cushions, in his bed-room,
a large back room, attended by a pretty

Elake paused only lcng encugh to get heme with a straight drive
on the point of the Nubian’s Jaw, which dropped him like a stone.

nurse named Mary Fielding.

“Tell me,” said Langley, turning to the
nurse, “‘all about this sweetheart of yours, Harvey Manson.
Is # true that he was drunk while driving a taxicab?”

“Of eourse it 1sn't!” answefed the nurse. * You see, the
viscount’s son, the Hon. Charles Langley, used to pester me
with his odious attentions, so Harvey gave him a good thrash-
ing.” To get his revenge, Langley, with his father, brought a
false charge of drunkenness againsi Harvey, and through them
he went to prison, and lost his motor licence. Harvey’s as
straight as a die; but why, Mr. Langley, do you take such an
interest in him 77

‘I cannet say how glad J am that you have told me all
ihat,” answered the invalid. “Now I will tell you why I
take such an interest in him. My father had three ehildren—
itic present viscount, my sister who is now dead, and myself.
Harvey Manson was the son of my sister, and therefore my.
nephew, My sister married a poor man, and so she was cut
by the rest of the family; that 13 why Harvey had to earn his
living as a taxicab driver.

“When [ returned to England I intended to leave my
fortune to the Hon. Charles; but when I realised what a
worthless character he is, I decided to try to trace Harvey.

So I wrote to Scexton Blake, the great detective, to ask him to

help me. - .

*“I heard nothing till yesterday, when the viscount brought
me a paper, in which it was stated that Harvey was wanted
by the police for holding a motor licence in a false name,
having had his own suspended ewing to drunkenness. Natur-
ally, I thought Harvey was a wrong ’un, too, so I made a will
11 favour of the viscount and his son. But now I see the truth
fter what you have told me concerning Harvey, and I believe
you. The viscount is a scheming rascal, and is only after my
money. But 1’1l be even with him yet.”

Nurse Fielding burst into tears again.

“Oh, my dear Harvey—my dear Harvey in prison agam!”
she sobbed.

“Ah, my dear, den’t cry!” murmured David Langley.
“Iarvey is nob in prison; the police did net arrest him.
expect Sexton Blake saw to that. Thank Heaven we know the
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worst, and have yet time io thwart the machinations of these
scoundrels 17

She soon dried her eyes, and waited for the shrewd cld
man’s next remarks with tense excitement and interest.

What he said was:

‘1t passes my comprehension, Mary, why Marchiord should
have brought you here. I wish I could understand the reason.
It seems, on the face of it, the running of such a ncedless visk
en his part, for he must have seen the possibility of our ex-
changing eonfidences. He consistently endeavours to keep me
in the dark in regard te Harvey, and yet he provides me with
a nurse who is the one person in the world best able to give me
autheritative information about him. Either he was very
stupid—and Marchford, as a rule, is the reverse of etupid—or
else he was actuated by some deep and sinister motive which
escapes me. I wish I could fathom it, Mary.”

The emergenecy rcndered Mary’s wits preternaturally sharp.

“¥ think I know, Mr. Langley. I think he came to my
house in Plavdell Avenue in search of information of Harvey,
and I think be found it there. T ean’t imagine how else he
found it, for Harvey's secret had been well kept. Probably
be brought me here to keep me cut of the way while he or his
agents scarched my house at their leisure.”

1 believe you've hit it, my dear !’ exclaimed the delighted
old man. “Ii you're right, it relieves my mind of a great
lcad of anxiety ou syour account.”

“On my account! Why?”

“You are virtually alone in a house where you have no
friends,” he answered gravely.

1 have you,” she replied quickly and brightly.

“Ae, Mary—a decrepit and worn-out old man? If you
need protection, T fear I'm not worth considermmg. How-

ever,” he went on, after an instant’s pause, “‘ we won’t dwell
on that. I merely wish to warn you and put you on your
guard. And now,” he said, “we’ll take the first practical
step to put things right.”

He was astouishing alert and vigorous. His spent forces
scemed to rally on this cccasien. His old fghting instinets
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were aroused. Mary, watching him, was confirmed in her
opinion that he was not as ill as he thought he was.

He wrote a short note to Blake, in which he requested him
to come and see him the first thing in the morning.

- “Force your way in,”” he wrote.
Don’t accept any excuses. I rely ebsolutely on you.”

He closed and sealed the envelope, rang the bell for the
attendant who waited on him, and bade him, in a strong,
firm voice, deliver the letter at once, and bring him back an
answer.

“It is a private matter,” he said, “so you will inform no
one of your crrand. - Be prompt and silent, and there will be
a five-pound note for you when you return!” -

The man, whose name was Sanders, promised faithful
obedience, and ratired. .

“(lan you trust him?” asked Mary, in some anxiety.

“J think so. He has performed other similar errands
faithfuily for me.”

She was delighted with his businesslike energy and
resourcefulness. ; ;

“Tt is nine o’clock,” he said. = “If Sanders is-fortunate in
finding Mr, Blake at home, we shall get the answer easily
before ten. And to-morrow, Mary, we'll move to new
quarters; T'll make a new will; I will place myself in the
hands of any doctor you like to recommend; we’ll set the
lawyers to work on Marchford-and Charles: and-if you and
Harvey aren’t out of trouble and happily married within a
month, it won’t be my fault!”

Sanders was back in half an hour—a half-hour that was
spent. in gay chat and happy forecasting of the future. To
Mary, who couldn’t resist the infection of the old man’s
bright auguries and generous optimism, it seemed as if a
full measure of happiness avas already safe and secure in her
grasp.

“You've been very quick, Sanders.”

“Yes, sir, T have been very quick.
very quick.”

“What does Mr. Blake say?”

David Langley smilingly handed her the note, and Mary
read: -

“You may count on me absoiutely. I will be with you
without fail early to-morrow morning.—S. B."

You told me to be

Downstairs there was much seeret colloquing, mingled with
incessant and angry recriminations.

The Hon. Charles Langley, as usual, when there was any
suggestion of danger, had lost his nerve. R

“Now, you see what yowve done,” he spluttered spite-
fully. “The old man knows everything. The whole
business is spoilt, and there’s ruin staring us in the face. It
was an act of utterly insane folly bringing the girl here, and
T said so from the very beginning. A nice mess you've got
us into! It's your fault; you wouldn’t be advised by me.
We shall have Blake here the first thing in the ‘morning.
and then we’re done for. I hope you're pleased with your-
self I he snarled, in conclusion.

The viscount, who was busy with pen and paper, continued
to write without paying the least attention to his son’s
tirade. On the table between them lay David Langley’s
letter to Blake, which Sanders had brought straight to his
master. :

The viscount was entirely engrossed in composing an
answer to it. . :

After making several drafts, he finally hit upon a form of
words that satisfied him, read it over to Charles, and then
committed it to Sanders to take upstairs. -

“Don’t take it up before half-past nine, Sanders. You must
allow sufficient time to elapse to have enabled you to get to
Baker Street and back. Later on I shall have another
%etter f;)l you, which you will actually deliver at Mr. Blake’s
10use:

Sanders said he perfectly understood, and vanished.

This business despatched, the viscount turned coolly to his

on.

“Charles, you're a poor stick. I can’t recall a single
virtue you possess. = You haven’t even got gratitude.
don’t expect you to be brave, but you haven’t even common
courage. I don’t look for honesty in you, but you haven’t a
sense of ordinary, decent honour. I don’t demand truthful-
ness or good faith, but you haven’t even the rudiments of
either. I sometimes wonder why I don’t let you go to
perdition your own way, without lifting a hand to save
you!” :

“T know why,” snapped Charles. “It’s because my ruin
would involve yours. You need not trouble to make any
parade of affection, guv’nor. If my interests did not happen
to be identical with yours, you wouldn’t lift vour little
finger.” ‘

“No doubt you are partly right,” the viscount admitted
calmly; ‘“but there also remains the fact that you are my
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“ Insist upon secing me.

only son, which counts for somethtng. © Charles ”— the
vizcount’s tone underwent a sudden chang. —~“ why need you
be such a lamentable cur? Take this matter of bringing the
girl here, which you describe as an act of insane folly, and
entirely my fault. If the girl had not been decoyed away
from her suburban home, how else would vou have been
able to ransack her house? 1In which matter, by the way,
vou bungled pretty baelly. If we had not got Harvey’s ad-
dress, how else sheuld we have contrived to put the police
on his track? If we had not shown him up-as an impostor
and a fraud, should we now be in possession of your mucle’s
willy leaving us jointly half a million sterling? If accom-
plishing all” that amounts to insane folly, I should like to
seef you develop some symptoms of the same discase your-

S

©“O0Oh, yes; T admit you have accomplished something!”
retorted Charles sullenly. “But it remains to be seen
whether it is worth very much. You don’t appear to me to
be able to realise the peril of it all. You seem to assume
the old man’s already dead, and his money in our pockets.
But he isn’t dead yet. He may make a fresh will any time.
The girl is to be reckoned with. Blake is to be reckoned
with. There are the servants to remember. There is not a
servant to be trusted, except Sanders and my own man,
Hassan. The situation bristles with danger, and yet you
calmly sit there, pluming yourself- on your cleverness in
having saved me from what you call perdition. Bah!” ‘he
concluded, with a gesture of disgust. It simply makes me
feel sick to listen to you!”

The viscount was entirely unperturbed by these strictures,
though perhaps the set smile on his lips became slightly
more ironical. He selected a cigarette from his case with
exaggerated care, lighted it with studied deliberation, leant
back in his chair, crossed his lezs, and then replied:

“T will deal with your objections categorically, Charles.
You say David may make a fresh will. [ deny that. ke
will never make another will. The will he has made this
evening, and which I now hald, will actually be his last will
and testament.”

“How can you prevent him making another.”

“I know one very effectual swvay of preventing him, but I
leave that. I merely wish to remark that a legal will can-
not be made except in the presence of two witnesses, and in
this case two witnesses will never be available.”

“T see,” murmured Charles, glowering at his father with
a scowl of reluctant admiration, :

“Your next objection refers to the girl. = ILet me point out
to you that the girl is powerless. She will not leave this
house. She will not communicate with anybody outside.
Unless she is a very nice, kind, well-behaved, and amenable
young woman, she will never leave it !”’

“Governor! . You wouldn't,” gasped
wouldn’t——"" .

“Tut! I shouldn’t. I should leave that to your man
Hassan, but the necessity will not arise. The girl, I repeat,
is powerless to mar our fortunes, and will have the sense to
see-it. If she hasn’t the sense to see if, we must drive the
necessary sense into her. I pass to your third objection,
which refers to Blake.” :

The viscount paused to flip the ash of his cigarette deli-
cately into a silver tray, while his son’s eyes were fastened
on him with fascinated gaze.

“You may at once dismiss all fears relative to Blake.
Blake will receive some time to-night a letter written by rue
in David’s handwriting—which, I may tell vou, I've been
diligently practising, while vou've been merely amusing
yourself—informing him that all occasion for his services is
at an end. This will cause him no surprise, because he will
have expected it. If he calls, he will not be admitted. It
he writes, his letter will not reach its destination. Person-
ally, I do not imagine he will do either. He is an exceed-
ingly busy man. He will have other things to think about.
Have you anything to urge in contradiction of what I say,
Charles?”

“Go on,” muttered Charles hoarsely.
as the fiend.”

The viscount bowed ironically to the compliment, and
continued : 5 :

“Your last objection, the feeblest and weakest of the four,
had to de with the servants. To-morrow, Charles, there
will be no servants, except Sanders and Hassan. Most fortu-
nately they all gave me notice to-day. They are all anxious
to leave in a hurry, and to-morrow they shall leave in a
hurry. We'll make a clean sweep of them. There will be
nothing suspicious about it, for, observe, they will have
given me notice—not I them. You and I, and Sanders and
Hassan, will then hold the fort tili the old man dies.
hope you'll admit I've pulverised your objections; and I
hope, Charles, though I must confess I hardly expect it, that
you will have the grace to apologise for your currish rude-
ness and spiteful, ill-tempered poltroonery.” ‘
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- ¥4 was a evushing rebuke; and Charles, though still restive,
still not comvineed in his heart, still deubting and timorous,
succurmbed to the spell of the influence his father had
acquired over him, a villain infinitely more formidable and
pernicious than himsel, if of a nobler breed, mumbled a
vague apology, and declaved his hearty acceptance of the
other’s plans.

The viscount smiled pleasantly. n
vietory, er gloat over it; he knew Charles required light and
gentle handling. : - . :

““My hoy, I am glad we now see eye to eye in this
matter. Be very sure I shall never neglect your advice. 1t
is always sound and good, and deserving of careful eonsidera-
tion, thongh at times it laeks the essential spice of boldness.
Go home, sleep well, culiivate a goed conscience, and turn
up liere to-morrow with a portmanteau and Hassan not later
than ten o'clock.” .

. When Charles had gone, the viscount wrote the- letter to

Blake, which briefly stated that David Langley wished fox .

no mere information concerning MHarvey Manson, as he was
satislied that he was a good-for-nothing, and Sanders duly
delivered it

Mary Fielding up betimes next morning.

“Why, my dear,” said David Langley, when she brought
him his breakfast, “you look—you look ’—he hesitated till
he found the right word—'you look radiant—that's the only
be you—radiant!”
radiant; 1 am feeling as gay as a lark when
it sings,” she said. :

And, indecd, she looked a different being from yesterday,
so magical an infBuence has bappiness on beauty. Beautiful
always, her beauty had becn wondrously enhanced and
intensilied by anticipation of what the day would bring
her.

The old man bad fully maintained the improvement in
health he had made yesterday. !

Sanders usually helped him to dvess, but he rejected all
offers of assistance that morning.  Ile was marvellously
sprightly and active.

Befare nine o’clock he w
of the fire, with Mary bes
Blake would arrive.

“1 expect he will be here before ten, my dear.”

“I hope he will,” said Mary.

“We are going to surprise Marchford and my precious
nephew Charles to-day.”

“0Oh!” she said.
them.”

“Pon’'t waste your pity, my dear, on a pair of scoun-
drels 17 was his answer.

At ten o’clock they heard a ring at the front-deor bell—
for Mary had set the door ajar—and their hearts beat high
with expectation. Surely that must be Blake? Would the
servants iry to keen him eut? They listened with straining
ears. They heard the door close and semeone come im, but
o one came to them.

The old man summened Sanders, and inguired sharply:

*“Who was it that arrived just now?”

“Mr. Charles, sir. Would you like to see him!” said the
stpirking manservant.

“No; certainly not!” .

And Sanders was promptly dismissed. ;

“My dear, we need not be anxiens. A hundred things
ey have happened to detain Mr. Blake. He wiil be here
ap any moment. After all, it is enly iust ten oclock. We
have not made sufficient allowance fer the many calls upon
his time. We really had no right to expect him quite as
early as this. But at any moment now, my dear—at any
moment !’

At half-past twelve the old man again summoned Sanders,
who appeared with kis enstomary prompuitude and his usnal
ebseguicus smirk.
there is no doubt you did deliver that note of
Strect last might?” he demanded sternly.

“Oh, yes, «r, T did deliver it!  You recollect T brought
you back an answer, siv.”’ :

*Are Lord Marchiord and Mr, Charles in the house
still ¥’ :

““No, sir; they bave both gore ont.”

y well; that’s all. . My dear,” said David Langley,
when Sanders had bowed and retired, *“I am beginning to fear
that fellow is not to be trusted. so it's no use my sending
him with a second noie to Mr. Blake., We must rely on our
own eflorts, which means 1 have only you to rely upon.
Would you mind going yourself and seeing Mr. Blake?”

T il go,” she answered, “iH—if they will let me.”  Her
ceurage was still high, buf hepe kad eompletely died within
her,  “H they won't let me go, 1 will try to telephone,” she
added.

She knew there was a telephone in the library.
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settled in his armechair in front
de him, speculating on the time

“J can’t help feeling a little somry for

She went

By Martin Clifford.

He didn’t press his |

STAUNCH TO A SENIOR! l THE POACHER’S PLIGHT!
Qrand Tale of Scitosx Blake.
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at once. Nothing else was said. Neither of them had any
aectial expectation that she would be allowed to leave the
house. . ;

-With hight and noiseless step she raced downstairs, and not
until she véached the hall'did she perceive she was being
followed by an individual whose step was as noiseless and
silent as her own. 'Then she turned, and saw a tall, coal-
black, turbanéd figure intently watching her. Tt was Charles
Langley’s Nubian gervant Hassan, '

“1 am going out,” she said peremptorily.
door 1" : . :

For the extremity of her fear inspired her with abnormal
ecourage. L =

The Nubian made neither sign noy motion in response, but
stood as impassive as a black stone statue, though his eyes
seemed to devour her, :

She ran to the door, which was locked and belted, and
was beginning to wrestle with the fastenings, when two
simewy arms clasped her waist,; and, hfting herv as easily as if
she’d been an infant, Hassan tore her away from it, and set
her down at the foof of the stairease.

He didn’t speak.

Panting with horror, for she felt polluted by his touch,
she darted into the library, and made a dash for the tele-
phone, only to find that the wires had been disconnected.

But she wasn’t done with yet; there was still a possible
exit from the back.

She ran to the basement, through the vast kitchen spaees
and domestic offices of the great mansion, meeting no one.
Where were the servants? She called, but not a soul
answercd her. The back entrance was securely barred and
fastened. When she irvied to undo the bolts the sinewy arms
again closed about her, and she was snatched violently away,
and carried upstairs to the hall.

The Nubian didn’t speak, but his eyes shone like blazing
entbers.

She knew now that all the servants had been hurriedly
dismissed.  She understood now the significance of those
sounds of bustle and movement which had re-echoed through
the house all the morning. ;
; The Nubian’s silente, no less than his strength, appalied
er. :

Somehow or another she found the energy to return te the
old man’s room,

“Oh!{” she moaned, tottering in. “'Theré’s a horrible black
—there’s a horrible 1nan—a black man——"

But she got no turther. She swayed, and felt in a heap at
David Langley's feet.

“Open the

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Grzvely Troubled—Marvey Mansen’s Obstinagy =
Blake Makes an Effort.

56 E sends his compliments, sir,”” said Tinker, *“‘and
he says he’s not well enough te see you. He
also says he hoped he had made it guite clear to
you in his letter of last might that he took no
further mterest in Harvey Manson. He begs

te remind you that you have received a very handsome fee

for doing very little, and he wishes you distinctly to under-
stand that all correspondence between you and him must now
eease !’

““Se that was the message?”’ said Blake. :

“ Yes, sir; that was the message,” answered the youngster,
who had been sent to Barelay Square to request David
lLangley to grant him a personal interview. It was ygiven
me by a chap who was jolly careful not to let me get my
nese mside the house!”

Blake was gravely troubled.

The actual message, refusing him a personal interview,
did not surprise him; coming as it did on the top of last
night's letter.  David Langley had definitely washed his
hands of Harvey; that is whas troubled Blake.

He was troubled, too, because he would have to make some
explanation to [arvey: The dectective had worked as a
taxicab driver to find Harvey. ITad rescued him from the
police, and brought him to his house for safety, and now
David Langley took no further interest in Harvey Manson,

Blake was mdeed troubled.

Al the morning, Harvey, chafing under the restraint of
being kept within doors, had been pressing Blake for the
promised explanation; and Blale had replied that he should
have it in the course of the day, thinking that it would be
easy enough to see the old man and persuade him that
Harvey was worthy esough of being made his heir.

But what could he say to Harvey now?

Tt wounld be the refinement of cruelty to tell him how he
was related to the Marchford famiYy, and how David
Langley had propesed to leave him half a million of mency,
aud then in the next breath add: that David Langley had

Blake

239
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THE PERIL OF THE SEA}
- By 8. Clarke Hook. :
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and thero was nothing for it but . for
W hv. Huvev couldnt

red - his -mind,
him fo go back to his taxi-driving,

ven go v back to that ! -
t that moment Harvey Matscn ca
the conversation abruptly ceased.

Harvey glanced inquiringly ‘as t
said :

“ Haven't you anything to say io me yot, Mp.

¢ No; . not yet, \/Iar‘sox.. 2

e thmwht, you said { have
returned 777

“1 said I hoped T suou..{
“but as xt ha.ppem, I haver't.

“Mer,. Blake, T can’t stand ihis avy long

man ‘burst out. ¢ It's—it’s not {air; ‘you're  trying-
high! I believe I was wrong in not” suLmlmng to -arrest:
"‘he longer I put 0‘1 giving nryself up,. the worse it will be
_for me in the -end~ The more I think auout it,; the “more
astonished I am at your bringing and then refusing
me any e‘eplaratmu ~Will you ‘me now all -there is -to

tell, and let me judge for my whe{i.:!' I ought to stay
or not? If you don’ t or if you wou’t, [ shall have to go!”

“Last night vou said wou would try to trust me, Manson.”

“I bave tried; but last nighi waa 'iiﬁ'ereut I ‘hadn’t
had time to think then. T was simiply dazed by your.bring-

me o the room, and

and then he

Blake 2”

detective,

when  Tinker

wo

you

have,”! Blake corrected him;

£205

the young

ing me here. “Now I can see }mr vou have no .rizht to
expect the frust you demand. rown man, and I
h’we alwways fought my own b elf. 1 know. you

with an atom of
man’s dictation.
you must either
o! My mind is

mean well and \mdlv by me
self-respect can submit bl
That's ‘how I feel abouf
give me a full explanation,
ﬁrm‘.v made up.”

Blake dri nired the outspolken

and courage of

frankness

this - speech, but it was just bﬂ(,u se of that, because he
admired it so much and the manly tone of the sﬁeul\or that
t he couln not subject ! 5 the bitter irony of the

knoswledge of his pe What was the good r)f telling
him  that ]m,f a million of money was slipping through his

finzers? It's a po ndness to unsettle a man by
raisinz hopes that 2 vy to be fulfilled. Blake
felt he had done more lirection alrcady.

wll your mind 13 rm v - made up; thing for me

to say,” he answered.

“(Oh, sir, don’t let him go!' pleade d iE

Blake silenced the youn gster wnth a look.

“I am not sure vou're right,” he said to Harvey, “aund
whether you go or whether you st vou will always have
my sincers sympathy and any heip T can ab any tinie give
you. But I am s:o ng to make ona request to you.
anl» me a couple of hours——" :

“No; not an hour, Mr. Blake

er itopulsively.

lasg

The interruption was so ml"t and snnp that Bl.\e weuld
have been less thar human ¥ he had not been nettled
by it

“I make the in your it ™ he roplied
coldly

“Explain what there is a.)d 1et aie be the

" judge of my own interests ™ it T S

= 1 the ex reumstances I Gar uo l’xa,t =

“Then m the existing urmmamm% i camm% remain in
your house.”

The next min xute Harva \Iavsm\ was gone.

Tinker was dreadfully upset ab  this dpnouemen%
dared not ventire a protest to Blake

“Don’t be down in the mouth, young
Yomv that could happen, as matters stand.. We sha'n’t lose

bt of him. He'll go and give himself up now, and to-
morrow he' 1l be brought up ak “Bow-Streck. ‘{ shall appear in
court, and give ev idence on his behalf. In the witness-hox [
will detail the whole ~z0rv of Lord Marchford’s, and his
sot's machinations against him. That onght to get him off.
1f it doesn’t, it will at all events wide publicity to the
plot, and the truth will reach Mr. David Langley through
the newspapers. It’s the only way the truth can reach him.
{f Mr. David Langley doesn’t then send for me, or, better
atill, send for ch‘vpy and re 0gn hinr formally as his heir,
you may call me a Dutchman

but_

u.u It’s the best

meantime?”’

‘But what are we going to do in the

Tinker disconsolately,

1 am going to reconnoitre, and iry to get into the house
myself, and you can come with me if you like.’
edless to say, the youngster jumped at the offer, and his
spirits instantly revived.

= How ave you going to attempt it,

“1 haven't thoulrht a‘xn’t that yet.
to Barclay Square, amd d wa
get some sort of a m\am‘”

All the morning long B
edge of the kerb in front of
to use his cab to drive to Bavclay
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Tinker, who was all eagerness to. stavl, ras on ahead mzt

- into the street, and gave a turn to th ,n,ndl» “when, ‘as
luck would luve it...the. engine bacl-fred, ,\e'lzandl»

round the .wrong®iway, striking him a severe blow on the

hand, and the youngster, with an exclamation of D
stcpped - clear and el :d his right weist with his
hand. i

“T'm afraid it's badly sprained, young 'un” said Blake
tenderly. &

Tinker, who was suffering acute anguish, bad to admit that
he was afraid it was.

¢ This putx an end to our lif
concerned,”” he murmwed ruefu

-Blake led-him back into the house, and while \Ir\ Lu‘( ells
who .was first-rate in . all such emergencies, bathed and
bandaged the damaged wrist and generally rendered first aid,
Blake 1eiephoned to the <octor to colne at once., .

“What a.wful vile Iur'k”- said the youngster, slttxnv Dale
and suffering- in an armchair while: Mrs. Ba.rdell fussed over
him: “and I did so waut-to:take & -hand in the vest of the
came. - Don’t you mind about -me, sir. vou ‘go on to the
square.”

“No. I’ll wait and see the doctor,” said Blake,

Blake was greatly distressed. at the mmtmrempu both {or
Tinker's sake and lis own, for it wes no small misfortave to
be robbed of the youngster's secvices-at r%xh ¢

“1 am glad it was me and not you, sir

“I am afraid it is one of the risk:

50 far as 1

a excursion

of the calling

Blake. .

“And now T : hall be useless for a w
two?  Why, sir,” said Tinker, with sudden energy,
phoning to the doctor has reminded me—why havmx t
tried the telephone to get into touch it Das
Langley ; there is sure to be a telephone at Lord 3 rehford’s
place?”

“ By (teorge, young ‘un, thers is something in the notion®”
“FThen why not do it aft enece?”
“1 will,” said Blake, and, looki up Lord Marchio
number in the telephone- hoo k, rung up rlxﬂ Bxchange.
he was waiting for the operator to put him "hl\)ll") he
to-"Pinker: "I any rhnnr comes ot this,
accident will have turned out to be a ble
for I own it never occurred to me. Yes,
say?
lake was speaking into the instrument in reply to a remark
from the Exchange.

“Can’t make them hear. Why not?”

It scems to me that this insirament is out of order.’

“Botheration! W lml s the matter with i£7"

“Tt’s no use saying ‘ botheration!' 1 can’t tell what's tbe
matter with it; all I can do 15 to rppmb the dvf@(‘t to the
superintendent. You should have more patience.’

“Oh, all right!” said Blake, aund hmw up the receiver.

“I'm afraid that ends thag,” he said to }.mk( e

“No. sir, it doesn’s,” was the quick
€Tt is better than if you'd been

you the very chance you want of vntm
you've got to do is to go there and say you're

mnge

ve ,‘ what do v

m“('han'c sent to repair the tele .phone,  Theyre s
bound to let you in.” : =
©° (George, youhg 'un, the very thing‘” e\clanned Bisks
delmhte(}lv ““Palle- about your ‘aceident remdering vou
less—why, it has made you ten times more useful
before!”

The idea was undoubtedly a smart one, and Blake
ceeded to pub it into eY—‘(“!tu)u without "'dli‘luff for
doctor; Tinker being much elated by Blake's enthus

and warm praise of him that he momentarily forgot the p
of his hurt.

. Having dressed for the part, Bl 1‘.:—1 set out.

Ile atrived at the house, cd up the steps, and rtang
the bell.

After some consi iderable delay, it.was cautiously open
Sande

“T've come to repair the telephone, sent by the Ci"x*r)i
Tixchange. . They've been trying to make you “hear half the
morning. Something wrong with the wires, or some defect
in your instrument. v

Sanders hcmtated then let him

ed by

donbtless arguing that

it WOL.ld look queer to refuse admittance to the tfz’.erh\,‘m

L1120,

No shadow of suspicion of the man’s bona fides rose in his
mind. .
Blake passed into the hall, and thenee to the library. .

Sanders pointed m the instrument, which was affixed to
}'L wall, and Blake, after ‘a cursory examination of it,

exclaimed :
“What you bin up fo here? .
had been \\x Ifully cut.’
“Phey ave,” said

It fooks tc

Sande
Tuzw

SEE THE “B3VS'

he d
x)f“g

rd  Marchford
Porvnar.—No

‘o me as if the wires



6 THE PENNY POPULAR--Every Friday.

missed all his servants this morning, and before they go, one
of them cub the wires, out of spite.”

Sanders was an ingenious and plausible liap.

“Well, it's a good hour’s job to mend them,” grambled
Blake, and opening his bag of tools, set to work on the
repairs, boping that Sanders would go away and leave him.
Sanders stood stolidly by, watching the job being done.
Nice, soft job yours seems to be, mister; do you always
work as hard as yvou're working new?”

“I don’t stay to listen to such talk, I'm going,” said
Sanders, with magnificent disdain, and went.

Blake, waitinz till the sound of Sanders’ footsteps had
died away in the distance, made a move to the door to
explore the house.

A eurious throaty noise cansed him to look round, and
there, immediately behind him, stood the gigantic Nubian.

To say that Blake was startled would give an utterly.

inadequate idea of his feelings. He was completely non-
lussed. Me had heard nothing, and seen nothing to prepare
gim for the man’s presence, and the combination of great
strength with the facnlty of noiseless movement is peculiarly
terrifying. It'a like coming unexpectedly face to face with
a tiger.

But Blake guickly recovered himself. ‘

“ By gum, Sambo, you did give me a start ! he exclaimed
with easy uonchalance.

The Nubian's eyes were blazing. IFis lips parted, dis-
playing a double row of strong and dazzling white teeth,
white there issued from them that strange throaty neise
again, only more vehement and furious, hke the rumbling
growl of a wild beast lashing himeself into a rage, and he
made an imperious gesture towards the telephone to indi-
¢ate that Blake was to go on with his work. Blake queried
that the man was a deaf-mute.

He resumed his labours, conscious all the while that the
Nubian's blazing eyes were upon him What was to be
done? This was worse than having Sanders watching him.
Vet the Nubian did not remain all the time. He disap-
peared at intervals, inspiring Blake with the hope that he
might yet be able to explore the house; but as soon as he
made & move to do so, so surely would Hassan return with
his creepy etride and surprise him. There was no escaping
the vigilance of those blazing eyes, which seemed to serve
their owner for hearing as well as sight. :

Blake realised that the secret explovation of the honse was
a sheer impossibility.
was gathering up his tools prior to departure, when he

‘d Sanders in violent aliercation with somebody at the
front Geor, and the frst words spoken warned him it was
time toc be gone.

“You are an impostor!” cried Sanders. * The man from
the post-office is here already, and is now mending it. Go,
or T will eall the police! Begone with you—begone! Liar,
thief, begone! You do not catch me with your lies. Clear
l}ﬂ . %

Blake made a beeline for the hall, dlosely followed by
Hassan.

“Now, look here, somehody’s having a game with you,”
expostulated the mechanic. “If there’'s any other joker
doing this job, he’s a fraud; he’s the chap you ought to be
calling names.”

Sanders twned yellow, and made a sign to Hassan, and
Jjassan’s long, lithe arms shot out to grab Blake,

But Blake bad expected it. and was ready.

Ducking smartly, he paused only long enough to get home
with a straight drive on the point of the Nubian’s jaw, which
drepped him like a stone; then, rushing for the half-epen
door, he swung his bag over like a ninepin, tore the door
open, fisted off the telophone man, slammed the door to from
the outside, and raced down the steps, and got safely away.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Viscount’s Day—-Hew Sanders Received a Caution—
harles Langley is Sobered by a Shock.
ORD MARCHFORD and the IHon. Charles Langle
had been busy all day in the City.

The viscount had presided at a meeting of the
directors and shareholders of the Sixpenny Bank,
the bank which, through Marchford’s scoundrelly

manipulation of its funds, had failed. In a speech which
was applauded to the echo, he repeated his promise to take
aver the whole of the banl’s liabilities, and indemnify every-
body eoncerned to the uttermost farthing of their losses.

The scene in the packed hall in which the meeting was
held was such as probably has never been equalled in the
history of company mectings.

The feelings of the audience were stirred to a pitech of
frenzy. ;

“Heaven bless you, my lord, you've saved my home!”

Similar remarks to this resounded on every side.

Aficr this there had been a prolonged conference with the
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bank’s solicitors, which had lasted the whole of the afternoon.,

The ccnfevence had not been quite as successful as the
meeting, for the solicitors had exhibited an unpleasantly
inquisitive desire to be told how the viscount proposed to
raise the buge sum of money involved, and when 1t would be
forthcoming, and they made no secret of their opinion that
his answers to these important questions were exceedingly
vague and unsatisfactory.

1t was no use dhe viscow:t telling them, as he had told
David Langley, that he meant to provide the money by
mortgaging the family eetates, for they were well aware that
the estates weve already mortgaged up to the hilt. So he had
to fall back upon a dignified attitude of proud and haughty
reserve, and an intimation in general terms that the money
would be ready when it was wanted, without specifying where
it was coming from. The solicitors managed at last to pin
him down by a written guarantee to place the necessary
funds in their hands within a week.

There were many awkward moments for the viscount at this
conference, but his suave dexterity and splendid aplomb
stood him in execellent stead, and, on the whole, he came
through a very trying ordeal, if not exactly with flying
colours, at all events with considerable credit.

This done, he and Charles dined at their club, and arrived
home in Barclay Square at the reasonable hour of ten.

“Ts all well, Sanders?”

Tt was Chavles who asked this anxious, hurried question,
not his father. 5

Al is well, =iy, only—

Sanders paused to point to various bruises and econtused
wounds on his face.

“Only what, yen fool?”

““ My dear Charles, pray give Sanders time.” interposed the
viscount blandly.

“Only, sir, T bave been hurt, and Hassan, too, by a man
who said he came to mend the telephone,” said Sanders,
in piteous aceents.

But if he expected. sympathy, he was grievously mistaken.

“Sanders, did T or did I not tell you to admit no one
to the house under any circumstances in our abseuce?”

{43

- demanded Lord Marchford.

< Milord, you told me to admit no one, but—"

“Then I'm exceedingly glad you received the reward your
disobedience to orders deserved: and I am only sorry youn
were not hurt a great deal more.”

This was all very well at the time, but when Sanders had
given them detailed particulars of the incident, and they
had retived to the library to discuss it, they counid nob
hide from themselves that it was an affair of serious con-
sequence.

Charles Langley in particalar developed a sense of ‘acute
foreboding.

1 told
were too cocksure.”

“Quite so, Charles. T remember distinctly your telling me
to beware of a telephone-mechanic—] remember it dis-
meily,” replied the viscount, with cutting sarvcasm.
Blake—ecan’t you realise that? Ti
must have been Bial replied Charles, in a voice that was
barely articulate, owin the sudden fear which seized
1 “VYou said Blake wouldn’t take any further irouble
in the matter. You were wrong—wrong ! He’s been here;
he’ll come again. Your letters haven't bluffed him. We
can’t go on with this; we shall never succeed. If David
Langley dies, we—we—we shall be hanged! We—we—you
—you—you—yon have ruined us! There is nothing can save
us now—nothing—nothing And his voice trailed off
into a murmur ¢f meaningless sounds.

“Charles. would you gpoil all now ?” replied the viscount,
and it is almost impossible to convey an accurate idea of
his concentrated bitterness of tone, or the glance of wither-
ing contempt he levelled at his son.

e rose, and gripped Charles’ shoulder with a steadying
hand.

“Tisten to me,”” he said. “We are committed to this
thing now, wiily niliy. for good or ill. We can’t go back. We
must go on. You talk like a craven fool. The risk is -
fnitesimal. The old man upstairs is dying. e has made a
will leaving us every fraction of his fortune, and he made
it freely, without the slightest pressure or compulsion on our
part. We bave nothing to fear, I tell you—nothing. A day
or two will settle it —prebably two days at farthest. If for
the next twe days we can keep him from seeing anybody,
and so prevent him from making a new will, our position is
absolutely impregnab Haven’s you a spark of manhood

1 how it weuid be, guv’nor. I warned you you

1g to

in you? Be sensible; steady yourself; view the situation
calmly.  Tnderstand, once for all, I won’t let you spoil my
plans now. The thing kas got to go through. Nothing shall

not even you!l”
*

thwart me—noibing
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Charles, who was whi

lipped, rallied to his
father's stern demcanour
and overmastering In-
Auence.
“NVos—yes!” he stam-
mu“d if you dont
ik man’s
ihm e—there may

omething in—in what

you sa v~—~1vr<)wdeoi we—
provided we can keep
Blake out.  But that is

what terrifies me. Blake
has been here once, and
it's  practically  certain
he'll come again, so how—
how can we possibly man-
age to keep him out?”
The viscount poured ouf
a stift dose of whisky, and
plbl”(‘d the glass across to

that, dnd then
to you,” he said.
wallo wed the
;quor greedily.
feeling  bot-

e

“Ye-e5, guvnor.
I suppose 1 was a
two too low.”

“You're always a peg
when

i

peg or

or two too low

i !

there’s man’s work to he
dorm‘ was 1'he scathing

1 \rnsh S po\
one-half the good quali
oF your man  Has

‘here is one thing I
unreservediy oomphmc it
you upon, and that is

-3

vour excellent choice of a

servant.,  Hassan’s worth

ten of Sanders!?”
‘“Hassan has his weak

Even as David Langley spocke, the inspector and the sergeant
he cupboard and Blake from the window.

emerged from

points, guv’nor.”
“Xveryone has his weak points!" rvepli
sharply. “If it wasn’t so, you and T woul
put to it to make a hvmv
The visecount, who had already rung
it twice more before Sanders appea
he was out of breath with hur

was an an:{w'lh—

cune might almost say a shee —lack his as he
apologised for his delay.

“ Hark ye, Sanders, it is tir 1o you understood exactly what
wiil happen to you i vou fail in your duty again.’ said
T.ord \Iar(‘hfmd roughly cutting short Sanders’ fAood of

excuses. “ Another mistake such as you have made to-day.
and you will be handed over io &\ommd Vard for escaping
ﬁom prison. ‘An ex-convict receives short shrift from the
prison authorities when once they get hold of him. ’\ced I
go into particulars? I think you are well awarve of what
awaits you if you are arrested. Back to prison you go if 1
have occasion to complain again !

Charles, who was in 1gnoxa1‘ce of thn nature of his father’s
hold over Sanders, watched the effect of thia theeat with tense
curiosity.

Sanders blanched and cowered, and seer to shrink to
half his normal size.
“Milord—milord,” he falfered rou—you would never do

that ?”

“ Assuredly T would, and wnﬂ. if

“Milord, T shall be vigilant. I

never disobey again.”

“You had better not !

Sanders clearly had no dosne to exy ‘el
that is meted out to escaped conviets,

After Sanders had left the room the viscouut
helped themselves freely from a whisicy bor?ie
tinued to drink heavily, to his h’hﬂr s secrot de
the wiscount thought the move fuzzied his son was
it would be for him to perform the work which he hnd on
hand.

IIe was a confirmed toper by habit, so that the process of
fuddling was slow and gradual. Still, he was getting on.
They contmued to chat for another haif-bour, and Charles
grew by degrees more and more drowsy. The moment was

:md [

:)‘

near at hand when the viscount would hz- freed from his fear
of Charles thwarting his plans—at all events for the next
iwelve hours or so.

“Soon have to go to bed, guvnor. Can’t stay awake
much longer.”
“Why not go mce, Charles?  Tt's silly to stay up if

vou're sleepy.”
“Silly? I'm not silly!
vour own bishness !
Charles was not yet
inebriation.

Mind

eit I'm ready.

qmite out of te qua stage of

3

“Of course—of cours 1 wouldn’t hurry for
worlds 1% said the viscount c: . S'm very to
have you to talk to.”

“T'm going to hed this minute,” said Char! with the

drunkard’s perverse mcomequeaoo- ‘going because 1 want
to—not because you want me to.’

Supported by the viscount, Charles staggered out inte the
hall, and was lifting his foot gingerly to the first step of tho
stairs, when a thum‘ermg rat-tat-tat -on the front-door
knocker caused him to collapse into his father’s arma.

“ Blake !” he gasped. “ Tt must be Blake !”

He was able to stand up without help. The shock of dread
suddenly sobered him.

“No, it’s not Blake—it can’t be Blake !” sai\l the viscount,
who was outwardly cool, if inwardly alarmed. * Why doesi’s
Sanders come 7"

The thundering
mented fury.

“You aren't going to gpen the door, guv’ not ! 22

“Yes, T amse Go and wake Hassan, and bring
Quick, now!” .

Charles went shambling off to the basement. whera the
Nubian slept, and the viscount opened the deor oa the
chain.

“Who is it that kno ? he demanded peremptorily.

1 require to sce Miss Fielding at once,” came the answer,
in a tone that was at least as peremptorv as his.

“ You cannot sce Miss FBielding; she is in attendance upon
her patient, and cannot leave hm) If you like to leave
message, it shall be gnen her.”

Ty 209

rat-tat was repeated with fresh and aug

him heve.

E\‘i Poryran.—No.
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“That will not do. I must cee her, to assure myself of
her safety.” VR

“Who are you?”

“ My name is Harvey M

The viscount looked
beside him. He motioned to
behind the deor.

. Charles’ scarved face she
the passage.

“Come in by all means, Mr. Manso
removing the chain.

Harvey walked in, and as the door closed Hassan leapt on
him and bore him to the ground.

d saw Hassan standing just
ic Nubian to move to the

d white againsgt the gloom of

P said the viscount,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Viscount at Bay—What the Driver Knéw—The Houss
in Mariborocugh’s Rents. )
N good time the next morning Blake and Tinker arvived
at Bow Street. ;
_ “This case of Iarvey Manzon id Blake to the
inspector on duty.  ““ What time is it likely to come
: on? I am going to give evidence on his behalf. I
shall have something to say in the witness-box that will
aslonish you fellows from S nd Yard.” he added, smiling.
The inspector, looking puzeled, cast his eye down the
charge-sheet. :
£ Manson,” he murmured,
here, Mr. Blake.”
“The taxi-cabman whe is waniced for obtaining a licence
under a false name.” =
*QOh, that man! Y
he'd been arrested.”
“He gave himself up yesterday aftcrnoon.”
~ “Did he? The first 1've heard of it. Anyway, the case
is not being tried here.” e -
- But it ought to come on hereso
I should have thought so. Arc
himself up 77
"Qui‘&e sure; at least, I believe I'm quite sure. I saw him
at midday, and when I parted from him his intention was to
go direct to Scotland Yard.”
T don’t think be did. However, we’ll 'phone through and
Gad out.”
Five minutes later the inspector sajd:

T don’t see the name

I reecoliect now ; but I didin’t know

ite sure he gave
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THE POAGHER’é PLIGHT!
Grand Tale of Sa:toa Bialke.

“No, Mr. Blake,
He hasn't given hin
downy custonier: he's 6
you didn’t nab him prompi
him.”

Blake was toe much per
the matter.

85 4 tas . -
,‘_“A foolish trick 1o play!” he said. in a vexed tone to
Tinker, when they were catsid ‘“If Manson had decided

to evade arrest, he m as w have remained in hiding
with me. A foclish fellow. Ie’s ruining his chances. The
job of persuading Mr. David Langley that he’s worthy to be
his heir was hard enough alrcady. and now he’s gone and
made it still more difficult.  Folly—criminal folly! He
night have trusted me !’

“You don't thi
Tinker ventured.

“Happened o him'!
him ?” snapped Blake. “A
him, it is entirely his own fault.’

His irvitation died away in ten minu

“We'll go to Barclay Square, and w
Yowd like to come?”

“ Rather, sir; though I sha'n't be any good if there’s a
row.” ;

Tinker’s injured hand was

*“No,” said Blake; ° 11
strictly obeyed, youw'd be in bed.”

Whereupon Tinker very promptly turned the conversation
by remarking that it would be ¢ to-go first to Baker
Street to gep their revolvers before procceding to Barclay
Square.

‘At eleven o’clock they were standing in the porch of Lord
Marehford’s house, and, greatly to their surprise, the front
door was opened to ther without any delay, and by the
visconnt himself. : :

“Qh, it’s you! You are Mr. Bls I think. T am very
glad to sce you. Pray come in! said the viscount
plesantly. You find me in the throes of a grave domestic
upset,’’ he continued easily and fluently, as he led the way
to the library. :

has happened to him, sir?

o
e

il get in, young "un.

in a sling. : :
the doctor’s orders were being
s

“Vesterday my servants left me en mas
last night. my invalid brother, with his lady nurse and his
male attendant, quitted my house without a word of explana-
tion; this morni and his scrvant have been out
since daylight trying to find theni, and have not returtied.
So you have surprised me absolutely alone in the house.
You will readily understand how glad 1 am to sce you, Mr.
Blake.™

Was this flummery? Blake wa

“ T came here to see Mr. David La he said.

I gathered that,” was the instant rejoinder. *You wer
hicre yesterday for the same purpose, I think. Ah, Mr. Blake,
you might have completed that little matter of repairing my
telephone while you were about it, instead of assaulting my
servants and running away. However, we'll let that pass.
The present point is that my brother is no longer here, go
that unfortunately you can’t sce him.”

“Are vou telling me the truth 2 Blake challenged him.

T cannot conceive any shadow of a reason why I should
lie to you, s Your question is offensive, but I decline to
rosent it. because I understand and eympathise with the
motive which prompted you to ask it. You suspect me of
having designs against my brother’s life. It is a monstrous
suspicion, but, at the same tune, I cannot quarrel with you
for entertaining it. My poor brother has himself infected you
with that suspicion. Are you aware, Mr. Blake, that he is in
the last stages of a deadly discase, and yet his morbid
cccentricity is such that, in epite of my earnest entreaties, he
has persistently refused to see a doctor? If I hadn’t taken
the law into my own 1ds and obtained a skilled hospitak
nurse for him, he would have died from sheer lack of proper
care ard altention. I put it to you as a man of shrewd
cominon-sense, does tha cx as if I were anxious to haster

tly taken aback.

i

All this was literally true to Blake's own kncwledge, and,
thercfore, he found himself in more and more of a dilemma;
and yet, paradoxical as it soun he was convinced the other
was lying. |

The viscount, as his son had eo often said of him, was as
clever as the fiend. :

Blake was driven to t

“Why did you thwar
nephew, Harvey Manson, rd Marchford 7~

“Thwart him, Mr. Blake! T didn’t thwart him !”

“ Did you do anything to aid him in his search ?”

“1 did evervthing poss to gratify his desire to find the
scamp.”
Lrerything  you
e, butT am a

vour brother’s desire to find his

o

Mazchf sty

FLord ord, 15 s
nced. I don‘th

i F am net cony

£a

THE PERIL OF THE SEA!
By 8. Ciarke Hool.
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“ “Then how can I convince you, Mr., Blako?”

“ Wait, please. I don’t believe that you tried to find Harvey
Manson to gratify your brother's desire to make him his heir.
I don’t believe that you engaged Miss Fielding’s services as
nurse that your brother might have skilled care and attention.
I don’t believe that your brother and Miss Fielding quitted
your house last night.”

. “Will you believe the evidence of your own eyesight ?”

*Yes; that and nothing else where you are concerned.’”’

- “My house is at your disposal, Mr. Blake; ransack it from
top to bottom.” .

1 warn you I am armed, Lord Marchford.”

¢ My dear sir, I am delighted to hear it.”

“T carry a loaded ‘revolver, and I shall use it at the first
#ign of treachery.” -

“ Why not, Mr. Blake—why not?”

“1 don’t believe you’re alone in the house.”

“ Well, well, well, we shall- see. Pray shoot anyone you
find.” :

It was a strange position. .

Convinced of the correctness of his suspicions, Blake was
yet 30 much impressed by the viscount’s extraordinary cool-

ness and effrontery that seeds of doubt began to germinate

an his mind. Had he made an cgregious blunder, after all?
Was David Langley just an eccentric invalid who imagined
that his relatives had designs upon his life? The records of
insanity show such cases in plenty.

But these doubts did not prevent him from' making an
exhaustive Search of the house. He and Tinker went iato
every room, the viscount acting the part of willing guide and
cicerone. )

“This i3.my room; this is my son’s room; this is the hole
in which Hassan sleeps; this is Sanders’ crib. This is the
apartment of my invalid brother; the adjoining room was
occupied by Nurse Fielding. It was assigned to her in order
that she might be within call of him at any hour of the day or
night. You will notice the signs of hurried departure, Mr.
Blake. Nothing has been removed or altered. Everything
remains exactly as it was at the moment they left.” -

Glib, plausible. anxious to supply any and every item of
information, anticipating every possible question that ceuld
be asked him, the viscount conducted them ~methodically
through the mansion from basement to garret. ;

“7 ask nothing better than that you should trace and find
the fugitives for me,’”” said the viscount. *If you will accept
Elcommission from me to do so, I will gladly pay your usual
ees.”

1 shall certainly not rest till T find them,” was Blake’s
answer,

. The viscount thanked him effusively, and, superbly un-
ruffled by the detective's sternness and curtness, opencd the
front door and bade him a courteous good-day.

“1 should like to go through that house with Pedre, sir,”
said Tinker to Blake, as they walked slowly away. “It is a
huge place, and there must ie lots of cupboards and hiding-
places we overlocked and he didn’t show us.” :

“You're right, young 'un; that shall be our next move.”

“When, sir?”’ = .

“Oh, whea you like—at the first opportunity,” answered
Blake wearily. - - : 2

He was stung to the quick by his inability to probe the
mystery of the viscount’s cool uncencesn. . |

“ Why not now, sir?” ; :

. “Ne, not now; I'm going to the Yard to report David

Langley and Nurse Fielding as missing. That is the first

thing to be done.” - :

“May I go and fetch Pedro and meef you here?”

““Yes, if you like.”

The youngster went off without waiting for a secend per-
mission.

Blake strolled on till he came to a cabstand.

‘There was only one taxi on the rank, and the driver waa
a\bsorbe;d in the perusal of an early edition of the “Evening
News.” : :

“ Hallo, Shorty ! he said, for he knew the driver.. “I want
you to drive me to Scotland Yard !”

“Seen this, Mr. Blake?” said Shorty, handing him the
paper. “It's something in your line, and, if I'm not mistaken,
it's something in mine, too, man, belicved to be a man-
servant, found murdered outside one of the principal West
¥and banks. Serangulation marks on his throat. Body thrown
into the area. News too late for the morning papers, but it’s

. all here. 1 believe I know something about it.”

Blake eoagerly scanned the paragraphs, and was ivstantly

struck by the exact correspondence between th. description of
the murdered man and what he remembered of Sanders.

© “A large cheque found on him with the signature ‘David
Langley.” The police theory is that he was waiting outside

. lodging.

~ new will at once!

. Langley said:

the bank to cash the chegue directly the doors were opened
when he was murdered. Funny if I should bura out to be
mixed up with it, eir.”

“Tell me all you know,” said Blake hoarsely.

His surmise that the murdered man was Sanders was con-
firmed by the cheque signature. But had anybody else been
murdered? What abaut Mary Fielding and David Langley ?

“Last night at about cleven,” began Shorty, “1 was driv-
ing slowly through Barclay Square when a chap came running
after me, and asked me to wait for him at the corner. He
was awfully excited.. He gave me o sovereign and told me
where he wanted to be driven; and then he scoots off -again.”’

“Do you remember the address?” :

“Oh, yes, it was No. 72, Marlborough Rents, Wickkam
Row, down Whitechapel way; a regular Yiddish guarter it 1s.
Well, he comes back in about six or seven minutes, and with
him an old gent who could hardly crawl and a girl who was
dressed like a nurse. You know what I mean—white cap
with long streamers, and——"

“Yes, yes!” said Blake impatiently.
that; get on.”

. “Well, they hoists the cld gentleman ints the cab, and gets
in themselves, and without a word more said off we go, be-
cause, mind you, he'd given me the addrogs beforehand.”

“Yes, yea; get on!”

“We came there. The old gent was hauled ocut and
carried by the man into No. 72, the girl helping him; and
that's all. T tell you siraight I didn’t linger in the neigh-
bourhood because I didn't like the look of it. I was too
precious glad to be quit of the job.”

“Drive sharp to Scotland Yard!” said Blake.

A few words to one of the assistant-commissioners, and
Blake and an inspector and a sergeant were rattling east-
ward in Shorty's cab.

The cab made a sensation in that neighbourhood, but the
police uniforms created something like a stampede. The
street was almost deserted when Shorty deew up at Marl-
borough’s Rents. -

Number 72 was a room on the top floor of the tenement
building.  The door was locked. The inspector rapped
sharply on the panel, and shouted:

“Open, In the name of the law!”

“I cannot open; we are prisoners!”
veice from within.

A woman, suddenly appearing from an sdjacent doorway,
produced the key. The door was unlocked, and they went
in. :

It was a decently-furnished room, but horribly neglected
and dirty. There was a bed, a chair, a table, a washstand,
a cupboard, and curtains to the windows. On the table wes
a jug with a little milk, and the remains of a loaf of bread.
David Langley lay on the bed fully clothed. Mary Fielding
sat on the chair. : e

She was too much exhausted by her long vigil and anxicty
to be able to rise at their entrance.

“Thank heavens someone’s come at last !’ she raurmured.

She brightened rapidly to the protection their presence
ensured her, and gave Blake a clear narrative of their
escape. How Sanders, for £5,008, had got them safely from
the viscount's house, and brought them to their present
Having brought them to fthat room, Sanders had
left them, locking them in, but promising to come and re-
lease them ecarly next morning, and threatening the girl with
dread penalties if she made a disturbance.” She had nof seen
him since. No one had taken any notice of her cries.

White they were talking the old man awoke.

The first werds he spoke brought a smile to the lips of
everyone. . :

“I-want,” he said, speaking very distinctly, *to make a
Will semebody kindly bring me pen, ink,

“Never mind all

answered a faint

and paper?” :
Blake stepped forward, and introduced himseif, and David
“Very pleased indeed to meet you, Mr. Blake; but T can’t
attend to any business whatover until [ have made a new:
will, If T should happen to die before 1 did it, that rascabiv

. brother of mine and his son Charles would mherit every-

thing. 1 showldn’t rest easy in my grave. -I want yow te
bear witness that U'm in my sane mind and sound senses.”.
Pen, ink, and paper wero obtaited from one of the tenants
of the building, and Blake, writing at his dictation, drew
up a short will, which bequeathed the whele of his propesty

‘ jointly to Harvey Manson and Mary Fielding. When this

had been duly executed and witnessed, he asked Blake to-
take care of it, and then declarcd his readiness to talk abeut: -
any matter under the sun.
At this moment Shorty rushed up, to say that Lord
Marchford and Charles Langley were coming. T ¢
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“Then we’ll give them a surprise,” said Blake.

“Give ’em a shock,” said the old man truculently.

“I expect we shall give them several shocks before we’'ve
done with them.” : :

Under Blake’s direction, the inspector and the sergeant
stowed themselves away in the cupboard, while Blake con-
cealed himself behind the curtains. : :

“You are not afraid, Miss Fielding? The brunt of the
interview will fall upon you.”

“Afraid!. No!” she smiled.
thing now.” .

“Mr. Langley, will you kindly look as ill as possible 2*2 3

The old man stretched himself stiffly on the bed, with a
chuckle of amusement.

The preparations were only just complete when there came
9 tap at the door, and the viscount and his son entered.

“I am not afraid of any-

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Justice is Done!

o H, heavens! Hassan’s found them!
murdered Sanders!” = :
With these words on his lips, Charles Langley

tottered into the house in Barclay Square less than
half an hour after Blake and Tinker had left it.
His story was meagre and brief.

Hassan was apparently familiar with Sanders’ haunts, and
had tracked him unerringly to Marlborough’s Rents, then
had followed him to the bank, and strangled him in the
fark hours before dawn. The Nubian was quite unable to
understand Charles’ horror at the deed, thinking he had
done his master a good turn for which he would be warmly
praised. When he found the reverse was the case he had
renounced Charles’ service, and taken himself off, mortally

- offended.

¢ You don’t know where he is now 7

“No; I don’t know anything about him.”

¢ So much the better, Charles. You've got the address?”’

Hassan’s

“Yes. But this horrible murder, guv'nor! ¥Yeu don't
scem to-———""
“My dear Charles, be sensible! We didn't murder

Sanders, and it’s an extraordinarily fortunate occurrence
he's out of the way. Dead men tell no tales, Deaf mutes
tell no tales. There is no one left to tell tales. If we're only
true to ourselves now, nothing can rob us of our reward. I
am going at once to the address Hassan gave you, and I’'m
going to take you with me. We must settle with the Fielding
woman without the loss of a moment.”

¢ Settle with her! You don't mean——

“Don't be a fool, Charles! You know what I mean.”

And the discussion was closed.

=

He came into that dreary, shabby room, Chatrles skulking

at his heels, with the same aplomb and assured demeanour:

he would have exhibited on entering a great drawing-room.
He doffed his hat, bowed to Mary, placed his hat on the
table, looked about him for a chair, and, not seeing one,
stepped jauntily to the bed, and gazed at the rigid form
lying on it. Then he spoke:

*“ Not dead, nurse—my poor brother is not dead 7

£ No, Lord Marchford; your peor brother is not dead.”

“You ran a great risk—a very great risk,” he said, gravely
shaking his head.

“In what way ?”

‘“In removing my poor brother from the shelter of my
house. You did it clandestinely. You imposed your will on
a weak invalid. You suborned a worthless servant to aid
you. doubt not you have materially shortened your
patient’s life, and in so doing you have rendered yourself
liable to very severe penalties.”

He took another peep at the form on the bed, and said:

“He is either asleep or unconscious. * He—-""

¢ Guv'nor—guv’nor, look I’ cried Charles.

David Langley had raised himself on the bed, and was
sitting bolt upright, calmly surveying the viscount, whose
back was turned to him. :

The viscount whipped round and started back, and David
Langley said: i

“You know, Marchford, you're not even a clever scoun-
drel. You've disappointed me. I can see perfectly plainly
now why you've made a mess of your life. You lack ordi-
nary, common, average brains. No person with a modicum
of intelligence would have been such a hopeless nincompoop
as te suppose he céuld persuade my dear niece Mary—oh,
yes, Marchford, she’s going to be my niece !—to do the dirty
work you've proposed to her. It's a sad business—a sad
business !’ - ! !

The viscount was quick to recover himself.

“Am I such a fool, David? You and the gixl are alone
here with Charles and me. It's a neighbourhood from which
people disappear without questions asked. Your life and
hers are at my mercy. A desperatc man takes desperate
chances. My need of money is desperate. I must have
money, David !”

‘“And so foolish of you, Marchford, to imagine that Mary
and I are alone with you and Charles—so very foolish! We
are not alone. If you will kindly take the trouble to look
into the eupboard, and peep behind the window-curtains, you
will ,f’ind something in both places that will probably surprise
you.

As he spoke, the inspector and the sergeant emerged from
the cupboard,. and Blake from the window.

The play was played out. The inspector and the sergeant
took Charles and the viscount into formal custody at once.

A cab was procured, and the prisoners were removed.

Blake, Mary Fielding, and David Langley drove to Baker
Street in Shorty’s taxi, and on the way Mary and the old
man developed acute anxiety in regard to Harvey.

But in Blake’s absence Tinker had not been idle. After
fetching Pedro, the youngster had remained “watching the
house till he had seen the viscount and his son leave it, and
then had entered by the back door, and had explored it at
his leisure. : s

With Pedro’s help, the process of exploration was not a
long one.

Harvey was found, lying gagged and bound, in an attic
under the roof, whither he had been conveyed by Hassan.

The viscount did not live to be broaght to trial.

The spirit of ruthless determination which had animated
him throughout this dark conspiracy remained with him till
the end. He was found dead in his cell of poison self-
administered, a deadly dosc of which, minute in quantity, it
was subsequently discovered, he invariably carried about
with him concealed in a signet-ring.

No proceedings were taken against Charles.

His constitution, undermined by years of dissipation, col-
lapsed under the strain of exposure. He was diseased in
body and brain, and died within three months, a raving
lunatie, in a home for the hopelessly insane. :

Iassan paid the extreme penalty, but not at the hands of
the law. !

The police failed to arrest him, but his dead body was
found floating in the Thames below Barking. There is good
reason to believe that he met his death in a drunken broil
with foreign secamen.

Mr. David Langley, who, on the death of his brother and
Charles, became the new Viscount Marchford, lived hale and
strong for five years after these events. His illness was
largely imaginary, and, as Mary had foretold, he was quick}y
restored to health under proper medical advice anditreat-
ment.

His great achievement in these years was his masterly
management of the affairs of the Sixpenny Bank. After
generously taking over its liabilities, he set to work to pull
its fortunes round, a task in which, owing to his commanding
aptitude for business, he was brilliantly successful.

Thanks to Blake’s influence, the warrant issued for
Harvey's arrest was withdrawn, and his former convietion
quashed. A new licence was granted to him, which, though
he never used it, he gladly accepted.

THE END.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Why the Music Was Interruptad.

OM MERRY laughed.
Now, Tom Merry, of the Shall
Form at St. Jum’s, had a very

pleasant laugh, which was very
agreeable to hear, but certainly
just then the moment was not judiciously

GRIT!

chosen for laughing. The other fellows
were grinning, but they looked siurprised
whon Tom Merry laughed.
There were nearly a dozen of th
Jim's fellows present. Bernard Glyn of

and fell.

in a flash the savage blow was struck, and Tom Moerry staggered
He lay stretched upon the ground, his face upturned,

white, and streaked with biood.

the Shell had taken the lttle party home

to tea. Glyn's father had a house near the old school, and
Glyn of the Shell frequently took a little party of juniors
home. On the present occasion there were nearly a dozen
of them—Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther of the
Shell, and Blake and Dighy and D'Arcy of the Fourth,
and Figgins and Kerr and Wynn, the famous “Co.” of the
New House at St. Jim’s. Tea was over, and the lights
gleamed from the windows of Glyn House into the wide
grounds. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was standing at the
piano, a sheet of music in his hands, his head thrown back,
and a tenor solo—or, at all events, a solo that was supposed to
be tenor—proceeding from his aristocratic vocal organs.
Clyn’s sister, Edith, was at the pitano, accompanying him,
and keeping pace with the tenor solo in a really wonderful
way. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy’s tenor solo was in full blast,
so to speak, when Tom Merry laughed.

It was really too bad. -

Of course, the fellows always grinned when D’Arey staried
on a tenor solo. That was only to be expected. He was
accustomed to that. But when Tom Merry laughed, the
swell of Sé. Jim’s paused in the tide of melody, and looked
round with an extremely indignant expression. A sheet of
music duttered to the floor as he groped for his eyeglass,
which he proceeded to jam into his eye, in order to take a
scornful survey of the hero of the Shell.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——"" he began warmly.

Tom Merry turned pink.

“8orry, Gussy [ he exclaimed. “I—T wasn’t Ihughing at—
at the tenor solo! I’m so sorry I interrupted!”

¢ Weally——"

“It's too bad,” said Jack Blake, with a shake of the
head. “I'm surprised at you, Tom Merry.” -

“ Look here, Blake——"

“There’s no excuse,” said Blake. “You've interrupted
D’Arcy’s song. Now, 1t will be all the longer before he gets
finished. 1t’s too bad!”

“ Weally, Blake—" :

“Rotten !” said Monty Lowther.

“Tf you are alludin’ to my song, Lowthah—"

“Ahem !”

“T'm so sorry !’ said Tom Merry penitently. “I kunow it's
hard on you fellows—I—I mean, I know it's hard on you.
Gussy——"’

“J wegard you as an ass, Tom Mewwy !”

“ But—but, you see, I couldn’s help it!
Gussy ; there’s a good chap!”

“0h, my hat!” murmured Figgins. “You ass!”

Miss Glyn looked round on the piano stool.
 “Tt is really too bad to .interrupt D'Arcy,” she said
severely. “Now, begin again, Arthur! Begin at the
beginning.”

“Yaas, wathah! Bai Jove, where’s my music

Bernard Glyn picked up the music and handed it to D’ Arey.
The swell of St. Jim’s turned back to the first verse with an
air of great dignity.  Miss Glyn's slim fingers ran over the
keys again. Edith Glyn was a good pianist, and, as Monty
Towther had remarked in a stage whisper, she needed to be,
to accompany D’Arcy. D’Arcy had a way of bucking up
and slacking down at the most unexpected moments, and
accompanying him was something in the nature of an
acrobatic performance.

%86 sorry I murmured Tom Merry. “I—I wasn’t think-
ing of the song, Gussy—honour bright—it was something else,
really, and I’'m sorry !”

Arthar Augustus bowed stiffy.

“ Vewy well, Tom Mewwy, I accépt your apology.”

Once more the tenor voice of the swell of St. Jim's rese
upon the air.

It was certainly a beautiful song, buf whether Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy reudered it beautifully was another matter.
But the juniors bore it manfully, and Tom Merry did not
laugh again. Tom Merry was sitting by the French windows,
which were open, and. as a matter of fact, he was looking
towards the shrubberies in the garden, and not at D’ Arcy at
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OM MERRY chuckled
I softly—he did not laugh

12

all It seemed as if something or other in the garden
chained Tom Merry’s attention, to the exclusion of that
magnificent solo. -

Outside, in the wide grounds of Glyn House, the moon was
rising over the trees, and a soft light fell upon lawns and
shrubberies. As Tom Merry looked from the open window
a shadow moved in the shrubberies, and he nearly laughed
again. But this time he managed to subdue the expression
of his inward merriment to a soft chuckle. Bernard Glyn
glanced at him curiously, and came acroes to him.

* What's the joke?’’ whispered Glyn,

Tom Merry made a gesture towards the garden.

“He’s there,” he murmured. .

¢ Who ig?”’ .

“ Romeo, of course—Owney-owney, you know.”

The words were mysterious to anyone not in the secret,
Buy Bernard Glyn evidently understood, for he burst into
& sudden roar:

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustue broke off at once, and loocked round
indignantly. :

“ Weally, Glyn—-7"
< “Eh, sorry !” exclaimed Glyn.

“ Bernard I’ said Edith Glyn gently.
interrupt D’Arcy in this way. i
treas a guest, you know.”

Glya turned red. -

“I-—-I'm sprry.!” he stammered. “I—TI didn’t mean it; but
—but Tom Merry said something funny. I—— Do begin
again, Gussy! After all,; the more we get of the song, you
know, the better we like it, and the first verse is—is ripping !”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy smiled again. That was really a
very nice way of putting it, and the clouds cleared from the
amateur singer’s brow at once.

¢ Vewy well, deah boy,” he said graciously; “but I weally
think you might weserve your jokes for a more appwopwiate
occasion, Tom Mewwy !”

“Sorry !” said Tom Merry.

“Oh, it’s all wight! Il begin again.
turnin’ back to the first page, Miss Glyn ?”

“Not at all,” said Edith.

And ence more the swell of St. Jim’s started.

By this time the whole of the youthful company knew that
something was “on.” The juniors all gathered round Tom
Merry and Bernard Glyn at the window. Even old Mr.

lyn, who had been dozing in his armchair, looked a little
curious, and wondered what there could be in the moonlit
garden to excite eo much interest among the juniors. Arthur
Augustus, unconscious of everything but the temor solo,
warbled on at full pitch.

“What is it out there 7"’ whispered Blake.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“?\f’e’ver mind now ! Quiet, or Gussy’s solo will go on for
sver !

“ But what—"
“There he is!”’ murmured Bernard Glyn.,
The juniors all looked from the

£ I____I_I____?’,
i “It is too bad to
It is really not the way to

Would you mind

open window,

In the moonlight, half-hidden
by the shadows of the deep shrub-
bery, a man’s,figure could be
seen—a figure that stood motion-
icss, regarding the house with a
steady gaze.

THE SECOND CHAPTER:
8truck Down.

this time. The juniors

grinned —they under-

stood. Bernard Glyn
scemed to be going into some
inward paroxysm. He glanced at
his elder sister, sitting uncomnscious
at the piano, and then, a little
uneasily, at his father on the
other side of the room.

““Quiet !” he murmured. “Don’t
let the pater guess!”

Tom Merry became grave at
once.

“Right-ho! Don’t look out of
the window, you chaps,” he mur-
mured. “We don’t want to get
Romeo in a row.” :

‘“ Rather not!” said Figgins.

“Why don’t you bring up your
Housemaster to be more sensible,
Figgy?” murmured Blake. ‘The
Romeo and Juliet business is out
of date.”
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Pigging chuckled, : : .

Tom Merry glanced from the window again, the dim figure
in the shrubbery had disappeared. He was glad of i,
for old Mr. Glyn, his curiosity awakened, was coming over
towards the window. Mz, Glyn glanced out into the garden,
but saw nothing but the lawns and the shrubberies—merely
that and nothing more. e :

He looked inqgt zly at the juniore, but their facoﬁs were
quite solemn now; they seemed to be listening to D’Arcy’s
tenor solo, and to be thinking of nothing else in the world.

They realised that they had come near to betraying a

‘secret, and they were being very circumspect now, rather

late in the day. - : -

But they could hardly help grinning at the thought of that
figure in the garden, watching the lighted window from the
shadow of the shrubbery. i :

It was an open secret at St. Jim’s that Mr. Wodyer, Lh!e
new Housemaster of the New House, was attached to Glyn's
sister.

Mr. Wodyer had lately come te St. Jim’s, in the place of
Mr. Ratcliff, the master of the New liouse, who had gone
away on a long holiday. =

The new Housemaster, who had also taken the position of
master ©of the Fourth Form-—Blake’s Form—was very
popular at St. Jim’s. He was a young man to hold such a
post, but he fulfilled his duties well, and ke had shown that
he was quite as much at home in the playing-fields as in the
Form-room. A master who could kick a good goal was
certain to be popular at a school like St. Jim’s—and Figg
& Co. were very proud of their new Housemaster—and they
contrasted him with old “Ratty,” very much to Mr. Rat-
cliff’s disadvantage.

That Mr. Arthur Wodyer was in love with the sister of

Glyn of the Shell seemed a very pretty romance to the
juniors. It amused them a little. Being in love was not
much in their line, and they were inclined to look upon it as
a sort of youthful weakness on the part of the Housemaster.
The course of true love, the poet assures us, never did run
smooth, and such was the case with Mr. Wodyer and Edith
Glyn. For old Mr. Glyn was a millionaire, and was generally
supposed to roll in money; and Arthur Wodyer, M.A., had
nothing but an Oxford degree and his salary as a master at
St. Jim’s, and even his post there was only a temporary
one. 'fhe match was, therefore, very unequal, and Mr. ‘Glyn
was not likely to give his consent to an engagement. Bernard
Glyn was willing to give his, because Mr. Wodyer was a
jolly good fellow and a real sport; but these qualities did not
appeal to the millionaire se much as to his son,
. Mr. Wodyer, of course, had never spoken a word to the
juniors on the subject. But Bernard Glyn knew all about
1t, and he kept his schoolfellows informed, Glyn was of
opinion that Mr. Wodyer was good enough for anybody,
and the other fellows agreed with him. Indeed, Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy had seriously suggested arguing the matter
out with Glyn semior. D’Arcy had great faith in his per-
suasive eloquence; but the other fellows hadn’t, and they
had threatened him with instant
slaughter if he attempted any-
thing of the sort.

It was “rotten for Wodyer,” as
the juniors agreed, and they took
a very kindly intetest in the
matter.

And Glyn had discovered that,
as Mr. Wodyer conld not meet
Edith excegtin upon very rare
otcasions, he %md developed a
habit of strolling past Glyn House
and  watching her window—a
little way common to lovers at
all periods of the world’s history.
Glyn often went home to see his
people, as his home was so near
St. Jim’s, and so he had come
upon Mr. Wodyer more than once
doing the “Romeo act,” as he
humorousty termed it.

Therefore, when Tom Merry
saw the silent figure in the shrub-
bery watching the window, he
had no doubt that it was Mr.
Wodyer playing Romeo once
more. ]

That was the cause of the sud-
den laugh which had had such
cizastrous eoffects upon Arthur
Augustus D’Arvey’s tenor solo.

Tom Merry was wishing now
that he had not allowed his.risible
faculties free play; but he had
been taken by surprise.

I was evident that Mr. Glyn
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wag suspicious. The old ¢
gentleman was a little
crusty in temper, though
extremely kind - hearted, §
and very good to his son’s
chums at St. Jim’s. Bus
it was known that he was
very much “down ” upcn
an almost penniless suitor
for his daughter, and if he Bl
found that Mr. Wodyer i
was in the habit of haunt-
ing his grounds in this
Romeo-like way, it was
pretty certain that there
would be trouble.

== ST
e

Tom Merry tried to
avoid the old gentleman’s
eye. But Mr. Glyn

dropped into a chair be-
side him with the evident
intention of speaking.

D’Arcy’s song was over.

Arthur Augustus looked
round for applause. The
juniors applauded him
whether for the solec or
for getting it finished they
did not state.

“Oh, ripping!” said
Glyn.
“Very ripping—awfully

like ripping canvas—very
tough canvas,” murmured
Monty Lowther.

“Up with you, Blake!”
said  Bernard Glyn.
“Youre going to give us
a patriotic song!”’

Blake rose.

“I don’t mind if I do,”
he said modestly.

And the music of a
famous patriotic song was
put on the piano, and

Miss Glyn’s slim fingers
ran over the opening
chords.

“ You chaps have all got
to join in the chorus, you
know,” said Blake.

“Yaas, wathah!”

dining-room.

A young man, with pale face and flashing eyes, dashed in at the door of the

He did not stop to speak.
tiger, and a crushing blow from his fist, landing under the ear, sent one of
them reeling to the floor.

He sprang at the two ruffians like a

The other, releasing Mr. Glyn, sprang to meet his
new foe.

Mr. Glyn leaned to-
wards Tom Merry as Blake began to sing.
“You were looking at something in the garden, I think,

Merry,” he remarked, in a low tone, under cover of the
music.

Tom Merry ocoloured.

“Yes, sir!” he stammered.
“Did you see someonc there!”
“y oy 33 7

“I wish you to tell me.”

Tom Merry hesitated.

“Well, I—I thought I saw someone,” he said reluctantly.

“Who was it?” 5

Tom Merry was silent. ;

“Please tell me who it was, Merry,” said Mr. Glyn, with
unmistakable firmness in his tones. “I want to know.”

“Well, sir, you—you see, I couldn’t possibly see his face
in the dark,” said Tom Merry. “I only just canght a glimpse
of him,”

“Who was it2”

I couldn’t possibly recognise him at that distance, sir.”

¢ But you know who it was?”

No reply.

“You know who it was, Merry?”

“I could guess, sir.” .

“And whom did you guess that it was?”?

“As ¥ couldn’t recognise him, sir, it might have been
anybody, and so it wouldn’t be fair for me to mention any
names.”

Mr. Glyn compressed his lips,

“Very well!” he said.

He crossed the room again to his armchair, and sat down
and seemed to doze again; but Tom Merry knew that he was
not dozing. The old gentleman’s suspicions .had been
aroused, and Tom Merry’s reticence had, of course, made
them stronger. The hero of the Shell felt very much dis-
tressed ; and Bernard Glyn, who had heard all that his father
had said, was dismayed.

“My word,” he murmured, “this is rotten! Tt was idiotic
of Wodyer to come into the grounds; when I've seen him

about here before, he was in the road. It’s a bit thick coming
into the grounds when the pater is against him.” e

“Oh, chaps in love are always like that, I believe!” said
Tom Merry. *“You jolly well never know what they're
going to do mext.”

Glyn nodded thoughtfully.

“TI'm afraid the pater may catch him at it, and then there
will be a scene,” he whispered, *that would be jolly un-
pleasant for everybody—especially for poor old Edie. I can’t
get out without the pater noticing, but—but could you slip
out into the garden, Tommy, and warn him off! Tell him
the pater’s got his eye open.”

Tom Merry whistled softly.

“I—I say,” he murmured, “that’s rather thick. Wodyer
doesn’t really know that we know anything about it, you
know.”

Glyn grinned.

“1 know; but—it’s better than risking having a scene—
if you wouldn’t mind. It was reckless of him to come into
the grounds like this.”

“Well, you’re right. T'll go.”

“Shp out while we’re yelling Blake’s chorus.”

“ All serene!”

“Chorus !” exclainmed Figgins,

As the chorus rang out, Tom Merry slipped quietly through
the French windows into the garden. The moonlight lay
dim upon the lawn and shrubbery. The Shell fellow remem-
bered just where he had seen the dim figure, but he did
not make direct for the spot. He knew that Mr. Wodyer
would withdraw into cover if he imagined that he was dis~
covered, and then the warning could not be conveyed to
him. Tom Merry slipped quickly along the terrace, and
dived into the shrubbery at some distance from the drawing-
room window., He knew the grounds of Glyn House well,
and he turned into a path among the rhododendrons that
would bring him behind the spot where the dim figure had
been standing. He trod very cautiously now; he did not
want to alarm the solitary Romeo. He paused abruptly—
he had caught sicht of the dim figure again. There it was,
crouching in the cover of the shrubs, watching the house
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with a stealthiness thai scemed strangely out of keeping with
the character of a Housemaster. Tom Merry felt an uneasy
gensation. The man’s attitude was more hike that of a cracks-
man watching a crib he intended to crack, than of a lover
looking for a glimpse of his lady. The junior came on softly
and tapped the stooping figure on the shoulder.

“Mr. JVodyer—-—"

There was a hoarse, startled cry. The figure leaped up,
and in a flash a savage blow was struck, and Tom Merry
staggered and fell.

There was a faint rustle in the shrubbery as the dim form
fled, and Tom Merry lay stretched upon the ground, the
moonlight glimmered upon his face, upturned, white, and
streaked with red that oozed out from under the thick hair,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Mystery.

ROM the open lighted winflow came the ringing chorus
of the juniors. In the shrubbery all was silent. The

dimly-seen watcher had fled. Tom Merry lay motion- -

less upon the earth.
 He was insensible. The minutes passed.

The lighted window in the distance was darkened for a
moment by a form as Bernard Glyn looked out anxiously,
wondering what was keeping Tom Merry in the grounds so
ong.

It was ten minutes before the unfortunate junior moved.

Then he stirred and groaned. :

Tom Merry’s eyes opened, and he sat up, his hand going
unconsciously to his head.

¢ What—what—-27"

His head was reeling. He stared about him blankly. The
chiorus in the house had died away, and there was silence,
‘The moonlight fell coldly upoun the shrubs. Slowly recol-
lection came, and Tom Merry stagzered to his feet, dizzy
and sick.

What had happened?

Who had struck him that cowardly blow?

It could not have been Mr. Wodyer, after all, who had
been crouching there in the shrubbery ! Surely the House-
master, however angry and surprised, would never have
struck out in that savage manner!

But if it was not Mr. Wodyer, whom had it been?

Tom Merry’s brain was in a whirl.

It must have been Arthur Wodyer. [le had been sur-
prised, alarmed, at being found there, and he had supposed,
perhaps, that someone had been spying on him, and be had
not meant to hit so hard.

That must be the explanation.

Tom Merry looked at his hand, wheve it had pressed his
forehead, and started. There was a glimmer of red upon his
fingers in the moonlight.

1t was blood.

Ho could not go back to the house in that state.
what amazement, what inquiries would follow.

Ile vemembered that there was a fountain in the grounds,
ancé he made his way slowly towards the sound of the tinkling
water.

He stooped over the marble basin and dipped his handker-
chief into the cool water and bathed his forehead.

“Tom Merry !” -

He started and swung round as his name was uttered. It
was Bernard Glyn. The Shell fellow came up quickly, anxious
and amazed. :

“Great Scott!” he muttered.
Tom?”

Tom Merry wiped his wet forohead.

:Did you find him, Tom?"

S,

He knew

“What's the matter,

“But what—what happened?” panted Glyn.

Tom Merry’s lips moved in a painful smile.

“He knocked me down.”

“Knocked you down!” ejaculated Glyn, in blank astonish-
me‘nt; .

““ Wasg it Wodyer?”

“1 suppose s0.”

“Good heavens!”

“Don't say anything about this in the House,” muttered
Tom Merry quickly. “Not a word! He must have bheen
surprised—excited—and he couldn’t have meant to hurt me
like this. Don’t say a word!”

Glyn stared at him blankly.

“Why, it's horrible!” he muttered.
a brute to hit you like that.
Are you sure it was Wodyer?”’

“Whom could it have been?”

“Well, that’s so.”

“It's all right,” said Tom Merry, in a low voice, “Don’s
say a word about it—here. FIl bo all right in a minute.’>
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“He must have been
It was not like old Wodver.

“Let me bathe your forehsad.” - >

There was a cut on Tom Moerry’s forehead under the hair,
where hard knuckles had struck cruelly. It had ceased to
bleed now, and Glyn wiped away the traces of it. Tom
Merry was very pale, but he was himself again now.

“Better get back to the house,” he said. “They will be
wondering.”

“TIt's jolly queer, Merry [”

“Yes—but come on!” o

Glyn nodded, and they went back te the 1}101150‘ Figgins
was singing now—a sentimental song of a child and a rose.
He was just finishing when the juniors came in, and Blake
was looking at his watch.

“Time we were off, my sons,” said Jack Blake. “VV;?
shall find the gates locked at St. Jim’s if we don’t buck up.

“ Yaas, wathah!” ¥ :

Mr. Glyn looked curiously at Tom Meriy as he shook hands
for good-bye. Quiet old gentleman as he was, he was very
keen, and he could see that something had happened in the
garden which the junior did not care to allude to. But he
asked no questions. !

Edith Gqfvn seemed to be the only one who had noticed
nothing. She said good-night to the juniors in her sweet,
kind way, and they went down the drive in a cheerful party
to the gates. It was not till they were outside the gates of
Glyn House that the juniors asked questions. S

“Did you see Wodyer in the garden?” asked Figgins.

“T think so0.”

Figgins stared.

“Pon’t you know?” he demanded.

Tom Merry explained.

“ My only hat!” ejaculated Kerr.
Wodyer.” :

“ Impossible !” said Fatty Wynn.

“Yaas, wathah!” >

“Tf it wasn't Wodyer, T don't keow whom it could have
been,” said Tom Merry. “ Who elss could have been hanging
about in the shrubberies watching the window?”

““ Blessed if I know ! . s s

“Wo'll see when we get back to St. Jim’s,”’ said Figgins
slowly. “If it was Wodyer, we'H jolly soon find out. If
he acted in that way wa've been mistakeun in him, that’s all.
I thought ho was a decent chap.”” :

The juniors were very thoughtful as they walked home to
St. Jim's. The matter was a puzzle. The action was utterly
unlike anything that could have been expected of ha_ngleome,
kind-hearted Arthur Wodyer. But if it had not been Wodyer,
whom could it have been? =

“There used to be another chap who was moony in the
same way—a naval chap,” Bernard Glyn remarked. “ Edie
was almost engaged to him once. but it came to an end.
But that chap is at sea, and—and he wouldn’t act like t}'l‘at,
anyway. I'm blessed if I can understand the thing at all.”

They reached St. Jim’s, and Taggles, the porter, snorted
as he opened the gates for them. Taggles would have been
pleased to report them for coming in so late, only hevknpw
that they had passes out to visit Glyn House. Figgins
paused as the other fellows went in to speak to the porter.

“Has Mr. Wodyer just comse in, Taggles?”” he asked.

“*Ow should I f;now?” said Taggles. “Mr. Wodyer ’as a
key to the private gate, Master Figgins. ’Ow
know?”’ :

There was evidently no information to be had 'from
Taggles. The juniors separated in the q;zadmngle, the Schoot
House fellows going over to their own house, and Flggm; &
Co. going to the New House. As they entered the New
House, the trio stopped and exchanged glances. =

“We ought to find out if that was Wodyer,” said Figgins.

Kerr and Wynn aodded assent.

“T'll go to his study,” said Figgins. -
to take to him, and that will make a good reason for going.

“Good cgg!” : :

Tiggins fetched his lines down from his study, and knocked
at Mr. Wodyer's door. There was a light under the door,
showing that the New House master was at home.

“Come in!” called out Arthur Wodyer’s cheery voice.

Figgins entered. o :

The young Housemaster was seafed at his table, with a pen
in his hand, but he locked up kindly at Figgins. Figpgins
save him a very keen look. Arthur Wodyer was a handsome
ellow, well-built and athletic, and as much addicted to
“‘games’’ as the most _sportmgf.; fellow at St. Jim’s could
desire. Ho looked the picture of health and good nature.

“I’'vo brought mil\ lines, air,” said Figgins awkwardly.

“Put them on the table, Figging.” Mr, Wodyer looked
sharply at Figzins as the junior lingered. “Is there anything
else, Figgins?” =

“No—yes!” stammered Figgins.

Mr. Wodyer smiled. . -

“That 18 a very curious reply, Figgins,” he said. “I can
see that there is something on your mind, What is it?”

“1t couldn’t have been

should I

“T've got some lines

5
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. Figgins fiushed. He was a very bad hand at keeping a

secret. Whenever there was anything on Figgins’ mind it

was pretty certain to be reflected in his honest, rugged face.
“Wo've just come home from Glyn House, sir,” said

“That’s all, eir.”>

“T hope you had a pleasant evening there, Figgins,
the Housemaster genially.

“Qh, yes, sir! Gussy sang, but it was all right otherwise.”
- Mr. Wodyer laughed.

“1 hope all are well there?” he said casually.

“ Oh, yes, sir!”

“Very good !’ . .

“We—we thought we saw you there, sir, that’s all,” klurted
out Figgins, his face growing as red as a beetroot.

Mr, Wodyer knitted his brows.

* You thought you saw me there?” he repeated.

“Ye-es, sir!”

“Well, you were mistaken,” said Mr. Wodyer quietly. “I
was not there. I have not been out of the school since noon.
But if you had seen me there, Figgins, it would have been
no business of yours. It would not have been-a matter for
you to take any interest in at all. You must be careful,
Figging, not to take an interest in matters that do not concern
you or any junior at St. Jim's. You may go.”>

““VYe-e-es, sir!” stammered poor Figgins.

And he went.

” gaid

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Superflucus Young Man.

HE next day Mr. Wodyer sat alone in his study, a
downcast look on his face. To have gazed at Mr.
Wodyer’s features one would have thought that he
had all the troubles of the world on his young
shoulders.

Suddenly there was a tap on the door.

“ (Come in!” he said, jumping to his feet.

The door opened and the House-page looked in.

“Gentleman to see you, sit—Mr. Glyn, sir!” said the page.

“Kindly step in, Mr. Glyn!” said the Housemaster.

Mr. Glyn kindly stepped in.

The page drew the door shut, and departed, leaving the
millionaire and the Housemaster alone.

There was a moment’s silence.

Mr. Wodyer remained standing. Mr. Glyn showed no
desire to sit down, The Housemaster did not offer to shake
hands; it was pretty clear to him that his hand would not
have been taken by the irate old gentleman. -

Mz, Wodyer broke the silence, with a faint smile curving
the corners of his lips, in spite of his inward misgivings.

“Good-morning, Mr. Glyn!”

Mr. Glyn grunted.

“T did not come here for polite formalities, Mr. Wodyer,”
he replied gruffly.

“No,” said Mr. Wodyer calmly.
chair, sir?”’ :

‘] prefer to stand.”

“May I offer you a

“Very well; please yourself, Mr. Glyn, by all means,” said .

the master of the New House pacifically.

“T intend to do so, sir, end in more matters than one!”
said the millionaire grimly.

Mr. Wodyer bowed, without replying. He did not
to think that Mr. Glyn’s remark called for any reply.

“Now, sir,” said Mr. Glyn, “I am going to speak to you
very seriously.”

M. Wodyer bowed again.

“Thank you!” he said.

seem

“But won’t you sit down?”

Mr. Glyn had deposited his silk hat and umbrella upon the .

table. Upon second thoughts, he decided to sit down. The
calmness of the athletic young man before him seemed some-
how to disconcert the portly gentleman.

“] suppose you know why I have called, sir?”
he scttled himself down at last upon a chair,

Mr. Wodyer looked at him steadily.

“1 will not pretend to be ignorant of your reason, sir,”
he replied quietly. T presume that it is in conneetion with
‘my suit for your daughter’s hand?>” *

Mr. Glyn flushed with anger. ] : :

“7 refuse to admit that there .is anything of the sort in
existence!” he exclaimed. * Suit for my daughter’s hand
by Jove! What have you to offer my daughter?” ’

Mr. Wodyer did not reply. '

¢ Yourself, I suppose?” said the old gentlemun sarcastically.

(13 Y(}S. 2 :

“ Anything else of higher value?”

My, Wodyer coloured.

“I am an honest and decent man, and I love your

he said, as

daughter,” he said calmly.
myself.”

Mr. Glyn seemed a little impressed.

“Well, that is straightforward, at all events,” he growled.
“But I suppose you admit that a penniless schoolmaster is
not a suitable match for a millionaire’s daughter!”

“ hope to be able to support Kdith, if she chooses to
marry me,” said®Mr. Wodyer. “And I do not think that
riches bring happiness. I do not even think that I should
care to be a very rich man, and I am sure Edith does not
care for wealth!”’

Mr. Glyn smiled grimly.

“She may think she does not,” he.said. “She spends in
hats more than you get in a year as your salary here!”

“Perhaps she might be content to wear old hats as my
wife,””> Mr. Wodyer suggested.

1“ He\t’ last Pomeranian dog cost as much as your quarter's
salary.’ .

“The same dog will last a long time, I hope, sir,” said
Mr. Wodyer imperturbably. “I shall be able to afford to
pay the licence !”

The niillionaire burst into a laugh,

“Well, you are a cool young rascal!” he exclaimed, half
admiringly. “If you were fitted to be a match for my
daughter, I don’t know that I should object to you. My
son speaks of you very highly, too. But—but you must see,
Mr. Wodyer, that since I have become a millionaire, a very
large number of young men have thought it would be casier
to live on my money than to make some for themselves. I
have encountered quite a number of these superfluous young
men, but 1 have always known how to send them about their
business !”

“1 am glad to hear it, sir.”

“And T am quite equal to dealing with one more,
the millionaire significantly. »

“Then you regard me as a fortune-hunter -

“How am I to regard a young man who has nothing, who
pays court to a young lady who is heiress to a millionaire ?”

&7 should think that Miss Glyn hersclf might be supposed
a sufficient reason.”

“Well put,” said the millionaire, again half admiringly.
“But it won't do. That's the long and the short of it—it
worm’t do! When I found how matters were going, I told
Edith it wouldn’t do, and I told you so. That settled it!”

“Miss Glyn has told me that she could not think of marry-
ing without your consent, sir,” said Mr. Wodyer quietly. “I
bow to her decision. I hope some day to have a position to
offer that will not be unworthy of her, and I hepe to convince
you that I am not a mere fortune-hunter !>

The millionaire made an impatient gesture.

“Tt is not only that you are poor,” he said. “Edith will
have money enough, so far as that goes. But—well, T want
2 son-in-law who has the right stuff in him; o man with real
grit in him, sir, who will be able to take care of my daughter
and her money. Prove yourself to be that kind of man, and
1 might consider it, But what are you? What have you
done? What place have you made in the world? At your
present ageé, you are filling a post temporarily ; and after that
what are your prospects?” : :

- Mr. Wodyer flushed.

“That is all I have to say for

? said
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““I hope 2 ;
“Hopes are nothing. What definite prospects have you?
None! You cannot look after yourself, and you expect to

be allowed to look after my daughter! It won’t do, Mr.
Wodyecr. You must prove that you have real grit in you
if you want me to think of you, even, as a son-in-law; not
that I'm ever likely to look upon you in that light. In the
meantime, I must remind you of what I said at our former
interview ; you are not to see my daughter—not to meet her,
I mean!” o

“I”'bhink that is very hard upon me, sir, but I have obeyed
you.

“You have—what?” -

“T have obeyed you,” said Mr. Wodyer quietly. “I
repeat that I think your decision hard upon your daughter
and myself; but it was Edith’s wish that I should obey you,
and I have done so!”

Mr. Glyn flushed angrily.

“You call coming into my grounds and hanging about
under the windows obeying me!”. he cxclaimed. ‘“Is that
your idea of keeping your word?”

Mr. Wodyer looked at him in surprise.

“ Certainly not,” he said. “I should not regard that as
keeping my word. If I have in passing Glyn House some-
times looked up to see Miss Glyn’s window, I do not regard
that as a contravention of the agreement. I have done no
more than that.” -

“You have entered my grounds.”

“That is a mistake, I have done nothing of the sort.”

Mr. Glyn shook a fat forefinger at the young man.

“Do you deny that you were in the grounds of Glyn House
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ast evening. listening to my daung
the drawing-room window

Mr. Wodyer looked astonished.

< Most decidedly I’ he exclaimed.
“You were not there?”

“¥ could easily prove that I did not leave the school lash
evening, siv, if it were necessary; but 1 expect you to take
iy word,” said Mr. Wodyer coldly.

The millionaire locked at hin: fong and hard. :

“1 will take your word,” he said. 1 cannot think that
you would lie.  But it is very extraordinary; there was cer-
v someone there, and I am assured that the juniors who
the room thought that it was you.”

Mz, Wodyer coloured.

“The impertinent young rascals——'

“Oh, they did not say so! I guestioned Merry, but he
was very reticent—so veticent that it was clear that he had
something to conceal,” said Mr. Glya. “1I was certain that
i was you. But if you declare that it was not, the matter
i3 at an end, and I have come over here this morning for
nothing !
¢ Woll, it certainly was not me.”

““ 1t 15 very extraordinary!” Mr. Glyn rose to his feetf.

and walching
5

3
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1

will oy good-morning to you now, Mr. Wodyer, and I must

ask you to excuso me for having doubted you; but T certainly

thought it was you in the shrubberies last evening.”
“One word more, sir,” said the young Housemaster, 1

take it that your only objection to me as a son-in-law is on

the scora of money?”

Glyn grunted.

‘And what that implies,” he said-~“1 made my way in

the world. T expect my son-indaw to do the same. . Money
is thie proof of it. That's all.  Not that 1 would not be

willing to accept any other proof that you have grit in you.
If you were worthy of Edith you should have her. But I
don't think you are.”

Mre. Wodyer smiled.

“And Miss Glyn’s wishes connt for nothing?” he asked.

“Oh, Edith will do as I tell her!”

“H'm! And if I could convinee you that T am worthy of
being considered i :

The millionaire smiled grimly.

“Then I will consider you,” he said.

:A'nd the only way—-" -

o ¥ou had better become a millionaire,” said Me. Glyn.
‘Good-morning !”

And he quitted the study. Mr. Wodver remained staring
after the millionaire, and then staring at ihe door that had
clased behind him, and shut off the portly figure from view.
Then he thrust his hands deep into his pockets and paced up

“Poor Edith—poor me!

and down the study.

“Rotten!” he muttered. But I
suppoge it was only what I might have expected !

He thraw himself into a chair, with a wrinkled and worried
blrow. _ It was a decp problem that was before him—a problem
that seemed too deep for the superfluous voung man.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Wodyer is WMysterious.
o OOR old Woddy!”
It was Tom Merry who made the remark, as the
Shell fellows strolled out of the School House after
morning lessons the next day or two later.

Mr. Wodyer had come out of the Fourth-Form
room, and crossed the quad to the New House. The chums
of the Shell, who felt very friendly towards the New House
magstor, could not help noticing how pale and out of sorts ha
lookked. He looked as if he had passed a very sleepless night,
and there were dark lines under his eyes.

¢ Yes. ha does look-seedy,” Monty Lowther remarked. |
“Poor old chap!” said Manners. “This is what comes of
being in love, you know. Keep off the grass—oh, my young

friends——"

“Oh. don’t be an ass!” said Tom Merry, laughing.
“Gussy’s the only one of us who's ever been in love. But he
fever looked so bad as Woddy about it.””

¥ Waally, Tom Mewwy——"" begzan the swell of 8t. Jim’s,
who was standing on the steps of the School House, and over-
heard the remark. I must say——""

“tlallo, Figgy!” said Tom Merry, as the
New House came out.

chums of the
“You're not looking afrer your giddy

‘Housamaster. Woddy wants bucking up.”

“Yaas. wathah!”

Figgins grinned ruefally.

“He does look off colour, doesn’t he?” he remarked. ¢ He
seents quite to have gone off his feed, vou know. He was
awfully absent-minded in class this morning, and he fell aslcep
over the maths.”

“No wonder—mathematics malke me sleepy,’” said Blake
foelingly.
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“But it shows he’s queer,” aaid Figgina.
Shows he's

masber falling asleen over a lesson, you know!
in a i e
(13 '37"

3
ans, wathah! He wanis buckin’ up so

And the juniors all nodded their head
They were all vory much concerved about t
is extremely doubttul

taaster, though it 1
Wodyer, M.A., Would have appreciated theiv
bad knewn about it

“1t’s simply rotten,” said Kerre
ripping chap. He's sy a chang

aghtfully. “Woddy s a
after old Ratty as a

IHousem vou know, that we can’t help liking hwn. 1
don’t like to sea him going off colour like this
“He hasn’t much appetite, either,” said Fatty Wynn, in a

tone of deep feeling. “When a chap begins to go off his
feed, you know, there’s something radically wrong.'

“We ouzht to back him up, somehow,” said Redfern.

The juniors all agreed to that. Fourth Form and Shel,
School House and New House, agreed cordially that Me.
Wodyer was a ripping chap. and that he ought to be backed
up. But it was not guite clear what his friends in the Lower
School of 3t, Jim’s could do o belp him. -

Figging, Kerr, and Wynn sirvolled away togeiher. Az New
House fellows, they rezarded Mr. Wodyer as being. fo some
extent, under their special protection. Figgins & Co. had
been on the worst of terms with their iate Housemaster, Mr.
Ratoliff, but Arthur Wodyer had been very kind to them from
the beginning, and they liked him very much. It was much
more comfortable for them to have him in the New House, in
the place of the gentleman whom they generally alluded to
disrespectfully as “old Ratty.” And, taking such an interest
in him, it was natural that they should be concerned
him. \
“I wouldn’t say anything about it bef«:xz*‘r-Lthe

o

School House
1 soonest

s 5 . -

chaps,” said Figgins, in a low voice.

mended. But U'm afraid Woddy is taki

to heart; and he’s not going the right way :
¢ Missing his meals, do you mean?” ask

““No, ass; something more serious than tha

“Buat there isn’t anything more serious than that
claimed Fatty Wynn, in astonishment.

Figgins sniffed.

““Look here, T got it from Tagoles,” ha said.
how Taggles jaws. Woddy goes out of a night.”

“What!” ejaculated Kearr.

Figgins nodded.

“It’s a fact,” he said.
the masters have ke:
The mastiff always barks =
hears him, and I heard him grun
last night 1 heard the dog barking,
out of the dorm window—and there v
thing in the moonlight, coming tn.
morning.”

“ Phew!"

“It's jolly serious,” said Figgins. A master has no right
to go out every night, and stay away practically all night.
The Head would be ratty about it if hio knew. Of course, we
sha'n't sav a word; but Taggles {5 bound to jaw. It.will get
out, and it will get Woddy into trouble. As a matter of fact,
it isn't quite respectable.”

And Figgins looked very serious and theoughtful as he went
in to dinner. Dinner was served in the dining-room of the
New House, and all the fellows came in, but one person was
absent—the Housemaster. Monteith, the prefect, called to

“You know

—and

RS
And

-
nd looked

Figeains. .
“(o to Mr. Wodyrer's voom, apd tell him dinner’s ready,
Figgins.”

“Yes, Monteith.”

Figeins hurried to the Housemaster’s voomi.
at the door. but there was no reply from
knocked again, and opened tha-door. Mr. Wodyer was stéting
at his table, and his arms rested upon it—his head kad fallen
forward upon his arms, and he was fast asleep.

Figging stood for some moments undecided, listening to the
heavy, steady breathing of the Housemaster. = But 1t would
never do to return to Monteith, and tell hun shat the House-
master was asleep in the middie of the day; it would excite
too much curiosify.  Fizgins' touched Mr. Wodyer gently
upon the shoulder.

Mr. Wodyver ' start

e knocked
iin.  Figging

at his touch, and lifted his head

drowsily. EHe saw Figgins, and straightened up at once,
frowning.

“PRigaing! What——""

S PDinner’s ready, sie.” -

Myr. Wodyer rose to his feet. flushi

“Dear ‘me !’ he sal
Thank vou, Figgi

Figging hurried away.

g deeply.

“1—1 raust have fallen aslegp.

Mr. Wodyer rubbed his eyes, and

SEA}
By 8. Clarke Hook.
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linking in a

“This won’t do!” he murmured. “Hang t—but
there's no help for it.  The old man is silly n’z obstinate,
and won't take any precautions; and I ('au“’m risk harm

coming to her. But—but I shall have to be careful.”

them again, b

looked into the gliss, and rubbed
tired way.

And Mr. Wodyer went very thoughtfully inte the dining-
$oom.
THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
5 Qrit!
. ONSENSE 17

rdint o totie

. Glyn uttered that expressive w¢
of finality.

Dinner was over at Glyn House. Dusk had

fallen - on the wide gardens and shrubb aud

was deepening into night. Beumm Glyn of the had
o

dined at home that evening, having: permission from his

Houscmaster; and he was sitfing in a corner of the long
drawing-room, \u-hmg that some of his chwns were with
him, when his father’s voice disturbed his reading. He
looked up from hm book, and glanced across wmpdtheu( ally

at his or. :
Edith was silent, and a little pale. She had been speaking
in a low tone, when her father silenced her with that

remark.

Glyn rose, and put his book down,
the terrace with his hands in his pockets. He was going to
stay the night at his home, and rveturn to St. Jim's in the
morning, as he sometimes dld He had a workshop in the
house, and he often occupied himself there with contrivances
that were too extensive for the study of St Jim's. At his
home, his inventions had to be l\opt strictly within the limits
of his workshop.

“Poor old Edie!” hd mm‘nnurd a: he strolled out upon
the terrace. “Fancy h‘vmg to reason with the governor!
Only a girl \’vou](l think it possible. I may as well I{.m ¢ them
to fight it out.”

Bdith Glyn glanced round as her*young brother
tl nourzh tho 1*1071( h wmdo“s Me. Glyn Aolt‘m
1 from |
\h‘ GIS n cumkgd ciga
rning to the housel
anger was fo be feared. He lighted h
Edith looked at him.

"Papa 2

“ Nonsense !”

“ But, my dear papa—-—

“ Nonsense |

The girl smiled a little.

“But won't you let me speak?” she said
very hard of you not to let me see Arthur.”

““Nonsense! What’s the use of ceoms: him
impossible for anything to come of
‘aahsﬁed with a naval officer, for in

Xdith coloured.
"But I rea ll— care for
Nonsense !

“There is nothing against him

**And nothing in his favour!” growled the millionaire.
“ Impertinent young puppy, to think that he could marry a
millionaire’s daughter! U -

. "}119 would care for me Just ag much if T were poor.”
aith:

Mr. Glyn grunted.

and strolled out npon

fEx)

lisappearcd
intnself back
. When he

”

“It is very,

she said.

Arthar, '’

e

said

“ Poseibly,” he said. “1 don’t dovbt that he is fond of
you. Even your old father is fond of you, th 1 you hother

But—
‘ He is in a goad pesition
“He will probably remain a Housemaster

bim to death with your nonsense.

“ And Arthur is not so very poor.
now,” said Edith.
ut St. Jim’s.”

*And you could become a Housemaster's wife, and logk
aftm the House accounts, and sec olean linen served out to
the boys, and so forth, after what you've been used to,”
M. Glyn a(nea\h(ally

“Ves; I think I should b very happy. ;’%rt'mr does not
want your moncy, papa, and he is able to look after a wife.
1 think it is very (‘me that mere money chould come hetween
me and happiness.”

““Mere money! Wait till you can’t afford io In
sminmer hat {” growled the millionaire.
ready to face poverty—till the po verty comes! But it isn't
the money. If theu, were anything in that you ag man, if
hie had. dnv real grit, I shouldn’t object. You have money
encugh, gocdness knows ! 1t 1911t a qguestion of meosey, but
yoiul want a man for a husband—a man who can do things—
not a young popinjay in a Master-of-Arts gown, with no ideas
m his head above CGreek irregular verbs, and no courage
anything better than a game of foothall ? v

a new
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“T am sure Arthiur is quite able to distinguish himself, if

h& had any opportunity,” said Edith. “ But
‘He should make an opportunity, then. I did.”

“But we cannot all be milhonalres, papa. There wouid
not be enough mornv to go round,” said Kdith, smiling.

“f don’t ask him to become mllhonaxre but to do &ome—
to show that there’s some quality ‘in him. All he’
dane is to write me an idiotic mnote about danger f}um
burglars. I'm an old man, but 'm not afraid of burglars.

Vo
He's a young man, and he's as nervous as an old hen!
growled the millionaire.

tlung

* But it would be only prudent to take pre(aahor
“Prudent !

When 1 was a young man I wasn's thinking

Youug men in our days are foo prnden’f I
S

d h

01,

half-smoked cigar into the fire, and
to cut short the ergument.

O
Edith Glyn sighed.
“It’s no good, Edie”

window “iThe g2ov crnor

've tried to reason w

have to give up Wodds

“Don’t be silly, Bernard! Go to bed!”

Glyn went to bed. Glyn House was an early household,
and by half-past eleven there svas not a light burning. Edith
Glyn looked from her window into the shadr)wy grounds
ore she extinguished her light. The stars were in the sky, and
they ghmmmed over the wide shrubberies, and the row of
elmi-trees that marked the road beyond the vmdcn walls. A
chadow moved under the trees, and the gn‘l s eyes m.,ugm it
for a moment. Her heart beat quickly at the thought that it
riight be one she cared for.

Hw last }ight W out.

Darkness lay upon the honse—silence and slumber.

Silence in the wide, lonely grounds. But when the hour
of one had passed. if anyone ‘had been awake in the house, he
mrrht have heard a fant sound at the French window
1‘10 (Lnk drawing-roomt. In the deep shadows on the terrace

sutside there were ¢ \uw.z‘g forms; and a faint, ince

at- the
mule.

thx’il

;d Bernard, looking in
a giddy mule-sxmnlv a
hi m, and it won’'t work.

2ot
=

d came softly through the stillness.
Tt was the sound of a diamond eating its way slowly but
surely through a ,mx ¢ of glas

“This ‘ere will be an casy job, Badger!” whispered ihe
man who was standing and leaning over the rufﬁ‘m who
Lbandled the diamond. “The old man’s a mllhonalve, and
the plate——"

“Thousand quid at le'&st Jerry 1”

“ Mebbe twice that !

"Ixovp your ears ‘

The man Jerry moved along the terrace a little, and looked
anid listened. But the house was silent and dark, and the

open >

grounds still death. He returned to the window. There
was a faint crack, and a scction of glass came out in the’
hands of the burglar.
“Done it, Badw*;i’"
““ All screne!”
A minute meye, and the French window was open. Two

burly ruffians stepped into the dark and silent raom.

“Show a ghim for a tick, Jerry—just a glim.”

An electric pocket-lamp Lrhmmered out for a few moments,
sufficiently to allow the two ruffians to take their bearvings.
Then all was dark again.

“Hark !” muttered Badger suddenly.

The two ruffians listened. ‘A sound as of a ru istle m the
chrubbery came wafted upon the night wind through the
open window. .

“Wot's that

“Only the wind, Badger.”

- They listened for a few moments.
:md was not repeated.
s'pose n‘, was only the wind,” mutterced Badger.

“Tha all, ole p@li Kim on!”

“The dinin’-room’s on the left,”” muttered Badger. I see
‘e at dinner this evenin’, from the garden. And the plate’s
there, T reckon.’ :

Jorry chuckled sofily.

“We 1‘ make the haul \\nhouu waking a soul,”
nrored. Bu‘c if they wake

Tho Badger set his teeth.

“It will be the worse for anybody who tried to° stop me
makin’ a ‘aul like this he l-mtrcwd

The Badger opened a door silently, and they stepped out
into a hall. Across the hall was the door of the dining-roons,
and they opo'u'd it and passed in. The Badger cros scd to the
\\mdows and drew the blinds carvefully, and then the electric
iantern -was turned on agai Jerry placed it upon the
t(xble‘ As he did o, the Badger gave a violent start; and
his hand went jnto his poci ot for a weapon.

< & thag?”

, the less uu«pm&w 1uﬁ"‘nn of the two, turncd pale.
ik PexNY POPULAR.—No, 208

The sound dicd away,

he mur-
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‘What the Badger had heard was a step in the passage.
and the next moment there was a glare of light as the electric
jamps were turned on. The fizure of an old man in a
dressing-gown and mppexs appe'n'ed at the open door.

“The old cove!” muttered Jerry.

Mr. Glyn stared into the room.

“You scoundrels!” he exclaimed.

The Badger’s desperate face became wmurderous in its
expression. "My Glyn had awakened and come dov n—reck-
lessly enough: but he did not seem to feel fear. The
Badger’s Land came up with a jemmy in it, and he leaped
vaavolv towards the old man. My, Glyn started back, but
the cracksman’s grasp was upon him, and he was dragged
into the room. [le fell, the mﬁmu s knec upon his chest.

“Quiet I’ hissed the. Badgu “Quiet!, Give the alarm,
and 1’1l smash vour skall I’

“You scoundrel ! Help——""

The jemmy descended.

the blow almoﬁt missed ; bat it struel him

. Glyn tore his head aside, and
slanting, :md the

blood cd under the white ha The Badger’s hand
10se in, and Jerry cal[ed out hoa

“Badger! Don’t make it a *anging _]ob vou fool I

Mr. Glyn, half-stunned as he was, ca the ruffian's

(ma hn\J back the blow.

" IL-I > he cried faintly:
"July( lend a ’and, you fool !

The second ruffian seized upon the millionaive. There was
a crash of rapid feet in the honse. in the hall, and a figure

dashed in at the door of the dini yom. It was a young
man, with a pale face and flashing eves. Ile did not stop. to
speak., He sprang at the two ruffans like a tiger, and a
crashing blow from his fist, landing under the ear, sent Jetry
Joolmg to the floor.

The Badger sprang to his feet, releasing Mr.
this new foe.

The young man caught his wrist,
jemmy whirli ing away. Then his gras
They struggied furiously, and the ¢
was, found that he had met quite hi
mtn his pock (n, and came ont with a
“Hang you! Take that!”
Crack—crack !

h All 1

There was blood upon the young man’s face now. But he
held on to the eracksman, and he wrenched tln; pMuI away.
There was a crash of breaking glass as Jerr ped through
the window and disappeared. The \\nq]«* h)mmmxl was up
now. Lights were flashing, and women's voices were shriek-
ing. The Badger fell heanly b his ahL"D'OHiSt on top of
him, and the back of his head crashed hard upon the floo
A shiver ran through him, and he lay limp and still. He was
ianed.

Startled servants were rushing in now
ficst of the new-comers, and he had a
hand. The voung man, with his h“u\u to his head,
away to a chair, “and sank dowu,

“Take care of that scoundrel!’ he gasped.

The servants threw themselves upon the stu
Bernard Glys stared blankly at the young man,
ghastly face the red streak showed up grimly.

“My hat! Mr. Wodyer!”

Mz, G.vn staggered to his feet. e was bleeding from his
blow, but he was not seriously hurt. But the ease of his
roscuer seemed more serious. :

“ Wodyer,” he muttered— " Arthur Wodyer ™

The young man smiled fain

“How did you come here Glyin

Glyn. . “Good
Let me tie it up,

Glyn to face

and with a twist sent the
was upon the ruffian.
cksman, burly as he
match. His hand slid
revolver in 1t

Bemard Glyn was
icket-stump in his
reeled

“Bind him 17
nned ruffian.
upon whose

gasped Mr
t  Bernar
a doctor !

“He's wounded!” mutt
heavens; somebody buzz off for
sip——s" :

“ Arthur!”

It was Edith’s voice. The girl, whiie as a ghost. came in.

Arthar Wodyer tried to sit upright az he heard her voice,
but- he sank back into the chair with a groan. His senses
were reeling.

SHdith! Dow’t worey! I—T'm all i

ght!”? He smiled
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faintly again. will admit that I have a little grib

now, siv?"”
“Horgive me!” muttered Mr. Glyn by V.
But Arthiuy W cdver could not hear. Hig eyes were closed.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The, Form—masier’s Triumph.
{UR WODYER was placed in Bernard Giyn's
bed, lmd the Shell follow dashed off at fullspeed
upon his bicycie to fetch a doctor and the ;)ohce.
The Badger, 4 hand mld foot, was gunarded by
ithe servants until the police 1nwed and then ih
avas taken to the station. Meanwhile, Arthur Wodyer
injuries were seen to,

The cracksman had hiu no time tu talke aim when he fived,
but the terribly close. One of them had
grazed Ar s head, tearing away a stvip of skin
under the ald bear that scar ‘his grave; but it
3ut the second bul let was buried
had to he extracted. The surgeon

And

in his shoulder, ay
shook his head over it.

My, Glyn, with head bound up, was in tHe room.
s0 was Rdith—calm, but white as a statue.

Tt had all come out now, from what Arthur Wodyer had
muttered shen he was laid upon the bed, He had heen fear-
ful of harm coming to Lulrh and every night he had left the
school to keep watch and ward outside her house till the
small hoars of the morning. Hvery night had found him at
his post, and so he intende d to watch, cither until the danger
came, or he was sure that the danger existed no longer. And
it had come, and it had found him ready. It was not Edith
upon whom the peril came, as the lover's uneasy reax« had
dreaded, but her father. If the secc blow of the cruel

e

jemmy had reached the old man’s s head, be would r have
risen from the foor in life again. -
Arthur Wodyer had saved his life, but it was doubtial for

oy he had not given his owin in exchan
remarse was bitter.

a long time whett
The millionaire

“(an you forgive me, my boy?” me old gentleman
muttered, when Arthur came to himself the next day.

Arthur W odver smiled faintly.

“T have nothing to forgive,” he said. “How am 7 The

doctor won’t tell me.’

“Bad ! said Mr. Glyn, “1I know I can teli the truth to a
good r)]n(x\od one like ¥ Bad! Bui we shail puil you
through! And, Arth ——Mr. Wodyer started: the million-
aire had not called him by his Christian name before—

* Arthur,
showed that you had grit.

I told you—if

my lad. you remember what
And yor

T've no cbjection.

showed it plainly enough, Heaven knows! You've saved myv
life, my boy, and I'm not the man to forget that! You are
a noble lad, and I was wrong | Get well, boy, get well;

and as soon as you're well epough there's Edith1”

The girl's hand slid into Arthur's. FHe pressed it.

“Thank you, sit ! he said. ‘I shall get well never fear,
and Tl try to be \\ortb) of my hmppmms

At St Jim's rhe excitement was great.
gone back to the school and carried the news.:
Jim's talked of nothing else. Figgins was
remorse when he heard 1t

“That’s why old Woddy was out of a night,” he said to
Kerr and Wynn. “I ought to have guessed it. e was
watching Glyn House, in case the burglars went there. Of
course, we nght to have known that!” :

<1 don’t quite see how we could have known if,” Kerr said.
“PBut it was iust like Woddy! He is a <plondxd chap!
Let’s hope he recovers!”

Mr. Wodyer did recover, and he was not so long about 3t
a3 had been expected, either. A strong coustitution and the
habit of keeping fit had pulled him throu When he came
back to St. Jim's for the first time, the %el!’ovs—\seniors and
juniors—gave him a rousing reception. And, sorry as they
were to lose him, ihe whole school wished joy to the man
who had won a wife by real grit.

THE END.

Bm*nm‘d len frad
itor days St.
stricken with-

L 0bdobsd odd]
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Complete
the

A Thrilling Long,
Tale,
Adventures of the Three

dealing with

Famous Comrades,

JACK, SAM, and PETE.
By S. CLARKE HOOK.
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i ¥Yah, yah, yah !’ roared Pate, dashing into the wrecked room,
you kneck my steam man ’bout like dat, Jonathan!®

‘i Don’t

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
How the Steanmy Man Entered the Hotel—A Lamentable
Smask—The CGreat inventor—His Wonderiul Invention.

— N HAGGA is nota beautiful spot. It was once, but that
was before it became a town. The inhabitants of
Chagga eall it a city, but that does not matter. 1t
is in Africa, on the southern extremity of the
Sahara. To the south is the most beautiful scenery;

to the north is the desert, which is not beautiful.
Chagga enjoys a fairly lmge and co'lsxdwably mixed num-
ber of inhabitants, a river, and periodical sandstorms from
the desert, and the inhabitants do not enjoy these sand-

storvins.

Why. Jonathan Cyrus Cestor, inventor, ever came fo
Chagea was a mystery to the inhabitants. They -had come
there for the sake of gold, but he never dug for it. -He had

~built himself a house on the desert, and came into the fown
each evening to have a game of rings at the hotel, or some
other mte!kctuaol amusement. He did not mind expressing
his opinion to the inhabitants, and as he always carvied a
brace of revolvers in his belt, ‘he had not vei been shot for
his candour.

He was a tall, spare man, ard wore a long prey frock-coat,
lighter trousers, and a white, tall hat. He was never seen
in any other dress, nor-was he ever seen without a big black
cigar—or the remains of one—hetween his teeth, A box of
miatehes must have lasted Jonathan for a very long time,
because he always lighted a fresh cigar from the stump of
the old one. As for his age, it might bave been anything be-
tween forty and fifty. Had you asked him, he would probablv
have told you that it was thirty-five, but “then you could not
always believe that worthy.

At the present moment he was zeated in the smoke-room of
the “hotel,” and a motley crew weve listening to him, for
Jonathan had a way of making men Hsten to him, :

The hotel was by far the best bmldmu in the town. It was
the neatest building to the forest, and iis grounds led in a
sloping and fairly smooth Tawn to the forest ; in faeb, you
cmﬂd wall right mto it, and when the proprietor adv ertised

his hotel as a charming resort for sick people, he always
described his grounds as consisting of several thousand acres
of well cultivated gardens.

“T tell you, boys, and I know,” drawled Jonathan, “this
rats’ hole is the worst place on the face of the earth, If T
had my way I would wipe it off the earth, and build a
vespectable village. As for the inhabitants—""

Jonathan never said what he would do to the inhabitants,
for at that moment the French windows came crashing in,
while Jonathan received a blow over the head that sent him
\prmvh'uv to the floor, and in his fall be clutched at Potts
(hm hotel proprietor) coat, and npped it from top to bottom,

while he dragged the unfortunate Potts to the floor. After
rhat Potis was kicked half across the apartment, and he com-
mrnrod to crawl from the room on his hands and knees.

 (food-chening, old hosses!” exclaimed a voice that be-
hmwed to Pete; the negro. Dat’s my steam man who has
entered de room.  Dab dou is Roxy, and dese two guffawing
mdu:duals are Jack and %ammv

“You great brute of a nigger!” howled Potts, picking
himself up, while Pete was busily cngaged in stopping his
steam man’s arms and legs.  “‘How dare you enter my
Jmmn m tlm manner! Look at the damage you've done!l’’
Dere's ccrtamly some glass broken 7 admitted
Pete; '*ﬂ] you hab got: de pleaﬁule ob our company; my
dear old hoqs, dat’s worf a bit. Fancy being able to look
at me all day long widout any charge 1 -

“AVaal, I rec kon anyone who vanted to look at & nigger
would also want a strait- jacket,” observed Jenathan, fixing
his eyes on the steam man, who was hissing away, and filling
the room with steam and fumes. “So you are Jack, Sam,
and«Pete. are you?”

“Youm guessed fivst time, my dear
Pete?.; “But dat may be because 1 told you.
you?

“Jonathan Cyrus Cestor, an inventor.’

“Yeok at dat,now! T 01113 knew one inventor, and bought
dat team man from him.’ >
‘Waal, he was a man of some ability,” observed Jonathm

Tug Pexyy PoPuLar.—No.

old hoss!” answered
And who are
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glancing at the steam man.  “Td ]iht
works, and then, if you come to my house,
St fu inventions that will fairly ‘lift your hair.”
“Should say de: steam man .could 1ift de hair ob anyone
w Ho didn’t happen to be bald; but don’t you tink, old noss,
you had better leabe dat steam man. alotio. You know, he
sn't like stra angers {ooling abortt.wid him.”
[ shan’t hurt it !
“Nunno! I wasn’t tinking ob dat.
“ Take the brutal thing out of my ‘mt
Ly dear old hoss,” exc dl!ll"d Pete,
hmn)‘{ 55 as fried bacon !”
‘Harmless be hanged! Look at the datsge the thing has
dcne.  Look at my coat, and 5
Yah, yah, yah! You will need cotton and a
and some putty for de window; but, atter ’H
windows don’'t last for eber!”
1t doesn’t matter,” declared Jonathan, still *nt«nt on the
I man, who'-e pdlis he appenred o be very ple ‘wtL
“But I say it does matfer!” hooted Potis. [ won't hawe
niy house upset with that brutal thing, an, \"h it’s wore, 1
will have the damage paid for! You must be a raying
maniac to bring it into my hmhe like that.”
S Wall I will admit daf was a little mist -
‘“You see, Le got too much ob a stars ob me, aund
fm(”rh dat window before I kaew his int-ntions
“ Waal, T caleulate I understand the working of
_invention,” obsery ed Jonathan, who- cared nothing
damage, or tmvthuw else, while he 'Hi rhe
intere at him. Tf you w Lmt to move his arn
to do is Fury ! Stop 11
Jonathan had tonched the lev
» than he received a blow on
cad over heels,
rouad in the
can.
& ‘14‘1 rah yah!” roared Pete. “I tonght vou were got-
e - a little - turesome wid dat man. . : :
‘\ 1mt s the sense in the brutal thing, anyhow?
Jonathan,
Tought you said it was ingenious.’
“[ wouldi? t give a cent for a domn of them.’
“He's got ’most enough scent ob his own,

Uil show vou

howicd Pot
(ut Steam man 13 as

necdle deve,
coats and

stake,” said Pete,
siipped
Now,

this litle
about the
stea man to
15, all you have

zmd 1e had no sooner done
the head that kunocked him

while the steam man’s arms went wvmum-
vildest manner possible, and he snorted focth

5¢
LS
U
3

¢
Y

§o
€

* snarled

hasn't he, old

i But neber mind. Dese little tings will ocenr when
You go fooling around wid steam men, JOW, SUPDOSe 3
stoy lum"’

. Tl have nothing to do with it. It's a low-dc <
tavention, and the fellow who made it ouzht to e ly -nched.
1

u come to my show, and I'll show you
2t would knock that thing sillier than it is.’
= Yah, yah. yah! You don't scem to hab such a 'rr‘mi
op nien ob him as when you first made his acquaintanc
said Pete, stopping his swinging arms. “I will admi
man is rouoh, but——?

“*Rough!” cried Potts.
‘(“o« {cd my house down!
also for my coat.”

“ Well, dat seems sort ob re able

* Look here, we will put up at dis pla
ine in de bill for any damag
cniy one, if my stearm man :tr.)ps here.” s

“See you here!” cried Pot “You and these
welcome to stay at my hotel as long as
the accommodation, but I'll be hdn"?d
n does.  You can take him to Mr. Jonathan L vrus Cestor's
mnalow, if you like; buat he doesn’t stop here i

‘Waal, I calculate welll pay a visit to my show. You can
raake this place your headquarters, but T want you chaps to
and see a few of my inventions. I built the placa, and
say I have done it ‘something out of the comnmon; but,
, everything T do is out of the common. Thee isn’t
a living man who can invent like me. You see that bridee

cor the stream? I built that. Tt's very ingenious; but, then,
ai. T do is. 'lhec(\ silly brutes hiere wouldn't be dbC to
appreciate them.”’

Jack said nothing about the bridge, which did not apy
tf) be anything like i ingenious; in fact, it gave him the hmpres-
sion more of being shaky and dangerous.

Pete breught his steam mman across it, however, withont a

and now they found themselves in open ground,

sently they came- in ht off @ bung:a}low with a

Jﬁ‘.i‘ inventions

de

“Why, f11

b1 m fing  neavly
Someone w

for thai;

e
Tl
ke

P
= & Lete,

(60 and ¥ou can S(”l’x:{
5. I don’t Jspect dat will be de

ou like to pay
ir your steam

id pr
v'emr?dau. ~

It was certainly very well buiit, and did evedit to its con
structor; but when Jack quexnm.ml Jorathan he found that
e had designed it, but had built it by proxy.

“(lome this way,”’ stud Jonathan, “and I will show you
great invention. ’s the most wmxdenml inveution that
¢ was—but then, I made every bit of 1
Tlo ‘led them to a large, barn-like bui
T Penxy PoPULAR—No. 209.
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ko to see how he -

entlemen’

witch e opened, then pointed to a really beautifully-made
ﬂ\rmv‘ machine. <
!r may look nothing to you,” he ()h:e."'vcd, Sl 1\I\OW_
better, ause I mdde it. That colossal invention is all out
of my own brain, and 1f 1 were a conceited mait I should
brag about the r‘nmg There arve other flying-machines on
thia earth, but there’s nothing to come up to that. ¥ou see,
the orhem all gr on the wrong principle. With that machine
vothing wrong. What do you think of it, Jack and
)

is beantifully made,” answeved Jack, with perfect
“Dia you make the eugine?” :

‘ There isi’t a screw in the
whols coutrnption that 1 didn’t make. [ made the petrol
that works it—that 15 to say, I refined it. If I were any-
thing like a Come;ted mans a marvellous dnvention like that
wouldl about turn my brain. You sec, I know exactly ait
the beautiful parts about it. Tve dreamu_l of that machine,. -
aud the more I think about it the more it astownds me tu'
know that any ons man has the stupendous inteliect t

teuth.
“1 made everything about it.

@

O llluru.

. such a machine.’

“ But will it fly, old hoss?” inquired Pete, who. not being
an inventor, was a little more plactwal than Jonatlmn

“1 am going to let you try it this mmmug. I haven't
a doubt about the matter, becauw this isn't- the fivst flving-

machine that I have ma Get into it with me, and Il
show you how it works. ]f you can work that steam man,
you cught to be able to fix up my flving-machine, because,
- )

all truly great inventions, 1t's simple.  Tho 2 unurm&, fan
«els at the top take it up. They work on miversal jotits,
these levers shift them in any direction you like. lt's on
the principle of those tops where you pull a string and they

20 ﬂvmw upwards, and by -,}nfh ng their angle you can turn
the machine as you like. If ; ard, it helps
the mwhine along ; backwards, it sends it back, and so on.
T don’t want a mac hine that you have to run al(mg_ the greund
for a guarter of a mile or so to make it rise. I want one
that will when it is stationary. Now, suppose you are
;llL,fh m the air, and the motor breaks down  What would
J.ulpp&“l :

“’Spect T would get killed.”

“No, you wouldn't. You turn this lever, and it throws out
side wings from the top of the contraption that practically
turns the flying-machine into a parachute. You would coine
to the ground as gracefully as a latk——  Flere, dou't go
fooling about with the machinery! Listen to me!” -

Pete did. Ile listened for quite an hour, and Jonathan
deseribed the working of the machine in a very lucid-manner.
Pete when he wants to do so, and as he did want

e can learn
o

“If you were to cant the starboard fans forward and the
port fans !J:J(‘Lward~ you would spin round like a top,” ex-
plamed Jonathan, “ Vour common-sense fells vou that. 1t
alzo tells you that if you work the faus slowly the machine
) J? wly. See?”

't you
can regulate the
machine amf'o.mw if vou like.
ing or reducing speed,
i'wr the same as yon can regulate a clock.

cally the steering-gear,
lne ‘other fans.

work them quicker, she will rise quicker. You
ced to mnthmg, and keep ‘the F}mg—'
It is {lll a matter of quicken-
You can regulate that by this lever,
Naow, this is
and it is-on much the same lines as
“You regulate it—so, and so! Think you

911

uuderstdnd
But it seems to'me dat you know so mighty much
hot.f it (la’r vou would be de properﬁst person to go up for
(n first time. z
“ tow can F wateh its evolutions if T am in the machine?”
“1 dunno.”’
2 ()f course you don't, you silly
© Suppose 1t furny \1p‘§1d6\ down
Elb canlt: he - fiercest storm that ever vaged will
no-effect ‘on 1. All the weight is at the l‘oﬁnm and wind
will have no more effect on it than would rain. Safety is
what [ have gone for. You have ot it there. She runs
along the ind on her own whee I'll show you. You
know a bir about motor-cars
More dan "bout flvmg machines ; aml I'm mc‘:md

= X2
nigger !

RleG

B M yes,

Ao tink T prefer de motor-cars.

“Then you will understand how the motor
contraption. 1t’s simplicity personified.”

‘Do Vm consider dat will make it dangerous
“1 caleulate you are the most cowardly nigger I ever came
! Stand clear there, boys!. We are coming out!”
hiey came out in fine st&le, and Pete was pleased. Tt is
true that they swent rather slowly, but Jonathan explained
that he could go quicker if he chose.

“Tm sorry ther no wind,” he omenul
wards at the he which looked th
and then ithev e hear distant th.mde..

works ‘in this

glancing up-
eatening, iile LOW

BZRiL OF THE SEAL
Qlar <o Hook. :
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The storm which had been threatening for some time
appearea to be coming up. : e

?ack and Sam watched the proceedings with considerable
alarm:. They knew that it would be quite useless to try to
dissuade Pete if he had made up his mind to ascend in the
flying-machine; at the same time, they felt preity confident
that it wounld not rise. :

Jonathan gave Pete some more instructions, showing him
Low to open out the top to forn.a parachute in case of
aceidents.

“Now, you chump of a nigger, are you going up or not?”

“Dat’s just what 1 don’t know, old hoss. It all depends
on your machine. If dat will go up, it follows dat I shall
go up wid it. Now, I'm inclined to tink dat it will go up.
Golly ! Tlere comes de storm, too! Still, you say dere ain’t
de slightest danger in a storm, and dat de fiercest gale won’t
atfect your fiying-machine ; so I tink we will chance it. Now,
just you stand out ob de way, boys, and I will see what can
be done wid de contrivance: but vouw'm got ' to remember,
Jonathan, dat if I kill myself I shall bring an action against
you for damages, ’cos yeu hab told me dere’s no danger ‘bout
de concern.”

“You are safer in that machine in the air than you are
on the ground here. 'There’s lions about this part, and they
‘might seize us. They can’t seize you if you are half a mile
above the earth. Don’t you forget any of the instruections I
Lave.given you, else you may come to grief.”

O

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Pete in the Air—How He Steered the Wachine—A
Disastrous Ending—Pete's Hardest Blow.
b SHA’N'T {forget de destructions!” observed Pete,
starting the engine; and his action was followed by
a whirring sound, while he leapt out of the machine
with a wild howl, .
“You silly scoundrel!” howled Jonathan, leaping

in and stopping the engine, for it looked very much as though'

the flving-machine was going up.

*1 tought I was going to get an electric shock, old hoss!” -

“ How could you get that, you raving maniac?”’

“1 dunuo, old hoss: but it felt just as if it was coming,
and I didn’ ny to care to wait for it. Dere was a sort ob
whizzy-whirring feeling dat seemed as dough it wasn’t going
to be good for my nerv Stiil, 1f vou are sure dere ain’t
going to be an eleciric shock, I don’t mind habing anoder
shot. Gelly! FHere comes de lightning! I hope de gas won'’t
explode !” T

“You are a perfect idiot!” snarled Jonathan. “There is
no gas in the contraption. Jump in, and do try to behave
yourself like a reasonable nigger, and not like a raving
maniac !’

“Bery well! We will make a new recommencement, only
I wish dis storm would hab waited for an hour eor so.”

“It’s blowing nothing to speak about; besides, T don’t care
if it blows a hurricane !

“I know you don't, old hoss; but, you see, T do, and T
consider myself de most intevested party. Suppose you would
not like 1o come up wid me?”

* Certainly not!” cried Jonathan, leaping out as Pete
started-the engine.

Again there was a lond whirring sound as the elevating
fans spun round; hut the machine showed no signs of flying.

“It’s gibing me pins and needles in all my limbs!”?
observed Pete. “I rader tink it is frightened ob going up

by de way it is trembling.” 5

“You have got the motor working about as slowly as it
can go,” said Jonathan.

* De fans seem to be going mighty fast.”

That is the object.
'

“Yes, Now quicken the engine a
There you are! She’s lifting !*

“Myes! And she’s bumping, too!” growled Pete.
“Feels Lke being in a vessel on de rocks in a seaway. Pm

going . to put
bumps.”

Pete put the motor at full speed, and up shot the
flying-machine at a pace that not only amazed Jack and
Sam, but also alarmed them greatly.

“Yah, yah, yah!” roared Pete. “Dis iz 'a splendid
sensation !  Shall get to Germany in no time at dis rate—
dat is, if I don’teget struck by lightning. Don’t seem to
care for anoder electric shock just at present. Ain’t quite
recovered from de first one. Golly! Ain’t dere some storn
knocking ’beut 2” : :

There was a brilliant fiash of lightning, and the evash
of thunder came almost instantancously.  Pete knew that
the storm was very close to him, and be was paying more
attention to it than he was to the flying-machine.

I must say, Pete, dat you work a flying-machine wid won-
derful accuracy !” said that worthy, speakmg aloud. ‘I wish
you had Jack and Sammy here, so dat you could praice your-
self to dem; still, you will be able to do dat, old hoss, when
you come down, unless you happen to come down ico sud-
denly, T tink I will keep close to de ground for de firsé
fiying trip, so as to render de fall, if dere is one, sort ob
less severe. Should tink I am ‘hout high enough now for
falling purposes. Let’s hab a look.”

Pete stepped to the side of the flying-machine, and, holding
on by one of the upright iron rods, hung cutwards over space,
A man who had not been an acrebat would scarcely have
cared to do so; but Pete’s nerves were affected by no he

*“Why, golly !’ he gasped. ‘‘Pm completely out ob sight
ob de earth! Can see de storm, and dat’s about de iot ob
it. Golly—golly! Why was I born black? I'm most certain
all niggers are untucky, and tink it must be deir colonr, S“

de engine faster—like so!—to save do

dis_particular nigger has ascended quite high encugh.
will approach a little neaver de falling place.”

Pete slackened his engine, but unfortunately he was working
it much by chanee. Had Jonathan been aboard, as he shoyld
have been, there is not a doubt that they would have got on’
far better. .

It seemed to Pete that he was in the middle of a raging
storm, end the only redeeming point about it was that there
was little or no wind.

Whether he was ascending or descending he had not the
slightest idea, but as he slowed down the engine the vibration
diminished considerably.

The storm was now raging with terrible fury. The flashes
of lightning were almost continnous, while the thunder never
ceased to roll through the black heavens; but its fury made
Pete hope that it would soon pass away.

For about ten minutes he was in that storm, and then by
the longer intervals between the lightning and the thunder he
knew that the storm was passing, and almost suddenly he
saw the earth beneath him, and found that he was descending
rather move rapidly than he cared for,

He could see the bungalow, with his comrades standing at
some little distance from it, and now he slightly guickened
the speed of the engine. P

The flying-machine still descended, but so gradually now
that he felt convinced it would take the ground without
damage.

This weuld have quite satisfied most people, but it did not
satisfy Pete. He wanted to test the machine thoroughly, and
he lc‘mterrm‘ned to sce how fast he could travel in a wide
cirele.

Starting the propeller, he fixed it at an angle that he
mmagined would run the machine round in a eircle; and this
is exactly what it did, but Pete had never anticipated that

@

it would go at such a ternfie speed,

The earth scemed to fly past his gaze in dizzy ewcles, and
every time he went swocping over his comrades’ heads, he
heard Jonathan yelling out instructions,

“Hallo, you dere!” bawled Pete. *‘Tell me when T am
coming to de station. I tink 1 must be de Flying Dutch-
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man, or one ob dose non-stopping vessels. Golly! Amn't we
going at a mighty pace! Should say we shan’s be long in
getting dere. I tink I will light my pipe while I'm furder
considering de matter.” .

Jonathan's howling became louder than ever, but Pete
calmly filled his pipe.

What made Jonathan so fearfully excited was that the
flying-machine, while rushing round in great circles, was
gradually descending, and he kuew that unless Pete stopped
its wild career something serious would happen. .

“Now den, boys!” roared Pete, when he had got his
pipe alight, ¢ watch me drive up in tip-top style.”

Pete stopped his engine, then there was a terrific crash.

The flying-machine had dashed into Jonathan’s bungalew.
and the wreck caused was something frightful to behold.

The veranda and the wall of the house was torn away,
while parts of the building flew about in all directions.

The terrific impact caused Pete to sit on the floor of the
flying-machine, which dropped to the ground with a heavy
bump.

“All change here!” cried Pete, puffing at his pipe, and
gazing at Jonathan with exasperating calmness. “I am per-
tectly satisfied wid de trial ob de machine, old hoss{ What’s
de matter wid de man? He ain’t been habing fits, has he,
boys? Oh, do stop your laughter! Can’t you see dat dis
ain’t a case for laughter?”

““Beast ! Black scoundrel!” shrieked Jonathan, who was
in such a state of excitement that he scarcely knew what he
was saying. ‘‘Oh, you viper! Look what you have done to
my aeroplane !”

Jonathan seemed to care more for the damage done to his
flying-machine than to his house, and, after a careful ex-
amination, he came to the conclusion that there was not
very much harm done to the fiying-machine, and calmed
down a little.

#‘Waal,” he exclaimed, “you are silliersthan a jibbing
moke; but I suppose that is only what one might expect of
a nigger. The brutes haven’t got the brains of a monkey, let
alone those of a human being; but they can’t help that.
The mistake was ever to set them at liberty. Look at the
expenses it would have saved in labour, and you ean keep
a nigger on next to nothing.” :

“1 dunno dat you would find my little food bill come to
such a trifling amount,”” observed Pete.

‘It would the way I should feed you,” retorted Jonathan.
““But that has nothing to do with the question. 1 shall have
to make another rod there, and you will have to help me.
Come into my workshop; I want you to blow the bellows.”

“dJack and Sammy are rader clever bellows-blowers,”
observed Pete.

“You come along, and don’t you try to shirk your work,”
said Jonathan. = And Pete went, while Jack and Sam fol-
lowed, laughing. They had an idea that if Pete got helping
with red-hot irons thele would be some fun, from their point
of view.

Having explained that the forge was one of the cleverest
inveutions on the face of the earth, and quite unlike any
other one, Jonathan lighted the fire, and ordered Pete to
work the bellows.

““You don’t want to blow-too hard,” expl
‘‘because those are mighty powerful belloy
to save labour.” :

“I ain’t at all likely to wast2 any ob my labour,” observed
Pete. ‘I neber have been accused ob doing dat all my life.
Get your iron ready, dough I must say I don’t sce what you
want to make it hot for, considering dat you hab got de rod
all veady.”

“Why, I want to.flatten the ends, and wvunch two large
holes through for bolts,” answered Jonathan, shoving the
rod into the fire.

Pete worked the bellows in a most leisurely manner, and
he made Jonathan snarl at him because he stopped once to
attend to his pipe.

“Will you go on, you silly villain? = Do vou think T want
to wait six weeks to make this iron red-hot? I like working

quiekly.” -
- “Funny ting dat, old hoss,” observed Pste; “T don’t
Howeber, as you like working quickly,
)

a

ed Jenathan,
The idea is

like working at all.
I can easy show you how dat has got to be done.’

Then Pete worked those bellows as though his life
depended on it, and the result was very funny.

About a pailful of red-hot cinders flew into the air, and
_Jonathan uttered wild yells as he received a shower of them.
As he sprang backwards he flung the red-hot bar into the
air, and, stumbling over the anvil, banged the back of his
head on the ground, while his legs hung over the anvil.

Pete fared even worse, for that bar flew straight for his
face. Tt would certainly have hit him had he not caught
it, but the worst of it was that he caught it by its red-hot
end. :
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¢ Woorooh I he yelled, leaping into the sir, while, need-
ess to say. he dropped the bar. *“I'm buent! Dat iron was
mighty hot | !
‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jack.
comfortably hot. I hope you haven’t hurt yoursclf, Pete.”

‘“So do I, Jack, but I'm mighty cortain dat I hab. Dere’s
a feeling in my hand dat makes me sure I'm hurt. Golly,
golly ! Jonathan anay be a clever inventor, but I must say
he’s a mighty clumsy one, I dunno why you wanted to turn
somersaults ober your anvil, old hoss, Still, T don’t mind
your doing dat, dough I must say T ohject to your frowing
ted-hot iren bars at my head.”

“You stupid beast!” howled Jonathan, picking himeclf
up. “How dare you blow a sackful of ashes into my face ?”

“I didn’t want de ashes to go anywhere in particular,
and if dey chose to fly at your face, you must blame de
ashes, and not de nigger. Do stop dat laughter, boys!
Funny ting dat you always start yowling wid laughter
directly any little accident occurs. You ought to be mighty
sorry.” "

“Ha, ha, ha! We are, Pete. But the way you dropped
that iron was funny, and the way you dropped Jonathan
was funnier still.”

“I dunno when I felt much hotter iron dan dat,” growled
Pete, gazing at his hand. “Still neber mind about rubbing
your noddle, old hoss. Just you get on wid your work. If
I was your master, I should knock someting off your wages
for your clumsiness.”

Jonathan wanted Jack or Sam to do the blowing for the
future, but Jack declared that Pete was doing it so nicely
that he had better continue.

Pete got on better after that, but perhaps this was because
he followed Jonathan’s instructions more closely.

“Now listen to me, you ewmpty-headed idiot!"” growled
Jonathan, who was not at all inclined to be polite. “Do

s

“Red-hot ircn often is un-

‘you see that large hammer there 2

“What, de one wid de head to it7"

“Yes. Do you suppose 1T want you to use a hammer that
has got no head to it?”

“Nunno; but I was just tinking dat——"

“0h, well, don’t try to think! With a head like yours
you’re neatly sure to do some damage if you commence to
think.” =

Solih 2R .

“T o 8 : :

I say you haven’t got the capacity to think. T want
you to give the punch I shall hold a sharp blow, so as to
drive it through the iron.- Think you understand that?”

‘:Do you want de punch hit on de top?”

“Well, of all the silly villains I ever met, you are the
worst! Do you suppose I want the punch hit on the point ?
I want you to give 1t a hard blow.”

¢ About how hard, old hoss ?”

“It's too awful! About as hard as a piece of putty.” :

“Well, T dunno .how hard dat is, ’cos sometinmes it's quite

-soft, and at oders it's as hard as nails.”

“Waal, put your head on the anvil, and I will show you
with the hammer how hard I want the thing struck.”

“Try Jack’s. I ain’t got time for de purpose,”

“Pick up the hammer. Now then, are you ready? T
don’t want the iron to get cold,” said Jonathan, withdraw-
ing the glowing iron and placing it on the anvil, while he
held the punch in the correct position. :
_ “Dat iren don’t lock anyting like cold, old hoss,” said
Pete, giving the punch a slight tap that was no earthly
use for the purpose.

“You stupid creature!
it as hard as you can!”

Pete raised the hammer,
as he could hit.

He smashed the handle of the large hammer, and its head
flew up and hit Jonathan on the nose, while the force of
the terrific blow was so great that it drove the punch on
to the anvil, and as it was forced sideways Jonathan’s
knuckles came into contact with the red-hot iron, while the
yells he uttered showed that he was considerably hurt.

“Yah, yah, yah!” roared Pete. “I wonder what de
man’is yowling at now? I tell vou what it is, boys. Dere’s
no satisfying him one road or de oder.”

“I'd like to brain you!” hooted Jonathan,
about and clasping his burnt hand.
the thing like that?”’

“Well, T tink T can hit it a bit harder, if you hab got a
hammer wid a stronger handle. Just shove de iron in de
fire again, and I will see if I can hit it a bit harder next
time. T can generally manage to go one better wid my
strength.” . .

“It's too silly I groaned Jorathan. “The idiotic brute
has severcly burnt my hand. Fancy the maniac hitting
like that!” g ;

Hit it; don’t tap it! Here, hit

and brought it down as hard

stamping
“How dare you hit
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1 dat I shall be able to hit harder
hty impatient.”
i You

harder, you silly idiot!
es id you smashed my fingers
down on the red-hot ivon. Here, Jack, you come and do it.
It’s no use trusting to this raving maniac. You would want
a sledge-hammer to deive ap ounce of sense inte him.
am ‘surprised that you take the jmbecile brute about with
you. I wouldn’t have him at any price, let alone for nothing.
1e’s nothing to laugh at. The deliow has burnt my bands.”
“Well, you certainly told him to hit as hard as he could,”
shed Jack; “and that is what he appears to have done,
; say he would be able to hit a little harder,
sally if he had a heavier hammer. Now then, get your

“Well, I lcep ieliing y
nexy time.  You'in
I don’t want vou to
hit about ten simes too hard,

ospee
o hot again, and ¥ will see what I can do.”
They got on much better after that. Pete scated himself,

uctions a8 to how they ought to do if,
but he took po active part in the affair, and perhaps this
is why Jack and Jonathan got on all right. In fact, Jack
proved so useful that Jouathan asked them to remain there
that night, so that they could get on with their task early
the following morning.

“We don’t mind remaining, old hoss,” said Pete, “pro-
vided dat I can bring my steamt man into your sitting-room.
¥ don’t want him to be out in de ramm ali night.”

“It's not raining.”’

*Nunno! But T i
bHon might come along a
steal him.™”

“It's a pack of nonse However, you can bring if in,
80 long as you dou’i let it do any damage.”

“Nunno! He ain’t at all likely to do dat.”

“1 caleulate from what I know of him, he’s about the
likeliess party to do damage on the face of this earth. All
the same, vou may bring him m, and stend him in that
corner, want to make a sketch of an idea I have got.
Always like to pui these ideas down, in ease they should
escape my memory, though when a man has an intellect
bke mine he very seldom forgets anything.”

and gave them in

it is going to do so. Besides, a
d eat lum up, or someone xmght

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Jonathan’s Frighiful Predicament—Z&nother Disastrous
Flight.

ETE got his am mpian mto the room all right, and
then, as Jonathan commenced his sketching and eal-
culations, prebably with a view to impressing the
comrades, they decided on going out to try for some
game, as they had an-idea it would be as well fo

veplenish Jonathan’s larder, umless they. wanted to go
hungry.

It was pretty late in the afternoon when they returned,
well provided with game. Pete was leading the way, and
he was carrying the bulk of the game.

“Do hurry up, boys!” he exclaimed. “ You make me
tired, de way you walk. Here, I hab got all de weight ob

de spoils ob de chase, and yvet you can’t keep up wid me.”

“No!” exelaimed Jack. *““We were just saying that you
must be fearfully hungry. or you would never go at a pace

- like that

“Den you shouldn't make deose impersonal remarks, Jack.
é\’haﬁ you ocught te do is to say—— Hi, golly! What’s all

at ?

Pete did not mean that Jack ought to say “ Hi, golly!”
His exclamation was caused by some of the most extra-
ordinary howls proceeding frem the bungalow. Pete
dropped his burden and rushed into the place, and then the
sight that met his gaze caused him to howl with laughter.

“Yah, yah, yah!” roared Pete. “Don’t you knock my
steam man ‘bout like dat, Jonathan!”

The steam man had got Jonathan by the hair, and was
wrenching bim up and down in a manner that, altheugh
nudoubtedly pamful, was really funvy. He appeared to be
[t)rydlllg to beat the carpet with the unfortunate inventor’s

ody.
By the time Jack and Sam rushed into the room Pete
bhad stopped his steam man and unfastened his' grip on
Jonathan’s hair. :

Jonathan was eitting on the fioor, hooting, and tears were
running down his cheeks. FPete was seated in an easy-chair,
howling with laughter.

“Yah, yah, yah! Gelly, goliy! I dunno wheh I saw
anyting so funny!” ke roared. “ Yah, yah, yah! ‘Scuse
me laughing at you, Jonathan, but yow'm reagy too funny
to Lib on dis earth. Yah, yah, yah!”

*“Oh, you villain!” howled the damaged man. “ How
dare you laugh at me? My hair is torn out by the roots!”

“Neber mind, old hoss. De seeds from de old hair are
‘most bound to come up again. It's like mignonette, and
sows ite own seeds. VYah, yah, vali! 1 notice dat de steam
man has got a handful or se. You must be like de ladies,

who use deir own combings to stop up any little gaps. Yeu
see, dey can den swear hard and fast dey wear deir own
hair.” ;

“You had ne right to bring that brutal thing into my
house !’ hewled Jonathan.

“Why, vou told me dat I might! Ob course, if you
get fooling about wid de mechanism ob de man, yon musy
expect——"

““ Perdition !

“Bery well.

T whs only seeing how it worked.”
Now you hab seen exactly how he wa
Yah, yah, yah! And it will be a sort ob guidance for future
occasions.  Don’t laugh at de man, Jack. Can’t yon see
my steam man has punished him encugh, and dat his temper
is in a frightfully rocky condition? De man wants smooth-
ing down de vight way. I teil you what it is, Jonathan, ald
hoss. If you like, I will put my steam man i motion, and
let him-smocth you down. I dessay if de man is correctly
worked you will find him no end comforting. Don’t sceni
to care for it? Well, suppese you lend me a razor, and
will start him shaving you. I bery much want to test his
shaving abilities.” = -

“Vou tush take the brutal thing out of my sight!”

“Well, T don’t consider dat’s fair. T tested you
tion widout any charge, and I tink you ought to test my
steam man. You sce, 1 want to watch his operations, and
when you are performing wid him you don’t get much time
to watch anyting except yourself.” e

Jonathan. was too much hurt to appreciate Pete’s piea-
santries. Tven when the comrades prepared a very gocﬂ.
dinner, and Jonathan was seated at it, he remained in a
sulky condition. .

In fact, the invenior was sulky all the rest of the evening.

In the morning, however, when they were all seated at
breakfast, there was quite a different look on his face. He
even smiled at Pete. : :

“My flying-machine is ready for another ﬂight,f’ he said,
vubbiiig his hands with delight. “I believe it is in even
better trim than before. You must all come out and have a
look at it. And you, Pete, had better get ready to make
another flight.” >

“Golly I”? gasped Pete. “I—"7

“(Clome along !” said Jonathan, and, grabbing Pete by {he
arm, he dragged him outside where the flying-machine was
lying ready for flight. . .

“Don’t you think she looks a little beauty ?” said the in-
ventor. *Why, of course you do! I needn’t have asked that
question. Come, Pete, jump into the seat.” _

Pete got into the seat, and at the same time winked at Jack
and Sam. The comrades guessed that lying at the back of
Pete’s mind was some ingenious scheme. § :

“ Ave you ready?” asked Jonathan. -

“Not quite, old hoss,” said Pete. “I'm not quite sure
weder I remember all de directions for steering dis machine.
I wish you’d explain dem once again.”

Jonathan immediately got into the flying-machine, and com-
menced to give Pete the necessary directions. -Pete did nob
listen to the man’s words, but started the motor at full epeed,
and up shot the flying-machine at a most alarming pace.

For some minutes Jonathan did not appear to realise what
had happened, and by the time he did realise 1t, they were <o
far from the earth that a fall must have proved fatal.

Nevertheless, in hie excitement and terror, Jonathan rushed
to the side of the machine, and took the leap.

“Hi, golly 1> yelled Pete, grabbing him by the ankle with
one hand, while he clutched at one of the upright iron rods
with the other. ‘Do you tink you can fall two-frec hundred
feet widout hurting yourself #”

Jonathan realised his peril now, and commeneed to howl
for help. Fach moment he expected that Pete would let him
fall; but that worthy was holding on with all' his strength,
and all the time the flying-machine was darting straight up-
wards at a surprising pace.

Txerting all his strength, Pete gradually drew the terrified
man into the Aying-machine, and he sat on the floor trembling
with fear. oy ;

“You villain I’ groaned Jonathan. “ Stop the ascent! We
shall be dashed to atoms ! The height we are at is terrible !”

“You told me dere was no danger.”

T meant for you. Here, I am going no higher !”

“Now, look here, old hess!” exclaimed Pete, grabbing him
as he was about to stop the motor. “I ain’t letting you fool
wid de engine till you are a little calmer. If you stop it all
ob a sudden, it stands to reason dat we shall descend rader
faster dan will be good for our constitutions. Directly you hab
recovered from your terror———7

“Terror be hanged! I have no fear—don’t know what it
is. But I don’t want you to break your silly neck!”

“Dat’s what I'm not wanting to do; and dat’s de reason I
Tar Pexny PopurAr.—No. 209.
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ain’t letting you get at de engine till you'm in a sort ob calm

state ob mind.”

“Waeal, you slacked the engine!” exclaimed Jonathau,
calming himself as best he could, for he knew that while he
was discussing ‘the point with Pete, they were rushing up-
wards, and that they had already attained a terrible height.

“You ain't going to jump out in your terror?” inquired
Pete. -

“Of course I'm not! I did not know we were so far from
the ground before.” :

“Bery well, old hoss, den we will see what can be done in
reducing de speed ob de ascent.”

There was no difficulty in doing this, but Jonathan was not

_ satisfied until they had brought the machine about thirtv or
forty feet from the ground, and then he commenced to
manceuvre it, and in about ten minutes’ time he became quite
bold, and commenced to boast about his wonderful invention.

. “Neber mind about de bragging part ob de business, old

_hoss ! exclaimed Pete. “Just you attend to de engine, Jcos
you hab got to remember dat a drop ob forty feet is painful,
’specially if you happen to fall on you: noddle.” .

“ Yes, we will get lower still, and then I will show you what
I can do. There’s no other machine on earth like it.”

Jonathan certainly manipulated the machine in a very
skilful manner, and Pete took notice of his instructions.

“Now, you see how simple it is!” exclaimed Jonathan,
highly pleased with himself, “There is nothing to be afraid
of, because, as T tell you, if the engine broke down, you could
open the parachute. I'want you to thoroughly understand
the machine, because I am going to make use of you.”

“Dat’'s mighty kind ob you, old hoss "

“I want a man who, like myself, is absolutely fearless.””

. “Golly! Yah, yah, yah! I am tinking beut de ascending
part ob de business. Dere scemed to be a good lot ob vour
absolute fearleseness oczing out den.”

.. “Now, I will show you how the parachute works. You
extend it like this, and Wochoch! Save me!”

Jonathan ended his sentence with a wild howl, for that
flying-machine ducked downwards, and struck the earth with
a frightful crash.

The parachute might have worked all right when the flying-
machine was stationary, but as it was skimming along when

- Jonathan extended the parachute, the rush of wind caught it,
causing the machine to dive downwards with most disastrous
results,

Pete, who had grabbed one of the iron uprights, and stuck
to it, came off all right; but Jonathan was not so fortunate,
He was hurled against the machinery with alarming foree,
and by the time Pete had stopped the motor, Jonathan locked
in a very dilapidated state.

He sat wp, and gazed with a blank expression.

His. clothing was ripped to pieces, and he had a black eye,
while his eigar had been smashed into his mouth,

“Did you hurt yourself dat time, old hoss?” inquired
Peta.

“Hurt myself?
I'm hurt?” .

“Yah, yah, yah! I must say you look a' little de worse
for wear. But here comes Jack and Sammy to congratulate
you. It’s-all right, Rory, we ain’t hurt in any way. Yal,
al, yah!  You look as dough you wanted a wash and

brush up, Jonathan! I tink I would hab four-penn’orth dis

journey. You look as dough you would require more dan
de ordinary two-penn’orth.  Yah, yah, yah! You hab made
yourself in a state wid your fearlessness!”

“You are the stupidest nigeer I ever mef, and that's
saying a great deal!” declared Jonathan, jumping to his
feet, and examining his flying-machine to see the extent of
damage done. ‘It was your fault that the accident occurred,
as you would persist in seeing how the parachute worked.”

“I dunno ’bout dat. Can’t remember waiting to see
anyting like dat; and T must say dat I ain't favourably
impressed wid de working ob dat parachute. It certainly
brings de machine to de ground, but it brings it rader
quicker dan I care for, and dere is a nasty jerk when it
lands.”

“What is the sense of talking to a nigger? They haven’t
got “the intellect to understand your meaning. = What I
maintain is, that my invention is a perfect success!”

Why, you stupid villian, can’t you see
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“Seems to bo one or two drawbacks to it.” &

f re are drawbacks to every new invention. No man,
however great his ability, can perfect a thing the first time.
I have gov that flying-machine more perfect than any other
man on earth, but that is because I have greater ability.

“Well, I'm glad you tink so, old hoss!” exclaimed Pete.
“Ii would be more to de point if you could convince oder
people as well as yourself. But as you are neber lg‘kely to
do dat, we won't boder ourselves 'bout de matter, Suppose
wo leabe dis invention for a time, and come and hab a
look at de oder one.”

“1 am quite willing to do that. It is the work of many
vears, and one of the most wonderful pieces of mechanism
you ever set eyes on. In fact, it is the most wonderful thing
in the world.” 3

“Sort ob more wonderful dan your flying-machine?”

“Mark my words, and I never speak anything but the
truth, as the stars pale before the brilliant light of the sun,
s0 does that invention—mighty as it is—pale before one that
is infinitely mightier.”

Jonathan placed one hand in his breast, and pointed with
& new cigar at his flying-machine, :

“Look at dat, now. T can’t guite understand a flying-
machine paling, dough I noticed you did all dat when you
went up in it Still, you can't help being a miserable
coward, can you, old hoss? And perhaps your best plan is
to try to make oder people ‘believe you are a braye man.
De only ting is, dat you oughtn’t to yowl like a frightened
cat, if you want dent to tink you are brave.” :
- *You are an ignorant, half-witted nigger, and cannot
comprehend the minds of great men.”

“Well, we won't boder ’bout dat.
invention here?”

“No, stupid! It could not be brought here. But I am
quite willing to take you to it. In fact, that is only fair,
as I intend to allow you to take a share in the great con-
cern. . We will start a small company, and you shall be the
shareholders. Quite a private concern.’

“What are you going to be in dat company, old hoss?™
inquired Pete. : :

“The managing director and chief cashier.”

“Golly! Den I shall buy a fullsized safe, and keep you
locked up in it wid de money. I ain’t gibing vou permission
You may be
honest, Jonathan, but you don’t look it, by any means.”

“Are you prepared to make the journey to the place
where my mighty inventions is?” inquired Jonathan:

“Myes! 1 ect Jack and Sammy want to see it.
anyting like a child’'s kite, or a trap for bluebottles?”
“Of course it isu't!”

“Well, I'm rader glad ob dat, *cos I dunno dat I would
care to sec anyting like dat.”

“I tell you it is the most wonderful thing on the face of
this earth.”

“ What, more wonderful dan you are?”

“T'm talking of inanimate things.”

“Don’t you come under dat heading?”

“¥You see, it is perfectly useless my talking to such an
utter idiot,” said Jonathan, turning to Jack. “I can geb
on all right with a man of education. Now, let’s come to
the house, and you shall write out a full deseription of the
wonderful invention. You can do it as a reporter would,
and I will shove it in a let of European papers.”

“Don’t you think it would be advisable for me to sce this
invention first?” inguired Jack.

“Not a bit of it! T will describe it for you, and you
can write as though you had been all over the thing.”

‘“Look here, Jonathan, how long is this article to be?”

“Three columns.”

“ Well, if you think T am going to write three columns of
abominable falsehoods, you are mistaken. We don’t mind
looking at your invention, but we are not going to crack it
up before we have seen it. Your flying-machine is all right,
I admit; but the other may be all wrong. You will have
to leave thai article till T have scen it.”

“Well, it makes no odds. We will
morning.”

And so they did!

Hab you got de oder

Is it
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