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A QUICK-ACTION YARN OF THE

BLACK
EORGE!

By

RALPH REDWAY.

Like a black, menacing shadow, the road-
As the coach
rattles ub, the contents and passengers are
rifled by this new terror, and then, as
he has come, Black Gmrge

agent stands by the trail.

m"ysteriousiy as

J.xsappears*——into the unknown!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Road Agent!
HE Rio Kid awakened, as he was
l accustomed to wake, without a
motion, and without a sound. He
tay porfectly still, rolled in his
hlanket and slicker, listening. The grey
mustang, by whose side the Kid lay,
Jdid not stir. Side-Kicker was as well
trained in the ways of a hunted life
as the boy outlaw himself. Only a
oloam of intelligent eyes showed that
the mustang, too, had awakened at the
sound of a tramping horse in the
thiekets.

The Kid listened—and wondered.

There was a tangle of thickets round

hime. The Kid had picked his camp
with care. Post-oaks and tangled
juniper, mingled with evil-smelling

oreasewood, made an almost impene-
irable screen round the Kid’s solitary
camp. It was cold weather in the
Kicking Mule country, but he had
lighted mo fire; no trickle of smoke
above the thickets betrayed his resting-
place. ¥et the tramping horse, unseen
as yet, was heading direct for the spot
where the Kid lay by his mustang.
For a full minute the Kid lay and
listened ; and the steady tramp of the
horse, the erackling of disturbed under-
woods, grew nearver and clearer. The
rider was approaching slewly—but he
was approaching. And the Kid sat up
at last, still without a sound, and
dropped a hand on the walnut butt of
a4 six-gun. :
- If some guy had spotted his camp, and
was heading for it, the Kid was ready
for him when he came. - And if it was
by chance that the horseman came, still
it was necessary for the boy outlaw to
be on his guard.. The Kid was break-
~ ing new country in the Kicking Mule
section ; bub in every part of Texas he
had more foes than friends. When there
was a reward of a thousand dollars
on a galoot’s head, a galoot needed to
keep his gun handy.

The Kid’s camp lay a hundred yards
or more from the well-worn stage-trail
that ran to the cow-town of Kicking
Mule. From the trail the ground rose
in easy slopes, to a low range of hills,
thickly wooded. It was from the high
greund that the tramping liorse came,
and it was likely that the rider was
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coming down from
the hill, aiming to
reach the stage-trail
that ran through
the wvalley bottem.
But if so, chance
was leading him
close to the Kid’s
camp.

Nearer and
clearer eame the
tramping hoofs, the
crackling of twigs,
the jingle of stirrup
and bridle.

Every moment now the Kid looked to
see the horseman break into sight. His
gun was ready to rise to a level the
moment he appeared.

Tramp! Tramp!

The Kid smiled. .

It was mot to his camp that the un-
seen rider was coming. He was passing
the Kid’s camp.

So close did he pass that the swaying
twigs brushed the Kid, and through
the bush he had a glimpse of a black
horse, and of a rider wrapped in a
baggy Mexican serape.

The tramping passed on.

Tramping of heofs, crackle of twigs,
jingle of bridle and stirrup grew fainter
as the rider of the black horse pushed
on down the slope towards the trail.

He was gone. ¢

The Rio Kid’s hand relinquished the
walnut-butted gun.

The horseman had passed on, ignarant
of the Kid’s camp in the thickets, never
dreaming how closely he had brushed
by the boy outlaw of the Rio Grande.

The Kid wondered idly who the galoot
might have been. Some man frem the
cow-town of Kicking Mule, probably,
who had taken a short cuf across the
wooded hill instead of following the
trail that wound round the base. It
did mnot matter to the Kid. And, any-
way, the galoot was gone; the seund
of him was dying away dewn the slope
towards the trail. The Kid had ridden
long and hard that merning, and he

(Copyrizht in the United States of America.)

needed his midday rest; and now that
the horseman had passed he prepared
to settle down to resame his inter-
rupted slumber. Only, he waited, with
the caution that was second mature to
him, for all sound of the horseman to
die away. :

The sounds ceased—abruptly.

And the Kid, instead of rolling com-
fortably in his blankets and slicker, and
closing his eyes, sat wp and took notice.

The horseman had halted.

The Kid’s ear, that nothing could
deceive, told him that. The tramping
of the black horse had grown . fainter
as the unseen man went on towards the
trail, and the Kid had expected it to
die away in the distance, fainter and
fainter till it was gone. Instead of
which, the tramping, the crackling, the
jingle, ceaszed all of a sudden, at a
distance, the Kid reckoned, of a hun-
dred yards or so. -

That meant that the horseman had
halted at the stage-trail. “

Quietly the Kid rose to his feef,
dropped his blankets, and drew a six-
gun from its leather holster.

There was a glint in the Kid's eyes.
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If this was some foe, who had spotted
his camp in passing and gone on, think-
ing to throw dust in his eyes, intending
to return by stealth and take him by
surprise, the Kid was ready to deal
with him.

Side-Kicker raised his head, but at
a sign from the Kid laid down quietly
again.

On foot, the Kid moved down the
hill, the way the rider of the black
horse had gone; and he mado no sound
as he went. Carefully as an Apache or
a Yaqui stealing on a foe, the Kid
parted the branches and the creepers,
stepping slowly, stepping carefully,
giving no warning of his movements. He
was going to know what that galoot’s
game was, and put paid to ib, if nced
were.

There was no sound from the stranger.
If he was moving in the thickets he was
moving as cautiously and silently as
the Kid. :

Towards the stage-trail the thickets
thinned, and through them the Kid had
glimpses of the open trail; and suddenly
he glimpsed the black horse and its
rider.

The boy outlaw stopped, and, keeping
in cover, watched the man.

The figure in the folded serape sat
the black horse. He had not dis
mounted, he had not crept back through
the thickets. The Kid’s suspicicn had
been unfounded.

Evidently, as the Kid had at first
supposed, the man was unaware of
anyone’s presence on the lonely hillside.

The Kid returned his gun to its
holster.

Bub he still watched—perplexed. The
rider of the black horse was not aware
of the Kid. But why was he there,
and what was his game? Half-hidden
by the post-oaks and pecans at the side
of the trail, the man sat bis horse,
motionless, evidently waiting and watch-
ing. His back was to the Kid, and his
face unseen. All the Kid could see of
him was the thick serape, wrapped like
a cloak round him, the riding boots that
emeorged below it, and the Stetson hat
above it. Motionless the horseman sat
in the saddle, watching the trail, like
a statue,

Minutes passed, and the horseman did
nct stir.

The Kid wondered.

The man was watching and waiting—
for somebody: Not for a friend, that
was certain. He ‘'was keeping in cover
of the trees as he watched, carefully
keeping out of sight of anyone approach-
ing from either direction on the open
trail. It was fairly clear that he was
in ambush. If he was looking for some
expected enemy, and there was going
to be gun-play, it was no business of the
Kid’s, and the boy cutlaw had no hunch
to horn in. The Kid was debating in
his mind whether to depart as silently
as he had come  and take no further
heed of a matter that he now saw did
not concern him perzonally when a sound
from the distanee caught his ears.

It was the distant, echoing sound of
wheels and harness, coming up the valley
trail from the direction of Juniper. It
meant that the stage from Juniper to
Kicking Mule was approaching.

T!;e horseman made a sudden move-
ment.

From a slit in the folded serape his
arm emerged, and a six-gun glistened
in his hand.

The Kid grinned.

He understood now.

The man he was watching was a road-
agent, a hold-up man, and he was wait-
ing ou the trail for the Kicking Mule
coach.

There could be no mistake about ib,

and the Kid called himself a gink for
not guessing it earlier.

For a moment the Kid’s hand stole to
his gun.

‘A hold-up on the trail was about to
take place, and the Kid was powerfully
tempted to horn in and prevent it.

But a bitter smile crossed his face.
and he shrugged his shoulders at the
thought. It was not for a hunted out-
law, a guy upon whose head was a
reward of a thousand dollars, to do the
work of sheriffs and rangers. It was
no business of the Kid’s. They had
made him an outlaw, in spite of himself,
and it was not for an outlaw to stand in
defence of law.

But the Kid did not go.

He remained where he was, silent,
alert.  He was rather curious about this
galoot who was aiming to hold up a
stage single-handed. He reckoned that
the galoot had plenty of gall, for there
might be half a dozen passengers on the
stage, and in the Kicking Mule country
everv man packed a gun.

The horseman moved, drawing a little
nearer to the open trail as the clatter of
the approaching stage rang louder.
And as he did so, the watching Kid had
a view of his face.

He barely suppressed an exclamation.

He had figured that the man would be
masked. but there was no mask on the
face of the horseman. In the sunlight
that glinted down through the trees the
Kid, from his cover, stared at the
rider’s face—stared at the black skin,
thick lips, and flattened nose of a full-
blooded negro.

“Gee-whiz !” the Kid whispered under
his breath.

He stared blankly.

The Kid, in his time, had struck
many a hold-up man, of many and
various races, but this was the first time
he had struck a “coon ” in the hold-up
business.

The horseman, utterly unconscious of
the astonished puncher watching him,
moved out into the trail as the stage
came clattering up.

“Halt1”

The Kid heard a startled cry from
the stage-driver.

“‘ Black George., by gum!”

The stage was dragged to a halt so
sharply that the horses stumbled. The
Kid was a stranger in the Kicking Mule
country, but he reckoned that Black
George was well-known there, and
that Black George was a name of
fear to the Kicking Mule galoots, The
black horseman rode towards the halted

stage, and the Rio Kid remained an._

interested onlooker—in cover.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Hold-Up!

HE stage was at a standstill.
From within came two or

three startled voices, calling to
the driver. Jerry Cook, the
driver, called back tersely:
“It’s Black George! I
guys want to put your
pronto {”
The black horseman rode nearer to
the stage. :
Startled faces looked out at him.
Wrapped in his Mexican serape, with
his Stetson hat pulled well down on his
head, the trail-rider showed eonly his
black face, and not all of that, for the
edge of the serape came over his chin,
and the hat covered him down to the
eyes.
But enough was to be seen of his face
to show that it was the face of a negro—
black as the ace of spades, gnarled and
wrinkled and grim. The eyebrows were
s0 thick and heavy as alinost to hide

guess you
hands up
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the eyes. It was a eavage and ferocious
face, almost inhuman in its ferocity.

“ Light down |”

‘Black George rapped out the words.

The door of the vehicle was flung
open, and the passengers alighted in
the trail.

There were four of them—a fat store-
keeper of Kicking Mule, a Chinese
laundry-man, a “ drummer ” with a case
of samples, and a man with a bronzed
face, who wore “store” clothes and a
Derby hat.

The horseman eyed them as they lined
up in the trail, with their hands above
their heads.

“ That the whole caboodle, Jerry ?”
asked.

‘f&Yep'ﬁj

The six-gun in the road-agent’s hand
was raised, and it seemed to each of the
four that the muzzle threatened him.

Three of the passengers showed their
terror plainly.

The drummer was white as chalk, the
storekecper’s fat knees knocked to-
gether, and the Chinaman’s slanting
eyes were widely distended.

But the fourth man seemed cool and
self-possessed. and he was watching the
black rider quietly.

But he, like the others, had put up
his hands.

Black George was well known for a
great distance round the cow-town of
Kicking Mule for his swift and deadly
shooting, and on a dozen occasions, at
least, he had shot vp victims who had
attempted - resistance. It was not
healthy to touch a gun when Black
George called halt.

“Pony up, you ’uns!” said the black
rider. “Drop your stuff in the trail,
and I guess if you keep anything back
it will be the last thing yow’ll do in
this world {”

Three of the passengers hastened to
obey, lowering their hands for the pur-
pose. The road-agent’s gun swayed
from one face to another, his eyes under
the bushy, .over-hanging brows gleaming
over it. But the man with the bronzed
face seemed to hesitate.

Black George’s eyes glinted at him.

He followed the example of the
others, after a second’s hesitation.
Pockets were emptied into a little heap
in the trail.

“You, Chink!”
George.

The Chinaman eyed him in terror.

“Pick up that stuff and stack it in
this grip!*  Black George indicated
a little leather sack strapped to his
saddle.

The laundry-man obeyed.

“Hop into that hearse, you !”

The Chinaman jumped into the stage
again. .

“Now you, Silas Shook,” said Black
George, addressing the storekeeper, “I
guess you can pony up more than that!
You want me to believe you only got
fifty dollars in your rags?”

“1 guess that's every cent—”

Bang !

The - six-gun roared, and the stors-
keeper gave a yell and a jump as the
bullet clipped a strip of skin from his
1ead.

“That’s a warning, Mister Shook !
satd Black George. “The next goss

he

rapped out Black

through your think-box! Pony up!”
With a ghastly face, the Kicking
Mule storekeeper fumbled in  his

pockets and produced a roll of two
hundred dollars. He dropped it into
the sack at Black George’s saddle.
“That’s better!” said the road-agent.
“Next time you meet me on the trail,
Mister Shook, don’t vou try any gum-
game with me, or the next heir wili
Tue Portrar.—No. 571,
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be running your store at Kicking Mule!
You get me?”

The storekeeper’s teeth chattered.

“P’ve sure shot galoots for less’n that!
Get in, and chew on it, you gink!”

Silas Shook clambered trembling into
the stage.

“You next!” snarled the horseman.

The drummer followed the store-
keeper in.

“Stand back, you!” :

Black George made a motion with his
revolver as the man in the Derby hat
would have approached the vehicle.

“Say, feller, I’ve sure handed out all
my dust,” said the passenger. “You
can search me.”

“Likely enough,” said Black George.
“But I guess it awn’t only your dust
that I want from you.”

The bronze-faced man eyed him, and
a tense look came over his face. Dut
the road-agent’s revolver was looking
him full in the face, and . if he. had
thought of reaching for a hidden
weapon he gave up the idea.

“Say, you through, George?” asked
Jerry Cook. “I got to get this here
shebang to Kicking Mule on time, you
want to know.” A

“Shut your head, Jerry, Cobk!”
snapped Black George. “I guess you'll
wait till ’'m through, if I keep you till
sundown 1

The driver grinned.

“It’s your say-so, Black George,” he
answered. “I sure ain’t arguing with
vou about it a whole lot. Take your
time.”

“Say, youl” The black road-agent’s
eyes glinted at the man in the Derby
hat. “What you call yourself?”

* James Johnson !”

“Blazes is full of such Johnsons
snarled the horseman. “What you
doing in this sectiont*

“ Buying cattle.”

“Sho! You're a cattle-buyer?”

“You’ve said it.”

“Where you hang out

“8an Fernando.”

“You've come here from San Fer-
nando to buy cattle?”

“Right in onece.”

“You aim to locate in Kicking Mule
to buy them cattle?”

“Sure.”

And you ain’t no business to Kick-
ing Mule, 'ecept to buy cattle?” asked
the horseman, with an inflection of
savage sarcasm in his voice.

“1 reckon that’s my business,” said
the man with the bronzed complexion.
“T’'m buying for some of the San Fer-
nando rancﬁcs.”

333

932

<

g9

And your name’s Johnson?
“Jest that.”
“Ain’t you ever been called suthin’
else?” asked Black George. “Ain’t you
ever been called Lieutenant Jim Dixey,
of the Texas Rangers?™

.'ﬁhe man in the Derby hat stood quite
atill.

“You gol-darned, double-crossing
gink |” snarled the road-agent. * ¥You
talk about buying cattle at Kicking
Mule, when you’ve been sent for special
to hunt this country for Black George.
You come hyer as a cattle-buyer because
if you come open, you know you won’t
have a chance of getting after the man
you want, Say! VYou've met up with
me sooner'n you allowed—sooner’n you
wanted, I reckon. You get a good look
at me now, Lieutenant Jim Dixey, and
you'll know me ag’in.”

The man in the Derby hat breathed
hard.

“Youw'd have pulled on me, in the
stage, and chanced it, if you’d knowed
I was wise to you?” jeered the black
vider. “I'd have riddled the hearse with
lead if you had, and put paid to the
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whole caboodle. But if you’d knowed I
was wise to ygu, you’d have chanced it.”
“How'd you - knowi?” asked the
bronzed man quietly. “1I ain’t denying
it, seeing you know. But how'd you
get wise to it that 1 was sent for to
pick up your trail in this section?”

The horseman laughead savagely.

“1 guess ’'m wise to more'n the guys
at Kicking Mule reckon,” he jeered. “I
got you down fine, you gink! Get into
that hearse, and be durned to you!”

The Ranger stepped into the stage
and touk his seat.

The horseman, sitting his saddle close
beside the vehicle, followed his move-
ments with the revolver muzzle. The
Ranger’s bronzed face betrayed nothing,
but all knew that he was watchful for
a chance to draw a gun. But it was
instant death, and he knew it, and he
did not make the attempt.

Jerry Cook gathered up his reins.

“You through?” he asked.

“I'm through,” said Black George.
“Tell them in Kicking Mule that they’ll
want a better guy than this to get Black
George.”

“T'll sure hand that message to Seth
Starbuck, the town marshal, when wo
get in,” sald Jerry Cook; and he
cracked his whip

The black horseman stared in at the
window at the passengers, his revolver
still threatening them. He rode beside
the stage as Jerry Cook started his team.

“You, Jim Dixey I” he said. “ You’re
going to Kicking Mule in this hearse.
When you get there I guess the galoots
will be wise to it that they want a better
man to pick up Black George. 1 guess
they can send you home in a pine
packet, and ask for a better man.”

He fired at the last word.

There was a sharp cry, following the
roar of the six-gun, and a dead man
rolled on the floor of the vehicle.

A yell of terror broke from the other
passengers as they started away from
the falling body of the Ranger.

Jerry Cook uttered a startled oath,
and dragged in his starting team.

“Thunder! What 2

“Take him to Kicking Mule—what’s
left of him!” shotrted Black George;
and he ‘gave his liorse the spur and
dashed away down the trail.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Ths Rio Kid Horns In !

§¢ EE-WHIZ!” i
G The Rio Kid stood trans-
fixed, in the thickets by the

trail.

The hoofs of the black horse clat-
tered in the distance. Jerry Cook was
holding in his team. From the interior
of the stage came the startled cries of
the passengers. :

For several seconds the Kid was
motionless. :

The hold-up had passed, under his
eyes, and he had looked on and listened
to the talk, never dreaming of the
tragedy that was to follow.

When the horseman had announced
his knowledge of the Ranger’s identity,
the Kid’s hand had sought a gun. The
hold-up was nothing to him, but he
would not see a man shot under his
eyes, and for a moment, then, he had
suspected that to be the road-agent’s
intention. But when the black rider
allowed the Ranger to get back into the
stage, the Kid supposed that the affair
was at an end, and he was turning away
when the roar of the robber’s Colt was
followed by the death-cry of the man
he had ruthlessly shot.

It was almost unbelievable to the Kid.
He had seen much reckless and ruthless
shooting in his time, but this was the
limit in the Kid’s experience, .

~ looking down at the Kid.
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He stood still, amazed, and then, with

-a blaze in his eyes, he leaped out into

the trail.

A gun was in his hand now, and had
Black George been still at hand ven-
geance would have been swift.

But the road-agent was galloping, and
he had already disappeared from sight
down the winding trail at the base of
the hill.

“The dog-goned scallywag!” panted
the Kid.

He ran towards the stage.

“Bay, 1s that Ranger guy sure shot
up?” he called out.

§

“1 reckon!” answered Jerry Cook,
staring at him. “Say, where you jump
from, stranger?”

The Kid, without replying, looked
into the coach.
Three terrified faces were turned

towards him; but his gaze was fixed
on an upturned face on the floor.

Lieutenant Jim Dixey, of the Texas
Rangers, lay tnere, still and silent,
never to stir again of his own volition.
He had been shot through the heart.

The Kid removed his Stetson.

“Shot” he said. “I guess that was
the durndest dog-goned game ever
struck ! That scallywag knowed the guy
would take a chance and reach for a
gun, and he let on to be through with
him, and then——"

The Kid turned away.

“Say, you puncher,” said Jerry Cook,
“Where you
jump from, I want to know? I never
seed—-"

He eyed the Kid curionsly.

“You got a dead guy to carry to
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Kicking Mule, hombre,” said the Kid..
“Say, I’'m a stranger in this section,
and I guess I never heard of Black
George till { ses him to-day. But I
reckon he’s some all-fired firebug from
what I've seen.”

“You've said it,” agreed Jerry Cook.
“Say, that Ranger was asking for his,
if he come along here to cinch Black
George. That pesky coon is wise to
everything that goes on in Kicking
Mule—there ain’t nary a stunt that he
don’t get wise to. I guess he stopped
this hearse special to shoot up that guy.”
Jerry Cook picked up his whip. *“Waal,

Heoping in cover, the Kid watched the opposite side of the chasm.
£0 a stirring in the thickets, and there was s yell from the unseen road-agent.

I reckon I got to make the grade, all
the same. I alm to get this hearse into
town on time. You want a lift,
puncher?” -

The Kid shook his head.

“Nope! I'm going after the road-
agent.” :

The Kid gave a clear whistle, and
Side-Kicker came plunging through tho
thickets to the trail.

Jerry Cook opened his eyes wide.

“You aiming to trail Black George?”
he ejaculated.

“Sure!”

“Let up on it, puncher,” said Jerry.
“You stay where you're safe! Black
George wouldn’t make miore’n one bite
ab you, kid.?

“1 guess I'll give him the chanco.”

.~ Ths Rio Kid swung himself into the
saddle. : -
-~ “You mean it?’ exclaimed Jerry

Cook. “I guess you got gall, for a kid
uncher. Say, your friends wen't get to
ecar of you any more, if you follow

Black George into the hills.”

The Kid did not heed.

He shook out his reins, and dashed
down the trail in the direction taken by
the road-agent.

Jerry Cook
whistled.

“] guoss that guy don’t know what's
healthy for him!” he remarked; and he
drove on the stage.

The Kid vanished down the trail in a
few seconds.

stared after him and

At a gallop, he passed round the bend
that had hidden the road-agent, and dis-
appeared from the sight of the stage-
driver and his passengers. :

The Ric Kid’s face was hard set, his
eyes gleaming, and a walnut-butted gun
was in his grasp. His eyes searched the
trail ahcad for the black rider.

Black George was only a few minutes
ahead of him, and the Kid did not figure
that he would be going all out, for the
hold-up man had no suspicion, as yet,
that there was pursuit behind him,

But the black rider had already left
the trail, turning into the rough thickets
that clothed the hillside. The Kid had
a glimpse of swaying branches, and of

a Stetson hat that appeared and disap-

peared.

He turned from the trail, and rode up
the rugged slope of the hillside, the way
the hold-up man had gone.

His own gun roared in responss
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The crashing and crackling of the
thickets came quite olearly, as Black
George drove his horse over the hill.

The Kid followed as fust as the heavy
undergrowth allowed. lad he needed a
trail to follow, that left by the black
horseman was plain enough for a blind
maneto pick up. But he did not need
sign to guide him, with the crashing of
the black horse audible to his cars.

“The dog-goned skunk !” the Kid mut-
tered. “The pesky, ornery, allfired
scallywag! Shooting up a guy that
a-way; 1t sure does get my goat! I
guess I ain't quitting till that dog-
goned lobo-wolf has got his!”

The Kid pressed on.

A hold-up on the trail was no business
of the boy outlaw’s; it was the business
of sheriffs and rangers. But the das-
tardly shooting of the Ranger in the
stage was another matter. It got the
Kid's goat, as he said. Rangers were
no friends of the Kid’s. The man who
had been shot up would have been as
keen to take the Kid's trail as Black
George's. But that cut no ice with the
Kid. That savage, merciless shooting got
His goat; and, to his eyes, the black
horseman was a wild beast, and the
sooner he was wiped ont the better. And
the Kid was pursuing him with the fixed
ShEne intention of wiping him

out as ruthlessly as he

had _wiped out the .
Ranger.
A bullet tearing

through the leaves and
twigs warned the Kid
that the road-agent was
wise to his pursuit.

The Kid smiled grimly.

Shooting in that
tangled thicket could
only " be at random,
though his keen eyes
were  watchful  for a
chance at the black rider
ahead -

Crack, erack!?

The Kid rode on, re-
gardless of the flying
lead. * The crackling in
the underwood told that
Black George was riding
on again,

Ere Iong,v the Kid
figured, he would sight
him. The belt of

thickets extended up the
hillside, but on the up-
land the woodland
thinned, as the soil grew
more rocky. Once
throagh the woods he
would call the black rider
to a grim  account.
Deadly as was Black
George’s reputation in
the Kicking Mule
country, the Kid
reckoned that he was as
good a man with & gun as any hombre
in Texas. He was only eager to get a
sight of the man in the serape,

“Sho!” ejaculated the Kid suddenly.

He dragged in his mustang, almost
on the edge of a deep, wide barranca
that split the hillside. - =

It extended right and left across the
Kid’s path, and yawned wide and deep
in front of him, and it was eclear that
Black George had leaped across it to
ride on his way.

The thickets grew to the very edge
of the chasm. On the opposite side the
thick undergrowth, mingled with pecans
and post-oaks, recommenced. .

“Whoa, Side-Kicker!” said the Kid.

~ He dropped from the saddle, and drew
his horse back into thicker cover. Ths
roar of a six-gun from across the
‘barranca came a moment later.
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The Kid had guessed that the road-
rgent, knowing that he was pursued,
would stop at such a favourable spot to
deal with his pursuer And he had been
right. Had Side-Kicker taken the leap,
the ruffian, in the thickets on the other
side of the barranca, would have riddled
the Kid with lead as he leaped.

Thrice the six-gun roared across the
chasm, the lead tearing leaves and twigs
arvound the Rio Kid. :

Keeping in cover, the Kid watched the
opposite side of the chasm. His own
gun roared .in response, at a stirring in
the thickets, and there was a yell from
the unseen road-agent. The lead had
gone close.

“Say, Side-Kicker, old hoss, I guess
this puts paid to us!” murmured the
Rio Kid.

the black rider would he hunted far and
wide. Minutes would be precious to
Black George then.

The Kid soon made up his mind.

Keeping in cover, he led Side-Kicker
away, threading the wood along the bar-
ranca, to seek a erossing at a distance.
He knew that the ears of the halted
voad-agent would pick up the sounds he
made, and that Black George would
guess his intention easily enough. In a
few minutes, he figured, the rascal would
be in the saddle again, riding. DBut his
trail would be left for the Kid, and
there was no Apache or Comanche in
Texas keener at picking up a trail than
the Rio Kid.

And that trail the boy-puncher would
follow, whithersoever it led him, to
Black (leorge’s death or his own.

THE POPULAR

afford to act in hasts, for it was pos-
sible that Black Geerge was still there,
deep in cover, guessing his intention,
and waiting for hini. And it was not
the Kid’s idea to let the matter end
with a bullet throvgh his heart from
cover.

Cautiously he wor'zed his way through

* dense thickets, on f.ob, his mustang fol-

lowing him. He picked up the spot at
last where the road-agent had stopped. -
Black George was gone—the trail of
his horse leading away up the woody
hillside.

“] guess he was winged,” said the
Kid, as he examined the traces left by
the road-agent.

It was evident that the Kid’s bullet
across the barranca had gone close, for
he picked up several spots of blood on

The Kid was reckless enough, and
danger had no terrors for him, but he
was not the man to throw away his life.
To leap the barranea, while the road-
agent was watching on the other side,
was death. But to go along the side
of the chasm, seeking another crossing,
was to lose his man. The fugitive, if
he sought eseape, would be gone, long
before the Kid could cross in safety and
get round to him, And Black George,
though likely enough he did not fear to
meet a single puncher in conflict, was
not likely to lose more time than he
could help. When the stage got into
Kicking = Mule, with the murdered
Ranger, the country would be up, and

Kid.
The

of the barranca.

quarter of a

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Bystery! =
6 EVANTED ! grunted the Rio

He had expected it.

road-agent had
gone when the Kid reached the spot
where he had stopped on the farther side

The Kid had followed
mile, and
mustang across it. and then
Lack on the farth- r side.

the herbage where the black outlaw had
orouched in cover. He had not been
hard hit. but the lead had touched him
and drawn blood. !

The Kid mounted the grey mustang,
after a careful examination of the spot,
and followed the trail that lay plain to
the eye through the tangled thickets.

He went cautiously enough, wary of
an ambush; though he reckened that
the road-agent was not wasting time.

long

By this time the stage would have
the rift a reached Kicking Mule; and it was
leaped ~his likely that a score of riders would pour

out of the cow-town to hunt for the
{Continued on page 23.)

~ worked
e could not

THE

IKE 8 iot of extremely muddy and gisnt moles, the
men of “ A ? Company, of a certain regiment numbered
early up on the roll of the First Hundred Thousaud to
volunteer for active service with Britain’s Old Con-

temptibles in the early days of the Great War, wallowed breath-
icssly but happily in an excessively flooded front.-line trench
smewhere in Flanders.

Breathlessly, because they had just staggercd over endless
miles of treacherous duckboards to relieve the Tommies who
had done duty in that same trench for the previous seven days.
Happily, because they had finished with those duckboards for a

Hlanders night, would roll suddenly under your feet and tlop
sou sideways into bottomless liquid mud.

Another reason for their happiness was the fact that this was
New Yoar’s Eve.

But scarcely have they settled in their appointed stations ab
the firing-step in each trench traverse than there comes word
that something really is afoot. A raid on the enemy trenches !

Headquarters passcd it on to warious High Functionaries
until it came to the ears of the General. GCradually the crder
to carry out this Christmes HEve reid dribbled down to the
battalion’s colonel. He passed the order on to the Major and
the Adjutant. The Adjutant told the Captain. The Captain
told @ Lieutenant of “ A ” Company, who told & sergeant, who
straightway proeseded to pour the message into the ears of six
privates. :

* The General wants a bloomin’ coptive. We've gotter go
birds’-neésting,” said the sergeant with a grin. - General wants
a real live Jerry——and we've gotter fetch himt*

So at midnight, as New Year’s Day wascoming in, there crept
gver the parapet from the British fighting line one Heutenant,

similar period—duckboards which, in the awiul darkness of & -

one sergeant, and six Tommies. Like enormous
rats they crept out into No Man’s Land on their
stomachs, flattening themselves incredibly whenever
a Verey Light shot up from the eremy trench
-— fifly yards distanbt — and remaining utterly
imm]fobile till that tell-tale soaring flare had spent
itgelf.

Twenty-five yards they crawled, spread out in line
an arm’s length apart. Now they were up sgainst
something at which even the bravest of fighting men
always shuddered. Espeecially in darkness such as
smothered this New Year’s Eve. It was barbed wire—
miles and miles of it, twisted and tangled and splayed
about on corkserew iron supports, and many feet in
depth.

The raiding party had to cut a passage through it,
with big wire-cutters with which each of the eight was
armed, additional to the leutenant’s revolver and the
short club and bombs (the latter safely pocketed) with
which all were provided.

Butb on the face of each—officer, non-com. snd private
—was the set grin of the British warrior put to the test.
The smile that won’t come off ! Somehow they fumbled
with their massive cutters, and strand by strand the
savage, spiked wire parted. Then it flipped abous,
searching lhilke a live thing for living flesh to lacerate.

With the art they had long since learned, they avoided the
flailing ends, and after hours. it seemod, of working on their
stomachs, the procession enemywards recommeuced —this time
in single file, the officer leading. Then they spread out once
more, safely through the barhed wire gap, and wriggle by
wriggle the enemy parapet was reached.

Bach gripped his club and held his breath, waiting for the
spring from the tisutenant whieh should be the signal for a
united leap down into Jerry’s trench. Only oue enemy head
was visible above the parapet, end that not-too-sharp-eyed
sentry was yards to the right.

But the little band eof raiders, flying into the trench, discovered
otherwise ; the firestep was lined with drowsy figures in field-
grey.

Instantly the night was punctured by shouts and shots and
sounds of heavy blows. But for a short half-minute cnly. The
British were not there to do battle. The General wanted one
live German only—and the informstion of the coming attack
which that German could impart.

As swiitly as they arrived the eight departed. Only this
time thoy were nine, for in their hurrying midst was a scared
captive. Bhots whistled after the retreating stooping figures,
but the luck of New Yeur’s Eve held, and beyond torn trousers
and tunics in the passage of the cut barbed wire there were no
British casualties.

Back in the trench the captive was despatehed under safe
escort General-wards, the raiding party had their tot of rum,
the Heutenant went otf to report to the captain, and the battalion
settled down to prepare for the reciprocal attack which was
bound to come with the dawn. . :
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From a .wa;f of. the roads, wit?sout name and home, Ragged Dic‘k becos:nes a scholar of Greyfriax-s School
How this amazing transformation takes ?lace you will read in this topping school tale By Frank Richards.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Good Samaritan !
¢ SAY, you fellows——"
i ‘“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
ist”
“You fat villain—'
“Collar him !”
Billy Bunter jumped back.
He met Harry Wharton & Co. as they
came up the Remove passage at Grey-
friars, and he mei them with his most
ingratiating and propitiatory smile.
But the chums of the Remove did not
seem to be in a mood to be prepitiated.
. “I-—I say, you fellows, hold on!” ex-
ciaimed Bunter.
“That’s what we're going to do!”
grinned Bob Cherry.
And he held on to Bunter’s collar.

Here he

)

“Bring him into the study,” said
Harry Wharton.

“Yarcoh! T say, Toddy, rescus!”
roared Bunter, as he was propelled

towards the doorway of Study No. 1.

Peter Todd. looking out of Study No.
7, grinced.

“What's the row?” he asked. :

“The fat bounder burgled our pic-
nic!” growled Johnny Bull. “We went
as far as Compton Park, and we saw a
brute lamming a ragged kid, and while
we chipped in to the rescue this fat
cad bolted with our tuack.”

“Ha ha, hal’
“It's not a laughing matter,” roared
Johnny Bull indignantly. “We're

famished.”
*“The famishfulness is terrific!”
“It’s a misunderstanding,” gasped
Buuter. “I—I never bagged the tuck,
you know, I wouldn't! You see 2
“Roll him in. I've got a fives bat
for him,” said Wharton.
“Yarooh! Help an

Peter-—

Peter Todd chuckled.

“Keep your fat paws from picking
and stealing, old fat man,” he answered.
“Don’t I keep or giving you that
advice ?*

“Beast 1™

Peter went back into his study, appar-
ently not keen to distinguish himself in
the role of rescuer. Vernon-Smith and
Tom Redwing came up the stairs
together, and stopped to look on as
Bunter was propelled into Study No. 1.

“ Smithy, old chap, lend a fellow a
hand !” yelled Bunter.

The Bounder grinned.

“Will a foot do?” he asked.

old pal,

“Whooop I

Smithy lent a foot, and Bunter rolled
into the study and sprawled on the
carpet.

Nugent closed the door.

Bunter sat up, with five wrathful
faces looking down on him. The cap-
{;ﬁn of the Remove picked up a fives

at.

“Shove him across a chair,” he said.

“I say, Harry, old chap—*

“If you cal! me Harry, old chap, you
fat worm, I'll give you one extra.”

“Bob, old man—->

*Cheese it |

This Week :

. “The Luck of
‘ the Waif!”

“I—1I say, you feliows—"

Four pairs of hands grasped the Owl
of the Remove, and he was extended,
wriggling, across a chair, in a favour-
able position for the application of 2
fives bat. -

“Yow-ow-ow! Let a fellow speak”
howled Bunter. *“Can’t you let a chap
explain, you beasts?”

“What is  there explain?”
demanded Bob Cherry. “You bolted
with our tuck, and we had to walk home
all the way from Compton Park without
our tea.”

“1—I say, I was awfully hungry when
I got in, you know ! gasped Bunter. I
don’t believe I should have got in at
all, only I got a lift in the carrier’s
cart. And I was too late for tea, and
that beast Toddy wouldn’t lend me n
bob, and my postal-order hasn’t come,
and now—-—"

“And now you're going to have a
dozen with this bat to complete the tale
of woe!” chuckled Bob. “Lay it ont!”

‘“Hold on1” yellod Bunter. “Let a
fellow explain. I—I didn’t scoff the
tuck, you know—I1 wouldn’t.”

“Where is it, then?”
Wharton.

- “I—1I say, you fellows, I—I—— Lsgt
a fellow speak! I—I can explain the
whole thing!” gasped Bunter,

“Rot 17

to

demanded

“@Give him a dozen, and let him ex-
plain afterwards,” said Johnny Bull.
““1¢ will only be gammon, anyhow.”

“Ionest Injun!” yelled Bunter.
“Look here, this isn’t the way to treat
a chap who's been helping the poor,
and feeding the hungry, and all that!*

“* What [

In their astonishment the juniors
released Bunter, He squirmed off the
chair and set his big spectacles straight
on his fat little nose, and blinked at
them indignantly.

Owing to the windfall of a lift in the

, carrier’s cart, Bunter had reached Grey-

friars well ahead of the Famous Five;
and he had had time to think out his
defence. Bunter and the truth had never
been well acquainted; and the greater
the scrape in which the Owl found him-
self, the further and further he departed
from veracity.

But Bunter had the gift—very valu-
able to an habitual deceiver—of taking
his  own tremendous “whoppers”
seriously.

_Having thought out what he con-
sidered to be a good yarn, he considered
that the fellows ought to believe it, and
almost believed it himself by this time.
So he was feeling quite genuinely indig-
nant as he blinked at the five Removites.

‘1 say, you fellows, I expected you to
take it a bit more decently,” he said.
“Of course, a fellow doesn’t like to lose
a spread. I shouldn’t myself. But when
a poor chap’s starving, what’s a recally
Sind”-hearted and generous fellow to

o7

“Eh?”

“What ?”
“Do you want us to believe that you
gave that feed away?” asked BDob

Cherry, almost dazedly.

“ Fxactly ”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Great pip! That’s the limit, even
for Bunter !’ exclaimed Harry Wharton,
staring at the Owl of the Remove.
“You don’t really expect us to get that
down, Bunter!”

“1 suppose you can take my word!"
said Bunter, with dignity.

“Your word! Oh crumbs!”

“Oh, really, Wharton 2

“Let’s hear the varn,” said Bob, with
a chuckle. “We’ll give him six extra
for telling lies if he doesn’t prove his
case. Now, then, go ahead, Bunter! ”

“1 say, you fellows——"
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“Cub it short 1” growled Johnny Bull

“You—you sece—"" gasped Busnter.

“We don’t see,” said Nugent. “We
are waiting to see.”

“If you'd seen that ragged kid, you'd
have been sorry for him,” said Bunter
impressively. ¢ A poor kid, you know~—
chap about our own age—homeless and
hungry and starving and famished, and
~—and in want of food.”

“Must have been in want of food if
he was hungry as well as starving and
famished,” agreed Bob Cherry. “Get
on with it, without piling on the agony
too thick !”

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Buck up!” roared Johnny Bull
“We've got to wallop yon before tea,
and I want my tea!”

“Oh, really, Bull 2

“Give him the bat——"

1 say, Pm explaining as fast as 1
ean, ain’t 1?7 yelled Bunter. “I tell
you youd have felt sorry for that
chap!”

“What chap?”

“Ragged Dick!” said Bunter.

*What "

“That’s what he called himself—a
poor tramp, you know, homeless and
nameless and hungry, and—-"

“Have you come across that kid
Ragged Dick ?” asked Harry Wharton,
in astonishment.

Tor once Bunter found believers.
The Famous Five knew that Ragged
Dick had a real existence, for he was
the boy they had saved from a brutal
flogging outside Compton Park.

Bunter’s task was easier than he had
anticipated, as he had known nothing
of the affair with Ragged Dick and
Pedlar Parker. He had not even taken
the trouble to wonder what had called
the juniors away when they had so for-
tunately left him alone with the tuck.
All he knew was that some person un-
krown had been yelling in a field, and
that they had run to the scene.

“That’s what he called himself,” said -

Bunter—“Ragged Dick. What a name,
you know!d Raggid}and”hungry and
starving and famished—

5 ﬂVVegve hadl that before!” grunted
Johnny Bull. “Look here, we'd have
handed over that feed to that poor kid
without waiting to be asked if we'd
had the chance. If you did—"

“ Just what I did.” said Bunter. “1I--
T was going to take a snack, and then
he came up, and—and I—you know my
generous nature——"’

“Phew |7

“T gave him the lot,” said Bu
#1 said: ‘Here you are, kid? a:
handed it over to him. He thanked me
with tears rolling down hés !(kzheeks.”

“Rats!” from Johnny Bull

“If you don’t believe me, Bull, you
can ask the feliow himself.”

“ Where is he, then?”

“How should I know?”

“You silly ass! How can I ask him
when I shan’t ever see him again?”
demanded Johnny Bull

“Look here! If this is true, :

: e ere 11 117]7.5 15 11"9e,7 ;111
serene !” said Harry Wharton. “ We'ro
jolly I but i ldn’t ind
jolly hungry; but we wouldn’t min
handing over our feed to a cha}} who
was hungrier. But yow’re not built that
way(,) Bunter, and it’s too jolly steep!”

“Oh, really, Wharton 2

“Good Samaritan, T don’t think!”
grunted Jo}mny Bull. “Looks like it,
doesn’t he? Good Samaritans don’t
grow as fat as Bunter!”

“ 15 ha, ha &7

“Now, as it happens, we saw that kid
Ragged Dick,” went on Wharton. “We
collared a pedlar chap who was whack-

. P
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ing him end gave him a chance to get
away.”’

“0Oh!” ejnculated Bunter.

“He cleared off before we could get
a look at him,” said Harry. “You had
cleared off ’\,vith the grub, too—-"

3

I

“You'd cleared off when I looked for
you,” said Bob. “And that ragged
kid was out of sight, too. Where did
you meet him if you met him at all?”

“In Compton Park,” said Bunter.

“You trespassed in the park?”

“I—I told you Sir Henry was an old
friend of my pater’s,” said Bunter.
“I just dropped in——" ;

“Oh, can it !” growled Johnny Bull.

“It’s likely enough that that kid
dodged over the pafings into the park
to get clear,” said Harry, “and that’s
where Bunter went, of course, to get
away with the grub. So you came on
Ragged Dick in the park. I dare say
that much is true, as you were both
there at the same time. But you didn’t
hand him the feed, you fat fabricator I”

“If you'd seen him—-""

“We did see him, ass, before he
cleared off.”

“Well, then, you ought to ke able to
understand how I—I pitied him,” said
Bunter. “It—it would have done you
good to see him eat! It would really!
Fairly bolted it, you know, and I—I
stood by, you know, helping him and
not touching a morsel myself. I
thought that you fellows wouldn’t really
mind letting the grub go to feed the
hungry—-"

“We wouldn’t,” said Frank Nugent.

“So it’s all right, then,” said Bunter
brightly. “You say yourselves yowd
have given him the grub. 8o what

have you got to complain about?”

Billy Bunter was bent over the chair,

and the fives-bat was set into meotion.

Whack, whack, whack!  Yarooop !

Ow !’ howled Bunter. f° Stoppit, you
beasts !

The Famous Five eyed Bunter,

But for the fact that they had met
Ragged Dick themselves, certainly they
would not have believed a word of the
story from beginning to end. But there
was, at least, a nucleus of truth in
Bunter’s yarn. It was clear that he had
wet the waif—whether he had played
the Good Samaritan or not.

“After all, if he whacked the grub
ont with that hungry kid, that’s some-
thing for Bunter }” said Bob Cherry.

“Yes, 2

But—~—
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“You should have scen him eat!*
said Bunter impressively. “It would
really have done you good!”

“Pity we didn’t see it!”
Johnny Bull. “We might
belicved you then.”

“Qh, really, Bull—"

“Shall we give the fat villzin the
benefit of the doubt?” asked Bob
Cherry, looking round at his comrades.

“I don’t think you ought to doubt
my word, Cherry. As for the grub, of
course, I shall pay for it when ~my
postal-order comes. I'm expecting it by
the first post to-nicrrow morning. And
I tell you what—TIl use my influence
with Sir Henry to get you fellows
asked to Compton Hall—1 will, really.””

“You silly owl}!”

“And I must say I’m a little shocked
at you!”

“ What 2

“It seems to me that you grudge
that feed to a hungry, starving, and
famished chap,” said Bunter severely.
“T call that shocking!?

“Why, you cheeky fat villain——-""

“ As for the value of it, I'll settle that
out of my postal-order. I certainly do
not want you mean fellows to pay for
my—my charitable actions!” said
Bunter loftily.  “Mean—that’'s what
you are! One of the eggs was whiffy,
too! I shan’t pay for that one; I
couldn’t eat it.”

“You couldn’t eat it?”
staring at him.

“No, I couldn’t!*

“But the others were all right, were
they ?”

“Well, I've tasted better,” said
Bunter. “As a matter of fact, it wasn’t
much of a feed, though you fellows
make such a song about it. The cale
was gritty.”

“Was 1t2"

“Yes, it was. And the lemonade
was thin stuff, and didn’t have enough
sugar in it. Muck, in fact!”

“Have you ever heard the proverb
that Fars should have good memories,
Bunter 2’ inquired Bob.

(13 Eh?))

“Did Ragged Dick tell you that the
egg was whiffy, and that the calie was
gritty, and that there wasn’t enough
sugar in the lemonade 7

“While he was thanking vou with
tears rolling down his cheeks?” roared
Johnny Bull.

“Eh! I—I mean—=*"

“Up-end him !

“Yaroooch !”

Bunter went across the chair again,
As usually happened with the hapl
Ananias of Greyfriars, he had given
himself away after an elaborate series
of inventions. The chums of the Re-
move had been prepared to give him
the benefit of the doubt. But there was
no longer any doubt; so they gave him
the benefit of the fives-bat.

Whack, whack, whack!

“Whoop! I say, you fellowsg——?®

Whack !

“Yarcoh! I say, I really did sive
him some cake, and it wasn't my fault
-he chucked it at me——7"

Whack! Whack!

“Yow-ow-ow! You beasts, stoppit!
I’'ve been kicked —yow-ow l—in the sameo
place—yow-ow-ow! That beast of a
keeper, you know|? i

Whack !

“Yarooooooop !”*

Bunter rolled off the chair. Tie
backed into the doorway, and shook a
fat fist at the Famous Five.

“Ow! Beasts! I won’t pay for the
grub now, when my postal order comes !

agreed
have

said Bob,
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I was going to, and now I won’t!
Beasts I

And Billy Bunter rolled wrathfully
away, after delivering that Parthian
shot, leaving the chums of the Remove
chuckling, and not at all dismayed by
the prospect of losing their just share
in Bunter’s celebrated postal-order—
when it came.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
8¢ R. ROGER COMPTON!®
/ Sir Henry turned his
°  thing like a snarl upon it,
towards the gentleman who was shown

He did not rise from the deep-backed
chair in which he sat by the crackling
looks—no courtesy in his manner.

He fixed his eyes on the man who
animosity in them, under his grizzled,
wrinkled brows.
forty, though at the first glance he
looked younger. He was dressed well,
baronet, who, late as the hour was in
the evening, had not changed out of his
handsome, but there were very visible
signs in his face of a loose and reckless
harcnet, and held out a well-mani'cured
hand, which Sir Henry Compten did not

“Come, come, cousin Henry 1” said
Mr. Roger Compton. “You will not

“Kinsman or no, T will not touch
your hand!” said Sir Henry. “It was
door to you, Roger Compton. Why are

o

Roger Compton smiled—a smile that
was not pleasant.
he answered. “Finding myself at Court-
field—"

Henry, with a curl of the lip.

“ Precisely—for the races, precisely !
decided to see my nearest relative be-
iore I left, and to ask——"

“After your grandson, Sir Henry—
little Richard, whose delicate health hus
have supposed.”

The barcnet’s face set hard.
my grandson’s health,” he assented—
“‘quite I” His hand pressed his breast
vocket, reposed a crumpled telegram
—the telegram that announced the
boy’s life is all that stands between you
and Compton Hall—when once “an
fathers.”

toger Compton made a deprecating
. "1 should scarcely look on the matter
in that light, Sir Henry,” he mur-

The Spendthrift !
wrinkled face, with some-

into the library at Compton Hall.
log fire. There was no welcome in his
came towards him, with a glint of

The visitor was a man of perhaps
almost fastidiously—a contrast to the
shooting-clothes. ~The man had been
life. He came towards the grim old
touch.
shake hands with your kinsman?”
in my mind to refuse even to open ‘my
vou here?

“How long is it since we have met ?”

“For the races?” interposed Sir
Finding myself there, as said,

“To ask what?”
caused me more concern than you may

“1 quite understand your interest in
for a moment, where, in an inner
death of his grandson. “A delicate
obstinate old man is laid with his
gesture.
mured,

“You would scarcely look on it in

any other,” retorted the baronet. %I
know you, Roger! I have known you
from your youth upwards, and never
known any good of you. Is there a
disreputable night club in London, a
racecourse in the country, where you are
not known for what you are—gambler,
hlackguard, adventurer, a disgrace to
the name you bear?”

“As bitter as ever, Sir Henry |” said
Roger.

He sank into a chair; the grim, old
master of Compton Hall had not even
asked him to be seated.

“Quite! Again I ask, why are you
here? Have you any reason to suppose
that my grandson is worse, and that you
are nearer to your inheritance?” said
Sir Henry sardonically.
~And again his hand erushed the
crumpled telegram which had shattered

Sir Henry pointed a shaking finger to
the door. ‘* Qo!’ he said. ** After my
death you may disgrace Compton Hall
with your presence; while 1| live | am
master here! v’

all his hopes of keeping the Compton
estate out of the hands of the man he
despised and detested

“I know that Richard is delicate—
that his life for years has been spent
with doctors and nurses,” said Roger.
“I am naturally anxzious to know
whether he shows signs of being restorad
to health. And—little as you may be-
lieve it—I feel for your deep anxiety
concerning him !”

There was a sneer with the last words.

“I have had time to become_used to
my anxiety,” said the old man com-
posedly. “I have seen little of my
grandson—and I am not of an affection-
ate nature, as you know. You know,
too, that I should think little of him
if it were not that he alone stood be-
tween you and Compton Hall when 1
am gone.”

“1 am aware that you would dis-
inherit me if the entail were not too
strict I”” sneered Roger

“And T am aware,” said the old man,
“that you, the last of the line, will
have power to break the entail, and
break up the property that has been in
our family since the time of Edward the
First. I am aware that your countless
creditors would drive you to do so, even
if you had the decency to respect your
name—which you have not. I am aware
that but for my grandson, when I jo,
everything goes, and the Comptons will
disappear for ever. T am aware of all
that, Roger—a stranger will rule here
when I am gone, while you waste the
proceeds of your baseness in drink and
gaming. If there were any means—-"

He broke off, biting his lip

Roger Compton smiled again.

“If there were any means to get rid
of your cousin and heir, you would not
hesitate,”” he said.

s
€ N »

“TFortunately for me, there are no

9

means,” smiled Roger. “If Richard
digg—e—" -

“H 1" mutwred Sir Henry. -
““And I have a right to know how h
stands,” said Roger. “I learn that for
the past year he has been in a foreign
country—in the hands of medical
specialists,. I am entitled to know
more. He is now of an age to be placed
at school—more than of an age for that.
It may be taken as a matter of course
that he will be sent to Greyfriars, as his
father was before him. Is he going to

Greyfriars 27
“That is my business!”’
“Mine, too, if you will excuse me,
Sir Henvy !
““ What over

rights have you my

‘grandson !” demanded the old barcnet,

with a fierce bending of the brows.

“None! But 1 have a right to know
how the matter stands, and”-—Roger
Compton paused a moment—" where he
is, and whether he still lives 1 do not
know that for a fact; you have told me
nothing. If my young Cousin Richard
no lenger lives—-"

“The moneylenders®would grant you
better terms in that case,” said Sir
Ienry sardo Hy.

“Hxactly. For that reason, if for no
other, I require to know more of the
boy Richard,” said Roger coolly.

Sir Harry Compton rose to his feet.

“You will know nothing from me,”
he said. “ We have never been friends,
Roger, and now we are enemies. If
vou como here again I shall give orders
that you are not to be admitted.”

“You will tell me nothing
Richard ?”

“ Nothing !

The spendthrift’s eyes gleamed.

“I shall make inquiries, then——"

“Make them!1”

“You lead me to suspect——"

“Suspect what you please! But go!”
said Sir Henry grimly. © After my
death you may disgrace Compton Hall

of

with your presence; while I live I am
master here!” He touched a bell.
“Walton, show this gentleman out.

And if he should call again I am not
at home.”

Roger Compton rose, his eyes glitter-
ing, his cheeks pale with rage and
mortification.

Without a word he walked out of the
library.

The door closed.

Sir Henry sank back into the deep
chair. His brows were knitted, black,
and gloomy.

He had refused to give the heir of
Compton Hall the information he
sougfxt. But he must learn it ere long;
the announcement of Richard Compton’s
death would enlighten him. He would
know that only an old man stood
between him and the estate; his
creditors would know, his moneylenders
would know. It would mean a fresh
accession of borrowed wealth for the
spendthrift—a fresh orgy of waste and

-reckless extravagance, to be paid for

when the Compton estate came into his
hands, when the entail could be broken,
and the lands sold, the ancient house
given to a stranger. Some newly-rich
profiteer would dwell where generations
of Comptons had lived and died—while
the last of the race was drinking him-
self to death. ;

Was there no way?

If the boy had lived—and he had lived
only to nearly fifteer years, and then all
that medical skill could do, all that a
soft Southern clime could do to save
him had failed.

The hard old man had scen little of
the hapless boy, had cared little for
him; cared only for him as a Compton,

THE PopuLsr.—No. 571.
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to carry on the name and save the
estate, Al that there was of softness
or affection in his nature was buried
with his only son in a nameless grave in
Flanders.

To save the old estate from the

clutches of Roger Compton and a
ravenous crew of usurers—that was

almost an obsession in the old man’s
mind now. Had he been able to will
it away he would have willed it to the
veriest stranger rather than to the dis-
solute blackguard who was his natural
heir. But he had not the power.
Comptons dead and gone long ago had
tied up the estate too carefully, to keep
the lands in the family, to preserve the

family name, never foreseeing or dream-,

ing that a Compton might be the one
to bring ruin and oblivion upon the old
name.

Was there no way?

Long the old man sat there, thinking,
thinking, with wrinkled brows, his
hands clenched on the dark cak arms of
the chair. Was there no way? No way
to keep up the old house, to keep the
wide estate together, to save it from
the gambler and his hungry crew? If
his grandson had lived, if he had had
another grandson, if he had bad the
power to make an heir of an adopted
son; if he had been able, by any
stratagem or trickery, to cheat the law
laid down by dead men long ago, by a
secret adoption— But Roger Comp-
ton was not the man to be deceived.
And yet—

In the dark recesses of the old man’s
troubled brain the scheme was born at
last. His grandson had died in a
foreign land. No one in England knew
of the death—could know until he chose
to tell. What if he did not tell? What
if the lad-appeared at Compton Hall in
the name of Richard Compton; went to
Greyfriars School as Richard Compton
~—Richard, restored to health—Richard,
grandson of Sir Henry and heir of
Compton Hall?

His eyes glittered fiercely under his
knitted, grey brows.

Better that than the breaking-up of
the old estate to satisfy a hungry crew
of moneylenders, to previde Roger with
2 last wild orgy to wind up his carcer
of riotous blackguardism.

But how ?

And then into the baronet’s mind
came the remembrance of a boy’s face
that had bent over him in his seizuro
n the old summer-house i the park.
The boy whom Sir Henry had placed
for lodgings in his keeper’s house.

A boy unknown, nameless, friendless,
forlorn: all that he needed for his
purpose!

Long info the night the baronet sat,
staring at the dying fire.

When he 10se at last his plan was
formed and fixed, irrevocable—the plan
that was to save Compton Hall from the
spendthrift, and to bring about an
amazing change in the fortunes of
none other than Ragged Dick, the boy

whom Harry Wharton & Co. had met.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Dazzling Prospect ¢

o6 END the boy in {”

“Yes, Sir Henry!”

Jenks retired  respectfully

from his little pariour, through
the window of which the morning sun-
light gleamed.

Sir Henry Compton sat down.

He had given instructions that the
tattered lad was to bLe well cared for,
and on the Compton estate Sir Henry’s
instructions were always carried out to
the very letter. g

Prohably Jenks had been surprised by
the baronet’s concern for the wreiched,

ragged lad, whom he had brought to-

the lodge the evening before. Ii was
not like Sir Henry Compton to trouble
his lofty head about the poor and needy
and friendless; it was more like him to
drive them off his land without pity or
futh. Of the baronet’s seizure, and of
the aild the boy had given him, Jenks
knew nothing. He did not know that
the old man, hard as he was, did not
choose to remain under an obligation;
that his pride impelled him to pay
richly for 2 service received. So far as
Jenks was concerned, he only knew that
it was Sir Henry’s lordly will and
pleasure that the homeless boy should
be cared for—and cared for Ragged
Dick had been, under the keeper’s roof.

He entered the little room a few
minutes later rather timidly.

Sir Henry looked at him.

There was a change in the boy—a
change so startling that he was scarcely
recognisable. He was washed clean, his
hair had been trimmed and combed,
and he was dressed in a suit of clothes,
plain but neat and good, that had be-
longed to the keeper’s own boy, and had
been given over to the waif.

Clean and neat clothes and boots in
the place of his tattered rags made a
wonderful difference; but still greater
was the difference made by scrubbing
and rubbing off the dirt and dust of
the roads, trimming and combing the
unkempt hair; still greater the differ-
enece brought about by plentiful food
and a quiet and peaceful night’s rest in
a comfortable bed.

The baronet looked at the lad who
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stood before him as if scarcely able to
believe his eyes.

Ragged Dick—no
looked a handsome lad, well-set-up,
sturdy, active; his face good-looking
and pleasant in its expression, a little
sunburnt, but so clean that it was clear
that eleanliness was the boy’s own taste,
his previous griminess forced upon him
by his wretched circumstances.

A smile of satisfaction came over the
old man’s face,

He had resolved upon his scheme—
a scheme in which Ragged Dick was to
play his part as an unconscious:tool in
his hands—a pawn in a game he did
not understand. But dodbts had
trounbled him. It was not easy, he
realised, to change a slinking tramp
into a fellow who could pass as a Comp-
ton, brought up in the lap of luxury.
But he was reassured upon that point
now. This boy was no slinking tramp;
circumstances had been against him, but
he had the power of rising above his
cirecumstances. The pride he had shown
in his talk with the baronet the
previous evening had offended the stiff
old gentleman at the time; now it
pleased him to remember it. .

Pride that was, in his estimation, out
of place in a ragged vagrant was an
asset when that vagrant was to play the
part of heir of Compton Hall.

For a good five minutes the baronet
scanned the lad bhefore him without
speaking; but thinking deeply, more and
more satisfied with the trend of his own
thoughts, ;

Dick stood waiting unecasily.

'Phe stern old brown face scared him
a little; there wus something awe-
inspiring in this grim old man, though
Dick was not easily scared.

What was wanted of him he could
not guess.

Sir Henry spoke at last.

“Good—good boy!” he said, appar-
ently commenting on Dick’s improved
appearance. “Now, my boy, T have
something to say to you—something
very serious.”

“Yes, sir,” said Dick.

“You have told me that you have no
relations, no parents, no name?”

Dick coloured a little.

“That is so, sir.” .

“Is there ro cne with a claim on
you?”

“No one, sir.” The boy hesitated a
moment. “For the last few weeks, sir,
T’ve been tramping with a pedlar. But
he has no claim en me.”

“Where is he now?”

“T don’t know, sir—gone, I hope. I
ran away from him yesterday.”

“\Vhy?”

“He was a brute.” Dick flushed.
“He—he wanted me to steal chickens
for him from the farm, and—and hbeat
me beeause I wouldn’t. Some school-
boys interfered. sir, and I got away
from him and cleared off. That was
why I came into your park, sir—to keep
clear till the man was gone on his way.”

Sir Henry gave him a searching look.

“Is that the truth??- .

Dick’s lip quivered. e

“If you don’t believe me, sir, it’s no
use my saving anything,’”” he answered.
“It’s the truth, but if you don’t believe
me, I suppose vou won'’t give me a joh.
I can’t give you any character.”

“A—ga what?’ ejaculated Sir Henry.
“Oh, you mean employment! I am
not tlainking of giving you employ-

ment.

Dick’s face fell. . - -

“Very well, sir,” he said quietly. I
know I’ve no right to expect it. But
after what you've done for me already
I shall find it much easier to get work
—looks mean a lot to a fellow like me,
and I look respectable now. I hope

longer ragged—
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you'll believe that I'm grateful, sir—
and—and Tl go now.”

“You will not go” said Sir Henry
coldly. “Tell me once more—you are
absolutely certain that no one who lives
has a right to claim you?”’

“] don’t know of anyone, sir,”’
answered Dick, surprised by the old
man’s inexplicable interest in such a
detail.

“But you had a father once, I pre-
sume?”

“I suppose so, ir.
him,” said Dick.

“It’s an odd story,” said the baronet,
eyeing him

“There are plenty of fellows in the
same boat, sir, if you look for them
along the roads and hedges,” said
Dick.

“It is possible, I suppose. But you
must have had some care in infancy.
Have you had no education? Cannot
you read or write?” exclaimed Sir
Henry, struck by a new difficulty.

Dick smiled.

“QOh, yes, sir! I've never been to
school, but I’ve picked up a good deal
—fellows can if they hke 1 once
tramped on the road with a man who
had been a Master of Arts at Oxford.”

“A Master of Arts—tramping the
roads !’ exclaimed Sir Henry.

“There are all sorts on the roads,
sir,”” said Dick. “A gentleman like
you wouldn’t know, sir. The man I'm
speaking of was a drunkard—he had
been to prison, toc He was a good
man in hiz way, and I was with him for
two or three years. He used to teach
me when he was sober, and I used to
take care of him when he was drunk.”

“Good heavens!” muttered the old
baronet. It was a glimpse of a life
new and strange to the master of
Compton Hall--as strange as the life of
a different continent.

“He taught me a lot of things,” said
Dick. “You see, sir, I was keen to
learn—1 didn’t want to be a tramp all
my days. When he was drunk he used
to spout Latin and Greek, and 1 asked
him one day to teach me some Latin.
Hp laughed and said he would—and he
did, too. We hadn’t anv books, but I
used to pick up old pieces of paper, and
keep them for my exercises, and
learned Latin verses by heart from him;
and he taught me some French, too.
And 1 learaed some more from a
Trenchman I tramped with afterwards.
I-I could do accounts, sir, if—if you
wanted—-""

“ Where is he now?”

“1 don't know, sir.

“Ho was what "’

“I mean, taken up by the police, sir,
when he was drunk, and sent to chokey
—1 mean, prison.”’

*““What was his name?”

“Poynings, sir; but the tramps
always called him Spouting Billy.”

“ How long since you have seen him?”

“ More than a year, sir.”

“He would scarcely know you again,”
said the barcnet musingly. “Anyhow,
a meeting would be very unlikely.
Boy, what were you thinking of doing
when you left here?”

“Looking for work, sir.’

“What kind of work?’

“With the farmers, sir. A fellow can
often pick up a iob on the farms.”

“Would you like to stay here?”

Dick’s face brightened.

“I would, sir! If you would give me
a job—I mean, employment, you’ll find
that I am honest, sir. and—"

“Tut, tut! Listen to me,
See that that door is closed.”

Dick looked to the door

“Very good!” The baronet sank his
“1 have reasons, my boy,

I never knew

He was run in.”

3

my boy.

which I do not choose to explain to you,
for taking you under my care. You
have no name—1 shall give vou my own
name. You have no father—you will
call me your grandfather. I shall adopt
you as my grandson. But that will
be a strict secret. All others will
suppose that you are really my grand-
son, Richard Compton. Do you under-
stand 7 ®

Dick’s eyes opened wide.

The baronet had asked him, did he
understand, but assuredly he did not.
His impression was that the old gentle-
man was wandering in his mind.

He stared blankly at the gnarled old
face.

“Answer me, boy!”’ snapped Sir
Henry. “You are not a fool, I hope.
Do you understand what 1 say?”’

“1—-I—" stammered Dick helplessly.

‘¢ You will go toa public school—Qrey-
friars School—you will go there as ths
grandson of Sir Henry Compton,®’ said

the baronet. ‘ Ragged Dick ' almost

tottered at his words.

“You are taken by surprise, of
course,” said Sir Henry. “Listen to
me carefully. I choose to adopt you as
my grandson, and to make you, subjeut
to good conduct, my heir—heir to these
lands and to the house yonder. Heir
to twenty thousand pounds a year, if yau
please me and if you prove yourself
worthy of the position in which 1 think
of placing you. You will go to a public
school—Greyfriars School; you will go
there as the grandson of Sir Henry
Corr;}?'tom Does that prospect please
you =

Dick almost tottered.

“You can’t mean it, sir!” he panted.

“Do I look like a man who says what
he does not mean ?” almost snarled the

ola man.
::N-n-no, sir. But—but——""
You are surprised—it is natural

encugh. You may take time to think
over it, if you choose. But you will
scarcely refuse such an offer, I pre-
sume?”

“Hardly, sir!” gasped Dick, in utter
bewilderment. *But—but why should
you do this for me, sir?”

“That is my own business, and you
are not to ask questions. It is my will,
and that is enough.” o

Ragged Dick gasped for breath, He
was 1nelined to pinch himself to make
sure that he was awake.

“But ones caution, boy,” said the
baronet. “You are not to utter a word
on this subject, or on the subject of your

>

1

past. You are to be my grandson
Richard—in name and in fact. That
you are only my grandson by adoption
i3 a secret. You understand?”

“Yes, sir,” gasped Dick.

. “I shall take you away from here
111_11Ped1ately—to London.  There you
will be fitted out for school. 1 shall
arrange with the hefldmaster of Grey-
friars to admit you there as soon us
practicable. By the time the holidays
come round you will shave shaken down
into your new position. You will come
down here for the holidays as my grand-
son. You understand ?”

Dick gasped.

“1 will do anything you tell me, sir,
of course. It seems like a dream to me
what*you are saying.”

“No doubt—no doubt,” said the
baronet, more kindly. :“But you will
16 ow accustomed to it.”

“But this keeper man, sir—Jenks, he
knows -

“Jenks will keep his own counsel,”
said Sir Henry. “ You will say nothing
to Jenks of what I have told you, and
by the time you appear here as my
grandson, Jenks will be gone.”

Dick winced.

The old baronet, watching his faoce,
read the thought that was passing in
the boy’s mind.

“So you have learned to think of
others, tramping the roads,” he said
ironically. “But you need not trouble
your head about Jenks. I am not the
man to discharge a faithful servant to
snit my own convenience. Jenks will be
sent to my estate in Scotland, and he
will not suffer.”

“Yes, sir.” gasped Dick.

“No one else here has seen you, and
no one else will see you,” said Sir
Henry—“not till yon come as if you
were my grandson Richard, returning
from school for the holidays.” Sir
Henry rose. “Not a word, mind! ¥
rely upon your discretion. Make ready
for a journey. In an hour I shall come
to take you to London. Stay. I will noé
come for you here. Leave as if you
were leaving for good, and wait for me
at the railway station.”

“Yes, sir.”

With a curt nod the baronet left the
room and the house.

Ragged Dick sank into a chair, his
brain in a whirl.

Was it real, or was he dreaminz?
The adopted grandson of Sir Henry
Compton. Heir to the lands upon which
the previous day he had crept as a
vagrant and a trespasser! It was a
dream—it must be a dream!

The boy was still dazed as he left
Compton Park and tramped to the rail-
way station. It was a dream. It must
be a dream! But the tall, gaunt figure
of Sir Henry Compton was there. He
beckoned to Dick, and spoke a sharp
word.

“Take your ticket to London. Here
is the money. Join me at the London
terminus.”

That was all. And the baronct
entered a first-class carriage. Ragged
Dick travelled third, his brain still in a
whirl.

Tt was not till the express diszorged
its passengzers at Charing Cross that he
saw the baronet again.

In the crowd on the platform Sir
Henrv beckoned to him, and they left
the station together—Sir Henry to thae
task of completing hig scheme, Ragged
Dick to the new life that had opened
so strangely and amazingly before him.

THE END.

(There will be another topping long
complete tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
in next week’s issue, entitled: “ Raggcd
Dick at Greyfriars!’’) .
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OUR EXTRA-LONG
DETECTIVE-THRILLER!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Ten Years Too Late!

HEN  Evering Holt,
squire of many broad
acres in® Suffolk, dis-
appeared a few weeks

before he was due to be married
to Miss Neville, the daugbter of
Sir Oswald Neville, a neighbour-
ing landowner in Suffolk, Ferrers
Locke and Jack Drake regarded
the case as a comparatively
simple omne.

At Miss Neville’s request, the
famous detective let all his other
work slide and concentrated
upon the problem, with the
result that the missing man was
in a very short time traced to a
neighbouring lunatic  asylum,
where he was discovered to be
impersonating one of the patients.
Inspector Harker, of BScotland
Yard, was engaged at the time
in dragging ponds in the sur-
rounding istricts,  naturally
without any result
. Ferrers Locke realised, of
course, that there must be some
e¢xplanation of KEvering Holt’s
extraordinary action, and he was
very mueh interested when the
young man made a clean breast
of the matter and implored the
detective’s assistance.

It appeared that many years
before, the Holt family jewels,
valued o than eighty
thousand and comprising
many tr heirlooms, had
been sto by a man named

en
Adams. Adams had been caught

and sent to p * had n
revealed what he had done
the plunder except to a fellow
convict named Dent.

Adams died in prison, and the
man Dent was now in Ports-
down Prison and due te be released
in a few days.

Dent had been interviewed by Evering
Holt’s late father some years ago, but
refused to give any information except
at the price of his release from prison—
a price that was refused. The position
now was, however, that Evering Holt
had recently been approached by three
men who apparently knew all about the
matter, and were themselves awaiting
the release of Dent, in order to share
the treasure with him. These men
warned Holt not to make any attempt
to recover his property, and threatened
to kidnap him io prevent his interfering
between them and Dent. For this
reason Holt had decided to disappear
until such time as Dent was released,
when he hoped to persuade him to
reveal his secret.

The great desive of Hvering Holt was
%0 regain the jewels in order that his
bride might wear upon her wedding-day
the famous Saracen’s Ring, in aceord-
ance with the t¢raditions of the Holt
familv since the time of the Crusades.

The story so interested Ferrers Locke
that he agreed there and then to give
the young squire all the assistance in
his power

Dinner at the Grange on the night of
Evering Holt’s return was a very merry
meal, and everyone most concerned was
present.
en Harker was introduced to Hols
his astonishment was unbounded. But
if he felt any chagrin at the success of
Locke’s methods he did not show it.

Tre Porursn.~No. 571.

was over and the

When the meal :
servants had gone, Holt explained the

reason for his disappearance to Miss
Neville, Sir Oswald, and the inspecter,
and a discussion followed on the best
course of action. :

“I think I’ve got a line of those three
men who are after you, Mr. Holt.”
remarked the Yard man. “Three men
put up at a cottage in Canfield, but they
cleared out at noon to-day.
descriptions of them, and found that
they caught a train from Culford
Junction to London. One was par-
ticularly conspicuous—a big fellow with
the iib of a Hoxton pugilist. Would
you like me to round them up, Locke?”

“1 think that our trouble, if any, will
come from them,” replied Locke. *“The
big chap appears to be the leader, and
I think it more than likely that he is
acquainted with Dent, in which case the
convict has probably come to some
understanding with them. Now. if vou
arrest them the only thing you can
charge them with is an essault on Mr.
Holt, and, at the most, they will receive
only a short term of imprisonment. If
Dent is in league with them he will,
without doubt, keep his mouth shut
until they are free again, when they will
all be on their guard against us. Added
to all this is the fact that it means some
delay in regaining the jewels. and I
think that you will appreciate Mr.
Holt’s wishes to obtain them as soon as
possible.”

“Now, look here,” began Harker
stolidly, “you leave Dent to me. Pl
deal with him.”

“Just the thing we can’t do,” Ferrers

I got.

Locke said dryly. “We are not certain
that he has any active connection with
these three rogues, and he may be pre-
pared to reveal his secret to us. I
doubt 1t very much, but we are going
to give him the c¢hance. You have only
to put yourself in the man’s position to
understand how he will regard official
interference by the police. He will
shut up like a elam. In my opinion, he
will need very judicious handling, and
probably have to be substantially
bribed before he will tell.”

“1 can guess the kind of gaol-bird he
is I” growled Harker. “I’m not e lover
of harsh measures, but when it iz 2

matter of ei%hty thousand pounds’
worth of jewellery, it needs & strong
and.”

“ Gentleness, tact, and a knowledge
of human npature are all that one
requires, if the man is prepared to come
to terms.” said Locke. “I think,
Harker, that you had better leave T
to us. If Mr. Holt and I fail, then.
perhaps, we shall see the wisdom of
stronger measures.”

“Well, it is Mr. Holt's funeral!”
growled Harker. with a very wry
grimace.

“y

am econtent to leave the whole
matter in Mr, Locke’s bands.” said the
owner of Holt Grange cheerfully.

“ Another thing I should like to make
elear.” Locke went on. “is that if we
get nothing out of Dent, we have only
to keep on his track for him to lead us
to the ijewels. Tt will be a difficuls
business, I have no doubt, but it scems
to be the only course. The way in
which you can help us, Harker, is to
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discover who these three men are.
you could identify the ringleader
“A description isn’t much to search
the records on.”
“Drake may assist you there; he has
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seen the man. He could go up to the
Yard with you and run over a few
likely photographs.”

“T'll be catching the first train down
in the morning.”

“Surely you needn’t hurry back, Mr.
Harker?” remarked Holt. “ Mr.
focke and I will be leaving before
lunch. Can we not all go together?”

“We are going to Portdown to-
morrow,” explained Locke, “when I
shall see Colonel Arden and pay Dent
a visit. I have an idea, too, that we
shall find our three friends down that
way.”

“You're going to get to Kingsville at
a nice time !”

“In the evening. We shall put up at
the Angler’s Rest for the night. And
I might say, Harker, that I think we're
more likely to discover the big man’s
identity at Portdown than you are at
the Yard.”

“How do you make that out?”

But Locke only smiled.

The next morning all four travelled to
London. Drake parted from his
master and Holt and went on the Yard
with Harker. T.ocke arranged that he
should ring Drake st Baker Street to
learn if the search of the records had
been successful, and to give him any
instructions.

It was dark when Locke and his com-
panion arrived at Kingsville Junction,
and they hired a trap to convey them to
the Angler's Rest. After a brush-up

and a hasty meal, they set oup
for the governor’s house at the
prison.

A keen wind blew over the
rolling waste of the bleak
moors, there was no 1moon,

and clouds hid the stars. 'The
few lights of the junction

town twinkled behind them;
before them, the road stretched
greyly over, to be lost in the
cheerless darkness. The road
was bordered on either hand
by a ditch and a thin hedge,
beyond which was a little cul-
tivated ground and then the
barren heath.

“You seem to know the
way,” remarked Holt, as they
moved quickly along in the
direction of the prison.

“It is not the first time I
have been here,” replied
Locke. “Colonel Arden is, I
have told you, a friend of
mine, and I have often been
obliged to visit him ' profes-
sionally.” :

“I see. 1 have met him
once or twice, and I saw him
when I first came down here
about Dent. By the way,
there is one thing I would
like to ask you, about a
remark of yours last evening.
Why did you say to Harker
that there was more chance
of your finding out down here

* who that big man is than the
inspector has at Scotland
Yard??"

“Well, it is really only sur-

mise. It is an indisputable
factthat he knows Dent pos-
sesses  certain  information
about the hiding-place of your
jewels, It is unlikely that
Adams, the man who stole
them in the first instance, told
him anything, and he cer-
tainly has not an appearance
that would inspire confidence
from Dent. Therefore, he must have
accidentally gained his knowledge.
Adams told Dent by word of mouth, and
then informed your father——

“I follow now. You think that the

ig man may have seen the letter to
my father?”

“Exactly. But Colonel Arden will
help us there. because the only person
who could have seen the letter hetween
the time it left Adams’ hands and
reached your father is some prison
official.”

They walked on in silence a little
way, then Holt said:

“I really cannot see what you propose
to do if Dent refuses to assist us.”

“1 have prepared for that con-
tingency. T think you can safely leave
it to me, but you——"" Locke broke off
suddenly, then went on: “I don’t wish
to alarm you, but do you know that
someone is following us?”

“That’s interesting4”

“If I am not mistaken it is your old
friends. Evidently they have seen you;
it is flattering to think that they still
consider us dangerous to their plans.
What shall we do—run for it? It is
barely half a mile to the governor’s
house.”

“T should think not. Let’s give them
what they are asking forI”

“Just what I wanted you to say!”
exclaimed Locke grimly. “When T give
the word, turn round and go for them.”

“Right-ho, Mr. Locke! I owe them
one or twoi”

They walked en for another hundred
yards before Locke made any further
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move, then, with a shout to Holt, he
wheeled round.

The three men were only & few yards
behind, and walking on the soft turf
that bordered the road.

They were taken completely by sur-
prise. One man was unfortunate because
he caught the full weight of a blow on
the jaw that had all the force of Mr.
Locke’s sudden rush behind it. It lifted
him clean off his feet and bowled him
into the ditch beside which he was walk-
ing. The blow may have knocked him
out, or it may have removed any in-'
clination for further fight, In any case,
he did not reappear, and Locke turned
his attention to the big man, who was
running towards him, while Holt
engaged the third ruffian,

For all his bulk the man moved
quickly, and he evidently knew how
to use his fists. With the width of the
road to work in there was plenty of
room, and if there had been more light
Locke would have enjoyed the tussle.

As Locke cleared the fallen body of
the first man he caught his opponent a
right hook above the heart that sent
him back with a surprised grunt. But
he came on again, feinted cleverly, and
shot out his left for Locke’s jaw. The
detective ducked slightly, thrust under
the man’s guard, and got home a
couple of ligitning blows to the body,
and another to the face, as he jumped
clear. But he was not quite speedy
enough, for the other’s left came round
in time to catch him a stinging cut on
the side of the head.

The man expected Locke to retreat,
but instead the detective stepped in and
planted two steam-hammer blows on the
man’s jaw that shook him off his
balance, and as he staggered back landed
another rattling blow over the heart
that had all his weight behind it and
all the strength of his supple muscles.

The man went down like a log, and
Locke turned to see how Holt was
faring. The young aristocrat stoocd near.
adjusting his necktie.

“Easy !” he exclaimed. “The fellow
could not box for little apples. I put
him in the ditch with the other one.
What are you going to do with them ?”

“ Well, I think it best—"

“Look out!”

Locke jumped forward in time to
dodge a wild swing from the big man,
who had gained his feet while Locke’s
attention was distracted. Holt leaped
forward, but the fellow evaded him and
ran off down the road.

“We have got the others,
said Holt.

Locke pulled out his electric torch,
and- flashed the light along the ditch.
The nettles were erushed down in two
places, but there was no sign of the
nen,

“Where the deuce have they gone?”
exclaimed Holt.

“Through the hedge.” said Locke,
with a laugh, and pointed to where two
indistinet fizures were scuttling across
the field.

“Is it any use chasing them?”

“T think not; we ought to get along.
Colonel Arden won’t welcome us if we
delay our visit much longer.”

They resumed their walk, and soon
the high wall of the prison loomed up
before them. Locke led the way to a
tall iron gateway; it gave on o the
house and small grounds occupied by the
governor. He pulled a handbell, and in
a few moments his ring was answered
by a stalwart porter.

“I want to sec Colonel Arden. 1
wired him from XLondon that T was
coming. My name is Locke.”

“Yes, sir, The governor's expecting
you.”

though,”
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The conversation had taken placs
shrough the bars of ths gate, and the
man now opened i, relocking it when
they had passed through.

They followed him up the short drive,
and the colonel himself opened the door.

“Hallo, Locke! I began te think you
weore never comung! How are you?”
asked the governor, as he shock Locke’s
hand. “What! Mr, Holt as well! I
hardly ecxzpected to see you.”

“We are both on the same errand,”

said lLocke, as they entered the
governor’s cosy sitting-room. :
“Let me sce. Ah, of course! That

man Dent, 1 suppose?”

“That’s right, colonel. Is it possible
for us to have a few words with him?

“To-night 17

*Ves 1f it can be managed.”

“Certainly, Locke—certainly! But 1
doubt it you'll get much cut of him.”
“1 shall have, at least, the satisfac-
tion of offering him fair treatment,”
put in Holi.

“He isn’t the class of man

e

taken to my office, and we can
view him there. He is to be released
in the morning. I suppose you know
that 22

“¥Yes,” replied Locke. ‘“He goes on
licsnee to London, I think.”

*That’s right. Excuse me a moment,
and I'll ring over.

Colonel Arden went to the wall tele-
vhone, and spoke into the mouthpiece
for a few seconds.

“Has Dent had any visitors to-day ?”
Locke asked, as the governor resumed
bis seat.

“Yes; a rather privileged visitor in
a way. He—F"

“A big man, brown eyes, heavy jaw,
low fore'flead, and outstanding ears?”

“That’s the man, Locke,

“I can tell you! A o

3 33
Lere.

Be

0

He is

Yes; & warder
iz  months
Az Dent will

free to-morrow,

nd I know Megan,

I let him have a few

ninutes’ conversation

with him.”
“Megan s the
man’s
[{ava E2)

“How long has he
been here?”

“Twelve or four-
teen years, [
believe.”

“The scoundrel!™
exclaimed Holt.
: isn’t a par-
alarly nice man,”
governoz,
I—er—have

nothing against

him.”’

“I must ask vou to excu any
explanations now,”  Locke remarked.

“We can tell you everything later on.
Was Dent in Megan’s section ?”

“1 can’t say off-hand.”

* Has he done hospital duty, Colonel 77

*“I really couldn’t say I only tock
over here sinece that time, but 1 have
no doubt he has. I've got records in my
office, Well, shall we go over??”

The thrce walked across the prison
grounds to the pgoverncr’s office, and
found Dent already there in charge of
two warders.

He was a prematurely-aged man, and
he gazed at them askance from beneath
lowering eyebrows. He had a sulky,
obstinate appearance that did not look
very promising to Locke.

“Colonel Arden sent the two warders
from the room.

-and consider

“XNow, Dens, these gentlemen have
something to say to you. I would

advise you to give thom your attention,
well what they have to

er you.”

The conviet made no reply, but gazed
down at his boots,

“I think you’d better talk fo b
Holt,” said the goveruor.

Dent raised his head ab that.

“He don’t want to do no talking!
he exclaimed.
he’s the dead spit of ’is {a
cove what I saw ten yeai
won’t get nothin’ out o
stuck in this rat-hole all
blab what I know for {
aslged 17

“Now, Dent,” put in the governor,
“be reasonable.”
bls! Reas'nable P—and a

¢ man’s pallid
features. You're ioo bloomin’ late!
When the old man came to me, was he
reas’nable? ’'E was a Member of Par-
liament, an’ wouldn’t take up my case—
raid I was a felon, and ’e wouldn’t
divert the course of justice, Justice!
I've done my time for ’ousebreaking and
manslaughter and all the while I'm
innoccent as a rew-born babe! If he’d
got me out I'd ’zve told him what he
wanted to know, but e wouldn’t move a
finger 1 Justice |”

'The conviet shook with passion, and
menaced Holt with clenched fists.

“It's no use you going off like this,”
said Colonel Arden sharply., “Will you
liste ’.’

“He’s ten years too late!” exclaimed
Dent,.

There was a silence for o few moments,
then Locke bent over and whispered:

“1 don’t think it is any use, Hoit.”

“Tf this were not unofficial I'd teach
him to sheut in my office,” said the
governor sternly. ‘“Apparently he has
made up his mind about this, and Y'm
afraid youw’ll get no satisfaction from

<

n
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him, T’d beiter send
him back to his
cell.”

“One moment,”’
said Locke. “Do you
nind if I ¢ ”him a

ons?
Locke—go

hope to
keep the jewels for
yourseli?? asked
Locke of the conviet.

“Never you mind
what I ’ope to do!”
snarled the man, “It
ain’t the likes o’ vou
TR tell 1

“You may tell
someone else and get
infinitely worse treat-
ment. I know to
whom you are going
when you leave here.”

“You do, do you? Well, you'd better
keep your mose out of ’is business or
yow'll get a bashin’. I suppose you're
L

hat clever cove, Ferrers Locke?
card about you !?

The man’s tone was full of vicious
passion, and Locke fturned to Colonel
Arden

“I think that is all, Colonel.”

The governor called fo tho warders,
and the conviet was taken away.

“I think that settles it, Mr. Holt, He
will go straight to Megan when he gocs
oub.”

“To Megan 1” exclaimed the governor.

“Yes; he is mixed up in this. If
you could turn up those records you
were speaking about, I think you will
find that he was on hospital duty tea
vears ago. Do you happen to remember

T've
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date when your father received that
, M. Holt?77
Some time in June, I know.”

e governor went to ono of the
e along the wall and took down a
ok marked “ Hospitel Staff.” ;

n  through the index
resently turned to a page.
*Yes, Megan was on duty from April
to October. He had a poisoned hand,
and was put down for light hospi
work.”

““Bick prisoners
suppose, colonel?”
85 in those days it was onece a

and

are allowed letters, I

D

I believe that the letters which
t are read by some official.”
‘Yes, they are.” {

“That clears up the mystery of how
he got the information,” said Holt.

“H'm! Our next step is fairly plain,
then. Colonel, do you think I could put
2 call through to Baker Street?”

“Certainly, Locke.”

Ten minutes later the detective heard
his assistant’s cheerful voice over the
wi

o,
“Hallo, guv'nor! I was just going
to turn in.”

“You won’t sleep in Baker Strect to-
night, Drake.”

“How's that?”

“I want you to come down here. Did
vou have any luck at the Yard?” asked
Locke. knowing the answer he would
receive.

“Guv'nor, I've seen thousands of
photographs of the ugliest men in
England, but the big fellow isn’t among
them.”

“I know all about him now, my lad;
’ll tell vou when you come down. Will
you get the ear out—no, I think you’d
better come down by train—you ecan
sleep on the way. There is a ftrain
leaving Paddington a little before mid-
night—ecatch that. Wear some pretty
rough clethes—you will probably be
prowling round the ZEast Ead to-
morrow, so you can guess the make-up
yowll need. Pl meet you at Kings-
ville when you arrive. Is it all clear?”

“I’m on my way,” said Drake; and
Tocke heard the receiver bang on the
resh.

o spent some time gathering in-
formation about Megan, finding a great
interest in the man’s haunts. and
associates. Then the detestive and his
companion took their leave of the
colonel, and were soon back in the
Anglers’ Rest. -

A little after five the next morning
they met Drake’s train at Kingsville
Junction. The lad was roughly dressed
in a worn, ready-made suit; his boots
were in bad condition; and he wore no
collar, only a dirty neckerchief. He
looked a typical London lout, and did
not approach Locke on the station, but
followed him out into the town, until
his master entered a yard belonging to
2 timber merchant. .

Behind a stack of timber, and con-
cealed from prying eyes, cke ex-
plained what had occurred at Portdown
Prison, and gave Drake his instructions.

“1 want you to hang on to Dent until
he meets Megan—that’s the big man—
and the others. Then let me know at
Baker Street. Don’t take any risks on
the job, lad; and. above all, don’t let
Megan or his companions see you. Mr.
Holt and I had seme trouble with them
last night, and they mizht try and get
their revenge on you.”

iIn a few words Locke told of the ficht
n the road.

“ How will I know Dent, guv’nor?”

“Ho is catching a train at eight-
thirty. Here is a photograph of him
got from Colonel Arden.”
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Drake took the little porirait and
studied it closely.

“T’ll recognise him all right,” he said
as he handed it back.

“If you hang about near the station
barrier you’ll see him come up with a
man from the prison, who will put him
on the train. Mr. Holt and I are going
to town right away. I am not sure if
Megan is still in Kingsville or not. He
most probably went back last night—in
fact, I feel prefty certain that he did.
Anyway, keep your eyes open while you
are here.”

"Rxght ho, guv nor‘” said Drake,
with o cheery smﬂe. “Leave it to me.
As soon as I run ’em down Il let you
know. Nothing else, is there?”

“Did you get some sleep on the
train 2

STidid: T'xve hours solid—empty car-
riage and all.”

Locke locked at his watch.

“We shall have to get along to the
station,” he said. “Well, sc-long,
Drake!”

The lad exchanged grips with Locke,
and shook Holt’s hand, then sauntered
out of the yard.

On the way to the
marked :

“Do you think it is quuw—— mean, he
seems g0 young. I hardly like—-"

“My dear Holt Drake will stick to
Dent wherever he goes, and the man
won't have the slightest idea of his
presence.”

station Holt re-

P

THE SECOND CHAPTEH.
A Lively Timo for Jack Draks!
T eight o’clock Drake went to the
A station and took his ticket to
T.ondon, then stood near the
main barvier and watched for
Dent and the man who was to accom-
pany him from the prison.
the

Ife had memorised convict’s

features, and had no difficulty in recog-
Dent was
D lar

nising lnm when he arrived.
dressed in a new suif, and wore a ¢
and tie. His atiire
contrast to Drake’s, 1
obviously cheap and ready
the lad wondered if for once he had
chosen his disguise badly.

Dent’s companion was in plain clothes,
and loocked a typical warder. If the
lad had any doubts, thu/ were set ab
rest by the ticket- collector’s comment at
Lhe barrier.

ile casually scanned the paper that
the warder handed him, and asked:

“(oing on to the pmttorm
She’s due in about ten minutes.”

“Yes; must put him on the tr
the man replied, as he and Dent p
through.

Drake had his ticket clipped, and
following at a distance, stood watching
the two as they waited for the London
train. Dent gazed about him, and drew
big gulps of the fresh moming air. He
seemed in a very cheerful mood, and
laughed a good deal.

Hvidently, after his confinement in
i he was enjoying the first few
hours of freedom with a zest that Drake

Jim?

_could hardly appreciate.

The train came in, and Dent shook

“hands with the warder and entered a

carriage. Drake did not want Dent to
see him at the junction, because if the
man afterwards caught sight of him he
might remember his face “and draw his
own conclusions. Yet the lad wanted to
get as near to Dent’s compartment as
possible

Ho doubled round and along another
platform, approaching the carriage
from the rear. The man was hanging
half out of the window, staring up and
down. Drake hid behind one of the big
posts that supported the station reof

in a moment the thres roughs were engaged in a fiercs fight with Locks and his

companion.

©One man caught a terrific blow on the jaw from the detective that

sent him staggering into the diteh.

until the guard blew his whistle and
waved his flag.

The commotxon caused by the en
in starting up abt
tion, m;d, i
Drake ran .
slipped into the nex

The run ocecupied a l..,ue over six
I’xourn, and when the train arrived at the
terminus, Dent went straight to a
restaurant. Drake was feeling a little
hungry himself, but the place which the
ex-econvich entered was a little oo stylish
for the lad to enter. Ho was obliged to
wait over an hour until Dent reappeared,
all the time a prey to misgivings le f the
man should leave by some othor

The restaurant was almost oolfo»xte
the e»ml_a.ne to tnc terminus., At the
top of the slops was gathered a number
of newsboys and bookmakers’ touts.
Drake bought ‘o paper and spent the
time pretending to study the betting
news, or talking to some of the men.
He thus made himself inconspicuous,
and was able to watch the shop in
comfort.

When Dent reappeared, hs boarded an

omnibus and mounted to the top.
Drake went inside and took a ticket for
the whole journey. The man alighted
near Tottenham CO“[(’ Road, and turned
down & narrow side street. Drake,
shadowing him skilfully, soon found that
the ex-convict was ]Mdmu him through
the back streeis and allekuys of Soho.

There were so many byways that Dent
could take that Drake had to be con-
tinually on the alert. It was not so
much & question of escaping observation
as of making certain that Dent did not
disappear unnoticed down some little
alley.

The lad stuck to him well, and pre-
sently they emerged into the Piccadilly
Cirens end of Shaftesbury Avenue.

Drake = successfully mounted the
comparatively easy obstacle of another

)
e Aattmm and

comp s ritment,

UL
¢

omr‘bus During ths nde he wondered

+ how mur'h of Dent’s turnings and
mvwﬁn% in Soho had been intentional,
and came to the conclusion that Dent
feared he would be followed, but was
not certain that anyone was on his 'Lraek.

The omnibus sped eastward, and Dent
clambered down the steps from above
when they were a little way along the
Strand.  The ex-conviet left the con-
jested hl?h‘l vy, and, to Drake’s disgust,
ente-rbd tha Adelphi Arches.

Drake let him get a little way down
tho first of thess dark, vaulted, sub-
terranean ways, and then followed.

The cobbled rcad dipped dewn, and
then bent to the right. The corner was
inadequately lit by a flickering lamp,
casting a yellow glow that seemed on v
to aceentuate the shadows in the arch
walls.

The lad edged cautiousty round the
corner, and, as he half expected, saw no
sign of the other. Dent had uldently
hidden in one of the numercus cellar
doorways, and was watching for any
signs of pursuit.

An errand-boy, whistling shrilly,
came down the dark passage, his heavy
boots echoing noisily as he strolled
.Lloni.,A He did not notice Drax\e, and
the youngster watched him until his
whistle died away as he turned into the
snnhﬁ’nt at tho other end.

When the boy had gone a shadow
detached itself from the wall. 1t was
Dent, apparently satisfied that no one
was fo]lowm,rz him, and he kept to the
middle of the eobhled ‘way. Not until
he was goune into the epen agam dld
Drake move; then he ran down al fter
Dent, and was in time to sece the man

‘turn up the next archway.

It was clear to Drake that the ex-
convict was following some line of
action that he had previously thought
out, The idea and his preparcdness
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for pursuit were good, but it could have
becn better executed. .
It wou'd have been a far more certain

. method of finding out if he were being
; followed if he had waited in the open

near the end of the arches, where he
would have been out of sight of anyone
on the underground roadway, and a

: follower would then be obliged to reveal

. himself

before he discovered his

‘guarry’s presence.

SRR A L

¢ northwards,

Dent worked his way back to the
Strand again, but this time he did not
take any precautions, and the young
detective’s ¢ask  was comparatively
easy. The man now appearsd to be
in no hurry, for he began to walk
ignoring omnibuses and

“other wehicles.

Soon they were treading the streets
of North London. It was evident that
Dent enjoyed the luxury of liquid refresh-
ment, for he made a stop at almost
every public-house to which they came.
His stay at each was of not less than
fifteen minutes’ duration, so that the
time soon passed, and Drake.began to
wonder if he were going to wander
pbout London on the man’s trail for

“gver.

Eventually Dent, now a little thought-
tul in his progress, gave up calling at
the public-houses, and began to make
his way along side streets. Arriving at a
street running level with the canal, hs
looked abcut him as though in search of
some particular building.

The street was flanked by dirty little
houses on the one side and big,
apparently disused and tumbled-down
buildings on the other. Dent suddenly

i turned into the doorway of one of the

most dilapidated, and Drake saw that

(it was a one-time warehouse, and that
:the ground floor at the front had been
‘turned into a low-class coffee-shop.

He peered through the steamy

.windows, and saw that Megan and the

iother two were there.

They greeted
Dent effusively, then-all four went into

*@ room at the back.

It was impossible for Drake to enter
the shop, owing to the risk of chance
recognition; but it was necessary that
in some way he should learn the men’s
plans. Looking about him, he found
that the old warehouse was surrounded
by a vard. This he promptly entered
by way of the broken-down gates.

There
his side to the room in which the four
men were seated, and he began
o prospect round for some way of
getting into the building. He saw that
& window, some fifteen feet above his
head, had neither glass nor frame, and
that a rusty rain-water pipe ran up
alongside it.
~He tested the pipe; it was very
shaky, and little scales of rust rattled
down inside as he shook it, It appeared
too rickety to bear his weight, and he
went the whole length of the building
in an endeavour to find something more
promising. He was unsuccessful, and
since the pipe offered the only avail-
able means of entry, determined to try
his luck.

By getting some purchase on the wall
and finding an occasional foothold in
a broken brick, he gradually worked
his way upwards. It was a very ticklish
business, but finally he got a hold on
the sill of the big window.

He pulled himself up, and, to get
% better grip pressed one foot against
the rainwater pipe. Already loose, the
thrust was ton much for the worn
bracket, which broke away, and a big
section went clattering to the paved yard
below.

Drake clambered through the window
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secemed to be mo windows on-

in desperate haste, and, dropping t6
the floor, bent down. It seemed to him
that the whole neighbourhcod was
roused, but soon the disturbance died
away and he felt free to look about
him.

Pulling out his elegtric torch, he®
carefully flashed it on the floor. Many
of the Hoorboards were missing, show-
ing the big supporting joists, and at
the end he saw a huge trapdoor or
opening in the floor, through which
the light streamed from below.

He picked his way across the rotten
flooring, then, replacing the torch in
his pocket, he lay down full length and
peersd over the edge.

Megan, Dent, and the two other men
were seated about a small table directly
beneath the hole, and Drake mnoticed
that only a couple of candles standing
on the table lit up the room:.

The men were conversing earnestly,
heads bent together, but their talk was
couched in such low tones that Drake
could not catch a word. For a few
morments he was content to survey them
and to watch their gestures. Megan
appeared to be persuading Dent to some
course that the ex-conviet scemed
reluctant to adopt. -

Drake worked a little more forward
until his head and shoulders were over
the gap, and be was able to distinguish
a word or two here and there.

It was tantalising to watch them con-
forring and yet not to be able to follow
their conversation. Drake felt that
everything depended upon him; un-
doubtedly Dent must soon reveal his
secret, and Megan was probably trying
to make him tell.

Some of the big man’s words floated
up to the lad:

“Can’t get ’em yerself—after all this
time—we’ll play the gamel”

Presently Dent appeared to agree to
something, and their heads came ever
closer together, and only the ex-convict
spoke. ;

Drake strained every nerve to catch
what the man was saying, but Dent’s
voice was so low that only a hoarse
murmur reached the lad’s ears.

He worked himself still more for-
ward, and the men below must have
soen him had they not been so en-
grossed.  For fully five minutes the ex-
convict talked, then Drake noticed that
they became ever more attentive, and
he guessed that the crucial moment,
when the secret of the hiding-place of
the djewels would be divulged, was at
hand. .

He rose to his knees, and, retaining
his balance by a hand on the edge of
the opening, bent downwards as far as
he could. It was an awkward moment,
and every muscle in his body was
strained. But he could hear.

“Told me they were down there in
the Saxon’s Grave,” said Dent’s voice.

“Whereabouts 7’ asked Megan, rather
hoarsely.

“Right at the back, and ’e said the
en&rance’}, was behind a big elder bush,
and-——
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At that moment Drake felt himself
overbalancing ; he tried to pull himself
back, but the rotten wood broke under
his hand and he plunged downwards.

He fell clean on to the table, and it
splintered under his weight. The
candles were scattered apd the room
plunged into darkness.

Drake was badly shaken, but he found
his feet, and, feeling grappling hands,
struck out vigorously.

There was a terrific uproar all about

im,

“Hold him!” shouted Megan. “Cet
a light somebody !”

A ‘match was struck, and the weak
light showed Drake in the middle of
the room grappling with Dent and
another of the men. He broke free
and made for the door, but was tripped
and fell just as the match burnt out.

He struggled up, but by that time
someone had found a candle and lit it.
With the light to guide him, Megan
made a wild rush; but Drake dodged
his swinging fists and crashed his head
into the pit of the man’s stomach. The
fellow doubled up like a jack-knife, and
grunted a curse; then Diake, putting
all his strength into it, tumbled one of
the other men over with a weighty blow
on the side of the head, and once again
broke away.

A leg of the broken table lay near
him; he picked it up, and, swinging
it above his head, dashed at them.

The table-leg was a fearsome weapon,
and involuntarily they gave before him,
leaving the way open to the door.
Drake took the chance that was
offered, and rushed through, expecting
to find himself in the coffeeshop. In
this he was mistaken, for the shop led
to another broad room, and the shop
was on the far side; a burly fellow
stood there with outstretched arms
awaiting him.

The lad glimpsed & passage on his
right, and made for it. It was narrow
and dark, and, following its short
length, Drake soon found himself in the
cavernous interior of the main building.

The floor was covered with rubble
and bags of cement. Over these he
stumbled, often falMing headlong, with
no light to guide him, and the cries of
his pursuers to urge him on. He lost
his weapon, and bruised himself in his
continual falls, but hardly felt the
pain. His cne thought was to get out
of the place and ecarry what little news
he had gained to Ferrers Locke.

Presently Drake was brought up by
violent contact with a wall. He turned
to look behind him, and saw, across the
lumbered floor, the flickering light of a
candle.

Presently others were lit, and the
four men came towards him in a line,
turning over bags, and peering behind
the bigger stacks of wood and rubbish.
Evidently they had temporarily lost
him.

Cautiously he edged along the wall,
and, after moving some little distance,
found a rusty iron ladder running
upwards. His heart leapt at the dis-
covery, and he hurriedly clambered up
it. He could not see where it led, but
guessed that it gave on to the foor
from which he had fallen. . He scon
found that his presumption was correct,
and, climbing through a small opening,
stood upright. Away on the left he

.could see the big window through which

he had gained entrance through the
warehouse.

The flooring between him and his only
means of egress had all been ripped up,
leaving oxﬁy the big joists, between
which he could see the men searching
for him below. To escape he would be
obliged to step from one big beam to
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the next. It was only a distance oif a
couple of feet, but ngt easy to gauge
in the darkness, for he dared not use
his torch as it would have betrayed his
whereabouts to the men.

He began to walk forward, siepping
from beam to beam, until he came to a
spot immediately above his pursuers.

He stopped, afraid that the noise of
his boots on the joists might attract
their attention. When they had passed
on he paced forward again.

Until that time he had proceeded
with great caution, feeling with his toe
for the next beam before he stepped.
But, watching the men below, he
beeame, for the moment, oblivious of
his awkward position, and missed his
footing.

He slipped between two of the joists,
clutching wildly to save himself falling
completely through. He stopped, with
his bedy half above the floor and his

The lad had still some distance to go,
and his whole body thrilled with impa-
tience at his slow progress. He sud-
denly bethought himself of his torch,
and the mneed for concealment now
being gone he drew it ous. :

He was near the window, with per-
haps a dozen joists still to traverse,
when he heard a ladder being reared
against the big opening, through which
he had watched the men. The floor on
that side was in much betier condition.
If a man reached the top of the ladder
before Drake got fo the window he

-~ ‘ i
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Two others were on him immediately,
and he was fung io ths rotten floor,

“Get a rope, ono of youl? Megan
orderved, and a few minutes later Drake
was trussed hands and feet.

“Pve never seen such a
demon 1 Dent exelaimed.
that rainpipe fell down!
as 2 Hon!¥

“We'll give ‘im a chance to get a bit
weaker 1" said Megan grimly. “We'll
leave ’im here until we come {mok.”

Drake was roughly gagged with a

dirty rag and a piece of tape passed

young
“No wonder
He’s strong

Peering round the corner Jack Drake watched the ex-convict slouch past, his collar turned well up, and his cap puiied dows:,

legs dangling through {0 the hall
below.
Megan heard the sound of his

scuffling and caught sight of his boots
as Drake pulled himself up.

= “There ’e is!” cried the big man.
“Up there, on the next floor !”

The swift rush of footsteps reached
Drake’s ears as he hauled himself on
to the beam again. Despite the need
for haste, he could not hurry, but was
obliged to feel for each joist before he
moved, to prevent e repetition of his
accident.

He could not give any attention to
the movements of the men, and could
only guess by the sounds he heard that
- they had returned to the room in which
he first saw them. Apparently they
knew he was making for the window,
and it developed into a race as to who
should get there first.

could catch the lad before he dropped
over the sill.

Drake pressed forward, and as he
leaped from the last joist Megan’s head
appeared at the top of the ladder.

He bellowed with rage as he sprang
clear to the floor and bounded forward.
He came in great leaps, jumping reck-
lessly over the wide gaps, as Drake
slipped one foot over the sill.

He got the other foot over, and
glanced below, to judge the distance of
the drop, and Megan's face appeared
at the window opening as Drake
lowered himself. The big fellow’s great
hand shot out, and grabbed him by the
collar. Bwinging the plucky lad clear
of the sill, Megan hauled him in again.

] got 'im! Give us 2 hand ! he
eried; for Drake was struggling gamely
but futilely in the man’s clutch,

round and tied at the back of his head.
Then they flung him on to a pile of
sacks and cloth I one corner.

“You ean stew there for a bit!” said
Megan, prodding him with his foot.
“You've been too clever, my boy!
You stop there a day or two and think
about it!?

All four men then returned down the
ladder, and after conversing for a little
while one of the men eame up to make
sure that Drake was securely bound.
He tried all the knots and turns in the
rope; then, with a parting kick and a
malicion s grin, he rejoined his com-
panicns. '

Shortly afterwards the light
extinguished, and Drake heard

bang of the door as they left.
~ Yur Peruran.—No. 371
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Double Crossed’
EGAN, Dent, and the other two
men, whose names were Peel
and Ward, were seated in a
third-class smoker that rocked
steadily towards the East Coast. Their
tickets were taken to Culford, and as
they were the only occupants of the
compartment they had an opportunity
to further discuss their plans.

“The only thing that
worries me,” remarked
Dent, “is ‘ow we're
goin’ to turn the stuff
into money.”

“You leave that to

me,” said Megan. “I
can fix that up all
vight. The finding of

it 1s the only thing you
need worry about.
Are you sure you got
it right?”

“Yes,” replied Dent,
in a decided manner
that left no room for
doubt. “Adams told
me it time and again,
to make sure I didn’t

forget. Right at the
end, it is. There’s an
‘eart with an arrer

through it on the wall

close by. °'Ere you”—he turned to

Peel—“"ave you got that trowel?”
“I've got 1t,” said Megan, producing

a small, wooden-handled tool from his

pocket.

“Oh, good!”

“I suppose that boy’ll be all right?”
observed Ward nervously, after a little
silence.

He was a thin-featured man, who
spoke in a querulous voice, and per-
petually wore a troubled air.

““Yes, o' course he will Megan
growled, with a gesture of annoyance.
“You're too soft-earted. 'E’ll be all
right. Bit o’ luck we saw ’im, else ’e’d
a been straight off to that Ferrers
Locke, and the fat would ’ave been in
the fire!”

“I don’t know ’ow ’e come to be
there,” said Dent plaintively.

“1 suppose ‘e must 'ave seen you.”

“Well, e couldn’t ave followed me. I
saw to that,” said Dent, with decision.
““Besides, ’e doesn’t know me.”

The train in which these men were
travelling had left London an hour before
midnight, and was the last to Culford
that night. It reached the country town
about two o’clock in the morning.

The four men alighted and waiked ou}
of the station. The cab-rank was
empty, save for one vehicle, an old open
landau, with a horse dozing in the
E))%lfﬁs and the driver half-asleep in the
cab.

Megan approached the driver
asked :

“Will you drive me and my pals oub
to a village called Saxon?”

“’Ow many be there—fower?”

“Yes, four. ’Ere’s a pound to take
us out, an’ I'll give you another to bring
us back.”

The driver got out and took the note
that Megan offered.

_ “All right, jump in!” he said, gather-
ing up the reins and climbing stiffiv to
his seat.

The slow old horse took over half an
hour to reach Saxon Village. When
they arrived, Megan insisted on
tho man driving for another half a
mile, which brought them to Culford
Heath.

“Shan’t be more than three-quarters
of an hour,” the man remarked to the
driver as they left the cab.
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and

# Straight on, it is,” said Dent, as the
four struck off aecross the heath, stum-
bling awkwardly over the rough
ground. *‘Sec them trees?” And he
pointed to where a clump showed dis-
tinctly against the night sky. “That’s
she top end o’ the grave. The place is
under there in the cliff.”

All four cursed a good deal as they
made their way over the uneven ground,
and occasionally one or another of them
measured his length in
the heather as he
tripped over some rut,
or caught his foot in
one of the holes with
which the heath was
pitted.

When they reached
the clump of trees
they discovered that
they stood on the top
end of a huge, elon-
gater depression. On
one side it gradually
rose to the level of the
heath again, and on
the other fell sheer for
some fifty feet.

They took the easiest
method of descent, and
soon all four were
standing in the pitch
darkness at the bottom
of ft»he hollow and close to the chalk
cliff.

“It'll want some finding in the
dark,” grumbled Megan.

“No, it won’t. There’s only one
elder bush,” said Dent excitedly.

“Switch on that flashlamp, and we'll
}V()’E‘k along the cliff until we come to
it

One of the men produced the lamp,
and soon its white rays were flashing
along the cliff foot as they moved. Pre-
sently they showed the yellowish-white
blossom of an ancient elder-bush

_“That’s it!” exclaimed Dent.
right behind it!”

All four scrambled excitedly up to the
space between the bush and the cliff,
beating down the nettles in their haste,
and tripping over the debris that had
fallen from the soft cliff-face.

“Now,

¢ There’s the sign : * shouted the leading man as hs pointed to the
old markings on the wall of the cave.
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For some time they searched, but
could find nothing.

“You’'ve been
Megan angrily. )

“No, I ain’t. Look there! Sece that
’ole 2’ eried Dent, pointing with a shaky
hand to a small hole in the cliff-foot.

‘A bloomin’ rabbit could ’ardly get
through that!” cried Pee!, in disgust
and disappointment.

“It’s been choked up by stuff fallin’

193
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ol exclaimed

down,” said Dent. “Gimme that
trowel. TI’ll scon make it big enough

to drive a coach through!”

He snatched the tool from Megan, and
began to dig frantically about the sides
of the hole. He fairly made the lumps
of chalk fly, so eagerly did he work, and
soon the hole was large enough to admit
2 man.

“Where’s that lamp?” he demanded,
handing the trowel to Megan; and,
taking the light, he crawled through the
hole.

“Come on!” he
sounding hollowly.

And one by one they followed him.

They found themselves in a long,
natural cave, with a vaulted roof that
lowered in two places and divided the
cave into three.

Dent flashed the lamp round, and it
glistened on the damp wall. Apparently
the place had been well known at sonse
time, for there were names and inscrip-
tions cut everywhere, and dates that
went back over three hundred years.

Dent cautiously led the way into the
cave. It was unnaturally silent end
exceedingly eold. The sound echoed as
their booted feet struck the rough floor,
and all four cast glances over their
shoulders at dark corners to swhich the
light from the lamp did not reach, and
sank their voices to hushed whispers.

The chill atmosphere of the cave
damped their elation, acting markedly
upon Ward.

“The place feels full of dead men!”
he remarked, in an awed voice.

“Shut up!” said Pes! shakily, *‘It's
all right; there’s nobody ’ere.”

called. his voice

£

“ That’s where the treasure

will be buried ! !
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“Blowed if 1 like it!” replied Ward.
“1 wish we was out of it!”

Dent was the only one who did not
scem much affected,- and they were
obliged to follow him closely, or he
would have left them behind in darkness
as he pressed eagerly forward with the
lamp.

The other two sections of the cave
Were much the same as the first, and
the wall at the end was cut and scored
with markings.

‘“’Ere we are! We'll soon ’ave
now!” the ex-convict exclaimed.

And all four began to search the face
of the wall for the heart and arrow.
Their spirits rose again when Megan
discovered it.

“That’s it,” said Dent.
that!”

Megan immediately pulled the trowel
from his pocket, and began to dig furi-
ously, while the others watched him
intently.

Tt .was not long before the point of
the tool struck somcthing hard. Megan
seraped the earth away to see what it
was, and the light from the flashlamp
showed bright streaks where the trowel
had scratched. y

“ A tin box!” he execlaimed.

“That's right. Adams said it was.
Dig it up, Megan—dig it up!”

_The big fellow dug rapidly, and, get-
ting the tip of the tool under one edge
of the box, heaved it up.

It was not very large, and the lid
was quickly forced up. Megan threw
the trowel aside and tipped the con-
tents of the box out on to the damp floor
of the ecave :

The light shone on bracelets and rings,
necklaces and brooches, pendants and
chains. The gold was tarnished. but the
bright light  caught the facets of

3
em

“Right under

N e
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diamonds and sapphires, rubies and
emeralds, opals and garfiets, that
reflected th.. white light in a myriad
of little points of coloured fire.

There was more wealth lying on the
floor ot the little cave than the men had
ever before seen. They gasped with
excitement, and each man grabbed
something from the pile.

A necklace of beautitul pearls dangled
from Dent’s grimy hands, their soft
sheen in strange contrast to his rough
skin, Peel wound « tine gold chain of
delicate workmanship round his rough
fingers, and Ward held two slim
bracelets so that the diamonds with
which they were set flashed fire.

Megan found a thick gold band that
just fitted over thrae of his fingers as he
held it up for inspection. It was almost
oval in shape, and ene side was covered
with a spidery inseription. On the
other, rubies and sapphires mingled red
and blue spears ot light.

“What’s this?” Le asked.

“Ladies’ knuckle-duster,”
Peel.

“It’s worth a bit, anyway,” com-
mented Megan. “Well we can look at
this lot later en.”

He replaced the band on the pile, and,
feeling in his pocket, drew out a cloth
bag. Piece by pi be picked up the
jewellery and dropped it in, then rose
to his feet.

“Come on—we'd hetter get away
He lifted the tamp from where it lay
on the ground and handed it to the
ex-conviet, “You go first, Dent, and
we'll follow.”

Dent took the lamp in obedience to
the big mar’s command and furned to
lead the way Megan metioned the
others to stand clear, and they drew
away. Ward licked his twitching lips,
and mads as if to
speak: but Pesl
nudged him warn-
i and he re-
lent.
'77 asked

g over

suggested
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“Find the lamp,”
said Megan, in a
tense voice. *““I be-
lieve T've done ’im
ini”

Peel found it, and
ai®ihree bent about
the prostrate man ag
Megan anxiously
examined him. His
hands shook a ‘ittle as he lifted Dent’s
head and inspected the wound from
which the blood trickled in a thin
stream. He thrust his hand under the
man’s coat and felt his hoartbeats, then
rose to his knees with a sigh of relief.
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‘6 SEE)
turn 1’

“Coin’ to
Ward.

“Course we are!” exclaimed Megan,
turning on him fiercely. “ What else do
you think we’re goin’ to do?”

“But—but he might die!”

“Won’t be our fault, will it?”
demanded the big man. “If you say
xr;]a!c}’l more about it I'll put you out an’
a,

Apparently Ward had nothing more
to say, and soon thev had left the cave
and were striding over the heath.

Mogan had charge of the jewels, and
he stuffed them into a capacious pocket
of his iacket.

“Now, look ‘ere” he said, as they
nioved along, “we’ll "ave to settle with
that cabby. It won’t do for ’im to know
exactly where we go, in case anybody
gets on our track.”

“You ain’t goin’ to lay *im oud, too?”
asked Ward nervousty.

“Shut up, for ’eaven’s sake !” Megan
explained angrily. “We only want to
shove ’im in the ditch an’ pinch ’is

s all right! Phew! It zave me a

asked

>

leave ’im ’ere?”

1

cab.

“Oh, all right!” said Ward, in a
relieved tone

“Vou two push ’im in the ditch and
T’ll ’op up in ’is seat. Then you jump
in, and T'll drive you off.”

Peel and Ward agreed to this, and
presently. they came up to the cab.

The driver took the nosebag off the
horse and adjusted the bit as they drew
near.

“Thought you were never comin
he said. “Onlv three of you? Where
be t’other?”

“Oh,” caid Megan, getting between
him and the cab, ‘“he’s over there.
Can’t you see ’im coming?”

As he spoke he edged the driver
towards the ditch

“No, I can’t. ’Ere, what be you a-
doin’?* he exclaimed, as the big man
gave him a sudden push that sent him
staggering into the arms of Peel and
Ward, who seized him on either side.

The old man had but littie chance
against them, but he resisted violently
when they attempted to drag him
towards the ditch. As they struggled
Megan grabbed the reins and sprang
for the driver’s seai, giving the horse
a sharp cut with the whip that sent the
surprised animal forward with a jerk.

The old man a'most broke away as he
saw thsir intentions, but they over-
powered himn

“Now, Ward 1” eried Peel; and, with
a united effort they swung the old cab-
man clear of the ground and flung him
into the ditch

Both turned, to see the landau already
moving of and Megan standing on the
box lashing the horse again and again
until it thundered down the road in o
clumsy gallop ;

“Hi!” shouted Ward. “Hi! What's
the game?”

Peel did not waste breath but sprang
for the landau. He found a grip
and half-pulled himself up But Megan
saw him and lcaning back, lashed at
his face He eanght hi fairly, half-
blinding the man s that he let go his
hold and fell to the road.

Ward ran up ana lifted the fallen
man, who, pressing his hand to his
streaming eyes, xclaimed:

“’Fe’s done us, Ward! ’E’s got away
with em !”

They watched th. cab receding into
the darkness then began impotently
to run after it
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
©n The Trail !

RAKE when he heard the men
D leave guessed that they were off
to get the jewels, and he thought
miserably of how he had failed

ais master. -

There seemed to him no way of getting
free or of attracting attention. It was
hopeless to attempt to roll to the window
Lecause of the state of the flooring, and
he wriggled in his bonds to try and
find some part that would give.

The scoundrels had doune their work
only too well, and soon he gave up the
attempt in despair. He could hear rats
scuttling about, but no sound reached
him frem the coffee-shop at the front
of the building

Wriggling on the sacks, ke discovered
that something hard and knobbl
under them  Heo could not find out
what it was, and finally decided that
it was most probably lumps of woed
or bricks

He thought of Ferrers Locke in Baker
Street, and wondered what he would say
when ha learned that he had failed in
his mission. The lad felt certain that
he had failed because the only clue he
had gained were the words: “Saxon’s
Grave,” which seemed to convey little;
and, in any case, the thieves were gone,
and had all but gained possession of
the jewels. He did not attribute his
plicht to bad luck or over-eagerness,
but called it carelessness, and con-
demned himse f for it.

How long he lay there with that chok-
ing gag in his mouth he could only
guess, but after what seemed an age he
caught the sound of a cautiously struck
match.

A light appeared in the room below
the opening in the floor, and Drake saw
the ladder reared up at the side.
Someone seemed to be iounting it; and
soon a boy clambered up, carrying a
lighted candle in one hand.

Drake’s heart leapt at the welcome
sight; but from the boy’s manner it was
cvident that he was unaware of the
veung detective’s presence,

The boy gazed about him half fear-
fully and moved cautiously in the direc-
tion of the corner where Drake lay.
But he kicked Drake’s feet before he
saw him, and almost dropped the light
in his astonishment.

Drake mouthed at the gag, pushing it
in and out with tis tongue. The boy
saw what he wanted, and bent down
and untied the tape.

“That's better!”” exelaimed Drake
when he had ejected the filthy

w

will yon?"

“3Who did it?” asked the boy, as he
bent down and began to pick at the
£

I
b

“Never mind that,” replied Drake.
“But I'll make him sorry for it before
I'm done. Can’t you undo them any
faster than that? There's a jack-knife
iu my pocket on the right; try to get
it out. You can keep it if you cut these
topes,” he added <lyly.

After a little manceuvring the boy
managed to get the knife and hacked at
the ropes.

“Did you know I was here?’ Drake
dsaed.

“No,” replied the boy, “You're lying
on my milk,”

- “Lying on what?’

“On my milk. I pinched it from old
Corbin,” the boy wdded candidly, “ an’
I came up to get it.”’

¢ Lucky thing for me you did,” said
Drake, as he sat up and moved his
cramped limbs. * Here, do you want
Linlf-a-crown?” The hoy’s eyes rounded
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lay

Now untie some of these ropes,

in the candlelight as Drake handed
him the coin. “ Now I must get along.”

Drake eased himself te his feet and
worked arms and legs to get the bloocd
circulating again. He found that his
electric torch was still in his pocket,
and by its light he picked his way to
the window.

The boy who had released him seemed
more interested in the welfare of his
stolen milk than in Drake’s departure;
and as the young detective climbed over
the window-sill he saw the boy turning
over the sacks in the corner.

The rainwater-pipe being now broken,
Drake had to drop some fifteen feet to
the ground. It was a long drop, and a
bad landing meant, at least, a twisted
ankle. But Drake did not hesitate, he
let himself go, and, alighting on his
toes, knees well apart. sprawled on the
ground, shaken but unhurt.

Less than half an hour later he was
in the copsulting-room at Baker Street.

“Hallo, young ‘un!’ greeted Locke,
jumping up from his chair and laying
aside his pipe. “You look as though
you have been in the wars. Are you

urt?”’

“A few bruises, but nothing much,”
replied his assistant. “I've spent the
evening scrapping with Megan’s gang.”

And he gave a concise account of his
experlences.

% * grunted Locke, when the lad

d. “Saxon’s Grave—eh?
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THRILLS

STRANGE ADVENTURES
WEIRD MYSTERIES

Are all contained in next.
week’s

DETECTIVE-
THRILLER

entitled :

“The Strange Case
of the VANISHED
MILLIONAIRE!”

Well, you go and change while I see
to some grub for you; then we’ll talk
it ever.”

By the time Drake was more respect-
ably attired Ferrers Locke had pre-
pared the lad a hot meal, to which he
did ample justice, and while he ate
Locke talked.

“Mr. Holt has gone back to Culford—
went this morning. Since he's been
gone I've been turning this affair over.”

Drake knew what that meant, and
visioned the room filled with tobacco-
smoke and Locke deeply concentrated.

“I've come to the conclusion,” the
criminologist went on, ‘that as Adams
was only at liberty for three days, from
the time that he killed the footman
until his arrest, he wuiust have hidden
the heirlooms in the Culford district,
particglarly as he was caught not far
away.

“That’s right, guv’nor.
thought of that before.

“Therefore,” Locke went on, *it is

I never
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a natural coneclusion that Megan and

his friends have gone to Culferd. if

1 am not at fault, the last train leaves

at eloven o’clock.’”” He glanced at his

z\}‘lattcﬁ and added: “ We shall just miss
at.

“There's always the car,” Drake re
nim.

“Precisely, young 'un! And when
you have finished eating we will drive
up there—that is if you are not too
tired.”

“Not a bit, guv'nor. Anyway, you
can drive, and T’ll sleep in the back.”

“Right! Well, having narrowed our
field of inguiry to the Culford district,
it seems to me that you have brought
the missing link. 1In .hort, I have little
doubt that the Holt jewels are hidden
in some place called Saxon’s Grave,
and that this place 1s near Culford.
Therefore, Drake, when we find shere
the Saxon’s Grave is we shall find the
je\\;gls-—if Megan hasn’t got there before
us.

“That looks most likely,”” remarked
Drake.

“In which case, we shall have to find
the man—and that will be easier than
finding the hiding-place of the jewels.
Well, are you within sight of the end
of that huge meal?”

“’Bout three minutes, guv'nor.”

“ All right, but don’t hurry. 1 think
T'll put a trunk call through to Mr,
Holt and prepare him for our coming.”

A few moments ‘ater Ferrers Locke
was speaking to Evering Holt.

He explained what had happened to
Drake, and something of his theory.

“You say you have never heard of
this place, Saxon’s Grave?”

“No,”” came the reply.

“Well, very possibly it is an obsolete
name. Have you any old maps of your
district, Mr. Holt?”

“Yes, several. Shall I look them out
for you?”

“If you will,” replied the detective.
“I can go over them when we arrive.
It is quite likely that we shall find it
marked somewhere. You might also
get a party of your men, in case we
meet Megan and his friends.”

“T’ll do that, Mr. Locke. When do
you expect to get here?”’

“Well, we shall 'eave almost immedi-
ately. The run will take barely thres
hours, so you may expect us a little
after two o'clock.”

Then Locke rang cff.

“That settles that, Drake. Now T
go and get the car round. I have bor-
rowed a bloodhound also, from the
police. We’ll take him with us, as he
may be useful.”

‘ifteen minutes later the detective's
big grey car was nosing its way out of
London, und soon was waking the
echoes in the guiet Essex lanes.

Drake slumbered in the fonneau, and
Locke slowed up occasionally, to see
that his assistant was all right and still
sleeping.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.,
Run to Earth !

VERING HOLT'S valet, Webh,
opened the massive door of Holt
Grange as Ferrers Locke's big
car rolled up the broad drive.

The detective roused Drake. and with
the bloodhound following docilely
behind, they entered the house.

“Mr. Holt’s waiting for you in the
library,” said Webb. “This way, sir.”

On a large table in the centre of the
room some well-creased maps swere
spread out. and Holt was bending over
them when they entered the big, book-
lined rcom.

“Hallo, Mr. Locke! You've somo
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nows for me?” said the young aristo-

cvat, striding forwsrd to greet them.
“¥es,” replied Locke; “I think 1

But it may be bad news. It

“Guv'nor,” Drake broke in, “I'm
going to sheer off and get a wash to
wake myself up, if Mr. Holt doesn’t
mind.” ;

“Not at all,” replied Holt,
over to the mantelshelf and pr
bell-push. “You'll meet Webb o
It you go into the hall he will give you
anything you require,”

When Drake had gone the dog made
nimself comfortable on the big fur 1
in front of the empty hearth, a:
detective told more fully how Drake
had fared during the day.

“Now, Mr. Holt, do you know of a
place ealled Saxon’s Grave 77

“ Never heard of it,” was the re

“But there is a village across the hea
called Saxon.”

“Ab, that gives some indicat
we are on the right track !” explained
Locke. “My idea in asking you to look
out these maps is, as I told you over
the phone, that I consider Saxen’s
Grave may be an obsolete name for
some place hereabout. Remember, it
was thirty years ago when Adams stole
the jewels, and names alter, or are for-
gotten. If Adams hid successfully for
three days while the countryside was
being scoured for him, he must have
had a good retreat. I suggest one that
was little known, and more or less
inaecessible.”

“These maps that I have are many
years old,” remarked Holt. “It is pos-
sible that the place is marked on one
of them.”

“We'll go over them,” said Locke,
moving to the table.

Drake entered at that moment, all
the sleepiness washed from his eyes, and

his alert young face sh and
bright as ever; a scratel his left
cheek and a purpling br his fore-

head were the only appar igns of

his strenuous day.

“That’s better, young ’un!” ohser
the detective. “Feel all right nos

“A treat, guv'nor!
de?”

“Yes. We are going to look over
these maps for the name that you
brought—* Saxon’s Grave." You might

o
Anything I can

_help.,”

The maps were of various sections of
the district, and the one that Drake
took shewed the north end of Culford
Heath.

“There’s a place called
Saxon,” he said, after a few moments’
search.

“Yes, we know all about that,”
replied Locke, coming ever to him and
looking at the collection of dots that
represented the village. “But what’s
this oblong here? The Hollow? That
looks uneommonly like a huge grave,
doesn’t it? Near the village, too,” the
detective mused. “Is there any date on
the map 7

“ Yes—nineteen
the lad.

“Have you any older map of this
part, Mr. Holt?”

The young man rummaged among the
papers on the table, and produced a
that was yellowed with age.
Locke took it and spread it out; it was
a map that had been drawn by hand,
and not too carefully; but it was very
detailed.

“Hallo! 1 see this oblong is called
¢ Saxon’s Hollow’ on this map. That
must be an old name. Abh, there weo
are!” And Locke pointed to a pair
ef brackets in which was written

here

ere

hundred,” observed

==

SEnnell ~ =
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Half-way to the village, the detective and his companions sighted their quarey.
¢ Atter them ! °’ gried Locke, and he led the party after the running men.

“Saxon’s Grave,” and then fo an
elongated blob near which were the
words, “The Cave of Grave.” “Ey
heard of a cave in the Hollow, neasr
Saxon Village, Mr. Holt?” asked
Locke.

“No, 1 never have,”
moving round the table.

“H'm! Well, there is one marked
on this map.” Locke straizhtened up
and rubbed his chin. “It's ¢
enough. The place now called t
Hollow was once known as Saxon's
Grave, and the cave in it was calle
the Grave. A little-known cave is a
very likely place for a hunied man to
hide in, I should say.”

“By Jove, you’ve hit it!” exclaimed
Holt.

“Dent spoke of an entrance by
elder-bush,” put in Drake.

“Yes,” said Locke, nodding. I
don’t think there is much doubt about
it. Well, we have no time to lose; we
had better get off there at once.”” The
detective glanced at his wateh. “Half-
past three! If they caught that train
which Drake and I missed they have
had time to get there and away again.”

“They may have been delaved !” ex-
claimed Hoit, moving to the door.
“Let’s get along at once.”

“Wait a moment.” And Locke held
up a restraining hand. “Did you get
the assistance that I suggested 7

“Yes; I have Webh, the gardeners,
and two chauffeurs waiting with a car
now,” replied Holt. “That’s seven,
and we make it up to ten. I'll rouse
them up.” And he almost ran from the
room.

Barely five minutes later Ferrers
Locke’s big car flashed up the drive an
turned towards the heath. Tt wa
closely followed by one of Holt’s cal

replied Holi,

a big

which was packed .with men of his
hausehold and the bloodhound.
At the edge of the heath the cars

stopped and all alighted. Locke and
Holt took the lead. and Drake followed
immediately behind, leading the blood-
hound on the leash; Locke, realising

that this wasgone of the occasions on
which he might be useful, had insisted
on the bloodhound accompanying them.

The party struck across the heath
straight for the village of Saxon, taking
a course that would bring them to the
Hollow. The torches that Locke and
Drake used enabled them to make good
headway, so that they were soon well
ahead of the rest of the men

Reaching the hollow on the side that
gradually led to its depth, they plunged
down, and soon the electric torches were
picking out the rubble along the cliff
wallk.

“The north end, I think,” murmured
Locke. “T'lI get a little in front if you
don’t mind.”” And Holt fell back
alongside Drake.

The detective’s keen eyes soon found
places where boots had ‘scraped across
the small boulders of chalk, showing
long white scratches; the progress of
the people before him was clearly to be
seen. He soon reached the big elder-
bush that Drake had heard mentione
and very quickly discovered tih
enlarged entrance.

“SBomeone has been here,” he called
to the two behind him. “I am afraid
we are too late, Drake. Go back and
tell the men not to come any closar—
not within fifty yards. I'll” hold the
bloodhound.” And he took the leash
from the lad’s hand.

Drake ran back, and as he moved he
inderstood the reason for the order.
Locke expected thas, if the men had
torestalled him the dog might be able
to get on their track, and he did not
want the men from the Grangs to con-
fuse the scent. He stopped the men a
good distance away, and then returned
to the cave mouth.

Withdrawing his automatic and hold
ing it gripped in his hand, Lock
crawled in, and waited for them to
join him inside. The dog went rat!
unwillingly, as if he did not like sub-
terrancan places.

‘They walked carefully along the cave,
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and in the third chamber found Dent
prostrate beside the fresuly-dug hole.

“The scoundrels!” exctuuned Locke,
restoring his pistol to his pocket and
lifting the wounded mans head. *Got
ais secret from him, and then robbed
him of his share of the jewels!”

Holt was prospecting sbout the hole
at the bottom ot the wall.

“There has been a box of some kind
in here,” he remarked, and then added

blnexly, “containing the jewels, 1
suppose " .

‘Don’t despair, - Mr. Holt” said
Locke, rising from beside Dent. “We

know who has them, at all events. I
don’t think we shall have much diffi
cul(v m (,atcmng them up. Now, it’s no
use crying over spilt mitk; we must get
to work. I half gxputed this, that is
why I brought the bloodhound. With
his assistance there is still a chance of
overtaking them. I want to find some-
thing that will zive him a scent.”

Drake’s foot kicked against the trowel
that Megan had discarded.

“How about this?” he asked, picking
it u

i No," replied Locke, shaking his
head; “that is no use. There is nothing
in that to guide the dog.” And he bent
down by the hole.

At the side, firm and clear in the
soft earth, were two clean footprints,
made by the big man as he dug up the
jewels.

“Here, boy!” he called.

And the great dog came up willingly.
Locke caug%xt Lim by the collar, taking
the leash from Drake, and pressed the
animal’s nose down to the footprints.

“Smell 'em, lad! Good boy. smell
et oub !”

He removed his hand, and the dog
began to cast about, then moved to-
wards the entrence of the cave.

“Come on!” called Locke to the
others. “He’'s got the scent! Leave
Dent where he ts, Holt. You can send
your valet and a couple of men for
him.”

The dog walked quickly over the
rough floor, and almost dragged Locke
along the short tunnel to the open air.
Outside, the big hound bayed twice—an
awe-inspiring  sound—then, straining

against the leash, led the way up the
slope,
Holt gave some of the men in-

structions to get Dent out of the cave,
then he and the remainder ran to catch
up the detective and the bloodhound.

“Soent’s fresh, guv'nor,” remarked
Drake, as he panted along beside his
master.

16 certa.inly is.
away.’

The hound was not at fault until they
struck the road again. There he nosed
vainly, and Locke saw the marks of the
landau

“Confound it! They had a carriage
of some sort waiting for them. Here
are some oats where the horse had a
feed while the vehicle was waiting.”
He flashed his torch down to where the
oats and chaff strewed the ground.
“They must have fallen from his nose-
bag. Down, dog—down! Give it up,
boy! Here you are. Drake! Take him,
will you?” >

Locke gave Drake the leash, and
began walking about the road, shining
his torch on the white, dusty surface.

“¥Yes, they came up here and went
back again,"
clmiom from the wheelmarks. “This
way! Come along! We'll have to run
if we are going to do any good.”

He led the way at a quick pace along
the road in the direction of Saxon
Village and Culford Junction. In a
few minutes they caught up with & man,
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They can’t be far

he said. drawing his con-

who seemed too outraged to speak
clearly.
“Sem three men in a cab go this

way ! "asked Locke, toppmg
““Seen em‘ Seen ‘em! Stole my
landau an’ puahed me in a ditch, they

did! Look at these nettle stings!”
And he held up his hands for inspection.

They were covered with little white
b!otches, made by the nettles in the
ditch.

“Did you drive them from the

station ¥’ queried the detective.

“That I did! Waited ’arf an bour,
an’ then they puah“d me in & ditch.
They be taken—-—

“Come on!” called Locke, moving
past the man and breaking into a run

again. “Evidently they didn't want
him to know where they went,” he
jerked to Drake, who was running

steadily by his side with the bloodhound
lopping conrentmlly at tho end of the
leash. “Probably - feared someone
would be after them.”

Half-way to Culford, when the chase
had thinned to a line of panting figures,
with the tireless form of Locke leading,
the detective saw two men trotting
along in front of him.

He quickly overhauled them, and as
they turned at the sound of his running
footsteps, he saw, in spite of the dark-

ness, that they were Megan’s two
companions,
“Ferrers Locke!” exclaimed one,

And they increased their speed.

But they were no match for the
detective. In a hundred yards he had
flashed past them and turned in their
path.

“Bowl him over!” exclaimed Peel.

But a stinging blow, that showed him
stars other than those in tl‘e sky, seut
him reeling back, and then he received
a right-hander that almost lifted him off
his feet.

Locke was on him in a moment, and
had seized one of his arms in a lock
that the man found exeruciatingly pain-
ful. With his free hand the detective
gripped Ward's col ar, and held him,
struggling, at arm’s lmmth, until Drake
and Holt came up, guickly followed by
the gardeners.

“Now, where’s Megan?” demanded
Locke of the craven Ward, who was
shrinking in his grasp

“In the kerridge,”
at once.

“You threw
didn’t you?”

The man nodded, and added:

URL]

'replied the man

the cabby in a ditch,
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“An' Megan’s twisted us! Bunked
off in the kerridge with the jools|”

“1 thought as much!”

Locke ran his hand swiftly over
man’s clothing, then through
pockets of the still struggling Peel,
he found that Ward was tdl.ng
trush about the jewels.

“Megan has probably made for the
junction,” he said to Holt. “Ill try to
_cateh him up. - You take these two men
to the lock-up somewhere. Drake, cut
across the heath and get the car.
Bring it to the station, in case I need
it. If I'm not there I'll leave word.”

The detective turned and ran off down
the road. :

Locke did the two miles to the
junction in record time. Always in
training, he moved at a pace that would
have broken the heart of anyone but
an athlete at the top of his form.

He found the landau, with the horse
steaming in the shafts, at the station
gates, and surrounded by a little group
of station officials.

“Where's the man who drove this
here ?”’ demanded Locke, bursting into
the group.

“TR Juat caught the four-seven fo
Sedgewick,” said one of the men slowly.
“Got in as she was moxmg B

“Is there another train?” asked the
detective, panting to regain his breath.

“Whv, there ain’t nothin’ else until
six o'clock !”

Locke glanced at his watch; it was
just twenty minutes past four.

the
the
but
the

b

“What's the first stop of the train
tha.t has just gone?” -
“Sedgewick of course! Gets there

about four-fifteen.”

“That’s a junction, isn’t 167"

“It be. The four-seven meets the
London train.”
“The London train? Good! Whe

the station telephone? I
it!”

Ten minutes later Locke was speak-
ing to Scotland Yard. They promised
to advise the station police and hd\"
them arrest Megan if he were on the
train.

Locke replaced the receiver, and as
he left the station his great car purred

want to us
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up

“Dd you get him, guv’nor
Dmke as he pulled up alongsxd
dotective.

“No, lad; he got away. 1 believe
he has made a connection at Sedgewick
with the London train. I have phoned
the Yard, and they will watch for him
He is sure to go right through; of

course, he doesn’t know we are after
him.

Ferrers Locke’s supposition was
correct. Megan went right through to

Liverpool Street Station, where he
stepped out of the train into the arms of
two burly gentlemen from Scotland
Yard.

The plunder was recovered intact. and
within the week the famous Saracen’s
Rirg—the heirloom of the Holts—had
plaved its time-honoured part at the
wedding of yet another member of the
Holt family.

THE END.

(Another extra-long DETECTIVE.
THRILLER next week, chums, entitled :
“THE STRANGE CASE OF THE
VANISHED MILLIONAIRE!' In
this story Ferrers Locke i3 faced with
the most baffling mystery of his carcer.
The police are bewildered, and so is
Locke, until he comes across the smallest
of clues. Then the trail starts, and the
famous Baker Street detective and his
boy assistant quickly find themselvcs
involved in o chain of duangerous
adventures )
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Stippsry !

€ QOR, old Lovell!”?
F Jimmy Silyer

i #s)

: i

sympathetically.

It was a bright, frosty January day,
and, apart from this sympathetic com-
maseration for their chum Lovell, the
three Reokwood juniors were feeling
guite merry and bright. .

The keen air of the Somersetshire up-
lands was invigorating. There were
still some d of the vacation to r

quite pl
of the drawba
Lovell’s Unele F

The weather was freczing, and the
flooded meadow at the back of the

Lodge was a sheet of ice. Across that
glistening sheet the chums of Rookwood
had made a slide. With ruddy faces
glowing and scarfs flying in the wind,
they simply could not help enjoying life
as- tizey whizzed and whizzed again

“Sso—"across the ice.

The three were waiting for Loveil,
and sliding while they waited. They
stopped at the sight of Arthur Edward
Lovell coming down from the house
and stood in a group, waiting for him to
ioin th

a fellow looked as if he
d sympathy and ecommiseration,
r Bdward Levell did just

His face was downecast, his head
drooped. He almost limped as he came
towards the ruddy-faced trio on the edge
of the frozen meadow.

*“ Poor old Lovell P’ murmured Jimmy.

Lovell joined his chums.

He did not speak; he only looked at
y with a dismal countenance.

Been through it?’ asked Raby.

“Only jaw,” said Lovell glumly., “Id
rather have had a licking, I think. A
Head’s licking at Roockwood is nothing
to a jaw from the pater at home.”

“Poor ald chap!”

“ And the mater, too,” groaned Lovell.
“It’s too thick! Loock here, yon chaps.
Haven’t I done my level best to get on
good terms with my Uncle Peter?”

The three juniors coughed.

Undoubtedly Lavell had done his best
to placate bhis somewhat formidable

PLUCK!

uncle, Mr. Peter Wilmington. He had
striven hard to do so. His comrades
freely acknowledged that. But it could
not be denied that Levell had been a
little wanting in tact. He meant well,
but his methods left much to be desired.
Instead of placating Uncle Peter he had
exasperated that gentleman go intensely
that Mr. Wilmington had declared his
intention of shaking the dust of Lovell
Lodge from his feet forthwith

Hence a family difficulty—not to call
it a row—from which Jimmy Silver &
Co. had tacttully withdrawn, elaborately
affecting not to know that anything was

.

ition was not wholly pleasant
guests for the vacation, on
1ith Lovell’s unele, who was
also a guest. They gave him as wide a
berth as they could; but whenever con-
tact was established, so to speak, matters
were 1rksome.

“1s he going?’ asked Newcome.

“He says so,” answered Lovell,
“Makes out that I've insulted him. The
pater and mater know I haven’t. They
think Pve acted the goat. Me, you

know.”
o o

“Not that I believe he’s really going,”
went on Lovell. “That’s too jolly good
to be true. It would improve the last
week of the vac if he did, wouldn’t it?”

“ Hear, hear!”

“But it’s all gas, 1 think,” said
Lovell. “The mater’s persuaded him to
stop, and the pater thinks it’s up to him
to say the same. And—and I had to
put in a word. Of course, the mater
would be worried if her pet brother
cleared off in a huff. T don’t want that.
I don’t mind stending him for the
mater’s sake. So I told him I was sorry.
and said I hoped he would stay. So I
do, you know, for the mater’s sake, not
for' my own, of course.”

“You didn’t mention that, I hope 7"’

“Nunno! I’m afraid he’ll come round
and stay on,” said Lovell. “Oh dear!
Anyhow, I know I'm jolly well not going
to try to make him good-tempered any
more. I'm going to give him a wide
berth. Must see him at meals, but at
other times I'm going to dodge round a
corner whenever [ see him.” .

“Good egg!” said Jimmy Silver,

“Come on the slide, old nian,” said

By
Owen Conquest,

Obstinate, pigheaded, and a
bit of a duffer, Arthur
Fdward Lovell may be,
.
but he's never been found
wanting where pluck and
grit are concerned !
Raby. “It will buck you up after going
through it with your people.”
“It's a tip-top slide,” said Newcome.
Lovell brightened a !
open air, in the chesry compan
chums, he could forget—or almost forget
—the obnoxious existence of

“Come on,” he said.

“ Hallo, there’s your giddy uncle !’ ex-
claimed Jimmy Silver.

Lovell looked round.

From the direction of the house My,
Wilmington was striding towards the
juniors, a bulky and imposing fizure in
his big fur-lined overcoat.

His purple face wore a frown, but
whether that indicated any special
attack of bad temper or not the juniors

did not know. His face perpetually
wore a frown.
Mr. Wilmington was a gentleman

whose manners were against him. From
what they had heard, the Roockwood
juniers knew that he had done many
kind and generous things in his time,
But nobody would have guessed it to
look at him. His best friend could not
have denied that his temper was tart
and irritable and unreasonable. The
torrid elimate of India had affected him
during a residence of twenty years in,
that country. Krom his tropical abode
he bad brought home a tropical temper,
Probably his bark was worse than his
bite; but his bark was really unnerving,
.. . cowling, as wsual!” grunted Lovell.
‘Let’s keep clear of him, for goodness’
sake !

“Arthur!”

Mr. Wilmington was calling.

Arthur Edward Lovell turned a deaf
ear. He had been “jawed,” as he called
it, for a solid how that morning. Any
fellow who had been jawed for a solid
hour might have been excused for feel-
ing fed-up.

Lovell had had encugh, and he did
not want any more. He affected not to

“hear the rusty, rasping voice of Mr.

Wilmington,
“Come on, you chaps, let’s slide.”
“I say, he wants to speak to you,’
whispered Jimmy uneasily.
“Only somé¢ more jaw. Let's get on.”?
“Oh, all right!”
The juniors turned to the slide. My,
Tee Porurar.—No. 571.
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iington increased his pace and came
on very rapidly. More rapuily still the
iistical Four of Rookwood started on
the slide and went whizring across the
slippery ice, one after another.

< Arthur!” shouted Mr. Wilmington.

Ho stopped at the shde. ‘The juniors
were already more than a dozen yards
away. Mr. Wilmington waved his
hand and shouted:

“ Arthur! How dare you rut away
when I'm calling you! I order you
to come here at once!”

Lovell, going at full speed, could
scarcely have obeyed if he had wished.
“And indubitably he did not wish. He

whizzed on regardless.

“ Arthur {” bawled Uncle Peter.

o made an angry stride after the

juniors.

it was unfortunate. :

That stride landed Mr. Wilmington
on the slide, and ho was totally un-
acquainted with slides and unaccus-
tomed to slides. Probably it was filty
vears since he had been on a slide, and

" half a century is quite a long time.

He had long ago forgotten the pursuits

of boyhood—if ever he kad been & boy

at all, which the Rookwooders were
" inclined to doubt.

Slides, therefore, were now and sur-
prising things to the old gentleman
from India.

What happened to him. he scarcely
knew, ey

One of his legs flow away, as if it
. had suddenly become endowed with the

volition of a bird.

The other leg raced after if.

In a dazed and dizzy state, Uncle
Peter flew along the slide after the
wood juniors, his heé spinning
away through the air, his hands wildly
waving, his mouth wide open, his gold-

vimnmed glasses slanting  down  his
le nose—a remarkable sight, e

.purp ]
sicht for gods and men and little fishes!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Going Strong !

4 REAT Scott!”
G “What a joll
exclaimed Ra

“PBravol?

old sporti”

Jimmy Silver & Co had rcached the

end of the slide, and jumped off into

muddy, trampled snow. It was not till
* then that they became aware that Uncle
Petor was bound on the samne voyage.

They looked back and saw him
ng along, and their admiration was
t

did not geeur to them for the moment
that Uncle Peter’s voyage across the
jco was involuntary. They did not know
that ho had stepped on the slide by
accident.

They supposed that he was joining in
the game, as they saw him coming along
the slide; indeed, it was scarcely
possible for them to suppose anything
else. And they were pleased.

This looked as if Uncle Poter was
getting better-tempered, as if he was
remembering, at long last, that he had
{ a boy himself in ths dear, dead
vs beyond recall,

Undoubtedly, it was sporting of an
elderly gentleman, of his years, to
vonture on a schoolboys' slide—if he had
done it intentionally. And they sup-
posed that he had done it intentionally.

“Ge 1b, sir!” shouted Raby encour-
gingly.

“Bravo !”
“Grood man !” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

“Good old  uncle!” =waid Tovell.
_“Why, this is ripping! He scems to
Tag Popvrar.—No. 571,

havs come round all of a jolly sudden!
Blessed if 1 ever expected to see him
joining up in a game like this.”
“(oing strong, too!” said Jimmy.
*¥es, rather.”
Uncle Peter wes
strong; much stronger than he desired,
in fact -
The slide was well-worn; it was
smooth as glass, and more slippery
than polished glass; it was a deadly
trap to the feet of the unwary. Once
started on that catastrophic slide, to
stop was impossible; to pause was out
of the question.
Mr. Wilmington’s feet plunged wildly.

oing strong—very

3

Every effort he made to stop only
seemed to add to his momentum.

Once' ha dstached one foot from the '

ice, but he flew along on the other, and
the peculiar stork-like attitude of the
old gentleman travelling on one leg was
really remarkable. The Rookwooders
would have grinned if they had dared.
Still, they admired the old sportsman,
who was plunging into this risky game
at his time of life. Few gentlemen of

his age and circumferenée would have

dared it.

Mr.” Wilmington’s floating foot camo
down again, and he procecded on two
legs—fairly whizzing. The miracle was
that he did not land on his back, but
Fortune stood hie friend. Had he
crashed down, certainly he would have
gonethrough the ice into a foct or more
of water which would have been ex-
tremely uncomfortable for him.

He whizzed on. :

His hat was gone, his hands waved

wildly, his eyes, wide open and staring,”

gleamed over his slanting glasses.

He was bewildered, dizzy, dazed. He
hardly knew what was happening; only
he knew that the happening was awful.

In his efforts to stop, he stooped and
whizzed on in a crouching attitude; and
then suddenly he sat down.

But he did not stop.

His momentum was too great for that.

Sitting on the smooth ice, he shot

onward with terrific velocity, and
reached the end of the slide.
There he plunged headlong into

trampled snow.

“Bad landing!” said Jimmy Silver.
“But what a jolly old sport to take it
on at all! Help him-out.”

“Yes, rather !”

The juniors rushed to Mr Wilming-
ton’s aid.

He was rolling and plunging in the
snow, hardly knowing whether he was
or his head or his heels, breathless and
dizzy and bewildered.

The Fistical Four grasped him, and
righted him, and he sat up, wheezing
and spluttering.

“Grooogh!
gad! Mmmm!”

“Well done, sir!” exclaimed Jimmy
Silver. =

“Groogh! What? Groogh!”

“It was fine, uncle!” exclaimed
Lovell, with genuine admiration. “It
was jolly of you to come out and join
us.

It was indeed, sir!” said Raby.

“Awfully pleased to see you on the
ice, sir,” said Newcome.

“G Yon young

Ooocooch! Oh, great

Groogh !
Oooch.” 8

“Eho”

“What 2

Mr. Wilmington staggered to his fect,

His face was crimson with fury, and
ho shook an enraged fist in his
startled nephew’s face.

“You young raseal!” Le roared.

Lovell jumped back.

“What—what——" he stuttered.

“I might have broken a limb(”
roared Mr. Wilmington. “No doubt

rascals !
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you desired to sece me break a limb.
You would be pleased to see me break
all my limbs, I am assured of that. I
might have been seriously injured. You
would be glad to see me seriocusly
injured, of course.”

“Uncle—"

“You deliberately tricked me upon
the ice!” bawled Uncle Peter.

“Eh! Oh! Nol! \
stuttered Lovell. ;
were joining in the game, uncle.”

“What !” roared Mr. Wilmington.

“We—we all thought so, sir !” gasped
Jimmy Silver blan%dy. “Didn’t you
want to slide, sir?”

That scemed to
Peter. 2

He made a jump at the captain of
the Rookwood Fourth, with a large
hand uplifted to smite. :

It was fortunate for Jimmy that
Uncle Peter’s foot slipped in the snow
in his haste.

infuriate Uncle

Bump !

Mr. Wilmington understudied a
catherine wheel, and landed in the
snow, in which his purple facs was

buried. He struggled there and roared
with a muflled roar.

Jimmy Silver & Co. did not go to his
aid again.

“Better cut!” said Jimmy.

All the Rookwooders realised that
they had better. And they accordingly
“ecut ™ with great speed leaving Uncle
Peter to sort himself out entirely on
his own. :

“Jevver seo such an unreasonable
old hunks?” demanded Lovell hotly,
when the four had placed a field be-
tween themselves and- Uncle Peter.
“If he didn’t want to slide, why did he
get on the slide at all #*

Jimmy Silver chuckled.

“He seems to have got on it by acci-
dent,” he said.

“Was that our fault?” hooted Lovell.

“Not at all! The dear man seems
to think that it was, but it wasn't! T
say, he looked no end of a card when
he was coming along on one leg!”
chuckled Raby.

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“More jaw for me when we get in!’
said Lovell, with a sigh.

“Hard cheese, old chap!”

“Tet's make a day of it,” said Lovell
desperately. “T’ll telephone home, and
we'll get some lunch at an inn, and not
get back till supper. We'll keep—elear
of old Peter all day.”

‘“Hear, hear!” :

And the Fistical Four sauntered on
with cheery faces, quite bucked at the
idea of making a day of it, and seeing
nothing more of Uncle Peter for a
whole day.

y

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Ths Trall of Vengeance !

& ATS!”
R “Dear old bean—"
“ et

“For goodness’ sake, Lovsll,

do be reasonable and—-""

“Bosh !

Arthur Edward Lovell was adamant.

His three chums were worried. Really,
Arthur Edward Lovell was, at times,
enough to worry a saint, and to put too
heavy a strain on the patience of Job.

Jimmy Silver & Co. had come out in
the bright, frosty January morning,
while Uncle Peter was still having his
Lreakfast in bed. It was very pleasant
to miss seeing Uncle Peter. That alone
made the morning merry and bright.

Uncle Peter was going skating that
morning on the frozen Froode, on his -

majestic own. After the unfortunate

occurrence on the slide, the juniors did

i
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not dream of accompanying Mr, Wil
mington on his skating excursion. If
Mr. Wilmington was going to the
stream at Froode, the Rookwooders
were going in the opposite direction—
at least, three of them were. But to
their \hsmav Jimmy and Raby and
Newcome discovered that Lovell was on
the warpath that frosty morning.

He was fed-up!

Right up to the chin, he told his
ly and xmp'essvdy Unele
Peter was, so to speak, the “Thing-too-

much.”

A fellow wasn't going to stand it. A
fellow was going to get his own back!
A fellow had a right to give tit for tat,
and a Roland for an Oliver. Thus
Arthur HEdward Lovell eloguently.

I’s idea was that he was going
to lie in ambush among the trees by the
:en Froode, with a thick stack of
snowballs rcady to hand. When Unecle
Peter started skating, Lovell was going
to start snowballing. He was going to
let the Anglo- Indian gentleman have it
:vrn« and left. 'The worm will turn!

Lovell was by no means a worm; bub
he had turned.” He wa 1s fed-up with the
mann and customs of Uncle Peter,
and he was going to get his own back
somehow.

His three chums argued in vain. They
were quite dismayed. All three of them
realised very clearly that, natural as
Lovell’s feelings were, it would not do.

Three eloguent voices argued and
urged and the Fistical Four walked
along the lane to I‘roodo But Lovell

B s mind was made up.
y to all argn-
Bosh! Chuck

Really, it was difficult to argue with
a fellow whose counter-arguments took
this form!

“But your father will be wild if you

with snow-

actually mop up old Peter
i “ And

balls!” urged Jimmy Silver.
your mother Z

“They won’t know,”” explained Lovell.
“T'm not going to let old Peter see
me. I shall be in ambush. He will
think that some of the village lads have
been snowballing him. Mind, I'd rather
let him see me; P'd rather stand just
under his \,heeky nose and heave the
snowballs at his chivvy! But a chap
is bound* to consider his paremts. It
would worry them. So I'm not going
to let old Peter see whe’s mopping him
up. I shall just enjoy the satisfaction
of bowling him over with snowballs
without letting on. See?”

“Now, look here, Lovell ! said the
three tomthe\r as they reached the
bank of the frozen Froode.

Lovell halted.

“'Nuff said!” he exclaimed.
not asking you fellows to join up. - If
you hhe of course, you can ambush
alonfr with me and give the old beggar

“T'm

k] No fear!” said Newcome promptly.

“It’s too thiclk I” said Jimmy Silver.
“The old chap is enough to exasperate
a Ftone image, 1 know, but there’s a
imit.”

“Snowballing your uncle is the limit,
Lovell " ur qnd Rabs “Don’t do i,
old chap! Keep clear!”

Lovell's face set obstinately,

The sun had gone down on his wrath,
and risen upon it, also. There was a
strain of dogged obgtmar’y in Lovell

that was rather reminiscent of his
& :

Uncle Peter, in fact. On his mother’s
side, Lovell was a Wilmington, and

some of the Wilmington traits were in

his character.

“No good talking!” he said. “I'm
fed-up! I've tried my hardest to get
on the right side of Uncle Peter! Ive
stood him and his jaw and his bad

temper and his grunting and growling—-
like having a dashed grizzly bear about
the house! But he’s piled it on fco
thick, and now he’s going to have a
little bit of what he’s been asking for!
See?” .

“But, old fellow~—

“Chuck it !” said Lovell.

“You chuck 1t old bean, and come
for a tramp,” sald Jimmy Silver.
“When a fellow feels ratty there’s
nothing, like a long walk to pull him
round and make him smile again.”

“Who's ratty 27

“Eh? You are, aren’t you?”

“No !” snorted Lovell. “Nothing of
the kind! T'm simply fedup with old
Peter, and I'm going to give him the
ky bosh! That's all! Now, you
fellows, cut—you don’t waut old Peter
to see you about here, or he may suss
pect you of snow ba‘lmg him, and then
all the fat would be in the fire !

Jimmy Silver & Co. exchanged diss
mayed glances. Bvidently  Arthur
Edward - was beyond argument.

“Hook it, old chaps!” said Lovell.
“YT'll see you later. Hook it before old
Peter cornes hrkmg along 17

“T think you're an ass, Lovell I”

“I know you are, Jimmy! Ta-ta!”

The three juniors left Lovell to his
own devices at last. In a rather wor-
ried frame of mind they tramped away,
hoping—though doubting—that Lovell’s
new stunt would not lead to a new peck
of troubles for Arthur Edward.

Lovell had no doubts. He seldom

had. Quite conhdentl\, and cheenullv
he proceeded to lay his ambush on the
bank of the rmmmcrmg, frozen Froode.

There was pleut:’ of snow banked up

close at hand, and in a screened spof
under frosty trees and bushes, close by
the river, Lovell stacked up snowballs
ready for use.

(Continued on next page.)
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He had plenty of timws, and he soon
had quite a large supply of ammuni-
tion ready for Uncle Peter.

Ho had a geod time to wait. Uncle
Peter was not an early riser. But ab
last the portly figure tn the big, fur-
lined, fur-collared overcoat was seen
rolling down the lane towards the frozen
stream. Uncle Peter was wrapped up
against the cold as if he were going on
a Polar exploring expedition instead of
skating on a Somersetshire river. =

The portly gentleman passed within
a few yards ot Lovell, fortunately with-
out seeing him.

He stopped a little farther on, and
sat down to put on his skates.

Tovell peered out again, grinning.

Tor onca luck seemed to be befriend:
ing Lovcll in his dealings with his for-
midable uncle. The frozen stream was
lonely—absolutely deserted save for the
portly figure seated on the bank. Only
the smoke from the chimneys of Froode
village was to be seen in the distance.
Not a soul was in sight. Lovell was
absolutely secure; there was no one to
sce him. He had only to guard against
hoe observation of Uncle Peter, and
that was easy enough. Unsle Peter
would never i;now who had hurled the
snowballs; thers would be no painful
result in “jaw™ at the Lodge. It was
all plain sailing.

Uncle Peter’s grunts reached Lovell’s
cars as the old gentleman fastened on
his skates. He grinped. In a few
minutes more Uncle Peter would have
something to grunt about.

Mr Wilmington rose at last.

He seemed quite ai home on skates,
though certainly he did not look an
active gentleman He stepped out
cautiously on the ice testing it as he
went, and then slid away.

Tovell grinned, and turned to his
stack of snowballs. He gathered them
up in his arm.

As he did so a strango and startling
sound reached his ears.

Crack ! -

Cra-a-a-a-ack !

Tovell started. epui round towards
the frozen stream a snowball gripped
in his hand There was no longer &
. fus-coated figure to be seen on

3 g LTk
Peter had disappeared!

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Rookwood to tho Rescus!

RTHUR EDWARD LOVELL
stood rooted tc the bank.

The snowball's dropped from
his nerveles hands iute the
frozen reeds.

Ilis face was like chalk as he stared
at the deserted river Only a minuts
before, the elephantine figure of Peter
Wilmington had been rolling aeross the
jce. Now the ice was bare; but in the
middle of the stream thers was a gap
in it—a wide gap where broken ice
floated and dark water welled up. Bui
of Unecle Peter nothing was to be seen.

“Good—good heavens!” panted
Lovell.

He knew whai had happenad at once,
The ice on the Froods easily supported
the Rookwood junicrs—they had skated
on it many times without danger—but
a Fourth Form tellow was a very
different proposition from an Anglo-
Indian gentleman who tipped the scale
at about fourteen stone. Uncle Peter
had gone through suddenty, resistlessly,
almost silently, and the dark waters
welling over the ice told the way he
had gone.

Lovell's teeth chattered.

Tar Porviar.—~No. §71.

He stood rocted to the bank, frozen
with horror.  Peter Wilmington was
gone. The uncle he disliked, the old
man he had intended to snowball, he
was gone. How small and trivial in
that terrible moment seemed the
offences which Lovel. had so passion-
ately resented! :

It seemed like an age—an eternity—*
but it was only a few seconds before a
large, thickly-gloved hand shot up from
the water and clutched at “the broken
edge of the ice.

Lovell panted with relief as he saw
it, and as he saw the head of Mr.
Wilmington follow it.

There was a loud snors from Mr.
Wilmington. His sudden plunge had
taken him deep down; but he had come
up again, snorting like a grampus. He
grasped angrily at the crumbling ice-
edge, and snorted again with annoy-
ance as the edge crumbled in his hands.

He was not, for the moment,
alarmed; doubtless he had supposed
that he could drag himself out. -

But Lovell saw alarm flash into his
face—terror into his eyes. The ice
breke as fast as the stout gentleman
grabbed at it, and his enormous over-
coat, soaked with water, was dragging
him down with its heavy weight. His
chin went under and he spluttered.
Frantically now ho grabbed at the
crumbling ice, and it dawned upon
Lovell that his uncle could not swim.

Lovell was therc on the trail of ven-
geance, bubt vengeance was quite for-
gotten now. Had Lovell thought of it,
he would have thought of it only with
shame.

But he was thinking now only of his
uncle’s danger. He cast a wild glance
up and down and rcross the stream.
But there was no human being in sight;
the solitude which had seemed so for-
tunate a short time ago was now terrify-
ing and dismaying.

“ Uncle!” shouted Lovell

Mr. Wilmington's eyes turned on him.

He saw his nephew for the first time,

and hope flushed in his face.

“Help!” he panted.

“Uncle! Hold on! I'm coming!”

Lovell stared round him desperately,
and ran to a fence a little distance back
from the bank. With a strength of
which he would not have been capable
at any other time, he tore the top rail
from the fence and rushed back to the
bhank with it.

A moment more, and he was speed-
ing across the ice to the gap where
Uncle Peter struggled.

Crack—craa-a-a-ack!

The ice, weakened by tho extending
gap and Unele Peter’s frantic clutching,
cracked and split under Lovell as he
approached the gap. It caved in under
him as he was extending the fence-rail
to Mr. Wilmington, and Lovell went
through feet first.

The water surged up round his neck,
chilly and bitter.

“Qooocch "’ gasped Lovell.

But his head did not go under. Tho
fence-rail fell across the gap from side
to side, and Lovell’s hold was on it.

“Uncle! Catch nold!” he spluttered.

But the waterlogged overcoat was
drageing the old gentleman down, and
his half frozen fingers no longer gripped
at the breaking ice. He was plunging
under helplessly, when Lovell caught at
the fur collar and dragged him up again
to the rail, amid a :urge of water and
broken ice fragments.

“Catch hold!” he gasped.

Mr. Wilmington got his hands to the
rail and then his arms over it He
hung on to it helplessly.

His face was white now.

“Shout for help, Arthur!?’ he mut-
tered in a.husky whisper. * I—I cannot
—my strength 13 gone !’
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“Help!” yelled Lovell.

His despairing shout rang far across
the frozen stream. But there were no
ears to hear.

“We've got to get out of this, uncle,”
muttered Lovell. “Hold to the rail,
You can do that?” :

Mr. Wilmington nodded;
alinost past speech now.

Lovell gripped the rail and dragged
himself out with 1its help. The ice
creaked and groaned, but he got out of
the water.

CGetting his uncle out, however, was
quite another matter. The icec-edge,
which searcely held Loveil's weight, was
certain to break away if he dragged
the heavy gentleman upon it.

But there was nothing to do but to
try it; and Lovell, leaning over the rail
from the ice, gripped Mr. Wilmington
by the collar.

“Try to climb out, uncle! Hold on
to the rail and try to get on to the ice,
while I pullt”

The old gentleman nodded again and
made an attempt to clamber on to the

he was

ice. There was a terrific crash, and the
ice went—and Lovell went with it
Head first he plunged into the icy

water,

He came up splutteriag.

His grasp was still on his uncle’s fur
collar, and Mr. Wilmington's head was
dragged from the water. Lovell caught
desperately at the rail with his free
hand.

He held on, keeping his uncle afloat
with one hand, holding on desperately
with the other.

“Help?’ he shouted wildly. *“Help!
Help !’

Only the echo answered him.

“Hold on to the rail, uncle!”
gasped. ‘Can’t you hold on?”

But there was no answer from Mr.
Wilmington. He was utterly helpiess
now, overcome by the cold. He could
not even grasp at the rail jammed
across the gap; only the Rookwood
junior’s hold saved him irom slipping
away under the ice.

Lovell panted.

The bitter cold of tihe water
searching him through and through; hi
fingers were numhed, his face turni
blue. Without letting Mr. Wilming
go, he could not even make an attempt
to clamber out; and to let Uncle Peter
go was to let him go to his death.

Arthur Edward Lovell had many
faults and weaknesses; he was hot-
headed, he was obstinate; he was exas-
perating at times fto his best friends -
But his sterling qualities came to the
fore in these feacful moments. He
could have saved himself by letting go
his hold on Uncle Peter—Uncle Peter
whose dislike and unreasonable temper
had almost spoiled his Christmas holi-
days—but the thought of doing so did
not even cross his mind. It was sink
or swim together, and Lovell held on
desperately, though with despair in his
heart.

“Help! Help!”’

His desperate voice rang far and wide.
A mist was floating before his eyes now;
the leafless trees on the bank—so far
away l—seemed to be gliding away from
him, like a vision in & dream. From
the half-conscious man he was holding
came a faint, husky whisper:

“Save yourself, my boy! I'm done-
save yourself !’ :

Lovell did not heed, even if he heard.

“Help! Help!”

His voice was failing, but he put all
his remaining strength into that desper-
ate shout. He did not see three running
figures in the field beyond the trees—
threo figures that ran desperately to-
wards the river. But suddenly he heard
a shout that was music to his ears: '

‘‘Hold on, Loveli{”

1

Le

was
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It was Jimmy Silver’s voice.

it I{‘[e "#

: HoFd on, old chap! We're coming !”

Lovell’s brain was swimming. It was
like a dres . to Ium now—like some tor-
meming on of troubled sleep. Three
that seemed dim and unceriain
te his JJ/_Ly sight loomed on the ice.
A mudu, was pmm.d across the gap.
buddom 7 the weight of his burden was

him—other hands had
Wilmington, - And then a

ﬂmspm} Mz
helping grasp was en Lo\s 1I, and he was
drawn n om the water,

od next he did nob know.

- and frozen ice, leafless
sky, were swimming

round him. He came to himself with

a jerk. He was in _the frozen weeds

on the I‘1\”2' baak s turned

What happen
Everything,
trees and ~LLeL‘y

wild eye

=

Let me
t get going or

walk, old fellow?
You mus

=
Lovell stacrg
Jimmy Silver’s
“My uncle
“We've got him safe!
off and p

red up wit
strong e 1’:

=

1 the help of

] Get that coat
t mine on—quick ! Now get

going, old man. Raby, you help FLovell
home while we look after Mr. Wil
mington.’

“Come on. old man.”

Lovell found himself running, with
Raby’s hold on his arm. Jimmy Silver

and Ne“come attended to Unecle Peter.
The huge fur coat was discarded—it was
alveady freezing into a hard mass in the
ushes. The s had been taken off
the old gentleman’s feet. But Uncle

skat

Peter, though almost in the last stage
of exhaustion, was still Uncle Peter.
“T can walk!” he snorted. “Yon

need not hold me~-I can walk! I am

not a baby to be carried! I am not a
Lunr? ta be led by the Band 5 F telb you
that ¥ can walk p“rfectfx welk”

“ Better let us help you, sir-—>"
“Huh
Uncle Peter started to walk, and

reeled over helplessly. Affer that he
allowed Jimmy Silver and Newcorm® to
take an arny each and heip himx along.

He staggered as he plodded betweer
them.

Arthur Edward halted and looked
back

chap ¥* said Raby.
keep going. soak

you know, and the weather’s
freezing.”

“T'm all right,” said Lovell.

Rapid motien had restered the circula-
tion, and Eovell was himself again now.
He was tired and a hittle dizzy, but that
s all. He looked back along the lane
Unce Peter, who was coming en un-
steadily, with Jlmmy Silver and New-
come helping him on either side.

“Come on, old
“ Better i
h);ounn.

“You cut on, Raby, and tell mr,m to
get  hot-water bettles ready,” said
Lovell. 5

And he ran back to his uncle.

His help was welcome, for Mr., Wil-
mingten, with all his ohstinate deter-

mination, could searcely keep going, and

the two juniors had their hands full
with him.
Three helpful pairs of hands now pro-

pelled Unele Peter along, half carrying
him: and rhev were wholly carrying
him by the time they reached the door
of Lovell Lodge.

TM door stood wide open. Raby was
already there. Mrs. Lovell ran out to
meet her brother.

“Petert”
Me. \\hhnmgron f"r‘llllt(‘d

“T'm all right, Mabel—quite all

‘right,

Pray do not make a fuss.
i¥ No occasion whalever for a
Huh ¢ o

Alhough there was no occasion for a
fuss, getting Mr. Wilmington up to his
room was a hefty task for the Roagk-
wood juniors, and several servants, who
manfully lent a hand. Afterwazxds
Luvdk deelared ;hm it would have made

a deceni thirteenth h job for Hercules, on
a par with any of the other twelve.
But Mr. Wilinington was landed at lass
and rolled int6 bed, uh hot-wates
bottles and blankets, s ml eft to steam.

Arthur Edward Levell, who was, for-
tunately, as fit as a hddlc, very seon
recovered from his effects of his duck-
ing. But it was different with Uncle
Peter. That hapless gentleman was
confined to his room for a whole week;
and anyone passing mnear room
during that peried could not fail to
hear the coughing, snorting, m‘”nting,
and growling, by means of which Uncle
Peoter expressed his feelings. ¥
temper, never very reliable, secemed to
have suffered from his ducking and the
cold that followed it. And Uncle Peter
in his room was a good deal like a
Bengai tiger in a cage.

The Rookwooders wers sympathetic.
They were glad that it was no worse,
and hoped that Uncle Peter would soon

be better. But it was not to be denied
that the house » com-
fortable and : Peter
confinad to room, though even
the doctor entered that room in fear

and trembling.

Jimmy Silver & Co. wished him a
happy recovery. But possibly they did
not yeara to see»hun downstairs a

(Continued on mext page.)
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fore the vacation ended. ‘Lhey felt

Eﬁ:’f“
5

BLACK GEORGE!

The Kid’s eyes grew wide.

well travelled;

t th ld quite like Uncle Pe The stage-trail was
50 long a 1was‘ “‘at“a fe distance, - - . (Contimied from piye 6.) - vuts of wheels and hoof-marks  of
. Bug Lomlf“’ in one day from a ramblo ruthless xlayex Black George was not horses and' caitle were thick. But
they found Uncle P(, or down, propped in a position to waste a lob of ti me,  among ‘them the Kld s eyes picked out
in innumerable ions, before 8 4he Kid figured. Still, he was watch- beyond * doubt the trail of Black
terpific’ fire.  He was peaking te his fu] and wary as a’lvm; as he rode on George’s horse. _
sister | and " brofher- when tho ' the outlaw’s : «And that trail led on towards Kick-
hiors looked rather timidly in. To the Kid's surprise the trail led, ing Mule.

SA fine . lad—a fine lad, Mabel! giier a short distance, not farther up TmJ Kid followed, sorcly perplexed.
Lovell, you U”éhﬁ FO be proud of that the hill, but slanbwise across tho hill-  “Dog-gone my cats 1 cjaculated the
boy” of yours. ~ Cheeky—well, I like @ de and then downward, puzzled Kid. It suro 100"5 as if that
ad to 39 able fo ’Pp“l{ up for himself. “Sho | ejaculated the Kid. darned galoot rode right iuto Kicking

'hy, here is the boy! . A_urrtlmr JOH It looked if the outlaw was aiming Mule! If I ain’t going blind, and 1

young rascal, comé" nm'e* i
Arthur ¥dward came- mthm. f*mgulv
His father g: ile, his mother
beamed .011‘!:im.’ . Io Peter glared at
him. . : b we
"Do you know :
> the hoomcd

to ride back

heading for s

-
my But tha m‘l(icn

Fr o

ol Tovclh | "ol ki i ook
il o the st
Unele Pe spot whe e

otter in my
I*nclp Pe‘vr “That
of to cmoke cig :
Tl show him ! T CGive me a li
\ocond thoughts you jmvdn t give
Give me wyour fist, my ho;
Lh(;(‘ls young

The Kid, p

The trail of
past

the end of
Cio\;m the

down from th
The b‘dck ride
k, the lud ro

iving LO‘J“” &

d fu,.lmgs
made him

leeen eyes
The road-a

stream, he

s of the vacation ¥
1t Lovell Lodge. V\‘hcn
the time came to return fO Rook\\um?
Avthur Lovell was quite

A simple ¢

with Uncle .Peter, a bri pok.
7 inly could neve i to stop. the
D; juck  and pluck he - 1e shallow
ceeded, at long lash, in p'amf ng Uncle minutes later
Pet,r' where a rider had left +he
z ridden on towards the stage-t
- = - “ = . The Kid followed the sign.
L (Yow 47 Is, I(zur/hv and sur- A quarter of .an hour

day's o'mmmy long

to  the
that puzzled the Kid.
He had figured zha t Black G

place in the. de[nh\ of ‘ho uh

‘mert a
hold-up had taken pl
led, followed on.

the black hors

last, on the bank of a crcek that flowed

tvntmn of throw mg a pursue
device i

emerged into the open stage- _trail tha

side of the

is the trail of

ge-trail, wﬂd reckon I ain’t, this here
; . his cayuse, and it’s leading right into
ge was town. Dog-gone my hoots ™
SOIL ‘dizig* ;- Close to “the ~cow-town, where the

innumerable
rack- was lost at last; it
o for even the Kid’s
ve to pick out the par ticular
‘ua}.l of Black George’s cayusc among
s Ny

'(J}Ilz;tf;,)xitcri his brow deeply wrinkled
in perplexed t‘louoh‘r

wag trampled by

n
as if it vomd stri
mile from

the
e

led

the - barranca, He had figured 1 tracking the
hill. "1t stopped, at black outlaw io some retreat 1in the
hills; - or some  hidden den in i’_he
chaparral. . Bub the trail had led him
) i i Ixi “ug; \lnle‘ and

had

ups, and 10\,11(1 1o

« 3% u"

3
1outla\x \xomd have ¢
'mg Mule to leap from’ ol
the Kid had not been “deceived
eyes—and the trail of the outlaw’s
rse had not ljed.
Tan'l,m Jumsomm, !
14
b

Rio Kid.
ream downwal
vwima up

surely

d=in sheer j;»
ap the problem for the moment,
and mdo on into hlcklr \Iuh..

THE END.

9 & Co., wound along the base of ihe hill. e . S
‘AG’AU\ r HIS Z’OI”BI The tracks of the horse he had fol- "HE MARSHAL OF KICK
Don’t  lowed led into *‘hv stage-tre 1il, and on LE I is the title of newt week’s roar-
in the direction of Kie dule vy long Western yarn.)
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