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: A Splendid Complete 3
Story of Elsie Mainwaring,

Cinema Star, and the
Chums of Greyfriars School.

YHE FIRST CHAPTER,

Saspected !

HW IEGAITE a tll;iaf g
* Impossible !
Y“Rot!™  growlel

Cherry.

“I say, Wharton—"" chimed in the
fat wvoice of Billy Bunter.

“Don't worry now, Bunter!”

Harry Whaerton spoke sharply.

‘The Famous Five of the Ureviriars
Remove, were talking in earneat tones
in the bungalow at Hawthorme Park, tha
headquarters of the Cyvruz Hunker Filin-
Producing {‘;ﬂmpﬁﬂﬁ.

The Greyiriars chums looked worried,

For several weeks they had been yuite
enjoying lifa at the Cinema School as
Hawthorne Park, a few miles from Grev.
friars Hchool, and helping in the prodec
tion of Cyrvs Hunker's hilms. But now
the black suwapicion that had fallon vpon
Winizam af the- Bixth troubled them
deap ¥.

“But, I an.}'—“ persister] Bunier.

Y lnt off ' snapped Johnny Ball

“ But Mr. Hunkar——"

“ Bolther Hunker "

" Wanty—-""

“Never mind what he wants™ aand
Mngent, “He can go and sat coka ™

“To zoa——"" continued Bunler,

“Rais'"

“ Wharion—

“Bather "

AL once ™ concluded Bunler, gaiiing
ont s mezzaga at last.

Harry Wharton gave a sound like n

Tiob

LS

griunt,  Ila was nol auxtoua (o sen My
Hunkor,

Hitherlo he had rather likad  fhe
Lireezy. go-abead  American  prodacer.

Bul Mr. Hoanker'as anspicion of Wingals
chavged ofl that, DMr. Huoker was n
gront produeer of fitmes: he had a won
derful eye for cinematographic thrills,
and ho was a Losiness tnan " {irom the
wordl go Buot, appacently, ho did ned
krow that the caplain of Greyfriars was
aaava ouapicion. Thera wora, in fact,

soma things that Mr. Hanker did not
;:ntEW, although he was not aware of the
act.

“You'd better go," said Bunler,
blinking at Wharton. ' Mr. %“Ellfh 13
with hon, lecking in no end of a bait.
Hunker's tnl'i:in!;' about setting the police
after Wingate.”

“Tha palice [ ejaculatod Bob (herny.

“T heard him!" assured Bunier.

“The silly asa'"

“The awlul chump '

Wharton sct his lips.

“IT'Nl go!™ he saad. And he lefl the
bungalow, and crossed the gardens
lowards the main lmilding of Hawthore
Park, io the door of Mr. Cyrus Hunker's
alffice.

The office door waz open, and Wharton
heard he voice of Mr, f{nrunkg-r within
as he approached.

L gussa I'm not loain
ponnds without 2 kick! WNo, sir; that
sl Corrus Hlunker's wav! T guesa notl,
gir | 1 kinder caleuiate that that pesks
thief 13 going to be had By the shout
hairs. sir--just a few '™

Y My dear sir——"" cama the voire of
Mr. Quelch, the Removaanasior at Grey
friars.

HAuort from Mr. Flonker.

Harvy Wharlon vapped sharply at the
half-opon door.

“Oh, comna ini" vapoed Me, Haonker

The Grayfrinrs junior entored.

Alr. Huonker was s{apding with laa
thimbs 1nserfad in the armholes of Ins
rorgeond watsteoat, with  almost 2
Delligerant look upon bz sharp foco.  Tle
veas ovidently in oa state of grear eaue-
peration. '

Alr, Quadeh weas apparenlly  asonthing
ham. Bub @t was uot casy ' soothe hie
vntaged producer.

A hundred  pounds waz o hondre |
ponnids, a3 M. Hunker had said a dozen
viines  at feast.  And Mre Hunker
“guessad ' that he was going 1o have
ihat aum back, 1188t a feoe

AR, e owon, Wharion ! aud Mr.

uelch,

a liundre:l

A ANy

By FRANK RICHARDS.

T Tl

“Ronler enid

Y es, sir," satd Harry. !
Ale. Hunker withed o speak (o me”

“Bare ! snapped Me. Hunker. )

Ile soun round jowards the Removile
of Grayfriars, and fized a searching grey
exe on him,

1 guess vou know something about
this, Wharten ! heo said,

“Vory hitlle, sif," answerad Whartoo,
“I know that Wingaie iz not a thisf.”

“How do vou know that, Bub?"

“1 know him loo well,”

Snort !

v Any Greyiviers fellow would fell you
that Wingate isn't capuble of a rolien
action ! exclammed Wharton,

I puess that euts no jea with me!”
said Mr. Hunker. " Wingate waa herr,
holping in the production of my filma,
sane a3 the vest of you, Yesterday be
left auddenty, without a word. Not o
sign from  him since.  After he hal
vamoosed [ found a hundred powsis
had been lifted from my desk, T goes: |
know how fo put two and lwo togeibhes
—anpme 1" . ]

“II certainly looks suspicious” x:i]
Mr. Queleh; © bt

41 puesa the police wonld thisk 20"
aaid Mr. Funker drily. " You've 1ol
{:J'aphﬂf (o Greyfriars and to Wingurs
home, He haso't been sean at either
pinre.  Where i3 lie, then?”

1 epnnot mmagine-——"

“Wharton,” rapped oubt Mr, Tunker,
“it appesrs that von eaw Wingale whon
he was obaguatulating.

1 et him near the stalion vealendy
afternone,” &aid Iarry,

“ He was going io {he station®”’

i !I-FE"-EaH L

“Had a prip with lum, T gpusas?®”

C A= what?"

’ “A grip'” howled Mr. Hunker. ® A
g ="' -
Eﬂ'h. ves, ho had a bag with him 1"
“1 giess the quids wers in that " soid
e, Flunker, “1h waa lighting out «ith
tho spondulics,  He's not gone back 19
sehool ar gone linme. e’ the thief !

Tur Macyey Lisminy,—No. 651,
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i Don’'t miss ** Hunfed Down! " the Wonderful Story of Schoolboy Adventure—

‘T cannot believe Y multered Mr.
Quelch.

“It’s impossible !” said Wharton
dignantly.

“Did you speak to him when you saw
him, Whartoni"

m Y'EF-"

“Did he explain why he was going?”

[ £ ﬂ-i] u_.‘!‘ i

“Did he scem ouiie as usual or dis-
turbed in any way?”

Harry Wharten hesitaled.

“Duot with 11" yanped Cyros Hunker.,

“He—ho seemed rather disterbed,”
said Harry. “He—he's been a bit
wortied for soma dawa.™

“Short of the rveady, T guess, and
making up hizs mind to help himself!”
growled Mr. Hunker.
o “Nothing of tha kind!”  sxclaimed
Wharton,  * It avns guite s different
matter that worried him."

AMr. Hunker and Mr. Quelch both fixed
their eyes upon tha junior at oncd.
“Then _'Iiﬂ'l.t know somathing, Whar-

in-

ton?” exclaimed the Remove.master.
“Kindly tell ws at once what you
know.™ _

‘U Sharp's the word!™ snapped Cyrus
Hunlcar. o

Wharton hestated, and his colour
deepaned,. e more than suspected

George. Wingate's secrel, but he fell &
stvong dsinchingtion o speak of it o
tha Form-master and the businesalike
Alr. Hunkor. But it whas to mave Wim-
gale s pood name, and to prevent ‘C;,'ru.ﬂr
Hunker from calling in the police to
track down the caplain of Groyfriars,

H w1 think T know why he laft Haw-
iborne Park,” he stommered.

Wy

“ Bocause—heranse—""

* Becange what? Oive il a name IV

“Recause  Miss  Elsie lhad  gone,”
stammered Wharton ot lost,

It was out now.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
To Search Tor Wingate |

ik IL8IE!™
Mr. Hunker and My, Quelch

ejrculated the words sunul-
tanecusly. Harry Wlinton's face was
CIInE0on.,

“Whal the thunder!” exclaimed Mr,
Himker. Do you mean to say that ihe
yOoung guy was bruck on Elud Muain-
waring

“Absurd ™ exclaimed Alr. Quelch.

Wharton's eyes sought the Hoor.

“All the fellows had uoticed it,"" he
stammered.  ** Miss Mainwaving was in
some trouble. Bhe had been looking
worried for a long time——"

“1 guess I know that,” said Cyrus
Huunker. " But Wingate—--"

" Wingate admired her very much,”
said “harton. “'E.TM'-;‘ were  greab
friends, especially since he saved her in
the runaway trap. He was quite knocked
over when Miss Muoinwaring went so
suddenly.  And-—and I'm suve “that he
left when he did to look for her. Ha
believes that she's in trouble or danger,
aml he's gone to find her and help her.”

“0h, by hokey!” ejaculated My,
Hunker. ,

The wrathful expression on Cyrus
Hunker's face was veplaced by a grim,
But Mr., Quelch lecked very grave.

“This 1s absurd, Wharton!” he ex-
claimed. "Eurﬁlﬁ'wmgnla was not. so
foalish as to al wuch absurd thoughts
to enter his head!”

“I'm afraid so, #ir,”

“1 gucss it's natural enowgh,” grinned
Afr. Hunker. *“Elsie's turned the heads

of a gg:lodnun pilgrims, - though she
Tae MacxeErT L1BRARY.—No. 661,

naver took much notice of them herself.
So the young jay has had his head {uraed
by my leading lady, has he? I guess T'in
not surprized. But—--"

* However, this explains Liz action,

Mr. Hunker,” zaid the Remove-masier, |
in some relief.

“ A foolish, boyish in-

fatuation—-" . ;
“Corvect! But the money's gone.”
“I kuow. But Wingate's sudden

departure is accounced for, if what Whar.
ton tells us is correct.”
I am sure of it, s, =znd Harry,
“T1 puess 175 all very well, awd H Win-
ale comes back lo zay something for

rimeelf——-=" .
T He would come back at ones if he
knew (Hat he was suspected of theft.”
exclatmed Harry Wharton warmly. **Ho
hasn't the faintest idea of it, of course.
Ho doesn't even. know ihat a theft. has
been committed. As zoon as he can he
told, he will eome back; bat yon have
no right to call 1 the police and dis-
grace Wingate and our schoel.”

Enort !

“1 agrea," wapd Mr, ?Lm]uh. “You
must at least allow time for Wingale io
bo found, and given a chance to return,
Mr. Hunker." '

The Travsatlantic penlleman removed
his thambs vom his waisteoat und took
iwo or thieo ilurns wp and down the
office, thoughtiully. )

“I guess it's possible the kid's right,"
ha said. “I'll give Wingale a chance.
You're a bright young sprig, Wharlen

“I—1I hope so, sir."”

“Ill give you & week to find Wingale,
(o after him and bring him back, and
T’'ll hear what he has to say for himself.”

Wharton looked at Mr. Queich.

“I yow'll permit it, sir, I'tl be glud
to go, and I think we'll be able to lind
him. If you'll let my friends come with
me, we'll leave no stone unturned tofind
him and bring him back—"

Mr._Quelch hesituted, .

“If you dou’t, the police Wwill!" said
Mr. Hunker grimly.

That remark decided
mistar, .

“Lot it be so,"” ho said. ' You and

our friemds shall follow Wingate and
gnd him, if you can. You can nguire
for what place ho took hizs ticket at the
station yesterdzy, and no doubt you will
learn \ﬁ%wra he has gone. Make your
preparativns at once.”

YT wen't lose a minute,
claimed Whartohr jorlully. _

“Good luck to you!" smd Cyras
Hunker, with & touch of sarcasm. " And,
remember, if you den’t find Wingate,
the police wili!™
hHurr_',r Whaorton made ne answer to
that.

He hurried from the olfice and cut
across to the hungualdw to rejoin his

the Removae-

gie ! ex.

chums.
Bob Chernry and Johuny Bull, Frank
Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram Smngh,

gathered round him ut onge.

“Well?' asked four veices inr unison.

Harry Wharton explained rapidly,

“Good idea!” said Bob, “ “}ﬁ’ﬂ find
old Wingate all vight, and he'll come back
like a shot when he knows what the
:Fla.tter 18" i

" Yes, rather!™ said Nugent.

“The ratherfalness
marked Hurree Singh.
dhcefully.” . _

“Buck up!” sid Harry.

‘1t did not fake the Famous Five loug
o geb ready to start, ey packed a
couple of bags for five.  Vernon-
Smith and Squiff and Bkinner, and some
more of the juiiors, gathered round them
to inquire what was “up,” and they all
wished the five good luck—excepting
Skinper, Hurold Bkinner stated s
opinion that Wingate wouldn’t be found,
because he was engaged upon * blow-

i3 terrifie! ra-
“Leb us start at

mg " Me. Hunker™s hundred pouweaids oft
i razele.’

arry Wharton give the cad of the

emova 4 scormfol planee,

“I haven't 1une to lick you  uow,
Skinner,” he said. “Uan 1 leave thal (o
you, Smithy "

“*Lewvo b to all of us," satd Sonl.

“Here, 1 say ! ejuculated Skinver in
ularm,

Harry Wharlon & CUo. gquiiled ithe
bungalow and started [or the gales, As
they went, thers were _ﬂmumﬁ wf woo
beliigt them, Bkinner was wrigaling in
the grasp of hall 8 dozen angry He-
movites, By ihe time they had linished
wilh him, Bkinner was t_l-e-apl:.r vejrenling
thut candid expression of his opinion,

The Famous UVive hurried out of ihe

ates of Hawtherne Park, and staoted For
the station. A fat voice bailed thwm as
they startad,

“T say, you leliows-—-'

“Go and eat coke, Bunter!™ Dub
Cherry howled back.

“Dut, 1 say. it's important!™ yelled
Bunter, plodding after the five juniors
as fast as his faf litile legs would carry
him.

Harry YWharton paused.

“Perhaps the fat duffor’s got o nica-
sagre,”’ Do remarked. Y 'Watl for laom 1o
vome up’

The juniors halted, and William Cearga
Bunler came up breathlessly,

“Well, whal is it?" asked Harry.

“Grooogh 1

“What did you ecall us for?” hooted

b Charry.

“Yow! Groogh! Give a fellow lime
to draw his breath ! gasped Bupter, "I
sy, Wharton—-"

“Well ™ exclaimed Harry impatiently.

“ You're gowng to look for Wingate ™

1 ?’EE, }’Eﬂ- 1!‘!‘

“ (ot money for your expenses!’

“EFEh? Yes, we're wll in funds,” sand
Havvy, staring at him. He had not ex-
1}I-:n:tad Bunter to coucern himsell aubout
that. ;

“ Good!"™ said Bunter, with much satis.
fuction. “T1f you've pleniy of cash,
you c?," chango & banknote for we"

+4 'I‘] ?*?

“I want change for a tennep———'

" You silly ass!” roared Bob Cherry,
i great wrath., " Are you stopping ua
to try and squeeze o loan out of usi™

“You fat chump!”

“I=T1 want—""

“I know whut you want,’” grunited
Jolmmy Bull, “aud you're gomg te get
it! Collar hun " *,

“1 say, you fellowa—— Yarooh! I'm
not gassing! I've rﬂalliy got & faang——
Yooooop !” roared Billy Bunter, as the
Farhous Iive giasped him and sat him
down forcibly in the grass by the read-
side.

“Come on ! said Harry.

“ Yarooooch " 1

Harry Wharton & Co. burnied on
lowards the station. Wilham Uenrge
Bunter sat in the grass and roared.

And the chums of the Remove did not
see Bunter again ere they sturted. on
their strungoe quest. Willlam ‘iemrge
limpad back 1o Hawthorne Park in a
state of breathlessioss and great wiath;
and the Co, did not waste a further
thought npon lim.

THE THIRD CHAFPTER,
Wingate’s Quesi |

o OWN him!”
D Thud ! y
Ga:-::-rigu Wingate slopped
¥.

sudden
The street was dusk and lonely, Wine
gate, with his cap pulled down aver his
brows, was moving slowly, buried in deep
and troubled thovught,
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A consiable was s!ru%gﬁng in the grasp of three rough-looking assailants, and even as Wingate came speéding up, the

policeman went {o ¢

e gzround with a heavy thud.

(Sec this page.)

“ You cowardly brutes ! ** shouted Wingate, ryshing into ihe fray.

The Rixth-Former of CGreyfriara had
plenty to think about just thon,

ITe was convelous that it was follg that
had led hit to quit the cinema school at
Hawthorn Park—folly, he kuvew. But
was il not folly that had led him there n
the first place? ITad he not gune there
simply beeause he kuew that Elsie Main-
wartng woz a2 member of Urros Hunker's
aciing company?

Aftor Elsie had gone without o word,
Hawthorne Parle was dreary enough fo
George Wingate. He had thonght of re.
turning te CGrevfriars, Ha had his duties
there, and bui for the lnowladgs that
Elase was in trouble—perhaps in danger
—Wingate would have gone back to his
old plice in the Greyfriars Sixth,

Bt he remembered the clond upon the
fair brow. the look of fear in Elsic's blue
eyes—hie conld not forget that, She had
Hed from trouble, from danger, In which
perhaps he could help her. At a0l events,
tf he could fnd her, thore should not be
wanling a slrong arm to defend her 3f
petil threatened. [t was folly, perhapa:

It 1 was tha folly of a brave and
generous heart,

He must find hes—he would find bher.
Thut was lis fixed determination when
he left Hawthoroe Park., Amd he had
traced lier, with more or less certainty,
as far as Flitchestor.  He was alimost cer-
rain lhat she had left the railwawy -ut
Flitchester Station.  And then¥

He lanished other thonghts from his
rmiucl, oud sel himself Lo his task, 1o find
Flsio Mainwaring. He had taken a cheap
lodging near the station: money was a
congideration, He couid not wrile home
for money. He had sent a brief note 1o
sav that he was well, and thoat was all.
The few pounds o had avd the faw
pounds he had berrowed from his chum
Gwynne of the Sixth wonld not lest him
long.

But if lua moner wont, he would find
worlc: ho waa gure that cheres was always
work for wilhug hands to do,

Fvery day he walked in the Flitcheater
streets now, hoping lo find a trace of
BElsie, making 1nquiries hera and there;

somebimes watching the crowds on tha
‘buses, sometimes glﬂuﬁng at windows,
consciota of  the hﬁp&lﬁﬁ-ncss of hia
senrch, but never guile giving up hope.

He wax in a browa study now, think.
ing deaply, as he pared slowly along the
dmsku street, and he had hardly notice.l
the sounds of a senffle near at hand, till
a rough FOire sl:muh:-li

“Down 'im! Club him, Nobby, you
fool 1"

“Helpi™

A ery for hielp was enough for Wingala
of Lmj'[nam The dark thoughis in his
troubled mind fled as he wuas rovsed
meianily l'-:- artion.

“ Help

He a:*an in the direction of the ery.

A constable was steuggling in the grasp
of three rough-looking asswilants, wnd,
oven &3 Wingaie came speeding np, tha
Eu’ll{r{*mnn went to ihe ground with a

PRV Y thud

Wingate did 1ok stop 1o think,

Ha rushed into the fray without s
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6 Look cut for Part 3 of ** Who's Who in Filmiand

pause. The scene did not require any
explanation, and he was prompt to ack,
The thves roffians were %'r:ippiﬂg the hap-
less officer as he struggled on the pave-
ment, log intently occupled in their
riflianly work to observe Wingate's ap-

proach. He rame on them like a whirl-
witnd.
*Look ont!™ )
One of the ronghs went whirling

nnder Wingate's elenched fisi, and the
other Lwo sprang ap. i

In an ipstent they turned upon him
savagely.. ;

*You cowardly brotaes ™
gate, hiz eyes blozing.

“(o [ér "em!” mutterad one of the
rouehs.  Amd they elosed in savagely on
The Sisth-Farmer of Greyfriavs.

Wingate's hands werve up, his eyes Bash.
ing aver themn.

The ryffian: were twao to one, bat Win-
pale was strong and sturdy, and a splen-
did boxer. Je held the attack at bay
nuntil the third man serambled up and
eame fo the help of hi=s confederates.
Then the captain of Gresfriars was hard

shouted Win-

prazsed. )
But he stood gamely up to his
asanilant=,  The policeman Waz on his

knees pow, trving iop rise, and. blowing
Iiia whistle,

“Oit """ niettered one of ihe
rieffianz, " There's sanebody  coming !
{at Cim b

T'he three ruffans hurled themaelves on
Wingate. His right, clenched and as
haed us ron, Hlu,'__ﬁtl. ane of them fairly
on the jaw, -and sent him =pinning into
ihe street, The grasp of the ather two
was on. him, apd Winzate reeled back,
nearly bosne o the pavemont. Dot he
froed his hand, snd stenek upward, eateh-
ing one of hizs afamilants under the chin,
anid the man released hizs Lold, sod
aprawled, velling, on the pavement,

A blow in the face from hms last
anseilant dazed Wingate, but he grappled
with the ruffian; lightiyg hard at closa
aquurters, A hefiy body.blow made the
raffian gesp and staggoer. .

Wiugate followed it up with a drive
fairly on che "jaw, and tﬁﬂ man reeled,
and erashed oun the pavemoeut,

Wingate stood panting.

He was olizey E*ﬂm the hlows he had
veceived; but he was still game. ‘There
was a sound of rapidly approaching foot-
stepa. A man in evening-clothes, his
open cont showing a gleaming shact-front
and a sparkling diamond stad, rame up at
& rat,

The policeman had staggporcd up now,
n gtrcaE of bleod on his face. The three
voughs were sprawling en the pavement
and i the road: bBut the? leaped to their
feet, and for a moment Wingate prepared
for a fresh attack., But the arrival of the
strangoer, evidoutly ready to help, cavnsed
the ruffians to chavee their minds, and
they raced off down the dusky street,
panting oul curses.

Wingato staggered against the wall be-
hind hom, breathless, and his head recling
a2 litile,
step towards him.

“*You're huart, sir?"

“Nno! sasped Wingate.  "Only—
only a knock or two! I'm all sight!”

“1 reckon vou've saved me from prethy
serions damage siv. They had me down
wheu you came up.”

“T'm glad T was by ! said Wingate.
“Hallo! ¥Your whistle's been heard!™

Two constables came vunning up from
difficrent directions.

“¥You've all right, sir, if I leave you?l®

“Quite all right, thanks!” panted
Wingale.

The constable jeined his two romrades
with & hurried word &f explanstion, and
the threa rushed in pursuit of the roughs,
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The covsiable made a quick,

who had diseppeared round the nearest
COrIer,

Wingate leaned on the wall, breathing
hard, "Hao was hurdly conscious of the
fact that the man in the white shirt and
diamond had drawn nearer to him, and
wasg regarding him with a cuviouws glance,
But as he recovered a little he pglanced
up and cauglht the sivanger’s cyes fixed
on him,

“Yon're fairly hefty with your hands,
oung ‘un!” said the stranger, eyeing
Wingate,

The Greviriars caplain amiled faintly,
and nodded.

“You've done some boxin ™

.

“TIa the ring:"

“The ring ! vepeated Wingate. *0Oh,
no! At school,”

“*Don't tell me vou're a schonlboy—and
you. knocked out tlwee hefty ronghs in a
serap 1

Wingate langhed.

“Puat it's so. I'm in the Sixth at——"'
He Lroke off. **1'm not exactly at school
now, I think I'll be Eetring along.™

“*Hold on a minute!™ zaid the stranger
coully, He was lighting a cigar, wateh-
ing Wingate the while, evidently inter-
ested 1n the Grevfriara captain. “T've
got zn oye for o lad’s form. I dare say
you don’t know who I am¥”

*1 haven't an idea.”

“Btranger in this town?”

(43 1[,"(5:5,”

“1 dare say vou've heard my namwe, sl
the ramoe=Joff Blake, promoter.”

*“T'm afraid T haven't, 3Mr. Blake,” an-
swered Wingate, amiling.

“You've never beent mside the Flit-
ehestor Ring, perhaps?"”

“ Naver,”

*Then: vou've misfed secing some rveal
gmd glove fights ¥* said Me. Joff Blake,

lowing out a cloud of swoke. *T°d be
glad to see you thére. any Lime you care
to come along. Ask for Joff Dlake, aml
that'll see you through. My office ja in
ithe building i the High Steet. I
reckon vou've a game hird, young ’un,
and if vou've over ambittous o try your
luck with the mittens, come along and seo
me, and 'l give yvou a cvhance. I zaw
vou handle those ilivee toughs, though I
was too far off to help, and I reckon
you're made for the ring. If you ever
want to try vour luck for a purse, yon
come along and sce me. Bavyvy!"

“I'N vemember,” said Wingate, with a
sinile.  “It's not likely ; but thanls!”

“Well, 1 hope T'll see youn again.’”

And, with a penial nod and a last Aash
of Ima big diamond, My, Jell Blake wos
gone.  Wingate, feeling himseli again
now, went on his way, smiling as he
thought of Jeff Blake and his affer. At

that moment there was no thought in |

Wingate's mind of accopting it, so little
did he dream of what the near futuve
held., Jdn a few minutes, however, he had
forgotien the spuflle with the roughs and

his tallk with the boxing promeoter; the !

gwaoet, sad face of Elsie Mainwaring was
before his mind’s eFe onee more, and the
smile dicd from his lips.

“If I could only find lwer!”
whispered.

he

R —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Found at Lasti!

‘i- DU!F!
i ‘" Eigin 1M
“You!” repeated the rirl,

And thore was fear in her
volee and in her dilating ieves ns she
looked at the man befora her.

The romn was bare and poor and eold—
a mere garret. It was clean and neat, but
poverty waa grimly apparent on all sides.
And Elsie Muaoinwaring, the ctnema-star,
was changed —strangely changed—since

her dayas at Hawthorne Park, when the
Cireyfriars fellows had seen wnd admsived
the beautiful cinema-nelross,

The faco was still beautiful, as of old;
but it was pale, and haunted with care
and fear.

The gl had beon siiting by the win-
dow, pazing out over Ilitchester garret-
nindows and roofs, when a tap had coma
at the door. She turoed her Eu:ld a9 she
called " Come in!"” supposing thal it wos
her landlady; but the door opened, to
admit a young man in a fur-collared coad
and silli-hat, He took off the hat, and
bawed over it, with an momcal smile, aa
the girl started to jwer feet with a ory,

“¥an ! she breatbed.

“1 have found you, Elsie 1V

“You—¥Yernon Caratn!”  whispered
Elsia Mainwavring, shrinking back to the
wall.

He langhed lightly.

The girl's fear seemed {o amuse him.
1o stepped farther mto tho rvoom, tha
door half-open behimd him,

Her eyes rested on his face with fear,
vepugnunees, ahmest horrvor.

Yet Vernon Cavson was what woukl
have een called o handsome man,  His
foniuves were pood, his eyes deep ajul
darvk: the cruel curve of Lis lip was half-
hidden by a cuvled black monstache, But
there were signs in the handsome face
thal told of a bard and cynreal nalnre ;s
was nol a face, handsome as 1t woe, that
man or woman would have hked or
trustedd.  Tn the *villain's™ parts i tha
“prlctures " Vernen Carson was in his
clement ; Lo net only acted the parts, ha
lived them., Few af the thomneauds who
had seen the hamisome, mockmg faco on

the filins dresmed thr in vesl life YVer-

non Caveon was the same man as he was
saoty an the Ymovies "—bat auch he was,

Yo do not :eem glad to seo me,
Tlsio 1 he said, with mocking reproache
in his tones,

Sho panted.

“You know I am not !
find me?"”

Carzon laughed apain.

“Vou could not escape me [or long,™
he said. " ¥ou fed from Ilawthorno
Park to cseape me—after I had warned
vou to await my coming. Dl vou think
1 had {orgotten you?”

" I—TI hoped-—"

“You do yourself injustice, Elsie-~you
are ot so easily forgotten!” he said.
“T1s it not time that this comedy ended ?
Thore are many woemeu who would ha
wlad Lo wecept the offer T have made
:},Gu__u

“ Mot if they knew vou as I do!™ and
the givl bitterly.

Curson shevgued his shouders,

“AWith me te lLelp you, you may
achieve fame wml fortune,” he  said.
“KNoup were  slready  swccessful as o
cinema-actress ; [ have been successiul on
the Glms i a different way. Will you
iy ib all up, for the sake of this—
prejudice?  Your earcer iz ab an ond,
unless you make tening with me. And you
know my terms [

# Mever I

He smiled.

Y Mever’ iz a long time,” he said.
“But & woman's ‘ never ' may mean to-
morrow. I do not like lo remind yeu of
your pasition, but it i3 not every man
of my wanding whe would _givc his name
to a conviet’s davghter——'

Iilsie moaned.

“ My father was Dmocent-—'

“ Possibly ! Ionocent men have becn
sent to prison before now, and may be
again,’” he assented, * but :thnﬂ the worlid
beiieve 307  And if John Mainwaring's
hiding-place was discoverad——-""

Elsio gave a ery.

“¥ou do not—rvau do not know——="
Her voice foiled her,

ITow did you
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“Dh, we'll find him alright! "™

In the glimmer of lhe street-lamp, he saw a group of juniors coming towards him.

Wingate staried as he haard the voice of Bob Cherry of the Greylrlars Bemove,

In an instaut he had darted

inte an alley-way, breathing hard ! (See chapfer 5)

Vernen Carson fixed his black eyes on
the pule, torrified face,

onppose I tell you that I bave dis-
covered  lis  hiding-place—that 1 can
hand him over fo justice whenever [
chonae-—""

Elsie sank into a cliair.

“Thon all is lost ! she moaned., ™ That
i3 what you were going to tell nwe ot
Hawiliorne Park if 1 had awatied your
coming ¥

o nodded.

“7 thought so—1 feli tl" she whis
pered,  * Villain and spy, how dild you
find him®"

“Phat does not maller,  The world
bolioves that Jolin Mainwaring s dead. I
know that he lives, and can place my
hand ou him," bLe said coolly. " You
know Uie price of his liherty. ITo is
safe, if you choose. It is for you lo suy
tho word. When I am his aon-in-law, it
will ba Lo my interest to save him, and to
save vou, from disgrace. My own
interoats have alwayxs bece zale v my
Tiands.*

Wl

“Calm voursol, Elsie!  You aro not
acting bofore the camera now!™ said
Clarson.  “This 1z not o filmeseone---it 15
deadly carnest. 1 have found you again,
atd I am here for your answer., 1 have
lwon zecking vou long cnough, amd I
have Foumd you at fost—-"

“And while von have beeu sceking
me my {athor hag been secking safety 17
interrupted Blsie, with flashing eyes. T
knew what you had to tell me, and T sent
my father warning at once. Dotray him
if vou will—they will not find himn now 1™

Voernon Corgon's mmocking manner left
him, and o black seow!l cate over his
birrwe.

“Ta that troe?? he exclaimed roughly.

“ You will find it so!” sand Klsie scoivn-
fully,

““Vou bave been fdoling me, then ™
He vround the white tepth that ghisteaed
under the bisck moustache.  “ You have
led me on this wild goose chiase, while
your father-——-"

“yer! And now gnl!” The oivl rese

te her full height, and hier outsireiched
hand pointed to the door. * ¥oun have no
vight here, Yernon Carson ! CGo! [If you
trouble me longer [ will cal for help, and
have vou turned frome the house like &

dog "

He gritted his tecth again,

“ 8 that is vour answer--—"

o 'I?::"L ia my answer | Villmin =cowand
"""j!'n r

He strade towards her, his eves blarine
with rage. There wus o slep on the stare
vase Lelow, and a voieo:

“The lop room, sit! Kuock at the first
doar "

“Phank vou!"

Tlsie heard the volee on the lavdieg
willioonft, and starbed, ir{'mhliﬂ.*.‘.- Sl
know the deep, ringing tones of Lieorge
Wingate of Greviriars, Whar waa Win-
rate doing there, in that chieap lodzing-
hounse in a back-strect of Flitchestor?

Tl grasp of Vernon Carson was on her
wrist., In ’his. fury, the Olm-actor did nok
hoar ot hoed the veicos and the footerepa
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without—footsteps that were approaching
the half-open door of the garret.

" Eisie | L swear——-" ;
“Release mel Help!” shrisked the
gicl.

The door crashed open.

It was George Wingate who stood o
the threshold. He had been about to tap
on the door when Elsie Mainwaring’s cry
reached him.

Carson, with s curse, stared round at
the interruption, his teeth set, his eyes
plittering savagely.

Wingate took in the scene at & glance,

YWith a biaze in his eyes, he strode into
the room. In o eccond his grasp was on
the shoulder of the rascal. .

“Heleaso that lady instantly1” IHis
voics trembled with rage. " You dog, do
vou hear "

Without an answer, Vernon Carson
struck ot hus face. With a swing of his
powerful arm, Wingate gent him spinning
peross the room,

“ Elsic——" ho hreathed. .

*(Oh, take care ! panted the zivl.

VYernon Carson had str:ﬁg‘mjeg npraingt
ihe wall, but he recave himself in o

moment. g . 3
He sprang towards Wingate with his
fists clenched and his cye ablaze. Quietly

Wingate placed Elsia behind him, and

faced the rush of the enraged cinema-
acter, . 1

“¥ou meddling houndl1” shouted
Carson, “1 will—"

rash !

%ingata's fist struck him faily on the
mouth, and Vernan Carmon reeled beclk,
and fell with = ernsh to tha floor.

“(Oh, Heaven | breathed Elsie, clasp-
g her hamda, . )

Wingate stood over the sprawling vil-
‘ain, his Ssls clenched, and his eyes
Hashing. : ¢ :

“Vou dog!™ he said thickly, *'Get
out! Do vou hear? Get out, or I will
throw you {rom the room like the cur you
ave "

Carson stagpered 1o bis feck

A stream of red trickled from the corner
of his mouth. He panted with rage,

“* You—you—-""

“{Het out 1" thundered Wingate.

ITe advanced upon the rascal, and
Carson backed quickly to the door. He
nad felt the weight of the Greyfriars cap-
lain"s arm once, and he did not want to
feal it again.

Ty the doorway he paused to cast a
sivage glance back at the Bixth-Former
of Greyfriara and the panting girl,

“1 will go. But I will return!™ he,
hissed. * 1 will-——"

Wingate made a stride towards him,
and, leaving the sentenco unfinished,
Vernon Carson rushed away, and his hur-
ried footsteps rang down the stairs,

Wingate turned back,

“* Flsia i

Tlc held out Ins handas,

ey

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Almest Discovered !

1 UT you came to find me?”

Elsie Mamwaring had drawn
her hand: away, & blush on her
cheeks, Bhe metioned Wingate

to a chair.

“1 came to N(nd you, Elsie,” he an-
swered quietly,

“¥You have left -Hawthorne Park,
then 1™

“Yen"

* But your school--—"

“1 gm not bound to go back to Grey-
[riara yet. have leave from the Head.
Aupyhow, 1 should not have gone,” said
Wingate, in the sameo quiet tone, “ L
eould not rest till ¥ had seen you sgain,
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I knew you were in distress, and then you

went—so suddenl
“1 had no chowee,” whispered the girl.

“1 cannot tell vou all. but there is

da%ger—-dan er and trouble”

Wingate's brow darkened.

“From that man Vernon Carsont”

“Yes, And—and I canuot tell you
all,” Her colour deepened. *I must
leave here.  I1e must not find me again,”™

“ But why should you feur him?” broke
cuk ";':"ing'ate. “Iam here. I can protect

ou.

Elsie emitled faintly.

“¥You cannot protect me from-what he
can do to harm e, I muost go, Through
me, once, he has traced out zomedne
whom I love, and whose safety he has
threatened. 5o loug as he koows where
to find me, he will watch and spr, and
sooner or later——"’

Winpgate felt an icy chill at his heart.

“Someone whom you love?" he
breathed,

Elsie locked at nm quickly.

“ My father !” she said.

“0Ohl I—-1 understand Wingate
breathed again. * Your father's safety 1s
threatened by that villaini®

She nadded.

(1] }'Eﬂ.”

“But I do not soe—"*

“I cannot explain, even to you, my
doar friend. But so it is. I must escape
him, or through me he will trace m
fether, I would teli you all if I could.
But I cannct, But you—  Why did
you follow me from [Hawthorne Park "

Ho did not znswer. Ha ecould not
answer., But pechaps the girl read some-
thing of his secret in his face, for the
went on hurriediy -

“This is Iuilg.'l You must returp——"

“And youl?'

“What matters?” said Elsie wearily.
“1 shall find a hiding-place somewhere
where that dastaed cannot trace mo out !’

“ Mot alone 77 puid Wingate,

“"Yog, yesl"

“¥You have no brother 3"

N0, said the giel sadly.

“Let me toko your. brether’s place,
then 7 said Wingate steadily. " You
need help and protection. I shall help
and protect you. So long as vou are in
digtress, Elsie, I shall not leave youw.”
Ha g]nnced round the bare room. " You
are in need—I can gee that, Moncy——"*

Her lip quivered.

“1 have litile,"” she whispered. “I1—=I
had to help eomeonc—my father, It was
necessary for him to make a sudden
journey. X canuot explain, but—but it
was for his safety. I did nob tell him it
waa all T had——"

“Aud yet you would not et moe help
pou—you who sacrifice so much for
athers," suid Wingate, with a throb of
tenderncss in his voice. * You are pale
and ill, ¥Youn need carve. Elsie, I shall
[ cnre for you ag if I were your brother.”

“Ah, 1f that ecould only bel™ she
murmured. )

“ If vou atre afraid of that villain finding
vou again, you shall ehangd your quar-
ters at once,” said Wingate. "I have a
room in & house at the farther end of the
town. You shall take up new gquarters in
the same housze, I will ask for a room for
my sieber."”

Sho colourcd. .

“Then you have Leen here lonz 77 ale
aaked,

“ A week—seeking you. It was only to.
day that I was able to trace you,” he said.
. %‘mﬂk IHezven I have found yeu here™

“PBul—but your friends—"

“They do not know T am here. They
know I am safe, and ihat 13 all.” He
smiled reassuringly. M1 shall take care
of you now, Klsic—-until you need my help
no longer. You need it now.”

13F
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Bho snviled faintly,

Don’t miss ‘' Hunied Down !’ the Wonderful Story of Schoolboy Adventure—

“1 am so tircd—eo troubled,” she mur-
mured. ' A friend in need iz a friend
indeed,’ the saying %:veu, I onght 1o gend
you away, I know ; but—but 1 cannot.”

“T should not go,” said Wiugute, with

a2 smile, “We were friends at llawthorne
Park, Elsie, Weo ave friends shill—{for
ever !

" Foar ever,” repeated the givl softly,
“Only friends—but for ever,”

“Yon need money,” said Wingate, 1
shall work for you, as if 1 were your
—yonr brother.”

“You work! My dear boy!” she
murmured tenderly.
“J can work,” said Winghte, “ Indeed,

I have had an offer alveady froni o man I
met by chance. Aund now I shall go and
sea him. 1 have been offered a boxing
engagement, if I choose to take 1t up,
And that will sco ws through for smne
time, Elsie,”

“Us?"” gho repeated.

“Us!" euid Wingate firmly.  “Some
day you will return to your cipema en-
gagement, and then, if yon choosze, you
can call 1t a debt to be repaid. At pre-
sent 1 am head of the houze.” [le mnmled.
“ Wow, Flsie, vou must leave the manage-
ment in my hands. ™

She losked at him.

She was older than the captain of Grey-
frinrs, though she hardly locked olden
But theee was a strength, a scli-reliance,
in George Wingate, that was strangely
comforting to the distressed, troubled
girtl.  He seemed like a tower of strength
to her in her forlorn weakness and fone-
liness,  She could not send him away. 1f
she could have had a brother like thial
But ho had said thet he would be her
brother, Of the hovigh, half-realised love
deep down in his heart, not a word !

“It shall be as you wish,” she said at
lagt, in o low voice, I need a friend so
much. It secms as if Heaven itself must
have stnt you to me. Tt shall be 23 you
wish, my dear, dear friend.” -

“YVau shall not regret it, Elsie,” he
aaid, with grave calmuess, “ Now, I will
leave you. and engage the reom for oI
that I spoke of,  You will be rﬂ;.q.l]r o
ga? I will call for you in an hour.”

“PBut that man—" Bhe shivered,
“If he ia watching——" )

“1 shall keep my eyes open. I he is
watching I shall soon stop his spying
said Wingate grimly., “Good-bye for a
little while, Tleiet”

““God bless vou I*' she said.

He touched hor hand, and was gone.
His {ootsteps rang on the bare, uncar-
peted stairs, ) ]

“God bless him!" the girl whispered
again, as the footsteps died away below,

Wingata quitted the house, his heart
heating fast, and & light in his eyes, He
had found Klsie : she had allowed lim to
take his place as her defender; he was not
to part with her again, That was more
than enough to brng the light of hap-
piness to Wingate's eyen.  Dusk was fall-
g, atd the strect-lamps were lighted aa
Wingate stvode away. He looked about
him kecnly as he went, but there was no
sign of Vernan Carson. Tae man with
the black moustache waa gona,

Wingate strode on through the dushy
streets. His mission was accomplished
now, and of Greyfriars he did nol think.
The present was enough—the future could
take care of iteelf. DBut Greylfriars was
brought suddenuly back to his mind as he
strode on. A voice he knew fell on his

M.TE' " L] "

“0Oh, we'll find him all vight I

Wingate started.

He Eknew the voice of Bob Cherry of
the Grayfriars Remove.

Ahe&gci him was & strect lamp, and in
the glimmer of its light he ch.ugﬁt mght
of o group of juniors c¢oming towards



—In this week’s issue of ** The Gem ' Library! 9

fim. Tu an instant he had darted into
an  alley-way, breathing hard as he
stopped out of sight of the juniors.

Were they secking him?  In any case,
he was anxions nob to be seen in Flit-
chester. The voices came to hiz ears a3
the junines came on, little dreaming how
near they were to the one they wui;ht.

“ He's in -this town." It was Harry
Wharton speaking. *“It was the Flit.
thester postmark on the loiter he zent
home—we've found that out. ‘Lhere was
no address, but the postmark——" ;

“He mav have gone since,” said
Johnny B-ull).l
~ “If he has, we'll follow, and find him.
He's got to:come back, and clear his
name."

The voices died. away.

Wingate emerged from the allay when
the juniors were gons. There was no
doubt now that they were seelang him.
YWhat did Whearton's words mean—to
claar hizs name? ‘Those words puzzled
Wingate. He was far from dreaming of
the  black suspicion that had gathered
round his name at Flawthorne Park. But
he dizsmissed the matter from his mind as
he strode onward. He had Elsie to think
of now.

- —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Boxing Engagement !

§ OME right in !"” _
Mr. Jeff Blake's voice was

genial and hearty.

. It was the following doay; and
Wingate, after long thinking the matter
out, had decided to call upon the boxing
manager at the Fliichester Ring building.

He had to have money—his hittle supply
was almost gone, and there was Elsie.
But for the strange fear that haunted her,
and made her a fugitive, Elsie Main-
waring had a princely salary at her com-
mand. Shs had but to return to Haw-
thorne Pack, where Cyrus Hunker would
have welcomned back his lost cinema star

with open arms. But that could not be. |

Wingate did not fully understand why,
but he knew that it could not he. For
some reagon he but dimly comprehended,
the girl he wnmhipﬁed had te remain in
hiding, for through Yernonm Carson a
peril threatened which even Wingate's
strong arm could not guard against.

Of Caraon nothing had been szeen,
Wingate did not believe that the rascal
had troced Elsis to her new lodging.
Thare, too, Hlsie was taken as Wingate's
sister, and had adopted his name—an
additional safeguard agninst discovery.

But it was necessary fto earn money,
and Mr. Joff Blake's offer was the only
apening that-presented itself to Wingate.
With hesitation, and & little Limidity, the
Grayfriars captain entered the big {)uild-
ing on Flitchester High Street, and asked
to see Mr. Jeff Blake. And the hearty
g'raa-ting of that portly and.expensively-

ressed gentleman guite banished all his
doubts.

Mr. Blake was seated at a desk in a
handsomely-furnished offico. and he
jumped up at once to shake Wingate by
the hand.

“Ba you've come?" he smilad,

“T've come, sir,”” said Wingate.

“To take my offer 7"

“1F it's still open —vyes."

“Good man ! Mr. Jeff Blake waved
his cigar towards s chair. “8it down.
Yeu must be a thought-reader, young
man."

" A thought-reader " repeated Win-
gate, purzled.

“You see, I was just thinking about
you,” explained Mr. Dlake. “I've been
let down.”

“Dh !" said Wingate, not quita under-
standing.

4 tan

“7 dare sav von've heard of the Flit-
chester Chicken ?* said My, Blake, with a
puff of smoke.

[ 1] H-ﬂﬂ..”

Jeft Blake chuckled. i

“Tron't tell the Chivken that, if yom
want him to let you off lightly,” he said.
“The Chicken's fairly well known, ont-
side Flitchester, too.” That's his mug on
the boarda outside the ring.”

Wingate romembered seeing o depicted
bruiser en the boarvds outside, in the
street, and he nodded. So far as he had
noticed the mug of the Flitchester
Chicken, tha Chicken wasn't & very
pleasant gontleman to look at.

“Weall, the Chicken was meeting a
man in the ring in o couple of days’
time,” said Mr. Blake, in explanation,
“Tha man’s cried off sudden.™

lII mﬂr?‘ .

“I've got to get a man to etand up to
the Chicken, for the sake of the thin snd
of tho purse,” said Mr. Blake.

*The—the what "
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Y Tf the fixture's carriad on, there'll be
a purse on the fight. and the loser takes a
und note out of it," explained Mr.
Blake. *That's where you come in, if
vou take it on."

Wingate flushed a little,

“Yon're sure T should lose the fight,
then #* he asked.

“Well, o fight's nover lost till it"s won,”
snid Mr. Blake diplomaticslly. * You're
a hefty young fellow, and von might—
well, 1 wish you the best of luck. ['m
expecting a visit from the Chicken now,
Will van look at M, and tell me whether
ot 1l stand up to him in the boxing-ning 7
%E so, 1 shall want you to put in some
training here first, as far as the time
allows—you can fix that?"

* Quite easily.”

“Not at school now ™ grinned Mr,
Blake.

“ Mot at prasent.”

Jeff Blake blew out a cloud of sinoke,
and eyved Wingate rather 'curiously.

“ Look hero,” he said, after a pause, *1
belisve you could stand up to the Chicken

for a faw rounds and make a fight of it.

T won't deceive you. You'll get b bt
knocked about., Mind $ant "

“I'm not zoft,” said Wingale,

“You don't look it.  Bubk vou hoven's
fonght belore ¥

* Oh, yes!"

“Not this kind of fighting 7"

“Well, no. DBut—"

“Ti's g hit different from schoolboy
slogging, yeu'll find. But you're nol
afraid of o briise ar fwoi”

“Not at all.™

“Youre & good plucked- 'un.” Baid
Mr. Bluke, with an approving wave of hia
cigar. "I like wou! Years to come
you'll make 2 good man'in the ring, and
walk over & whole barnvard of Chickens,
if you take it up seriously. Thinking of
doing that%" _

“Nao. Only——"'

“1 gee--temporary shoriage of the
needful ' said Mpe. Blake, with a com-
prehending grin.

“Exactly I said Wingate.

“The tenner is worth ennugh to vou to
take a hammering for it "

i YEIE_]‘!

“(ood enough !

“1 ghall beat the Chicken if 1 can,
thougl, if the fight's arranged,” said the
Groyiriars captain,

“NMore power to your elbow,” said
Jeff Blake cordially. * Hallo, here he 15!
Blow tn, Chicken ™

The Chicken blew in.

Wingate glaneed at him  curiously.
He was a powerful-lookiug man. with a
hard, tough face and little, sharp eyes.
Unﬂmlbh;%ll}r he did not look a pleasant
customer to deal 'with., Mr. Jeif Blake
introduced Wingate, who shook hands
with the bruiser. The Chicken's manner
wag not very civil. He felt the come
pletest scorn for the lad who was fo stand
up to him for the thin end of the purse,
and he did not take the trouble to conceal
it. Polished manners had been left ouk
of the curriculum where the Chicken was
trained, He gave Wingate's hand o
terrific grip, for the pleasanra of seeing
him wince, but Wingale did not wmee,
though his hand was almost numbed by
the grip. And he set his lips a little as
he watched the scornful grin on the
Chicken’s face, while My, Jelf Blake was
explaining how matters stood.

“Wall, it's agreed,’” eaid Mr. Blake
briskly at last. “It's only a f}:lﬂﬁl’iﬂn of
signing on now,  I'll look out the tickel.”

Mr. Blake sat at his desk, and the
bruiser grinned across him ab Wingate,
Wingate looked back at him, calmly and
steadilyv. Whether he could stand up to
the Chicken or not, he meant to do hit
best, and there was nothing like fear in
his heart.

“Hore you are, lad,” said Mr. Blake,
loaking up.

Wingate knew little enough of such
pffaira, and he was willing to leave hin-
gelf in Mr. Blake's hands. The boxing-
manarer, at least, meant wpll by ham,
though the Flitchester Chicken's look was
far from encouraging.

“Don't forget to make yonr will
voung ‘un!" called out the Chicken, as
Wingate shook hands with the marager
and flurned to go.

Wingate made no reply to that.

He left the manager's office with a feel.
ing of elation. He meant to do his best
in the fight: but, whatever happened,
the ten-pound note was secure, and that
waa what he wos fighting for—his broad,
and Hlsie's, And it was with a light
heart that he hurried back to the
lodgings to tell Elsio the news.

TrE MaAdsET LIBRABRY.—No. 661,
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Harry Wharton fo the Rescue!
T'3 Flasial"

it
I “Miza Mainwaring "
“Yes,” breathed Illarry
ton.

The duck wan falling in the narrow
slreet, looked wpou by grimy windows,
Harry Wharton & Co. had come along
from the High Street of Flitchester, scan-
ning the doors of the dingy houses zs
they cames, in the growing dusk.

Far a week the chums of the Remova
had beaen in Flitchester, seeking feor
{sentga YWingate.

That he had been in the town, and
nlmost cerininly staved there for a time
they knew; the postinark on his brief
leiter home told as much.

Beyond that they knew mothing; bot
their want of suecess liad not discouraged
them. Géorge Wingatre had to he found ;
and not one of the chums doubted that
F'Elen- he knew the charge that was hang-
g over him he would hasten back to
Ilawthorne Park to meet it. But the
waek’s grace Cyrus [Tunker had granfed
had expired: now, and the juniors were
getting very anxious, They had taken
rooms ot tho hotlel near tho station, and
evary day they pursued their inquirtes in
the town, and meore than once they had
fancied themeelves sn tha track, enly to
he disappointed. But luck bad come
their way at lust. OF Wingate they
could hear nothing : but at a shop at the
cornor of Mood Btreet they heard some-
thing of a Miss Mainwaring, who lived
in poor ladrings further up.

They could hardly imagine Elsie, the
heautiful cinema star, in poor ladgings
in such a strest; but it was a rlue, and
the chums of Grevfiars were folowing
it wp, It could only lead, after all, to
anather dismppointment at tho worst.

Thes knew—they were sure—that Win-
ate had left Hawthorne Park to seek
Csie. And if they could find Elsie, she
might bo sble to help them in seeking
Wingata. It was a chance, at least. And
it wes with renewed hope that Harry
Wharton & Co. made their way along the
d:ngy street, scanning  the doors for
No. 35, Elsie’s old lodzing, from which—
ns of course they could not guess—she
had removed.

They were close to the dingr  house

Wfl ar.

when Harry Wharton caught eight of a |

ligure in the dim light at the porch. It
was o shabhily dressed fgure, and there
wae & thik veill over the face. Dt

Wharton felt sure that he had seen it
before. The graceful figure of the Star
of the Filma was not easily forgotien,

“Yeou're sure?" whispered ob
Cherry, peering through the dusk at the
figure.

“1 feel sure,”” said Iarry, *that ie the
house we were told about, {o0—-No, 385,
And i it ia Miss Mainwaring—""

“Hhe may know where Wingate ia”

* Bxactly 1

“"We can ask her, at any rata,”™ eaid
Frank Nugent. " 8he will help us, if she
can, when she knows what's the row at
Hawthorno Park.”

il T

I'm sure of that!™ said Harry.

The juniors drew a little nearer.
There were no front gerdens to the
houses in Rond Steet, Flitchester. Only
a deep, dark area, with iron railings,
separated each house from the pavement,
and there were dingy stono steps intn a
dingy porch. From: the doorway—the
dogr was ﬂ[;t!n-udu:ky gaslight glimmered
out, revealing o woman with a shawl
over her shoulders, who had evidently
<ome in answer to Elwe's Lnocl,

“Is there a leiter?"

The juniors heard Elsie’s veice, and it

THe idm:-im: Liegany,—No. 661,

et all their doubte at rest. That swesk,
btremitlons voice was LKlsio Mainwaring's.

" Yea, mise.”?

The landladsy  disappeared for o
motment, aml returned with a ledter in
her hami, whicly she passed out to the girl
in the porch,

"Thauk Goad-night, M=
Gooch ¥

“"Gaoo"-night, miss!™

The deor closed.

Elsie stood] for a momeant ar fwo on the
steps, with the letter in her hand, Bhe
Wi iﬂﬁ]nmg ab the supersceiption in the
dim light from the fanlight over the doeor.

Harry Wharton & o, waited for her
to como down the steps to speak to her.
Tha girl was evidently deeply interested
m Wb letter, though she had not opened
it.  Apparently she was looking at the
address, to ascertain the hand i which
1t was wrilton,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ™ whispered Bob
Cheery euddenly.,

A figwre erossed the dusky strect
rapidiy towards the house.

he juniors canght a glimpse of o
voung  man's  faoe,  with & blask
moustache. and sharp, black eyes.

Ha did not notizethe schoolboys in the
dunale; all his attention was fixed vpon the
girl on the steps.

He sprang highily on the step beside
Filaie, and suddenly grasped her wrist—
the wrist of the hand that held the
letfer.

Elsio gave a shavp orr.

“We meet again!" grinned Vernon
Clarsan, still gripping her wrist.

“Nou! et magoi”

“Not till you bave given me the
letier, ™

“Tha leiter ! It iz mine !

Carsan laughed.

1 hava watched the honse, or had it
watched, ever sinco you stole away,” ha
said. I knew that you must come back
for lelders—that vour fother would have

Tou I

written to you here. That is from your
fatheri™

Y1 will not tell you.’®
e ——————r e s ko oY

Tt o i { §

]

LIGHTING-UP TIME
FOR THIS WEEK.

e

rH

OCTOEER. f
4th Monday- - - - 6.0 p.m.
6ih Tuesday - - -~ 558 ,,
8th Wednesday - =~ 566 ,,
Tth Thursday - - = 553 ,,
8th Friday - - - =551
Sth ﬁﬁmﬁﬂf - = =549 ¥
10th Sunday- - - - 547 ,,

Immmm“'ﬂi

!

L sl bedd

Look out for Part 2 of *“ Whne's Who in Filmland "’'—

" You need not—your lnok is enongh,™
said Carson coolly. “I have lost your
father's track; but that letter will sed
mo on 1t again. Give ib to moi”

ML will not I eried Elsie.  “ What
right have im: to take my letter ¥

“The right of the stronger ! grinned
Carson, as he tightened his %'rip on the
girl's wrist, " Give it to me )"

1 will ery for help I’ panted the girl,
“Vernon Carson, let mo go !

“ No need'for that, Miss Mainwaring 1"
Harry Wharton. ' Help s
here. - Come on, you fellows |

For a few moments the suddenness and
strangeness of the scene had held thae

_kunim'u spellbonnd.  Dut tha spell was
raken

now. Mavry Wharton 12m
forward as ho shouted,
Elsia gave a ery,
“Help—help me 1™
“Wa'ro  here, miss!”  yelled Dob
horey,

Vernon Carson faced the junicrs for
moment, with a curee on his hips. Then,
seeing at a glince that they were foo
many for ham, he enddenly snatehed the
letter fromy Elfioc’s hand and sprang

Lwaw.
‘:.a;{) him !  shricked Else, in
terrified fones. ““He has taken my lettor !

For mercy’s gake— -

With a bound, Harry Wharton was
npan the film actor ag ﬁe- sprang away.
Wharton's prip closed_on his shoulder,

" Hands off, vou young fool 1 shouted
Carson, striiing at him savacely,

“ Hacic up, you fellows!™” =~

Wharton veturned the bLlow fercely
enough, and elosed with Vernon Caron,
The man was too strang for him, Iut ia
a meoment his chums were swarnning to
hia aid,

Right and Teft iheir hands were Jakd
upon Carson, and he was diageed to the
muddy pavement with a erasi.

MOk, Heaven ! moaned Elsie, oling.

i to the dron railings for 5-|p]m1'i,

almost fainting with lerror,

o ""Pn*- the end down!™ panted Jolmny
ull.
With the letter srumpled and gripned

in his_hand, Vernon Carson atguglgllud

savagely with tho Famous Five.

But.they wero tos many for him.

Johnny Bull's heavy knee  crushed
down on his chest, pinnisg him on his
back an the pavement, and Nugent
trampled on his kicking legz, with diceful
results to Carson's natty trousers,

. Wharton gripped his wrist, and twisied

it, to force him to let go the stolen lotter,

" Let it be, you thief ! excluimed the
captain of the GreyInars Remove.

A ocurze wns the only anawer.

“Hold him, you fellowse!™ said
Wharton qui{-rfv. “T'lt have the letter
off him ar crack his wreist !

“Go it!"” grinned Bob Cherry.

There was a vell of agony from Carson,
Harry Wharton was not handling hin
cently.

His cehilehing fingers nnclosed on the
letter, and Wharton jerked it away,

Al sorene,  I've got it!” he ex-
claimed,

Carson made a savage chetch at L,
and the juniemra thudded himi down on
ihe pavement aguin, and onea more
Johuny Bull’s knee pinned him  there.
E’i:ﬁl rascal raved oot curses as he was
eld.

Harry Wharton ran back to Elsie wilh
the Jetter in his hand, and held it out
to the trembling gl

“Heore 18 the leiter, Miss Mainwar-
ing " he panted,

*0Oh, thanks—thanks!" The gidl
almost =natched the letter. *Thank
Heaven he was not able to open if——""

“Ho hadn't time for that,” raid Whar-
ton, with a breathless laugh, * But, 1
say, Miss Mainwaring——"
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steadily,

Mr, Blake sat at his desk, and ihe bruiser grioned across him at Wingate. Wingate looked back at him, calmly and
There was nothing like fear in hls hearb. (¥ee chapler G.)

“Do not let him go!” breathed ithe
gir. " Wharton, thank Heavan yeu
vame, though T eannot guess how you
came here! But do not let that man
follow me. He is miy enemy., He zecks
to injure me. Keep him from following
me, I beg of you!”

Without waiting for Wharton to reply,
Flain «darted away, and in a moment the
evening shadows had swallowed up the
fleeing figure.

Wharton, taken by
irreselute.

Ha had intended to question Elsie re-
garding Wingate, but the girl was gone
50 sudidenly rhat he had had no time to
epeak. Ho oould see that cshe wae in
deadly fear of the man on the pavement
—Varnon Carson, as he had heard her
call him,

gi

“Miza  Mainwarving ! called  omt
1‘_-'];13.11::-!1, taking a step ufier the fleeing
girl.

Dut Elsie was gone,

surprise, stood

Harry Wharton turned back to his
chums, surprised and disappointed.

“Hold the emd, you fellows!" hoe called
out,

“You bet!”

" Let meo go!” shricked Carson, strug-
ghing furiously.

“Tap his head on the pavetnent " said
- Johnny Bull, “Parhaps that will calm
him & bit.™

“"Ha, ha, ha!?

There was a fiendish vell fram Carson
as his head was tapped, not gently, on
the hard, cold stone. Tut he eceased 10
struggle, though curses still  poured
from his Lips.

“ Keep him thera " said Harry. * Miss
Mainwaring 19 afraid of him, the rotien
bully! We'll give him a lesson akou:
frightening a woimnan.”

“Waa, rather 1 said Bob.

“Hasy sho gone? exclaimed Nugent,
laoking 1‘<::-th15.

“¥es. She asked me not to let that
“bruie follow hLer.”

“We'll da that!"

“Let me go ! nased Carson,

“8o that wou can follow Miss M
waring, and try to steal her letter again,™
aatd Wharton zeornfully.

“"You voung fool, yvou Jden't under-
stand—"*

“Haold your fonpue!” eard Wharton
roughly,

SR you lek me go? hissed Carson,
between his teslh, “I'll yell for the
p‘ﬂ'li ML

“Yell away! If you want to explain
ty the police that you wers stealing a
letter and that we stopped you, you
misarable thief!"

Carson groumd his teeth wiih fury.

The juniors gllowed him {o rise 10 g
feat, but they kept a tight grasp on him,
Vernen Careon diud not shoub for the
police ua he had threafened, Ha re-
mained in the grasp of the juniorvs,
aquivering with rage amd chagrin®  For
fully tive munntes the chune of Gireys

Toe Macver Lisgagy,—No, #61,




12

friars held the enraged raseal a prisonér,
to give Elsis Mainwaring fime to get
clear.

“I think that will do,” said Harry
Wharton, at last, * Now, you scoundrel
wha te—""

“Hang you! Let ma go! :

“You've bean frightening ‘hliss Main-
waring, trying to sieal a letter from her,
ﬁﬂd—-_"

“Fool !
wife "

Wharton started,

“1 don’t.belisve that!” he said curtly.
“Tou are a liar as well as & bully and
a ruffian. You're going Lo have a lesson.
If Miss Mainwaring were willing to
make s charge apainst you, we'd take
vou to the police-stalion. As it i3, we'll
deal- with you ourselves. Roll him over,
vou fellows! Thers's plenty of mud in
the gutter, and it will do him good!"”

“Iear, hear!" chuckied Beb Cherry.

Carson steuggled savagoly, bub his re-
siztances did not avail him. He waos jerked
across the pavement, and he came down
with a squash inbo the thick wet mud in
tha gutter. And with loud chortles tha
juniors rolled him over in the mund.

Then they left him.

Vernon Carson serambled out of the
guttar, foaming with rage, smothered
with greasy mud from head to foobk. As
he tramped away, leaving a trail of mud
behind him. he ground his teeth, and
hissod threats of vengeance,

11

Miszs Mainwaring i3 to be my

g r——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
At Last

H UT T fear for you!" whisparad
Hlsie.
¥r ingate amiled, and shook hia
head. '
“There is nothing to fear!” he said.
. The two sat at toa, in a dingy little
#itting-room, which was brighter than s
palaca to Georges  Wingate at that
maoment, - There was a guiet happiness
in Wingate's [ace., Buf Elsie was look-
ing sorely troubled.
As the date of the fight came unearer,
it trottbled her more and more. Bhe had
pard and read something of the Flit-
heater Chicken, and she fearad for Win.
'ﬁ{htﬂu She did” not want to discourage
i, but she could not disguise her fears.
‘It was for her sake, che knew, that he
WA i'm:'.ing the bruiser in the ring. For
\?uzgat_a ad taken the lead. He was the
bracdwinner now for the strangely-
aasorted pair. The situation was strange
enoligh, in truth, yet it seemed, some-
how, natural te Wingate.  Elsie was
older in years, but she was persecuted,
‘and almost " penniless; and Wingate,
Bixth Form schootboy as he was, was
ptrong and self.reliznt, with boundleas
pluck and determination. Both were
very nearly at the end of thoir resources,
and the ten-pound note at the Flitchester
Ring was gorely needed.
CIf Wingate had faltered, the thought
of how necessary the money waa wounld
have sustained him. But he did not
falter. ‘Win or lose, he was ready to
stand np to the professional bruiser, If
ha had a suspicion’ that he was, s3 &
mattar of fact, merely being put up to
be knocked about by the Chicken for the
entartainment of the patrons of the Flit-
chester Ring. he did not allow the sus-
picion to Bffect himn in any way. He had
mada his bargain with Mr, Jeff Blake,
and signed his agreement, and it could
not be said that the promofar had not
warned him, fairly and squarely. Win-
gate never thaught of faltering.
#There iz nothing to -fear," ho ra-
poated remmsuringly. It js only a fight
Tee Macxer Lisrart.—No. 661,

with the gloves, yoil know. Tve been
through a good many sloggings with the
gloves on in the gym at Greoviviars,”

“But this 13 diiferent.
that——"

“* Not exactly a ruffian,” aaid Wingate,
with a smile. **The Chicken is a bit of
a bruizer certainly. DBut I dare say he's
a good enough chap in his own way.”

" But you will be hurt?"

Wingate laughed.

“I'm not made of puiiy, dear Elsje”
he gaid. “ Donw't worry about me. It's
an honest way of earming one’s bread.”

“It i3 all my fanlt!” whisperad the

irl. “1It is I who have taken you away
rom your friends——"
“MNothing of the sort. Tt iz I who

will not allow you to send me away,”
amiled Wingate. * Don't think abont it
any more, dear. It will bs over this
evoning, anyway.”

The girl shivered.

I shall come " she said.

Wingate looked grdve.

r IEﬁ' suppoze you could come in the
audience,” he said. “Bul-—but wouldn't
it bo hetter not? You won't care for the
soane,

“I should be tos anxioua to stay here
arnd wait,” said Elsia. " I—I1 musl ba
thera. If it ia mxl? a glove Gght why
should I not ses k"

“MNo remson ut gll,” said Wingate,
rather slowly. * Lots of women go to see
the showa at the Ring, I think. But
- There, if you've made up your
mind I won't say any mare. Only
worry if you sse me getling 2 buemp or
two. -1 can stand up to all the Chicken
can give me. ™

Elsie nodded., and the subject was
dropped. " She triad to speak cheerfully
now thut she sealised that Wingate's
mind w&s made up. She would not dia-
courage him. And she smiled 1 tremu-
lous amile when Wingate loft her to
keep his appointment with Jeff Blake at
the Ring building.

But when he was gone the troubls
returnad to her face. Her look was very
kind and tender ‘as she thought of Win-
gate. How brave and noble-héarted he
was, how true and loval a friend, when
sho needed a friend so bitterly!
could she ever repay his devotion!

Bhe could not help realising that. it
was not morely as a friend fhat he
thought of her. She amiled gaddly. az zhe
thought of thot. 8he was but a feow
years older than Wingate, but she felt
ever 50 pruch older in many wavs., Bhe
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undeistood him, though perhaps he only
ball understood himself. Lhe lgve of hiy
young heart was a boyish fancy thut
would paes, she thought, but it would

leave bLohind an undying aud tender
friendship. And it was as-a fviend, o
kind and loyal chum, that she liked tu

think of George Wingate,

The dusk was falling when she left
the house and made her way to the
High Sircet, #he wore a thick veil, for
the fear of being seen and followed by
Yernon Carson was still heavy upon hee
mind. 3he shrank a little as she came
into the glare of lights outside the great
building 1in the erowded Iigh Strect of
Flitchester, Crowds of people were

oing in, and there wea a buzz of voices,
loge by the buildings a group of school-
boys stood logking over the throngmg
crowd. She did neot notice them, but
the eves of one of them followed her a3
she passed. .

“That's Miss Mainwaring,” soid
Harry Wharton, * My hat! Bhe’s poing
in. Shall we followt” '

“Why not!" said Bob Cherry. *'I'd
rather like to see the show. . I've heard
somebody say that the Chicken is meet.
ing a new man—somebody who hasn't
fought st the Ring before., This
Chicken scems to be & tremendous big

un in the fighting line, from what the
olke are smaymmg. Dbight pick up a tip
E!* two about boxing [rom watching

Im,*l

Wharton reflected.

Since the mecting in Rood Street,
when Vernon Carson had been baffled
by the chums of Greyfriavs, the Co. had
been pursuing their search without suc-
cess. They were growing anxious now.
Wharten had telephioned to Cyrns
Hunker, at Hawthorne Park, .telling him
ihat they were on the track, and asking
for an extension of time. Exactly how
Hunker rezarded the matter he did not
know; but the film producer had grofis
agreed to hold his hand until the end of
the week., If George Wingate had not
returned to Hawthorne Park by Monday
morning, Cyrus Hunker's mind * was
made up. And to-day waz Saturday.
No wonder the chums of the Remove
Were aneious,

Theg felt -that the producer would
keep his word., and the thought of the
?ohm sccking George Wiel}gate of Groy-
riarg on a charge of theit made them
shudder,

It was as a sort of last resource that
the chums had stationed themselves that

evening by the Ring building, where the
Flitchester crowd avas thickest, in the

hope of seeing & fuce théy knew in the
erowd, They had no clue to gnide them
further; but Chance, as often happens.
came to their assistance. The sight of
Elsie as she passed in the crowd renewed
Harry. Wharton's hopes. ;
Whether Mizs Mainwaring knew any-
thing. of Wingato'd movements he cuuil
not tell, but he thought it very probalde.
He had a strong behief that where Elsie
was Wingate would not be far away.
Arnd as goon as the girl koew what Win-
rate was suspected of, she would hel
them—he was sure of that. Her'iaitf:
m Wingate would be as iirmy as his own,
and she would wish him to return to

‘Hawthorne Park and clear his name,

It was only necessary fo get sperch
with the one-time cinema star,- and thi=
time Hatry was determined that he would
not fmil.

The chums of the Remove passed ko
ithe builditg with the ecrowd, and Whar-
tont glanced round eazerly for Elsie as
they took their seats among the mumerous
audience,

But the crowd was groat, and he conld
not soe the slight, shably figure among
B ANV,

He dropped back into his sent at last.

“3he's hera," he saic. "1 can't spot
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her, but T know she's here. EKeep vour
eyes open for her, you fellows.”

“¥aon bet!” said Bol.

“TI we don’t spot her during the show,
we'll po out early and wait for her to
come out,’" gad Wharten, * Then we
can’t very well miss her.”

“That's o good idea,™ assentad Nugont,
“May as well seo the show while we'ro
heve ™

“Oh, yes I

“The juniors little dreamed, so far, of
the nature of the “show ™ they were to
sce, or the identity of the unknown voung
boxer who was to face the ri;‘:].{}ui]tnhlﬂ
Uhicken in the ring. Their cyes were
wandering over the thronged gathering
for a sizn of Elsie, and alter a timo
Wharton thought he detected the graceful
form close up in the Frent seats, but he
wias ok swre, e Emrdill_.' natioed] MMre,
Jeff Hlﬂtﬂ:—fﬂ'rj_:urtaut a5 that pq_rtl_!,.'
gentleman  was—but he lacked round
when a hurst of cheering prected the
entranee of the Flitchestar Chicken,

The Chicken was evidently popular
with hiz fellow-townsmen, e grinned
and smirked at tho cheering crowd, all
eyes—or nearly  all—hetng upon him.
Hut not quite all, Bob Cherry suddenly
titehed Harvy Wharton by the arm,

“ Harey, look 1™

L] “’}mt'_._" P

“The other hoxer—""

“My only hat!” breathed Nupgent, in
amarelnent.

And Wharton pasped:

“Wingate 1"

They had found him at Iast!

THE NIRTH CHAPTER.
In the Ring.

EORGE WINGATE gluneed over
the crowded house, hig heart beat-
g a little tlckly.

e was cool and collected, and
he made a splendid athletic figure in his
geanty attire; but the sea of faces turneq
towards hitm had a strenge and thrilling
cfect upon his nerves. But he was pactly
relivved by the [act that all the attention
of the andience was fixed upon the popu-
tar Chicken, Knowing fellows whe laoked
ab Wingate and “ sized him vp ™ expected
to see him put up & good i?ght. azainst
the bruiser, Eu.t- few, if any, summseﬁ that
lie had a chanee of a4 win,

In that sea of faces Wingate was nol
likely to notice the fve that he had
known at Greyfeiars—the faces of the
chiums of the Remove. He woas neot even
aware that Harry Wharten & Co. were
stall in F!ih’_-]*:m:tn:r- He was not Lhinl{ing
of them at all, and did not dream that
they were in the audience watching lm,
As he looked about him, with half-raized
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eyes, he was thivking of Eie Mair-
waring.

But e could not sne her, and he hoped
that she had ehanged her mind and Bac
not come. In a way he would have liked
her to sce him fave his epponent when
slte knew that he was !‘rghll..-'ng for hev.
Buat he kuew that he was going through
a stift hight, and in ol probability & severn
mauhing, and that le '|:;II.'E'fEi'1'I"f:1 L not
to see.  Ule drow o guick breath of relief
at the thought that she was woeb in the
building.

And all the time the girl’s eyes wern
upon him unseon.  And when she looked
at his bolky adversary Elsie folt a eon-
traction at her heart.  'There was a grim
and cruel smile on the Chiclen’s hardened
face ; it told of litile merey for (he brave
lad whe was 10 face his hammering fists,

Bint Wingate faced him calmly when
the time camne,

Jefi Blake, slhmcing at Lhim, nodded
with approval. "Fhe promoter had not the
faintest sdea thet Wingate would beat
nig oppouent. Buot he was sure that 1kere
would he a tough ﬁj.;hi‘-, whichh would
malee the patrons of the Vlikchestor ung:
feel that they had had their monev's
worth., Aund that woas wiat Jeff Blake
thought about chiefly, He was & kind-
hearted man in his way, bt besiness con.
sederations camoe fest with him,

ITe whispered a word of encouragement
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0 the amateunr before he entersd the
roped ring.

" Feeling At—what?"

Wingate nodded and smiled.

“That's right! I wish you'd had longer
to putl in at the trainmg; but vou shaped
fust-clags nt the punc‘h-gall, anvhow! Do
your level Lest now—no man can do
more, "

Wingate dropped on the seat in his
coriier of the ving, and he did not look
at Lhe crowded faces again. e tried to
fecl as if it was only a friendly spar in

the old gym at Greyiriara, and te forect

the crowd.

Hiz soeond wos on old f

pug.tt em-

ployed at the Ring, and he, as well as,

Jeli Blake, looked cver the Sixth-Forme:
of “Ureyfriers with an approving eve.
George Wingate “sbripped well.”

“Dron't Iet 'fm oot too close if you can
"elp it," the ald pug marmored 0 Win.
gabe'a ear, “wad look out Tor s Ieft,”"

“I'M look ont”

Me, Jelt Blake covnehed.  Ha waz time-
keopew.  Wingake drew a hard lreath,
aod resolutely dismizzed the sea of faces
from his mind.

“BJBeconds ol of the ring ! Time!™

Wingate stepped forward, and the ad.
vorsaries shook bands in the centre of
the rooed ring. The Chicken leered as
b shook hands in a perfanctors wway.

The old pug's warning  thul
Chicken waa “tricky with his  left
stond Wingate i good siead, for the
inatanl the bands paried the bepizer
struck, Tut s quick side-step sated
Wingale, and he struck back. ao sharply
that the Chicken seemed iaken Ly sur-
prise, and he stopped the clevched glave
with his square chin,

A\ very ugly look came over the
Chicken's tongh face, and his linde eves
ghliered.

Li: 2 second more ithey were going it
humrm‘-r—nm{-lﬂugs.

The Chicken was atiacking hotly, and
deff Blake's eyos hud an anxiows look
for a momenl. Tha Chicken was in a
bad tciaper, and My, Bluke did not wang
to =ce the amatenr knocked w pieces
half-way theough the first round.

But that wus not likely 1o happen,
Wingate was wade of sterner stuff oo
the Flitchesior chanmgiion supprosed,

He stood up gallanily 10 the pro,
taking puishment and giving it and the
[Chicken cortainly veceived jnore than he
hﬂl] IJJl]";_f"-l'l.il:l"[‘I f'_ll.'.

His anuoyvangs gorw, and his sparring
became 1 pittle wilif, a circwnslance of
which Wiugate took full advaniope,
Merico, thrive hig deives ¢ane liowe, and
ghe wmuscular boxer swgperod,

“Liood old Winguie ! breathed Db
Cherry, who wea looking on with all his

BFCA.

Y Good old Greviriars '™ said Wharten.

Tha Chicken cooled down, however, as
he realised that he needed (o keep oool.

He bogan to press Wingate harder, hut
more warlly, and his “incky left ¥ came
padidenly infe play, awd Wingate stag-
gored  Bud he recovered, and fought on
gamely {o e call of Ume.

EHe was o litile breaibless as he went
to his earner, and the old pug sponged
bia Dieated face.

He whispered advice, which Wingate
hard!y heard,  Gamely as ho  had

ﬁ]'“' Wingafo had taken the measure

3 adversary, nud he knew that he
d no chance agaiost the heavier pro-
wnal. But he wasr grimly deterniined

to go on while he rould stand.

Winesto sieppod ap light!

Mingale steppad up lightly enough.

#“The L'hir{wn nm:ugt Dusiness  Hhis
Hime!" Elsie hearnd a voice near her
muarnmr.  * The Chicken’s got an ugly

k in hig oy !

Fur Maassy Iasrany.—No. Gol.
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The gitl tremblad,
Sho cﬁioaed her eyes for a fow momeals,

and opened them again as there wus a
deap murmur in the crowd. Wingate,
Gghting gamely, was standing up to his
opponent,  taking  heavy punishment.

The girl's heart beat nigh to bursting.
It was for her sake that hic was facing
this—for her sake!  She™ breathed a
prayer of thankfulwess when Jeff Blake
called “Tine!” and the sccond round
WS Oror,

The minute’s vest -fled all oo guick!

Y Well, you're a gane ‘on, sir!”

The old pug sponged Wingate's heated
fece. The minuie scemed o fly like a
secatd, and Jelf Blake's voice was heard
ayTan,

“Time "

Wingute cune steadily vp lo the
seralelr, bue not so lghtly as  before,
But ns he caught the cruel svin on the
Chicken®s faco. he folt thut he would dia
befora he wave in,

Gaallantly D stood ap in his adversary,
and Fortune favoured him once more,
and he put in a body-blow that made the
oryiser stagper, With a glitter o hia
cyes the Chicken closed in on him, hit-
ting. Wingate foughe hurd, but the
Blows caine through, raining on him Jike
tront hafl.  The fudience hung breathless
on tho scene. Ilarry Wharton & CUn,
clenched their teeth as they watched,
Filsie coversd her mouth with her hand
io keop balk a scream of honor. She
cotld kear the theddivg of ihe blous,

Would time never bw calledy It was
for her sake—I{ar her suke! The words
rmoomed to baat in her brain, Wingute
wid reeling, and, with a cruel grin, the
brutser was closing i to finish him, when
there was a screum  that  startied the
crowded throng e the Flitehester Ring,

Boly Cherey bounded 1o hiz feer,

“ Elsie ! he gasped,

Forgetinl of everything in hoer fopr and
horror. the midl had spanng from her

place,  Defore o hand could by rmized o
sfo)r her she waz springivg tuto e roped
Ying,

Bt

Wingufe reoled: 1 vy Elsie's ymn
that canght and suppored hin,

TRop--stop T Bl panted,
shall not-—=.”

The Chicken's arme had Leen deawrn
back for the finigdoeg biow,  He deopped
it i sheor surprize.  Jelff Blake 1t
tersd an oath under his moostache,  The
arcdience wers all on their feet pow, in
a buzz of execitement, Wingate  made
ane effort to recover, bul he was ar the
end of his endurance, aind he sank buck
nn !}w supporting -arme of  Elsie MNaile-
WaTIng,

“ Elsie!" he whisperad,

Then the hights swam befors his eyes,
and he knew no more.

Y ou

" # # i i W
Harry Wharton wes by Wingate's sicde
whey the Greyfricv: captain epened hiz
eyes agam in the dressing-racia.
Wingate staved san hine dasedly.
1lis head wus rhrobbing: every Lone iy

his hody seemed to be aching. His brow
was wet; he passed hiz hand  dizsily
nernsEs i,

*Whartou!" he mofiered, “You
bove !

“I'im here. Wingule.,  The other

follows are oulside,™

“ Flaie—where i3 sho®™

Wharton smiled.

“ Bohb's gobt o eab far her. She’s wait.
ing for you when you're ready to go,
I say, Wingate, it was no end of u fight!
You siood up to him splendidly ! Don’t
move in o hurey; rest o bit,"”

But Wingate vwas already galing up.
Wharion heiped him chango into his own

clothes,  His head was swimming. o

Look out for Part 3 of ** Who's Who in Filmland V-

leaned a little on Whacton as tle junior
puided bim away, Jeff Blake met (he
at the door, with a gritn expression on
his face. He did not spoak to Wingate,
but gave hitn & curt vod a5 he pasaed.
Possibly he did not blame the schoolboy
foxer for whai had happenéd, bint 1he
dvamatic end of the Gght hod mado 1l
promotor feel very sore, all the same

But  Wingue gave him  hardly  a
thowght; he did not even think af (b
“thin end™ of the boxer's puse, for
which he had faced the brmmering hlows
of the benicer. He was only thinking of
Elsie,

The cool night air on his face revive!
h]ln alittle. A sweat, sad faes looked e
him  from the eul to which Harre
Wharton led hin, Bob Charry opened
the door,

“Hero vou are, Wingate!™

A soft hand from within helpod Wi
gate in. Flarry Wharlon & Co. raises
their caps as the cal Jdrove off. Al
thon Harey hailed o taxi, and 1he ehunes
of Grevinars followed., They had fomul
Wingite; They did not mean te lose hin
again,

But it was nol Gl the next dav that
they came to see Wingate, and found
hin in the little sitlink-room, lookires
pale and fatigued, with Elsie: and thes

ey explained what their tnizsion was in

Flhitchester, Wingate's brow knibted al
tha sight of ihem, but it cleared as
Wharton explumed.  Elste gave o hillle
ery.

"You must go back al onee

Wingate aet his lips.

“They suspect me e of tuking the
maney " e muttered.  “ Does anybody
whe kuows me think---"

“Nobody who koows yon, Winpgate, '
said Harvy quickly, * B Hunkey. "

1 will E:} back,”  saud Winguie
guiatly.  * They shall not say that 1 vag
afratd to answer such a charpe.™
- T knew ' Znnl Wharan,
ey beeatl,

“Tinc-glad vou came and fouwmd e,
sl “F:im.{ﬂ?{‘, with a Fainy malle, Y0
cotirae, T onever knenv, Yoo ean Jepy e
ma now s oanid tell Oviens Huonker thay [
shall e ot Huwthome Park lo-moenaw
mier g, e fues anvbody thal dares @0
call me a 1hief!”

And tha chims of 1he
thome  1ogetler, Wingate
Elsje,

I omeust go, " beosmaid, Y Bud T ocpnmin
g ve Yo heve, Elsie; womy are ol aafe,
alone, from Vernon Uheson. Yon unssi
come.”

“T cannal-=I dave nob!™  The gl
shuddercd.  “Flo will find me agoin;
and, through me, ha will fod my furher.
I dare not™

“You must come, Elsie, Yon will L
safer ot Hawthorne Purk  than here,™
satd Wingate gquietly. "I shall e thee
i profect yvou [rom {hat scoundrel. 16
he should spy upon you, I shall be there
w defeal hinrt. Fru=t to me, dear, ad
come, For I caunot leave vou, wed if
you do not come, I yemain,™

Elgsie wag zileni fnr o moment,
shee raised her eves to Wingaie's,

YT will eame,” she 3aid simply.

And on the following duy Harry
Wharlon & Uo.. al the gales of Flawn-
thorne Puark, annoonced by a ringiong
choor fhat Wingede of iha Sixth had
returnad --io clenr his name !

THE END.

with n

Tomnva Jefl
tuwrmed o

Then

(Another magnificent slory of Narey
W haton o Co. next weel, entitled: “HE )
SCHOOLBOY CHUM I Order carly.)
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RCUS THE BRAVE!

=5

| By .VICTOR

NELSON.

' The young gladiator

ta2 lead-tipped whip.

knelt like a figure casved in stone, sava thal his back guivered bemeath lhe vicious lashes from l

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
In Dungeon Deep—Leo’s Resolve !

ARCUS, a yvoung  glacdiatar an
M the  doys when Nero mled in
Rome, was in love  with

Eutice, @ Christian slave-gith

Mareus wed the commmander of the Con-
gucror, o great  ship  specially  com-
mizsiones] by Novo fo capture & notorious
piraie, wha had for many years robled
and sank ships laden with costly cargoes
mtended for Rome. The gladiator’s task
was now aecomplished, and ho had re.
turned to Autinm to claim his reward.
The captive pirates had been led away
wader the eyez of the emperor Liimsclf,
"Then, kneeling, Marcus clonmed las
reward, namely, the release of Eunice
fromn boudage. so that he could wary
her according to Nero's pledged word.
Ta the young gladiator's despaic and
rage, the empevor vepidiates his promisc.

— e

“The gidl is o Christian gul, and you
cannot marry her, Bhe is to be thrown
to the lians 1 he says ceymically.

“Tyrant and murderer I bursts out
Alarens.  “How long shall Rome sulfer
vour infamocs rule 3

Meve took o step backwawds,
bloawed fuce blank with amazement,

Hiz eyes were wide, his
parted.  He could not at frst believe:
that he had heard avight.

Was it really possible that a commoener
—a man who had been brought up to the
life of a gladiator—eould dare address
such lanpuage to him, Nero, the all-
pewerful vuler of Rome?

Then, as he locked 1nte Marens' Mash-
ing eyea and saw the imcredulous stares
of those gatherved about them, he knew
that his iniagivation had played him no
trick, and his fury knew no bounds.

his

thick lipa |

With a cry of rvage, he snatched a

sword from 2 zoldier, and Eusice gave a

lowr scream of fear as the deapot theust
with all his might at her lover’s heart.

Aarcus had no time to defend himseli
—but, after all, it mattered fitile,

Nero's  short-sightedness  mwade it
inposstble for him to see very fav in
fraopt of lus imperial noee, and probably
he had [ailed to observe thal Mavees
wore his breastplate,  Ab all events, the
point of the aword clanged barmlessly
against the burnished metel, and gnapped
off short.

Nera, realising what had happened,
hurled the cevippled weapon full at
Marzus' Lead.

Just in time the gladintor ducked, and
the sword struck a pretorian scldior at lua
bock, severely lacerating his cheek.

“ Baize him " Nero eviod in a {errible

THE MecreEr LIBRATY. = No. 661,
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voire. O By Tucchs, never before have
1 been so insulted ! And he' shall suffer
a0 that N prays for death ! .

Murcns saw fully half-doren pretorizns
rushing at him, and, knowing that he
conld nol make mattors worse now, he
dr-c-r;_ll:ia sword and flupg himself upon

bl

But  others cf Nero's  hodyguard
joined in the scrimmage, and it was only
the matter of secconds ere the plucky
lad’s legs had been kicked from nuder
him, and Lo wag struggling in the midst
of his adversarios upon the ground.

Weight of numbers told, though Marcus
guve a good account of hinzself, He was
m gz blind rege at the eynicul manner 1u
which Nero had betrayed him, and more
thatr ene burly pretorian had reason to
regrot that rowgh-and-tumible Gght.

At length the glediator’s hands were
gocurad, and he was dragged, still deliunt
and angry, to his feet. )

“Whips ! Nero ordered, his ovil faco
distorted with a fiendish wrath. ¥ 8tri
hita to the waist and lash hoo until
command vou to stop!

"Vou dog!" he asald to Marous,

laring into his face. * You might bave
ﬁml honoure, viches, powor—all that a
man could desive. As 1t 13, you shall
receive tortures that canse you to _grm'e]
for merey and end your days in the
arena ! .

Meicus Jooked back steadily into the
despot's 'unhealthy cyes. Ide mude no
roply, but his expression of contempt
atung Neco far more acutely than any
worda could bave done.

But for fecling that such an actiom
would be beneath his digmty, the
emperor would have struck the helpless
Iad in the face.

Heo stepped back, with a cruel smile,

as three of hiz pretorianz advanced with

their formidable, lead-tipped thongs.

The soldiers holding E?zu‘cus unbucklad
his breastplate, and flung it with a clatter
to the ground. Then hia tunie was
slashed down the back with the blade of
a sword, and it was wrenched away so
g3 Lo leave his back bare.

‘He ast his feoth as o was forced to his
knees, It wus useless fo straggle now,
and he wus determined that, ifF the
w'.hi%ing went on until he fainted, he
waonld not- give Nevo the aatisfaection of
bearing him ery out with the puin.

Ivwmes mstinctively  tried to move
forward as she saw onc of the soldiers
prepare to use his ferrible whip, but one
aof her guords struck her a brotal blow
with the flut of lus sword, and she recled
back wntil brought up- short by her
chains. 8he hid her face in her hands,
with o little cry of anguizh, as the whips
bagzan to liss thyough the air ard cut
into her lover's hack,

On the Conguervr Leo was finding it

hard to hold the men and officers in
check.

Tacon, the thivd in command, was by
his side, s faco angry and his hands
elenched. ]

“Are we poing to stand by and make
no effort to holp him, O Lee ™ he askod
indignantly.

“ Master, let ns give these soldiers com-
bat !" a smlor pleaded, lhis hand upon hix
sword,

“Nay; it would do no good!” ILeo
angwered. shaking his head.  * What
chance should we stand against Noeto's
hordes 7V

“By Hercules, roo surprise me, Lea!™
Tacon said contemptumisly. 1, for one,
will die, if neegssary, by his side. Men,
are you with me?"™

A charus of pssent answered lim.  To
a man the satlors and the warriors the
Cenguercr carried moved forward, their
faces fierce, hands dropping to weapons.
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Leo fucod them sternly, and motiened
theam back,

“Fools!" he said, speaking ounly just
loud eoough for them to hear. " Did you
not lear that when this punishoment is
over ke will be kept for the arena? Do
vou not realise that the girl he loves 1s to
go there, too-unless o

HTTnlesz *" Tacon asked doubtfuily.

“We can pid them to escapoe from
prizon ! Leo returued, lus tone signifi-
cant, ** Think vou now that it would be
for the best for us to rush blindly into a
fight that wounld end, not perchance, but
with rof the least deabt, in our all being
slain or taken prisoners?”

They saw the wizdom of hi= roazonming.
and fell baek glowly, though angry mur-
murs ran through them as they garzed

-upon the scene of savage cruelry being

cnacted upon the guayr.

Blarents knelt like a figure carved in
stone, save that lia ent and bleeding
back guivered bencath the viciously-
dealt lashes from the lead-tipped whip.

The agony was  maddening—ton
foervible to describe, and a thin trickle of
blood ran down his chin from where be
had driven hia teeth into his underlip
m his determination that Nero zhould
hear no murmuer from bim.

As for the sll-powerful ruler, he had
folded ks avms and, in bis supreme con-
cett and delight in hia power, struck an
attitnde. Hia eyes stil]l smounldeved with
wingled anger and satisfaction at =ecing
the lad who had dared to throw the
truth in his face under the torture pf the
pretorian’s whips.

How long* e would have allowied the
inrhuman flogging to continoe it s
impossible to say. T was to end with
uncxpected ebruptness.

So mtent was Nero upon watching
Marcus! torment that he fuiled to notice
the suppressed anger displayed vpon the
Cfongueror or what was  happening
amongst the erowds of sightacera,

At fivst the people had seemed unable
to believe that it wos Marcus whe had
been sivipped, and was now being lashed
by the soldiers, und when themdid realizo

ckly

th:l- fuck, their aspect gqui Lecame
ugly.

The voung gladiator who had returned
to hia native shores with se many

victorions sehievements to his credit was
cighily locked upon a2z a hero, and when
heo wus seen in his present humiliatoed
position the imdignation and wrath of the
throng was boundless,  Already the
guards were finding difficulty in not
corming nto sgerious eolliston with the
more bold and hot-headed memberas of
the crowd, and suddenly Horace, the
prefect of the pretorians, approached kis
augmst master,

*If T may be permitted to offer a word
of advice, O divine one, methinks 1lie
gladiator's punishmont should ceasze,” lic
gaid in a low tone.

Nero raised his emevald and regarded
him_with cold displeasare.

“Doey the sight of just punishinent
eicken you, Heorace!" he sneered, ' If
I have a prefect of pretorians who hast
the heurt of a love-swk maiden—""

“I care not i you allow the dog te be
lashed to death, {:_I'P Ceesar,” Horace inters
rupted quickly. “But the people do not

gee with my eyes, and, _]}ar-:hanm. thiry 5

will  become  treublesome unless  the
zoldiers are commanded to stop 1"

“ By Hercules! Am I to study the
whims of the rabble®” Nero demnnded
ungril ¥ i P

** After recent happenings, sire, might
it mot be judicious*" the prefect re-
minded him mweaningly.

Nero started, and again bringing his
emerald to his oyes, made an attempt
to Btl_.ldif the crowds separated from Lim
by his hordes of guards and slaves. He

]
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could make very litte of them. They
were out of his range of vision, but their
anpry murimurs  veached Lim  plainiy
enough and could not Le misunderstood.
He even lheard actual words that wero
wnsuits flung directly at himself.

Bomoe fime aro Nero had piven oub
titat he lad sacvificed his lbeard to
Juptter, but rumour had bad it that he
had discarded it bosavse 1t was an une

picasant, flamning  red in hue,  and,
mingled with  persistent crics of
vunkard " oand  C“Muorderer U was

thut of “ BronzebDeard D" which secrotly
cansed hiim to fume with rage.

“old !

Mindful of how uvear his subjects l:ad
heen to revelution prior io lus shifting
the blame of the firing of lomo on Lo
the shoulders of tha Christianz, Mero had
for onee acted with Jdisereiin.

Tl wttersd the word withe she ae of
ona who wished io be merciful,  and
!I{'{'ﬁllipij,.l‘tiﬂd it with o Inurrllj.r gioalure Lo
the soldiers plying the whips

They fell back from the half-swooning
Mareus, aud he was rnised to his ferl by
the olther pretorisus who had held him.

“Is he to be taken to the prizon, sire?"
Horaee asked, i1 an undertone.

“Ha't?r—m the dungeon benecath the
palace,’” Nerp returned, with a significant
amile, as their eves mwi; and Horaco
undersiaod that Marens' punishment bad
been merely staved whilst in public.

Within the privacy of the palace wally_ it

would be renewed at the cmperor's
plensure,
Horace was a3 evil-natured and oa

ready to delight in the sufferinga of
othors as was Ceesar himusif, and he, 'too,

smiled, though Uis wizened face was
quickly sericus again. 1le was wonder-
g if there would be irouble when

Marcus was led away under arreat.

Nero probably anticipated smncthine of
the kind, for he returned lo his chariot,
taking o further notice of Marcus, who
stood swaying Lebween hiz guards. A
word fo a sluve, and the superer’s wwug-
nificent equipage moved majestically
away down e road, the man and a
fellow.servitor leading the iwelve white
horses.

The zeveral processions of slaves and
tho Sicambrian detachment of warriora
followed ; bt the majority of the other
bodies of soldiers remained by MHoraco'a
vrders behind, and none of the crowd waa
allovied to follow in the direction Nero
hud taken wobil he had had time to arrive
at the palace he was cecuprving in the
1o,

Commands rang out suddenly, aund iha
party of Chrislians were Jled away
towards the prison by  their guards,
Eunica being foreed alowg with them in
ber chains, For just o moment her eyes
met those of Muareuws, and, sdthough ho
folt dazed, and conld scarce hold up. his
head, he tricd to fash her an encouraging
ulanoe,

Hig hesrt wos hieavy, however, and ha
wags pluesged in the blackest despair.
Himaelf a prisoner, what counld ke hopo
io do to help her?

The dreams of happiness they Thad
cherished had been swept awar by the
capricious . whim of Cmzar, {o whom
honour and a pledged word were as
ninght. They would eventually boih face
the lions in the arona to make sport for
the callous fiend and murderer whase rule
had already “turned Rome into &
shambles, and who was even now plun-
ning  fresh  crimes, fresh  fohaanan
eruelties !

The murmuring amongs: the crowd
broke out agaein, as Darcus’ guards
forced him to march. It welled inle an
angry roar that wos hike the bealing of a
heavy seca, and Jlorace narrowed his oyos
and looked anxious.
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A swhien el wos made by a part of
{le mioly, evidemly with some idea of
rescuing the lad, There came the fAash
uf steel and hoavse shouts and theests, as
the soldiers deew their swords and foreed
the people back.

‘The sighl of the weapons guielened
them somewhat, though they still mure-
mnred Lheir discontenr.

On the Conqueror, Leo was looking
alter Marcas and the soldiers in charge
of him.

Ilis hand went sul and gripped Tzcon's
A,

“Follow " he ordveed sharply. Ad

mstantly  the  thivd-in-command  was
pulvanised inte wsetivity, * Bring e
ward whither he is taken !™

Tacon needed wo second bidding,  1le

slipped ashore with as linle show as
jwzsible, and, traversing a warrow
passageway leading from the Jdocks (o o
voad lurning off that the soldiers and
their prisonce had taken, he contrived to
get shyhtly ahead of them.

Withie half an hovr he was badk o
the ship, and had spproached Leo, who
was sexted wder an awiing, deep
1|Iﬂuuht-. An ngeLI suilor  =tood necn r.
;Llfﬁ:ding o some Livial duty,

“"He was taken to thie palace here- the
wloce. Ceesar is accupying on the Apollo

Iill, Leo,” Tacon announced.

“Without doubt Lo be placed in the
Jdun 158 beneath it!" Leo muarmuored,
hig vowa contracting. " Woe 13 me! In
L phrm:.-n it mii}lt have been possible 10
bribe or ply the guards with wine and
rescue hime Alas! T fear it would be im-
possible to got past Nevo's hoet of slaves
and guards, and reach hime whither he
has wone now 1

“ Master 1™

“Well #” Leo turned ehorply upon the
suibor, for it wos he who bad spoken. The
gladialor saw that his eyes were alight
wilh eagerncss, and evidently ihere was
something he considered of tmportance
which he wanted to say.

“Spoak " Leo commanded, us the old
ian hesitated,

It 13 not for me to know more {han
you, master,” the sailor said, *‘but, per-
vhance, you were wrong when you said it
waould be impassible (o reach your Triend
aud our beloved commander !

“What mcanest you, man?®’ J.aoo
demanded, leaning quickly forward, with
Lis keen eyes scarching 1the scaman's
lined and sun-tannod face.

“That thero was onee =aid lo he a
secret entrange 1o the Apollo Paluce,
master,” the sailor returned guickly.

“Many years ago the mysterions mrder
of 2 vourtier took place there, and "twas
saith Lthe assassin entored by this means.
Tn. those duys my father was coployed
ag a jestek in the palace, und he well
retnembercd the enpposed key to the
sieret cntrance, though, like cveryone
tlza, ho could never solve it, and, if the
subterrancan pas=ave didst exist, ns was
rumourcd, it was never foumd, Methinks
that now very few eave wmyself canst
rocall the stories told of i."

Leo gave an exclamation of excilement
a1 ho hslenod.

“Your father Lioew (he key! Per-
chanee, he passed it Jdown to you, my
man ¥ he asked ; aned, 1o his sntisfaction,
the old sailor inclined lis head.

“It s in the formm of & dogperel—a
rhyme, O master,” he seplied. " There
niity be nothing io i, after all, bar if you
cited o hear t——"

“ I do cave—of a certaindy ! evied Leo,
roauly 1o snateh the moat slewder possi-
titlily of bemg able io help his fopoml
* Hepeat it to me 1™

The old sdtlor wrinkled his Twows, and
for a moment Leo thonght he most have
forgotien the wording of the dogpgerol.

Elll ﬁlll_]l]l_"_ll!;l'. IIiE rﬂ.ﬂl‘.‘ f']'_"i."'ﬂ-li, ﬂ“-l_l ll.l'f!
EHTE I .
“It was this, master;

" Where ihe cypress-irecs combine,
Draw it thirty cubits line.

Tarry until the like lips

Shall the eagle’s beak eclipse.

C'alits twelve across the firsk,

There shall lie the tomb aecurst ™ ™
"It sounds mcaningless,” (he sailor
said, as he covelnded the sirange com-
bivation of words, “yer in the ancient
writings of the palace it is still to be
found, 1 doaldt not, and, aceording to my
father, held the solution of tho mystery
of the whereabouts of. tho seerct
entrance,”

“Bring me a reed and parchment,
Tacon,” Leo sud, swinging round upon
his llentenant, =T wmﬂ:% commit the
rhvyme Lo wribimg.  1f there be anything
e 1his—if the doggerel can take me by
secrel eans into l?m palace, somehow I
will sulve its mystery and rescng my
fricivd, or perish i the attempt 1
T [eo had paced the Congueror's

deck, thimking, thinking.

Faod had been brovght to him, but be
had stupped o fake only the mereet
mertthinl ; for his brain was too busy with
the rhysue thut was seid 1o hold the key
to the palace’s seervet enlrance 1o allow
him to think of ealing. _

It might be just 2 myth, 8 meaningloss
jumble of wards, yet, somehow, Lco
could not bring himself to believo 50
Some 1elinet seemed (o convinee him
that tho Jdogeerel was going fo enable
fiim 1o reach and rescue his comrade,

He had thought it over carefully,
comting to the conclasion, from the mon-
tion of the "iomb accurst,” that the
sutrance 1o the geeret passage must lay
in some burial-garound. What the refer-
ence to the “eagle’s beak ™ and the
* godlike lips  vould wean be could not
imarineg aw  vet, but evidently sommn
eypresses stood at no great distanee from
the tomb ihe rhyvine mentioned,

Afraid of spies, he thought it best o
renain upon the ship wnul darkness fell,
But, knowineg that there was a cemoelery
at no great disiance from the Apollo
Falare, he had despatelied Tacon 1here
with instructions to mark the position of
any oyvpress-ivees he found theremn.

Pacon had returned about two hours
again, am reporled that cypresses were
unusually fow within the cemetory walls.
There was one tong line of (hem starnd.
ing in the approximaile cenire of the
Imivialoplace, but that was all,

Teo noted this, and thought that it
mizht greatly simplify the task he had set
himself.

He walked Lo the wvessel's side, and
stood, listening. The night was growing
advanced now, and the moon was bright
—all too breight for his liking, if the truth
bea told.

“The Christians lo the hons!”

From the shore came the ery that had
rung out over and over again all through
the day. The mewiless persecution of
Neoro's dupes was still going on, and party
after party of the unlappy men and
women who were known to follow the
fuith of ('hl‘iﬂiia!litl? was being arrested,
and foreed along the dusty rosds te the
prison over the lields, :

Teo's fine eves filled with eontempt as
he listencd.

Rome was satiated with cruelty, yet
was evew ready for more, and the amuse-
ment of watehing the Christians lashed
and beaten by their guards on their way
to prison had soon caused the people of
Amtioni ta forget their here Marcus.,

e

The Tomb !

HROUGIT most of the remainder
of the day aid the early eventng

L]

The prelocians had bad not  greab
trouble with the erewd after the one ont-
break. The sightscers had dispersed mnora
or less quietly when Marcus had been led
ot of sigeht i e wake of Nero's chariot
amd hoasts of slaves and bodyguards

Loo called Tacon to him as he glimpsed
hitn erossine tha derck,

“T oo now, Tacon,” he said quietly.

“Let me come with you, Lea!™ tha
Congquerer's  thirdhan-command  begged
eagerly.  “Why not reconsder your
decision to make the attempl alone ™

Leo laid his hand afectionately upon
his comrade’s shoulder,

“Why, no, good friend,” he answerad.
“But T want FOuY ward for this—that if
I fail 1o reluen, yvou will try fo resrue
him in my stead.™

Their hands mwet.

“1 sweur it by the shade of my mother,
Loo!™ Taron returned solemnly.

Leo’s hand dropped to his swoed, to
make certain it hung in its place from his
girdle. He delaved ouly to throw a davk
cloak about hia shonlders, then was rowed
ashore, and hasgiened awey intoe the
shadows.

He made Diis way fo the comelery Ly
the less-frequented roads, He had zeen
no signs of Nero having posted spies to
walel him, bot he knew that W was guito
likely the sreh-despot hadd done an, Now
that Marcus had effended him. it waos nok
impossible that Nero would loek ronnd
for an excuse to have him—Leo—arrosted,
too.

When e roached the haral-plare Teo
found it elosed for the nicght:; bul this
troubled the agile youmg gisnt but tictle,
He glided around the wall, made sure
there was no one alwut to wateh him,
and, makine a quirk ﬁ};l'ing avd gripping
its top, e drow himself up, and dropped
lightly an the other sude,

The graves and tombs werve picked out
ervily by the moonlight, as Leo stole
amaong them, and an imaginalive person
nvxhi easily have pictured ghostg of he
dead lurking m the wany weird shadows,
But Leo dul not =affer with " nerves,”
and, supposing 1t really existed, his ana
aim was to find the wicons to reach tho

alace in sccret, mind allomipt {0 roescud
Eis friend, -

IT¢ came upon the cypressés of wiich
Taronn had kold bim, and stood for a
mgraent, letiing the lines of the doggerel
rim ihraugh his mied, :

“: Where the evpress-trees combine,” "
he muttered ninsingly. And he moved
about uutil he had the three irees in &
dicect line in frout of him, and could 2ce
only the fivat of them.

hew slowly he hacked the distance of
thirty cubits, which the verse mentioned,
judeinug it as nearly as he conll.

He looked about him, and, with a
start, realised that the dome of tha Apolla
Talace wus now visible throngh some
adjacent  frees  growmg near the
cemetery's farther wall,

“Tarry uulil the podlike lips shall
thie cogle’s beak eclipse,’ ™ he fuitered,
half-aloud. “ Dy Baccbusl What canst
that mean?"”

For well aver an hour he pondered and
puzzied over the words, He grew diecon-
solate at last, wned was almost inclined to

ive in and return 1o the ship, when snd-
ﬁnnly the chrme’s significance rushed nto
his beain.

Az he stared absivariedly towards the
deme of the ]:Iﬂllllt'i"'.l which was rarossod
by the bright mgoulight, he saw both tha
“godlike lips ™ and the “eagle's beak,”
and ntlered a ory of understanding. On
one zide of the Jdome stood o magnif-
cently-carved statue of Hereules, amd on
the other was the emblem of the Roman
eagle, moulded m some description of
metal, and wilded., And froin where he
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stood  tha carved lips of the statue
l:t':;:l&l:.[f eovered the beak of the graved

.

With his heart pounding hard in exeite-
ment
the thyme. Ha walked 10 a slraight hioe
for twdrre enbitg, and then polled ap with
a2 ery of triumph,

Before him stood o larpe and seemingly
very okd vaunlt, the ¢arving upon which
was chipped and weather-beaten.

There was little donlit in hir mind that
he had found the tomb the dogrerel was
mtended to indicals, and with unsteads
hands he made to tug at the entrance
stone. By chance he must have tonched
a part of fthe carving destined to sob i
tin motion, for, wilh & rasping, grinding
sound, 1t swupg round uvpon m pivol,
leaving a black void before him, into
which he stared, with bated braath.

He wished now that he hod ihowurht
io bring a torch with him, Tl he did not
let the darkness impede him for any
length of time. Sicpping into it, he felt
for the steps that led down into the heart
of the tomb, found them, and went can-
tiously dowir, until he found himself npon
which folt like & tiled flaor,

Faepling about -in the davkness, he
reached the nearer wall, and it was only
& few maconds lnter that he had followod
it to where the mouth of a narrow pas.
sage lay.

he air was fool and thick, with an
oppressive earihly smell, but nothing
conld daunt Leo now, and, though he
shinddered with repulsion, he advanced
into the inky darkness, finding 1hat the
passage wound fortuously (his way and
that, and rose steadily,

For fully five minnfes he went on
through the impenetrable gloam, his
hand |%ig'l‘a.l:lg.i' touching the slimv wall for
guidance. en, with startling sudden-
ness, his toes siruck against the first step
of n worn stone flight, and he fell to his
kness upon them.

He was quickly wp again, and last no
time in mounting the stairease, unlil he
was aguin checked by feeling hiz oul.
stretched hands touching atone or marble
that was thick with cobwaehs.

It muat form the recrat door Lhat wonld
take him into the palace. he told himaself;
and feverishly he hegan to run his fingera
over it, seeking for some means of
casig ik to swing awery from before
him, aa the entrance-stone af the vault
had done, ,

For & long time it eluded all his afforts
Lo-loarn its seeret; but at last his groping
fingara came into contact with an almost
unnoticeable protuberance near ita top.
He pressed wpon it, and the slab that
had barred his progress began slowly to
slide on one szide, grating a little in ils
progreas,

A pglimmer of light shot through the
aparfura it left. I was famt enough, but,
aftor the intense darkness, it dazz g:i Teo
for a moment, Then, as his eves bacame
accustomed to it, he found an oblong
opening before him, and beyond, cur-
famna,

Could o be possible, he wondored, that
the secret pessage led into some private
ehember ocoupied by the mountebank
monarch ¥

Trembling with sappressed cxeitoment,
Loo silantly drew hiz sword, then, siretch-
ing out hiz hund, he gently parted the
curteins, and peered throngh them.

He conld have shouted alond in
triumph then; for, sitting before a magni-
ficently-carved table of marble, was Nero
himaelf, and he was alone!

(There will Le another instalment of
thiy grand serial next week., Order your
vapy of the MagwET early!)

Leo recalled the last two lines of
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A Splendid Article, containing Valuable Tips ta add to vour
Stock of Health-Knowledge,
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£ OTVE told me about =small
i leaks ; but what shout a buret,
or if the Dbleeding doesn’t

stop

A mlelligent question (hat does you
credit, my boy. There's no need o look
vexed:; I mean it. If vou can't stop the
bleeding by putting your thumb on the
gpot, and wou witl slways do that fivst,
A large vessel or artery has been injured,
and it will be necessary io shut off ihe
supply at the nearcst convenient fap.

“Arteries are the supply pipes under
pressure from the pumping of the heart,
They are maro elasiic tEan the veins, and
much thicker., If a small ariery 1= ent,
the ends contract, and are sealed by the
clotting of the bload. DBut the jressure
on a large artery is so great as often o
wash away the clof, and thal is the iime
to nze the tap,

"“The taps nre pointa over the avleries
whera these bloodvessels come near 1o
tho  sarface. and  can be
proased against s bone 5o as
to regulate the blood supply
to that part of the body.

“The first tap iz juat bae-
hind that bump at the back
of my ear, and controls the
blood supply o the neck and
back of the head. It ts not
very easy to find, and yolr
have almost fo hold your
breath befove you can feel the
milse.

UThe second 15 In front of
the ecar, on o level with the
eye, and zhutz off the blood
from the sealp.,  Useful to
know whon the scalp-hunters
are Tound,

“About an inch in front of
the angle of the Jw is the
third, The pulsation can
eusily be felt, and ¥ you put
your thumb over the spot an:l
press against the jawbone you
ghut o
side of my face,

The artery which aapplies
{hese theee taps, and all the bload to the
head, passes up the neck,  But don’t
irouble about the tap. You will pro-
bally never need to use it, and it 13 a
duogerons thing to play with.

“Nuomber 5 i3 in an awkward place.
It liez behind the collar-bone, just about
the middie. When you gel the spot you
will feel the pulsation, 1f the shoulder
i1 down and forward, you will find it
riuielmlu Now, by pressing your thumb
down and back, you push the artery
sainst the firet rib, and stop all supply
to the arm. In place of vour thumb use
the padded handle of o deorker, if some-
body hasn't borrowed it.

* Roise my arm, and wheve the muscls
from the chest joins the top of the ann
vou will find Tap Number 6. It iz on
the arm side of the armpit, Pross it

whers 1he

against the bone ¢f the arm, and you stop
tha blood flowing to the rest of the arm.

the blosd from that Thisdiagramshowsjust
“taps " are
in the human body.

“Now pul my arn out straight from the
body and level with- the shoulder. Fuel
on tha inner side along the edge of the
biveps muscle. I thought vou would
know the bicops. It i3 n muzcle vou likeo
lo show off.  Den't pinch, you rascal!
Do you feel the mighiv thrab of my
manly pulse?  Now press the arery
againsk the bone, outwards and back-
wards, but don’t dig vour fingers in,
Thai'sa Number 7,

“The noxt tap iz in the head of the
elbow, The easiest way to Llurn it off is
to put a Frui or g fow folds of the coat-
sleeve well down in the bend, ag the fore.
arm ja brought up to meet the arm.
Fasten with a bandage round the arm,
crassed belween the arm and the fore
arm, and  tied above the  wrist
Mumber 13, in the bend of the knee, is
turrel off in ihe same way. 'i'f:?,v

control ull leuks Lelow the elbow and the
Ltee,

" Then you'll feel my pulse.
I won't put out my tongue,
or you may think I'm rude.
The spot i about an inch
above the wrist: but  as
another artary runs paraliol
with this, you will have tn
stop both of them to get any
result.  The pressure points
are level with each other,
amd about the same distdies
from the sides of the arm.
Another i of faps  is
Numbor 14, one in the ceuira
of the front of the aukle. anl
the other behind the lurga
bone on the juner side of tha
ankle. They can hoth
stopped in the same way, by
putting the rounded side of
s ocork, cub in two alonp jts
length, on the points, amnd
fastening  tightly  with «
bandnge.

Number 11 is in the groin.
It contrels the whole of 1l
leg, just a3 Number 5 con.
trols the armn.  The spot is
on line of the groin, haff-way
between the fork of the leg and tha top
of the haunch-bone, The sriery 15 very
strang, snd aboet the thickness of the
tittlo finger, so to got & good presaure use
both thuribs, oire an the other. Bimilur
pressure is needed for Nuwmber 12, which
15 & hand'sbreadth from the fork, o
get o good effect, bend the leg up wud
Emh_ and press {owards the bowe of ihn
o,

“The palm of fhe hand holds
Number 10 tap. It 13 only mentionsd 10
Il 1 the nembera,

“In all cases of sovera Bleesding, send for
the doctor, raiac the bleeding part abovy
ihe level of the heart, if possible; pul
presaare an the wound, keep the persan
guiet and warm, and never give aleohalic
slitnulant, ™

Pl et Gl

fAnother of these splendid articles
next week.)
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'CHARLIE CHAPLIN—FORM-MASTER!

I MNew Series of Really Funny Pictures, apecially drawn by J. MacWhlson,

<
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- .
L Juet cast your pers over the above touwchmg litile
s, hova .nr:rf? irte. What prace, what happiness ! ¥lgee,
Willie Wage & have plucked the dainty daisies from the
dewy dell, and have presented them to their friend and
Form-master as a token of their esteem. Thoughtiul lads!

2, But, instead of giving "emy &' half-holiday, as the kind

httle feflows expected, Charlie said: * Thank you, boys! I'll
keep these bright blooming blossomz on my doak whils wa

do our lessons. | : i, W
vou I'" And straightway Charlie filled it with watery wetness,

Now lend me vour hat, Willia!  Ah, ihank

& “There, you sce, this topper makes a topping Hower-
vage, NOow go to vour places, turn to pape sixty of vour
history books, and learn how Broee's spader tracked down
flies in the winter-time.” Y LUre-gruregh ' groaned the clasa,

5 " Now, boys,” said Charlie, *come round the Aowing
the habits of those denizens of the deep
known to scientists as the Boneybae happernirus, Don’t be
afraid of ‘em; they won't bite, as any ungler could tell

bowl, and stu

you !

4. Meanwhile, Charlie went out of the Form-room te feteh
certain spevies of the finny iribe Tor the fishelogy lesson,
B3at, alas ! an his retnren, the cheeky fugs guve him the merry
old school wtensils right where the chicken got the chepper’
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& Then, just as the npippers were contemplating the
wonders of Nafure, Charlie raised his nomber eleven!
“ Oooch! Woof ! gasped the unfortunate fags as they took
a header into the bottled briny. *“That's done us! Buf,

ak? See mext Mondoy's Magxer I i}
Thur MacxeT Lisrary.—No, 66l






