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LYME—-THE DUKE OF MONMOUTH LANDS!

“ Forward The League of Seven!”

WHAT nAs HAPPENED.

DICK TREVOR, nephew of Sir dAnthony
Trevor, who kas come to London to seek his
fortune, is walking thiough the city, visiting
the places of interest, when he comes across
a purse lying in the guiter. He picks it up,
and, turning & cornet in o road, is just in time
to see @ wman running for his life down the
street, and behind him he sees a crowd of
yelling townifolk bearing down wupon Rim.
They see the purse in Dick’s hand, and al
once take him to be the thief they are pui-
suing. Diek realises kis peril, and thinking
discretion the better part of valour, turns
and flees from the mob. He comes .to a
large house figar the river, end finding the
door open, slips info the dark passage
beyond. Suddenly out of the darkness a
Rand clutches his wrist, and ke finds htmsglf
confronted by the terious gentleman he
had the day before rescued [rom the clutches
of two highwawmen, whilst on his way to
London. Captain Harry Lavender hears
Dick's story, then, taking hin} by the hand,
leads him through the house into a room at

the back. On the wey they had passed
through a long chamber, in. which were
gathered = several mysterious-looking men.

Afterwards Diek learns from Lavender they
are conspirators, members of a league, plot-
ting against the throne of King James i,
for the Duke of Monmouth. Lavender is the
leader of the strange company. .

Almost immediately upon Dick’s arrival,
the- house is raided by the King's Guard.
But, through secret passages, the League
manage to eseape, young Trevor with them,
to another hiding-place, the Red Dog Inn.
Here they mect
Ned and  Peter
Pouch, - friends
of Captain
Lavender.  1he
soldiers  follow
them to  the
Red Dog wnder
cover of the dark:
ness.  Through
the back of a
staple  in.  the
reqr of the vnn
Capt.  Lavender
and Daventry,
his brother
officer, escape
on horseback,
leaving  Dick
and Ned to
follow  later
when the:  coast
s clear.

(Now Read on.)

SIH ANTHONY
TREVOR.
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A Strange Meeting Under Stranas

cumstances. A Bid for Freedorn. Bick’s

Cleveir Ruse.

ness; but his stout nature over-

2 lowed Ned Pouch down inte the
stable, which he now found to be divided
inte two by an ancient tapestry hanging
that hliad been partly drawn aside
the eonspirators rode oub.

The mioonlight poured through the chinks |

of the door, and, bending to one of them,
he saw a dismounted Lifeguard standing
thirby paces away, nursing his bright-
barrélled carbine.

The man was suddenly obscured as a dark
object came between him and Dick, and
the latter was conscious that two eyes
weré peering into the darkness within.

He drew a pistol frem bis breast,
suppressed his breathing.

It was the gentleman in brown velvet,
who, laying his hand upon the door, was
evidently astonished to find it open under
his toueh, for.he stopped on the thres-
hold, half in, half out.

Like the lightning’s flash, Diek’s grip tell
upon his gullet, and, drawing him inside,
pinned him against the wall, while the
pistol pressed hard upen his temple.

“ One ery, one sound from your lips,
Uncle Anthony,” he whispered, - and you
ate a dead dog!”

Sir  Anthony Trevor reeled against the
stable door, and glared like one who has
seen a ghost, his rapier falling noiselessly
upon the soft litter on the ground.

The moonlicht showed Dick Trevor that
his uncle was grey as a corpse. Nor is it
surprising, when one reflects that the
treacherous baronet had thought Dick safe
in far-off Somerseb.

‘““By heavens, I must be losing my
senses P’” muttered the bewildered man, re-
covering his voice, though his throat ached
from the pressure of Dick’s powerful grasp.

*“ You must, of a truth, Uncle Anthony,
unless you speak in a Jower tone,’”’ whis-
pered Pick, with a calm born of the strange
situation and the deadly peril which men-
aced the conspirators. 1 repeat my words:
You are a dead dog if you utter one cry
to alarm yonder troopers!’”

Sir  Anthony Trevor’s visage was nob
pleasant to see. It was a cunning, crafty
face at the best of times; bub now be-
iviiderment and terror rendered it absolutely
ivid.

“ What do you here, sir?”’ he demanded
at length, though in a tone that was scarcely
audible.

“1 might repeat that question, Uncle
Anthony,”” replied Bick coolly, “if 1 did
not already know that you are doubly
a traitor, that you first Dbetray your
sovereign, and then, thinkmg to lime your
own nest, betray us!”

and

% [CK TREVOR felt a sudden Iloneli-j

came it in an instant, and he fol-

when ;

“Us1?  exclaimied  the  Wretched
“ Whom de you niean by ‘us’?”

mans.

“ your felfow-plobters—the League,” whis-|

pered Dick. *“1 wonder, had you known
of my existence in the comspiracy, whether
Wiy name would have fignred among those

for whose betrayal the King was to give

you an earldom?”’

- Dick’s whisper inereased in sternmess, and

the pistol drew mere mnienacingly near to
Iis umcle’s forehead, on which the great
beads ‘of fear were gathering.

‘“You have mnever done over-much for
e, Uncle Anthony, in ‘spite of all your
promises,” he went on; “ nething, in fact,
save to reb me of what was mine by
right. But you shall pay the full score
now, and save my life, or lose your own.
*Tis a bargain, and I will give you until
I have counted six te deeide. Onel!”

The scheming raseal, still bewildered b

the extraordinary turn of Fortune’s wheel,
and not yet fully realising the position,
drew himself up, and motioned away the
pistel with a sesture of his hand.
“owel” said Dick, quite coolly.

“ By my seul!” exclaimed Sir Anthony.
* Three!” sald his nephew.

* Richard, what midsummer madness s
this?2 o - e
. Four!" sald Diek; without a tremor in
his voice.

¢ Nay, this s too mueh!”

““five!” said Dick, his faeé terribiy set
now, and his eye dilating.
Sir Anthony’s hands tightened convul-
sively.
tie dei’

¢ What is it you woeuld
he gasped hoearsely.

““ Borrow the scarlet eloak from yonder
sentinel, and send him to the tavern for
a flask of wine.” -

Thelr eyes mef, and the traifer, craven
at heart, read -

instant death in
his nephew’s
gaze unless he
complied.
 Come hither
to me, sentineli”
said Sir Anthony
Dick’s grasp
closed on the
traibor’'s  wrist
for one moment.
“You will
advanee two
strides into the
moonlight,” he
whisp ered,
“and you will
speak in a loud
voiee. If there
is an instant
of pause in
whi¢h you might
give an alarmy

KING JAMES IL
of ENGLAND.
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I shall shoot you where you stand even if
1 die upon the spot! Now, go!”

And Sir Anthony Trevor left the stable
door.

Dick glued his ear to the shufter, and
heard him speak to the sentinel.

“™'is a dry watch, my friend, and like
to be a long one,” said Sir Anthony. “ Hast
a mind to fetch me a flagon of right good
wine from the tavern, and to lend me thy
cloak the while? I have taken some chill
in this kennel.”

““QOdds life, Sir Anthony!” laughed the
trooper, who was by birth a gentleman,
“1 have all the mind, but never a groat
in my pocket. As to the cloak, thou art
welcome; an thou pay for the burgundy.”

“Gladly" replied the baronet, his feeth
chattering. “ Here's for the reckonmv'
And he handed a coin to the foe"uard\
man, who in turn unelasped his red cloak

and threw it round Sir Antheny’s shoulders, |

Do you
said this
hiding-

“*Twill be one tick of the clock.
keep strict ward, though. 'Tis
tavern of the Blue Dog is full of
places as a coney-warren.”

And with a great ciatter of boots and
spurs and sword, the man disappeared round
the corner.
“ Richard,"”
1ast appeal,
they were
might return,
forget your duty to me—I,
brother and yocur uncle.”

* As for that,” replied Dick, as he took
the scarlet mantle, lined with shailoon,
=1 thmk the less you say the better, else
have more to add than you will

h for. Ned!"
Ned Pouch came from behind the

said Sir Anthony, making one
in the vain bope that while
conversing the Lifezuardsman
and the ecase be altercd, “you
your father’s

o
g.
What is next to
= Tne way

=

be done?”
fear now.”’
sappearing, and the next
into: the outer stable,
—Beauty, and a wiry grey
ddle.

the lanes betwixt this
Fields,” he said in a low
nob hxey that the patrols
far.  And the gentlemen wiil
e—if txe have not been taken

whispered

igh, and

Anthony Trevor curse
g for his own ends,
would he have to
s that were to come.
reat bolt upon the outside
d . whispered Ned. ‘“ He must
the

eloped in fhe scarlet mantle,
i on to Beauty’s back.
d to the far end of the stable,
traitor understeod.
a scowl of the deadliest meaning,
nk towards the bapestry hanging, and
keeping his 'eyes upon him, sidled
out into the moonlight.
nt Ned Pouch was beside him,
ony heard the bolt shoot into
with a sharp snap.

d, they heard the sound
of the

nt

on the stones

coper refurning with the
exclaimed the tavern-
e are fosti”

d Dick ecalmly. ¢ We
1 yeb if we are cool. Get
hand, and show me the

o ta
\onc.er alley by
Ned Pouch.
“Yery well,”
at a walk, and ride even with me, S0 thdt
sees my cloak enly.”

the white wall,”’ said

returned Dick, “set oub

Dick Qpread the folds of the mantle over

holst and made him appear as
puv\wle The next moment they
were crossing the paved lane, and came in
full v of the trooper.

He had halted in the shadow of the stable,
and was helping bimself to a long, swing-
ing drink at the flask.

He lowered it as

Bﬁvk

he saw them, and

alarm while we are yet within

Trevor Has Been Enrolled into the League !

laughed, a little shamefaced, thinking it one
of his comrades.

“ Hallo, Martin!” ¢ Aught of
the rogues yet?”

k, making a gesture with his arm
night  have meant anybhing, rode
v on into the alley, where the dark-
allowed them up; and the trooper,
wiping his lips on the back of his
turned the angle to find Sir An-
thony no longer there.

* Odds blood,” he cried, looking about
him, ** the bird has flown! And if he comes
not at the first call, then shall the rest oi
this clorious grape be mine! Io, ho, Sir
Anthony Trevor! Where, in the plague's
name, art thou?"

THE MEETING OF UNCLE AND
NEPHEW !

he cried.

after
gauntlet,

Like a flash of lightning Dick Trevor
sprang forward upon the gentleman
in brewn velvet, pinnsd him against
the wall, and pressed his pistol
against his temple. ‘“One ory,
and you are a dead man,; Uncle
Anthony!” crizd tha boy. (See page 2.)

¢ Here!"” said a muffled voice close to

the guardsman’s elbow.

The man gazed about him, but saw
nothing.
The moon, sinking behind a huge sback

of twisted chimneys, no longer ficoded the
spot with silver radiance, and the trooper
was nonplussed.
“Where is here?”
alarmed.
Sir - Anthony

he called, growing
replied by loudly tapping
on the bolted door, and the trooper in-
stantly seized his carbine, gave a yell that
brought answering shou$s from the btavern
yard, and, opening the barrier, threw for-
ward his piece, expecting the conspirators
to spring forth.

Instead, the white face of Sir Anthony
glowered 'at him from the darkness, a warn-
ing finger raised to hig lips.

'huce, in as many minubes,
thony changed his mind.

Once he had hissed between his set teeth,
“The young whelp shall die! 1 will

had Sir An-

dénounce him to the King!” Then, on second
thoughts, he had muttered, “ No; ’‘twere
best that he should disappear guietly, lest
folk look askance at an uncle who delivers
up his nephew to justice. Captain Mike
is the man for my purpose. 1e shall
deal with Master Richard affer his own
manner. Would that the rogue had been
here to-night!

‘“ A few gold pieces will close this fool's
lips,” he thought. But now his ery of
alarm had spoiled eyerything and  Sir
Anthony, hearing the ‘rush of feet and the
gallop of horses, set his wits to work to
explain away how he came to be a prisoner
in the stable.

““ Quick!”" he shouted, dropping his hand
instinctively. ¢ They are but this instant
fled, and I half stunned by a foul blow

that came near to end my life; after which
they made off, tirst locking the door upon
me."’

. ‘“¥Which way? And how many?'’ demanded
an officer, who pulled the trooper aside.

*“T_know not which way; but there were
eight of them, all mounted and armed.”

The trooper looked at Sir Anthony, and
missed his cloak.

£ Then went they yonder road!” he cried,
pointing to the alley. “For I did see
one whom I mistook for Martin, clad in
red. Am I not right, Sir Anthony?”
“'Tig s50,” fultered Sir Anthony, affecting

lean against the wall, as if in pain.
¢ Mount and ride away!” cried the cap-
tain of the Lifeguard of Horse, leaping into
the saddle; : followed by a dozen
troopers, he t‘undered in hot pursuit.

“ The foul fiend save him!”? said Sir
Anthony to himseif. < If they cateh him,
the boy wili talk. 'Tis a matter for Mike
to stop his tongue for ever!”

to

The Last of the Blue Dog. The Chass
through the Night. A Dramatic Inter=-
ruption. A Reunion.

TREVOR and  his companion

1c
passed quickly along the alley, and
in rear of the high-rooted build-
ings known as Stapies’ Inn, which

may still be seen to-day on the south side
of Helborn.

The way was winding and narrow,
Ned Pouch took the lead.

After they had gone some five hundred
yards or so they pressed their horses into
a trot, and were about to cross Fetter Lane,
when Ned looked back over his shoulder.

“Listen ! he whispered.

A confused roar of shouting came upen
the night wind behind them, mingled with
the mufifed thunder of hoofs.

S Now, Ned, my friend, we must to it
with a will!” cried Diek. “’Tis time for
ail your shortest cuts and crooked turnings.'

“ Never fear, Master Richard,” laughed
Ned Pouch, “I can lead them a pre!,vv
dance! Yet must we be wary, lest they
hfn‘le a patrol at the bottem of Holborn
Hill.”

Now to the left, now te the right, now
grazing their stirrups in the narrowness of
the winding way, the son of the tavern-
keeper twisted and turned through the
squalid quarter that had grown up on the
rising ground along the west bank of the
Fleet River.

Again thev heard windows open, and folk
shout to each other at the unwonted sound

of galloping.

“ Have a care!” said Ned. * We shall
out at the bridge now, and all depends
whrether it be guarded.” :

Dick had placed the piste] in his breact
again, but at Ned’s words he drew his
rapier.

The next moment he knew that he would
have to use it.

Two scarlet horsemen sab in their saddles
where the road crossed the little river, and
they were gazing at something intently.

Their upturned faces were lit by a strange
glow, which shone redly on the buckles
of their baldricks and their bright cuirasses,

and

and Dick instantly guessed its = cause.

The Blue Dog was on fire!

Ned had reined in as he turned the
corner, not fifty paces from the Life-
guardsmen; Dick was six herselengths
behind, and his eyes suddenly sparkled.

‘“ Spur, Ned!” he cried; and immediately

raising his voice t0 a wild shout, yelled:
“ Stop him, lads! 'Tis one of the traitors!”
Tar Porurar—No. 226,
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Ned understood his meaning, and lay flat
on the neck of the grey horse. Before the
astonished soldiers could draw  across the
road, the grey horse was abreast of them,
and, as they brought their carbines down
and discharged them at random, the balls
whistled harmilessly over Ned's head.

The troopers wheeled about as  Dick
reached them, and, deceived by his mantle,

all three rode aiter the supposed fugitive |

with loud cries.

One of the Lifeguards, being hetter
mounted than his comrades, forged ahead,
and  Dick, pulling upon Beauty’s mouth,
suddenly turned to the man beside him.

1lis heart revolted at the task before
him; but it was life or death, and already
he could hear the clamour of those behind
who had reached the high road, and would
follow up the pursuib,

Twice Dick shortened his rapier, and the
trooper’s life quivered in the balance.

He looked down the. hill, -and saw that
he rest were sbill far off; he looked ahead,
and knew that Ned’s grey was well-night
as swift as Beaubty herself.

“F will not slay you, sir, but I must
ride this ecourse - alone!” he said to the
astonished trooper. ;

And, with a sudden swoop of his weapon,
he severed the man’s reins within an inch
of his bridle hand, cutting deep into his
holsters. <

* Qdds blood!”! gasped the gentleman of
the Lifeguards of - Horse, his steed rearing,
and eoming to a floundering halt.

But Dick had shot away like a bullet
from a musket, and -reached the second
trooper at the moment that his comrade’s
ery came to his ears.

Dick’s borrowed plumes floated from his
shoulders ‘as the fastening of the scarlet
cloak snapped, and the second trooper
realised” all was nobt as it should be.

‘ Hold!” he ecried, wheeling his
across the roadway.

* My friend,”” quoth Dick
must have it, you must!”’
forward with his sword.

The trooper sank on the horse’s neck, and
rolled to the ground, the animal turning,
‘terror-stricken, and galloping down-hill,
dragging the unfortunate man in the stirrup.

“ Thank Heaven, Master Richard!”’ cried
Ned, as they tore on side by side. * Yonder
is St. Sepulchre’s Chureh, and we shall gain
Smithfield in time to breathe my nag, who
is stout enough on the level, but sorely
laboured at a hill.  Would I could use
the sword like you, sir!”

“If you go with us, friend Ned, I
will teach you a pass or two,” replied Dick.
*“ But we are not yet out of peril. Their
callop sounds nearer than-I thought, and

horse

Tre\'or, 4 if you
And he lunged

I pray Captain Lavender be not far off.”
* They wait us nigh to St. John’s Gate-
Bouse, whence ’tis all open way to Isling-
ton Village,
make,

which is

the road they are
and

to where I shall leave you,”’

said Ned, in a regretful tome. ‘ Turn to
the left, here, sir. Yonder is Smithfield;
and by this way the knights used to ride
to the Tournament, so the story hath it,
for which reason ’tis called Giltspur Street.”

Looking down the hill up which they
had just ridden, they saw a fierce con-
flagration raging on the opposite side of
the valley, and the sparks dancing merrily.

But, what was of greater moment to them,
they ecaught a glimpse of mounted mnien
against the glow—one far ahead of the rest,
and npear enough for the galloping of his
horse to be plainly heard.

The custodians of old Newgate Prison,
out upon the leads to view the fire, saw
them, and shouted, and when the pursuit
reached the spot they pointed out the way
they had gone. :

Of the dozen that had set forth from
the back of the inn, five only had survived
the hard-going—an officer and four private
gentlemen, and as these entered Smithfield
on the one side, Dick and his guide left
it on the other.

Ned’s grey was breathing heavily.

“¥ doubt we that he can hold out!’
panted Ned. ¢ I he falls, Master Richard,
bear straight onward. 1 shall shift for
myself afoot.” ; X

The words were scarce spoken when the
grey horse crossed his forelegs and went
down like a stone. : - :

Dick laid Beauty upon her haunches in
a moment, and peered abnxiously through
the darkness.

‘ Are you hurt, Ned?”

No answer. -

‘‘ Ned, for mercy’s sake, speak!
are- you?”’

A faint groan was the only reply, as the
grey horse struggled up and stood trembling

‘Where

like a leaf.
Dick sprang to the ground, and, bending
low, feound his companion, stunied and

senseless, a yard away, and raised him in
Ris arms. .

As he did so a horseman galloped up,
reined in, and, shouting to his followers,
discharged a pistol point-blank at Dick.

The flash lit up the darkness. for an
insbant; the ball cut the feather from the
boy’s hat.

“Cowardly ruffian!”’ cried the young con-
spirator, laying Ned back upon the stones
and running forward with his bared sword.

He saw the four private gentlemen not
twenty yards behind their leader, and knew
that what bhe did must e done on the
instant. 4

A slash set the officer’'s horse rearing.
a thrust sent the rider back over his cro
then Dick clenched his teeth and bent lo
to get the others against the sky.

The first man cut savagely at him, a
though he parried the stroke, Dieck's r:
did not more than bring a shower of sparks
from the man’s corslet.

He pulled up ftwo lengths beyend him,

and spurr back upon the Ilad.
Dick between two fires, but kis
saved 3
Both ocopers uttered a loud shout of

exultation as v bent out of their saddles
for the death-thrust; but Dick dropped on
to one knee, and their hlades crossed im-
mediately above his head. .

Swift as theught he lunged upward, and
wounded one man in the thigh, and, draw-
ing a pisto fired at the other’s horse,
which, receiving the ball somewhere in the
girths, plunged, unmanageable, and well-nigh
bolted.

But the other two were now upon him,
and Dick needed all his skill against such
odds—to add to which officer, who had
by this time recovered his feet, came run-
ning up.

It was a hopeless combat, one against
five, and in another moment the boy would
have been either cut down or taken prisoner.

A whistle sounded shrilly some paces
away—a curious, wild whistle, that was
evidently a signal.

It was answered from the darkness at
no great distance, and instantly there was
heard the sudden thunder of hoofs.

* Ha, rogues!” cried a voice which Dick
recognised as that of Harry Lavender; and
the two conspirator captains dashed in to
the rescue like a couple of thunderbolts,
dealing out destruction on all sides. .

Daventry’s charger caught the Lifeguard
officer, and spun him round like a teeto-
tum, to fall, senseless and bleeding, several
yards away, Harry Lavender rtan one of
the private gentlemen through the heart.

Dick, so unexpectedly reinforced, fell hotly
upon the unwounded trooper, and beat him
to the ground, and in a few moments the
pursuers had been completely defeated.

“*Twag warm work while it lasted,” .said
Harry lLavender, sheathing his weapon.
‘“ Had we not crept back in this direction
at sound of that first pistol-shot, we had
never heard Ned's signal-whistle in time.”

‘“ Where is the rascal?” said Daventry,
peering around.

“T am here, capbtain-at least, part of
me, for I have not got my senses yet.”

Ned tottered up to them, holding his
bead in both hands.

& 3t sit the saddlie, boy?”
Harry Lavender anxiously.
leave thee here.”

questioned
* We must not

JUIf the grey’s legs are cound, I can
ride well enough,” answered the pliucky
1"d
lad.
And he staggered along to where the two

liorses d.

men examine a pair of trem-
_with keener andety than did
those conspirators that niglit; but, in the

end, n ie animal unhurt, thouvgh
sadly 3d shaken, they lifted Ned up,
and ttling Lim in the stirrups, turned

. ,,,Z;»/ =
2

‘* Spur on, Ngd 12 griad Dick, and immediately raising his voice to a wild shout, yelled : ‘* Stop him, lads
understood his meaning, and lay fiat on the neck of his horse.
grey horse was abreast of them, and the balls they discharged whistled harmiessly over Ned’s head. (Sce this page.)

Before the troopers could draw across the road the

Ned
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FIVE TO ONE—DICK TREVOR’S PERIL

1

4

sounded shrilly some pacss away.

t was a hopeless combat, one against five, and in another moment Dick would have been cut down. A

thundsr of hoofs. (See puge 4.)

whistle

it was answered from the darkness, and instantly there was heard the sudden |

their faces north once more, after listening
in vain for sound of further pursuit.

And well it was that no more of thoese
searlet froopers came swinging ian chase,
for, before they had made a mile of the
way, they had to fall into a shambling
trot, the grey threatening every moment to
go down again, and Dmrntr)’ horse also
blowing hard.

*“There is

naught for it bub to trust te

our good luck, which has dttel,

far mroum a night of peril,’

Lavender. ‘' We can procure fre

at a place I know of not far frem here,
and then strike across country for the

house whither piore than one of our friends
have pgone ere this, I hope; in 5

‘And Lavender was as good as his v 5

At a lonely dvelling, hard by the foob
of the great hill of Highgate—a house where
tradition has it that aude onee
dwelt—Daventry and Ned ot two
serviceable mounts, and, after a cup of
wine, the little band turned r backs
to the dawn, which was just inning to
break greyly, and rede away a hard
gallop.

They made
chance patrol that mig
patched along the roads from ILoudon, and,
travelling warily, with brief halts fo rest
. their herses, crossed Windy Heath the same
evening.

¢ Ha, Diek lad,” laughed Harry Lavender,
- "tmmre things have happened o us both
since we meb hﬂr three days agol”

Pick laughed.

* Very many strange thizw% sinee
left,”! he saids “1H is ve faiet here.?
- “1 warrant me there wal be no robbers
to-night in the Dog-Fox Spinney,” said the
capbain. “ 1  doubt not that there are
- watchers waiting for the persons who had
“dealings with those two highwaymesn. Eh,
Dick?"

. “And you are not far wrong,
said Ned, lowering 3
figures among the pi‘

They all laid their hands to their
and drew rein ab his words.

“ Surely ’tis not an ambush to take us?”
said Dick.

at

uit fo. aveid
have been

a2 wide cire any

des-

W ©

captain,”
‘ there are

es,

holsters,

Daventry was lobking under his hand,
and spoke incredulously.
“1 see naught, Ned; your wounded pate

Bas set you dreaming,” said the caplain.

The Secds of Robellie

n Grow and thp Fla

“1 mnever dream,”

returned Ned quietly.
“ There -are

.men In - the ftrees—three of

them—and they are on herseback.”

““ Let us press on,” said Harry Lavender,
touching his steed with the spur. *’Twill
not serve us to show fear, and three men
can do little against us after the damage
we have so recently wrought. Keep you
on the far side of us, Ned. Be ready with
your pistol, Blaster Trey And, breaking

into a trot, he led up the sandy track to-
wards the pines.

~There was sbill a preat band eof red light
in the west, and the spinney stood out
blackly against it.

The wind v rising, and sang awmong

the gorse bushes a
‘Tne" deem us too strong
perohanoe veb they may fire as
smd Daventry
“ Yes, T saw
in a low voice.
of the trees
top.
Harry
oubline,
in readiness.
He rode straight forward, his
to the pine cl wmp,  came
passed it, and in a few
commenced the st ¢ 3
a loud cry rose from the spinney, and they
all reined in.

ad the swaying brackenm.
in numbers,
we pass,’’

Someone called upoa the ex-captain of
the TFoot Guard by name.

‘“ Harry Eavender: stop!” came a voice;
and, with a 2 of the bushes
that surround fox  Spinney,  a
horseman 1 forth, closely fcllowed by
two others, all shree bursting into a shout
of weleome 5 they galloped up.

They were obher three members of
the Luuue Dnl\ had seen in the house
in Londou.

“ By my we are well me

Ha.rry La,evme‘ “ I have had mar
givings thabt you might, some of you,
fa_llen into the K x’s hands; but now we
will make what apeed we can to biie rendez-

vous, where, if the rest are safe, we can
form our plaps for the future, in spite of
all traito to- the igend cause’’

told an
mysterious

in the stable turret
and the

The clock
hour short ci midnight,

company who had been disturbed by the
coming of the King's troops were gathered
in a long room in very serious discussion.

Oak Tlall, though possessing none of those
murvel}ous passages that had served them
in Such good stead in London,  was forby
miles distant from = the metropelis, and
unknown to Sir Anthony Trevor as a meet-
12-place of the men he had attempted to
Y.

_There, for a few hours, at least, they
wouid be undisturbed, and could look the
position steraly in the faece. .

And they had indeed something serious
to discuss. A somethi which weuld mean
the gaining or losing of a throne for the
Duke of Movlm‘)L h.

The whele of the forece under Monmouth
would move ab the directions of the Lesgue.
Although Harry Lavender was a plain
ptain of the Foof Guards, he was the.

A man of magnetic personality, a
of men. Behind those long black

crked a m r-brain of unknown
was the last fo enter
arm was placed in. that

Captain Lavender
the ‘room,-and: his
of Diek Trevor.

My friends,”
through the a
usually grave
“matbers have
i brought this
presence last
mind to deat

said he, a smile struggling
io care that gave an nn-
cast to his- hane ison‘e
gone semewhs
young gentlema
night'; you \»ere then in a
out dez\th to him, thinking
him a spy; b I have proved to you he
can carry hi 1f in the hour of danger,
and what he has done with his right hand
you already know. I am now going fo enrol
him in the League. Here stands before you
a new member!” 3

into your

Diclk is Made a Member cf the Leagus.
The Oath. Amazing News from Lyme,
s Forward the League of Seven!?”’

DEEP silence reigned, and Die?
standing at the end of the fable,
could almost hear the palpication

i his heart.
upen 1.m|
The leader of the League bro‘&e the silence
at last.

Every eye was turned
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“ Since he already knows our object,” he
said, “it only remains to acquaint him
with our names in detail, to imstruct him
i the wsecret sign between us, and to
administer the oath.”

“ Let it be done without delay,” said one
of them graciously.

** My friends, I will be brief,”” said Cap-
tain 1:1\,'e1@der, presenting Dick in turn fo

the ¢ pirators, who one and all shook
Lands with him.

Now, gentlemen, the sign!? said Cap-
tain Lavender,

very man rose to his feet, took the
hilt of his weapon between the forefinger
and thamb- of his right hand, .drew it a
few inches frem the sheath, and extended
the little finger.

“ When you meet one who elaims to be
of our number,”’ said Lavender to Dick,
“ you treat your rapier thus. And, if ’tis
betore noon, you will say: ' A merry morn-
ing to you, sir?? If he be what he repre-
self, he will reply: ‘ Merry it be”
should the day be on the wane, then
you say: ‘Is there a moon to-night?’
he will answer: ‘A merry moon to-
it!” Canst carry this in mind?”

That can LY said Dick. * And since
my sword hath a grip of red velvet, though
somewhat faded in the wars of King Charles,

‘twill serve.”
“1 will answer for it, boy, that ’twill
serve right well,”” said the captain.  © And

now, gentlemen, the oath!”

Instantiy every man drew his weapon and
placed its point on the table.

The six rapiers formed a radiating circle
of steel blades, and Dick was told to draw
and place his point in the centre, making
the seventh.

Fhen Harry repeated the eath—to
promise to ~weork for England’s liberty; to
belp any member of the band, even at the
cost of one’s own life; and to keep secref
the identity of all concerned, and every-

thing that might be agreed upon among
them.

“To all of these things you solemnly
agree, hand to hilt, and steel to steel?’”

“ To all of them, most solemnly, by my
honour as a gentleman,” said Dick, his
lips smiling fearlessly, and his bright eyes
flashing. ,

¢ Heaven defend the right!” murmured
every inan present, and the rapiers were
returned to their sheaths.

‘“ And now, my friends,”
tain, ‘* what Js to be done,
we o do it?”

Every tace was very grave in the candle-
light, and for a moment there fell a greab
silence upon the room.

It was broken, not by human
though several had opened their
speak—hbut by a familiar sound
away—the galloping of a horse
avenue of ancestral oaks.

On a sudden, from beneath the windows,
a shrill whistle rang out, and it was
answered by the approaching rider.

The horseman swung round the
of the mansion, and reined up with a
clatter.

“1s there a moon to-mght?” cried the
deep voice of worthy Peter Pouch.

A merry moon to-night!’” answered the
listeners in anxious chorus.

‘“ Ha, this is well!’” cried Peter joyfully.
¢ Matechloeks and muskets, but ‘tis the
merriest moon that has shone these long
days, gentlemen! The Duke of Monmouth
has landed at Lyme.”

There was the sharp hiss of
drawn in, and then a loud shout.
- Ride! Ride!” ecried BHarry Lavender.
“Tg horse, gentlemen! Forward, the League
of Seven!”

(4 long thrilling iastelment of our
powerful adventure serial will be found in
next week’'s topping issue.)

said the cap-
and how are

voice—
lips  to
not  far
up the

corner
mighty

breatis

The Paper that goes every time . . . the " Popular! :

RESULT OF
LANCASHIRE
PICTURE - PUZZLE
COMPETITION.

In this eompetition one competitor sent ir
a correet solution. The first prize of £5 has
therefore been awarded to:

JOHN JONES,
466, Higginshaw Lane,
Oldham, Lanes.

The seeond prize of £3 10s. has been
divided between the following four com-
petitors whese solutions contained oune error
cach:

J. M. Godfrey, 2, Guy St., Leamington Spa.

Alice Pace, 73, Grove Street, Leek, Stafls.

John Budd, Gellygron Road, Pontardawe,
Swansea, 3

Mr. J. R. Wight, 11, Inchafiray Streef,
Perth. e

Thirty-one competitors, with two errors
each, divide the ten prizes of 5s. each, The
names of these prizewinners can be obtained
on application at this office,

SOLUTION.

The Laneashire County Cricket Club
originated in 1864, although the county had
played numerous matches before that. The
fied Rose county has reached the top of the
Championship ladder six times. A% the pre-
sent period it is one of the best teams in
the eountry, and inclides such famous
players as John Sharp, Makepeace, Parkin,
ete.

GREAT COMPETITION FOR CRICKET LOVERS!
FIRST PRIZE £100. SECOND PRIZE £50. THIRD PRIZE £30.

120 PRIZES COF £1 EACH.

AND

CAN YOU FORECA

COUNTIES ARE GOING TO FINISH UP? [z
No. 2
E offer the above splendid prizes to the reader who is clever cnough No. 3
to send us a list showing exaetly in what order the seventeen first- =
elass County Cricket Clubs will stand at the end of the season. No. 4
For your guidance we publish the order in which each of the clubs 5
stood last year, which was as follows: No.
1. Yorkshire. 9. Sussex. No. 6
2. Nottinghamshire. 10. Somerset. No. 7
3. Surrey. 11. Derbyshire. No. 8
4. Kent. 12, Warwickshire.
5. Laneashire. 13. Gloucestershire. No- 9
6. Hampshire. 14. Leicestershire. No. 10
7. Middlesex. 15. Northamptonshire. No. 11
8. Hssex. 16. Glamorgan,
17. Worcestershire. - e :
What you have to do is to fill in on the coupon on this page your forecast No. 18
of the order in which the counties will finish’ up. To the reader who does No. 14
this correctly we shall award a prize of £100, and the other prizes in the -
order of the correctness of the forecasts. No. 15
In the case of ties any or all of the prizes will be added togeth d divided
but the full amount of £300 will be awarde:i. : el Lo o
All forecasts must be submitted on coupons taken from this journal, or from [ No.17

one of the other publications taking part in

You may send as many coupon forecasts as you like.
They must all be addressed to ‘Cricket Competition,”
Square, E.C. 4, and must reach that address not later than
You may send in your forecasts at once if you like,

after August 16th.
The decision of the Editor in all matters
be accepted as final and binding,
understanding.
Employees of the proprietors of this

Budget,” “Magnet,” “Young Britain,”
Friend,” “Pluck,” “Union Jack,”
Cinema,”

YTuE PoruLar.—No. 236,

¢ Rocket,”

Stirring Events in Next Week’s

and entries will only be admitted on that
) f . journal are not eligible to ¢ A

This competition is run in conjunction with “Footballg e
“Champion,”

and * Gem,” and readers of these journals are invited to compete,

ST HOW THE

1 forecast that the Counties will finish the Season
in fhis order :

this contest.

Gough House, Gough
Thursday, August 16th.
but none will be considered

concerning this competition must

] }E‘avourite,” “ Sports
“Boys’ Realm,”? <« Boys’
“Nelson Lee Library,” “Boys’

P.

I enter ** Cricket ** Com
the Rules as announced, and agree fo abide by the
published decision,

Name .. .......:..

Address

$its, in dance with

sassetveinssss et e non e

Closing date, August 16th, 1923.

Instalment !



STRIKING THE FIRST BLOW . . . s ** The League of Seven’’ noxt week! 1

A GREAT MYSTERY SOLVED!

THE UNDERGROUND FIGHT!

With the aid of his bulldog Towser, Herrics of the Fourth gets on the track of the missing juniors —but likke Tom
He has followed his chums info the mysterious mill

Merry & Co., he leaves the school and does not return !

where they are preparing a beld bid for freedom !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Amateur Detective!

11 OME in{”
i—‘ The deep voice of Mr.

uttered that invitation.
of the FKourth stepped
The junicr

Railton

Herries
into the Housemaster’'s study.
iooked pale and troubled. . And Mr. Rail-
ton looked agitated also. It would have
been difficult to say which was the more
worried of the two.

Afternoon lessons were over at St. Jim’s,
and Herries. had hurried at once to the
Housemaster’s study.

“ What is it, my boy?’ aszked Mr. Rail-
ton kindly,

“1've come to see you - about the slx
fellows who are missing, sir =

Mr, Railton looked up -quickly.

** You have news of them?” he asked.

““ No, sir. But I thought you might Ee
willing to let me go in search of them,
ir. If you would kindly give me a late
pass, in ease I should happen to get hung
up somewhere——"’

“I will do so with pleasure, Herries,”
said Mr. Railton. * But I fear that your
sealrch will end in failure. Ever since an

early hour this morning, when it was first
discovered that the six boys were missing,
search-partiés have been scouring  the
countryside. And where they have failed,
is- hardly likely that you will succeed.”
u forget that I've got a bull-
;7 said Herries. * Old Towser will
pick up the ftrail. He's gobt a Kkeen nose
for a scent.”

Mr. Railton smiled slightly. Herries®
blime faith in Towser's abilities was not
red by the Housemaster. If
cked up a scent of any sort, it would be
the wrong one. Mr. Railten felt sure of
that.

“I can’t think what may have happened
to those fellows, sir—Tem Merry, and
Blake, and the rest,” said Herries. * But
if they've been kidnapped—and it’s Just
possible—it won't take old Towser long to
get on the track of the kidnappers.”’

Herries® faith In  Towser was almost
touching. He seemed to regard the dog as

a bloodhound rather than a common or
garden bulldog. So smart was Towser, in
his master’s opinion, that Herries wondered
why Ferrers Locke, or some other eminent
detective, had not offered to buy such an
intelligent animal. In the tracking down
of criminals, Towser was supposed to be
Monty Lowther, however,

simply wonderful.

had onece declared that Towser was not
simply wonderful, but wonderfully simple,
“ He hasn't the intelligence of a turnip,”
Monty had said.
Railiton wrote out
handed it to Herries.
‘“ This entitles you

the late pass, and
to be out of gates
until ten o’clock,” he said. * I hope you
will meet with some success in your
search, Herries; but I cannot help think-
ing you will return empty-handed.”
Herries thanked the Housemaster, and
went down into fhe sunny  quadrangle.
His face' still wore a troubled expression.
For many hours, six School House juniors
had been missings And two of them were
Herries’ bosom chums, Blake and D’Arcy.
The six had taken part, during the night,

in a game called Jack-o’-Lantern. And they
had never returned to the school. ‘Ihey
had disappeared as - completely and

mystericusly as if the earth had opened
and swallowed them up.

Search-parties had been busy since the
early morning. They had toured all
villages in the district, but they had noet
been able to pick wup a single clue.

Weary and crestfallen, they had returned

to St. Jim’s.

The Head had telephoned to the police,
requesting them to make diligent search
for the missing juniors. But the Rylcombe
Police. - ¥orce, which consisted of P.C.
Crump, had not been able to solve the
mystery.

Herries had been waiting and hoping, all
day, that news would come. But since
there was no news, he decided -to go on
the trail himself, with the aid of Towser.

That famous animal was in its kennel,
behind the woodshed.

¢ Come along, old fellow!” said Herries,
unhitching the dog’s chain. * We're going
to ?{ind Blake and Gussy, and the others—
see?’”’

Towser wagged his tail vigorously, and
there was an expression “on his face which

seemed to ®ay, I know exactly what's
wanted. You leave it to me!”
Towser ran to heel as Herries strode

down to the school gates.

Cardew and Clive stood chatting in the
gateway. They looked up as Herries bore
down upon - them,

* Whither bound?” asked Cardew.

“I'm going to find the fellows who are
missing,” said Herries. “ Dl seek ‘em
far and wide. Railton’s given me a lafe
pass, so l've got tons of time.”

the

o
i Martin Clifford.

“Got a clue of any sort?” asked Clive.
“Np.

“ Then how
you duiffer?”

Herries pointed proudly to Towser.

“ Powsy will do the actual finding,” ha
explained. = °"Look at him, snifling the
roadway, right along the base of the
school wall. He's pieking up the scent.”

“ Rats! He’s foragin’ for a stray bene,
dear man,” said Cardew. =

And Clive gave a chuckle,

do you expect to find them,

“ Yes, you can snigger!” said Herries
angrily. * But old Towser will be bang

on the trail, in a jifly. He'il lead me to
where those fellows are imprisoned——"

‘“How do you know they
imprisoned?” asked Clive.

** Because 1ib's quite obyvious—except to
fellows of your iow order of intelligence—
that they've been kidnapped,” said Herries.
““1f they hadn’t been captured, and shut
up somewhere, they'd be back by now. Ue
along, Towsy! Good dog! Follow the
trail, old man!g

* The beast hasn’t found one to follow,”
Said Cardew, with a grin.

are

“ Yes, he has!” exclaimed Herries
excitedly.
Towser, who had been gnitling at the

foot of the school wall, suddenly desisted
from this pastime. He glanced towards
his master, and then he crossed the road
at a canter, scrambled through a gap in

the hedge, and set off across the fields,
in a due-south direction.

Herries followed with @ alacrity. And
Cardew . and Clive gazed atter  him,
grinning. Like Mr. Railton, they had
precious little faith In Towser’s abilities

as a tracker, and-they imagined the dog
was leading Herries on a wild-goose chase.

Towser ran on, pausing every now and
then to sniff the ground, or to look round
and make sure that his master was follow-
ing.

**He’s pieked up the trail all right!”
muttered Herries, in tones of great satis-
faction. * Good ‘old Towsy! —He's worth
his weight in gold.”’

Through meadows and cornfields, Towser
continued to lead the way. [here were
many ditches to leap, and many hedges
to, scramble threugh; but Towser did not
falter. = The trail seemed ‘endless. Herries,
stumbling along in the réar, began to feel
tagged. ‘He had to call upon Towser no%
to go so fast.

“Presently, on some muddy ground at the

A Screamingly Funny Story of St. Jim’s Next Week !
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8 ‘Tales of School, mystery, and adventurc ev.ry week !

side of a deep ditch, Herries came across
the imprint of a rubber-soled shoe.

* My hat!  That's Gussy's shoe!” fie
ejaculated, stopping short. 1 can tell
by the pattern. Looks as if Gussy tumbled
into this ditch, too. Fhere’s ‘a mark
where some one has slipped. Well played,
Towser! I'm positive you're on the right
track now!"”

The dog forged ahead, and Herries
followed. The  discovery o the shoe-
print seemed to stimulate.  the junior’s
energies.  He had already come several miles,;
but he pushed on with renewed eagerness,

** 1% seems that old Towsy’s never going
to stop!” he panted. ** Those fellows must
have gone a fearful distance last night.”

On and oi wen{ Towser, with his master
following up.

The bulldog showed no sign of exhaus-
tion, Dbut Herries was pretty = well
‘“ whacked " by the time fifteen miles had
been covered.

Herries looked about him in the gathér-
ing twilight..  Ahead of him were some
castle ruins, and not far away stood an
old mill. -

Towser headed straight for the mill, He
halted outside the door, and glanced round
to his master as if to inform him that he
had reached the end of the trail. 'Then
he set up a deep growling, and kept leap-
m% against the door.

erries whipped up his flagging energies,
and hurried fowards the mill, *ls it
possible,’’ he muttered, “ that the fellows
are here—shut up in an old mill?”

. For once in a way, Towser had followed
the correct trail, and pursued it to the
bitter end, :

Glancing up at one of the small barred
windows -of the mill, Herries eaught sight
of the familiar face of Tom Merry.

* Found!" exclaimed Herries triufiph-
antly. *“ Towser, old fellow, youre a dog
in a thousand!” -

He was about to hail Tom Merry, when
there was a shooting of bolts, and the
door of the mill swung open.

Herries was confronted by an old man,
with white hair and a white beard. He
would have seemed quite a harmless old
man, but for the fact that he carried a
revoiver. -And the gleaming barrel was
directed towards Herries.

The St. Jim’s junior stood rooted to the
ground, his heart thumping wildly.

* Put that thing down!” he panted.

But the otd man did not lower his
revolver. Nor did he seem at all per-
turbed by the angry snarling of 'Fowser.
Tgnoring the dog, he kept his gaze upoen
Herries.

*So youre another of them?”’ he said,
noting the school cap which Herries wore,
' Come to search for your stranded school-
fellows, I suppose?”’

“Yes, and I Kknow they are here,
becavse I saw one of them at the window.”

" You shall join them immediately,” said
the old man grimly. ‘‘Step inside!”

* Leok here!” hegan Herries wrathiully,
** who are you?”’

** Time enough - to
cards later on,”’ was

exchange
the grim

visiting-
reply.

“You'd better come inside quickly, in case |

this little pop-gun should go off accident-
ally. My finger’s on the trigger, you know.”

Behind the old man’s banter, there was

something compelling and insistent,
Herries, eyeing the revolver with some
trepidation, promptly stepped into the mill.
“ You have shown excellent discretion,”
said the old man. * Your schoolmates are
upstairs.”
‘* You—you're ' keeping them prisoners?”
stammered Herries. .
** ¥es. One week’s imprisonment, of a

‘pleasant ‘nature, without hard labour. A }

day has already passed, so there are only
six days to go. Your friends were asleep
a few moments ago, but the growling of
your dog evidently awakened theimn. 1
shall have to chain the beast up during
the time you are here. He shall be pro-
perly ”fed, s0 you needn’t worry on that
score.

Slewly it dawned upon Herries that he
was to he sept a prisoner in the old mil
for six days. But it would not be lonely.
There were six fellows up above waiting
to welcome him. .

Herries had set out to find his school-
-fellows:. And he had found them—thanks
to Towser. But his fifteen-miles tramp was
futile; for he had walked into the lion's
den, and was now a prisoner with the

Tne PorpurLar.—No. 236.

others, thus adding to the alarm and eon-
sternation which were already being feit
abt St. Jim’s.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
: “The Escape! s
6 EWWIES, deah boy!”
Arthur Augustus D'Arey assisted
his ¢hum through the trapdoor

into the apartment where the
St. Jim’s juniors were imprisoned.

“ Hallo, Gussy!” said Herries, * Seems
as if 1I've walked into a giddy bornets’
nest !’

‘** How on earth did you find us?” asked
Tom Merry. &
* Powser led me here. A jolly cute dog,
old ‘Towsy, although you've never given
him credit for it. It must be quite fifteen
miles to this place, but Towser tollowed

the scent all the way. But I say, you
chaps! How did you eome to fall into
the chitches of this old man?” -

Tom ~ Merry explained all  that had
happened.

* W’s our firm belief,” he added, ' that
the old man isn't nearly so old as he
looks.”

*“ But what s
lunatic, or what?”

“ The leader of a gang of eoiners,” said
Tom Merry, in an undertone.

¢ My hat!”

‘* We've discovered that there are vaults
underneath this mill, and a tunnel that
links up with Branchester Castie. HKarlier
in the day, I saw the old man coming up
from the basement, earrying a tray. 'There
were  lots of balf-crowns on the tray—
spurious ones, I believe.”

Herries looked thunderstruck.

‘‘ Fine sort of place l've dropped into,”
he ‘said. ‘A coihers’ den, by Jove!”

“ Shush! Speak quijetly, or the old man
may overhear you. We've planned to get
away to-night, if we can possibly manage

he—a hermit, or a

asked Herries, glancing
" I'hese  windows are

“ But  how?”
around the room.
barred.’’

* We’re not thinking of the windows,”
said Talbot. " :

“Then what—-=2"

“ We're going to try to get down to the
vaults, = without  disturbing = the gang,
Then we can make our way through the
tunnel, and come out at the castle.”

‘* We fixed on midnight as an ideal time
to make the attempt, deal boy,” said Arthur
Augustus, “We were jJust twyin’ to
snatch a pit of sleep, when 'Towsah woke

us. up. I twust you are not hungry,
Hewwies? It isn’t likely that the. old
man Wwill bwing up any more gwub to-
night.”

“1I'm pretty peckish, but I c¢an hold
out,”’ 'said Herries, ‘1 feel like taking
forty winks, myself.”

“Then we’ll all turn in,” said Monty
Lowther. " One of wus is bound to wake
up at the witching hour, when churehyards
yawn, and graves give up their dead, and
prisoners make a dash for liberty.”

Steps were heard ascending the iron
ladder. 'nen the trapdoor was opehed,
and a couple of blankets were passed
.through,

** For the newcomer,”’ said the voice of

the old man. * Sorry there is no food
available. The garrisop has run out of
supplies T am arranging to get a fresh

lot in to-morrow.”

‘e prisoners exchanged glances, and
grinned. They were hoping that when the
morrow came, the Old Man of the Mill
would find that the birds had flown.

‘1 hope that ne more of your school-
fellows will find their way to this spot,”
said the old man, * or it will be a difticult
matter to acecommodate them all. It’s a
tight squeeze for seven; and more would
be a crowd.”

The juniors were silent,

** You are not very talkative this even-
ing,” the old man went on. ' But no doubt
you are sleepy. Good-night—and pleasant

dreams!”
The trapdoor fell back into place. and
the  juniors’ eaptor, chuckling softly to

himself, descended into the lower regions.
Towser, who appeared to be tied up out-
side, was growling a good deal. But in
spite of that distraction the Jupiors soon
fell asleep. And the growling ceéased,
A strange silence hovered over the old
mill,  The muffied whirring of machinery,

Don’t Miss ‘¢ Skimpele’s Reformation Scheme

which the juniors had heard duritig the
day, was no longer audible.
Darkness had descended over the Sussex

landscape. The whole countryside seemed
to be asleep. =
Tom Merry had concentrated his mind

upon waking at midnight; and he did so.
He sat up in his blanket-bed, and peered

at the luminous watch on his wrist, and
saw that it was exactly twelve,
. The time was now ripe for the great

venture. - Tom Merry started to rouse his
chums, and in a couple of minutes all
were awake.

“First of all,” said Tom Merry, " I'll go
down and see how the land les. Then L'l
come back and report.”’

* Mind your eye, Tommy!” said Manners,

The caution was - unnecessary. Tom
Merry knew that he would have to Dpro-
ceed warily—that a false move would bring
disaster.

Already the old man bad caught Tom
prowling about down below, and he had
warned the junpior that if it oceurred again
the prisoners would Dbe trussed up with
Topes. -

Softly raising the trapdoor, Tom Merry
went down into the darkness. When bhe
had gone a few steps down the iron
ladder, he paused, and listened intently.
But no sound came from below. 1he
ground floor of the mill seemed to be un-
tenanted.

“8o far, so good,” thought Tom. And
he continued to descend the ladder, until
his feet came into contact with the stone
floor of the mill. :

He groped his way to the door, in the
faint hope of finding it unlocked. But 1t
was locked all right, and bolted into the
bargain. <

A wild thought came to Tom Merry of
shooting back the bolts, and attempting
to pick the lock. But the noise of sueh
a proceeding would have set Towser bark-
ing. And the gang of coiners, who were
probably slumbering down in the vaults,
would have been aroused.

“1t’s hopeless to think of getting out

this way,” ruminated the junior. *'I must
explore the tunnel down below. OUne of
these paving-stones swings open on 2

pivot, and if only I can do the trick with-
ont making a row £

Tom  Merry’s - reflections came to an
abrupt halt. Dropping on to his hands
and kneeg, he observed, for the first time,
that the paving-stone was already open.
It was swung back, and there was a yawn-
ing aperture which gave access to. the
basement of the mill.

“ Lucky T noticed this,” reflected Tom
Merry. T might have fallen through the
hole, and broken my neck. T expect the
old man deliberately left the stone open,
so that if any of us came down to explore,
we’d come a cropper.”

Cautiously he thrust one foot  through
the aperture, and found a foothold on the
rung of a ladder. Then he went down,
step by step, into the darknes® scarcely
daring to breathe.

The old man and his confederates were
probably  asleep. But  crimimals  were
notoriously light sleepers, and the slightest
sound might awaken them.

Tom Merry was handicapped by the
darkness, and- by the fact that ne was
descending into unknown depths. A false

step would have spoilt everything,
Fortune favoured the junior. He reached
the basement, or cellar, without mishap.
The gloom was more intense down here.
Tom Merry peered about him, but he
could seey no recumbent forms. The base-
ment  was obviously deserted.

Tom Merry groped his way round the
gloomy apartment, feeling the walls as
he went,

Presently the wall ceased abruptly, and
there. was an opening—the entrance to a
tunnel.

It was a wide tunnel, as "tom Merry
quickly diseovered. As he. walked along
it, he-was able to stretech his arms side-
ways to their fullest extent,

He had proceeded only a few yards, when
sounds of deep breathing came to his ears.

To the left of him, opening oft the
tunnel, was a room—the room in which
the coiners worked by day and slept by
night. It was not an ideal bedroom, bus
lt certain amount of air filtered through to
it.

Tom  Merry peered through the opening.
With ditficulty, he was able to distinguish
the figures of four men. They lay asleep
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on blankets. [Installed in the centre of
the room was the machinery which they
ased in their nefarious work.

Having found out all that he wished to
know, Tom Merry made his way, with
infinite caution, back to his chums,

A lantern was burning in the ‘upper
room of the mill. Around it, six fellows
were seated, They looked up in quick

expectancy as Tom Merry’s head appeared
above the trapdoor.

“ What Iuck, deah boy?’’ asked
Augustus breathlesslj

Arthur

“ All the luck in the world!” wag the
reply. “*We can get down into the
tunnel without any difliculty. The men -
there are four of them -are all asleep In

2 sort of cavern that opens off the tunnel.”’

“ Oh, good!”

“I didn’t follow the tunnel right through
to the end, but I'm certamn it leads to
the castle. If ‘we play our cards care-
fully, escape will be fairly easy, after all.”

The juniors were tremendou:.ly elated,
It really seemed that the door of free-
stom was opened to them at last!

THE THIBED CHAPTER.
‘The End Of The Adventure.

113 'VE got an idea!”’ said Talbot.
The others listened — attentively.

I\’Men Talbot had an idea, it was

generally worth hearing.

“It’s -only right,” Qalbot
““that these precious coiners should be
brought to justice. But if we all escape
now, and they wake up and find us gone,
th?s ‘I promptly clear out, and evade the
Dol ice."

went  on,

can’t avoid that,” said Jack
s-not very p; amnt to think of
going scot-free, but how can we help

‘s where my idea comes in,” said
* What I proposs. is- this.. OUnly
one of us need get away now, fto fetch the
The other six cap cubt off the
escape. Three can stand on the
tone down below, and prevent it
" lifted. The other three can block
up the far end of the tunnel—the castle

end. The bounders will be fairly trapped,
then.” -

“ Bal Jove !"” murmured Arthur
Augustus. “ That’s quite a bwainy wheeze,
deah boy. Mattah of fact, I was about to
suggest somethin’ on the same lines my-
self 1"’

The juniors chuckled softly.
in great spirits unow.

It was arranged that Tom Merry should
be the one to go and summon the police.
Manners,  Lowther, and Talbot were to
accompam Tom as far as the end of the
tunnel. . They were to block up the exit
in some way, =o that the coiners would be
unabie to escape. -

Jack Blake, D’Arcy and Herries were to
remain in the old mill. Their united
weight on the paving-stone would prevent
the coiners from coming up that way.
They would be frapped in their under-
ground lair, and would be an easy prey
for the police.

“ All ready?” asked Tom Merry softly.

There was a general nodding of heads.

The critical moment had arrived, and
Talbot’s scheme was to be put to the test.
If it failed, it meant six more days’
imprisonment for the 8t; Jim’s - juniors—
probably six days of hardship, for the
0ld Man of the Mill was not likely to
treat them well, if he caught them trying
to escape.

One by one, the seven prisoners
down the iron ladder,

Progress was diticult in fhe darkness,
but the manceuvre was safely carried out.

Jack Blake, D’Arcy and Herries remained
on the ground floor of the mill. They
silently gripped the hands of their sechool-
fellows, as the latter prepared to descend
into the basement.

When the Terrible Three and Talbot had
passed through the aperture, the paving-
stone was silently shut down. If the

They were

went

coiners tried to ascend into the mill, they
would find - it impossible to raise the
stone, since it was kept firmly in place

by the joint weight of three juniors.

Tom Merry and his three companions
descended the ladder into the basement;
and Tom led the way into the tunnel.
Talbot was clese  behind him-—touching
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Giiancing up at one of the small barred

windows of the mill, Herries caught sight

of the familiar face of Tom  Merry.

‘s Found !’ he exclaimed triumphantly.

¢ Towser, you're a dog in a thousand !’
(See Chapter 1.)

bim, in fact. Manners was directly behind
Talbot; and Monty Lowther brought up the
rear of the procession.

They had proceeded only a few pac
when they heard some one moving abot ot
in the ‘room which was occupied by the
coiners.

Alive to their
quickened their pace.
on  tip-toe; but the
tunnel- was uneven,
happened to stumble..

Monty recovered himself,
had been heard.

Suddenly the light of an
flashed out, and the Old Man of the bHMIil
appeared. He stepped out info the
tunnel, just as the juniors were about to
pass the coiners’ den.

The Juniors stopped  short,
the strong giare of light.

¢ QOh, crumbs!” gasped
dismay.

The Old Man of the Mill uttered
of anger, and called out to his
panions.

“ Wake up, there!
trying to get away!
in the nick of time!"

His disengaged hand went to his hi
pocket. But before he could whip out
revolver, Tom Merry leapt upon him wi
the spring of a panther,

The pair grappled fiercely for a few
seconds. Then Tom’s chums came to his
assistance, and the old man—who had

See

danger, tie juniors
They were walking
stone floor of the
and Monty Lowther

noise

but . the

elegtrie-toreh

blinking  In

Manpers,  in

a -ery
com-

The young brats are
Y've caught  them

| man’s

struggled like a remarkably youthful one—
went crashing to the floor.

“ Come on!" panted Tom Merry.
make a dash for it!”

The electric - torch had fallen
grasp. Talbot stooped
it up, and the four juniors
through the tunnel >

Scrambling to his feet, the old man seb
off in pursuit.

“ Stop, or I fire!” :

The voice echoed strangely tirough the
underground tunnel,

Tom  Merry and Co. ran
expected a revolver shot to
any instant. But none came.

It seemed fairly certain, now, that the
old man’s revolver was unloaded. He had
been playing a game of bluff the whole

time.

As the juniors ran, they
floor of the tunnel was
upwards, Presently  they
level of the ground.

T'he tunnel ended

« Let's

from the
and picked
fairly raced

on.
ring

They
out at

saw that the
gradually sloping
reached ' the

in the ruins of Gran-

chester Castle. There was a heavy iron
gate at the end of it, and the juniors

had a sickening fear that they might find
it * locked. But  this  fear was soon
dispersed, for Tom Merry, who was leading,
saw that there was a key in the padloek.

It was the work of an iostant to un-
lock the g¢ The juniors dashed Shrough
to liberty. And then Tom Merry sfretched
his arm between the bars. of the gate,
re-locked the padlock, and took away the

umm 1s were now free, And unless
the coiners possessed a duplicate key—
which was unhkely—fhev would be wunable
to esc cape. from the tunnel at either end.

*free!

Monty Lowbher
fully.

Talbot flashed

uttered the word joy-

the electrie-torch towards

the locked gate, and saw that the Old
Man of the Mill had hurled  himself
against - 1t. His face was livid with
passion; a torrent of wild words rushed
from his lips.

“You're fairlyfbrapped, my friend,” said
Tom -Merry. ¢ You'll find it impossible to

escape by way of the mill. There are

three fellows ~on the pawn&«tonv and
you'll never be able to raise it. So-long!
We'll be back shortly with the police.”

The  juniors did uot wait for the old
man’s answer. They sped away inté the
night.

\evt day, tue early evening papers had
some sensational news to recerd.

A gang of coiners, whose movements had
bafled the police for some time past, had
been arrested. The leader of the gang
was Paul Dysart, who, disguised as an

old man, had been keeping guard at the
mill, whilst his confederates were ab work
in the basement beneath.

The report added that the arrests had
been brought about by the astubteness of
a number of schoolboys.

Tom Merry and Co., having liberated
Towser, had travelled back to St. Jim’s in
a police-van. They had arrived at three
o'clock in the morning; and the Head,
who had been dreaming troubled dreams
abeut them, had been aroused. >

Needless to state, the Kkindly old gentle-
man  was very relieved at the return of
the adventurers. But he Wwas not more
relieved than the adventurers themselves.

As to the escapade which had led up to
the capture of the juniers in the firsg
instance, the Head, like Nelson of old,
turned a blind eye upon it. It was very
wrong for juniors to play Jack-o'-Lantern

in the small hours of the morning; bus
in his relief at seeing the wanderers safe
and sound, the Head took no disciplinary
acbion. Hor which Tom Merry and . Co.
were duly thankful!

THE END.

(There wil Z

be another long, complete story
St. Jim’s next week.)
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FRANK RICHARDS’ SCHOOLDAYS! :
A story with the very breath of the prairie in it, of the land of wide spaces, wooded hills—and grizzlies! Of men

of courage, and of cunning.

Frank Richards spent his schooldays — ot the lu

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Startling News!

66 OU chaps heard?’
Frank Richards and Co. had
3 jumped off their horses outside the |
gate of Cedar Creek Sehool, when
his  fat face

Chunky Todgers rushed up,
ablaze with excitement.

“Iieard?” he gasped.

*“lieard what, Podgy?” asked Bob Lawless.
“ Another row with the Hillcrest chaps?”’

* Nunno!”

*Well, what’s the news?” asked Vere
Beautlere, with a smile. * It must be some:
thing terrificaly exeiting!”

“1 guess so—1I jolly well guess so!” said
Chunky breathlessly. “Then you haven't
heard?”

Chunky Todgers was evidently pleased that
the chums of Cedar Creek “ hadn’t heard.”

It was a great satisfaction to him to break
the thrilling news, whatever it was.

““ Suppose you tell us what it is!” suggested
Frank Richards.

“It’s the limit!” said Chunky impressively.
“Phe real limit! ¥You'd never guess!i”

“No need to guess if you can tell us,
Chunky. Get it out before the bell rings”
said Beauclere.

“What do you think eof road-agents in the
Thompson Valley?” demanded Chunky, in a
thrilling tone.

“Road-agents !> repeated Frank Richards.

“ Robbers ! said Chunky trivmphantiy.
“ Actually 1”2

“{lichwaymen?” :

“ I suppose that's what you'd call them,

5 We call ’em Troad-agents,” said
* Precious few in Canada—
the line. And there's a gang
at work in the Thompson
Valley—just like the galoots in the Black
Hills, you know, or down in' Califernia!
What do you think of that?”

“Well, my hat!” said Frank.

Bob Lawless whistled.

“There were those two galoots who tried
to rob the post-waggon a few weeks ago,”
he said, “when Franky chipped in, and
Gunten of Hillcrest took “all the credit. They
didn’t bring oft the robbery, and they’ve
never been scen sinece.”’

“1 don’t knew whether it's the same lot,”
said Chunky Todgers. ‘“But they’re at work
on the trails, I can tell you.”

“ How do you know?”

“ Why, all Thompson’s talking about it!”
exclaimed Chunky breathlessly. “ A rancher
from Silver Creek was held up on the prairie
—actually held up with a popgun at his
nose, you know, and robbed of five hundred
dollars !”?

< Phew !

“ And a miner down from the range got

Tur Porurar.—Nn, 236.
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stupped a mile out from Thompson by two
horsemen with their faces covered up with
flour-bags,” continued Chunky. “He came
into 'Thompson raging, and went to Sheriff
Henderson. Two men each time, with flour-
bags over their faces—nobody’s seen their

chivvies. Regular road-agents’ style, you
know—and i the Thompson Valley! We
might fa11 in with them ourselves, you

know!” added Chunky, by way of imparting
an additional thrill to his exciting news.

“ Better look out, Chunky!” said Bob Law-
less solemnly. * They'll be after you.”?

Chunky jumped.

“ After me? Why??

“It’s well known that you’ve always got
ten eents about you,” said Beb. * You’'ve
been trying to change that bad bit-all the
term. H the galoots hear of your wealth,
they——" 5 5

“Ha, ha, hal?

“0h, don’t be funny!?’ said Chunky Ted-
gers. . “We might fall in with them all the
same. Frank eame on them once—if it's the
same pair of rotters. I dare say it is. I
say, I don't feel scared, of course, but I
shouldn’t like to meet them.” ;

‘“ Any of the fellows scared?’’ asked Bob,
with a grin.

“I guess so. Why, look at the Cherub—
he’s scared,” said Chunky.

“Fathead ! <

“Well, he looks seared!” grinned Todgers.

Frank and Bob looked rather curiously at
Vere Beauclere.

Beauclerc’s handsome face had become so
ptale that it was impossible to help observing
10,

His lip was quivering.

“ Cherub,” exclaimed Bob, in astcnishment,
“you're not scared with a yarn about road-
agents, are you?”?

““Scared!” Beauclerc smiled—a strange and
bitter smile that puzzled his  chums.
“Scared? Oh, ne!» ¢

“You look it!” chuckled Chunky Todgers.

“TLet's get in,” said Frank  Richards.
‘¢ The bell will go in a minute or two.”

They led their horses in at the gateway.

In the playground of Cedar Creek boys and
girls were gathered in excited groups, evi-
dently discussing the news.

It was the first time there had been such a
discussion at the school in the backwoods.

The Thompson Valley was an outlying
region of British Columbia, and on the verge
of vast unsettled regions; but though life
there wag rough and ready, the section, on
the whole, was law-abiding.

Occasionally a “rustler” wandered in from
over the American border; but such charac-
ters were few, and they did not find the
Thompson Valley a healthy quarter.

The attempt to rob the post-waggon, which
Frank Richards had frustrated, had caused a

?WWWMM'WN‘VWWVMI\I'J\:W'U\I" N, AN g

Further adventures of Frank
Richards and Co., the Chums of
Cedar Creek.
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good deal of excitement, but nething com-
pared with the latest news.

Two robberies had actually taken place
now, and the Flour-Bag Gang were still un-
discovered, and might be at work again at

-any time.

The news had spread through all the sec-
tion like wildfire already,

The Cedar Creek fellows were discussing
whether the *‘road-agents” were likely to
turn out to be local worthies, or whether
they were rustlers from over the border.

The latter was the favourite theory.

There were a good many rough characters
in Thempson, who foregathered at the Red
Dog Saloon but nobedy was inclined to admit
that there were road-agents in the section of
native growth.

Chunky Todgers trotted along with the Co.
as they walked their horses to the corral.

Chunky was almost bursting with excite-
ment. S

“1 say, you may see them at the ranch,
Bob!” he said. “Lots of pickings at the
ranch, Your poppa has lots of dollars!”

Bob Lawless chuckled.

“1 guess I'd like to see them visit the Law-
less Ranch!” he said. ‘ The cowboys would
be glad to see them. I reckon they would
come to a sudden end on the branch of a
tree.”

“ Well, perhaps they wouldn’t risk it,”? said
Chunky thoughtfully. ‘“They might turn up
at Beauclerc’s place, though. That’s lonely,
and there's only the Cherub’s poppa there.
I say, Cherub, does your father keep any
money at the shack?”

Beauclere did not answer; he did not seem
to hear.

¢ What rot!” said Frank sharply, and with
a rather uneasy look at his chum. He could
not understand the startled pallor and trou-
ble in Beauclerc’s face.

Well he knew that Vere Deauclere was as
brave as anyone could bhe; that fear was
quite unknown to his nature.

Yet the effect of Chunky’s news on him had
been unmistakable.

His hand was trembling on the bridle as
he led his horse.

“ Well, they might go to the shack—it
would be safe,” said Todgers. “If the
Cherub’s poppa has any money there he
ought to be warned. He mayn’t have heard
the news yet.”

Beauclere’s' stopped suddenly at the open-
ing in the corral fence.

«J—I think I sha’n’t go in to lessons this
morning, you chaps,” he said haltingly. “I—
I want to speak to my father.”

«But you must come in, kid!”’ said Frank
Richards anxiously. “ Miss Meadows will be
waxy.”

“T ecan’t help it! I'm going home.”

Beauclere drew his horse round.

“ Cherub, old chap,” exclaimed Bob Lawless,

After the Rustlers of the Thompson Valley !
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laying' his hand on Beauclerc’s arm,
“you needn’t be alarmed about your father.
It’s utter rot to think that the road-agents
would go to the shack. Why should they?”

“I’'m going home.”

Without saying more Vere Beauclerc
jumped on his black horse, and rode away,
his chums staring after him in surprise and
dismay.

He disappeared obut of gates as the bell
rang for classes.

«Well, great gophers!” ejaculated Bob
Lawless. “What's the matter with the
Cherub this morning, Franky?”

““He must be anxious about his father, I
suppose,” said Frank. 3

‘““But what rot! Hi5 poppa’s in no danger
—he keeps a gun at the shack—even if the
road-agents did turn up there. And they
won't. Why should they? There’s nothing
to steal there.”

“1 give it up,” said Frank.
dows will be waxy I know that.
explain to her.” -

The chums put their horses in the corral,
and then headed for the lumber schoolhouse,
with the rest of Cedar Creek.

Miss Meadows noted Beauclerc’s absence
at once when she came in to take her class.

‘“Richards!” she called out.

“ Yes, ma’am?” said Frank,

“ Has not Beauclerc come this morning?”’

* He’s gone home again, ma’am.”

¢Is he not well?”

“I—1 think so.”

¢ Then why has he gone away without per-
mission?”’ exclaimed the schoolmistress.

1 think he’'s alarmed about his father,
Miss Meadows,”” said Frank, rather uncom-
fortably. “Mr. Beauclerc lives in a very
lonely place, and we have just heard about
some rustlers—-"

“ Absurd ! said Miss Meadows. ¢ Beau-
clere should not have gone without permis-
sion—indeed, he should not have gone at all.
Because there has been a robbery in the dis-
triet, that is no reason why .boys should
stay away from school.”

Frank Richards was silent.

He felt that the reason he had given
for the Cherub's conduct was inadequate,
but he could think of no other. Beauclere’s
action perplexed him.

Lessons began without Beauclere, and there
was no doubt that Miss Meadows was
“waxy,” as Frank had expressed it, and
that she would have something severe to say
to Beauclerc when he reappeared at Cedar
Creek School.

¢ Miss Mea-
We’d better

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Father and Son.
6 HUD! Thud!
The hoofs of the black horse beat
rapidly on the hard trail
While his chums were in class at

Cedar Creek, Vere Beauclerc had almost for- |

gotten the existence of the sehool.

He rode fast on the timber trail for home.

iis face was still pale, his brows knitted,
and his heart was beating painfully.

Black and bitter thoughts were
mind. .

The story of the two road-agents had
struck him like & blow in the face.

Back into his mind had come at once
what he knew of his father’s secret—of the
remittance-man’s ride with Poker Pefe of
Thompson.

No word had passed his lips to his c¢hums:

neither Frank nor Bob had the remotest
suspicion ' of the ftruth-—that one of the
masked men who had held up the post-
waggon, weeks before, was Vere Beauclerc’s
father.
. Coniident that the repentant man was keep-
ing his promise, Beauclerc had had no doubts,
no anxiety. In spite of himself the remit-
tance-man had been saved from ecrime, and
Le had broken with the sport of Thompson,
who had se nearly led him into irretrievable
shame.

But now-— :

There was a misery which words could not
have expressed gnawing at Vere Beauclerc's
heart as he galloped homeward.

He had to see his father at once—he had
to know the truth.

Gallop—gallop !

The black horse was galloping at top speed,
and a dozen times the schoolboy narrowly
escaped branches that swept over the trail,
swaying in the wind.
| Tthe shack. by the creek came in sight at
ast.

in his
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There was a sound of an axe upon hard
logs.

Mr. Beauclerc was at work there, steadily
wielding the axe, piling up the split logs for
winter fuel.

It was hard work, and the remittance-man
had never been given to hard work. Some-

how, comfort stole into Beauclerc’s heart as-

he saw his father thus engaged.

Lascelles Beauclerc looked up at the crash
of  hoof-strokes on the hard ground, and
rested on his axe as his son dismounted.

Beauclere ran towards him.

His face was flushed now, and his breath
came thick and fast.

His eyes were upon his father’s face, but
there he read nothing but surprise.

There was no guilt, no consciousness of a
dark secret, in the face of the remittance-
man of Cedar Camp.

“You have not gone to school, Vere?’' he
exclaimed, as his son came up.

“T've come back, father.?”

“Why? Has anything happened at Cedar
Creek?”

Beauclerc shook his head.

Now that he was face to face with his
father the eager, anxious questions died on

Lhis lips, and he hesitated.

“Then why have you come back?”

“Father! I—I heard some news at the
school.” Beauclere’s voice faltered, and his
eyes did not meet his father’s. “I-I-—
Have you heard, father?”

Mr. Beauclerc smiled faintly. :

“1 have not been to the camp for two
days,” he said. ‘I hear no news here, my
boy. What is it?” :

“ There are road-agents in the section!”

The remittance-man started.

“Two masked men »? stammered Beau-
clerc. ‘“There have been two robberies near
Thompson—a rancher and a miner—and—and
they were committed by two men masked
with flour-bags. You—you did not know?”

Mr. Beauclerc’s worn face paled a little,

“1 did not know, Vere,’ he answered
quietly.

«T-—I was sure of it!” panted the boy.

“You were so sure of it that you came
back from school at once when you heard
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the news?”

page v} 11

said the remittance-man with
a touch of sarcasm.

Beauclerc crimsoned.

¢ I—-I——" he stammered.

“ You have a right to doubt me,” said Mr.
Beauclerc moodily. “You knew that I rode
out with Poker Pete to rob the post-wag-
gon—”

“Father!” muttered Beauclere wretchedly.

“I was mad to do it—mad!” said the
remittance-man. ¢ Heaven knows:how thank-
ful I was that it was prevented. Vere, I told
you so. I gave you my word that I would
never allow such a thought to enter my mind
again. WhensPoker Pete came here I drove
him away. I have not seen him since. I
have kept my word to you.”

f“Father! I—I was a brute, a fool to—to
think—— muttered the schoclboy. “But—
but when Todgers said there were two of
them, I—it was like a knife in my heart!
Oh, father!” -

“1 knew nothing of it,” said Mr. Beau-
¢lere guietly. I am not angry with you, my
poor boy. You have the right to doubt me.”

“I don’'t doubt you—not for a moment,
father. I—I was startled. I was terrified,
I knew that villain would draw you into his
wickedness again if he could, and I—I—"
Beauclerc’s voice broke into a sob.

The remittance-man knitted his brows.

“ Two robberies, you said, Vere?”

“Yes; a rancher on the prairie, and a
miner coming back from the range. They
were held up and robbed,” muttered Beau-
elerc. “But it does not matter to us now.”

I think I can guess the name of one of
them,”’ said the remittance-man. “I was
well aware that Poker Pete would find some-
one else to help him. He has had bad luck
with the cards, and he is desperate. There
is no doubt in my mind that one of them
was Poker Pete. The other, probably, one
of the Red Dog crowd.”

Beauclerc nodded.

1t is not our business, father.
not think about it.”

“ There is no proof in any case,” said Mr.
Beauclerc. - “It is the sheriff's business, not
But ’—he knitted his brows—“1I shall

We need

ours.

TO SAVE HIS FATHER.!

crashing into the rifleman’s back.
(See Chapter 4.)

As Poker Pete was taking carsful aim, Vers
Beauclerc, with the spring of a tiger, leaped fairly upon him, his boots
Crash !

The rifle exploded in the air.
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ride over to Thompson and see Poler Pete.”

e smiled grimly as the colour changed in
his: son’s face. “You shall come with me,
my boy, as you are staying away from school
this morning.”

**Oh, father!” murmured Beauclere,
ashamed of the miserable pang that had
piereed  him as his father .anpounced  his
intention. :

The  remittance-man moved towards the
little shack. lie came out ina few minutes
with his coat and hat on, and led his horse
from the shed.

Father and son mounted
tode towards the town.

Neither was in a mood for speech.

The = remittance-man’s face was
clouded.

Nearly—very nearly—he had been drawn
into the desperate enterprise of the sport of
‘Thompsen, and, though he had shaken him-
self free, he had a knowledge of the guilty
man that weighed upon his mind.

To hetray Poker Pete was impossible, with-
out betraying himself and bringing black
shame upon his son.

But to keep silent as to what he knew
while the Flour-Bag Gang pursued their law-
less raseality was very near to sharing in
heir guiit. 3

Cne of them, at least, he knew; for he
hiad not the slightest doubt that Foker Pete
had resumed: his rascally  enterprise, with
new companions. -

The hoofs of the horses rattled atlast upon

in silence and

9

darkly

the ecobble-stones in the main street at
Thompson.
While Frank Richards and Bob Lawless

were sitting in class at Cedar Creek they
little dreamed that their chum was dis-
mounting at the door of the Red Dog Saloon
in Thompson—and upon what mission!

Lascelles Beauclere was not un-

“known in that delectable resort;, but the
saloon-keeper was surprised to see his son
there, :

Two or three of the Red Dog habitues were
louniging about the bar—Injun Dick, and Four
Kings, and another; and they stared, too, at

he handsome schoolboy who came in with
the re AnCe-pa.

* Merning, Colonel?” said Boss-Hve.

“Is Poker Pete about?” asked RMr. Beau-

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Remittance-Man’s Warning.
OSS-EYE, the landlord of the Red Dog,
stared at the remittance-man and his
son as they entered. 2

Boss-Eye jerked a dirty thumb towards the
saloon parleur.

“ You'll find him to home!” he answered.

* Thank you!”

Ar. Beauclerc went directly into the hack
voom, followed by his son. S

Poker Pete, the sport, was alone there,

There were the remains of a breakfast on
the table, and Poker Pete, the slim, swarthy-
complexioned sport, was smoking a black
cheroot. :
t.lle was busy, with a rather curious occupa-
ion.

The sport was shuffling, cutting, and deal
ing a pack of cards, as if playing patience;
but his patience game was of a peculiar
variety.

He was praetising bringing the cut pack
together as it was Defore heing cut—a valu-
able trick- to a rascal who was not above
assisting Fortune by “ ways that are dark.”?

He raised his eyebrows at the sight of his

“ visitors.

Mr. Beauclere closed the door leading into
the bar, and turned to the gambler.

1 guess this is rather an unexpected plea-
sure, pard,” drawled Poker Pete.
called to see me?”

“ Yes.”

“The last time I called to see you, you
sliowed me the door!” remarked the sport,
with a glitter in his black eyes.

“You ecan show me the doer as soon as
you please when I have said what I have
come Lo say,” answered Mr. Beauclere.

““Oh, yvou can rum omn,” said Poker Pete,
with a shrug of the shoulders. “I guess I
don’t bear mualice. Are you looking for a
poker game?” E: :

“No.?

“Chauce to initiate the youngster—teach
thie young, idea how to® shoot, you know,”?
suid Poker Pete, with a grin.

“You need not speak of my son,” said
Lasceiles Beauclere sternly. I have brought
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*“ You've

him here as a witness, for reasons of my
own. 1 know your game, Poker Pete. 1 have
just heard of the road-agents who have
started in the Valley?”

““ Road-agents!”

“Yes; two masked men, who have robbed
a miner and a raneher.”

“J reckon I heard them chewing the rag

about it -in Gunten’s store last night, now I |

think of it,”? drawled Poker Pete. ““Has
that brought you to Thompson this morn-

“Yes.”?

“You’ve been robbed, too?”
sport, with a grin.

1 know the name of at least one of the
rascals—or I think 1 do,” answered the re-
mittance-man.

‘“Honest?”

“1 think so.” :

“ Then I reckon you’ve come to the wrong
address, pard. You want to call on the
sheriff. The house with the piazza down the
street, you know,” said Poker Pete. ¢ Mr.
Henderson will be glad to see you, sure.”

“ Do you want me to call on the sheriff?”

«1 guess it cuts no ice with me whether
“you do or not.”

The remittance-man raised his hand.

“ You are one of the Flour-Bag Gang, Poker
Pete—the leader, too. It was you who rob-
bed the rancher—

“You think so?” smiled the sport.

“1 am sure of it.”

“What’s put the idea into your head,
Beauclere? I'm quite interested, T guess,”
said the sport coolly.
so, or is it simply the good epinion you have
of me?”

“1 know it, and that is enough,” said
Mr. Beauclere. “1 know it, because I know
who stopped the post-waggon out of Cedar
Camp a few weeks back.”

“ Yourself I grinned Poker Pete.

“ And you?”

“ That’s for you to prove, if you mosey
along to the sherifi’s. And you think I'm
one of the Flour-Bag Gang, because of the
Cedar Camp affair?”

o YES,”

“I may say the same to you.” 5

«“But it would not be true,” said the re-
mittance-man quietly. “ What I say is the
truth, and you know it. And it’s got to stop,
Poker Pete.”

“ Even admitbing it, how are you going to
stop it?? asked Poker Pete quietly, though
his black eyes were glittering. “You can
prove nothing against me to the sherifi; you
can give yourself away, if you like. That’s
the most you can do.”

«1've come here to warn you that you shall
not play that game in the Thompson Valley,”
said Mr. Beauclere. “I am a man of my
word, Poker Pete, and you know it. If there
is another report of a robbery in this section,
I shall take a hand in the game.”

<« And let all the section know that that
lad’s father attempted to rTob the post-
waggon !

Vere Beauclere ¢rimsoned.

¥ shall take measures to stop you, and,
it necessary, to bring you to justice,” said
Mr. Beauclerc. ‘“You can prove no more
agzainst me than I against you, if you ecome
to that. I shall stop you by other means
than by calling on the sheriff. If I allow
you to keep on 1 shall be as guilty as you.
And, I repeat, if there is another robbery
in this section, I shall deal with you.”

“ And how?”

& That you will discover when the time
comes: but you kmow I am a man of my
word,” said Mr. Beauelere. ¢ For that mat-
ter, it would be easy enough for me to cateh
you in the aect, as I know you are one of the
gang.” :

The sport set his lips.

“ You mean you'll wateh me, and catch me
napping, with a mask on my face and a six-

hooter in my hand, and proof enough to
> me on a tree?’ he said.

“«Perhaps! I've warned you!”

The sport’s slim hand shd under
velveteen jacket. .

Mr. Beauclere’s lip eurled.

“¥You need not draw your revolver, Poker
Pete,” lie said eoldly. ““You are not in the
Black Hills now, or the Sierra Nevada. This
is Canada, and there is a rope ready for you
if you try that game.”

. Poker Pete’s eyes glittered wickedly.

But he did not draw the weapon.

« You mean war?? he asked, after a pause.

“Tnless you give up the road-agent game,
certainly.”

asked the

his

‘ Any reason to think

The ‘*Popular’’ never lets you down . . . always at the top of the tree! |

1 guess that means trouble for you, Beau-
clere, It’s dangerous to have too long =z
tongue in the Wild West,” said Poker Pete.
«“I reckon you had better look out for
squalls, pard.”-

“Pve said what 1 came to say”
the remittance-man. “I mean it,
word. That’s enough.”

He strode out of ‘the saloon parlour, and
Beauclere, who had not spoken, a word dur-
ing the curious interview, followed him.

Poker Pete glanced after him with a black
brow.

Outside the Red Dog, the father and son

said
every

mounted their horses, and rode out of
Thompson.
“You do not doubt me now, Vere?” asked

the remittance-man, with a slight smiie; as
they left the town behind,

¢ Never, father! But—but—— Beauclerc's
look was troubled.. *“That man means mis-
chief, father.”?

“Let him!” said the remittance-man care-
lessly.

“He may-—he may attempt 12

“] can take care of myself, my boy.: Now
you had better ride on to school—and keep
your own eounsels”’ <

Father and son parted on the trail, and
Beauelerc trotted on towards Cedar Creek.

“ His mind was troubled.

The wicked glitter in Poker Pete’s eyes
haunted him, and he was oppressed by the
thought that danger might be hanging over
his father. -

Morning lessons had just ended when he
reached the school, -and Frank Richards and
Bob Lawless ran to meet him as e came in.

“Tere you are again!” exclaimed Frank.
< All right at home??” o :

“Yes,” said Beauelerc, with a smile.

“T guess Miss Meadows is rather mad with
you,”” said Bob. ‘“You'd better mosey in and
make some first-class excuses, Cherub.”

Beauclerc nodded, and went into the Jum-
ber school.

He listened meekly to the ‘lecture Miss
Meadows gave him; fertunately his punish-
ment stopped at that. :

His chums rejoined him as he came out of
the schoolhouse with a wrinkle on his brow.

“ Had it bad?” asked Bob sympathetically.

“Eh? No. Miss Meadows is a brick ! said
Beauclere, with a faint smile.

‘““Then what are you locking so thundery
about?”

“Was 1?” muttered Beauclerc.

“You were—and are! Is -anything the
matter?” - asked Bob. "“You can tell your
pals if there’s anything wrong, can't you?”

“ There—there’s nothing. Only——

Beauclerc paused, colouring.

“ You're not anxious abéut your father?”
asked Frank, in wonder. “Clierub, old chap,
there’s dozens of places as lonely as the
shack, and there’s no reason why road-agents
should go that way—none at alll”

Beauclerc thought of Poker Pete, and the
threatening glikter in the sport’s wicked
eyes.

It haunted him, and he could not drive it
from his mind. He knew that the reckless
raseal was capable of almost any crime; and
the remittance-man’s threat barred him from
the new course of rascality he had marked
out for himself. What was ke likely to do?

Beaueclere thought of his father working on
the lonely -clearing, with the  sombre woods
round him; and it almost seemed to him
that he could hear the ring of a rifle from
the shadowy timber.

The thought made him shi

‘“Beau, old chap!” e
** What the dickens!
us what the tirouble
stand by you!”

“You think your father’s in danger from
the road-agents?” asked Bob Lawless, in
wonder,

“Yes,” breathed Beauelere.

“But why? Why your father more than
anybody else? 1Is there any reason?”

“Yes.” Beauelere’'s voice was almost a
whisper. “There's a reason.”

“That alters the case, of course,”
Bob soberly. “You are sure?”?

-'(Yes.”

“But how?”’

“T’Il tell you this much,” said Beauclere.
«My father knows—never mind how—but he
knows that a man in Thompson is mixed up
with the road-agents—that he’s one of tlic
Flour-Bag Gang. Mind, this is a secret!”

«1 understand,” said Frank. “We shan’t

(Continued on page 16.)

=
med Frank.
Tor goodness® sake tell
is!  You know welll

said

Next Weel’s Roaring Backwoods Story—* Dicky Bird’s Capture 1
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Five will proceed to
Wharton Lodge for the  summer
vacation. There will be cricket and fish-
ing, and boating, and bathing—in fact,
every sort of pleasure under the sun.
Colonel Wharton is an ideal host, and
we shall come back to Greyfriars looking
as brown as berries, and feeling in the
pink of condition.
holidays!

The Famous

* *

We have it on gocd authority that
Lord Mauleverer is going to a Home of
Rest. The strenuous life at Greyfriars
has worn his lordship out. He says he
feels like a piece of masticated string.
(A nobleman never says “chewed,”)
During the summer vac Mauly hopes
to sleep twenty hours out of every
twenty-four. The odd four houts will be
spent in eating. What an ideal exist-
ence for a born-tired slacker!

¥ £y %

Billy Bunter will betake his podgy
person to Bunter Court. Sammy and
Bessie are going there as well. TFive
hundred tons of foodstuffs have been
laid in, in readiness for the arrival of
this trio of gorgers! In spite of this
precaution, I reckon they will eat their
parents out of house and home.

* * *

Coker of the Fifth proposes to dash
around the country on his motor-bike.
If the intrepid Horace comes back . to
Greyfriars with all bis Jimbs intact, it
will be a miracle! While Billy Bunter
is exceeding the feed-limit at Bunter
Court, Coker will be exceeding the speed-
limit elsewhere!

* #

Vernon-Smith is going up to London.
and he hopes to put in a good deal of
time at Lord’s, watching County cricket.
A very pleasant and enjoyable recrea-
tion: and I hope Smithy will see some
thrilling games, and tell us all about
them when he gets back.

Supplement 1.]

Heigh-ho for the

1 mud-pies at Margate.

Sm—

T .
~/})) By BOB CHERRY.

Loder of the Sixth is going to stay
with one of his maiden aunfs. I hope
the good lady will point out to him the
error of his ways, and send him back
to Greyfriars a reformed character.. B
can the thingummybob change his skin,
or the what's‘a-name his spots?

# * *

Tubb of the Third proposes to make
I did hear a
rumour that Tubb was going to Bath.
Well, he may be going to bath, but he
hasn’t done so yet, judging by his grimy

appearance !
le * * *

Tom Redwing is going on a long sea
voyage, right round the coast. He will
start and finish at Dover. It's a pleasure
steamer that he’s going on, and we all
hope he will enjoy the trip, and meet
with lots of merry adventures.

* * *

Mark Linley, loyal to Lancashire, will
run up to that famous county to see his
people, and to remew his acquaintance
with some of the factory lads he was
friendly with in the past. Marky's won'’t
be a very exciting holiday, but I
guarantee he will enjoy it up to the hilt.

CAN YOU :
. WORK THIS OUT!

VY VWANANANANAS, WA/

A spy was caught writing a cipher.

message. When approached ke hastily
put away his watch. The cipher he
was writing necessitated a key. Nothing
was found in the watch, yet 1t contained
the key of the cipher. What could it
have been?

The * Detective Magazine ” is offering
£250 in prizes for the sclution of this
little problem and eleven others egually
fascinating.  See the announcement in
the number now on sale, price 7d.

But |-

| over,

SIN YOUR EDITOR'S
| DEN !

: V By Billy Bunter.

AN NN o S PN
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My Dear Readers,—Let us bring om

snowshoes, and our skates, and our sets
of furs. The Summer Vack is hear!
This English summer of ours is trooly
the limit. Last summer, I beleove,
there was an average of six inches
snowfall. Ponds and lakes were frozer
and the weather konditions
resembled those at the North Pole. And
it’s just the same. this summer. The
Clerk of the Weather has got a lot tc
answer for!
- When you play kricket nowadays, i
15 impossibul to wear a thin silk kricket .
shirt as in days of yore. You've got to
wear a cupple of shirts, and a thick
sweater, if you want to be warm, and
keep your temperament up to normal.

However, most of us mannidge to
skweeze plenty of enjoyment out of the
Summer Vack, whatever the weather is

like. TIf it's too cold for kricket, we
organise a snow-fight, or a skating
carnival.

You will all be very keen to here how
me and my four fat subs spent the
hollerday. ~And for our part; we are
simply bersting to tell you of our eggs-
periences.

If the old proverb, “Larf and grow
fat,” has any trooth in it, you all ought
to be as fat as me by the tims you've
finished reading this number!” My
WEEKLY has long been famed for ifs
cleverness and wit, and the smart way
in which it is eddited. I never make a
blunder—or a ‘“foe pa,” as the French
people say. You are at liberty to ga
right through this issew, and if you find
one spelling mistake I shall be mightily -
serprized! Bob Cherry, who has been
permitted to glanse through the proofs,

says there are duzzens. But he’s a
Jellus beest. He'’s only mad bekawse he
can’t throw up  his connection with

Wharton’s paper, and get a jcb on my
staff.

I will now leave you, dear readers,
to split your sides with helpless larfter.
You are bound to dubble up with merri-
ment when you read your plump pal's

latest masterpeace.
Yours sinseerly, YOUR EDITOR.
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IS THE VACATION TOO LONG?

This Question brought in shoals of replies from the St. Jim’s
fellows. A selection is printed below.

ANASANANANALL A

|
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MONTY LOWTHER:

Too long, forsooth? Nay! The vacation
is_ not nearly long enough. If I were the
jlead I should arrange for the summier vac.
to start on April 1st, and to finish on
Septemiber 320th. That would give us siX
whole months, and would be a vast improve-
ment on six weeks! If the Head reads
these remarks I hope he will take the hint.

FATTY WYNN:

The vacation is not too long; it's a jolly
sight too short! Supposing a fellow wanted
to run over to Australia, or Japan, for the
vac? He wouldn’t be able to do it. By the
time he got out there the school would have
assembied again. Six weeks is a ridiculously
short holiday. Just when you're beginning
to enjoy yourself youve got to paeck your
traps’ and toddle back to school. The
summer vac. should last exactly as long as
the cricket season; then everything in the
garden would be lovely!

MR. RATCLIFF:
The summer holidays are much too long,

and long holidays encourage loafing and lazi- |

ness. 1f I had my own way there would be
no holidays at all, except for the four Bank
Holidays—Easter Monday, = 'Whit Monday,
August Bank Holiday, and Boxing Day.
“hese should be amplke. I have no patience
with long holidays, and I mean to do my
very utmost to get them shortened.

BAGGY TRIMBLE:

I find this queschun very hard to answer.
Sometimes the hollerdays seem too long;
sometimes they seem too short. If you are
staying at a nice ecountry mansion like
Trimble Hall, living on the choicest fair, and
day by day in every way getting fatter and
fatter and fatter, the hollerdays seem pane-
fully short. If, on the other hand, you are
staying with your maiden aunt, on a starva.
tion diet, you long for the hollerdays to
finish, so that you ¢an get back to the school
tuckshop. So the queschun in gueschun has
two sides to it, as you will reddily agree.

Sceym:

The Masters’ Room. at Greyfriars.
= Day. Al the masters are present.
Mr.

ProvurT:

Mz, Quelen: Where are you going, worthy Prout ?
Mr. ProurT : To Westward Ho, without a doubt.
MR, HACKER: What will you do at Westward Ho ?
Mz, Prour: Play golf for weeks on end, you know !
Mr. Hacxkenr: I don’t believe in golf a bit
Although it keeps one fine and fit.
LIk take 10y ease upon the sands,
. And listen to the seaside bands.
Mr. QUELCH : How will you spend the time, dear Twigg ?
Me. Twise: On my allotment I shall dig !

Each morning, I shall dig potatoes,

- Bach evening, read such works as Plato’s.
I always love such recreation,
It helps to brighten the Vacation.

Tue Porurar.—No. 236,
“ Rack’s Ruse !

Ty : Breaking-up

I'm feeling very bright and gay, e
And I could jump with jubilation !

The holidays commence to-day,
And Greyfriars starts its long Vacation.

** _a Humorous Stery of St.

REGINALD TALBOT:
The sumimer vac. is neither too long nor

too short. It is just right. If it were
longer, we should become bored and dis-
contented. As old Shakespeare says: “If

-all of life were playing holidays; to sport

would be as tedious as to work.” And if
the vac. were shorter we should not be able
to have our full fling. - T consider that six
weeks is just a pice spell, and it neither
wants Jengthening nor shortening,

NNASANANNAANAANAANNAANNNANAN

BOYS! READ THIS!

1f you like a yarn which is packed
with real thrills, read “The Wire
Devils,” which - commences in
the “UNION JACK ” (on sale
Thursday, July 26th).

It is a story of American crook-
dom, and this is the theme: A
band of up-to-date American
criminals tap the railway tele:
graph wires in order to receive
instructions in code from their
chief, who sits like a spider in a
web of wires, planning big things.

How the organisation is beaten
all along the line by an indepen-
dent operator, who steals” their
information and gets the prizes
they have schemed for, makes a
story after your own heart—the
sort. of yarn that will hold ‘you
spellbound from first word to last.

A Merry Sketch in Rhyme.

By TOM BROWN.

THE Heap

OFF TO BUNTER-
COURT !

By Dick Penfold.
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Bunter wrote a Fetter to his pater, don’t you
know,

Saying, “Sammy and myself to Bunter Court

. will go.

We shall spend the summer vac. within the
ancient halls, :
Enjoying many a pleasant snack, and chasing

cricket-balls 12 .

It’s a long way to Bunter Court, boys,
It’s a long way to go;
We shall have such ripping sport, boys
At the sweetest place I know.
Good-bye, Greek and Latin!
Farewell, toil and care!
It’s a long, long way to Bunter Court, boys,
But my heart’s right there!

Bunter bade good-bye to us in quite a
pompous way;
“Say, you chaps, I've packed my traps, and

I am off to-day!
F Wish we could invite you, but our dad would
surely hate us -
For inviting fellows of a lower social status!”
It’s a long way to Bunter Court, boys,
It’s a long way to go;
And the time is getting short, boys,
We must hop it, don’t you know.
Good-bye, I'rench and German!
They make you tear your hair.
It’s a long, long way to Bunter Court, boys,
But my heart’s right there!

Bunter and his minor, on the good old
station hack, :
Set off on their travels to enjoy the summer
vac.

See them wave their handkerchiefs, the
plump and portly pair,

And bawl their. last good-byes to us upen
the summer air.

It’s o long way to Bunter Court, boys,
It’s a long way to go;

Of good grub we sha'n’t go shert, boys,
For the pater has heaps of “dough.”

Good-bye, Bull and Wharton!
You’re jealous, I declare!

It’s a long, long way to Bunter Court, boys,
But my heart’s right there!

COCRRPRPIORIORPEREREREPEE @@@@;@@@@@@@Q@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@

MR. LAscrEILES :
I have an Air Foree friend named Harris,
He'll fly me right aeross to Paris.
That’s better far than digging earth,
For Paris is a place of mirth.
T'm certain, on my summer holiday,
That every day will prove a jolly day !
MR. BUNTER :
You're lucky people, every one:
For me, there won't be any fun.
P’ve got to go to Bunter Court,
A place where there is little sport.
The antics of my Cousin Billy
Are pretty sure to send me silly.
And Sammy, too; will be a souves
Of grave anxiety, of course.
I've got to keep the pair in_order,
And be a sort of prison warder. =
I envy all my colleagues here :
You'll have a time of mirth and cheer.
The Vac, for you, will be just splendid,
But I'll be thankful when it’s ended !
Gentlemen! We must now depart.
The time is ripe for us-to start.
Six taxi-cabs are waiting fer us,
And I can hear the hearty chorus
Of schoolboys, full of jubilation,
Who are proceeding to the station.
The summer break will now commonco 3
We'll reassemble six weeks’ hence !
CURTAIN,

|Supplzment 11,

dim’sv;Next Week !
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Whea T went home for the Summer
Vack this year, there happened to be a
kricket week in progress at our ansestral
manshun,

My pater was the skipper of our team,
and our opponents were the Rolling
Stones, a team of gentry that was toor-
ing the eountry.
~ “Reginald,” said my pater, “I have
inklooded you in the team, and I hope
you will bring luster upon the good
name of our noble fambly.”

“Trussed me, pater!” I said cheer-
fully. “Can I go in first?”

“Yes. You will open our innings
with Shrubsocle, the under gardener.?”

I waddled out to the wickets, looking
very pompuss and important. Shrugsole
walked respeckfully at my side. He was
a big, berly fellow, and the winkles of
his brawny arms—or should it be
mussels #—stood out like iron bands.

“Will you bat first?” I said to him.

“Very good, Master Reginald,”’ he

Crf"l‘e r!

BY TUBBY MUFFIN.

replied, tuching his fourlock with grate
respeckt.

Shrubsole was a jolly good batsman.
He hit up sixteen runs in the first over.
And now it was my turn to astonish the
natives.

A long, leen scarecrow of a fellow was
bowling, and he grinned a dyabollicle
grin as he started his run.

I nervusly fingered the handle of my
bat, and .waited for the ball to come
down. When it did come, it shot along
the ground with the velossity of a
masheen-gun bullet.

My bat swept through the air, and 1
eggspected to see the ball go sailing on
to the ansestral roof. But it did nothing
of the sort. It nocked my middle stump
clean out of the ground, and the wicket-
keeper gave a yell as the stump hit him
on the nose.

I was out—bowled by the first ball!

How I crawled back to the pavvilion
I don’t know. Everyboddy was larfing
at me, and I blushed to the roots of
my. hare:

1 hoped that a report of the match
wouldn't find its way into the local
paper. But my hepes were dashed.
There was a full report of the game in
the next edition, and my dux-egg looked
very conspicuous, bekawse of the big
seores that the other batsmen made.

“MR. MUFFIN'S XL

Shrubsole, not out 104
R. Muffin, b Shooter ............... 0
Perkins, notout” -..nno 100

Extras . o0 6

Total (for 1 wkt.} 21
Innings declared closed.”

There was atlother match shortly after
this one, but my pater didn’t ask me
to turn out, and I shouldn’t have done
so if he had. I'm fed-up with country
house kricket. I can nock up senturies
galore at Rookwood, but when I play
among strangers I always make an ass
of myself.

“R. Muffin, b Shooter ............

Those words haunt me in my dreems,
and: in my waking hours. T'm sure
shall never here the end of # at Rook-
wood. The fellows chip me to death -
about it. It’s no use my pointing out to
them that the very best batsmen come
out for a duck sometimes. Joe Beckett,
Steve Bloonier, and other famus
kricketers have often got dux-eggs. But
it’s 'no use eggsplaining this to Jimmy

Silver & Co.
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¢ TRUBELE IN THE ¢
: FAMBLY ! ¢
s BY SAMMY BUNTER. $
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I had been staying at Bunter Court, and
with my customery jennerosity I desided to
tip the members. of the domestik staff.
They had waited on me hand and foet, and
desserved a little recognition. -

First of all T rang the bell for Billington,
the butler. He came gliding into the
drawing-room in his stelthy, catlike manner.

“Billington,” I said, handing him the
prinsely sum of tuppence, “that’s for services
rendered.”

He looked at the tuppence, and he looked
at me; and he triéd to speak, but he
couldn’t. Unable to find words to express
his grattitude, 1 thought. He gave a gueer
sort of gulp, and staggered out of the rooun.

“Tell the cook that Master Samuel wishes
to speak to her!” I called after him.

The cook appeared a few minnits later.

*“Maritha,” 1 said, “I want to thank you for
the lovely dishes you have prepared during
he vack. Will you axxept this hansom tip?”

And I handed her .the sum  of three-
halfpence. Like Billington, she was too
flabbergasted to speak. She clutched the

three halfpennies and tottered away.

After that I sent for all the maids, and |

tipped them a halfpenny each. Not one of
them . thanked me. I imagined they were
too overwhelmed with joy at resceving a tip.

About an hour later my pater came
rushipg into the room.

“ Samuel!” he shouted.
done?”

“Eh?”

“It appears that you have insulted the
members of my bousehold by giving them
mizzerable gratuities. They are most - ip-
dignant abeut it—in fact, they have all
given notiss!”

“Qrate Seott!”

“What have you

“You will give Billington at leest half-a- |

crown, and the others a shilling each!” said
my pater. “I have miade you an ample
allowanse, so you cannot plead paverty.”

You could have nocked me dewn with a
fether. But$ I had to pay up, though it was
Jolly hard to look plezzant.

THE EDITOR OF THE

“ WEEKLY ”

ENTERTAINS !

At the breaking-up concert organised by the Chums of the Remove

Billy Bunter made a great hit with his ventriloquist performance.

Later Peter Todd made another GREAT HIT at Bunter for *f Poking
fun at him through the medium of his doll.” :

Supplement 1/1.]
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Tell Ali Your Pals That Mext Week’s Supniement is >the GOODS !
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2 “Saved by

His Son!”

(Continued from page 12.)

talk, old fellow, and we sha’'n’t ask any ques-
tions. Only your father’s found out one of
ihe rotters—*

“That’s it ! :

< He should go straight to the sherifl,”
said Bob. :

¢ He can’t! There’s reasons—he's got no
proof, for one thing. He knows it, but there’s
no evidence.” -

«ow can he know it if there's no evi-
dence?” = 2

«Ile does know it. The man admitted it,
tf you come to that,” said Beauclere. I
was there, with my father, and heard him.
And—and Poker Pete—"

<« Qh, it's that rotter!” i

«Yes. Poker Pete dare not go on the trails
+gain, because my father knows—and because
1ay father will not let him keep on—without
interfering, and——"'

His voice died away. .

The chums’ faces were very serious now.

% You don't think Poker Pete could—could

. plan harm to your father, to—to keep him
quiet?” muttered Irank, in a scared voice,

:{‘765"3!

(13 !u

« That's why I want to be at home,” mut-
tered Beauclerc. ¢ There may be nothing in
it—the rascal mayn't dare. But, think how
easy it would be—a rifle-shot from the
woods > He shuddered. “It's haunted me.
There would be no proof, and fhe. Red Dog
srowd would swear, if necessary, that Poker
Pete was not there when it happened. It
wouldsbe safe for him—-"

1 believe he's villain enough,” said Bob.
“There’s queer tales told about Poker Pete,”
and why he left California. Cherub, old man,
vou're going right home, and we're coming
with you. Miss Meadows will let us off to
see you safe home, and if she doesn't, we’ll
take French leave.” :

“But, Bob——"

“TLeave it to me, old chap!”

Bob ran back to the lumber schoolhouse.

He returned in a few minutes with a cherry
smile on his face.

“ All O K!” he said. “ Miss Meadows has
given us leave. Let’s get off, and ride like
thunder for the shack. And—and I advise
vou to get your father to let you stay at
home a few days—till—> S

«T was thinking of that,” said Beauclere.
«But it’s to-day, or to-night, that I'm anxi-
ous about. Now that Poker Pete knows my
father’s intention, he won't let the grass
grow under his feet, it he means mischief.
Even already——"

“Don’t think of that. Let’s get off !

In a few minutes the chums were riding up
the trail through the woods.

They dashed along at a good speed in the
pale winter sunshine.

As they turned into the branch trail that
led to the lonely shack, Vere Beauelerc spoke.

“ We can’t go on to the shack! I—I can’t
tell my father we've come to—to. guard him.
He would send me back to school.”

I was thinking about that,” said Bob.
“But there’s no need to go to the shack;
we can keep watch from the timber till
dark. Then we’ll come in with you to
supper.”’ -

Beauclerc nodded.

The schoolboys rode on, and halted at last
a good distance from the shack.

The horses were tethered in a thicket, and
they proceeded on foot.

The shack came in sight at last. A thin
column of smoke rose from the chimney,
showing that the remittance-man was at
home. The door was open, and the gleam of
the ruddy fire could be seen within.

As they looked from the cover of the tim-
ber they saw the figure of the remittance-
man in the shaek, for a moment, crossing
before the fire,

Vere Beauclerc drew a deep breath.

His father was safe so far at least; and
all about the shack was so calm and peaceful
that he was a little ashamed of his fears.

“ All serene, Cherub,”” murmured Bob.

¢“I—I "may have been alarmed for no-
r[l1éng;_" muttered Beauelere. ‘¢ But—but

Tur Porurar.—No. 236.

¢ But it’s better to be on the safe side in
dealing with a pesky coyote like Poker Pete,”’
said Bob shrewdly. ¢ If your poppa knew we
were here, he’d most likely think us three
young jays, and tell us to go back to school.
But I guess we're going to watch a bit.”’

Bob Lawless scanned the timber, and then
swung himself into the branches of a huge
tree on the edge of the clearing. “His chums
followed him. From the thick branches it
was easy to keep watch upon all approaches
to the clearing, and to give the alarm if

danger came.
lengthening: over the clearing. In

the timber the dusk was deepening

into darkness,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Baffled!
HE sun was sinking towards the dis-
tant  Paecific,” and shadows were

sound of the woodman’s axe.
The remittance-man was at work.
Little dreaming that his son was so near,

-} Lascelles Beauclerc worked on steadily as

the shadows began to lengthen.

ing in the thick branches of the tree, and
nothing had stirred in the wood save the
squirrels.

But suddenly Bob  Lawless, who was
squeezed comfortably in a Tork of the tree,
made a movement, and held up his hand.
_His chums had heard a slight noise in the
thickets below, but, thinking of the squir-
rels, they had hardly heeded it.

But Bob's ears were keener.

Beauclere’s eyes met his questioningly.

‘“Silence!’? whispered Bob. ‘“ And watch!™

TFhere was a faint rustle below in the dark
spruce, and the chums waited and watched
with beating hearts.

They knew mnow that somebody was
approaching the clearing, and that he came
not by the open trail, but ereeping cautiously
through the timber.

That was enough to tell them that the
unseen man came as an enemy.

Their vigil had not been in vain, after all.

The rustle was repeated.

Below in the dusk of the thickets they
caught sight of a Stetson hat that moved
slowly.

From the shack the ringing of the axe on
the logs still came eclearly. : :

The remittance-man, steadily at work,
offered an easy and unsuspicious target; and
Beauclerc felt a chill at his heart as he
thought of the unsuspected peril that was
drawing near his father.

For there was no doubt now.

The creeping figure in the thickets stopped
on the edge of the clearing, peéring towards
the shack from behind the trunk of the tree
in the branches of which the three school-
boys watehed. :

As he peered he unslung the rifle that was
hanging over his shoulder.

His head was bent as he examined it.

The schoolboys’ hearts were thumping row.

The man below pushed back the broad hat
from his brow, and for an instant they saw
the swarthy features of Poker Pete.

The sport of Thompson dropped on his
knees, and, holding the rifle before him,
crawled forward closer to the clearing, till
only a thin screen of osiers covered him.

There, stretched on the ground, he placed
the butt of his rifle to his shoulder, his black
eyes gleaming along the barrel.

Vere Beauclerc’s eyes were glittering.

He slid silently down -the trunk, and
reached the ground directly behind the man,
who was lying with the rifle at his shoulder.

Poker Pete was only a few yards from the
big tree, as oblivious of the presence of the
schoolboys as Mr. Beauelere was of him,

He was taking a slow and deadly aim when
Vere Beauclere, with the spring of a tiger,
was upon him.

The schoolboy leaped fairly upon the back
of the outstretched rifleman, and his boots
crashed down upon Poker Pete's back, érush:
ing him to the ground.

There was a sudden, fearful yell from the

sport.

From the shack there came the steady

For two hours the chums had been watch-

Crack!

The rifle exploded as he ceased to grasp
it, the bullet burying itself in the ground.

He twisted round like a cat wupon his
assailant, and as he turned up his startled
and furious face both Beauclere’s fists were
dashed savagely into it with all his strength .
in the blows.

Poker  Pete gasped,
herbage.

A second more, and Frank Richards and
Bob Lawless were upon him-—they had been .
close behind their chum.

Poker Pete’s struggle was brief. -

The ‘three schoolboys pinned

and rolled in the

him . down

'} with: savage force.

““ What is this?” exclaimed Mr. Beauclers
as he rushed up. =

But the sight of Poker Pete and the smok-
ing rifle ‘lying in the herbage was sufiicient
answer.

A bitter smile caine over his face.

¢ Father,” panted Beauclere, * he came to
—to—""

¢ 1 understand! Let him get up!”

The sport struggled to his feet.

His swarthy face was bruised, and he was
panting for breath. -

Mr. Beauclerc picked up the rifle.

“You meant this for me, Poker Pete!” he
said.  You know what you deserve!”

Poker Pété turned deadly pale.

¢ Fathér!”’ murmured Beauclere.

The remittance-man smiled grimly.

“ 1 do not mean to shoot the rascal, Vere,”
he said. ‘¢ The sheriff can deal with him. Or
stay——"' The remittance-man paused. ‘‘ You
know what this means for you, Poker Pete—
five years at least.” . -

“ Do your worst!” muttered the sport.
“ I’'m not asking anything at your hands!”

“T’ll give you a chance,” said the remijt-
tance-man gquietly. ¢ Go back where you
came from, and leave Canada for ever, and
you can go free. To-morrow merning I lay
this matter before the sheriff, and if you are
then in the Thompson Valley you will be
taken. You know the result. Make the
most of the few hours I give you.”

The ruffian drew a quick breath.

‘“ You mean that?’’ he muttered.

“1 mean it. Go!”

Without another word the baffled rascal
turned, and disappeared into the timber.
The schoolboys were silent, though Bob
Lawless’ face showed his disapproval. But
it was not only mercy that moved Mr. Beau-
clere, as Vere knew. It was better for Poker
Pete to go.

‘““ And how did you come here?’ asked
Mr. Beauclere, when the ruffian’s footsteps
had died away.

“ The Cherub was anxious about you on
that jay’s account, and we came along to
keep an eye open,’”’ said Bob, with a grin.

“ You have saved my life,”” said the re-
mittance-man. ‘1 don’t know that it was
worth. it; but you have done it. I thank
you, my boys.” He swung Poker Pete’s
rifie in the air, and it disappeared with a
splash into the ecreek. ‘‘ Come! Your friends
must stay to supper, Vere.”

The chums followed him into the shack. It
was a cheery party that gathered there in
the ruddy glow of the fire. Far in the timber,
with malice and fear in his heart, Poker
Pete was tramping away in the darkness.

THE END.
(Further adventures - of The Chums of Cedar
Creel; School in next week’s extra-bumper issue.)
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More Adventures of the Chums of the Lumber School Next Wesk !
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THE SHABOW OF THE PAST!

‘" Popular's”’

Just as Vernon-Smith hias seitled down to his new life, a shadow from the past appears to mar his career.

Latest Success . . « **The League of Seven !
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THE BOUNDER AGAIN!
The

Bounder haes suffered many times for those misdeeds of terms ago, he has learned that the way of the trans-

gressor is hard, but now he has friends to give him the helping hand ;
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Jerry Hawke’s Tip !
“ERE be is!”
* Here’s Smithy!”
Vernon-Smith of the Remove—
the Bounder of Greyfriars, as he
called—looked ronnd him quickly.

He had just come in from the ericket-field,
and was still in his flannels, with his bat
under his arm. His face was rtuddy, and
wore a cheery smile as he came into the
Schowl House. The smile died away as he

(43

locked round at the crowd of Remove
fellows there, who were evidently waiting
for him.

“Yes, hers I —am,” he sald quietly.

“ What’s the matter?”

Some of the juniors laughed. Al of them
were looking -at the Bounder very curiously.
15 was clear that something unusual was
“on,” but no one seemed to be in a hurry
to explain.

“QOh, I say, Smithy,” said Billy Bunter,
with his irritating cl\ucl\}e, “it's xeally too
thick, you know !>

““Too risky, at any rate,” said Bolsover
major. “You  must be an awful ass,
Smithy.”?

“Suppose Quelchy saw it?”’ said Skinner.

“Or the Head!” remarked Snoop.

And then there was a sort of chorus:

“gh, crumbs!  What would the Head
AV

Vernon-Smith locked from one to another,
‘the amazement in his face giving place to
angry anunoyance.

I haven’t the faintest idea what you're
diiving at!” he exclaimed sharply.  What
are you talking about??

‘“He, he, he’” cackled Bunter.

“You .ass, Smithy!”’

“You duffer!”

Vernon-8mith turned to Harry Wharton,
Ahe captain of the Remove, who was talking
t¢ Bob Cherry in the doorwdy

‘“Do you know what these silly asses are
babbling about, Wharton?” he asked.

Wharton ]erked his thumb towards the
letter-rack in the passage.

“ There’s a posteard for you there,” he said.
“ Bunter has been reading it. If what he
says is true, the seoner you get it out of
sight, the better.?

Vernon-Smith looked puzzled.

“I don’t see—’ he began.

“You'll see when you see the card!”
chuckled Bunter. “You must be an awful
ass, Smithy. Anybody might see it.”

&

| plained.

" Wharton was standing.

t
/

Vernon-Smith turned on him angrily.

«“ 80 you've been spying into my corres-
pondence!”  he  exclaimed, making  a
threatening movement towards  the fat
junior. : .
Billy Bunter backed away promptly.

¢ Ahem! I-T saw it by accident,” he ex-

g

see, I was expecting a postal-order, and
and—-"

* And he thought he’d find it in your post-
card, Smithy,” said Johnny Bull, with a
grin,

““Ha, ha, ha!? <

Vernon-Smith frowned, and moved to-
wards the letter-rack. Some of the juniors
followed him, and all of them looked after
him curiously. There were three or four
letters and a card in the rack. The letter
was addressed to ¢ Mister Vernon-Smith,
Fsk\wre >.in a large and sprawling hand.
Vernon-Smith started as he saw the writing.
Evidently he was acquainted with it. lle
took down the postecard hastily.

“Get it out: of sight,” advised Skinner,
‘“and you'’d better warn your giddy eor-
respondent to put it inside an envelope next
time.”

“It would be safer!” grinned Snoop.

Vernen-Smith did not heed them. He
was reading the posteard.  His brow grew
as black as thunder as he read it. It was a

sufficiently startling message to be written
openly on a posteard addressed to a junior
schoolboy at Greyfrairs: For it ran:

“Try Son of Mine for the Lantham Plate.
Five to one against.—JERRY HAWKE.”

All e)eu were upon the Bounder.

He stood for some moments as if rooted to
the floor, his brow growing blacker and
blacker. Then he crumpled the eard sav-
agely in his hand. There was  a chuckle
from the spectators.

Vernou-Smith strode back to where Harry
The captain of the
Remove met him with a cold look.

“You know what’s on this postcard ?” said
Vernon-Smith, in a low voice that shook
with suppressed rage.

“T know what I just heard Dunter say,”
replied Wharton coldly. “It’s a tip from
a beokmaker, accerding to Bunter.”

“That's it1”

Wharton’s face sef grimly. ;

“You gave us your word that you’d done
with that kind of thing,” he said, ‘I must
say that it’s rotten of you, Smithy—as well
as ‘idiotic. You’ve been taking us in!?

1 was looking for a letter—you

before it was a lone-hand fight !
1y \
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Complete Tale of Harsey

Wharton & Coe, of
Greyfriars.

FRANK RICHARDS.

CARARALANALASANADALATAR AL AR

-
S
<
-
-
2

VVANANAAALAAANALIANNNIANA NS

“ He didn't take me in!” chuckled Billy -
Bunter. ¢« .knew all along that he was
humbugging.  I've said so, teo—— - Yar-
oooh !

Vernon-Smith swung round his arm, and
the back of his hand ecame across Billy
Bunter's mouth, effectually interrupting his
remarks. The Owl of the Remove staggerea
back and collapsed against the swall, ysgll-
ing. ;

Vernon-Smith looked. round
flashing eye. |

«“Does . anybody want to-repeat Bunter’s
remarks?” he demanded. “I'm willing to
give him the same, if he does!»®

There was no reply. The Bounder was
nob  pleasant fellow:to deal with when his
temper was up. And it was plainly up
now. He looked savagely from face to face,
as if in search of a victim; but as the
juniors did not speak, he turned back to
Harry Wharton again.

“ You say L've taken you in, Wharion?”?

“yWell, it looks like it

“ 1§ certainly looks it;” said Bob Cherry.
« 1 suppose you won’'t say that message has
been sent to you for a joke?”

“Ow! Gw! Ow!” came from Bunter.

Vernon-Smith = looked savagely - abt the
chums of the Remove. ~ He crumpled the
oftending postcard harder in his hand. It
was uot so very long since the Bovmler had
been in the habit of reaunng stich commu-
nications from gentlemen of the sporting
fraternity; but at that time he had at
least been cautious aboub it, Te had never
taken the risk of his dealings with the book-

him with a

makers coming to the knowldege ‘of the
school - authorities. Many of the juniors
knew, or suspected, the Bcounder’s peculiar

little ways, but he had been very ecareful
to cover up his tracks. And thern had come
the time when the Bounder seemed to see
the error of his ways; when he had said a
final farewell' to his reckless way of life.
More than one of his old companions in
rascality had been expsperated by his refor-
mation: but Harry Wharton and €Co. had
received him with open arms, as it were—
they had -taken him on trust. Vernon-
Smith was now on the best of terms with
the Co. He was a member of the Form
eleven, and Harry Wharton firmly believed
that he was as straight as ¢ die. ~That
made the shock to him more pamfu} now
THE PopuLAR.—No. 23

What Will the Bounder De With Ruin Staring Him in the Facs ?



18 It is never too late

It was not pleasant to him to think that
the Bounder had 'been tricking him.

1 suppose it's no good my saying any-
thing, then?”’ said the Bounder between his
teeth. -

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

1 don't see that there's anything for you
to say,” he replied.  “If the rascal who
wrote that postcard is sending you fips for
races now, it looks to me.as if you’ve been
fooling us all along. It's no business of
mine; you can go your own way until you
get sacked from the school—that's what it
will come to.”?

“That’s enough!” said the Bounder
harshly. “I could explain this guite easily;
but if that’s the amount of faith you have
in my word, it’s no use my saying any-

thing.”* >

“If you can explain it—" began
Wharton.

. “I don't choose to now.”

“Yow—ow!” came from Bunter. ¢ You

—you beastly gambling rofter, I've a jolly
good mind to tell Quelchy! -Hands off, you
rotter! Yah! Oh!”

The Bounder's suppressed rage broke out
into flame. He seized the fat junior by
the coilar, swung him round, and kicked him
furiously. His boot came upon Billy Bunter’s
fat person with what a novelist would de-
scribe as a sickening thud.

“QOw! ‘Ow! Help!” roared Bunter.

Thud! Thud! Thud! :

¢ You spying cad!” said Vernon-Smith be-

tween his  teeth. ““That'll teach you to
let my correspondence alone!” Kick! Kick!
“Take thatt And that! And that!” Kick!
Kick! Kieck!

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow {2 bellowed Bunter.
¢ Help! Yarooh! Help!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Cave !t exclaimed Bob Cherry. ¢ Chuck

it, Smithy! Here comes Quelch!”

But it was too late. Bunter's roaring had
orought Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Remove, to ‘the spot. The Form-master
came striding along the passage, with an
angry frown upon his brow.

Vernon-Smith released the Owl of the
Remove, who staggered against the wall,
yelling. . S

“Oow! Ow! Ow! Yow!”

“ Vernon-Smith, what are you treating
Bunter in this brutal manner for?” rapped
out Mt. Quelch.

“He's been reading my lebters!” said
Vernon-Smith sullenly. ‘“He's always spy-
ing into fellows’ letifers!”

“oTain’t - a letter!”
“Tain’t «a- letter!

roared  Bunter.
It's a posteard; and 1
saw it by accident! It's a posteard from a
rotten bookmaker! Wow-ow! Don't stamp
on my foot like that, Bob Cherry, you
beast >

“ Cherry! Leave Bunter alone at once.”

¢ Ahem! Ve-es, sir.”

Mr Quelch fixed his eyes upon Bunter.

¢ Now, Bunter, what did you say? That
Vernon-Smith has received a postcard from

& bookmaker 7

“Yow-ow ! 11— stammered
Bunter. The juniors were all giving him
deadly looks, and Bunter realised that if
he ‘sneaked' about the Bounder there
* would be severe punishment for him after-

wards: —“L<I I you see, sir—1 meant -
ahem——*

¢Is that the posteard in your hand;
Vernon-Smith?” said Mr. Quelch, turning

away from the stammering Owl of the Re-
move.

“Yes,” said the Bounder.

“ Show it to me.”

The Bounder hesitated.
breathless hush among the juniors. They
could imagine the effect the gight of that
communicaticn would have upon their
Form-master. A red rag to a bull would be
aothing to it:

“Do you hear me, Smith?”

There was a

The Bounder reluctantly held out - the
crumpled- card. Mr. Quelch took it,
smocthed it out, and looked at it. His

br'ow grew like thunder. The juniors waited
with beating hearts for the storm to break.
But it did not burst. Mr. Quelch looked
at Vernon-Smith with steely eyes.
“ Tollow me to my study,” he said quietly.
¢ Very well, sir?
And the door of the Form master’s study
glosed behind Mr. Quelch and the Bounder.
Tue PoruLaR.—No. 236.
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Benefit of the Doubt.

HE Bounder followed his Form-
master quietly into the study, and
the door was shut. Mr. Quelch
stood with one hand on his table, in

the other the posteard. His stern eyes
were fixed upon the junior before him.

‘“ You understand that this is a very
serious matter; Vernon-Smith!” he said
ieily. *

“ ¥es, it

“ The name signed on this posteard is that

a very disreputable character.”

‘A thorough rascal, sir,” said the Bounder
quietly. ‘““He has been in prison;, and has
lately been released.”

¢ And with such a man you, a Greyfriars
boy, are in communication?”

¢ No, sir.”

Mr. Quelch held up the posteard.

“Then what does this mean?”

It does not mean what you
sir. I can explain.”?

Mr. Quelch sat down. The cool steadiness
of the Bounder's voice and look seemed to
make an impression upon him.

¢“1 am willing to hear what you have to
say, Vernon-Smith. Unless you can explain
in the most satisfactory manner, I need
not tell you that it is my duty to plaece
the matter before the Head. Your expulsion
from the school will immediately follow.
On a previous occasion, this kind of conduct
was brought home to you, and the Head
pardoned you upon your solemn promise to
reform. That promise, I believed, had been
kept. If it has been broken, you know what
to expect.” :

Yernon-Smith winced._

““Now explain this—if you can!” added
the Form-master. ‘““What communication
have you had with this man Hawke to re-
ceive this reply?”

“ None, sir.”?

¢ Po you mean to say that the man has
written te you without any communication
from you to cause him to do so?”

scbide, sip 2

There was a pause.

¢“That is a very extraordinary statement
to make, Smith,”> said Mr. Quelch at last.

“JI know it, sir, But consider—if I had
taken up that kind of thing again, do you
think I should be fool enough fto let the
man send me posteards  here like that?
Gosling might read any posteard when he
takes it in from the postman. Any fellow
might see it in the rack—any master or
prefect. If I wanted Jerry Hawke to send
me a tip, there are a dezen safe ways of
doing it—a letter; or I could meet him .f
I liked. That postcard coming here openly

of

suppose,

is proof enough that I didn't want it to
come.”
“Certainly it was most incautious. Bub

why should the man send you this commu-
nication against your will?»

“1 will tell you, sir. He has been in
prison, as I said. He has come out penni-
less. He has been warned off the course,
and cannot practise as a bookmaker now,
excepbing by hanging about in public-houses
and that kind of thing. He is hard up, and
he thought he could get money out of me.”

“You mean that you had dealings with
him in the past?” ?

“1 confessed that to the Head, sir.”?

“ Before your promise to the Head?”

The Bounder winced again.

¢ Yes, sir.”?

¢ And now > said Mre. Quelch.

“ Now he has written to me twice, asking
me for money. I have taken mno notice of
his letters. I pubt them in. the fire as soon
as T received them. He threatened to make
trouble for me if I did not meet him again
—to give him money, of course. This is
his way of making trouble. He has sent
this postcard on purpose, not because 1
have any dealings with him, but because I
refuse to have any.”

Mr. Quelch scanned the junior’s face while
he was speaking. The face was very earnest,

and there was a ring of truth in the
Bounder’s  tones.  The  Remove-master’s
brow cleared.

“You know, sir, all eorrespondence is

subject to inspection by the Head. That
is the rule here;, though Dr. Locke doesn’t
often enforce it. The rotter wanted this to
be seen, that's why he put it on a post-
card. As it*happens, it wouldn’t have been
noticed if Bunter had not been spying.”
“1 believe you, Vernon-Smith,” said the

Form-master, after quite a  long pause.

Iy
H

“You say you have destroyed the man’s
letters?”

¢ Immediately I had them, sir.” .

“That is unfortunate. What he is at-
tempting is blackmail, and with the letters
it would have been possible to place the
matter in the hands of the police. If you
should receive another letter from him,
Smith, bring it to me at once, and @ charge
shall be laid against him without loss of
time.” B

“ Very well, sir!”’

“] will keep this posteard,” said Mr.
Quelch, placing it in his desk. “I have said
that I believe you, Vernon-Smith. But in
view of your previous conduct you cannot
be too careful. If you have not erred since
you made your promise to the Head, you
have nothing to fear. Anything the man
may say against you previous to that date
will not have the slightest effect. - “If he
makes another attempt to blackmail you,
he shall be dealt with as severely as the
law allows. You may go!”

¢ Thank you, sir!”

The Bounder left the study. As he passed
through the doorway he hesitated and
paused. The Form-master looked at him
sharply. .

«« Have you anything more to say, Smith?”

“ No, sir,” said the Bounder hastily.

He quitted the study, and closed the door.
But his face did not clear as he went dowu
the passage. There was deep trouble in
his look as he strode out into the Close.

I suppose it’s all n.p. with you?” asked
Bob Cherry.

The Bounder’s lip curled. .

“«It may surprise you to learn that it
isn’t,” he replied.

“ Not sacked!” exclaimed Frank Nugent.

“Nol!”

“Good luek! Congrats!” said Skinner.
“ But how on earth did you dodge it? You
must have been awfully deep to pull the
wool over Quelchy's eyes, after what he'd
seen.” .

¢ Phe deepfulness must have been terri-
fic!” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

The Bounder sneered.

¢ Sorry to disappoint you,” he said. “ But
I'm not sacked—I'm not even in disgrace.”

“But—but why not?” asked Harry
‘Wharton. :

“I’ve explained to Mr. Quelch.

And the Bounder turned on his heel and
walked away, leaving the Removites staring
after him in astonishment.

“ Well,” ejaculated Bulstrode,  “this
beats the band! How on earth could he
explain to Quelchy? There wasn't anything
to explain; that posteard spoke for itself.”

“Tt's  his  luck,” said Tom  Brown.
“ Smithy always falls on his feet.”

“ Blessed if I can understand it!’ said
Nugent. :

Nobody could quite understand it. But
the fact was clear enough. Vernen-Smith
had not been sacked; and he was not even
in disgrace. And -the juniors remained in a
state of perplexity, for the Bounder’s ob-
stinate pride would not permit him to vouch-
safe any explanation to them.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Shadow of the Past.

ARRY WHARTON and  Frank
Nugent were at tea in Study
No. 1 in the Remove passage.

The handsome face of the cap-
tain of the Remove was not so cheery as
usual. He seemed to be deep in thought,
and the two juniors had been silent for some
time. Nugent, with a slightly amused glance
at his chum, broke the silence at last.

¢ Penny -for 'em!” : =
“Eh? What?”
¢“Penny for ’em! Though I don’t think
they’re worth it, as I can guess what vou're
ink about,” said Nugent, laughing.
t’s the Bounder,” said Harry, and he
did not smile.
<1 thought so.

It was rather a shock to
me,” said Nugent. “I really thought he
meant business this time. It certainly looked
like ib. Never saw a chap who seemed so
much in earnmest as he did when he was
handling Hazel, and trying to persuade him
to chuck up that silly game. And now——:"

“ Fe was always jolly deep,” said Harry.
1 feel an ass for letting him take me in.
We knew that he went on in the old way
after the time he was up before the Head—
he broke his promise to the Head. Bub
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Since he gave us his
word that it was all over, we've made
e¢hum of him, and had faith in him. Xow
it seems that he’s been pulling our feg all
along. There seems to be no end to his
humbug. All this term he’s been thoroughly
decent, so far as I knew. And now it comes
out——"

Tap!

¢ Come in!”? called out Nugent, :

The study door opened, and Vernon-smith
came in. The chums of the Remove met him
with grim looks, and the Bounder smiled in
‘in a sneering way as he saw it. Vernon-
Smith seemed to be quite the old Bounder
again now.

¢ Well??? said Harry shortly.

that was long ago.

‘You were talking about me, I suppose?” |

said Vernon-Smith.
Hyest

“ Condemning me in my absence, without {

giving me a chance to speak for myseir?”
said the Bounder, with a sneer.

“You’ve had plenty of chances to speak for
yourself, if you want to,” said Wharton,
his checks fiushing. ““But if you've been
taking us in, the less said the better. You
gave us your word %

“Qr you wouldn!t have admilted me to
the honour and glory of your esteemed
friendship?®’ said Vernon-Smith, ia the same
tone.

“1 don't set up as a medel,” said Harry,
biting his-1lip.  ‘“But that kind of thing’s
bfackguardly, and you kmow it, and I don’t

want to have anything to do with a fellow}

who goes In: for it. And it must come out
sooner or later, and you'll be expeiled, and
that's a disgrace for the Remove, and for
bhie whole school for that matter.””

““1 suppose it's natural you should take
it like that,”” said Vernon-Smith, after a
pause; ‘“‘but you happen to be wrong this
time. I haven't broken the word I gave
you.  Jerry Hawke wrote this posteard to
me, to do exactly what it has done—to get
me into trouble.”

“And why?”

‘*Because I won’t have anything to do
with him.”

“0h!” said Wharton and Nugent together.

That view of the case had not occurred to
them betore. They eat looking at the
Bounder in uncomfortable 'silence, and he
went, on:

“If you think I'm a humbug, you might
give me credit for a little common sense.
When I used to have tips from bookies, 1
didn’t have them sent here on postcards
that anyone might read.”

“Well, T thought it was awiully reckless,”
said Wharton.

“ Do you believe what I say?? :

“ Well, ves, I suppose so. I never thought
of that,”” said Harry slowly.  “I  knew
Loder of the Sixth was down on yon when
you chucked up the old game. I dare say
{his rotter must feel the same way. 1 sup-
pose he’s been trying to get money out of
you??

¢ Exactly.”

Wharton loeked at him steadily.

‘‘He can he sent to prison for that;’’ he
said, “If it's all above-board, Smithy, you
needn’t be afraid of being down on him.”

“It’s all above-board, as far as you fel
Jows. are concerned,” eaid the Bounder
quietly; ““but not so far as the Head 1s
concerned. Jerry Hawke has a hold over me,
and since he came out of prison he’s been
using it.. You remember the time when 1!
was bowled out, and the Head pardoned me,
partly owing to my father’s infiuence? |
promised him that nothing of the kind ehould
cceur again, ' 1 did that simply to get out
of a hole; I had no intention whatever ot
keeping to it. And 1 didn’t keep to it. It
1 had, this fellow would most likely have
rounded on me then. I went on in the same
old way for a long time, till-well, till the
time came when I saw that I was playing the
giddy goat, and I chucked it for good. That
was the end of last term. I gave you fel-
lows my word that it was all over—and it
was,”’

“And you’ve kept to that?”»

“1 have kept to it. But that was sonie
time after my promise to the Head. And
Jerry Hawke was in prison then, for some
swindle —or other, “but now he’s come out.
He’s written to me for money.”

¢“And it’s in his power to tell the Head
that you had dealings with him after the
date of your promise to Dr. Locke?’’ said
Wharton elowly. “Is that it?»

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.
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TRICKED BY A RASCAL! Harry Wharton handed him the letter, and

Vernon-Smith opened it, and read it over eagerly.

tion broke from his lips. *‘Fooled !”
It is a copy!”? (See Chapter 6)

Then a bitter exclama=-

he cried. ‘‘This is not the letter.

1 wouldn’t care what he might say,” he
replied; ‘“but he’s got prooi—proof in my
writing.”” 2

¢ My hat!”?

““You were ass enough to let him have
anything. of yours in writing?” exclaimed
Nugent. i

“No. It’s a letter of mine to Cobb, at
the Cross Keys, that he’s got hold of,”’ said
the Bounder moodily, ‘“At least, he says|
he has. Cgbb is straight enough in his way
e wouldn’t go back on a fellow. But this
rotter has managed to get hold of the paper
somehow—s0 he says. If the Head saw if,
he worid know that 1 broke my promise to
him, The date would be enough for that.”

¢ And the man’s going to give you away?”

““ 8o he says.. I've had two letters from
bim, asking for money. Only—-only he men-
tioned my letter to Cobb in them, you see,
so I couldn’t use them against him without
giving myself away, so I burnt them. Now
he’s sent mie this posteard, to get me into
a row. FPve explained it away—l've told
Quelchy the truth about that. = But if he
saw that eld letter, all the fat’ would be in
the fire again. He believes what I've told
him about that tip on the postecard; but it
Le had proof that I went back on my pro-
mise: to the Head, of course he wouldn’t
believe it any longer. And he’ll have proof,
unless I can get the letter away from
Hawke.?? .

By Jove! You are in a hole!” he said.

“If T could make the Head believe that
I'd been going straight all this -~ term, it
would be all right; but I couldn’t. That
posteard would knock it on the head, taken
along with the letter to Cobb, which Hawke
can produce whenever he wants to—at least,
he says go. Hawke wants me to meef him
outside the school, and he will show me the
letter to prove what he gays. If he’s really
got it—and P'm pretty sure he has—the
game's up with me, unless I can make terms
with him. = You fellows told me you would
stand by me if I gave up that game. I've
done it, aud stuek to it. Can you help me
now?*?

“What date is the letter?” ;

1 Jorget exactly—but it was last term.”’

¢ After your promise to the Head?”

“Long after?? =

The ehums of the Remove were silent. 1t
was  useless to tell the Bounder that he
ought to have kept his promise; he was only
too ‘well aware of that. And they believed
him now, fully. It was not. the first time
he had found himself in trouble since he had
reformed.. It was the shadow of the past
falling upon the new and mere honourable
path the black sheep’ of the Remove was
trying to follow.

“¥Well, I ecall that sheer, rottep, rough
luck, Smithy!”? said Wharton -at last.
¢ Blessed if 1 know what to advise!”

‘“There's one thing 1 c¢an do,”” said the
Bounder grimly. ““1 ean chuck up being
decent, and get into the old gang again.
Jerry ‘Hawke would welcome me with open
arms.”’

“You won't do that!?

¢TIt looks as if I ghall be
don’t.”’

Wharton made an uneasy liivement. Cer-
tainly it did not secem easy for a fellow who
had once gone in the wrong path to get
into the right one again.

“You won't do that, anyway,” said Harry.
“You must get that letter away from the
scoundrel somehow. ‘He wants money for
it?22 %

. The Bounder shook his head.

tHe won't sell it—that’s not his game.
His idea is to keep it, and keep cn bleeding
me as long 43 I’'m at Greyiriars.”

¢“The rotter!” 5

“Calling him names won’t do much good.
Can you advise me what to do??’

“You might go to the Head, apd make a
clean breast of it,”’ suggested Nugent.

The Bounder laughed bitterly.

“@Go to him, and tell him I've broken my
promise once!” he said.. “Tell him I’'m
owning up because ¥ know I'm just going to
be found out! What would that do for
me??’

‘““You must get that letter,”” said Harry.

‘““Then you advise me to go out and meeb
Hawke? Ever since his first letter to me,
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he's been waiting for me at night outside the
school.”

“You can’t break bounds at night.”

““He won't meet me any other time.
That’s his little game, of course—to get me
into it deeper and deeper. If I don’t meet
him, hels going to give me away; and if
T do—well, I shall have broken bounds at
night, and that will be another point against
meé when it all comes out!” :

“The scoundrel!” said Harry, compressing
his lips. ‘“But—but you must make terms
with him somehow. It’s not much good
going to the Head and telling him you've
broken your promise. He'd never trust you
again, that’s a cert!” -

“ Well, he couldn't be expected to,” said
Nugent. .

1 know that,”? said the Bounder moodily.
< But it comes pretty hard, to be knocked
out like this when I'm trying to do the
decent thing. Suppose I'm found out when
1 get out of the dormitory to-night, There’s
always danger. Loder has had his eye on
me ever since I broke with him, and he’d
be elad to do me an ill turn!” -

«you can’t go out,” said Harry decidedly.
“Tt's too risky. It would be the finish for
you if you were bowled out.”

““Then what's to be done?’’

«Somebody will have to meet the rotter,
and try to make terms with him for you,”
said Harry uneasily. “I-1T will fry, if you
iike2

o You lH

1 gaid I'd stand by you if you went
straight, and 1 meant it eald Wharton.
< T'11 see the man, and see what terms
he'll agree to. If he'll hand over the Jefter
for a sum of money, it seems to me you'd
better pay it, and get clear!”.

< Tl do that willingly s enough; but he
won't !’

« 1711 do what T can with him,” said Harry.
¢«1 dare say ten pounds in a lump would
make him change his mind. If you'd stand
that—"

1t isn't a question of money—-I've gob
plenty of that,” said the Boundery with a
touch of his old manner. Vernon-Smith
geldom forgot that he was the son of a mil-
lionaire, with an almost unlimited :allowance,
«1f you could fix it up with him, it would
be all right. At any rate, if you'd meet him
instead of me, he wouldn’t have any fresh
hold on me by getting me outside the school
at night. Of course, it’s possible that he’s
Iying, and Lasn’t the letter at all, and it is
only a trick to get me outside the school for
some reason of his own!”

¢« Where will he be waiting for you?”
asked Harry.

¢ In the spinney near the stile at eleven
o'elock.”

¢ All right; T'H go!”?

¢ You're a good chap, Wharton,” said the
Bounder, with some touch of emotion in his
hard face. ‘‘If you get me out of this hole,
1 shan’t forget it!”’

Wharton nodded, and the Bounder left

the study. Frank Nugent looked curiously
at his chum. Wharton's face was darkly
clouded.

¢ You're in for it now,” Nugent remarked.

“I couldn’t do less,” said Harry, in a
worried tone. ‘I said I’d stand by him!”

¢ But if you should he bowled out—"

¢ T’'ve oot to risk that!” :

But the risk was great, and Wharton knew
it. If it should come out that he had lett
the school at night to meet such a character
as Jerry Hawke, the one-time bookmaker and
present gaolbird, the consequences would be
very serious for him, and he knew it only
too well.

But he did not hesitate about it. That
evening a good many fellows noticed that
Harry Wharton’s face was clouded, but they
did not guess the reason.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Wharton’s Venture !

ODER of the Sixth saw lights out for
the Remove that night. The pre-
fect looked very curiously at Vernon-
Smith. The story of the postcard

from Jerry Hawke had been talked over in
the School House, and had evidently reached
Loder’s ears.

In the old days Vernon-Smith had been
very ‘“thick ’ with Loder and other black
sheep in the ° Sixth, and he had earned
Loder’s bitter enmity by throwing them over.
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Loder detested #¥he reformed Bounder even .

more than he did his old enemies, Harry
Wharton & Co.

“T hear you are up to your old ftricks
again, Smith,”” Loder remarked.

The Bounder made no reply.

“Tor my part, you never took me in,”
said Loder, compressing his lips.  But take
Let me catch you tripping,
and you’ll know it! T’ve had my eye on you
for some time!”

The Bounder was still silent; and as he
refused to be drawn, Loder growled, and put
out the light, and left the dormitory.

Harry Wharton did not think of sleep.

He had to be in the spinney at eleven
o'clock, if he was to keep his word to the
Bounder, and he never thought of not keep-
ing it. But Loder’s words had made him
feel more uneasy.

After the incident of the postcard, Loder's
desire to cateh the Bounder tripping might
lead him to keep a sharper look-out than
usual. Loder’s wishes in that direction had
been baffled hitherto by the fact that the
Bounder was really keeping straight; but the
bully of the Sixth was not likely to lose an
opportunity if one ocecurred.

Only, if a discovery should be made this|

particular night, it would not be the
Bounder who would be caught, but Harry
Wharton.

Wharton lay silent while the ofher fellows
were talking, answering only in monesyliables
when he was addressed. By ten o’clock
most of the fellows were asleep; but it was
not till half-past ten had sounded from the
clock tower that Wharton rose.

He was dressing quietly in the darkness,
when a whisper came from the Bounder’s
bed:

““You up, Wharton?*

‘¢ Yes,” said. Harry, in the same tone.

The Bounder was sitting up in bed, peer-
ing towards the captain of the Remove in
the darkness. s

1 say, if—if you don’t like the idea, don't
2o,” he whispered. ‘I don't wan{ you to
run the risk for me. After all, why should
you go?” -

‘  That’s all right.”

¢ You heard what Loder said. He may be
keeping a look-out. If he should spot you
outside the dormitory—"

‘¢ Better me than you,” said Harry quietiy.

‘ Your reputation would stand it better
than mine, you mean,” said the Bounder,
in his old ironical tone.

‘“Yes,”” said Harry, ¢ that’s what 1 mean,
Smithy.” :

‘“Look here, vow'd better let me go——"’

“1'm going!”

Harry Wharton’s tone was quite decided,
and the Bounder said no more.

Wharton finished dressing, and tiptoed te
the dormitory window. There were easier
ways oubt; but it was possible that Loder
might make a round of the School House, and
Wharton did not want to risk meeting the
prefect in the passages.. The window was
already open at the top.. Wharton pushed
up the lower sash.

“I'H close it after
Bounder’'s voice at his side.
till you come back, either!”

¢ Right-ho!»

‘Take care of the ivy!”

‘“That's all right!” :

‘“It’s risky!?”? the Bounder muttered un-
easily.

Wharton smiled.

“That’s nothing; I've done it before.”

He slipped out of the window upon the
sill, and grasped the stout tendrils of the
ivy in his hands. It was a risky descent—
very risky indeed for any fellow who could
not depend upon his perve. But Wharton’s
nerve was all right, and he had made the
same descent - before on more than one
ceeasion.

But the Bounder watehed him very
anxiously from the open window, till a faint
whistle below signalled that Wharton was
safe upon the firm earth. hen Vernon-
Smith closed the window quietly and re-
turned to bed, but not to sleep.

Harry Wharton, as he released his hold
upon the ivy, stood back against the wall
in the deep shadow, and looked about him
before he ventured into the Close. Al was
shadowy and silent about hini, the darkness
in the Close broken oanly by the light from
curtained windows in the School House. The
masters were still up, and many of the
seniors, the Sixth Form having the privilege
of going to bed ab any time they pleased.

you,”” said the
1 shan’t sleep

You'll find all your Favourite Characters again next week!

But the
deserted.

Wharton left the ivied wall, and eut across
the Close, glad when he was in the deep
shadow of the old elms.

There, before he climbed the sehool wall,
he paused to look back. He could see the
lighted windows gleaming against the great,
dark mass of the School House.

His heart was beating guicker than usual.
It was not only that he was breaking bounds;
he had done that before. * Bub breaking
bounds to get in a supply of ¢ tuck,” or to
play some boyish prank, was very different
from his present purpose—that of going tO
meet a disreputable character in secret. It
was for another’s sake; but Wharton could
not help feeling a sense of guilt.

As he looked and listened, there was 2
sound in the Close, and he crouched back
into the shadow of the elm-trees.

Two figures came along in the gloom, fol-
lowing the path. Wharton could mnot dis-
tinguish them, but he had made out from
their height that they were seniors. His
heart beat faster. A voice came to his ears
—the voise of Wingate of the Sixth, the cap-
tain of Greyfriars.

“It's ali serene, Gwynne.”

¢ Seems so,”” said Gwynne.

¢ May as well get m; I think,”’ said Wig-
gate, with a yawn. ¢ Loder seemed to have
been suspicious about nothing.”’

And the two prefeets passed on.

Harry Wharton drew a deep breath. His
uneasiness had been well-founded; Loder had
warned the captain of Greyiriars, and Win-
gate had made a round of the school at
that late hour. If they should go to the
Remove dormitory——

Wharton drove that thought from his
mind. He heard a distant door close, and
then he climbed the school wall and dropped
into the road.

In the dim starlight, he started at a run
for his destination. He knew that it was
close upon eleven now. And, indeed, as he
came in sight of the dark spinney, where
Mr. Jerry Hawke was waiting for the
Bounder, eleven strokes pealed out from the
distant village of Friardale, sounding softly
through the summer night.

The scent of. a strong tobacco greeted
Wharton’s nostrils as he plunged into the
spinney.. The red glow from the bowl of a
pipe caught his eye. A dark form detaeched
itself from the shadows, and started towards
him, at the sound of his hurried breathing.

89 that. card fetened you, did it, Master
Smithy? You've come?”

“I've come!”’ said Wharton quietly.

He heard a startled oath.

‘“ Who are you?” A match scratched out,
and a stubbly, liquor-coarsened face peered
into his wnder the dark trees. ¢ What
game’s this?”?

house was Jocked up, the Close .

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Straight From the Shoulder!

HE match went out, and Mr. Jerry
Hawke became a black shadow once
more.

He stretched out his hand,

grasped Wharton by the shoulder.
- “Wot game's this? I know you—Harry
Wharton! Wot——"" 5

Wharton jerked his shoulder away from
the rascal’s touch. 2

“Don’t touch me!” he rapped out angrily.

¢’Tch and mighty, ain’t we?” said Mr.
Hawke. ¢ Mustn’t be touched, wot? Well,
I don't want words with you. Where's my
old pal, Smithy?"

“T've come instead.” :

¢ And why can't Smithy come?” demanded

and

Mr. Hawke, evidently angry and disap-
pum’ted “1 «<on't want no truck with
you!”

‘““He can’t come; it's too risky!”

¢ No more risky for him than for you, far
as T see,” replied Mr. Hawke. ‘ Howsum-
ever, as long as you talk business, I'm your
man. I suppose Smithy's told you?” :

¢“He’s told me that you hold a letter of
his, not written to vou, but to Mr. Cobb,
and that you are holding it over his head to
squeeze money out of him,»” said Wharton
stemly. -

Mr. Hawke chuckled.

“ Well, that's about the size of it,” he
agreed. “If Smithy chooses to go back on
his old pals, he's got to pay the piper. 1
got 'old' of that bit of paper, and I fancy
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“You have been in prigon, I understand??”
said Harry.

“I've. ‘ad trouble!? snarled Mr. Hawke.
¢ Wot’s that to you? Anybody might ‘ave
a little trouble, owin’ to a misunderstandip’
—a matter ¢f signin’® a letter.”

“You may find yourself back there, if
you're not careful, that's all,”” said Harry.
“ But I’'ve come to make terms with you.”
you.””

“New yeu're talking,” said Mr. Hawke,
in - a tone of satisfaction. “My old pal
Smithy knows my price—two quid down to
begin with. ’Ave you brought the notes??

‘“I've brought nevhing!”’

“Then wot’s the good of your coming at
all?” demanded Hawke. ‘“‘By gum, I've a
mind to go straight up to the school this
very minute, and 'and my paper over to the
‘Ead {”

“In the first place, you've got tc prove
that you have the paper,” said Harry.
“Vernon-Smith has told me what it should
be like, and if you have it, I shall re-
cognise it. You must show it to me.” You
won't be paid for nothing.”

‘“And if I show it—--%

“The we can make terms.”

“ No snatehin’, mind !

T shall not snateh it,»
cortemptuously.

Mr. Hawke fumbled in an inside pocket,
and there was a sound of erackling paper.

“Pll strike a mateh, so that you can
see,” he said.

Hawke struck a mateh,
glavced "at the Jetter HMawke held in his
hand. 8o far ag Wharton could judge in
that flickering light, and in  that hasty
glance, it 'was in the Bounder’s hand. And
he remembered the wording of it—as the
Bounder had described it to the best of
his recollection. It ran: X

said Wharton

and  Wharton

‘“ Dear Cobb,—¥You ean expect me at half-
past eleven; 1 can’t make it earlier, as
Quelch is very wary lately, and T'm afraid
he's smelt a rat. But he goes to hed at eleven,
so after that the coast will be elear. [
ﬁha]'I bring the cash with me to settle. Bye-

= “y. 8

It was but seldom that the Bounder, even
in his most reckless days. had been reckless
enongh to commit anything to writing. But
the ecircumstances: at that time *had been
unusnal; he had lost money, and Mr. Cobb
was pressing hard for a sgettlement, and
hinting that if the debt were not speedily
liquidated, trouble would follow. Vernon-
Smith had obtained money from his father
in time to avoid trouble. But the letter he
had written had survived, to ecause him
worse trouble afterwards. Cobb, the land-
lord of the Cross Keys, blackguard as he
was, played what he called a “square”
game, and he would never have used the
letter against Vernon-Smith—unless the
Bounder had refused to seftle his debts.
But the debts had been paid, and the
account. with Cobb cleared off. By some
trick, Hawke had obtained possession of the
letter apparently; and 4s he did not, like
Mr. Cobb, pride himself upon being a
“sport,” he was making use of it to black-
mail the son of the millionaire.

The light flickered out, and Mr.
replaced the letter in
hoarse chuekle.

¢ Satisfied, my pippin?” he asked.

“Yes. How much do you want for that
letter?”’

“Two quid.”

* And you will hand it over——"

Jerry Hawke chuckled again.

 Pon’'t you make any inistake,” he said,
with emphasis. ‘I ain’t bhanding over this
here Tetter, I'm keeping this. Mister
Smithy -will kindly ’and me a small sum
lievery now and then when I want it. That's
the programme.”’

““ That'is blackmail,”” said Harry.

“You can call it by any faney name you
like,”” said Hawke insolently. “I eall it
business. If my cold pal turas his back on
me, he can take the consequences. See?”

¢ Will you take ten pounds for the letter?”?

“No: I won't!”

“ What will you take?? =

“Two quid down, and more whken 1
rhoose to. ask for it,”” said Hawke coolly.
“1I've gobt ’im under mny thumb, and !'m
goin' to keep him there.

Hawke
his pocket, with a

Wharton drew a deep breath.

It was as Vernon-Smith had said; the
scoundrel did not intend to part with the
source of his power. Vernon-Smith’s reckless
folly had plaged him under that dirty thumb.
Unless the letter ecould be recovered, there
seemed no way oub of the difficulty.

Wharton clenched his hands.

Ir the jight of the match, he had looked
the scoundrel over—he was a little man, in
a far from fit condition. He was bigger,
of course, than the Greyfriars junior, and
much stronger, naturally; but he was in a
flubby condition firom jexcessive drinking,
Harry Wharton would not have feared to
try conclusions with him. And now a bold
idea flashed into his mind  They were alone
in the spiuney-—and the letter which meant
ruin to the refermed Bounder was in the
rascal’s poecket. There was no one to in-
terfere!
and his eyes gleamed.
give up the letter

“Listen to me,” said Harry, as ecalmly as
he could; “ you have ne right at 2il to ask
Vernon-Smith for mouey—you know that.”

A husky chuckle was the only reply.

‘““But he is willing to pay you ten pounds
foa %ha't‘,’ letter. - Will you accept the offer?"

No

If the mman would not

“};ery well, then. I shall take it from
yo .
“ Wot !

‘“You hand me that lettar,’ said Harry
determinedly, “or I shall take it!'"

‘“ Why, you cheeky whipper-snapper——*'
“That’s. enough! Will you hand over
that letter?”

“

I won’t ’and over the letter!” said Mr.

Hawke. “But I'll give you ‘the ‘iding of
your life, if you tork to me!”’

_“T won't talk to you any more!" said
Wharton, between his teeth. “T’ll do some-
thing more than tatk. For the last time i

An  oath was the only reply. Jerry
Hawke’s arm went up, and for the first t'me
Wharton realised that the man was armed.
He sprang back just in time #s a thick
stick swept downwards through ihe air.

The blow missed him by a foot ¢r more,
thanks ‘to- his speed. The next instant,
he leaped forward, and his right cume out,
straight from the shounlder,

Crash!

Wharton’s clenched fist crashed right into
the brutal, drink-soddened face. Jerry
Hawke gave a low gasp, and reeled back.
and bumped on the ground. :

Wharton was upon him in an instant. He
grasped the cudgel from the rascal’s relax-
ing fingers, and tossed it away among the
trees. Then his knee was planted upon the
fallen man’s chest.

The back of the rascal’s head had struck
the ground with a heavy thud, and he lay
half dazed under the gripping knee,

He wriggled, but made no resistance as
the junior dragged open hLis foul coat and
tore the letter from his pocket. :

Wharton sprang to his feet. Hawke still
lay, mumbling, on the ground. The junior
struck a mateh and teok a hasty glance at
the letter. One glance was enough. He

| thrust it into his pocket.

Jerry Hawke was scrambling to his feet.
cursing savagely. He made a lurch towards
the junior, and Wharton darted away in
the shadowy trees. He was not afraid of
Jerry Hawke, but now that he had obtained
possession of the letter there wes no further
purpose to be served by handling him. He
ran quickly through the spinney, the ruffian
cursing and stumbling clumsily after him.
and leaped into the lane. Then he hurried
away in the direction of Greyfriars, and the
voice of Jerry Hawke, mumbling threats and
oaths, died away behind him,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Bitter Blow!

ERNON-SMITH was the first out of

bed in-the Remove dormitory.
He had not slept till after midnight,
and so he lay in sound slumber till
the clang of the rising-bell awakened him.
But the moment he was awake he thought
of the letter. Had Iarry Wharton's expedi-
tion been a success. He controlled his im-
patience. Only the Bounder and the Famous
Five knew that the Remove captain had been
out of bounds the previous night. The exist-
ence of the letter was a secret from every-

That’s my game.” body else, and Vernon-Smith did not run the

Wharton’s hands e¢lenched harder, |’

light of a mateh,
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risk of execiting curicsity by examining th
letter in the dormitory.

He bathed and dressed as usual, and did
not even speak to Wharton, although the
Remove captain gave him a nod to signify
that he had succeeded. But they were the
first out of the dormitory. Wharton under-
stood what was in his mind, and immediately
the Bounder went down he followed him.

It was not till they were in the Close—
which they had to themselves at that early
hour—that the Bounder held, out his hand
for the letter.

Wharton handed it to him.

Vernon-Smith opened it and read it over
eagerly, Then a bitter exclamation broke
from his lips.

“ Jooled !

Wharton regarded him anxiously.

«“Fooled? What do yon mean, Smithy?”

“That’s not the letter!”

Wharton started.

“ Not the letter?” : -

“No!” said the Pounder, grinding his

teeth. < lie’'s spoofed you!”
“But—but it’s the letter he showed me.
It’s in your hand. [It’s the wording you

described to me!”’ stammered Wharton,
utterly taken aback by that unexpected
development.

Vernen-Smith gave a bitter laugh.

“1t’s only a copy, all the same. It's not
in my hand; it’s an imitation. That’s what
Jerry Hawke was sent to gaol for—imitating
another man’s hand. He’s an old hand at
that kind of thing. I suppose he was afraid
of something of that sort—something like
what you did. He knows I'm a tough
customer. So he had this copy all ready to
show—it was near enough to pass by the
T dare say I should have
been taken in if I'd met him instead of you.
The reason why he was determined to meet
me by night perhaps; in the daylight it
wouldn’t have passed. But it's only a copy.
You can see now it's not written on my
paper. It's a good imitation. The scoundrel
left the original safely locked up somewhere,
in case ol accidents—" 3

I couldn’t guess that,”” faltered Whar-
ton. I thought it was the right letter,
Smithy. I never thought—-” '

“Don’t think I'm reproaching you,” said
the Bounder. *You couldn’t know. ¥ think
I should have been deceived myself, seeing it
by the light of a match, as I’ve said. I might
Liave taken ‘it by foree, just as you d'ICL
And, of course, he suspected that something
of the kind might happen; that’s why he had
this ready. But there it is! This isn’t the
letter, and he’s still got it. And now—-
My hat, he will be wild at what you did to
him, and—— Did you hurt him much?”

“ Well, I gave him one good drive,” ad-
mitted Wharton. “1It floored him.” )

« He will be ratty about it. He’s a spiteful
brute!” The Bounder’s face was clouded
with anxiety now. ‘“He may give up the idea
of making money now, and have his revenge
instead. It would be like him.”

Wharton's brows contracted. He had done
his best, as he believed at the time. But it
looked as if he had made matters worse in-
stead of better. In his rage at the way he
had been handled, it was quite likely that
Jerry Hawke would throw his hopes of profit
to the winds, and revenge himself instead.
And if that was his decision he might arrive
at the school with the fatal letter at any
moment; or it might be sent to the Head
by post.

“You see, he’s made nothing out of the
letter so far, and he knows now that we'll
stop at nothing to get it away from him,”
said  Vernon-Smith, compressing his «lips.
s<And once he feels sure there's nothing to
be made, he’'ll do his very worst. He may
come straight here—"?

« We must stop him somehow!” said Harry
desperately. :

“How c¢an we?” said the Bounder moodily.
¢ Qh, what awful luick! He may send it by
post to the Head or Quelchy. We ean’t stop
it then. We can’t even see their letters, to
see whether one’s addressed in his hand. My
word, T shall have a pleasant time this morn-
ing, waiting for the chopper to come down!”

“I'm sorry, Smithy!”

“That's all right! You did your best,”
said the Bounder wearily. ©I1 should most
likely have done the same in your place.
By gad, it’s enough to make a fellow chuck
up: Hawke would bé all right if I would
be pally with him again.”

And a hard look come over the Bounder's

(Now turn to page 26.)
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THE MYSTERY OT THE NEW SKIPPER!

The strange beliaviour of Valentine Mornington, the new cajniain of the Fouri
The general opinion is that Morny is treading the downwerd path in o reckless manner—bul, kas the
Junior some darl secret 2 You sétmply must net miss the yarn beiow !

the school.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Morny’s Way.
= ORNY!”
Mornington of the Fourth was

63

in
into

window-seat
looking out

sitting in  the
Study No. 4,
the quadrangle.
he sun was setting, and the old beeches
were casting long shadows in the quad.
Morny's handsome face was dark and thought-
ful as he gazed from the window, and he
did not turn as his chum spoke. :
There had been silence in the study for
some time. s
Kit Erroll was working af the table, but
at .intervals he raised his head, to glance
towards his chum. Several times a shade of
anxiety had erossed Erroll’s face as he looked
at Morny’s thoughtful profile. At last he
spoke. -
Mornington continued to stare into the

quadrangle as if deeply absorbed in watch-[:

ing the lengthening shadows of the heech-
trees.

¢ Morny, old chap!”

Morny heard then, and he looked, round,
with a slightly irritable expression.

¢ Hallo!”

“Hadn't you better begin your prep.,
Morny?"

‘0Oh, bother prep.!” :

‘“Better get on with it,” said Erroll
mildly. ¢ You don't want any trouble with

Mr. Bootles to-morrow.”

‘“Blow Bootles!”

*It’s the Bagshot mateh
Morny, you know. If you should
tained——-""

Morny yawned, and rose from the window-
seat. :

1 suppose ‘I'd Detter begin grindin’,’ he
said discontentedly. ¢ Bootles is a worry;
he’s always findin’ fault. Just like him to
detain me for the afternoon when there’s a
matbeh on!”’

“ You've been a bit of a worry to Bootles,
you know.” >

‘“Bless Bootles! Still, I  suppose T°d
better foe the line, or there will be troublel
But if anaythin’ happened, Jim Silver
could captain the side against Bagsiot all
right,” :

‘“You're captain now, Morny!”

“1'm blessed if I know what I was go keen
about it for!” yawned Mornington. “It
takes up a lot of a fellow’s time, and there’s
i ys somethin’ to worry about.”

Tue Porunar.—No. 236,

to-morrow,
get  de-

AN NG

Erroll’s brow clouded,
but he did not answer.
It was evident that his
chum’s  mood troubled
him, and that he did not
quife know what to
make of it. !
_ Valentine Mornington
dropped into his chair at
the table, and drew his
books towards him.

He began to work with
a listless and dissatisfied air.

In a few minutes, however, he threw his
books aside, and rose to his feet restlessly.

“ Blessed if I can puft my mind into that
stuff!”’ he grunited. *I'm fed up, Erroll!”?

“ What with?"”

¢ Everythin’!”
hensively.

“ You needn’t worry about the mateh, if
that’s what you're thinking of. We’re in
great form for to-morrow, and I think we
shall beat Bagshot. Jimmy Silver is at the
top of his form; his bowling to-day was
simply ripping. 5

“And  what was
grinned Mornington.

“Nof, so good as usual; but you'll be all
right to-merrow.*”

¢ Perhaps!™”

““Look  here,
abruptly.

“Well2"

¢“What have you gobt on your mind?*’

Mornington did not answer immediately.
He bhad turned to the window again, and
stood staring out into the deepening dusk
in the quad. When he spoke, it was over
his shoulder, without looking at his chum.

‘¢ What makes you think I've got somethin’
on my mind?’’ he asked.

“Your ways for some time past,’ an-
swered Erroll quietly. ¢ You seem to have
lost interest in things. You're not so keen
on cricket, for instance =

“ Cricket’s a bore, like everythin’ else!”

“ You were no end pleased at becoming
junior captain of Rookwood, and now you
don’t seem to care anything about it.”?

“True. I don't!” ;

“Well you must admit that -you've
changed in the last week or so. Now, tell
me what you've got ou your mind.”’

Mornington laughed..

‘“What should I have on my mind?”? he
answered. ‘“It's my echaracter that's at
fault, old scout. I get fed up. I was a3
keen as a razor to get in as junior captain,
and I was pleased when I bagged Jimmy
Silver’s job. But I'm not much Jike Silver.
I'm tired of the stunt already. Everything
I take up is only a stunt, and I get sick of
it when the novelty's worn oft. When T
used to go the pace with Lattrey and his
set, T got fed up with that, and turned
away from it. Now I've'got sick of swot-
ting, and toein’ the line, and playin’ ericket,
and—and everythin’!”’

¢“1 was afraid it was

said  Mornington compre-

my  battin® like?”

Morny——"  said  Erroll

something like
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that. Morny,” said Erroll sadly. *But
that's a frame of mind you ought to fight
against. It's not good for you.”

Morny shrugged his shoulders.

““You see, we're different,” he said.
“You're a steady old codger and whatever
your hand findeth to do you do it with all
your might. I'm like Reuben—¢ unstable as
water, thou  shalt nobt excel,” you know.
That's me all over.” ;

e But—-' 5
said

‘“1'm made like that!” Mornington
restlessly. ¢ Besides—besides ’ ~He hesi-
tated.

““Go on!” said Erroll quistly.

.4 I'm poor!’ said Mornington, with a
flush. “I was rich once—the richest fellow
af Rookwood. Then my cousin turned up—
you remember it all—and I was left. Well,
I haven't made a howl about it, but I've
felt it, all the same. I've missed it all. I
want to be the best-dressed fellow in the
Fourth, I want expensive motor-cars, and
bank-notes in my pocket; I want money
to burn, and I haven't got it. See?”?

““That’s not very serious, Morny.”

‘““Not to a chap like you, but awfully
serious to a chap like me. You don’t care
what clothes you wear as long as you’re
decent; I care no end. T hate wearin’ a
collar twice, and a necktie three times. 1
hate havin’ my boots soled and lieeled., 1
hate lookin’ at a quid twice before I spend
it. In fact,”> said Mornington, with a bitter
grin—‘“in fact, I've got all the tastes of a
gentleman’s gentleman, and that’s what 1
ought to ®e, I suppose. I belong to the
vulgar rich. and I can't get out of it. And
you don’t understand it a little bit.”

I could understand it in a cad like Lat-
trey, or Peele,” said Erroll; *“but it’s rather
hard to understand in a fellow like you.”

“You see, I'm a good deal of a cad my-
self,» explained Mornington, with c¢ynical
candour. ‘“That’s where the ftrouble is.2

“ What rot!” :

¢ It’s so, old scout. And—and like a fool ;
I've landed myself in a position I’'m not fit.
for. Why couldn't I leave the capbaincy.
alone?” Mornington gave a restless shrug
of the shoulders. “I can’t Tesign it now—
the fellows would think I found the job too
big for me; and I'm too conceited and.
swankin’ to let them' think so. But—but—
Pm stickin' to the job, but I’'m neot fit for
it. A captain has duties—and there never
was a less dutiful fellow in existence than I,
I suppose. It's made me ill to hear the,
chaps talking about. the Ragshot mateh fo-
morrow. I suppose it would ghock you to
bear that I dou’t care two pins about the
mateh.”

¢ But why?” :

¢ Because I haven't got any bets laid on
ig.”?

¢ Morny ! :

“1 kuew 1 should shock you!' grinned
Mornington. ‘¢ You'll be droppin’ my friend-
ship  some day, old top, like a hot potato,
when you understand at last what I’m really
like.””

Are Mornington’s Days as Junior Capiain Numbered 2 See Next Week !
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“That will never happen, anyhow.?

“Im not goin’ to be poor,” said Morning:
ton, in a dogged tome. ¢ Why should I,
when a chance comes my way? And—and
like a fool, I land myself into a job where
1 know I cught to keep as straight as a
die, and set an example to the other chaps.
But % :

Erroli stared blankiy at his friend.

“Youre talking in riddles, Mony. VYon
spgak as i you had a chance of getting
righ,”

‘ Supposze I have???

‘“ Not inugh use supposing that as it's im-
ie.”  Erro!l rose to his feet. * Look
What is it yon

poss
here, Morny, you alarm me.
have sot in your head now?’”

Morny did not answer far a moment. But
he smuiiled as he met Erroll’s anxious and
alarmed gaze. %

“It's  all right,” he said earelessly.
“Only blowin’ off steain, yon know. F'm a
discontented ass—that’s what’s the matter.
Eve got all T wanb; and I'm mooning over
the things 1 don’t really want. Gnly gas-
sin’, old chap; don't take any mnotice of
my nonsense.”’

&6 But’_j}

‘] think I'll take a turn in the quad.,”
said Morny abruptiy. ‘'¢A little fresh ain
will do me good--aiter the way I've been
swottin'!” He Jaughed. **Yon stick to
merry old Virgil—1'm goin’ for a walk.”

Mornington® left the study before bhis
chum could reply. - ;
The door <closed sharply on him; and

Yrrotl say down at the table again, with a
distressed cloud upon his face. The strange
mood of his chum {roubled bim deeply.
Morny’s nature was not euperficial by any
means—but it was volatile, and his change-
fulness had often troubled his chum. That
there was something wrong with Morny now,
Brroll knew well, though he eould not guess
what it was. .

He did not resume his work. He sat in
deep and painful thought for some time,
and then rose and crossed to the window.
Outside, the dusk wag deepering into dark-
pess. Under the old beeches Erroll caught
gight of a moving sbadow—and he knew
that it was Mornington, pacing to and firo
in the gloom a prey to restless discontert.
And Erroll, with a beavy heart, watehed
lim till the deepening darkness hid him
from sight.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Very Miystericus Document,
€ INMY!?

Jimmy Silver & Co. were ab prep.
in the end study when Tubby Muffin
rolled in.

Jimmy Silver had just finished; but Lovell,
Raby, and Newcome were still hard at work,
and Loveil waved an impatient hand at the
fat Classical. .

“Shut up !’ he said politely.

“1 say, you know——7

& Dry up!? ; e

“¢Pea’s over and done with, Fubby,” said
Jimmy Silver, with a jangh. “You're too
late!’ i ’

“Qh, T knew you had ‘only sardines for
tea, and not much of thew,” answered
Tubby. “Blow your ftea, Jimmy Silver!
“Tain’t that.’’ e =

“ Well, if it’s supper, there isn’t going to
be any”

““Pain’t supper!” roared Tubby Muffin.

¢ What the thump is it Y,heu?” demanded
Jimmy Silver., “If you're going to offer
your services for the Bagshot mateh to-
morrow, Morny’s the man to go to. He will
jamp at the offer—I dor’t think!”

“I'll bet T could play cricket as well as
Morny was playing it to-day, and chance
it!” said Muffin disdainfully. ‘ Never saw
a chap in such rotten form. But it isn’t
that. I've found someéthing.”

“Is that fat idiot going to shut 1p, or
am I to take the poker tc him?’ inquired
Arthur Edward Lovell

‘“Look here, Lovell—-% =

“1f you've found something, take it to
Mr. Bootles, if it’s any value, Tubby,” said
Jimmy Silver,

“It isn'h?

“Then chuck it away!”

“But it’s jolly queer, Jimmy.*?? e

Tubby Mufiin had a cheeti of paper in his
fat hand, and he held it up. Evidently
there was sonmlething interesting on that
sheet of paper, from Tubby Muffin’s point of
view.

. Gaptain or Slacker 2

“Well, what js i£9” asked Jimmy.

“It’s  joily  aueer!”  repeated Tubby
Muffin. - “ I've never seen anything like .if.
I picked it up om the Ilanding. Some chap
must have dropped it, mustn’t he? I was
coming upstairs, when that beast Mornington
camie down in a hurry and ran into me.
Knocked me over, you kmow,” said Tubby
Muffin indignantly. ¢ Luckily, I caught hold
of his colar wnd pulled him over, too. And
he actually bumped me cn the landing.?

“Mustn’'t pull junicr captains over by
their collars,” grinned Jimmy Silver.

“ Well, he’s a beast!” said Tubby. I
wish you were c: n again, Jimmy—you
Were nmever quite ch a beast as Moiny.
But I say, I found this paper on the land-
ing, and it's jolly queer. T can't make it

oub.”
‘‘Some deep arithmetical problem, such
as twice one are two?” asked Lovell. “ That

would be a bit above your brain powers, I

suppose?’?
“It’s a lob of numbers,” caid Tubby,
‘tand somte letters, and it don't seem to

mean anything. It's really extraordinary, so
I brought it here to show you fellows.

“Well, let’s see it !’ yawned Jimmy Silver.

Tubby had succeeded in interesting the
Fistical Four at last; and all of them
looked at the paper as the fat Classical laid
it on the table.

They looked ab it, and stared. It cortai
was an extraordinary paper, and the Fist
cal Tour, though considerably brighter,
intellectually, than Tubby, could make no

]

more of it than he did. It ran:
R. N.
7
29
30
28
4
17
20
2
10
2
7
19
24
1
30

That was all; bub it was enough to nake
tlie Fistical Four of the Fourth rub their
eyes. There was nothing in mathematies
that they knew of that bore any resemblance
to this.  What the letters meant, and what
bhe numbers meant, was a deep mystery to
the end study.

Tubby Muffin blinked at them, evidently
pleased at the impression he had produced.
There was no doubt that the Fistical Four
were puzzied and perplexed.

““ Well, what does that mean, Jimmy Sil
ver?” asked Tubby Muffin.

Jimmy shook his head.

‘“ Ask me anovher,” he said. “I can’t
make head or tail of it. It doesn’t seem
to mean anything, so far as I can see.”

‘“Some joke, I suppose,” said Raby. * Did
you make this up, to puzzle us, Tubby??

“No!” howled Tubby. *“I tell you I
found it on the landing, after Morny had
knocked me over.”

‘“Some chap in the Fourth must have
dropped it there, then,” said Newcome.
* You'd better inquire up and down the
passage, if you want to find the owner.”

“1 don't specially want to find the
owner, that I know of. I want to know
what it means,” said the inquisitive Tubby,
It must mean something, yon know.”

“ Well, I suppose a chap wouldn’t take
the trouble to write it down for nothing
said Jimmy Silver, rubbing his nose thought-
fully. “But I can’t make it out. Might be
sone sort of cryptogram. 'The fist looks a
bit like Morny's; he always makes small,
peat figures in this style.
No. 4, and see if it’s his.”?

‘40h, of course!” exclaimed Tubby. “He
dropped it when I pulled him over, 1 ex-
pect. - I'll ask Morny what it means.”

And Tubby Muffin rolled out of the study,
with the mysterious document in his fat
fist. Lovell and Raby and Newcome re-
sumed their work; but Jimmy Silver sat
with a somewhat thoughtful expression on
his face. He was thinking of the mysterious
paper.

“ Done!’ yawned Lovell, rising from the

Take it along to |

table at last. “Hallo! What are you look-
ing like a boiled owl about, Simmy?”?

“1 was thinking—.7

“Penny for ‘em, if they're worth it.»

“Itls jolly queer ahout that paper,» &a
Jimmy. ‘1% puszled me at first: but, now
I think of i, I've seen something Jike it
before.”?

¢ Where???

“In a book,” said Jimimy, ““Lastvac. T was
looking over a book at home about holidays
on the Riviera, and there was a deseription
of Monte Carlo.”

‘Monte Carlo!?
stare, “That’s the
i7" :

& ¥ann

“What's

Lovell, with a
plaee, isn’t

Tubby's

But I iremeniber, in
tle description of the place, ¢l v mentioned
a spocling game that’s pla there;: red
and black pumbers on a wheel. There was
a specimen list. of numbers, and it ran like
that list Tubby showed us, If that paper
means anything at all, it's a list of numbers
kept by some persen who's heen playing
ronlette.”

* Roulette!” eiaculated Lovell

*“ That’s the naine of the gaine—some sort
of spooi for taking in strangers, I suppose,?
said Jimmy. “But—but it’s illegal in Bng

land. Tt’s not possible— -*
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell, in great
mierriment. Do you think that some chap

in the Tourth has been tripping across
Monte €Carlo on a Saturday alternoon?

Raby and Newconie chortled.

“Tathead !’ said Jimmy, I
game’s illegal in England.
the . newspapers that it's
places illegally, Silly fools
swindled, and the police cor
every now and then., But—

¢ My dear man, you're dreaming!? grigned
Lovell. “There isn't anything of that kind
anywhere near Rookwood: and if there was,
no Rookwood chap would know anything
about it. My hat! I can imagine how the
}%e;:d would look if he heard anything about
i

say  the
But I've read in
vlaved at some
there to be
dewn on them
2

Jimmy shook his h
“1 . supposs Hhers
course,”’ he assente:

(35

s nothing i i, of
“Bub it struck me——

Never mind.  Let's get down, if you're
tinished. We've got some boxing on with

Tommy Dodd and
¢ Conme on then!”
The Fistical Four

but  Jimmy - Silver

Co. in the gym.”?

left the ‘end study;
was still in rather
a thoughtful mood. He was pretiy certain
that the wmystericus paper lhelcnged to
Valentine Mornington. And, though Morny
was ag straight as a die, and Jimmy had no
doubt about it, he could not help remember-
ing that in Morny's early days at Rookwoed
be had been the wildest fellow in the school,
and had come very near to being expelled.
Aund the bare passibility that Morny—now
junior captain of the school— returping
to his old wild ways, was very dizcomfiting
to Jimmy Silver.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Morny Loses His Temper.

6 ORNY here?”?
Kit Erroll was in the window-
seat, plunged in thought, when

Tubby Muflin came into No. 4.
His unfinished work was on the table. For
once, Erroll was slacking.

He looked up, with less than his wuenal
kind patience, as the fat Classical rolled in.

‘Morny's gone ecut.”’

‘“ When will he come back, then?’’ asked
Tubby. “I've got something lhere ' that
belongs to him.”

‘“Put it on the table, then.”

“But I want to know what it means.??

“ What 22

“Look at it, old top!” said Tubby.

Erroll glanced at the paper as Tubby held
it up. A startled Iook came over lis face.

He rose quickly to his feet, and caught
the paper from Tubby’s fat bhand.

¢ Where did ‘you get this?’ he asked
sharply.

“ Picked it up on the landing.,” said
Tubby. ‘1 think Morny dropped it after
bumping over me. I say, give it to me, yon
know.”

Erroll did not answer. His eyes were glued
on the paper, 'and he plainly did net intend
to hand it back to the fat junior.

“You know what it means?» asked Tubby,
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Anguisitively, “ It must mean something, you
know. Jimmy Ehinks it's Morny's fist. I
say, is #b something abeut backing hLorses?”

¢ Wihat 2"

“ Morny used to back horses a lob, you
know,”” said Tubby. ‘That was when he
was thick with  Lattrey and Peele and
Gower, and that lot. 1 believe he's given
it up since he lost his money. I remember
e had sonie scheme of a system for backing
horses, and it cost him a lot of money. He
used to make bets through Joey Hook, at
Coombe, you know.’

¢ You fat ddl’ler'”

¢0h, I say, Erroll, he did, you know!
Tverybody in the Fourth knows 1t and knows
about his breaking bounds at mrfm:

¢« 0h, dry up!? snapped Erroil

Kit Frroll knew more than Tubby did about
his chum's former habits, but he did not
like to hear the subject :poken of,

<« Well, you know what it means,” sald
Tubh) ] can see that in your face. Why
can’t you tell a c!mp"”

. ¢“You can cut along,” said Erroll
give this to Morny when he comes in.”
.- “But perhaps it isn't Morny's; and I want
to know what it means.”

“1t’s not your business, Mullin.”

. «Well, it isn't yours either, if it comes
to that, » retorted the fat xumor ¢ You
give me that pa er, Krroll,”
- “Q0h, buzz oft P’

¢ Look here—*'

There was a step in the passage, and Valenr-
tine Morninglon came into the study. His
face was a little pale; aird as moody and
dissatisfied as when he had left. He glanced
at Krroll and Tubby Mullin.

¢ Hallo! What's the trouble?’’ he asked.

€] want to kncw what it means!” lxowled
Tubby. ¢

Inguisitiveness was almost a disease wlth
Reginald MuHin, and bLis appetite for -
formation was faitly whetted now.

¢ What what means, you fat idiot?”?

¢ That paper with *he numbers on it.”

Mommﬂmn started, and his hand flew tO
his pocket. 1t did not need more than that
ackion to reveal the owncrship of the mys-
terioils paper.

¢ You drepped it on the landing,” grmned
Tubby. ¢ Now Brroll's got it, and he won’t
give it to - me; & say, Morny—
Yaroocooop i

Tubby BMuffin, much to his astonishment
and indignation, found himself suddenly
scized by bis fat shoulders.

* With a spin, Morny sent him
the passage

Tubby Muffin spun round like a very fat
t6p, and was aercss the corridor before he
knew what was happening to him.

it

whirling into

He bvmpei on the op pabxfo wall, and col-
Yaps ed with « roar.

Yoooop ! roared

ittered after him from

the btu(u rway.
¢ Cut off, you fat feel!” he enapped.
¢ Yarooh! Help! Yoopopl!?
“Do you want me to kick you along the
: e¢?” ~said Mornington, bebween his

oll’s hwd fell or his chum’s arm from

the stud Morny gave him a flerce
r » buf he allowed himself
Wi mck inte the room, and Erroll

the door.
by - Mufiin
ay down the

serambled wup, and rolled
3 D e, Jmply palpitatiug
v indignant w Viiat was the cause
of Moruy's sudder outbreak of temper the
fat Classical could nob even guess.
In Study No. 4, Mornington and his chum
d oat o"xe anot[ r rather grimly. Then
beld ou s hand for the paper.

yours, Marny.” Erroll
ericus paper to the junior

s B
3 2y !
aptain of Rookwood. ¢ Will you tell me

what it memn)”
€ Ol
58 b

's nothin’!? said Morilngton care-

hat alig?
“"H‘M i

s it matter?” ex-
¥. ““You're jolly

; bt HrroH {2

xmt curious, Morpy. You've never

me eurious nbout your affairs, |

>’ said Erroll quietly. ¢ But I should

0 know “/l“ that means.”’

<l you it’s nothin’!”?
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FErroll drew a deep breath.

‘“ You've nothing more to tell me than
that, Morng?”

¢ Nothin’!”?

“ Very well! :

Erroll did not say another word. He sat
down at the table and resumed the work
so long interrupted. DMornington loocited at
him with a clonded brow, and shrugged his
shoulders impatiently and quitted the study.
There was no prep for Valentine Mornington
that evening.

——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Mornington Missing.

IMMY SILVER wore a pleasant smile as

he came out of the Schiool House aiter

dinner the following ‘day. 'I'here was

bright sunshine in the quadrangle and

the old red roofs of Rookwood glimmered in

the sun. The crieket-field looked like

emerald—a pleasant sight to the eyes of a

cricketer. Jimmy Silver was feeling fit and

cheerful, and quite well satisfied with himself
and the universe gemerally.

Bagshot was coming over that atternoon,

and Jimmy was looking forward to the

match. True, he was no longer junior cap-

tain. He had captained Rookwood in the
last match with Bagshot, but this time

Valentine Mornington was in command. Bug
Jimmy did not mind mueh. He was the
‘champion bowler of the Lower School—in-
deed, there were Sixth Form wickets that
were not quite safe from Jimmy Silver, and
his services could net be dispensed with in
any important match. Not that Morny
showed any desire to dispense with them.
The new captain and the former captain
pulled together remarkably well, and Jimmy’s
name had gone down in the lis{ as a matter
of course.

Jimmy 8ilver was going to enjoy hlmself
that afternoon in his own way, which was
by taking Bagshot wiekets. He only hoped
that Morny would prove the good batsman
he had always been, in spite of the fact
that the new skipper had been rather ofi-
colour lately.

He caught sight of Mom%ngton heading for
the gates at a mther rapld walk, and called
to him.

‘ Going out, Morny?”

Mornington glanced round.

‘¢ Yes!” he answered shortly.

‘“Bagshot get here at two-thirty, you
know,”” said Jimmy Silver, ratiier surprised
that the skipper should be going out so soont

before the match. * Not geing far, [ sup-
pose?””

¢¢ Oh, bother Bagshot >>

£ Wha-at? P

Mornington  coloured under  Jimmy’s

astonished look. Then he smiled. To Jimmy
Silver, the Bagshot mateh loomed large that
aiternoon, and Jimmy would have been more
surprised “still if he had known hLow little
Morny was thinking of it just then.

1T mean, it’s all richt,”” said Moerping-
ton hastily. “1 shall be back in plenty of
time for Bagshot, Jimmy. [I'm only going a
little way—not so far as Coombe, in faet!”

¢ Right you are!” said Jimmy.

Valentine Mornington went out at fthe
gates, not seeming to see Kit Erroll, who was
coming towards him across the mmd Errotl
hastened his steps and then slackened again.
It was pretty elear that his chum did not
want his company just then.

Jimmy Silver glanced aiter Morny's dis-
appearing form, and then at &rroll. It
oceurred to him that there was some rift in
the lute in Study No. 4. That was not his
business, however, and he sauntered away
without a remark. Lovell and Raby and
Newcome joined him in the quad.

“Morny gone out?” asked Newcome,

(44 Ye;'”

¢ Silly ass! He ought to be here. Blessed
if T know what the fellows elected Morny
skipper for,” said Newcomie. ““Youn used
to leave me out of the matches sometimes,
Jimmy. Morny dees it all the time!?

Jimmy Silver smiled.

“Cricket comes before {friendship, unless

you're chucking away matches,” he re-
marked.
Arthur Newcome grunted. He was a

cheery and contented youth,
his three chums were in the Rookwood
junior team, and ‘he was feeling rather
“left  that afternoon.

“TLeb's hope one of the Modern
will fall downstairs and break a leg

Disaster

as a rule, bus

players
or two,”

‘Mornington there,

a dripping taiz . . .

eungesbed Raby.
com

I\e\ncome laughed.

“T don’t think L1l depend on that,”” he
said, “I'll take a stroll this 'xft:emcon i
think, on the botany stunt. I'll be back be-
fore tea, and then you ean tell me how Bag-
shot walked over you!”

‘“They won’t walk over us in your !ltetlme
fathead ! said Lovell. “1 think we’re going
to 1mop 'em up. I must say that Moeay
has looked a bit oﬂ colour lately, but every-
body else is in great form. Lonroy was bab-
ting yesterday like a Jessop, and Tommy
Dodd is in remarkable form—for a Modert.
We shalt be al right!”

- ““Best of luck, old top!? said Newcaome.
And Newcome strolled away as his chums
headed for the cricket-ground.

After two, the Rookwood juniors be“an ‘to
gather on the ground, There was a good
team to represent Rookwood: Jimmy Silver,
Lovell, Raby, Conroy, Erroll, Van Ryn,
Grace, Mornington—Classicals; and Dodd,
Cook, and Doyle—Moderns. Ten of tne
eleven g'\thered on the ground, in spotiess
white; but Valeubme Mornington was not
there,

Bulkeley of fthe Sixth, the cﬂpbam of
Rookwood, gave them a look-in on his way
to Big ‘Rade for practice. The big Sixth-
I‘ormer glanced over the )umor cncketeu
with an approving eye. Jimmy Silver &
Co. looked very fit and businesslike.

¢ Ready for business, what?’
Bulkeley, with a smile.

“Quite!” said Jimmy. ¢ We're expeck
Bagshot every minute now!’”

¢ Where's your skipper?”

“0Oh, Morny’s coming along!*

“Hes gone out,” éald Smythe of the
Shell, who was hant'm" about the pavilion.
et him on the Coombe road, walkin’, a
quarter of an hour ago!”

Bulkeley looked surprised.

¢“He will be back for the match,” said
Jimmy Silver hastily.

]I should hope so,” remarked the cap-
tain of Rookwood in rather a dry tons.

There was a squeak from Tubby Mauilin.

‘“ Here come Bagshob!”

The visiting team had arrived.

Jimmy Sllver and the other cricketers ex-
changed glances. Pankley & Co. of Bag-
shot had arrived, but the Rookwood cap-
tain was not on the ground to greet them.
Morny had not come in.

“““This is rather curious of . Morumﬂtou,
isn’t it?"” said Lull\eley

““I—I suppose he’
said Jimmy Silver,
right 1!

Bulkeley shook his head and waiked oa
towards the senior ground, If was his duty,
as captain of the school, to keep an eye on
Jumor cricket, and he was by no means

satisfied with N’ornm"tons peeuliar conduct
on this oceasion.

Jimmy Silver greeted the Bagshot feilows,
and Lovell cut off to the gates to see if thére
was any sign of Mommnuon reburning.  But
he looked for Morny in vain.

He came back and found Jimmy chatting
with Pankley and Poole of Bagshot. He
shook his head in response to Jimmy’s 1ta-
quiring glance.

Jimmy called to Erroll.

“Know where Morny's gone, Errollt?”

(13 Non)

“Or when he’ll be back?”

“Sorry, noly

“Well, my hat!” said Jimmy Suver i
dismay.

¢ Anything up?” asked Cecil Pankley. The
Bagshol skipper could see that there was
aomebhmﬂ amiss.

¢ Well, our sklpper hasn't eome in,” said
Jimmy Sllver ¢ Morny's skipper now, you
know. Mind waiting a bit?”?

“Not at all!” said Pankley politely.

But the Bagshot fellows were smiling.
They did not quite know what to make of
a cricket captain who was absent, without
explanation, when the match was due to
begin.

Lrroll ran down to the gates and Iooked
out on the road. But there was no sign ot
¢ and he returned tp the
cricket-ground wit.h 2 knitted brow.

Mornington’s inexplicable absence  was
generally khown now, and it was the »umecc
of animated discussion among the jumiors
gathering round the feld.

Tommy Podd was heard to inguire what
fellows could expect when they elected a
doddering  Classical as ‘captain. Tubby

¢ Then you'll go in, New-

asked

delayed, somehow,””
“he will turn up alt

i _bext Waek’s Rookwood Stsw
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Muffin suggested that Morny had dropped
into the Bird-in-Hand for a game of billiards,
and forgotten all about the match—a eug-
gestion which very nearly earned him a
lunge from Erroll’s bat. .

~ How te account for Morny’s peculiar pro-
ceedings was a mystery, and it was a mys-
tery the Rookwood fellows had no time to
solve. The minutes were passing, and, polite
as the Bagshot Bounders were, ‘they were
showing signs of impatience. The Roolkwood
cricketers held a hurried consultation,

“We can’t keep Bagshot hanging about
much longer,” said Jimmy Silver. ¢ They're
grinning at us already.”

“We shall have to play without Morny!”
grunted Lovell. “What the thump does he
want to take himself off just before a match
for?”?

‘ Goodness knows!” >

¢ He — he may have had some — £0me
accident !”’ said ‘Errol hesitatingly.

¢« Walked under a markef cart, perhaps!”
suggested Arthur Edward Lovell, with deep
sarcasny, -

“ Well, as he hasn’t come back—7"

“More likely some of his cheek!® growled
Jovell,  “He’s just gone -cut and let it
slide.”?

“ He wouldn't do that.??

“ Well, he’s done it. The question is, are
we going to play Bagshot, or ain’'t we?”?

‘“ You're vice, Jimmy !>’ remarked Raby.

Jimmy Silver nodded.

““As Morny isn’t here,
play the match,”” he said.
agree, we’ll get on.
take Morny’s place.”

“And if the fellows had any sense, they’'d
nake you keep it!’? growled Lovell

““ Never mind.that. We shall want another.
man,” said Jimmy Silver Lriskly.  “ Where's
Newcome???

*“The silly azs has gone out hotanieingi”

“That’s rotten! We carn’t  wait any
Jonger. Pons will fill the bill. Know where
~ Pone is, Conroy{?’

““Here he i3, old top!* said the voice of
the Canadian junior, behind Jimmy. ¢ Ready
if you want ne.?

“Get inte your things, then, sharp!?

“ You het

Pone was ready very ckly. = Jummy
Silver, taking his old place as junior ecap-
tain for the nonee, tossed with Pankley for
choice of innings. It fell to Rookwood to

we're bound to
“3f you fellows
I suppose I'd hetter

hat first, and Jimmy eent jn Loveli and
Hrroll to open the innings,
‘“There’s -still a chance for Morny,”” he

satd. “You're last man in, Pons, and if
Morpy turps up, you understand 32

“1 gavvy!? said Pons cheertully.

Probably Pons was not very anxious to see
Mornington turn up bhefore the end of the
innings. As it turned out, Morny did not
do so, and when last man was called, the
Canadian junior went in.  The Rookwood
first innings closed for 60 runs, and when it
was over Mornington had not appeared: and
every fellow on Little Bide was asking him-
eelt the question, ** Where was Morny?”
without being able to find an answer to it

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Newcome.
Y COL !»

Arthur Newcome jumped.
Newcome was Tan g throngh
€oombe Wood, and, in his hotanical

zeal, he had gone a good distance from the
beaten paths. It was a very pleasant ramble
among the big trees, interlaced by creepers
wnd thick ferns, with the sun glinting through
thick, green foliage overhead.

Newcome was in a quite econtented meod.

He would rather have been playing cricket
at Rookwood, hut he was esjoying himself in
hig own way.
The junior had :
lene In the depths of the thic , seldom
odden by anyone. The sudden sound of a
e close at hand startled him.

1t was not only the voice suddeniy break-
ing. the deep stillness of the weod that bad
o startling efiect. It was the fact that the
voice was that of Valentine Mornington.

Newcome had supposed that Merny was on
the ericket-ground at Rookwood, deep in the
Bagshot mateh., He gstared round him in
amazenent, . 25

Mornington was not to be seen, but the
underwood was so thick that Newcome could
not see more than a yard or two. Asg he
looked round him he heard Morny’s voice
again,

- 4 to be

s

¢“Fool! Feoll”

Newcome grinned.

“ Morny’s being jolly polite to somebody!'”
he murmured. .Then he called out, ‘‘Hallo,
Morny !”?

There was a rustle in the underwood.
Newcome pushed his way through, and came
on Valentine Mornington.

The 'dandy of the Fourth was leaning
against the trunk of an old oak, his hands
driven deep into his pockets, and a black and
moody expression on his face.

He gave;Newcome a far from pleasant look,

“Yout” he ejaculated. ¢ What the
dickens are you doin’ here, Newcome?”

“ Botanising !’ answered Newcome cheer-
fally.

Morny gave a scoffing laugh.

¢ What rot?»

“Thanks!?? said Newccme,

unperturbed.

“You seem to be alone lhiere,” said New-
come, glaneing round. “ Whom were you
calling a fool? I heard youl!” :

“Whom do you think?*’ sneered Morning-
ton. ‘I was speakin’ to myself, if you want
to knmow!”’ -

$€Oh, I see! Well, if that’s the case, you
hit the right nail en the head, and got the
right word.”

¢ Oh, shut-up!”

Arthur Newcome’s eyes gleamed, and he
took a step nearer to Valentine Mornington.
He was a peaceable fellow, but Mornington's
manner was very hard to bear peaceably.

Morny regarded him with a sneering look,

¢ Huntin® for ftrouble?” he asked. ‘‘if
you are, I ecan give you all you want, New-
come. I'm jugb in a mood to smash some-
body !

“};’ou ecan try your hand on me if you

s

ML)

SAVING THE MATCH! There was a groan from the Rookwooders as

the leather flew hot from the bat.

“They had expectad to see that ball save
the game for them, but the wicket was still standing.

Then there was a

roar. ‘‘Erroll! Erroll ! Well caught !’ (Se¢ Chapler 6.)

doing here,
t you were

““You haven’t forgotien the match, I sup-

‘s lip carled.
et! The matehl
S of cricked.”

“It’s a cricket captain’s bizney to think of
cricket, isn’t 15777 asked Newcome drily.

#0h, rot!

“Have you left the fellows in the lureh,
then?” exclaimed Newcome mly.

¢<0h, they’ll get on ail right without me!
I don't care a rap whether they do or not.
Hang them! Don’t talk rot!”

“You seem in a jolly nice temper this
afternoon, Morny!” said Newecome, with in-
creasing astonishment. ‘“If that’s the way
you treat cricket fixtures, you won’t be cap-
tain long!»?

‘Do you think I care?®’ snapped Morning-
ton. “I've somethin’ else to think about.”
‘“The fellows will want to know the——"’

¢ Confound the fellows!”

What rot!

I'm

like,” said Newcome. “Pm feeling guite
inclined to damage your nose, you cheeky
cadl”?

Mornington clenched his hands hard, with
a glitter in his eyes.  But hLe unelenched
them again, and shrugged his shoulders.

¢ What's the good?”? he muttered. ‘‘I've
played the fool! Cricket! 1 suppose I'd
have done better to play cricket. Bub it was
a chance—a glorious chance—and—and—-—""

¢ What on earth are you -talking about?””

¢ 0h, nothin’! You’d better clear ofi, X
come; let me alone. Hold on, though!”
Morny came nearer. to Newcome, with a
gleam in his eyes. ‘‘Can you lend me any
money ???

¢ Money!”?
ment.
him,

¢ Ves, money. I—1'm hard up. I--I want
some tin!?? said Mornington eagerly. “I'm
not a chap to borrow, as a rule; you kuow
that. But—but I’m in trouble for want of
some money, and that’s the fact.”?

Newcome’s face softened. He knew
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repeated Newecome, in amaze-
The sudden change in topic astonished

alt
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#bout Morny’s fall from fortune, and he
would not have been surprised to bear that
the once wealthy and extrayagant dandy of
the Fourth had plunged into some expense
he found it difficult to meet

¢<Oh, if that's it 2 he said.

“That's it! Can you lend me a few
guids 7 _ T
“My hat! I'm not a giddy millicnaire!

said Newcome, smiling. *‘1 can lend yeu a
quid if you like.” :
“That all?” asked Morny, his face falling.
“It's all I've got, you sec.”
€ Shell out, then.” -
Newcome took a currepcy note from his

pocket, and handed it to Mornington, whose

¢

fingers closed won it greedily.  He hardly
stayed to mutter a word of thanks, but
darted off through the wood.

¢ Well, my hat!” ejacuiated Newcome.

The sound of brushing foliage andg hur:
ried footsteps died away, and Arthur New-
come was alope. Morny was gone, bug he
Lad not gone in the direction of Rockwood.
Newcome stood for several minutes, staring
blankly in the direction Morny had taken,
before he turned away from the spot. He
sltook his hend seriously as he turned away.
There was something wrong with Valentine
Mornington—something very wrong indeed;
and Newcome wondered what it was.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
Wornington’s Return.
(13 06 it, Jimmy!”
o Shadows were leng I at
: Rookwood, and the cricket-match
Was Very its close.  Morny
had not put in an earance, and in the
keen interest of ihe game the Rookwoocders
had almost forgotten him.

The mateh had been wel
wood had taken €0 in th
50 in the second. B ot had 65 for the
first innings, and th were 490 ip the second
for eight wickets. Five were wanted to tie,
and 6 to win, and two wickets to fall.

Jimmy Silver’s bowling was to bs the de-
ciding factor.

Pankley of Bagshot had the bowling, with
Patter at the other end. Pankley had done
very well for his side, and hie was very com-
fident. The over was beginning, and Jimmy
Silver was going on to bowl, and all eyes
were upon him.

“ Go it, Jimmy Silver!”?

< Good old Jimmy !’

Jimmy Silver sent down the ball, and
Pankley smiled as he played it. Ths leather
went whizzing, and it jooked like two tO
Pankley, and he ran, and Putter ran. But
the ball came quickly in with a smart re-
turn from Kit KErroll, and if proved oniy
o single.

Putter had to face the bowling, and it was
Jimmy Silver’s turn to smile. He knew that
he could handle Putter.

Llack!

The sound of the falling wicket followed
the ball, and there was a roar from the
Rookwood crowd.

“ Well bowled, Jimmy !

¢ Bravo!”

“Good old Jimmy !

“‘Last man in!” :

The 1ast Bagshot man came to the wickets,
and he was very wary. He krocked the
ball away for a single run, and gave the
bowling teo Ceeil Pankley again. Three to
tie, and four to win, and Pankley was m
great form.

And the hopes of Rookweod fell almost o
x{,)er[rla when Pankley scored two from the next

all.

“All over bar shoutin’!” yawned Adolphus
Smythe of the Shell.

“One to tie, and two to win!” murmured
Arthur Edward Lovell. “Oh, Jimmy!”

Jimmy Silver was not in a hurry to deliver
the mnext ball, 'The result of the Bagshot
mateh probably depended on it, and Jimmy
Silver put all he knew into it. The ball
came down, and Pankley played.

There was something like a groan from
Lovell as the leather flew hot from the bat.

And the Rookwooders gasped. They had
hoped, and more than half-expected, to see
the wicket go down; and the wicket was
still standing, and the batsmen were run-
ning.

And then there was a roar.

¢ Erroll, Erroll! Well caugh$!”

“Dh, well caught, sir!”’

Kit Erroll, with a flush in kis face. held
up the ball. And all Rookwood roared.
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¢ How’s that?” -
¢ Huarrah!?

¢ Well caught, Krrollis

Jimmy Silver rushed up to the fHeldsman,

and gave him a tremendous clap: on the
shouider.

“Good man!’’ ke gasped. < 0h, good
man!”’

“Qur win!” chortled Lovell. “Rookwood

wins! Hurrah!”

Pankiey grinned at Jimmy Silver as he
came off.

“Jolly near thing!”* he remarked. *‘ihat
was a good catch—or was it a giddy fiuke!”

“No fear!” said Jimmy laughing. “lIt
was a fluke your getting so near fo a win,
old top.”

‘“Bow-wow!” was the Bagshot skipper’s

{ reply to that.

There was keen satisfaction among the
Rookwooders. The end had been very close,
but the win was all the more satistactory
on that account. Only Kit Erroil’s face
was clouded as fhe cricketers came off the
field. He was thinking of his abse

Newcome came in as Ji
were heading for the School House.

“How did it go?” he inquired.

“ Won by a run.”

(49 GOOd!”

“My hat! Morny never turned up, after
all!” exclaimed Lovell, remembering the
existence of Valentine Mornington. * What
do you think of that for a skipper?”

Newcome nodded.

1 knew,” he said.
wood this afternoon.

“Then he's had no aecident?”
Raby.

I met him in the

exclaimed

‘“He didn’t 1 like it. He seemed a bit
wortied, that was all.”

‘“He'll get some plain Xnelish when he
comes back -to Rookwood,” said Jimmy
Silver quietiy.

After the Bagshot fellows were gone,
Jimmy Silver repaired to Study No. 4. He
knew that Kit Erroll was anxious about his
chum. He found Erroil moving restliessly

about the study. Erroll looked up quickly
as Jimmy appeared in the doorway.

““Has he come in?” he asked eagerly.

“Not yet.”?

11 think there must have been some
accident,” faltered Erroll. “It’s unaccount-
able, otherwize ” v

“That's what I eame fo tell you,” said
Jimmy Silver. “There’s not been any
aceident.”

““ How do you know?”

““Because Newcome met Morny in the
wood, when le was out on his botany stunb.
Morny simply let the mateh slide.”

¢ He—he couldn't!” muttered Erroil.

““ Well, he did.”

“But—but why should he?”?

Jimmy’'s face set grimly,

“That's what he will have to explain
when he comes in. The cricket elub ean’t
be treated in this way.”

.1 think he must
Jimmy. Give him a chance, you know.”

““If he had a good reason, he can tell us
what it was,” said Jummy Silver; and he
left the study.

Erroll, with a troubled brow, went down-
stairs. . He could not account for Morny’s
conduct, but there were dark forebodmgs
in his mind. He had nob forgotten the list
of numbers discovered by Tubby Muftin, ot
which he knew the meaning far better than
Jimmy Silver did. And there was a deep
fear in his heart that evil had betallen his
chum.

A good many fellows gathered in the big
doorway to waif for Mornington to ecme in.
It was clcse on lseking-up now, and his re-
turn  could not be long delayed. Yubby
Muffin’s fab squeak was heard at last from

he dusky quad.

¢ Here he comes!”

A figure loomed up in the dusk.

Valentine Mornington came striding to-
wards the School House, and he came up
the steps with a set face and a black brow.
His look was not pleasant; and one or two
feillows who had intended to “jaw ” him
decided not to do so. But Morny’s black
look had no terrors for Jimmy Silver, and
he spoke at once as Morninzton entered the
House.

“ You've missed the match, Mornington.”

“Eh? Oh, yest”

““You're supposed to be junior captain!”’
exclaimed Lovell. = “ What the thump do
you mean by i6?2”

¢ Find out !

have a good reason, |

Tuesday is a day to be remembered. It's * Pogulaz’ day!

¢ Wha-g-a6?”

¢Morny !> muttered Trroll, in distress.

Mornington did not even glance at hY
chum, -

“Don’t you even want to know how ib
went, Morny?” exclaimed Raby, in angry
disgust. -

“Not in the least!” .

Mornington strode on towards the stair-
case, leaving the juniors gazing.

¢ Mornington !”’ exclaimed Jrmmmy Silver.

¢ Go and eat coke!”

And Mornington tramped
without another word.

Jimmy Silver made a step after Morning-
ton, but he stopped. There was nothing
more to be said just then. But it was pretby
clear to all that Mornington’s days as junior
captain of Rookwood were numbered.

THE END.

(Tell your pals that next week’s story of Jimmy
Silver & Co. of Rookwood is full of thrills.)

up the etairs
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% SMITHY'S
' ROUGH LUCK!:

& :

(Continued from page 21.) =2

The struggle to do the right was diffi-

BHD

BB

face.
cult; the shadow of the past lay too darkly

upon his path. By foree of circumstances, it
seemed that by persisting in the straight
path, he would bring ruin upon himself; and
that he could only save himself by going
back to the old bad ways. It was a grim
temptation to one whose conceptions of right
and wrong were by no means firmly fixed.

Wharton understood his feelings, and he
laid his hand on the Beunder’s shoulder,

“Don’t think of that, Smithy,” he said
quietly. 1

But don't
wora, and on yourself. Play

go back on your
the game!”

“And get the sack!” =aid the Bounder
sardonically.

“It's a rotten position, T know. But there
must be some way out.”

“Blessed if I see it, then! The fellow
may get tipsy, and eome here. That's tke
greatest danger. He must have been tipsy,
and bilabbed something out before Loder
some time. That's what put Loder on the
track last night. He doesn't care what he
says or does when he’s been drinking. He
thinks I've given him the go-by, and he'’s
ratty about it. Tt's natural in a way. If he
comes here—— The Rounder set his teeth.
“I'm not goine to be sacked from the school
for the sake of playing the game as you call
it! Tf there's po other way, I shall pal on
to him again, and stave it off that way.”

“ Smithy 1

“I'm not going to be ruined!” said the
Bounder savagely. “ Haven't I done my best?
There isn't a fellow in the scheol has been
straighter than I've been this term. I've had
Loder and Carne down on me because of it—
and you know how much a prefect can make 3
a junior sguirm. I've chucked it all up:
betting, smoking, breaking bounds—every-
thing—and if you want to know, I've found
it precious dull at times, too. But I've stuck
to it. I've even gone out of my way to help
others do the same. Haven't I looked after
that fool Hazeldene like a Dutch uncle, and
kept it dark that he took my money to gam-
ble with? Y've done more than most fellows
would do. Now I've got to be shown up and
ruined, because I'm trying to do the decent
thing. Well, I'm fed up with it!»” =

“1 know. But it all comes of your break-
ing your promise to the Head,” said Harry
quietly. “That’s the cause of it, and you’ve
got to pay for it, Smithy. You ought to
stick to your guns, and piay the game—what-
ever comes of it!”

“That’s easy enough for you to say; you're
not in the soup. I tell you a chap’s whole
career is ruined by being sacked from a
school like this—and for such reasoms! 1
can’t be expected to stand it! I've got to
save myself, and I'li save myself any way I
can!”

THE END,

(You mast not miss next week's stirring Story
of GreyPriars, entitled: “ OUTWITTING A
RASCAL’Y

& The Mystery of the Bungalow on the Heaith ! 22—Next Week !
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THE GREAT cOMPETITICM:
g T s iust as I expected. There has been & record rush im con-
nection wi
prize list. But tb

re is plenty of tm.‘e yet. Make ready!

Send in your coupons! Those of my readers who have not
as yet got busy over their forecasts would be well advised to
make up for Jost time. Lost time may mean lost priZes, and these
prizes are worth striving for. Phis is the opportunity of the
Beason, and the splendid oﬁ’er has made a sensation,

T OUTWITTING A RASCAL 1V

Next week we havée a strong and Bhorouﬂhiy ab‘pea‘!mg yarn
dealing with the varfed career of Verton-Smith. he B ider of
Greyfriars has good chums these days. Tong age Yk abd Wharton
were at da;.gen drawn.  Things have ehanged y*xst The Remove
captain is his Wost loyal chuim, but even the comradeshm of
Wharton and the resourceful Co, caniiot save the Bounder from
the consequences of past folly,  TIn the new story we see Vernon-
Smith being victimised shametslly by an unserupulos rogue who
is in possession of a tell-tale letter which bught to have been
destroyed long before. The rascal is intent on queezing, inoney
out of his prey. You will be thrilled by the action of Wharton.
e is not the fellow to leavé a chum in the lureh. He realises
there is something he ean do; and he gets busy in grand style

i pickY |BIRD’S CAPTURE.Y

Tt would be absurd o mstitute comparisons; big ’thbre is no
‘douht that the dramatic Cedar Creek series in the “Pop > is
simply uxmw‘led There is nothing so fine in this special line
to be fo wiere. Don’t miss next week’'s gribpineg story
of adventure w;tl tustlers ahd road agelits. It 15 & narrative
full of excitement, and the way the Cedar Creek  fellows. rally
to the call of auw to round up some of the pests of the Thomp-
son Valley Section makes brilliant reading. We #lH like Cedar
€reek, and the topping little school will stand even hlgher after
next Tuesdqy

» HEADING FOR DISASTER! Y
Val Mornington is a4 puzzie to his friends. He is oné of the
fellows who comte unibuck at a critical juncture. In next week’s
tale of Rookwood it is pretty evident he is passing through
an out-and-out bad phase. Will his tenure of the coveted cap-
taincy he shortened by redsch of his amaziny tactics? That
remains to be seen. Anyway, he is going dowi&hxll and when you
find a wrong start is made in that direction, You feel that
nothing short of # miracle will be any pgood. Tuesday's yarn
is a master Qtroke—;,urpmse after surprise makes you Well-nigh
giddy with anticipation of what is coming mext. You will feel
all the time that Mornington ought to pull himself together. He

is worthy of better things.

S SKIVMIPOLE’'S REFORMATION SCHEME.”

St. Jim's is admirably represented in the next issue of the
- “Popular ” by no less a personage than Skimpole. “Skimmay,”
as Gussy always calls him, has a great idea.  Unkind critics would
say the brainy, quaint-minded fellow had a bee in his honnet,
but onc need not take such caustic sceptics into account, any
‘more than does the benevelent Skimpole. Very féew people really
understand Skimpole. He often fails to understand himself, Yon
sometimes get the impression that he is lost in admiration of
his own perfections. Then he suddenly pulls out the modest stop,
as it were, and you see the real character of the fellow. In the
new yarn lie captures your attention by his wheeze to turn all
the lads of the neighbouring: village info superfine gentlemen.
Of course, you eannot make silk purses out of the ears of sows,
and, for dlab matter, one never heard of any misguided enthusiasts
who contemplated setting up a factory for the -purpose, Bub
sows’ ears do not come in. And yet Skimpole has got the wrong
pie by the ear. He thinks it would be a great thine to turh 2
Jout into a gentleman, and so it micht, but you have got to
prove that the alleged lout is really a lout.  The story goes in
pne long, hearty langh, and what more could be wished?

- AN IMPOT NUMBER.

That mest popular institution known as an impot is treated
of in the most thorough style next week. As we know, most
fellows weleome an impot. They know its intrinsic worth. It
is so chastening and inspiriting. What more enjoyable thah
“Jines 72 You will smile some over ‘Billy Bunter's Weekly  on
Tueaday. The porpoise is the proprletor of some very curious and
entertaining knowled"e concemmg impots, and he lets the world
bcneﬂt ‘uhereby

* THE LEAQUE OF SEVEN.”

We are on the eve of the Great Rebellion in the coming instal-
ment. Lhe Duke of Monmouth has landed at Lyme; the m)ster!ouo
League is busy; there i€ a rush fo the standard of the handsome
and debonair St\xart Prince whom so many think would make
a better king than the ignoble James. The reader will be
thnlled by the amazing de\elopments ensuing on the clarion ecall

lj_J?our EDitor,

ith the 11mund Cricket Com et:tun, with its £300

A Beauty Giftfor your Hair

SHARLENE HAIR-DMLL" ENSUBES REAL

HAIR HEALTH AND BEAUTY,

1,000,600 ‘'HAIR-DRILL’ OUTFITS FREE.

O woman i thé world possesses as her natural bii‘thﬂght such
- exquisitely firie hair 2% the British woman. With Broper care it
beeomes, indeed, the ver; crown of her charm and beauty. nder the
treatment of  Harlene Hair-Drill éveryone can possess this erowning
beauty, and ean assure hersell of the truth of this declaration by sell-
demonétration tree of expense, A Free Trial Qutfit is now ready for
your. acceptance, No longer, therefore, is there any ne Pssmy or

exciise for anyone nob to prove by persotial experience how ** Harlene
Hair-Drill 7 c¢auses the hair to erow in health and beauty:

iIF YOU VALUE YOUR HAIR WBITE NOWw.
Simply

There are no restrictions attached to this Four-Fold Gift.

. gend your name and address, written clearly on a blank piece of paper,

together  witl

the COUPOn ““ I Figd the sumie dzjmizlty 3
below, and you you (struggling with HRat:
may commence which seemed to get more dull
to gain  hair and lifeless every dag/) but
beauty In the after o short course of {
delightiul tene Hair-Drill ° you see the

< Hatlene Hair- posuls—bright, fresh and lus:
Dmht: wavH trous, mowo@er easy to dress.”

ur

Jene Hair-

Drill”?  Four-

Fold Gift is for

you if you are

troubled with—
1 Falling

Sealp.
3. Sphttmg

4 Llieless

7. Thinning

it
Hair, #
8. Baldness. ¢
Let  © He b
lene H &
Drilt 2
your hair &
inereage
value to you:
Cut  oub
coupon . be
and post as
directed . 0- 1 5 woitderfu] what quly 2 fidfites a day practics
day. = 11 will &#kHieve in the ecul~

3 n¢
This i8 feaﬁy Hoh and press mm

a Four-in-Oj it f‘ﬁ [ ccept one of the
gi‘fgesff)f it m' mo;m 4-in-1 Fres Giit Ou‘tﬁts. (See Coupon below.)

1.—&1 bc;ltﬂe of ¢ Harlene,” the true liquid food and natural tonic for

e hair.

2.—A packet of ‘ Oremex ’ shampoo. This is an antiseptic purifier
which thoroughly cleanses the hair and scalp of all scurf, ete., and
prepares the hair for the ‘‘ Hair-Drill 2’ treatment. You should
avoid greasy, hair-matting cocoannt cils.

3.—A hotfle of “ Uzon >’ Brilliantine, which gives a final touch of
beauty to the halr, and 's especially beneficial to those whose scalp
is inclined fo be ¢

4,—A copy of the new edmon of the secret °‘ Hair-Drill ?* Manual of

_ instruction.

ia gm fous head of hair,

T A IPEES FRTINW AT ]

Everyone, especially ladies, shonld beware of atte*nptmg to grow
hair by means of internal medicines. Even if it were possitle, it
would be dangerous, as it would cause new hair growth ali over
the body or not af all. Thus, internal remsdies are likely to cause
complete disfisurement and unsightliness by causing superfluous
hairs to grow on Cheeks, Lips, Chin, and Arms,

After a Free Trial you will be able to obtain further supplies of
“ Harlene ” at 18, 13d., 2¢. 94, and 4s. 9d. per bottle, “ Uzon **
Brilliantine at 18, 11d. and 2s. 9d. per bottle; and * Cremex * Shampoo
Powders at 1s. 6d. per box of seven ehampoos (single packet 3d. each),
from Chemists and Stores all over the World. :

“« HARLENE ” FREE GIFT FoRM
Detach and post to EDWARDS HARLENE, Ltd., |
20, 22, 24, & 26, Lamb’s Conduit Street, London, W.C.l. :

Dear Sirs,—Please send me your fres “Harlene ” Four-Fold
Hair-Growing Outfit as deseribed above. I enclose 4d. in stamps
for postage and packing to my address. i

POPULAR, 28/7/23.

NOTE TO READER,

Write your FULL name and address clearly on a plain piece
of paper, pin this coupon to it, and “post as directed above..
(‘V!ark envelope s Sample Dept.”

B.—If your hair is GREY, enclose extra 2d. stamp—64d. in all—
and o FRIE bottle of “Astol” for Grey Hair will aWso be sent you.
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D BR!NGS YOU THIS

'DAY JEWELLED
Offered to ‘“The Popular” .

Readers on
our ‘u‘nbaacnble Bamgain Terms.
B&}AD OUR BRIEF DESCRIPTION.
Gent.’s full size Keyless 8.day Lever Watch,
. heavy nickel.silver:finished cabe. Jewelled
interchangeable lever movement with
yisiblo escapement of highest workman.
ship {3 prize medals), All latest im.
provements including safety catch to
prevent overwinding. Each watchcare.

 fully adjusted to keep accurate time.
Only wants winding once -a week. A
high-class, sorviceable watch, Fully
guaranteed 10 yoars. -
OUR UNEQUALLED TERMS.
Wo send this handsoms wabch post
paid upon receipt of 6d. only. “After
receiving watch,-if satished, you send
3/-morg and the balanceby instalments
of 4/- a month; uniiY only »01 is paid.
i Price, full cash (or within 7 days of
roceipt),~27/6 only. «Qash returned
annmgly if not abso‘lutely satisfed &
. watch is returned within T days.
Send P:O. or stamps now £0:—
SIMPSON'S (BR(GH!.‘ON) LTD.
{Dept. 204), 94, Queen’s Road,
BBIGHTOH SUSSEX.

&) PER—KREEM
‘ TOFFEE

N ERVOUS FEARS

How many people fear meeting others, travelling in ‘Irains,
Trams, Tubes, or Buses, mixing in Society, going into a Restaurant,
ot of havmg nnythmg important to do. Such Nervous Fears are
ruination to any man or woman’s chance of success in life. Become
Nerve-Strong, Self-Confident, Bright and Happy, by sending im-

- mediately -3 penny. stamps. for particulars of the Mento-Nerve
Strengthening Treatment. GUARANTEED CURE OR MONEY
REFUNDED.-GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, LTD., 543, imperial

Buildings, Ludgate Gircus, London, E.C. 4.
HEIGHT COUNTS
Let the Girvan System increase

in winning success.
your height. Wonderful results. Send P.C. for par-

ticulars and our £100 guarantee to Enquiry Dept.,
AM.P, 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N. 4.

100 DIFFERENT STAMPS FREE!

Actual Contents:—Set B unused Army Stamps, Ukraine. Bohemia;
long sob Austria (mint); set Bayern, Germany (miners); set un-
used . Magyar (reapers); set Scandinavia; British Colonials, War
Stamps, ete. SEND POSTCARD ONLY, requesting our lamous
Approvals and mentioning this paper.

LISBURN & TOWNSEND, 166. Islington, LIVERPOOL.

MAGIC TRICKS,

Price 6d.cach,4forl/-—T. W

etc.-—Parcels, 2/8, 5/68. Ventriloguist’s
Instrument. Invisible. Imitate Birds.
-Harrison, 239, Pentonville Rd., London, N .1.

- THE *“*POPULAR"

—Evety Tuesday.»

12 ﬁMonﬁl

1sallyou pay forourNo, 400A lad
or gentleman’s Mead “ Marvel’
the finest cycles ever offered on

RN @ suchexceptionallyeasyterms, Built
B to stand hard wear. Brilliantly
@\___) plated; richly enamelled, ex-~

quisltely lined In two colours.
Sent packed free, carriage paid on

15 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL.
Fullywarranted. Promptdelivery.
Money refunded if dissatisfied.
Big bargains in slightly factory
soiled mounts; Tyres and B
Accessories. 333 % below shop
prices. Buy direct from the
actory and save poun
ow a seven-year-old ‘MEAD
which had traversed 75,000 milas,
"beat €50 up-to-date machines and
broke the world’s record by covering
34,366 milesin 865 daysisexplained in
ou; artcatalogue. Write TO- DAY

MEADCYCLECO. (Im:.)
. (Dept. B797) -

Fino New Model Accordeon, 10 X 10F X

1 / 2-PR]CE Fiano- Fiatshed, Metal-Bound 9. Fold Skrom

Keoys, otc. - Grand rgan -Tone.
Sent b,y Beturl P st. to approved orders, for 1f-
Deposit and. 1/3 Postage, and promise to send 2/
- in all is paid. 2/- TUTOR
loe. 12/6, Post Fres (Elsewhers

Delight or Money Haock. REE—
d Illustrated Catalogue Post Big

7d4. to 77/6 Cash sor 1/- W
A.Aeoordeonn. 12/6 to 42[-. Gramophones, 39/6
@. Clocks, 4/8 to 5b/-. Watches, 5/«

s Jeweliary, Novelties. Toys, Eio
PAIN'S PRESENTS HOUSE, Dept. 9A,
HAST!N‘GS. (Ettabushed 54 Years.)
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- g DON"E XEXE: BU‘I-I-I EI»
- : special offer,” TWO ILLUS. SAMPLE LESSONS

3 from my Complete Course on JUIITSU for four

penny stamps, Jujitsu is ¢he best & giraplest
science of self defence and attack ever invented.
Learn {o take care of yourself under ALL circam-
§stances and fearn to protect the small'and weak

. e SEND NOW.

o YAWARA 1 SCHOOL (Dept. A.P.), 31, Golden Square, Regent Street, W.1.
Worth of C Ph i terial,

£2,000 Yo JoCten, I B Ko,

B ACKETTS WORK

Cameras, &o.
ES, FREE. —
JUL‘Y ROAD, I.IVI‘.BPOOI- B.
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The * Big Bet;" Keyless Lever Watch on
THE GREATEST BARGAIN TERMS ever
put before the British Public by one of

LONDON'S OLDEST-ESTABLISHED
MAIL ORDER HOUSES.

Free

with Seal

s

-J-LJ

3072
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An absolutely FREE Gift of
a Solid Silver English Hall-
marked Double Curb Albert,
attached, given FREE
with every Watch.

SPECIFICATION: Gent's Full-size Keyless
Lever Watch, improved action; fitted
patent recoil click, preventing breakage
of mainspring by overwinding.
10 YEARS' WARRANTY

w Sent on receipt of 3d.
deposit; after appro-
val, send1/9more. The balance
may then be paid by 9 monthiy
payments of 2/~ each. Cash
refunded in full if dxssahsﬁed.
Send 34. now to

J. A. DAVIS & GO.

(Dopt. 87), 26 Denmark Hill,
London, 8.E. §.
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.. When Answering Advertisements
_%*  Please _Mention This Paper. e

lumm|umﬂmunumummmmunuuumm|mlmmmmlmmmmmumummu

All applications for Advertisement Space

in this pubhcanon ‘should be addressed
to the Advertisement Manager,
- UNION JACK SERIES, The Fleetway
House, Farringdon St., London, E.C4. .

1

8 ;. _Tha -Plestway House, lenm don,
< gatog: Inland -and Akr%g:d . Sper-a; R‘ naum; . Bl »mg.rxmu"&"“
Austrai(a and Now Zoaland: Moessrs. -Gorden k Gotoh, L

td.; nd tor mu-, '!hsx{mperkl Nows CJo., L

P;t'nt-s&s -and published every Tussday Ly the Propristors; The Amalgammd Press (1923), Ltd., The ¥Fleetway Eousa. Farrlgdon Bn-eet Lomton, .a 4.
ment B

(. B (steted Tor transmi Subwr
ef South Alrics:"The tul Novu Apge: “

80
(thnda) —saturday. J’nly an. 1923.
b2 .
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