MAGNIFIGENT PENNY HOLIDAY NUMBER FOR BOYS!

L (WITH WHICH IS AMALGAMATED “THE DREADNOUGHT.)

D LS TP Y e T

POLICE-CONSTABLE JIMMY SILVER ARRESTS ROOKWOOD'S GERMAN MASTER!

“Wow " said Tonuny Dodd. “That s what comes of being on

** Licked?"" asked Lovell. yvour rotten Modern side!” remarked
Tommy Dodd, who scemed to be | Raby, with o shake of tho head.
] rying to coil himgelf up inte o | " Now, on the Classic sidn wo don's
] suilor's knot, uncurled himsell and | have Gernan, and we  don’t heve
T 5 o glared av the questioner. Herr Kinkel I should cousider it
A Magnificent New Long Complete School Story, introducing . a , :
licked! Do you think I'm doing “Wow ! Wow!
JIMMY SILVER & Co. at Rookwood. gymnastics?" " Hurt ;

You silly ass! Of course I've been | unpatriotic to mug up German now."”
Lehoosn:  suid Jinuny Silver,

“Well, don't jump down a fellow's Tho vouths prided them.

throat,” said Lovell good-naturedly. | selves on .ot knowing the diflereuce
BY N N & “I'm osorry. really, T dare say you | botween ““dor™ and “dem " and

:l(-sm‘\'m]_it‘; you Modern kids want | “dus.” 'l']l\.‘y not anly anped Gor-
a lot of licking, but— 1 man on their «ide, but they escaped

3 “ Fathead " groaned Tommy Dodd, | the German  mastor—wlhich was a

The 18t Chapter. fortitude, for they were hard as nai Thus li‘u- three Tommies. “Go awuy ! Y:l:: fiaco worrios me " | Ereat cscipe, for Herr Kinkel was a

The Neavy-handed IHun, But. on thi, occusion it was evident Jinmmy' Bilver & Co., the Classical S Owawow ! said Cook. I feel as rr\lul Tartar. e was not popular
“Oh, dear!” that they had been *through it four, halted, with sympathotic IookT; if I've been skinned, you know ! And with the m;:ﬁmr‘\, and ha was detested
“Oh: orumbs ™ W L{’-‘h unusual severity, £ Jimmy Silver & Co. were “down just to thinlk that thore's o silly Taw by all the 1'1- fmsi Cly :np.{ Z‘-loder’n.
“ O, crikoy !” They were wriggling in the passage, | on Moderus, on principle, but they | against knocking Germans on the | His temper was Innnish—indeed, the

‘Throo juniors of the Modern sido squeczing their hands, snd grunting, | could sympothise with them at a timo | head! Wow! Why cun’t they put Juniors declar t:\:ul. they could cusily
at Rookwood School uttered those | aid miurmuaring  sad lamentations, 1ikn']us_. .‘l'lm wriggling and writhing | the beast in a concentration-camp? | imagine hin massacring Belgians, like
loloful  exclamations in o sort of | when tho Classical Fourth camo out | and twisting of tha three Tommies | Yow! What are comps for, excepting the ovher Huns,

X Thov were T of their Form-room. maoved their compassion. They knew | o shove rotten Huns in? Grooooh ! At thoe beginuing of the war the

s Hack S oy Dasis | “Ob, dear! My Handst™ what this kind of thing was like—thoy |+ Horr  Kinkel againt” = asked | Modern juniors had joyfully ontici:

(enerally the threo Tommies bore “Oh, jiminy! My paws!? hud “been thero ” themsclves! Jimmy Silver sympathetically, pated the depariure of Herr Kinkel
everinlly Lre i

the lickings thut came their way with Ol Ow-wow ! “ Had it bad?” asked Jimmy Silver. Yow! ¥esl Wowl!2 (Continued on the next page.)
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to_an internment-camp. They were
grievously disappointed when he did
not depart  “To get rid of German
lessons and German master at onc fell
swoop would have been ripping, But
Herr Kinke! was regarded in a dif-
forent light by the Head of Rook-
wood, Herr Kinkol was registercd as
an cnomy alien, and he stayed on,
and wae quite freo within a radius of

va miles of Rookwood. His pupils
would have proforred him to bo any-
whero on tho other sido of the legal
“five-mile radius

“The worst of it is that we didn't
<o snything " moaned Tommy Dodd.
1 did-—woll, practically nothing ; and
these chaps didn't do anything at all
It's simply rotten to let n sevage Hun
like thut loose on ws, Ono of those
doys I shall commit Hunnicide!”

“What was it you did?” asked
Newcome, ‘I mean, what was it you
didn’t do?”

Tommy Dodd grinned feehbly.

“Tho beas, has been giving us
Gorman this morning., I :imEly drew
& picturo in my exercise-book. Why
shouldn't I draw a picture if 1 want
to?  Old Bootles would enly have
givon me lines. Bub not that rotter
Kinkel. Ho gave mo the pointor—
hard! And Cook and Doyle got the
pointer, ton, just beeause they looked
at the picturo. Perhaps they grinned
w hit, It was a comio picture,”

"My hat!? enid Jimmy Silver.
“Laok here, ga to Mr, Bootles about
st He's no right to lick you like
that just for drawing o picture in
Jesson.time, " :

“Well, it was a picture of the
Kaisclr‘,”’:\dmitted Tommy D

“ORY

“It was only a j-j-joke, you know,
Just a_picture of the Ksiscr dressed
as 8 Rerlll Indian, scalping tho Bel.
giante—

“You ams! Ha, he, hal”

“4Well, the boast is woree than a
TRod Indien, isn't he?" demanded
Tommy Dedd. " Rod Indians are re-
spectable compared with the Huns,
And the Kaiser knows better, and
tha Red Indinns don't, so he's much
werse. Put Kinkel gob ratty for
50me_reason-——" W

“Hu, ha! 1 wonder why?"

“ And then he laid into us with the
pointer,”  groaned Tommy Dodd.
“That ass Doyle gave us away with
his cackle, ar the Hun wouldn't have
seen it.  They cughtn't to have a
Hun hero in war-timo. Oh, my paws!
1 she'n’t bo able to play cricket this
afternoon, Oh, erikey!"”

“The Hoad would be down on the
beast if ho knew what o boast he
was!” mumbled Cook. “But the
beast is ulvuys so oily to the Head—
just like w sneaking Hun! Instead of

ging down on him, the Head would
be down on us, becauso of silly rot
about chivalry and so on to beastly
Huns who huppen to bo hero,  As if
Huns understund ehivalry | They
don't understand anything but a drivo
in the eye.”

“The bheast eume snoaking behind
us—you knaw hew ho ereops about
like & vat,” suid Doyle--wo didn't
seo him ab first—ow ! So he spottod
the picture—wow! Bure, I'd give o
week's vocket-morney to scrag him?!”

“Just like n rotten Hun!™ said
Jimmy Silvor indignantly,

Herr Kinkel's stealthy manner of
movisig abeut guictly and eatehing
remarks that were not intended for
his cars was wel!l known to the Fistical
Four.

“ Bilber!"” .

Jimmy Silver & Co. jumped as thoy
heard tho unpleasant veice ¢lose be-
hind them. Thoy spun round.

Herr Kinke! atood blinking at them,
his little light-blue eyes twinkling
with rage.

Jimmls' Silver & Co.
dismay.

Just as they were discussing and
condemning Herr Kinkel's stealthy
manners and customs, Herr Kinkel
had been indulging in them once
more. Not onoe of the i’uniurs had
heard him como along the passage
But thero he was, and ho had evi.
dontly heurd Jimmy Silver's uncom-
plimentary remark.

stood in

Will you do Your Editor m good tur
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page.)

It;“,Si!borl You mpick of me, ain't
i

£ i O

“Yau call me Hun, wasn't it?"

“J—I didn't know you werg listen.
ing, sir,” stammered Jimmy Silver,

Herr Kinkel turned purple. Ho did
not like to hear his eavesdropping
called by its right namo,

You ‘nsolent poy! You talk to
me like that! Folge mir—follow mo
mit you, «nd I tukes you to your
Form-master !"

“Oh, crumbs!”

“ And you oders—Ruby und Loffell
und Newecome-—you gum!"” .

“They didn't call you o Hun, sir,”
said Jimmy Silver.” “They hadn't
said whut they thought, sir.”

“Gum!” shouted Herr Kinkel.

Ho strode away to Mrv. Bootles's
study, and the Classical four, with
1uguiriouu looks, followed him.

Tommy Dodd & Co. looked after
them with sympathy. The Fistical
Four were in for it now!

e

The 2nd Chapter.
On the Warpath,

Mr. Bootles, the muester of tho
Tourth, Jooked worried as Herr Kin.
kel strode into his study, followed by
the four Jassical jumiors.  Mr.
Bootles was a kind-hosrtod man, very
diffcront from Herr Kinkel, q{l_&;\]gy
was 1ot o beliover in the mefhods Bf
eriphtfulnoss 7 desr to tho heart of
the Hun. But he could not decline to
Jiston to a complaint laid against
boys in his Form.

** Herr Pootles,

“Yes, what is it, Herr Kinkel?”
said Mr. Bootles, with a sigh,

* Desa poys de;;' insult mel

“Dear mel 1 01“ ‘not!

# Aber—but I tell you tat yes! Is
it tat I, & Cherman, shall bo called &
Hun b{‘ doso poyst”

Mr. Bootles frowned.

“Js it poseible, Silver, that you
havo epplied that exccedingly oppro-
brious term to Herr Kinkel?” he ex-
claimed. ] e

“I—T was speaking generally, sir,
murmured Jimmy_ _ Silver. I-I
didn't know that Ilerr Kinkol was
cteoging behind me.

“Silver ! !

“1f I had, sir, I shouldn't have
made the remork. And—and 1 didn't
exuctly call Herr Kinkel o Hun. I
only euid that sneaking about in a
stealthy way was just ke n un.”

“You hear him, Herr Pootles!”

asped the German master, almost
osming. .

“Qilver! Were you referring to
Herr Kinkel, or were you noti”

“Well, yes, sir.”

“Then T shall cane you severely.
You are aware, Silver, that it is ab-
surd and very wrong to display pre-
judice against a nation with whom
we are at war. You aro aware that
the Head would be \’erif angry if M:iy
rudeness should be shown towards
Herr Kinkel because he is o German.
You must be aware that such pre-
judices are ridiculous.”

“Oh, yes, sir,” said Jimmy Silver.

We think that * Hymns of Hate,’ and
such stuff are awful rot, I hope
wa’l\;a got more sense than the Huns,
8Ir.

Herr Kinkel clenched his fat hands
with fury. Mr. Bootles coughed. It
was well known that Herr Kinkel had
u copy of the celebrated * Iluss.
Gosang gegen England ™ in his study,
und he was sometimes heard mum-
bling it over.

“Silver, you must
make such remarks—ahem [—

“But I was only saying that I agree
with you, sir,” said Jimmy Silver in-
nocently.  ““We knowmthat some
Geormang are jolly decent chaps, but
gome of them are be;wtl}{ Huns, sir.
But we haven't any prejudices. If
anybody was to write o ‘ Hymn of
Hate ' ageinst Germany, we should
think he was a silly ass, as big o silly
ass as the German chap who wrote the

I gomplain to you

not—ahem |—

* Hass-Gesung,” sir.  Shouldn't we,
you chaps?”
“¥Yes, rather,” enid Lovell and

Raby and Newcpme all together.

“You hear dem, Herr Pootles?”

shricked Herr Kinkal.
“¥Yes, henr them," said Mr.
Bootles. ‘“They express a  very

Ierr Kinkel—very

proper sentiment, K
my mind—perlaps

proper indeed, to
a little fr:rugi:]_y'."
w“ i

“You are quite right, my boys, to
be careful to avoid any feclings of
bitterness or rancour towards an
enemy,”” said Mr. Bootles, **Buch
feelings displuyed by the enemy, as
exemplified in the absued * Hymn of
Hate," you are right to regard with
dorision."

“Mein Gott!"” gasped Herr Kinkel.
That was not what he wanted to hear
at all

" But your application of a—ahem!
=i opprobrious epithet to Tlerr
Kinkel, Silver, is—ahem !—imperti-
nent, und not in keeping with the
very preper views you huve just ex-
pressed,” said Mr., Bootles, 1 shall
therefore care you sovercly. Kindly
hold out your hand.”

Swisl, swish, swish, swish!

“Qh, dear!’ mumbled Jimmy
Silver, as he tucked his hands under
his arms, and proceeded to go through
a series of remarkable gymnastics in
imitation of Tommy Dodd’s.

“ And de odders, Mr. Pootles.”

“What have they done, IHerr
Kinkel?"

“ Please wo haven’t done anything,
sir,”’ said Raby meckly.

“Dey are as pad as Silber.”

“Ahem! But what have they
done?” asked Mr. Bootles coldly. He
did not intend to cane his pupils
simply to please the German master.

“Doy Lear vat Silber say—"

“They could scavecly avoid hearing
what Silver said, if he spoke in their
hearing, Herr Kinkel. I hardly think
it would be just to punish them
simply because they heard Silver’s re-
mark.”

“1 tink doy say to same, but T do
not hear all tat dey say.”

“We haiin't said & word, sir,” said
Jeovell indignently. * Wa hadn’t timo

I *meati, woo wove intervupted-—-"

“Shurrup, you ass!' whispered
Raby, trecding on his foot.

“You pway go! said Mr, Bootlos.

“Nein Gott! I tink, Mr. Pootles,
tat—" ~

“I eannot administr punishment
for, nothing, Herz inkel. The
olfthder has been p ed, and the

tter is now~ clofed,” said M

otles, laying down his cane, * Bolys,
you may go!”

The Vistical Tour lost no time in
going. Herr Kinkel opened his
mouth, and closed it again, It was
useless for him to argue with Mr.
Bootles, and he know it. But ho was
purple with anger ns he quitted the
study.

The Tistical Four had rejomed the
three Tommies in the passage. Horr
Kinkel gavo them a scowl in passing,
and strode away with a black brow.

Jimmy Silver cast a vengeful lock
aiter him.

“The awful retter!” he mutltered.
“0Of course, it isn't nice to be called
2 Hun; but he shouldn’t be a Hun,
should he? Ie wouldn't have heard
me if he hiadn't been sneaking behind
me on liptoe,”

“ Beagtly speak!"” growled Tommy
Dodd. * A decent mun wouldn't take
any notice of anything he heard like
that. But it's no good expecting that
Hun to be decent.”

“No ericket for me this after-
noon ! said Jimmy Silver, rubbing
his hands dolefully, I sha'n't be
able to hold a but! Iootles cun lay
it on. 1 don’t blume old Bootles; it
was up to him when the beast com-
plained of being called a ITun. But
—but shouldn't I like to scrag the
Kinkel bird! Oh, dear!”

“And he wanted us licked, when
we lndn't even had time to suy that
he was a Hun,”' said Lovell = “Of
course, e knows what we think.”

1 wish we could make him sit up
somehow,” mitmbled Tommy Dotlnil.
“It’s rotten to have to take this lying
down-—from o Hun, too. I don't be-
lieve in leaving Germans loose at a
time like this, Oh, dear! Why can't
they intern him? I'd be willing o
chuck Germun lessons till the end of
tha war.”

“So would 1" said Tommy Cook,
“so would all the fellows.” They
needn’t bother about us. We could
stand it."”

Jimmy Silver squeczed his hands
anc mumbled. )

“YWe're going to make him sit up,’
he snid determinedly. * Britons never
shall be slaves. mel':e the' pood of
licking them in Flanders if they have
the upper hand of us here, on our
native heath? The beast is o Hun—
the Hunnest TTun of the lot. Loek
here, ericket's off for this afterncon,
bus we've got to [l up a half-holiday

Price
Ono Ponny
somehow. I'm going to have m»
think,*

* Draw it mild,” murmured Lovell.
“It's not safe to tackle a muster, you
know—especially a Hun.”

*‘There are ways and means,"” said
Jimmy Silver darkly. “1f we can't
beat a Leastly Hun, we may as well
give in to the Kaiser at once, and
have done with ‘it.  1t's up to us.
Haven't you Modern bounders any
ideas in your leads?"

“We can’t lynch him!” growled
Tommy Dadd

“Wea'd like to,” mumbled Cook.
“But there's y silly law against it.”

“Phen you leave it to me,” suid
Jimmy Silvere “If I don't think of
a wheeze, you can use my head for a
footer.”

“I don’t think much of your Clas-
sical wheezes, as @ rule,” said Tommy
Dodd disparagingly. “Buat if it's
anything up against Kinkel, wo'll
batk you up, and chance the pointer.”

From that moment it might have
been observed that Jimmy Silver of
the Fourth wore an expression of
almost owllike reflectiveness, He
mpoched about in the quad with his
hands in his pockets, and & deep
wrinkle in his brow, till dinner-time

¥

thinking.
When he came in to dinnor hia
chums gave him inquiring looks.

‘They had great faith in the intel.
lectual powers of Jimmy Silver. And
they would have welcomad any
scheme, however  hnrebramned, for
making the chnoxious Germap master
i ﬁitl up.l) &

But Jimmy shook his head. Ha
had been cudgelling+his brains for an
idea, but the idea ad: not come yet.

He sat at dinner with a wrinkled
brow.

The process of thinking was evi-
dently still going on, ;

So preoccupied was Jimmy Silver
with his weighty reflections that he
did not even notice when Jones minor
put salt on his pudding, ands he ato
the pudding without o word,

After dinner he retired to the "end

study:

Lovell and Raby and Newcome fol-
lowed him. Never had they seen
their chum so deeply cngaged in the
painful and unaceustomed process of
thinking.

They regurded him with real solici-
tude as be plunged into the arm-

and wrinkled his b:jws. and
fixed an almost ferocious glaye on the
study carpet. : :

“(ioing strong?”’ Lovell ventured
at last.

“Don’t jaw, it's coming "

“ What's coming?” nsked Raby.

“The wheezo!”

“Ob, good! We'llwait for you in
the tuckshop I'" said Lovell ~“I'm
going to have some ginger-pop. Come
and tell us when you've thunk !"

The threo juniors walked awny and
left Jimmy Silver in peace, to think
out that oroblem.

He was determined that he would
do it. It was up to him=—his prestige
wus ab stake now.

An old proverh tolls us that where
there is a will there is a way. That
terrific “think " had its results at
Inst.  Suddenly Jimmy Silver's brows
cleared, and he grinned. The wheeze
had evidently arrived.

The 3rd Chapter.
Plotting o Plot.

Tho Co. were in the school shop,
and the threa Tommies were with
them. They were discussing ginger-
pop—and Jimmy Silver. Lovell and
Ruby and Newcome were confident—
their faith in Jimmy was almost
unbounded.

Dodd and Cook and Doyle were
scoptical.

Tommy Dodd bad been_thinking,
too, The net result was nil. So far
as Tommy Dodd could see, there was
simply no way of getting even with
the enemy. . A master could not he
japed—he could not be bumped—he
‘vs‘»uld not be regged or scragged.
There was no way of getting at Herr
Kinkel. Tommy Dodd gave it up ss
hopeless, though he was very keen,

And if he was beaten, there wasu't
much chance of Jimmy Silver doin
any better, so Tommy Dadd declarad
and the other Pommics fully :tgruu(i
with him.  Where a Modern chap
way ab n loss, what chanco was there
for a Classical ? !

That was how the Maderns lnoked
ab it.  So they deank ginger-pop to
the defeat und confusion of all” Huns,
from the Kniscr to Herr Kinkel, and
hat! to be content with that.

Indeced, the three Moderns began
to be quite merry on tho subject of
the “big think " that Jimmy Silver
was_indulging in in the end study,

“Hadn't yon botter go and have
o squint at him?” asked Tommy

Dodd. *When one of z:rm LClassical’
chaps beging using s brain there's
no teling what may happen.”

“Might lead to an explosion or
something,” said Cook. " You see,.
he's not used to it.”

“First time he's ever dgne any
thinking, bedad V' remerkedeTommy
Doyle. " *“Bure, it's onaisy 1 gm about
him,”,

*Ob, don't be funny ' said Lovell,
with a snort.  “You just wait a bit.
Hallo, here he comies! Lrot in,
Jimmy, and try this ginger-pop !¥

Jdimiuy Silver looked in ab the door-
wuy of the tucksbop.

His fnto was serenc. e beckoned.

*Clome on, you fellows!”

“Can’t you cemec in  hero?”
demanded Tommy Dodd,  “T haven't:
finished my ginger-beer.”

“Blow your gingor-beer] Are youw
coming "

“Giot the wheeze 7%
Yo ?

“Not much class, I expeet,” suid
Tommy Dodd, shaking his lead.
“8ull, wo'll come.  If there's any-
thing in it, we'll stand o fecd at tou-
time,  If thore wsn't we'll knoek your
silly head on a tree, That's o go!”

Lovell and Raby and Neweome hed
already joined their chums, and the
threo Tommies followed them out of
the school shop.

Sorgeant Kettlo was  presiding
behind the counter, and Smythe of
the Shell was there with Howard and
Tracy, und fellows were dropping in
every fow minutes, so it wau.'nviannt
that the wheeze could net''be dis-
cussed there, If there was anything
in i, it certainly had to bo kept ex-
tremely dark.  Tho “powocrs that
wero " wero not likely to sympathise
with the juniors’ desire to make Herr
Kinkel sit up, desirablo as that was.

Jimmy Silver led tho way through
the old stone archway inte Littlo
Cfuuc]. which was deserted. Most of
the fellows were on the playing-fields
or the river. Jimmy stoppod at the
fountain, and’ lus followers  atopped
too. Tommy Dodd proceeded’to eruck
nuts and oat them with a disparaging
manner which would have exasperatod
Jimmy Silver at any other time. But
just now Jimmy Silver was not to be
oxnspereted,

“Well, what's the wheeze 2 asked
Lovell ansiously

The three Classicals were vory
anxious. They bad contended that
their leader would “think jt out"
successfully, and thoy did not: want to
bo let down before tho Modorns.

“I've got it,” auunuuced;Jimmy

Bilver, “It's a bit risky—"

"Oh, we're gome ! said Tommy
Dodd. “Blow ‘tho risk!  Anything
short of collaring the besst. in his
study,"

“We shall want some money—about
ten bob—-"

!That's casy enough,” said Lovell.
“I've got o quid.”

“We'll whack out the cxpenso,”
said Jimmy Silver. It only to pay
for the hire of something in Coombe.
Now, we're all in this, Herr Kinkal
is going to help.”

“Thov

* Listen, and I will a talo unfold,”
said Jimmy Silver improssively. T
warn you 1 advance that this Jape is
the catch of the scason. It eonldn’t be
worked on wnybody but Kinkel, and
it all depends ‘on him. DBut he's surc
to play up.” !

“But what the dickens—"

“First of all, you Modern Ehaps
havo got to do your bit. I'va just
spotted old Kinkel, IIe's sufoking ab
his study window as wsual. I ean’t
seo him, but there's the smoke of his
blessed pipo eoming out. Now, sup-
pese you chaps were strolling along
under hiz  window discussing
smoking party you were going to
havo 2

“Why, you silly ass, you know we
don't smoke,” said Tommy Dodd in-
dignantly. ' What aro you getting

32!

i

i

Tathend | Suppose--—"
“I'm_not going to suppese that
wo'ra silly smoky asses like your pre-
cious Bmythe-——"" !

Wil you let me finish?¥ reared
Jimmy Bilver, exnsperated at last.

“Oh, we'd be glad to hear you
finish, if that's all 1"

. " Buppose old Kinkel hdard you
jawing like that—about a smeking
party-——"

“There you go again "

“Shut up! That’s nrranged at a
good distance from the school—say,
the old abbey at Clyfle. You let him
cateh u few words enough to put him

on the seent.”

Y Blessed asses if we did,” said
Tommy Deodd. “Why, he'd go there
to eateh us in the giddy act! If we
wore smoky duffers like your preeious
Sythe and Townsend, wo should ba
jolly carcful to keep Kinkel off the
grass. Why, he’d spot us if he could,
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and march us to the Head for a | spirit.  For ence in the history of
i Rookwoeod Moederns and  Cla 7

flogging !
*Exactly

sald  Jimmy Silver.
“That's the wheeee,  Ie's such &
sncak that he'd listen to anything
behind a fellow’s back, and act on 1w
That's the gume.” 7

“0Oh, that's the game, is it?"
snorted Tommy Dodd.  “We're to
hold a filthy smoking-bee at the <ld
abbey for the pleasurc of being spicd
on and caught by old Kinkel and
flogged by the Head.  Thanks
awlully ! f

*Tain’t much good trying to get
a Modern chap to understand any-
thing, 1 suppose,” said Jimmy Silver,
&l T otry. Can’t you see it's
only spoof? That's a little_game to
gev olil Kinkel to cut off to the
whbey.”

*Oh, just to give him a walk!”
said Tommy Dodd. * Well, it would
serve him right to have a walk of six
miles for nothing. But that's not
much of a wheeze. Besides, ho would
take the public omnibus from Coombe
and ride five miles of it, He would
only have a mile to walk, and he's
a good walker; the beast likes walk-
ing. If that's the wheeze, you can go
and boil it."”

“0h, you ass, you don't cateh on!”

*No, 1 don't! ‘

“Can't you sce?  The old abbey is
six miles aw ¢

YA ell e - :

“And the law doesn’t allow Kinkel
to go more than five miles from his
residence without o special permit,

beeause he's a German.™
wOh 1

“But he won’t think about that—
he won't care. Lots of Germans don’t
take any notice of the legal limit,
we koow Kinkel has been to

and

Shareclifi, which is ten miles, the
other woek, When he goes on o long
wolk he docs go moro than five

miles, and nobody takes any notice,
He won't care a rap about the old
abbey being outside the five mile
limit, even if he knows it's so far.
He'll just go there to catch the
smoking-party. You can mention our
names to make kim keen.”

“But T don't see it!" growled
Tommy Dodd. “Tt's a_lonely place,
and no bobbics there. It won't hurt
lim,”

My
there,”

“(ireat Scott !

The juniors stared at Jimmy Silver
aMhost aghast,

*A—u—a bobby!" said Lovell
fwintly. “0h, Jiminy! Tt—it
wouldn't bo quite the thing to get
him into trouble with the poliee,
though he's a beast [

“Who's talking about getting him
into trouble  with the  police ?”
demanded Jimmy Silver.

“ Rut—but you said——

“ 1 said we'd have a bobby there,”
eaid Jimmy Silver.  “Tve "‘got my
eye on o special bobby, That's why
wo shall need ten bob for the hire
uf some things at the costumier's 1o
Coombe."”

“Ih? ‘The costumier’s?”

‘Yes, ass! 'That's the wheezo!
Kinkel goes over the five-mile limit
without a permit, and he's arrcsted
by a bobhy.”

* But t what bobb#?"

Jimmy Silver lowered his_voice to
a thrilling whisper as he replied:

Y Police-Constable Silver I

There was o general gasp,

idea have a bobby

"

“You weunldn't have the nerva!”
shricked Tommy Dodd.

‘' Bosh I”

“ Yau—you couldn’t do it 1" howled
Lovell,

w“ g1

“Oh, my hat! Jla, ha, ha!" yelled
Raby. *If—if it would work—but—
but—"

It would work—it will werk—and
it's going ta work suid Jimmy
Silver determinedly.  “There's risk,
but hang the ri Our fellows oug
there don't think about the risk when
they're hammering  the Huns, do
they?  Well, then, we won't think
about it when we're going for our

Hun. If yeou fellows are game—-"
“Oh, w game ! Ha, ha, ha!"
Classiculs and Moderns joined hands

in a merry cirele, and danerd round
the fountain in sheer cxuberance of

if you want the BEST, huy Your Editor's papers.

were united in happy concord--sey
souls with but a single thought, s
hearts that beat as one,

The Ath Chapter,
Herr kinkel Hears Something to
1is Advantage.

Herr Kivkel pricked up his cars.
‘The fat Prussian gentleman was
sented by the open window of his
study enjoying the sunshine and the
breeze from  the quad, while he
smoked his big German pipe and read
his German paper,

tha. spiked helmets would bo march-
ing on London. Which was really
absurd of I'im, for any fag at Rook.
waod could have told him that the
Kauiser simply hadn’t an carthly!
Onece, indeed, he had caught sight
of somn of his beloved * Pickel-
hauben ' on Hritish soil—but, alas!
they wero only prisoners of war on
their way to o vongentration-camp,
Herr Kinkel was still waiting for
the Duy, He had been waiting quite
a long time now, and perhaps he was
wotting a little impatient, Still,
there wore heaps of whacking victories
in his German newspapers to console
Lim. Indeed, if he had added up the
number of all the prisoners whose
eupture had been reported therein,
he would have discovered that the
Germuns had captured  tho  whole
population of Russia twice over, at
least, and about three times the popu-
lation of Franve, and half the popula-
tion of the British Empire—which was
really a creditable ' bug.”
~However, Herr Kinkel's perusal of
that fattering nows was interrupted
on this occasion. Two or three
juniors, strolling past his study win.
dow, wers speaking in  incaulious
tones, and their words came to his
cars.  Ho recognised the voices,
though fron: where he sat he could
not see the juniors under the window,

—g
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Herr Kinkel received his German
paper regularly through one of those
booksellers in Holland who are kept
so busy in theso stirring times. o
revelled in accounts of bombs dropped
upen women and children, wnd larm-
less fishermen sunk at sew or blown
up with torpedoes, along with de-
scriptions of whaeking German vie-
tories—mado in Germany ! Not that
Herr Kinkel was really a ferocious
Hun, but he had the German way
of looking at things—which is that
everything Germans do 18 right, and
everything everybody else docs s
wrong.

If a British submarine had sunk a
German fisherman Herr Kinkel would
have been horrified, but when a Ger-
man  submarine did those playful
things Herr Kinkel rubbed his fat
hands and gloated in the privacy of
his study, and fervently hoped that

ho was nearer to the "Day,” when

J it

Herr Kinkel clunz wildly to the crumbll-ng wall. Three pairsa of handa were fastened on
each of his lege, and the juniors were pulling their hardest.
puplila had had a chance of handling him, and they woroe not gentla.

Herr Kinkel laid down his Deutsch
puper on lus fat knees, and his little
oves gleamed behind his glasses. Herr
Kinkel did not cough or move to
warn tho reckless juniors that he was
within henrving.  He stilled his breath,
in order to listen more carefully with-
out giving the' alarm.  That was one
of Herr Kinkel's pleasant little Hun-
nish woys,

Has Silver got the cigarettes?™
"Yes, that's all right.”
s 1 way to the old

i jolly long
abbey at (.J{_\'ﬁo, though !™

“Well it wouldn't be safe noarer
the school, you fathead! How would
you liko one of the prefects dropping
i on the party?"” )

“Well, that's so; and if we're going
to play cards——"

“Don't forget to bring your loose
change. Silver's going to give us eur
revengo this time, and he's got lots
of cash to-day.”

They oontain
oan be obtained.

“Well, if he's standing the cigar-
ettos, too-—""

“We'd better be getting off. Thoso
Classical ¢haps will be there already.
Come on! Ir will take us over an
hour to ret to Clyffe Abbey.”

“Shushi! Don't talk so loud, you
duffer.”

* Oh, come on!"”

Footsteps died away in the quad,

Herr Kinkel sat bolt upright. His
eyes gleamed through his spectacles.
He rose cauticusly to his feet and
peeped ont of the window.

Tammy Dodd and Cock and Doyle
were sauntering away across the quad
towarcs the gates, had recogniscd
their voices under his window.

“Mein Golt!"”  murmured Herr
Kinkel.

A very nico master with a very
praper sense of duty might have

called those ycung rascals back and
gpoken to them kindly but severely,
pointing out the folly of such concuct,
But that was rot Herr Kinkel's way.
The mention of Jimmy Silver und the
Classicals geve him the chance he
witnted, and which he lad not ex-
pected to gek.

idently, at the deserted old ruin
at Clyfle there was a rascally meeting
being held that half-holiday. Jimmy
Silver and his friends were holding o
card.and-smoking party in tho safe

It was tho first time Herr Kinkel's

seelusion of the old ruins miles from
the school. 1& was impossible for
them to be spotied there by master or
prefeet; they were quite safe, unless

y chance their wicked design should
bo revealed,

Herr Kinkel did not even think of
calling the three Tommies back and
speaking kindly but severely to them,
As their fault, as yet, was only in in-
tention, they could not v well be
punished; and his chief idea was to
eateh Jimmy Silver & Co, in the act.
Mr. Bootles would not be able to let
those youny rascals off again if they
wero caughe in tho very act of playing
cards and smoking. vid-*mf_\_r they
wero hardened oflenders; it was not
the first time.  Ifor had not Temmy
Dodd spoken of Silver “piving them
their revenge "?  That showed that
tho young villains were in the habit
of card-playing

His eyes glittored,

Jimmy Silver

Lad callad him o Hun, and stated
that the author of his favourite
“ Hymn of Hate ” was a silly ass!
Jimmy Silver would bo sorry for him-
self when ho was expelled from the
schoo] fur disgraceful conduct! And
that would certainly be his fate if he
were eanght pambling and smoking.
The spiteful man did not reflect that
such o thing was highly improbable
~—that the Fistical Four were not the
kind of fellows to amuse themselves
in that way. Ho disliked them in-
tensely, and that was enough to make

him Dbelieve any harm and evil of
them. Tt was a German method of
reasoning.

Herr Kinkel's decision was seon
made, Ilo put dewn his pipe and his
“Zeitung,” and took his hat,

It was a long way to Clyfle Abbey,
but most of the distance was covered
by the omnibus from Coeombe, and it
was a beautiful afterncon for o walk.
He wounld have a pleasant little excur-
sion, and cateh Jimmy Silver in the
act of breaking the strictest rules of
the school, and then—he rubbed his
fut lhands at the thought—then the
sack for Silver, and a Hopging all
round for his companions in iniquity !
That was a really pleasant prospect—
more pleasant even than reading
about drowning fishermen.

Within ten minutea Ilerr Kinkel
was striding out of the gates of
Rookwood, and his fat legs were
soing at @ great rate down the leafy
ann of Coombe.

Little did he dream that behind a
thick hedg» seven juniors wero in
cover, watching the road, and that
they grinned and nudged one another
as he strade by, unseeing and unsus-
pecting.

“There ha goes. the old duck!™
murmured Tommy Dodd, as the herr
disappeared in the direction of the
villero,  *“*Going to catch the wicked
sinners in the act!”

“Ha, .a;-hal”

“Did you spot his face?” grinned
Jimmy Silver " Did you notico the
rleam in his eye? He oupht to be
shocked and pained by the discovery
that wo're so desperately wicked—""

Y Oh, dear!”

“But ho isn't; he's just enjoying
it, because he will be able to got us
the ordor of tho boot——""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And he'sa poing to bresk the law
himself,” suid Jimmy Silver. “ Going
out of bounds, you know, Well, well,
he's going to learn that it doesn’t do
to break laws in this law-abiding
conntry when there are chaps like us
ta look after the law, Now, it'll take
him close on two hours to get to
Clyffo—you know how that omnibus
crawls—but we won't waste time. Ho
may buck up; he's so jolly keen. He'll
cateh the 'bus that starts at three.
We'll wive him time to get elear, then
wao'll drop inte Coombe to borrow the
things woe want, and then scoot off on
the bikes for ClvfTe, We shall be miles
ahrad of his old omnibus, Let's go
and get tho bikes out.”

" 4 Ha, ha, ha!”

Greatly rejoicing,
rascals hurried b into the school

cir bieyeles,  They wheeled
nes down to Coombe—the
did nat want to overtako Herr Kinkel,

While Jimmy Silver was busy in
the castumier's shop, Tommy Dodd
seouted, and from a distance ha
spotted the fat German master getting
into the old country 'bus that ran to
Clyfte. He rejoined his chums,
chuekling, and reported,

A fow minutes later soven merry
eyclists wero scorching sway by
country lanes, one of them with a big
bundla tied on his machine,

tho seven young

The 5th Chapter,
Hun Down !

“Ach!”

Harr Kinkel was smiling pleasantly.
It was such w smile as might have
appearcd on the fuco of a cat when a
mouse was quito safe in her paws.

Thoe German master had stepped
from tho omnibug in the old town of
Clyffe and taken the path out of the
town to 1]1!'. l'll‘”ls.

The anecient abbey was near the sea,
in a very solitary neighbourhood,
Yooking down from the sunny uplands
upon the blue waters of the Channel.

Thoe old ruins wero seldom visited,
save by tourists or pienic-parties.
Horr Kinkel eame rolling along the
footpath through the wood that led to
thoe abbey, and as he camo closer to
the massive old pile lie heard the
sound of merry voiees from within,

His quarry was evidently there,

Windows and roof had long since
vanished from the old abbey, but the
walls were still massive and strong,
and the ancient gateway stood almoss
intact. From within that old gate-
way camo the merry voices of Rook-
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wood juniors, and the sound of corks
poppilg.

Herr Kinkel knew what he would
ﬁ:ul thmo--u. all events, ho thought
ho did, A party of abundoned young
rascals playing cards and smoking—
enjoying those illicit amusements far
from tho ken of masters and prefects,
Na wonder ba chuckled as ha reflected
that he would drop in on them like a
bolt from the Inlm'

Pass tho

Herr Kinke 't That
didd nat round much like gambling
certainly, It sounded mora like o
picnic.

‘Here you are, Tommy Dodd!

(Gipger-pop this wuy "
f‘lrrr Kinkel strode in at the gate-
and came suddenly on the scene.
ix juniors were scated in the sunny
old ruing among the blocks of mossy
masonry, and a nwmber of bieyeles
were stacked in a carner, The juniors
—three Classies and three Moderns—
seemed to be enjoying themselves,
Paper bags were open, displaying n
fempting  assortme of jam  tarts,
cream pufls, dough nuts, and other
delicacies, * There were at least a
dozen bottles of ginger-beer—some of
them unopened, and some lying on
tho ;,!'!)III!LI finished  with—"dead
men,' so to spenk,

The six junters did not seem to ob-
serve the Gorman coming throngh
the gatew They went on chalting
cheerily,

“Pity ol Silver couldn’t be here,”
snid Lovell regretfully. * Awful pity
hl\ was th.‘ld.ilif(l at lhl‘ lagt moment.”

Wil

“Hard cheese!™  said  Tommy
Daodd. “He would have enjoyed
this,”

“Poys \”
le.r me, it's [ere Kinkel [

The six juniors rose to their feet,
very respectfully L|L\mg off their caps
or straw hats to the German-master.
Herr Kinkel blinked at them in sur-
prize and wrath. There was no sign
of eards and no sign of smokes.
Niee afternoon for n \\'AH:. gir,”
said Tommy Dodd affably. ** May we
offer vou some snng ir-boer, sir? You
st bo thirsty."”
il you jein our
1 L'-uuf: politely,
Malee vroom for Herr Kinkel to sit
down. von chaps,” said Lovell

The o vhelming  hospitality  of
the pieniek id nod chuse the frown
from 1leer Kinkel's fot brow. e
guesed that the young rascals woro
teying to ipgratiate themselves with
him, to Jisarm his wrath, Tt was ot
much uso tr):ng to ]ﬂay that game
with Ilerr Winkel.

littlo pienie,

POLICE~
CONSTABLE

(Continued | |
from JIMMY
previous SILVER]
page.)

“You | young rasgals I

“w I‘ h

" Vere are dose cards?”
“Cards!” snid Lovell blankly.
nd dose smekes, isn't it ?"
Smokes "

“You pannot deceive me!' ox-
claimed Herr Kinkel angrily. 1 am
perfectly aware dat Fou must see me
to come, and dat yau put dem out
of sight mif yourselves. " I order vou
at vunee to ﬁhm\- me dem cards and
dem cigarettes,”

The junicrs exchanged glances of
blank w nndvr They locked like
fellows who had never even heard of
stence of such things as cards

said  Raby  faintly.
s;m-LLtuw‘ Oh, Herr Kinkel 1"

“Wo—we never smoke cards, sir,”
said Tommy Dodd, “and we never
play cigarettes—I—I mean, we nevet
play eards, and—and-—"

“Tell me not such lies, Dodd! 1
know vat vou are here for, You hide
dem ven you sce me to come,” said
Herr Kinkel savagely. “I hear you
speak mit ono anodder at der school,
and 80 I gum here. I hear you,
Dodd, say tat you gum here to play
cards and smoke.”

Tommy Dodd smiled.

‘ But—but how could you hear ns,

Rir? I was q.aymg all that for a little
joke, sir, Simply a Joko among our-
b"l‘\(“

“Tat is nonsense.’
“It's so queer, sir, !hnt you should
have heard me,” said Dodd, in aston-

ishment.  “1 didn't see you, sir.” .
“Yes, it is queer,” said Tommy
(‘ock “Rut it was really only a jake,
sir.
“ Just ]:I:nrnm sorr,” said Doyle
affubly. " Of Course, we couldn't

know that you would take it seriously
—if you heard us. If you'd asked us
at the time, sir, we'd have told you
it was only blarney.”

Herr Kinkel gritted his teeth,

51 do not. pelieve vun vord,” he
said, "1 peligve tat you huve here
dem cards and dem ugarcum, £nel
you hide dem ven tat I gum,

Lovell shrugmed his shoulders,
“Well, if you don't believe us, sir,
Ahere's nothing more to be said,

We're willing fo g0 up to the Head
about it if you like.’

“I orders you to produec dem
cards and cigarettes!"” roared Herr

Kinkel.
We're

“But we haven't any, =|r
just having a picnie here,’ said New-
come. ' We're out on our bikes, you
krow, and we bought these things at
Clyffe, aa we camo through, and——"

“You have dem cards and tings
hidden in your pockets,” said Herr
Kinkel, “Turn out your buckch it
you tat I see mit mein own eyes.”

The juniors hesitated. They did
not like being ordered to turn out
their pockels, ~ But thoy obeyed., Six
scts of pockets were turned out, and
all sorts of weird things came to Jight
—toffee, and stumps of peneils, and
old pen-nibs, and buttons, and fish-
hooks, and the like, Dut there were
no smokes, and no cards. Herr
Kinkel watched them with growing
anger and wneasi

It began to daw :pnn him that it
was, after all, only o harmless pienic
that he had surprised in the old
abbey, and thet he had had his jour-
ney for his pains. The three Tommics
apprrently  had nnlv been “talkin
out of their hats”’ when he h(,urﬁ
their voices under his Etuds window.
If he had known the opinion the
juniors had of his stealthy spying
ways, he might have guessed that
that precious conversation had been
hold for his especial benefit, for no
other  purpose  than  to pull his
Prussian leg. ut he was far from
realising the true estoom in which Le
was held, so he did not guess that.

e gnawed his fat lip with anger.
There was simply nothing to be found
fault with—nathing whatever,  Not
the slightest objection could be raiscd
to the juniors eyeling over to Clyfle
and picnicking in the old abbey.

* Anything else you'd like us to do,
sir 7" asked Lovell politely, “or may
we go on with out little pienie 7"

“Mein Gott 1"

“You wouldn't like some ginger
beer, sic?"” murmured Tommy Dodd.

“T vould not, Dodd! I tink—"

Herr Kinkel prused as there was a
ponderaus step belind him.

“Halle, n bobby!" suid Tommy
Daodd.

The bobby advanced ponderously
into the old abbey,

The 6th Chapter.,
In the Name of the Law.

The juniors leoked at the ** bobby,
but ho did not look at them.  All his
attention was bestowed upon Ilerr
Kinkel,

o was o very fal bobby.  His uni-
forin was old, wnd showed sigus of
wuar, His boots were epormous, with
extremely high heels, " which were,
however, concealed by his baggin,
trousers, Without his boots, and
without his helmet, ho would have
Jooked much qhnrtcr—no taller then
one of the juniors, in fact. As il was,
he was taller than Herr Kinkel. Iis
belt seemed hardly to meet reund hig
ample extent of waist, and his t d
seemed filled  nlmost to  burstir
point, ITis camplexion was of a brick

red, natural enough in o rural police-
man

and he wore u thick grey
wche and o fringe of grevish
whiskers.  His nose was the reddest
part of his face, and seemed to testify
to the excellenco of the alo at ile
Black Harse and the Bird-in-Iland.

He looked at Herr Kinkel with a
suspmom glance, 1le looked him up,
and he looked him down, and
looked him round sbout, Evidenily
tho bobby was snspicious.

ey
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“ Good-arternoon, sic!” he said at
last, touching his helmet.

oot -aftornoon " said Herr
Kinkel shortly, Heo was not’ inter-
ested in a country poh:_nnm.n

“ Blessed if T didn't think so!" said
the constable,  Ho spoke in a deep

and guttural voice, “which mnmml
mnllowrd with ale. “A Jairman, by
hokey.’

AL

Herr Kinkel made a movement to-
wards the gateway. The ponderous
policeman stepped ponderously into

hl"( Jmth and held up a big-gloved
lﬂ.n

“Neot so blooming fast, il jou
please,” he said. "I ‘eard you
speakin’, and I says to myself, says [,
that's a ermnn, says L.

The juniors looked on with grave
faces. Herr Kinkel flushed with an-
noyance, It was very irritating to be

hauled up like this, by & rural bobby,
under the cves of the Fourth-Formers
of Rookwoad.

“I am a Cherman,” said Herr
Kinkel. “Tat is all right, my man.
I am & Chernan master at a school.”

The constable shook his head slowly,

“That's all werry well,” he said—

‘werry well indeed,  But wo've got
hordcrs to look arter the Jairmans,
we 'ave Which we know that there's
‘caps and ‘eaps of their filthy spics
nbout,”

“I am Cherman
shouted Herr Kinkel.
tat I am -«E‘)y?"

“*Ow should 1 know said the
constable, “Wot I klm\w is, that
vou ain't goin’ out of this ‘erc pluce
\\1l!mnt Jgiving an account of your-
so\F. sir.’

“ Lot me pass !

“You don't pnss out of 'cre m n
‘urry, and if you cut up rusty I'll 'ave
the d‘\rbli'i on' yer in a jiff, s0 I warns
ver,” aaid the constable. " You
Jnirmans caw't do as you liko in
England, T ean tell you.” He took
out a notebook end peneil,  ** Name,
please 7"

Herr Kinkel trembled “lth anger.

Y Mein name is Kinkel,

‘ Front name "

“Wilhelm Kinkel.”

”\\'011‘ that's as Jairman as they
make ‘em' said the policeman sis.
piciausly,  “Wot's your address?”

“ Rookwaod Schoal.”

l(ﬂﬂk\\ms-i' That’s a good step
from 'erc.” said the conatablt' rtlfl
more aus]‘)iclnimly. “This looks sus-
picious to me.

“Dese poys vill you," ¢x-
claimed Herr Kinkel. *“Dey pt»lmu,r
to tat wh(:nl und I am deir Cherman-
master,”

“ T ean't tuke the evidence of boys,
Still, if the young gentleman likes to
speak up for you.” suid the poliee-
man, touching  his helmet  to the
juniors, .

“It's right u:mn:"h. saud Tommy
Dodd seriously,  “Je's our German
master, officer.”

“He lives at Rookwood 7 ”

“Yes"

schoolmaster I
Do you tink

to'll

Y Now are you satisfied, denni”
a:mppvd Herr Kinkel irritably.
¢ policeman nodded slowly,

“Which [ am satislicd as you live
at Rooku ood,”” ho said, “and if
you've got your pormzt from the police
at Coombe, I ain't got nothing more
to sny.’

"Vat'-‘"

“This 'ere place is houtside five
miles froam Ro:sl‘\m

Nonsense !

“There’'s n milestone 'creabouts,
which says six miles to Rookwoad,™
said the constable, unmoved, “'Ave
you got & permit from the police-
station allowin’ you to go more'n five
mi]vs from your residence 77

“T haf not.

4 Thcn I takes you into custody.’

“WVat!"™ ghouted Herr Kinkel,

“\\ hich I knowed you was a sus-
pieious character frem the start,”
suid the constablo, his manner grow-
ing aggressive, I noticed 'ow you
tried to dodge my questions at first,
Oh, 1 knows you Jairmans! Don't
you try to dodge me, yon scoundreel 1Y

“Wat—vrb ! Mein Gott!” gasped
Herr Kinkel.

“I'm tuking you into custody, as
in duty bound,” said the constable.
“You’ fi vool your ‘eels in Clyffe
P allr.c Station, my fine feller !, You'll
git six months' "ard for this, unless
the magistrate lets you orf with a
{'nn--twruny pun, p'raps. Which I
‘ope there won't be any hoption of a
fine."

Herr Kinkell gazed ab the police.
man in_ horror. It was only too
true! Por transgressing the law-—-
for passing out of the radivs of five
nnlm from his residence without' per.
mission  [from  the police—he ‘was
liable to instant wrrest, and to a line
or imprisonment at l!lL diseretion of
the magistrate,  He had put his
Prussian foot in it with a vengeancr,

THE PENNY POPULAR.
Every Friday,

now. He was likely ay dearly
for that little spying cxpeg‘:t?nn.

Six months' hard labour! s

He staggered at the thought,

* Mein Gott!” he muttcrodf- * Mein
Gott in Himmel 17

Tho policcman fumbled »in  his
pocket, and drew out & pair Bf rusty
old_handeuffs.

Herr Kinkel's eyes d':ia.tcd— behind
hu ipectaclos at the sight of them,

Il trouble you for your ’ands,

sir.”

“I—IL will not!” shricked Herr
Kinlel. *“Ich will nicht!"

“Bon't you talk Dutch
said the fal constable, I don't
understand your furrin lingo.  Har
yu;‘l gomg {0 come quietly, or har you
;m 1y

"My man, be reasonable!" gasped
Herr Kinkel, in mortal terror. I
am regpectable Cherman mnst::r——-"

“Wat are you doin’ 'cre, on the
coast, in sight of the English Chan-
nel " said the policeman, with a
snort  of  contemptuous | disbelicf.
““Makin' signals to submarines! Oh,
I knows your little game !”

“I haf not! I neffer tink of such
a ting—"

“ Mind, wotever you says may bo
took down to be used in evidence
:up;m yer,”

‘I am  respectable Cherm&n
master I wailed Herr Kinkel, "“You
shall sum mit me to tat «L!mol and
Dr. Chithelm he vill tell mu—-'

“'Ave you got a permit, or nve you

fo me ne

not?
”N(-'n, nein ! But—-=""

Nine!” m:dmmcd the constable,
“Which you said as "ow you 'ad not
one, now you says you 'ave ninel
'l make "o nofe of that! The
prisoner contradicts 'isself, Now you

show me some of lhcm nine permits.
You ain't come by 'em honest, I
knows that.”

‘Nein, nein! T mean to say, mo,
ne! I spm]\ in Cherman.”

“'Ave you got aine permits, or
'ave you not?”

“No! I haf not any !

“You young gents w il hear \\:I|I'\W‘I
that the prisener was |u('\\.|rma!hng

t

said the constable to the _ummri.
“Tust he savs he n't o permit,
then he he h.l‘l nine of 'em, and
then he says egin he nasn't, arter I
warned ' that whatever hoe says will
be took down to be used in evidenee
agin him,  Nuow, sir, Ul trouble you
for your 'ands. I ain't taking ne

chances with you. [on't you resist
the lor. Yonung gents, I ealls on you
to 'elp me in the exeeution of my
dooty, if necded,”™

‘‘Oh, dear!” said Tommy
“But, he's our Germen master !’

“That don't make no dlﬂ'vrcm_e. L
calls on you in the name of the lor.
You 'elp me if [ calls on you, or you'll
be prosccuted.”

“0h, my hat!"

“ Better po qluc‘ti\
murnured Lovell,

“Bolicoman, you gums mit me to
Rookwood, and niwin headmaster he
speak for me. 1o tell you tat 1 win
respectable Cherman L]

Tho constablo shoole his head.

“My beat's ‘ore,” he said,  *‘ Rook-
wood ain't on my beat. 'Sides, it
don't make no differenco,  Wotever
your 'eadmaster says, you've broke
the lor.” K

& ziffs you a sofferin’ 1" faltered

])OAJ([.

Herr Kinkel,™

ST gi m—vat you call tip.”

4“1 LnH u young gents to witness
as this 'ere Juirman is trying to hribe
a hoffeer from the excoution of his
dooty," said the constable. “1'll take
down your names.  You'll be wanted
nfore tho magistrates,  You'll bear
witness as this man offerasd me a
sovercign.  That means an  extra
three months, by hokey !”

“Ach! Jein Gott! Vat shall T
do?"” wailed Herr Kinkel.  “Tald,
Lofel, speak o tat man and tell him
tat I ‘am respectable Cherman

In his extremity, the unhappy Mun
turned to the juniors, whom he had
como there to spy upon and march
home to punishinent.  The juniors
looked at one ancther with owllike.
solemnity, It was a serious Gase,

“I drm't so0 that we ean say any-
thing, sir," said ’Iornmv Dodd. ** You
see, you've broken the law.

“And the law is a sacred.thing,”
smd 1;hby soleminly.

w officer is only  doing  his
duty,” said I.mr-ll “Perhaps you
may not be sent fo prison, Herr
Kinkel, You may be lut u!‘f with &

f'ml of fifty pounds, or so.’
Ach!l I haf not foefty poumi [
“Of course, if vou can’t pay the
fine, you I} have (r: o to hard labour,

sir, said Clook, * Perhaps the Head
rrlu.'hl pry it for you.”
“Nein, nein !
“ Perhaps, if you explain {o tho coner
CHUCKLES —3d.

Every Saturday.
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‘g

POLICE-
CONSTABLE

nmbl‘g what you came here for, sir

“Spyin' and makin' signals, I'll be
bound | said the constable.

** Nein, nein "

“You "ave made nine signals? I'll
niake a note of that.”

“No, no!" shricked Herr Kinkel,
“1 make no signals! 1 gum here to
find dese poys, pecause I tink tat dey
smoke mit demselves.”

“There don't scem to be any signs
of smokin' "ere,” said the eonstable,
looking round. ''No smell; ne
cigarette-hends,  "Ave you young
gents been smoking ¥

“Certainly not!”  eaid Lovell.

“We're having a picnic.”

Y Oh, I knowed it was only a yarn,”
paid the constable, nodding. i)
knows these 'ere Jairmans and their
cunning weys. But 'e ean't pull the
wool over my eyes. Now, sir, you let
me put on these ’ere darbies, or am 1
to use my truncheon?”

Herr Kinkel backed away, gazing
round him wildly, If he could only
have escaped that dreadful peliceman
and got back to Rookwood, he felt
that the Head would be able to exert
his influence and get him out of that
fearful sevape. The policeman looked
too fat and unwieldly to put up much
of n chase. At uny price, he must get
back to Rookwood and threw him-
self upon the protection of the Head.
To be marched into Clyffe with hand.
cuffs on his wrists, to be lodged in a
cell, brought before the magistrates
the next day, henvily fined or eont to
prison, his fat brain reeled at the
thought. His anguish at this moment
equalled that which he had inflicted
with the pointer upon his vigtims that
morning.

“Dou't you dodge me!” roarcd the
constable,  advancing  upon  him,
** Now, then—-"

* Leh will nicht ! i

“Swearing, arc you, you Jairman
found 1"

“Nein, nein !

“I bet you will !
roared the constable,

Herr Kinkel mado a sudden rush
for frecdom.,  The fat  policeman
bharred his way to the gateway, but
hoe made a wild break for an epening
in the old wall,  In a moment he was
scrambling wildly over mossy stones
and mortar. .

*In the name of the lor,” shouted
the constable, “collar 'im! 1 calls
on you young gents—I horders you—

T say T will not 1™
"Yre, stop ‘im!"

i

and if you don't obey you takes the
consequences !

Y Alas, woe  musk!”  murmured
Lovell,

And the six juniors mado a rush
after Herr Kinkel, and gra.ﬁ]pcd his
fat legs as he serambled wildly over
tho wall,

The 7th Chapter.
A Naorrow Escape,

“Tat you let go!”

“Pull, devil, pull, baker!™ mur.
murced Tommy Dodd. .

“Led go mit you!” shricked Herr
Kinkel, * Rasgally poys, tat you led
go mein legs!”

“,1." the name of the law, sir, kim

I

“All together ! shouted Lovell,

Herr Kinkel clung wildly to the
crumbling wall. Three pairs of hands
were fastened on cach of his legs, and
the juniors were pulling their hardest,
It was the first time Herr Kinkel's

pupils had ever had a chance of
handling him, and they were not
gentle, They  remembered  the
pointer, i
*Ach! Mein Gott! Oh, ach!”
Crash !

The tugging on his legs was ton
much for Herr Kinkel.” He came
off the wall, and down to the ground
with a heavy conenssion.

“Ach! Oh, I am hurt!
I um keel! Ach!™

*“Ha, ha, ha!"
V!

Tamstun!

You laff!
1 reports tat to te Mead!
Gott 1"
“Oh, dear!"” gosped Lovell,
“Tag vou lets me go pefore
. peastly boliceman he come—-"
TN Against the low, sir”

Vicked poys,
Mein

tat

I (Ca}:fﬁnued |
s g rom JIMMY
Wy n”'_ maiogs SILVER!
Lol ;
4y

“Mein poys, help me tat I go! 1
~1 am ferry sorry tat I tink you
smoke, I pegs your purdon tat I
have eane you mit pointer, Help me,
1 pegs you!"

“The luw, sic!" mirmured Raby.

The Fat constable came panéing up.

C“Got Tim!™ he gasped.  “That's
right, young gents! Now, you
scoundrel, you kimy with me! This

‘erc means 'ard labour, without the
option of a fine!"

Y (Oh, mein gootness!
anyting tat you vill
wailed Herr Kinkel,
tat I preaks tat law,
neffer do him ugain !™

“Tao blooming late, you Jairman
spy 1"

1 giffs you
let o go!”
“1 am sorrey
1 vill neffer,

Herr Kinkel's face lighted up with
reneweel hope.  If he could only,
only get to Rookwood, safe under the
wing of tho Head!

“Tank you, mein poy " he stut-
tered.  “Lank you! Neffer, neffer
vill I cane you ugain mit pointer!"

“Buek up, sir; he's got his back
turned

Herr Kinkel staggerod to his feet.
Tha fat constable bacl turned his back
while he fumbled with the handeuffs,
Herr Kinkel made a wild and beeath-
less rush for the gateway.

“Hullo!”  roared the constable,
“ Hn‘!'tcd again!  Arter im! 1d
inn!

Ho tramped heavily in pursuit  of
the Cerman,

But fear lent Herr Kinkel wings.

Hue went through the gateway like
a deer with the hounds on the track—
a very fat deer, but & very swift onc.
The policeman camo lumbering out
after him, brandishing the handenfls,

“8top, you Juirman! Stop, you
spy ! ho roared.  ** Stop, I tells you,
in the nane of the loe'™

Herr Kinkel did not stop, He
rushed on  like a whirlwind. His
hat fell off, his spectucles slid down
his nose, his fat face streamed with
perspiration; but he did not slacken
down for a second,  He went down
tho footpath through the wood as if
on the einder-path for o wagor,

=
=
=7

think of a Classical wheezo now-—
el

“0Oh, don't ask
Tounny Dodd.

me!”  murmured

“Poor old Kinkel!

He will neffer cane e again mit
pmnic)r after the way 1 =stood by
him?!’

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Lovell clambered up on tho old
gateway, and looked far afield. Hali
u mile away in the meadows a fat
fornt was visible, running, hopping,
leaping, bounding, still going at top
speed. It was Herr Kinkel, heading
for Rookwood. Lovell ulmost rolled
off the gateway in convulsions.

“Still” running!”  he  gasped,
“ Like Charlie's giddy aunt, still run-
ning! Ha, ha, ha!"

The juniors laughed till they wept,
It was a long timo before they could

cealm down sufficiently to help Jimmy

Silver out of his uniform and his
extensive padding.

Jimmy Silver washed his face in
the stream, mingling tears of merri-
ment  with tho soap and  water,
Sevon cheery young rascals
thoroughly enjoyed the picnie—what
timo a fat and breathless German
master was still gasping and pumping
on_his way toe Reokweod and safety.

Seven cheery youths rode home in
the fulling dusk: and Tommy Dodd,
in the exuberance of his satisfaction,
was almost inclined to admit that tho

foll aff—so did his

“Nein, nein, feh bin nicht. 1 am
not Cherman spy ! almost sobbe
Herre Kinkel. "1 am ferry respect-
able Cherman schoolmaster!  Ach,
Gott! Vat ecan I say to tat man?
Mein dear poys, gannot you say
sometings for me? 1 vill not go to
tat prison—ach! My poys, 1 pegs
your pardon tat T cancs you mit
i Neffer, neffer vill 1 cane
e more, if you speaks to tat
man tat he let mo go! 1 am respect-
able Cherman !

“Har you goin' {o give me your
‘ands, or har you not?"

The fat constnble geasped  the
quivering Herr, who was shaking like
a very fat jelly, and deagged him up.
Herr Kinkel dragged hands wway,.
and the handcufls ¢licked, pot on his
wrists,

“Resisting  the lor, by lokey!
This'll enly make it all the worse for
vou, you blooming Jairman! ‘Old
‘Im, young gents!”

“Ach!  Tat you led go!”

“'0ld Cim Ll T gits theso 'ere
darbies ready!™

Tommy Dodd bent over the un-
happy Uerman master.  His hard
heart appeared to be softencd.  lle

whispered in Herr Kinkel's car:
Yook it, sicl  We'll try to keep
him back !”

The peliceman rolled on tho stono flags, and kicked up his hecels with mirth,

The policeman did not follow him
out of the ruins. He watched him
disuppear at top speed into the wood,
and then turned back into tho gate-
wuy. He sat down on a fragment of
musonry and roarcd.

“Hu, ha, ha "

“Ha, ha. ha!" yelled the juniors.

“0h, dear—ol, deur—oh, dear!”
moancd Tommy Dodd.  * He's got o
six-nile run before him—ha, he!—
and he's left his hat here! Ha, ha,
ha "

The juniors shricked.
held in their merriment with  diffi-
culty so long as Herr Kinkel was
there.  Bub if they had not allowed
him to escapo by that time, they
would have been in danger of internal
convulsions.

‘The policeman rolled on the stone
flags, and kicked up bis heels with
mirth.

His helmet fell off—so did his grey
mougtache=—so did his whiskers, s
red complexion could not fall off ; but
without the other adornments it was
possible to recognise tho feaiures of
Jinnny Silver of the Fourth,

“Oh, my hat!" stuttered Jimmy
Silver, sitting  up  amnd  weeping.
“Whal an afternoon for  Kinkel!
Wili he ceme spying again—what?
You Modern bounders, what do you

They had

His holmot

groy moustacho and his whiskers, Without theso adornments it was quite
poesible to recognise the foaturos of Jimmy 8ilver of the Fourth.

Classiculs were top sido Rook-

wood,

Jimmy Silver & Co. locked for
Herr Kinkel when they camo in.

But the German master  was
invisible,
He was shut up in his study,
quaking.

Fvery footstep he heard scemed to
him the footstep of that fat policeman
whom he had se narrowly escaped.
Tho evening was w long-drawn-put
horror to himny tho next day was full
of terror.  Surely that policeman did
not mean to let the matter drop!
Such an ending to his dreadful adven-
ture seemed too good to be hoped
ar.

Yeb the day passed without a visit
from the minions of the law—and
another day—und another! Herr
Kinkel's terrors ubated at last,

But for a long, leng time after that
Herr Kinkel was very subdued, and
hud a queer way of looking over his
shoulder, ond looking for footstops.
It is impossilde to guess what would
bave boen the stute of his feelings if
ho had known that he owed his
terrovs  to  Palice-constable  Jimmy
Silver!

(Another splendid long complets tale of
Jimmy Sdven & Co, next Momday, Order
THE BOYS' FRIEND v adeance.)

TELL!
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} Look out for YOUR winning §
] storyotte.
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HI8 IMPEDIMENT,

Jinks: “I was sitting in a tramear
to-day, when T noticod o dumb man
sitting opposite me with an impedi-
ment in his speech,”

Jenks: * Impediment in his speech ]
Impossible !”
Jinks: “But 1 did.” .
Jenks: “ Well, how can that he?”

Jinks: “To tell you the truth, he
hael lost two of his ingees !"—Sent in
by D, Gibbou, Glasgow.

MERELY A (T)RIFLE

Private Jenkins wus being charged:
by his officer in commuand for neglect
of duty. The fact is, Jenkins was
being called over the coals for having
failed to clean his rifle.

“1 see you are a very old soldier,”
suitl the officer. 1 suppose you
joined over uge?  What wero you
charged with Jast?"

“Dirty  bow und arrow, sir,”
fn[ﬂiud Jenking, without turning a
wr,

“Tive days’ (LB, 1"-—Sent in by

| L. Do’Ath, Pimlico.,

POOR PATIENT!
The old man's eldest danghter had

 been attending lirst aid classes, and

had recoived a certiticate  for pro-
ficicney.

Tho street accident she had been
wuiting for at lust oceurred. A man
had unfortunately broken his leg.
Nevertheless, it was  a  fortunate

ence for the  old  man's

cuughter, for it gave her u chance to
show her skill,

She  coaliseated o walking-stick
belonging to a pusser-hy, and broko
it fnto three picces for splints.  She

tors her skirk up for bandages, and
then commenced operations,

When all was campleted she eallod
for n cab, and took the patient to the
hospital.

“Who bandaged this limb so credit-
+" asked the doctor.

1 did,” replied the girl without a
blush,

“Well, it is most beautifully—-
most  excellontly  done,”  said  the
doctor.  “But you have made one
littlo mistake. You have bandaged
thoe wrong leg!”—8ent in by R.
Bissell, Liverpool,

"
NOTHING DOING.
“Hi, taxi!” shouted the pedes
trian to the aing cal.
i r?" said the chauffeur.
your fare to the Central

shilling, air.™

“Thanks,"” replied the pedestrizn,
walking on. “I only wanted to
kpnow how much 1 should save by

walking !"—Sent  in by 1. Paul,
Nuneuton,

TOM'S TEASER.
Tom: “Dad, you good at

geography "

His iather: “Well, T was when at
school.  But I dare say that, aftee
all these years, I ean answer cor-
rectly any question that you may
ask."

Tom: “Well. dad, if England is the
Motherland  and  Germany is  the
TFatherlend, what is Helland?"

His Father: “Well, my boy, I'm
afruid you've got me there. I must
give it up. . What is Holland, then?"

Tom: “1t's 63d. a yurd!"—Sent in
by A, J. Bossloy, Bow,

MONEY PRIZES OFFERED.
Readers ure nuited to send on
posfeardsstoryetlex or slhort interest-
g pardgraphs for this feature.
For every contribution  wsed the
sender will veceive a money prize.
All porteards must be addressed

The Editor, THE BOYS FRIEND
and * Gem® Librar, f:uug?x Housge,
Gough Square, Londen, E.C.

)

Will you do Your Editor a good turn by asking a non-reader of THE BOYS' FRIEND to read-Owen Conguest's magnificent sohool story—
* & Police-corstable Jimmy Silver 2"
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THE HOLIDAY-MAKERS’
DELIGHT !
this  summer

N ’
daring escapades of Jimmy

Silver, the brilliant mancuvres of
Tom Belehier, and the rousing  ex-
ploits of Harvey Koene, detective,
ploy some part in it

The fact is. theso
favourites have now firmly
lished themselves in the atfections of
my reader-friends, and, to judge by
the letters of loyal chums which
reach me daily, t?m‘n would bo a
good many gloomy faces in Great
Britain just now if their advenlurcs
were to cease,

At the outset of war T realised
that what the boys of this country
needed was nol a series of starics
setting forth terrible seenes on the
battlefield,  or  thrilling  cavaley
charges, in which gore took a promi-
aent purt. Such stories as these |
considered would only tend to make
a boy's mind dwell upon the eterpal
topic, so L struck ont in a new lne
entirely, and instruocted my authors
4o write fresh  and  enlertaining
stories, so that my readers should, in
spite of the sorrow, which we know
and feel is in our midst, keep
smiling.

Tt was a bold lino te take, T admit,
and one which a good many Editors
would hesitate to luunch out wpon;
but, thanks to the splendid support
aworded me by my chums, it has
repaid me a hundredfeld,

bo complote

holiday will
unless  the

SALL THE BEST” NEXT WEEK!

On Monday next our programme
will bo guite up to the usual =stan-

dard. The Jinmy Silver story will
be entitled :
“THE SPY IN THE SCHOOL!™

and it is written in Owen Conquest’s
most sparkling style, ‘ -

Tom Belcher, the leading light of
that fameus boxing-booth contrelled
Ly Ben Adams, will make a great hit
an

“A LOSING GAME!"
By Arthur 8. Hardy,

and Harvey Keene will do the same
n
“THE CASE OF THE HIDDEN
POISONER!"
By W. Murray Graydom

Add to these three great features
& long instalment of

“MYSTERY ISLAND!"
By Duncan Storm,
and the frst grand long opening
instalment of a thrilling now adven:
ture serial, entitled,

‘ POLRUAN’S MILLIONS !

or difflculty.

I would like all my readers to look upon me as
thelr real fricnd, someone to whom they ean
cemo for help and advice when they are lo doubt
It ia never ‘' too much trouble" to
me to be of use to my boy and girl friends it
they feel they would like to write to ma.

“TFriendless.” He tells
me that he has no com-
panions, for he is so shy
that he cannot make
friends with anyane.

to enjoy life.

This scems te me a rather extra-

oreinary atlmission

lic also says
that he does not play ericket or any
other games, and he fails altogether

COMPANION
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nigh,"

with onl
the drawings.
only achieve great things by pains
aul patience.

difculty.

for a boy of sixteen

to make, and T gladly
comply with my
reader’s  request  to

give him some sound
advice,

Now, so far as I
can gather, it is only
my chum's  shyncss
that is keeping him
from cnjoying life
with ull the enthusi-
asm of gz healthy
British lad. It is not
a weakness or distaste
for sports  that s
responsible for  his
not playing cricket or

ather  jgames: it iy €oelly announced that 2 bomb was on its way intoe the o one thing really well
only hii hvnoss trench. My fricnd, Berpoant Lane, assures me that he and 4.1, 10 (o ]":’” 1I<in{rmz in
R Imal e his mon arc not running away from tho Huns, but they e ', }
I think “Fricnd- aro simpliy taking the natural precaution of getting out !l 1V/IIRC Inanner.
foss ™ can easil ¥ of tho way of the bomb. Th_g littie sketech beilow showa 1wl give xou another
remedy  thal, Lo ¥ friend in o very warlike attitude. —Whether he o npic of industry, Mr.
mst play an some sniped ".tho . snipor . OF ‘not ko doos. not aay, but the Owen Conepuest's  gtorios
1 P 't men in the 20th County of London Regiment have proved V00! e B
game: D must get ¢homscives fino soldiers, and have already put a very 0 Tne Bovs FRIEND are

it the company of
good-living lads of his
OWIl HEC

youths of his own age.

terins with them.

Now, my friend must try to be-
come acquainted with them. When
hbours
out of doors let him wish him a
ar

he meots one of these

cheery  good-morning

EVERINE.

If 1 know unything of human
nature, this stranger will weleome
having a chat with  Friendless,”
fl“(‘, us rl.'g“‘rliﬂ QPeNg Conver-

tion, my friend should
start off by telling him
something in which he is
particularly interested.
“Tsn’t the Tom Beleher
varn  in this  week's
Pmexp o stuwner?” he
could say; or, " What do
vou think of this scheme
for changing the colour of
the * Magnct ' cover 1"

This would break the
ieeinstantly. Another
plan wounld —no, I am
not  moralising,  Jones
minor !—for ** Friondless”
to ‘go regularly to some
place of worship an Sun-
days. He then could not
fail to get into touch with
other fellows of his own
age and tastes.

Attached  to maost
churches and chapels are
cricket and football elubs,
to  which * Fricndless ™
would be welcomed as o
meimber,

THE ARTISTS OF THE

By Maurico Everard,
and you have a number which
touches the acme of perfection.

To-morrow? No, to-morrow
won't do! You imust remind that
nowsagent of yours to reserve you a
copy of next week’s number of Thr
Boys' IFFnienn, for whieh there is
certain to be a Jarge and almost
unprecedented demand.

o

A _BOY WHO CANNOT
ENJOY LIFE.

A rather curious letter bas reached
mo from Dorking, whero resides ona
my chums, who signs  hinself

FUTURE.

he  motico  in this
week's dssue to the effect
that original pictures in
the companion papers are
offered to readers reminea
me that I have lately
reecived quite a number
of letters from aspiring

many of
sent

a good
readers have

these L
me sketehes for publica-

tion, and expressed sur-
prise on hearing that I
cannot accept same, 1
may a3 well offer an
explanation.

ITow can he do this?
Surely ncar his home arc some
“Triend-
less ” doubtless knows them by
sight, if he is not on spuaking

Fugnn

Do ) P gl

o)
)

large number of Germans out of action,

good-

f{"‘ i
tile

READ

THE MASTER WHO STAYED ¢

AT HOME!

The Grand Long Complotc School Tale of

Harry Wharton & C

“THE MAGNET "—1d.—OUT TQ-DAY!

THE BOXING SGHOOLMASTER'S KNOCKOUT BLOW!

Your Editor reccenily received from an old schoolfellow
thesc very interceting sketches drawn by onc of h
rades in the 20th County of London Regiment.
aboveo dopicts an exciting scche when the look-out man

is com-
The one

For pure, rich humour he is un-
heatable.
Conquest
Do vou
storics off anyhow, splodged them
into an envelope, addressed them
ta the editor of o maguzine, and
expected & bi
of postt

Clonguest

several days to work out a plet
Timmy Silver story, and the

18

before il reaches my sanctum.

The proofl of the pudding is in
the cating, and the result of this

(This is @ small reproduction of the picture on the cover of

“"The Magnet * Library out to-day.

Price one penny.)

if you want the BEST, huy Your Editor's papers. They oontain the BEST
oan be obtained.

Write to e whenever you are in doubt or
Tell me ahbout yourself; lei me know M
what you think of THE BUYS' FRIEND.
readers who write to me, and enclose a stamped
envelope or posteard, may he Bure ol receiving a
prompt. and kindly reply by posh,
should be addressed: The Editor, THE BOYS
FRIEND, The Flectway Houge, Yarringdon Street,
London, E.C.

The fact is, in too
many cascs the work is
done in rather a slip.
shod manner. It lacks
and as s result I am left
one alternative—to return
Budding artists can

Take the case  of
Tuener, the greatest land-
seape painter  that  ever
lived. " Did he stumble
across suceess one day a
by aceident? By no
moeans. e used to Le on
his back in a punt for
hours together gazing at
the  clouds. Doubtloess,
pussers-by thought what
azy mmn he was, but he
himself kuew that he was
learning  to paint  those
wonderful  elond  effects
which are the admiration
af all the world.
an age  of
It is better to

This s
specindizm,

the beet of iheir kind that
have ever been written.

how hus Mr.
his  suecess?

scribbled  his

Now,
achieved
think he

by return
Mr.
takes

big cheque
Not a bit of it.
wdmits  that he

revised wgain and  agaein

patient industry is that
every wevk o huge public
derives  immense  enter-
tainment from Owen Cone.
quest’'s  tales  in Tue
Boys' IRk ]

So come, ve Congnests
of the futurs, and Mae-
donalds yet to be, and let
vour work be governed by
pains and perseverance,
withont which no mun
ever yet beeame a genius,

ORIGINAL DA\‘VINGB
OFFERED TO READERS.

I have been asked at
various times by certain
readers. who take an in-
terest in art if I could
supply them with the
oryrinal sketches of those
artists who have mado the
companion papers fumous.
In such eases I hpve been
pleased  to allow  my
chums to have the illus-
trations they require at a
very nominal sum, and it
has occurred to me that
others  of my readers
would like to enjoy the
same benefit.

Accordingly, T have
aorganised a scheme
whereby my chums can
obtain the original work
of the dollowing well-
known dranghtsmen :

Tue Bovs' FrRiexD

J. A. Cummings,

L. B, Briseoe,

R. J. Macdonald,

Harry Lane,

G. W. Wakofield.

“T'he Gem ' Librars—

R, J. Macdonald,

3. M. Dodshon.
“The Magnet ™ Library—

Al letters

drawings is as follows:

. H. Chapinan.

reading matter for

All

The these

Original Cover DPietures, 7s. 6d.
cach,  Original Headings or 1llustra-
tions, 5s. cuch.

When applying for any of the
above, r'o.'us‘-r:-x are requested to state
tiie nuraber of the issue in which the
drawing appeurs; and in the event of
more than one reader requiring the
sane pieture, : boy or zirl who
est application will

scale of charges for

i3 wol treble the value at which
1 offer it, 1 hope many of my chums
will take advantage of this vxecllent
scheme,

THE SORROWS OF SAMMY,

sBtrngehng Sam,” o reader of
Tae Bove' Friesp living in South
FLoudon, has joined a Volunteer
Corps, and although ho revels in the
route-marching  and  skirmishing,
which are part and parcel of a velun-

s dutieg, he draws the line
b drill — Swedish  or otherwi
Y 8truggling Sam." in his own ernde

wey. s a poel, and he voices his
grievanee atter this manner;
THE DISCOMFORTS OF DRILIL.

I'm a veritable crammer,
For | know my Latin grammar,

And can rattle off declensions by

the yard.
T can slog with vim and vigour
At an algebraic figure,
And earess the classivs others think
aro hard.
I can face the tiercest bowling
In a manner most consoling,
For 1 know the looker-on admires
my skill;
But the mest detested duffer
Never veb was wont to suffer
All the satire heaped upon
during drill !
The terrible trapezes
Are as bad as dread diseases,
For to me they oft suggest o
broken neek;
While the bars perform their duties,
But T fail to see their beauties,
For 1 land upon the top a woeful
wreek !
I've the pluck of a Dorando,
And the strength of any Sandow,
And can cyele many a mile with-
out a spill:
But, in spite of this, believe me,
Such attainments seem to leave mo
When T deag oy  weary way
through dreaded drill !
I would sac ‘0 a pension
If the cart command ** Attention!”
Would be pushed inte the shade
by *Stand ab ease!”
And would be for ever grateful
If the cluhs and dumb-bells hateful
Were submerged into the bottomn of
tho seas!
Other modes of recreation
I pursue with acelamation,
And of healthy fun can always
take my fill o
For they strengthen nerve and sinew,
And as long as they continue
shall evermore “detest the pangs
of drill!

Poor old Sammy! T vait feel for
him in his pitiful plight, But docs
hie not realise that that harmless and
necessary practise, drill, is -cssential
to the makings of a true  British
soldier?  The way to the distant
battlefields in France and Flanders
has not been gained by desultory
slacking, There are such things as
training_and  diseipline,  without
which a British soldier woukl be a
pretty poor specimen,  And, after all,
there is nothing about drill whicit
makes one want to commil suicide,
1 can only conclude that ** Struggling
Sam's " liver was out of order when
perpetrated the poem  printed

he
YOUR EDITOR.
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Our Grand New Story by Duncan Storm !
/j_vmm]-—

M

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

JACK and BILLY, and _their
mother, Mrs. BOYD, are on board
a ship named the City of Benares,
when a terrific storm breaks.  The
boys cndeavour to met out of the
saloon, but the doors are jammed.

The next morning, however, they
foree the doors apen. and arriving on
deck, discover that the boat has been
wrecked, Very soon they come into
coptact with & man named PAT
MURPHY, the only member of the
crew to escape.

The ‘little party realise that they
aro stranded, and decide to make
their home on the little island near
by, which they name Mystery Island.

For days they work en building
their house, and at length they rescue
a native, who turns out to be o really
decent fellow, and whom they nane
BILLY SUNDAY. '

One night the castaways sight a
ship in the distance, and upon Sun-
doy stating that the tain s
pirate named NICK D

TEL, Mrs.
Boyd informs them that the pirate is
n deadly enemy of lier husband’s,
and that be lus sworn to reap a
terrible revenge,

Jack amd Sunday go over 1o the
pirate ship in o canoe o arder to
learn the encmy's plans.  They over-
hear these, bot before they ean got
away Nick Death catehes sight of
them, and orders his crew 1o get into
the boals amd give chase.

( Xow read on.)}

The Welcome Storm.

On  the City of TBenares Pat
Murphy was getting anxious.  He
began to think that Sunday and Jack
el bren away guite long enough.

He hael got throwzh several little
jobs fer tho defence of the ship
whilst they lied been absent.

Aboul twenty yurds from the ship
he hud submerged an electric lunp,
lighted s by o wire from one of the
clectricinns’  storuge  batteries,  and
from the ship he could sce the light
of it glowing softly u couple of feut
under the vlear water.

Close by the light he had  Jaid w
Aouting niine, consisting of four sticks
of dynamite, wired up to a button on
the ruil of the ship by the battery.
This he could fire at any monment, and
it was his intentien to lire it dicectly
one of tho pirates’ boats passed close
by or aver it

Closer to the ship he laid another
mine of two sticks of the explosive,
quite cnough to sink one of the bouts
should she try to rush into the sub-
merged well deck.

And, fnally, he had trained the
ship's rocket tube upon another sub-
merged  cleetrie Lunp, about  fifty
yards from the bow of the ship on the

course the pirates would take in
approaching her,

He could hear the drane of tulk
going on over the stll water,  Then

the flash of the lghtning told him
thut Sunday and Jack would be dis-
covered,

He heard the crack of the rifle, and
Jack's derisive shont to the pirate
ceptain, and he heaed the spludter of
shots that followed.

Then followed a few very anxious

minutes for Pat.  He knew that tho
pirates had two whalers in the water,
and ho made out that she had a
couple more of these bouts stowed on
deck.  South Sew schooners are woell
provided with whalers, as in the diffi-
cult landings on the islands boats are
frequently stove in and dumaged.

Presently Pat listened hard, strain-
ing his curs for all they were worth.
Hoe heard the chunk  of Sunday’s
paddle aa the canoe entered the ealm
lagoon, and raced hard for the ship.
Not very far behind it, he heard also
the thrash of ocars going at a racing
stroke,

Tho pirates were trying to overhaul
tho canoo before she could get to the

Are they vcoming, Pat?" asked
Mrs, Bovd anxiously, as she stood at
Put's elbow in the darkness,

“Yes, madum,” replied Pat; and
they’ve got o boat’s erew of those

scoundrels closo at their heels,  Dat
I've got a thing or two ready for the
T 1, Take thal string, niada b

continmed Put,  handing  Juek's
mother the cord that was to fire the

ship's vocket that lay in the tube,
S Now. madann don’t pull it till 1
give the word  Fire!'  Then’ jerk it
sharply.

Mrs. Bosdl took the eord, gazing

into the gloom with straining eyes.
She could hear the steady plunk of
Sunday’s  paddle,  and  the  decp
breathing, and the thrashing of the
aurs of the pirate erew,

Pat hud the night-glasses glued to
his eyes, and they were fixed on the
furthest electeis light, that  glowed
like some  phosphorescent fish below
the surface of the water.

“You don’t mind killing s man,
madwm ™ azked  Pat. under his
breath.

"' Not if that man iz trving to kill
my boy,” answered Jack’s mother
firmly.

“Here they come, madam, whis.
pered Pat, as the dark blurr of the
canoe passed across the field of his
night.gla " Stand by to let go
at the we

The pirate whuler was only three
leneths behind tho runaway canoe,

i any man fires at the boy,
shouted  the wvoiee of the pirate
captuin, “I'll shoot him an the spot,
Thut boy worth fifty thousand
pouncds to mo !

Pat saw the bhull of the pirate
whaler obscure his submerget] electric
light,

“Fire!" he shouted,

‘Mn: Boyd, her lips  firmly  cet.
i(‘l'k!‘d at the cord.  There was a
bung and o roar; n sheet of sparks
rushed  through the air close over
Jack’s head. and burst in o blinding
sheet of blue magnesium stars right
amongst  the ecrew of the pirate
whaler, knocking men  and  oars
together in a heap,

t was a close thing for Jack, for
the bow-man of the whaler had
already strotehed forth his boathook
to grapple the stern of the flying
cunoe,

For o moment Jack could net
mnclerstand what had happened; but
the vivid white flare, reflocted on the

high structuro of the ship, showed
him the grim, white face of ‘his
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mother, still standing  behind  the
rocket-tube,

Y Paddle away, Sunday!” shouted
Jack., " Good old mother!  You've
stopped ‘emn

The ship's rocket had  indeed
stopped  the pirate  craft, t e

burst right in the beat in a eloud of
white sturs and smoke, and the crew,
Tl fled,  Dlinded,  and  panie-
stricRken, wore Jupping out of the
boat, which was alrewdy be -inning to
slnk.

They saw the pirate eaptain stand-
ing in the stern-sheots, = ing his
fist, as tho boat sauk to her gunnel,
und tho burning rocket fizzed out in
the water.

“You shall pay for this!” he
yelled.

Meanwhilé, the canoe, with Jack
and Suday, had nipped inoat the
break in the side of the ship,  They

dragied her one of the water, aud

hurried up to the little fortress on Lhe

A GREAT TALE DEALING
WITH THE ADVENTURES

AAAANAAANANANANY

upper  deek,  where
Jack's mother flung
her arms mbout him,
and lissed .him again
und again.

“Here  comes the
qther boatl,” said Pat
i 1 can he

picking up
gung o' raseals i the
water. So much the
better. We'll  give
'em auother recket as
soon as they get near
the lizht !

They could hear the
curses and the splut-
terings us the swim-

wing  pirates  called
from the water to
their friends in the
boat, and Pat waited
a4 moement with a fresh
racket o the tube,
and  the lanynrd in

his hand.
Presently the dark

bulk  of  the “boat
blotted out the sub.
merged clectric lamp.

Pat snatehed at the

lanynrd. here was
another bang and a
rush of sparks,  This

time the rocket burst
in the bow of the
bont, lighting up the
frightened pirates
with u hideous Harc
of green, By its light
conld he seen  two
ather boats approaching at full speed,
wndl he guve n whistle, These were big
boats, and they contalued fifteen men
o

BOYS.

ach,
“'ho rasculs have got mors men
than I thought!™ he exclaimed.
“There must be a good fifty gaol:
birds ih Cuptain Death’s crew!”
Then, as a seatter of shots pattered
and smacked on the steel plates of the
ship, Put and Sumday picked up their
viffes, and  fived  rapidly  into the
crowded whale-beat, that was burn.
ing still with o bright green light,

“Keep down, madam ™ cried Pat
warningly to  Mrs, ovd., ‘“Take
shelter behind  those  flour  casks!

They are liring wild,
bullet might get in he

A bullet smucked close nbove Pat’s
head as he spoke, chipping the
ecnwmel from the plates of the deck-
honsoe,

The rockets fizzled ont, and they
could hear curses and groans floating

but e stray
n

—e=s——se=ae

up

feo:
them.

Pat pulleéd a wive, anel a white flare-
ight, that he hid arranged on the
astlo heud, se that it should light
the pirates, but leave them  in
shidow, Tit up the night with a bril-
liant niore  searching  than a
searchlight.

It showed the three pirate boats
grouped towether, us though consult-
ing.

“Bheer ot of this!™ shouted Pat.
“We know all your game, Captain
Death, und if you try to rush this ship
you will do it at your awn peril. |
you don’t elear off with your gang o
gaol-birds, we'll shoot every mother's
son of yvou like rats!"

For answer the three piraie boars
suddenly 1lnshpil towards the opening
e,

o'l ot the scoundrels hav
imed Pat,

He waited, with his finger en the
button, till the leading boat was well
over lig submarine mine.  Then he
touched the button, and, with &
thump and a roar, the submerged
dynamite exploded.

Jnck, peering through o loophole
in the steel plates  of their little
forteess, ioweird sight by the un-
earthly white glare of the flarelight.
The pirate boat was lifted bodily with
its crew on the erest of a white
spout of water that was full twenty
feet high.

The spout fell, overwhelming and
swamping the second bout, whilst the
whole fubric of the stranded liner
quivered under the shock of the near
explosion,

They saw the thivd beat stop, and
lielp man after mman from the water,
till she was so packed that there was
net room for ancther on board, Then
she turned, and made for the enlrance
of the lagoon.

dat and Jack gave a cheer aa they
saw  their autagonists retiving, anc
Sunday gave the warery of his tribe,
which was three screams and a yelp
like a sealded dog.  DBur Mrs. Boyd
hid her face in her lands, then
hurtied off to where Billy was sleep-
ing profoundly through all this noise.

The pirate gang were bewten off,
They heard the sullen thump of their
onrs in the rowlocks passing out at
the dark entrance to the lagoeon, aned
by o sudden flash of the tropic
lightning  they made out the boat
close alongside the schooner.

tho dark abyss beneath

(Continued cn the nezt page.)
i m hands [N

Sunday was made to sit in th
Pat

© barbor's chair, and whilst Jack turned the machine brush,
ran it over the nativc's frizey wig.
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Then from the lundward across the
Ingoon came a weird rushing sound
that increased to a shrill wail.

“Hero comes a better friend to us

rockets!" said Pat,
“1t's the hurricanc
They'll have to cut
of this in twenty

than rifles or
lifting his finger.
starting at last,
and run out
minutes !

A puff of lLiot air swept across the
soon, whistling shrilly in the funnel
; s and riggig of the stranded
ship.

Then came fash after flash of
lightning, till the night was as bright
as doy. They vould see that the
pirate schooner had heisted in her
boat, and that the crew wore setting
o small storm trysail to run before the
oncoming gale. 3

They heard her anchor chains roar
through the hawser-pipe  as  the
shackles were knocked out to give
her o chance of puying off before the
first gust of the gale. There was no
timo for them to get up anchor.

Then Jack saw a white wall of rain
and spray racing towards the ship
acrass the lagoon.

“Here she comes!” shouted DPat
cheerily, as he led the way to the
lower-deck, which was brilliantly lit
by the lightning. Let us lhurry
down and get the boats well hauled
up on deck, This is going to be a
snorter !

And Jack, looking seawards by the
glimmering of the incessant lightning.
saw the pirate schiooner driving off
to sen in a mist of a blinding rain
squall.

Down on the lower deck they
laboured lhard, drawing the Tub and
tho raft wnd the canoe as high as
possible  from  the water up  the
sloping planks,

“What a night!” exclaimed Pat,
as the rain swept down in torrents
and the lightning lit tho decks with
its blinding flashes.

They could hardly liear themsclves
speak for the roar of the rain on the
upper  decks of the ship and the
thrashing of the waves of the lagoon
against the side of the alulp.

rom end to end of the long decks
the loose ropes hanging from the
davits were thumping and banging.
Rain water was pouring down the
sloping decks in torrents, and the
wind howled wildly through the
funnel-ways.

At last the boats wera sceured, and
Jack and his companions, their faces
streaming with rain, turned into the
snug music-room, where Mrs, Boyd,
pale and anxious, was waiting them.

“Is  there any danger, Mr.
Murphy 7" sho asked anxiously.

“Not a bit, madam,"” replied Pat
promptly. * This is going to work up
to fuﬁ hurricane, but the wind s
off the land, and the old shiF has only
got to stand the waves of the lagoon,
which don’t amount to much. The
larder it blows and the longer it
Llows the better I shall like 1t, for
il all help to blow that gang of
scoundrels away from our island.

“1f they have to run before it for
threo days, they’ll bo a good thousand
miles o the south-west, and it will
givo them o bit of trouble to find us
ngain, If I'm not mistakou, there's
not a navigator amongst the crowd.
They'ee nearly all geolbirds, and no
sailormen.”

Mrs. Boyd was groatly reassured by
Pat's cheery way of making the best
of things, and it waps not long before
sha had tho kettle boiling and a
socond supper laid out in the music-

rocom,

Then, whilst Jack and Pat and
Sunday were partaking of this meal,
she went to the grand piano and
played to them,

Sunday, who had never heard such
music before, could hardly eat his
supper for wonderment.  He could
not at all understand the working of
the piano, and they could only satisfy
him by agreeing to his idea that there
was an angel in the box.

(Continued from the
previous page.)

“That's a good idea!" exclaimed
Pat. *“Now that we have got Sun-
day to help us, we will be able to
shift the grand plano, and get it
ashore to the new house. ¥You and I
couldn't have managed it alone,
Mauster Jaek; but old Sunday here
will shift it like a fenther, and we
van strengthen the raft to take 1t
safoly to the land, Then we can shift
it up to the house by putting another
truck on the railway, and coupling
‘e togother.”

And he explained there and then
to Sundey low to take the legs off
the grand piano, so that it could be
shifted out on deck and rolled on to
the raft.

It was some timo before Sunday
could be induced to go near the
piano, so great was his awe for the
sweet-voiced spirit  which he sup-
posed lived in it. Bub when the way
that the musi¢c was made was ex-
leined to him he was afraid of it no
onger.

He confided to Pat that he, too,
was @ musician, and produced from
his pocket a sort of slender reed,
which he had cut when he was ashore
on the island. This was about the
size of o penny whistle, and was cut
mueh in the same fashion. Sunda
played it, not by blowing through
lis mouth, but by placing it to his
nose, and, so blowing down it, played
several pretty and plaintive tunes.

Then he obliged the vompany with
a native song, which made Jack roll
ofi his chair with laughing, for it
sounded like a dog howling at the
moon. Sundey said that this was
supposed on his island to be the
prottiest song ever composed,

Then Pat sang & few sea songs in
a fine bass voice, and al the conclu-
sion of this little concert they all
retired, feeling  better  after  the
upset cansed by the fieree fight with
the pirates and the howling of the
gule outside.

All their cabins were on the lee
sido of the ship, and it was past
midnight whaoyy they retired to them,
The wind was roaring and howling,
and outside the recf the sea was
whipped to white foam by the fury
of the gale. But the old ship lay
steady on her bed of coral,s only
trembling slightly to the rush and
rour of the storm,

And Jack, going into the cabin
which he shared with Billy, fonund his
brother still fast asleep.  Billy ha
slept soundly all through the noise of
the pirate attack, and he was now
sleeping as soundly through the roar
of a full hurrieanc,

For that was Billy's way. He
never ellowed anything to interfere
with his eating or his slecping.

The Voice in the Dark,
When Jack awoke the next morn.
ing it was still blowing grent guns,
and raining in forrents. It was im-

possible to get to the shore, for the
lagoon was whipped into a whirl of
white waves, whilst the shore, only
half a mile away, was only visible
now and then through the rain
storms.

Jack had hoped that lie would get
a holideay, but Pat feund lots of work
o (lO.

Lighting lamps, they descended into
the flooded engine-room, where the
water lay black and treacly amengst
the great, silent engines,

. Bunday was really frightened when
they first showed him the inside of
this great hall and explained to him
that it was here that the steam
“debble ' lived which drove the
great ship along. :

“The sterm devil is drowned out
new, poor old chap,’" suid Pat; *'but
that necd not prevent us from taking
down the engine-room clock, and
clearing out the lathe and all the
tools. They'll vome in useful, maybe,
when we get ashore.”

And all that morning they were
busy in collecting all the stores in the
engineer's  department  that  were
within _reach. ~ These included two
handy lathes, a forge and an anvil,
two spare dynamoes, and over fifteen
hundred spare clectric lamps, besides
several miles of wiring.

They also cleared out the barber's
shop, which was situated in one of
the alleyways of the main deck,

They had  found nothing move
useful than the barber's shop on the
ship, for the barber on board a big
ocean liner keeps something of every-
thing in stock, There were stacks of
hairbrushes, razors, and pomatums,
with so many pots of brilliantine and
hair-restorer that Pat declared that
they need never fear that they would
zo bald, even if they had to stay on
the island for a hundred years.

They made Sunday st in the
barber's chair, and Jack turned the
machine-brush whilst Pat ren it over
his frizzy wig. At first Sunday was
frightencd to death of the rattling
machine-brush, but after a whilo he
laughed nll over his face at what he
called the debble-brush, and il Jack
would bave gone on turning, he
would have been glad to sit in the
chair all the morning having his
frizey wig brushed on end.

But Pat sot him to packing up all
the bottles and goods in the harber's
shop, giving him s dozen bottles of
jasmine-scented brilliantine for himn-
self.

At first Sunday thought that this
was something good to eat, for he had
seen Jack hooking bullseyes out of the
bottles of sweets which were part of
the barber’s stocl. But he did not
like the first taste of the brilliantine,
though he was highly delighted when
Pat showed him how to rub it on his
frizay hair.

Sunday did more than brilliantine
his hair, for hie rubbed the brilliantine
all over his face till he shone like a
new penny with grease and conlent-
ment.

“That's the way with all these
South Sen Islanders, Muster Jack,”
said TPat. “They love greasing
themselves all over with cocoanut-cil
and that sort of stuff. That is why
they have such brautiful clear skins,
and maybe it is why they can stay in
the water swimming for such a long
time.

“Bunday was telling mo last night
of a Samoan woman whe swam for
twelve hours with the bedy of her
husband in her arms. It is nothing to
them to stop all day in the water
when they are pearl-diving.””

They put all the barber’s stock in
boxes ready to take ashore when the
weather should moderate, and out of
this single cabin there eame a good
‘rxmrlomf of all sorts of fancy goods,
sweets, and wearing apparel—cenough
to stock a couple of sheps,

JOIN TO-DAY.
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There were caps, braces, razors,
sponges, soap, and towcls.  There

were also cigarcttes in tins, which Pat
said weuld come in very useful till
they vould grow their own tobacco,
There were even a eouple of suits of
dress-clothes, with a lot of white shirts
and collars, which Pat said might do
when he and Sunday turned waiters
up at the grand new house they were
building ashore.

Sunday did not pack very quickly,
for he was in & state of anazement at
wll these wonderful riches. When he
found the barber’s store of silver
hand-mirrors, which were supposed to
be given away as ladies’ prizes when
there were deck sports, his joy knew
no beunds, and he sat on the floor of
the cabin admiring himsell till Pat
called him away to shift conls from the
lower bunkers to the donkey-engine
on dueck.

At first Sunday was afraid to go
down those long flizhts of steel
ladders which led to the dark coal-
bunkers right down at the bottom of
the ship.

“ What arc you waiting for 2" asked
Jack, as Sun:?ﬂy hesitated.

‘Mo 'fraid ! snid Sunday frankly.

Jaeck was surprised,  He could not
understand  Sunday being afraid of
anything, for in the adventure with
tho giant enttlefish and with the

irates he had shown himself the

ravest of men,’

“Aitu down there!' said Sunday,
trembling, *Plenty bad spirit!”

“What's an aitu, Pat?” asked Jack.

“(Ghosts, Master Jack,”  repliedd
Pat, with a grin. "These Islanders
ere powerful afrnid o' ghosts of all
sorts, and you can’t get one of them
to wallk pust a graveyard after dark
for love or moncy. They are sooper-
stitious, that's what they are, an’ ono
of these days, if you get old Sunda
on te tellin® you ghost stories, .ht:'ﬁ
make your blood run eold.

“You see, Master Jack, it wasn’t so
very many ycars ago that the people
in these islands were all cannibals. I
axpect that Sunday’s own father has
had a taste o' what they call *long
piz " in his time,  And it's that there
cannibalism has got sort o' on their
conseienees,

Y You see, they den't have muoch to
do on these islands bhut to sit around
end frighten cach other with ghest
stories after dark.  And Sunday here,
he knows that all the crew, poor
chaps, ware drowned when the ship
struck. He's afraid of their spirits
haunting the ship.”

“¥iss," said Bunday, as he caught
the word spirit.  “ Plenty bad spirit
on Jis ship."”

“Don't you be alraid, Sunday,”
said Pat, cncouragingly, “ALL the
bad spirits arc still locked up in the
smoeke-room bar, and their names a
Gin, an’ Whisky, an' Brandy,
Rum. ‘Fhose are the only bad spirits
we keep on the old City o’ Benares,

But Sunduy shook lis head, and was
afraid to go down inte the corl
cers till Pat_lad ticd one of the
s hand-mirors round his neck
by way of a charm,

Thew, comforted, he elimbed down
into No, 1 Bunker and st to work
shovelling the coul into baskets, which
Jack and Pat hauled up and carried
out on deck handy for the boiler of
the donkey-cngine.

Sunday, once he was used to {he
darkness, worked like o Trojan, and
it still wanted an hour to lunch-time
when he had emptied out the bunker,

Then Pat epened the hatches to the
bunker on the other side of the ship,
for ho wanted to ger a good heap of
coal in store upon the deck. Thern
was a ventilator passing right through
the six floors of the ship into this
bunker, and  the three  workers,
climbing  up to  the haat-deck
struggled with the cowl in the wind
and the lashing torcents of rain till
they had unshipped it, revealing a
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shaft three feet in diameter, b which
they could hoist the coal with the
aid of a small derrick andsa long
rope which Pat made fast ton hand-
winch,

“Now, boys." said Pat, “I'll stay
up on topside here and hoist the coul
up the shaft, and you, Master JMI'I\',
can stay below in the bunker with
Sunday and fill the baskets, We shall
geb it up five times as quick that way
instead of carrying every basket up
the ladders, "

So Jack led the way down fnlo the
depths of the ship, followed by
Sunday, who was now very brave
about the bad spivits, for had not
Put explnined that all the bad spirits
in the ship were corked up in bottles
and lecked up in the smoke-room bar*

“Mo not a bit ‘fraid now,” said
Sunday, as he shovelled in darkness
and filled the coal-basket which Pat
had lowered down the ventilator-shaft,
“Dark all the same as light.  But
why for don’t Mr. Pat makee light
candle down here "

“He's afruid that there may be gas
in the bunker," said Jaek., ** Where
there's a lot of coal piled up like this
there's often w bit of gas, and if we
lit a eandle we might get an ex.
plosion.*

“Plosion!”  exclaimed
“What's "plosion 7"

“¥ou'd spon know if we had one.”
answered Jack “It's o geeat big
bang, same as the bang which Pat
made last night with the devilfticke—
dynamite—when the piratea tried to
rush the ship,” 7

“Gas—him  bad  spirit?'2{ asked
Sunday, in an awed whisper. .

Y No, you stupid old duffer!”
plied Jack, laughing. *“Gas is all
right if you wuse it all rmght. In
Kngland they send it through pipes
and uso it to light the houses, and
they use it for driving engines.”

Sunday gave an exclamation of
weonderment, and said that he would
much like to seco this  wonderful
country of England, where there
were  thousands and  thousands of
lights, and whero they did not use
lamps for cocoanut-oil.

“Plenty cocoanut in England ™ he
asked as he filled the coal-basket and
rattled  with  his  shovel in  the
ventilator as a signal to Pat to hoist
away.

“There are cocoanuts in England,’
answered Jack, “but they only use
them for eacoanui-shies there, They
throw balls .at 'em on holidays and
they change all bad "uns,”’

“Any bad spirits in England?”
asked Bunday, greatly interested.

“Not that I've heard of,” answereed
Jack. “There's too many railways
an’ motor-cars and noises in Fngland
for spirite, 1 guess. Spirits  like
lonely, dark places, and I don’t sup?
pose there are any more spirits in
Epgland than thero are in this :\hir."

“* Chuck it! hat are you tellin?
him?'" said a voiee from the darkness
in clear, distinet tones.

Sunday.

TC-

Jack's heart stood still, and the
shovel dropped frem his nerveless
hands. There was somebedy in tho
coal-bunker I"

Sunday, at the eound ‘of the

mysterious veice had dropped on his
face nmongst tho coals, !

"\th'g that?"” asked Jack, In 4
shaky voice,

“It's George—poor old CGeorge !
answered the veice. Then it broke
off in a shrill whistle that, echoed
through the dark coal-bunker like the
cry of a lost soul,

Jnck's heart went to his boots,

“TIt must be one of the stokers who
had been shut in the bunker when
the ship had struck by some fall of
conl which had eut him off from tho

stokehold. The poor chap has gono

mad " ;
“Whoono-ao-00-o00-00p 1™ shouted

the voice from the darkness,  “Dlay

up, "Spurs!  Whoo-00-00-00-06-00p !_"
ay groaned and tried to dig
in tho

his frizay  head coels in A
frenzy of frar.
“Wow—wow 1" he groaned. *"Um

bad spicit. Massa Jack! We all dio
now! "Um aitn from barber-man!
"Um all velly eross "eause we take "um
hair-oil—-nice  hair-oil 1 Oh, Mister
spirit, don't you be cross with poor
nTnl Sunday [

Jacl felt his knees trembling undar
Wim. The basket came clattering
down tho ventilator-shaft. :

“Below there ! whistled the voiee.

Jack's tongue clove to the roof of
his mouth like a dry sponge, as, out
of the darkn cnme a white shape
fluttering through the air,

Sunday gave a yell of fear.

“Now ' come to eat us all up!” he
wailed.  “Good-bye, Massa Jacky!
Oh! Ta-ta! We goners dis time ™

(This great adventnre stary will be con-

ol
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THE FINAL CHAPTERS OF A GRAND

e

NEW SERIAL STORY.

THE FIRSBY CHAPTERS,

BB DANVERS, cex-midshipman
of the Royal Navy, has been turned
out of the service on the charge of
theft. He ple innovence, but
neither his mother nor his stepfather,
CHARLES GREFTON, will belicve
hint,  The taunts become unbearable,
and when war is declared Bob longs
to serve his King and country,

isit his  friend, TPHIL

T'he latter is an A.B.
. but, ewing to a weak
chest, he is home on sick leave. Bob
arranges to join the Service in Phil’s
nane.

He goes on board the Diadem, a
New eruiser.  Fre long he is on the
vergo of being exposed by a bully
named PP, when ARMSTRONG
stops in aml saves the siluation.
Bob chums up with Armstrong, and
learns that Stephen Grefton is also an
enemy of the latter.

Stephen Grefton does his utinost to
wet Bob into disgrace, but lis plots
meet with failure.  The villain s
prevented from  denouncing Bob, as
Armstrong has a hold over him.

A British merchant ship is tor-
pedoed, and the Dindem goes to the
rescue,  Amongst the rescued i3 the
real Phil Hallows.  In consequence
Baob is compelled to tell his secret to
LIEUTENANT GREY, but the
latter, good hearted fellow that he is,
promizes to help Bob.

Later Grefton is founed seriously
injured, if not murdered, and Bob is
taken before the captain on the charge
of having committed the crime. Bob
states that he is mnocent, and, point-
g to Pitt, exelaims: ¥

“That man is the murderer!”

(Now read on.)

“ Fate is Against Me!"

As Bob, in ringing accents, asserted

s innoconee and accused Pitt his
ovos flashed, his fipure grew taut, ho
looked as if he was aboub to attack
o seoundrel.  Hiz guard closed in
npon him. i

Pirt lauuhed again,

“Ho murdered Lientenant Gref-
ton!” Ne ericd. “He can’t deny I
saw him running from the eabin,
What has he 1o say to that?”

FIts o lie!” Bob thundered. *I
wow the lientenant Iving on the floor !
1 was sent to summoun him! Ile had
beon ;mi ed before L ot to his
cabin, und-——-"

“Leb no ooe believe him!™ Pit

A Great Story of Life in the Navy. Specially
Written for THE BOYS’ FRIEND by

BEVERLEY KENT and
VICTOR DARING, R.N.

“He's ot to be trusted : Iis
He's a thicf, and 1

biwled,
word iz no nse,
can prove it!"

Ho rapid had been the interchabge
between Bob and the scoundrel that
nono had had time to interfore. But
now the captain's voico cut in sharp
and cold as a knife.

“Silonce!  Removo the prisoner in
custody.  Also arrest that man who
dared to interfere!™

Pitt at onee was scized.  His ugly
faco went livid, his mouth twitched
convnlsively. Perhaps the thought
that his malica had betrayed him into
an action fatal to himself Rashed into
hig mind,

Bob, with Liead ercct and exes still
Rashing, murched off with his wuard,
and the other sailors grouped together
quietly slipped away.

The captain wheeled abeut, and. fol-
Jowed by the doctor, he entered Gref-
ton's cabin again.  He looked care.
fully around in silence. " Presently the
doctor spake.

“There is o sreat deal, sir, that
mukes me very suspicious,” ko said,
“The lieutenant was attacked fully
half an hour ago; 1 can tel] that as
a medival man. Bub a half-hour has
not passed rince you began to summon
the cfficers to your cabin to meot the
German commander, and the ssilor
Philip Hallows says ho ecame here by
command to summen Grefton. 1f
that be true, then he eannot he the
man who attacked him."

The captain looked sharply at the
doctor, his faco was wrinkled in per-
plexity and annovance

*That would increase the mystery,”
he said.

“ And T think it is a big mystery,”
the doctor replied, with a touch of
Nervousness,

Tho captain gazed at Lim pierce

ingly. . :
“Ara vou keeping anything from
me?” he asked. ' Do you know more

than you care to say "

The docior drew a deep breath,

“T1'm afraid 1 do, sir.”’ he anawored.

“1g that fair to me?"” the captain
asked, with a touch of sternness, * s
that consistenf  with diseipline and
with your duty as an officer? I tell
con 1 won't have it.  During the
]}ust fow weeks much that is very
strange has oceurred aboard this ship,
and as the commanding efficer I am
held responeible. T loak to the officers
to stand by me: instead, T am being
kept in tho dark. I will, however,
continue to talk to vou, not as your
captain, but as a friend What

TOASON il

4]

~

A contingent of
Every man among them

vou have for declining Lo
e vour confidenee?™
metimes one cunnol talk withe

oub betraying wnolh
denee,” the doctor A
is one of tlose cases, Quito unex-
pectedly I have been drawn into this.
I do wish T could tell you all; 1 hope
before long thut I muy be able to do
s0. I must ask you to let the matter
rest at that point for the present.
But there is ano suggestion 1 should
like to make.”

HAnd what is that?"

“ Commander Acstein has said that
ho recognised one of the officers to-
night as a man he has moel already.
Lots of us have gone to your cabin,
and his has failed to identify any of
uz  Will you bring him here?”

Tha captain started,

Wit here!” he said.
him alomye, ™

I conple of minutes hie relurned
with the German,

S Commander Acstein, even thangh
wo o aro ab owar, we are both naval
officers, and wo both can be true to
the unwritten law between sailors,”
the aptain began “Yon see [for
yvourself thal a great breach of dis-
cipling has acenrred here, Yo will
no doubt keep that mutter a secrot, as
inoonly affects me as captain of this
ship.”

1’y confi-
*This

“T will get

Avstein agreed, ©1
undertuking with
But why have vou invited

van iy
pleasure,
we lieve”

“Look at that man on the bunk,
That’s what I want you to do.”

Acstein stopped forward and gazed
at Cieefton Ivine white and still.
look of rocognition sprang into his
ey e,

UWhy, that is the efficer of whom
1 have spoken; that is 1he man 1 have
met,” he saicd, " 1low very curious!
As I camo on to your deck to-nicht

Iosaw D againg he has met with a
very sertows accident siuca then, And
—utide—— Al now 1 remember

where 1 suw him

*And where was thatt?

“Some time ago 1 had a curious
oxpericneo on 1y submarine.  You
Iid  caught one of our merclunt
vessels, had put a prize crew abeard,»
and were tryving to take the vessel
into British waters.  She was luden
with curgo thut would be very valu-
able to you.  As we had lost the ship
it was Detter that we should sink it
than let you have it. 8o T sent it to
the bottom.  And that officer was in
ehargo of i)’

“But how o xou recomnise him?
Yo didn’t cupture him, Jid you?”

“ Noi but 1 happenod to get a good
loak wt him," e said.

1 don't yet understand,” the eap-
tuin expluined.

“ T ocan’t explain further,” Acstein
repliod deliberately, 1 must ask
¥ou nob to question me uny move,”

i W I dan't want to crosss
examine a prisonet,” the captain said,

o tuened with Aestein to conduct
the Iriter ont of the eabing As o
stepped on to the deck 1he German
uttered wocry.,

“Phat nran !t he wasped, peinting
teanosanlar, 1 koow him, Lloo! I'm
sure Ldo! Can I bo wwake, or is all
1his o nightroare ™

S What i
demancde
tContinued on the next page.)

"

a1

is s name?” the captuin

Britain’s "contemptible little army " route-marching in the home country.
is & voluntoer—some having made supreme sacrifices for the groat
causc—and although Territorials, they wil acquit thomselves in the trenchos, whon the call

, a8 bravely and as nobly as our regular troops. The rotirod colonel in the roadway

o8
looks on with an approving eye, and raises hie hat by way of salutation.
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“1 can't tell you that, but I can
never forget his face, He was going
to his doom when 1 saw him.,”

The captuin beckoned to the sailor,
who advanced and saluted.

“Your name?”’ he asked.

* Alea Avmstrong, sir.”

“':Eh:‘ls wentleman says ho knows

oL,

S Armstrong locked at the German.

“He hus tho advantege of me,
then, sir,” he replied; ‘“for, to the
best of my recollection, I never saw
him before.” f

“Wero you not on the prize ?h}p
Basbergh when she wes torpedoed in
“tho North Sca?’” Acstein asked.

Armstrong ut once becamo alert.

“Yoaa, T was,” he replied, showing
his surprisc at being asked the ques-
tion,

“There!” Acstein continued, "I
knew I was not mistaken. When I
saw vou, vou were standing at a
porthole too small to allow of you to
escope.  The ship was sinking fast;
your death scemed certain,  And I
tdmirod and respected you for the
way you faced it,”

“Then how did you escape!” the
captain asked.

* A chum swamn buck and saved me,
sir.'”” Armstrong expleined.

“But how could tliat be? If he
could get to you, why could you not
have elearad out without his help?”

“The door of the cubin was lockéd
an the outside,” Armstrong answereg.
“And I couldn't forco the door. I
hadn't any weapon handy."”

“Who locked the door?”

Armstrong did not reply. He was
thinking of Bob, He had promisod
Grefton that he would not inferm
against im on_ condition that the
latter did not striko at Iob,

“Whao locked tho deer?" the cap-
tain insisted.

“1 didn't see anyone lock if, sir,”
Armstrong replied guardedly.,

“Who rescued you?”

“ Ablo-Scamen  Philip  Hallows,
sir.'"
“The man T bave just put under
arrest!”  the captain cried, e
risked his life to save yours, and he
succeedod, and his bravery was not
roported to me. Who was your com-
manding offiver?”
Lieutenant Grefton, sie.”
A course !

L had for.
zotten !"

A wry smile came over the cap-
tain's fuce, Now he fully realised that
vory nmnch indeed had aceurred on
the ship of which he had been kept
in compleie darkness, he dactor
know of some seeret, and had not told
him; Armstrong evidently had an
inkling of this mystory; he could sco
that in his face at this moment.

Pitt, too, knew something; ho lad
called another sailor a thief, and had
said that he could prave it. And even
this Germen commander knew  of
something, and had declined to dis.
closo s knowledge,

Al right; you can go,” he said
to Armstromg: und, in deep thought,
he walked away.

Meuntims, Hab wus sitting in his
cell, shaking  with indignetion und
trembling alternatively,

Suddenly the door was thrown open.
and the doctor stepped in. Bob stoed
up and saluted. The doctor's face was
YOry grave.

“Danvers, [I've come to talk to
you,” he said. .

“You know my name!" Bob
gaspod. .
“Yes. Licutenant Grey told mo all

before he went ashore. You made a
full confession to him, and as 1 have
been working with him Lo clear up
this mystery, ho explainedt averything
before he loft. I um your friend, und
am very sorry for you, but I won't
canceal the fact that you are in des-
perate peril. Yoan are charged with
this dssault on Licutcnant Grefton,
and all must come ont.”
“How is he, sir?” Bob asked.

(Continued from the previous

page)
Lo ot oo

“He will recover. I've had another
look at lim, and he is coming round,
Do you think it possible that he will
tell the trath?”

“No

“Not even to
mani” =

“Not to gave me,” Bob said grimly.
“ Besides, lre can't tell the story; i
s so much oguinst himgelf. = 1Te
would be ruined if he did.  Yes, it has
come to that now. Either he or I
muat go down.” )

“You aceused Pitt of the crime,”
tho doctor said, passing his hand across
his foreliead in his unxiety. **What
proof have you against him !

save an innocent

“T'm certain he's guilty, but 1
feel I'm crushed and done for.
Nothing cen save me."” .

The doctor sighed.

“There is such u terrible lot to
be cleared up,” he said. * Nothing

but complete  vindication of your
character could satisfy a court-martiul,
and then there is against you that
fearful charge on the Flyaway! ¥You
were a midshipman then, and you
were kicked out of the Navy for theft.
Yopu came aboard this ship personating
another, and you are charged \\‘Ilt]i
attacking a man who is your relation
by marriage and who knows all about
tha seardal in your past. That theft
on the Flyaway will come against you
most.  Cannot you help me about it?”

“When we r(‘sw:ﬂ:ll the fugitives
from the torpedoed merchant vessel
tho bther day there was a man aboard
her called Wilson who said he could
clear me, but we didn't save him,"”
Bob replied gloomiily. “He's been
drowned, and that he might have been
regcued brought me new lope, and
even that is gone now. No, sir, 1 am
afraid there's nothing to be done, and
I'm almost tired of putting up a fight
to prove my honour.

“Yute is against me, and T must
take the knock-ont blow, aned T don't
care if it ends in a bullet. Better to
dia young and be forgotten than to
live to old age in mizgery and scorn,

I'm one of the unlueky gnes, and
that's wll there is te be sald. DBut 1
thank you for your kindness, It's
little of it I have ever had.”

Quite exhausted he sat down. The

doctor looked at him for some seeonds.
Then he walked to the door.

“Whilst there's life there's hope,
he repliel.  ** And one thing is cer-
tain. I'll work and fight for you to
the end.”

Taken by Ferce,

Lieatenaut Grey, sitting in the i
with Kenford, the Chatham solicitor,
dropped his knife ond fork in his
amazement s the other spoke, and
staredl across the table.

“You say yeu hud the proofs that
Charles Grefton and his son, Lieu-
tenant Stephen Grefton, are villaine,
and that the proofs luve been stolen
in the last two day he pgusped.

“Yes, and 1 helieve that old Charles
Grefton is the thief," Kenford replied
coolly.  “That is why 1 um down
here, within a few miles of his house.”

Grey's face grow dark.

“And you have just told me that
you are here on business, too," Ken-
ford continned.  “May I ask what
do you seek?" L

“1, too, seek the proof that they are
villaing,” Grey replied. "I am very
interested, as T have said, in young

Robert Duanvers whem they  liave
treated very badly.”

“Ab, this  is  certainly very
strange.” Kenford replied, pushing

bLack lis chair preparatory to ng
{rom the table. I have not heard
of this man Danvers,”

“Have you heard of a man named
I'hal Hallows??

“Yes, and 1 have met him. Ile
came once to my office with Arm-
strong.”

* His true name is Robert Danvers;
he took the name of his

foster

brother, Phil Hallows, an A.B. in his
Majesty’s serviee, and thus got aboard
the Diadem. lle was a_midshipman
some years ago on the Flyaway, and
gob cashigred on the charge of theft.
“ He wanted to redeem his character,
or, rather, he was seeking a chance
to prove his innocence and win back
all he had lost. T need hardly tell
vou that I heve heard all this very
recently. I beliove all he has told
me, for he has proved himself straight-
forward ond plucky, and 1 want to
help him,

=% Also-l liave grave reasons for be-
lieving that Stephen Grefton is o very
bad lot. So now I think 1 huve fully
expluined why I called on you at
Chatham, and, finding you were
abseut, cume on here to make in-
quiries on my own_ account. My
leave is short; the Diadem will be
back in Chatham in two days or less,
end 1 must then rejoin at once.”

Kenford had listened intently whilst
Giroy was speaking, He stood up, lit
o cigar, nnrrwitls iis back to the man-
telpiece, he puffed thoughtfully for
several moments.

“YWhat is the story about Danvers’s
theft on the Flyaway?" he asked
presently. .

“It's rather an interesting story,”
Grey explained.  “There had been
some mysterious thefts in the gun-
room, and o good deal of uneasiness
on that account. Danvers had a
friend, another midshipman named
Darber, and it was Barber's things
that had niostly been stolen.

“Some plans were laid to cateh the
thief, and for a long time they all
failed. Then one day Danvers was
soen leaving-the gun-room after heing
there alone.

“'he gun-room stewerd reported
that he had seen Danvers ncting sus-
pieiousty; his locker was _scurchgd,
and in it were found some silver coins
belonging to DBarber that had been
purposely marked.”

“Humph! And the name of the
gun-room steward?” Kenford asked,
with legal brevity.

“*1lis nama wzs Smetch 17

The lawyer started.

“Smeteh ' he said.

“¥es, Danvers feels certein to this
dav that Smeteh plotted against him,"”
Girew went on.

“Why should hé think that®™"

“ Pecause Smetch was an acguaint-
ance of Stephen Grelftom It was to
Grefton's interest to ruin Danvers.
Old Charles Grefton is, married to
Dunvers's mother, and they want to
influence lier ageinst the lad, and so
persuade her to make ber will in
favour of Stephen Grefton.”

“1 ean quite believe them capable
of any villainy,” Kenford remurked.
“What you have told me is more in-
teresting to me than perhaps you can
renlise. For L[ know this man
Smeteh,”

Yo da?Y

“Yes, . In point of fuct I have been
having him watched for a consider-
able time now. He has been down at
heel for months and bhanging around
Chathum, and that crafty old fox
Charles Grefton has seen him there.
It's my opinion that Smeteh stole the
puper, from my office und passed
them on to oald Grefton. But, of
course, even if we showed Smetch up
us i rague, yet T am afraid that would
pot clenr Rabert Danvers of the
charge for which-he was cashiered
from the Flyaway, Still—"

“There was o man named Wilson
who wus on a vessel torpedoed by the
CGermans the other doy.” Grey inter-
jected.  “ Wilson said he could prove
tha lad's innocence. But I am afraid
he is not amongst the rescued. 1o
didn't come aboard the Diadem.”

Kenford kept on smeking thought.
fully. Grey rose from the tuble.

“And now 1 should like in my turn
to know what evidence yon have in
this affair Letween the Greftons and
Armstrong,” he suggested.  “That is
if you do not think it best 1

“Oh, I've no hesitation whatever in
telling  you!”  Kenford answered
lightly., 0ld Grefton was the trustee
of Armstrong's fortune, and bit by
bit the money was lost in unfortunete
speculotions.  That was the story, and
it looked plausible cnough,  But in
point of fact Grefton was getting hold
of the money all the time under
UI]O“H‘.T TRLTIIC,

“The difficulty wus to prove that
there wasn't another man named
Jucksen. I had to show that Grefton
and Jackson were one and the same,
and hard work had  to do it T
traced up w lot of Grefton’s old asso-
etates, and, working step b,y step, at
last I got the clue.

“1 followed up this with the result
that 1 come upon his accomplice, whe
confessed all, and signed a document.
That is the document that has been
stolen, together with other proofs that

leave no doubt whatever of Grefton's
guilt.”

“And you still hope to find it?"
Grey asked quickly.

“Well, T am in the hands of the
pelicd, aud they hold out good hopes,”
Kenford replied. “I have ancther
eppointment with the sergeant here
in half an hour."

They spoke together
minutes  longer, and then Grey
strolled out of the inn.  Tlis mecting
with Kenford had at first raised his
spirits, but with reflection they began
to sink again. The time he had for
work was very short, and so far he
lLind not Lbeen able to do anything.

The whole business was in the
hands of the polive, and police pro-
ceedings  were  usually  very slow.
And Grey could not afford to wait.
Restless and uneasy in mind, he stood
on the road, gazing out at sew, and
around feeling an eager desire to get
to work, and yet not knowing what
to do.

At last he strolled away, and went
up the hillside. Out of curjosity, if
for nothing else, he would visit Bob's
old home, he decided, and perhaps he
might have & chance of getting =
glimpso at old Grefton. That of itself
might be of use some day, Anyhow,
it was better to put in the time thus,
than to go to bed and toss about
unuble to sleep.

The night was balmy, the air soft,
and the sky spangled with stars as he
climbed the hill and came to the gate
leading to the house. Pushing it
open, he sauntered along until he saw
the long weather-beaten house in
front. Iie paused and gazed at it

Almost all the rooms were in dark-
ness.  On the ground floor, however,
one was lit on cither side of the hall,
Grey  approached the necarcst and
locked in. A stout, elderly man, with
a bloated face, was lying back in an
armchair, stretched comfortably, a
big cigar between his teeth, and his
small eyes fixed on a newspaper,

So this was the old scoundrel,
Grefton, the young officer felt certain,
This was the villain who had ruined
twa young lives so that he cauld lead
hig lazy life in luxurv. Grey's instinet
was to dash into the room, seize him
by the neek, and make him admit his
guilt. But of course that was impos-
sible.  Anyhow, he would know him
egain from this on.

‘He turned te walk back to the
village, and then, remembering there
was a light in the room on the other
side of the hall, he crossed over. and
locked in. Never was he more sur-
prised. A Dbeautiful young girl was
standing there.  Bub it was not her
beauty only, or mostly, that appealed
to him. To his amazement he saw
that she was in great distress,

On o table were some papers; one
was in her hand, and she was sobbing
violently whilst reading it, At last
she scemed unable te suppress lior
grief any longer.  8he dropped the
paper and began Lo ery aloud.

As Grev stood, his heart full of
pity, the door was flung open, e
snw an evil face, the ugly face of old
Grefton, and he saw his cralty eyes
fAash, his cruel month draw tight.
The old scoundrel rushed across the
room, gripped the girl, and raised
his fists to strike her.

The young officer did not hesitate;
he did not stop to think. With o
fquick movement he flung up the win-
dow, he crossed the threshold in o
thrice, and sprang to her rescue.
Scizing the old villain by the throat
he Alung him away.

“Stand off 1" he thundered, ** Dan't
dare to lny a hand on that lady again
as vou value your life!”

Grefton recled back. But next
moneut he rushed forward ngain and
clutehed at tho papers on the table,
The girl eried out.

“Don’t! Don’t let him get them !”
she urged., * He is a wicked old man,
and I didn't konow it until now. They
arc tho proofs of o young sailor's
innecence !

Now Grey understoed, in fact, He
caught Grefton again, and they
swaved and staggerved together. Then
the young officer, having secured his
grip, tripped Grefton, and the latier,
falling heavily, lay still. Grey bent
over him for a moment, and then
addressed the girl,

“Who arc you?" he asked.

Y My name 13 Grace Silchester,” she
explained. between her sobs. “T have
a great friend from childhood ; his
name is Robert Danvers. Ie has
been shamefully treated, and—-"

“1 know Danvers,” Groy said.

“And those papers! I came here
to-night to sce Bob's mother, as I
often do. When I opened the door, T
saw those papers lying in the hall.
I picked them up, and came in here
expecting to find Mrs, Danvers, One
of the papers foll out, and s I looked

for somo

at it, T saw something tim?- made me
suspect that old man. T couldn’t
help it; I read on. And:then—then

*Then he came in, and T turped
up, too, and your trouble is all over
now,"” Urey cut in cheerily, as he

‘swept up the papers together, and

bundled them into his pocket, * Come
alonf out of this, and L will escort
ho

you heme.™
“But is he badly injured? Will
hie live ¢ she asked. “

“He's eoming round, and he'll live
to do time for his crimes,” Grey re-
plied, * Let us clear off before he cun
make a fuss,”

He saw Grace home, and then he

went down to the inn, chuckling
Leartily.
“YWhat a joke!” he  gurgled.

“Kenford is still with the scrgeant,
I suppose, talking about all sorts of
legal ways of getting the proofs, and
they are in my pocket! I took them
'E‘Y force, and that old scoundrel
areftan deesn't even know who Lam,
Ha, ha, ha! Well, this has been a
great night and no mistake !

Yindicating his Character,

The Diadem  had  returned  to
Chatham, and lay swinging at anchor-
age, Except that there was en une
usual stir of pinnaces between her and
the wharf, few ashore knew that any-
thing of an unusunl character pro-
vailed on beard. Yeb a sailor was on
trial, and before the sun sep he might
have forfeited his lile. i

At noon the court-martial
assembled. Officers of high rank took
their seats in the court arranged for
the trial, and Bob was lod in w faco
them. The lad was very pale, but
carried himself bravely.

Since his arrest he had weighed
everything unflinchingly, and had
come to the conclusion that therc was
no hope, At least ho could die like a
man.  He made up his mind that he
would be found guilty, and that he
waould “take his sentence without the
slightest sign of fear.

[t was a scene te touch: the heart
and mind of the most dull.  The array
of judges elad in blue wnd gold, the
severity on every face, the tonsion
and the tense silence as Beb marched
between two of his comrades to the
table, the splash of colour all around
the court, and in the centre, the young
prisoner the centre of it all. He
seluted and stood to attention,

Every eye scanned him narrowly.
Here was the lost man as far as the
could see who wonld be guilty of suc
o erime, and of such a terrible breach
of diseipline,  But appearances ate
deceptive, and the cvidence against
him was almost insurmownable,  Ifor
much had come out nbout his past.

“Are you guilty or siot gulty of
the charge of assaulting Lacutenant
Grefton {7 came the question in icy
tones.

“ Not guilty " Bob repliet firmly.

The Conrt settled down to hear the
cuse, and Licutenant Beddle, tho
officer appointed to prosecute, arose.

“Your name*” he asked sharply.

Bob gazed steadily at, his inter-
locutor, i

* Robert Danvers!” he Teplied.

Some gasped.  The judges re.
mained impassive, The raply did not
seem o come ns a surprise to Beddle,

“You have been brought into court
under the name of Philip Hallows 1"
he said. Do you admit that you
took this name?™

“1 do!™ Bob replied.

“Then you came on the: Diadem as
a :«ui[m]'. Ml’(lc'r fulse pretences?”

W did

Beddle looked at the judges.

“I must ask for insteuetions,” he
said, " The prisoner has made very
serious admission, I am kbt sure that
it wonld be fair on my part to follow
it up.”

“We will get over the difficulty by
calling the witnesses,” the judge sug-
gested.  “This  admission by the
prisonur has not come as a surprisu
to tl\}]o (:mlrl.“l

“Very good.
Pitt.” ¥ E

Pitt lumbered forward, his evil face
grave and spparently indifferent.

“¥You saw the prisoncr hurrying
from Lieutenant Grefton's eabin #”
Beddle inquired. ~

“1 did, sir.”

“What did you do?" |

“As he had left the door open, T
went to close 'it, and 1 saw the liou-
tenant lying on the floor. At onee I
gave the alerm.”

“What do yon
prisoner?"

“1 knew he is net Philip Hallows,
1 know Hallow

“Do you know who he 32"

“Ie has admitied  that le s
Robert Danvers, the midshipman who

T will call Richard

know about tho

Will you do Yoyr Editor a good turn by asking a non.reader of THE BOYS' FRIEMD to read Owen Conguest's magnificent sohool story—
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7/8/15

Evory Monday

Published

THE

BOYS’ FRIEND

Prico’
One Penny

171

was kicked out of the Navy for u
theft on the Flyaway.”

Grew, having returned to the Dia-
‘dem, had asked and been given leave
to defend Bob, and now he sprang to
his feet,

“ When did he admit_that he com-
mitted a theft on the Flyaway?” he
demanded,

“Well, he says he is  Robert
Danvers, and it was him who com-
mitted  the thelt,” Pitv answered
sulkil

“Were you on the Flyaway at that

“No.

“Then how do you know all this?”
“Through a man named Smetch

who was.” N .
" ¥ou have no enmity against tne

prisoner m

“And you never met Lieutenant
Grefton until you came aboard the
Diadem 1"

Pitt started. He had not expected
‘this. He lied again,

*No.” he said.

“* And you suy to the court that you
and Lieutenant Grefton and Bmetch
have not continually plntto[l to ruin
the prisoner?’ Groy continued,

“Mr. Grey!" the president pro-
tested.

“That s my case,” Grey said hotly,
“1 ask you to call Lieutenant Grefton
without further delay.”

Grefton’ arose and entered the wit-
ness-box, His head was still bandaged,
his face was ghastly, and his mouth
was twitehing.

*Lientenant  Grefton, have you
known Robert Danvers for long?”
Grey begun. .

“Yes, for many years,” UGrefton
had to admit. ’

“Therefore, when you saw him hers
as Philip Hallows yon knew he was
under a false name, Why did you not
report 1he fact?” ]
Grefton tried to look at his ease.

“1 held my tongue out of sym-
pathy for him,’" he said.

“And wou did not do your duty
o5, 1 am afraid that is trae,

The judges were staring at Grefton
and Bob. The case had taken an
extracrdinary turn.

“You alse know Alec Armstrong,
an A.B. aboard the Diadem?" Grey
went on.

VA

Y You and yonr father never tried
to defraud him ¥

“{lertainly not !

“1f I prove that you and wvour
father swindled Armstrong, then you
will admit that your evidence is not
to be believed " Grey thundered.

“Of  course ! Grefton  seoffed,
“But you can't.”

For answer Grey pulled a bundle of
papers from his pocket and handed
themn to the president.

“There is the proof that this man
is a scoundrel,” he said, “Those
papers were stolon from a Mr, Ken-
ford, a solicitor, who had a warrant
out for his arrest, Read them, and
you will sec that Pitt is a seoundrel,
too, and also Smetch, and thaty they
have all been conspiring together Lo
ruin the prisoner.”

An immense scnsation ran round
the court, The judges quickly bent
over the documents, Stephen Grefton
shrank back And at that moment
there was a stiv behind. A group of
men were entering the court. Ken-
ford advanced first, with Grace and a
stranger;  behind  him  came  old
Charles  Grefton, more dead than
alive, in the custexly of the police,
and  behind  him  again staggered
Smeteh, firmly held by two constables,

Kenford pushed his way forward.

“[ am a solicitor.”" he said, “*and 1
have important evidence to prove that
Robert Danvers never committed the
theft on the Flyaway.”

The judges looked up.  Pitt had
turned “and had recognised Smetch.
He saw the terror on that scoundrel's

T

e

“T was

face, and his ewn went livid,
sprang to his fect,

ST tell all!™ he eaid.
dragized into this'"

Y 8it down ! the judge commanded
sternly. " What is your name?" he
inquired of the solicitor.

“arveld Kenford.”

“Then it is you
documents belong ¥

Yes, it i, The police have
alecady arrested Charles Grefron, as
you see, and whatover the verdict in
this cage may be, they mean to arrest
Stephen  Grefton vonder before  hie
leaves this court,  This man Smetch
has signed a written confession, which
1 hand up.

“And before you proveed further 1
should like to put in the evidence of
this stranger.  Hix nume is Wilson.
He was aboard the Flvaway with mid-
shipman Robert Danvers and Smeteh.
Smetch has admitted that he was the
thicf, and that he was instigated to
the oime by Stephen Grefton,
Lieutenant Grey told me the other
night about Wilson, and I have man-.
aged to find him.”

All eyes were turned on Steplien
Grefton. e was swaying from side
to side,  Pitt had risen again and was
glaring at him.

i I’li( tell all,” he repeated hoarscly.
“1e put me up to kill the lad. He
played me false, and turned upon e
in his cabin, It was I who struck
him, and I didn't give him half that
he descrved,”

Grefton tried to speak, 1lis mouth
opened, and his tongue clicked, Then
with e groan he slid to the floor.

to whom t{hese

Half an hour later Bob left the
(‘FJllr:' At frtt‘ man, J\r]ljﬁirﬂll}{ on one
side of him and Grace on the other.
The crew had lined up, and ringing
cheers greeted him; officers pressed
forward to shake his hand. e had
been acquitted, but his future wag
still uncertain. The  president  of
the court was in consultation with the
Admiralry,

Bob turned to Grey,

“How can I thank you? And vou,
too, Mr. Kenford?”  he  asked
carnestly.  “But for you both I

would have died in disgrace, And
Armstrong. But for you, too—-—"

Ay 1" Armstrong cut in. ““But
for Mr, Kenford I would be & steng-
gling sailor all my life. He has got
me back my money. But that is
nothing compared to the fact that you
are safe, Bob,  And now we'll soon
hear, 1 hope, that—"

“That wou't happen,” Bob said
sadly, “But my honour is vindicated,
and I am nuite content with that,”

There was a stir, and Grey who had
moved a few steps npart refurned. In
his hand was a buff picee of paper.

* Midshipmun  Robert Danvers!”
he cried, in ringing acecnts,

Bob's face flushed scarlet,

“This is to notify that the Lords of
the Admiralty have appeinted Mid-
shipman Rebert Danvers to  the
Diadem.”

Grey's strong voice carried far and
wide,  The crew had been waiting
for the message. N

Buch cheers broke forth as never
before had been heard on the stout

cruiser.  As il by magic Bob of a
sudden  was in o secthing  jeyous
crowd. e was lifted up and earried

around the deck, and dropped at the
gun-room door, There the senior sub-
lieutenant and the midshipmen were
walting.

“Welcome to the gun-raom, Dan-
vers!"  the  sub-licutenant  aried
heartily. * Welcome back to your old
life after your gallunt fight.” We're
proud to have you in cur mess.  Boys,
altogether ! Three times three for
Danvers!”

Again the cheering rang oul. And
thus it was that Bob passed from the
lower deck to his old rank to win
fame in the service of his King.

THE END.

===
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Tom folt his hoad swim and hia brain reel
closo at hand.

The 18t Chapter.
Catching a Thicef,

“Slop, thief! Step him!
ho goes! That's the man!
thief 1"

The words were uttered at the fall
strength of a man’s lungs.  Many
persons heard the cries, but few took
u the situation,

Tom Belcher was one of the fow,

It all happened as Tom was walking
along the front at Whitpool with S8am
Waleott, the coloured boxer, one
bright summoer morning.

On their left shimmered the sea.
Overhead shone a merciless sun, The
glare was terrifie, and the conditions
trying even by the seaside, save for
the very fit.

Tom and Sam wero disc
affairs of Ben Adams's Boxing
for times were bad. The boxers and
their guv'nor, as a matter of fact,
scarcely knew where the next meal
was coming from, when Tom, happen-
ing to have his attention attracted by
the sudden spring of the pickpocket to
the side of his intended vietim, saw
the erime committed.

The thiet was a tall, slender,
athlotic-looking man, very shabbily
dressed.

The vietim  was »  middle-aged
gentlemen elad in o flannel suit, with
gold chain festooned on his capacions
waisteoat, and  whose  prosperous
appearance had  doubtless attracted
the pickpocket.

At the moment when the theft was
committed the  prosperous-looking
visitor to Whilpool had pansed to
admire the sca. He was blinking
contentedly in the blaze of sunlight,

There
Btop,

They contaln
oan be obtained.
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and leaning on his walking-stick for
support,

The pickpocket, who had doubtless
been following  him, looked swiftly
up and down the front, and then,
deeming the time right, leupt for-
wqrrL streteched out his right hand,
seized the chain, tugged the watch
out of its owner's pocket, and with
& defu twist, broke the ring away.

Iis hand retained the wateh, The
chain fell down, minus the precious
timepieee, and off wend the thief with
the speed of the wind.

It was then that the unfertunate
owner of the watch raised the slarm,
as he clapped his hand in dismay over
the place where the precious watch
had lately rested.

He even attempted to run, or rather
to waddle, for his running days were
over. And his deep-toned voice
awakened the cchoes n{ the street,

Men turned round and looked.
Cabmen idling away their time on the
rank close by blinked and stared.
But nobady attempted to stop the
rascal. It looked as if the pickpocket
would get elear away.

Even Sam Waleott was slow-witted.
He merely stared.

“Why, Mistah Tom Belchep——"
ho began, but Tom was off,

He, at any rate, realised the neces-
sity for swift action.

He leapt from his stand liko a deer.,

He was into his vunning with the
rapidity of lightning.

He was only a little chap, but his
stride was good to see.

His erms swung backwards and for-
wards with a perfect rhythm.

His movement when going full
speed was perfection, nothing being

His hoart socmed obout to burst. The tapec was
Ho hurled himself at It, and then——

done to cheek his pace, Ie just glided
along.

Sam Waleott then made after him,
shouting.

But he couldn't cateh Tom. They'd.
tested  pace against pace before, to
antuge, and  so Sam
stopped at length, and left Tom to
it, staring big-oyed alter the little
boxer as he went flashing along the
roacl.

“Golly, it's o rac

o1 muttered Sam.

And a race it wi The pickpocket
was wonderfully fast. 1le covered the
first hundred yards in magia time, bot
aftee going another fifty, when ko
might well have considered himself
safe, he began to tire.

He did not realise that he was being
followed, and so into a side street ho
turned,

A big crowd wus following after
new, but very much after.

They took their time. They wanted
to sec the pickpocket caught, but
they didn’t want to cateh him. They
lefi- that to thoe police, whose duty it
was to deal with men of the pick-
pocket's class, the slow-footed police
of Whitpool

Having gained whit he considered
a position of safety the pickpockes fell
into a walk, thrust his hands into his
pocicets, mixed with the crowd of
pedesirians, who covered the pave-
ment, and tried to appear uneon-
eerned,

He meant to turn into another by-
way tho first chance he got, and
thence te gain o placo of safety ab his
Case.

e reckoned without Tom Belcher.

It was not until he heard the swift
pitter-patice of fastspeeding  feet
behind him that tho rascal became

the BEST reading matter for hoys that .
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alarmed. Then he turned, saw Tom
Belcher coming, and fed.

Heo'd had a rest, Tom hadn't ] Ie'd
got a big stride, Tom hadn't.  He
stood nearly six feet in his shoes,
whereas Tom wes only a little fellow.
But he was a little fellow with a
wonderfully big heart.

Tom set his teeth, and went for his
malt.

Then the fullow, realising that the
danger was great, put every ounce
of cnergy he possessed into his run-
nmg. He took to the road so that the
pedestrians  on either side of the
thoroughfere should not baulk him.

And what w rvace it was, Tom
needed every ounce of breath he could
store up for his work. He'd none to
spare for shouting. And so the on-
lookers did not understaned what was
the matter. They turned and watched
the race, though,

The thief had, perhaps, five yards
start of little Tom Belcher when he
got his stride fully going again. e
increased the distance to seven, then
ten in o fash.

And with this separating them, they
sped on, and on,

They had nearly got to the end of
the street before Tom, who'd by this
time covered o full three hundred
yards, began to make an impression.

The pickpocket then began to come
back to him.

Tom folt as if his head and his
heart woere about to burst, for -his
exertions had been tremendous, but
oven then he did not falter,

He had his eyes fixed on his quarry.
At Inst, just as he felt he must stop,
he saw l]]lv man swerve and falter.

Ile grined at every stride, and
reached out his hand to grasp the
rascal by the shoulder.

The man felt the touch, dodged
aside, mounted the pavement, and set
his back against o shop front,

And there he stood at bay, glaring
at Tom. 1lis chest was heaving from
his exertions. Ile was breathless, run
to a standstill,

So was Tont

They cyed -cach other fixedly.

“Let me go!" hised the man, at
last. “If you den't it'll be tho worse
for you.” .

“Cive me the watch, then,” panted
Tom. “I don't want to send any
man to prison,  But the old gentle-
man must have his property back.”

The thief |il\l};hl‘li<

“1 don't know what you mean,” he
cried. *

Hliive me the wateh,” said Tom,
feeling o bit easier,

By way of reply, the man made a
spring at him, and launched a heavy
right-handed blow full and hard at
Tom's jaw.

Tom ducked, and the blow missed,

“Ah! Would you?" cried the little
boy boxer.

The man rvepeated the. blow, and
Tom retaliated with & punch full vpon
the mouth,

The next momont they were fight-
ing furiously. Tom discovered that
the pickpocket was fairly well versed
in tho science.  His blows hurt, too,
But Tom Beleher wus used to that,
and he danced this way and that, hit-
ting with left* and right until he'd
marked his man badly.

Finding ho'd caught a tartar, the
fellow then closed with Teom, and

tried to wrestle him down.  Tom
necepted  the challenge, and, fast-
locked in a tight embrace, they

swayed this way and that ss they
floundered off the pavement into the
road, whilst an  execited  crowd
gnthered to see the fun, ignorant as
yet as to what it all meant.

Tom had studied wrestling. In his
daily work at DBen Adams's Doxing
Booth he'd become aceustomed  to
fighting men who infeinged the rules
of fair play to a most alarming extent.
And often he'd had to wrestle to save
or protect himself.

And amongst the showmen on the
fair grounds there were many, cspeeiy
ally the circus men, who knew o lot
about catch-as-catch-con, and Greco-
Roman styles.

And so Tom diedl not find himself at
a disadvantage.

Indeed, after a while he felt that
he’d got the measure of his man, and
applying the simple chip known as
Iﬁl_! backheel, which even a novice
ought to have known how to counter,
Jhe brought his man down hewvily on
his back.

The pickpocket fell with a thud, and
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all the breath was knocked out of his
body. Ile lay there blinking in the
dust, and T'om, having got him down,
kept him down.

At that moment the owner of the
wateh, accompanied by Sam Walcott
and a couple of Whitpool policemen,
burst threugh the ring.

They saw Tom sitting asteide his
prisoner,

“I've got him, sir!” panted Tom,
wnd a smile corved his lips, 1
offered him a chance, if he'd return
the wateh, but he wouldi't, and so
I had to hold him.”

“Berve the scoundrel right !™ eried
the middle-aged man, “Serve him
right ! He'll get three months for
this, and he deserves it! Constable,
there's the man. I give him in
charge !" .

“All right 1™ growled the chagrined
thief. “I'm done! 1 give in. DBut
it is hard lines!”

Tom leapt to his feet. The police-
men pounced on their prisoner. |

And onc of them fecling in the
raseal’s pockets, found not enly the
one gold watch, but several others in
I;Illm precious metal, or in silver, there
also.

“Which is yours, sir7’' asked one of
the bobbies.

“This one !’* said the owner. '‘It's
got my name inside it. ‘Charles
Williams," "

“You'd better come along with mo
to the station, sir,” said the police-

man.

“I'll do that with pleasure,” snid
the delighted seaside visitor, * and the
boy will, of course, come too?”

" Certainly, sir!” said Tom.

And so they marched in a body
along the street, followed by an
excited and curious crowd.

“Mah grashus, Mistah Belcher,™
said Sambo, cyeing Tom in blank
amazement, I never knew yoh could
run like' that.  The pickporket, he
flew like the wind, and you flew—
more s0."”

Tom merely smiled.

The 2nd Chapter.
Tom's Reward.

The following morning the pick-
pocket was brought up before the
magistrate. He gave the name of
(eorge Jenkinson, and stated that he
was & professional pedestrian.

Asked whether he pleaded guilty
or not guilty, he hesitated, and then
answered ' Not guilty.”

Ie'd no solicitor to represent him,
and listened sullenly while the evi-
dence was being given, ¥ ;

The owner of the watch, Charles
Williams, told his story in simple and
direct language!

The ease against the prisoner was
as clear as daylight. for the stolen
watches were produced in court, and
the owners of the other ones were
present to identify them, and give
their evidence too.

Tom Belcher was presently called
upon to state what he knew about the
case.

In the court were Ben Adams, the
showman, Sam Walcott, Joe Clouette,
Mrs. Adams, Jim Rebinson, Bob
Saunders, Sam Whittaker, and some
of their friends.

They listened with all their ears,
and as Tom told his story it became
more and more cvident that his cap-
ture of the prisoner had been some-
thing quite out of the ordinary.

The momistrate said as much.

At the conclusion of the eyidence,
he said:

“The ease agninst the prisoner Jon-
kinson has been clearly made out.
Now, Jenkinson, will you be sum-
marily dealt with in this court, or
shall T commit you "™

“T plene uilty, sir!”  growled
Jenkinson, fully realising that he had
nothing to main by baving sentence
deferred. Only’ 1 was hard up.
When a man's starving he doesn't
cure  what happens. I stolo  the
watches for the sake of the money.”

The magistrate  asked  whether
there were any previous convictions
ngainst the prisoner. here  were
none that the authorities of that court
knew of.

“Vory well,” said the magistrate,
“Jenkinson, you are a rogue and A
vagabond, and T sentence you to
six months' hard labour!”

Jenkinson glared at him, and then
shook his fist at Tom,

“I've pgot you to thank for this,
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Tom Beleher!" he shouted.  *And
U get even  with  you when I
como  out, make up your mind
about that!" N )

Tom paid no attention to him,
but rejoined his friends.

Then the magistrate congratu-
lated My, Williams upon the re-
covery of lis watch.

“You have the lad Belcher to

thank for it," he said. * He seems
to have bebaved most pleckily, And
not the least remarkable thing about

his cupture of the prisoner was the
way in which he ran  lim  down.
Jenkinson, it seems, is a profes.

sional pedestrinn,  He s the winner
of many prizes, I think you wre
very lucky to lave got your watch
back, Mr. Williams, and Whitpool
ought 1o congratulate itself upon
being rid of a public pest.”

The prisoner was then removed,
and Charles Willinms, ouce more in

ssession of his much-prized watch,
eft the court.

Outside the sun was shining, as it
usually shone in Whitpool.

He saw Ben Adams and the group
of  boxers standing near, Tom
Belelhier amonyst them. Ho went
straight up to the boy, and thanked
him most heartily.

“1 never hope to see & moro
plucky act! he cried. “And I shall
be plad if you will aceept this little
gift as an earncst of my gratitude."

He pressed a sovereign into Tom's
hend as he spoke, i

“I don’t want any money, sir!”
protested Tom Belcher, and a flush
suffused his cheeks.

“Never mind. Keep it,” said Mr.
Williams. *I dare say you cun co
with it!”

And then he stayed for some
minutes talking to Ben Adams and
tho boys, asking them a hundred-
and-one questions about themselves
and their booth and their work.

When he left them he promised to
come and see them perform.

“1 have always had an aversion

insts, boxing,"” he said. *'But if
all boxers ate men like you, the
country ought to be proud of them.
T see I shall have to alter my
opinion. "

And with a nod and a smile he
walked away.

Tom returned to Ben and his com-
rades with a brighttsmile,
is doing vory badly,
n,” lLe seid. | ¥ We'ro not even
{nying expenses, - But, at-leasp, we'll
ave some wholesome grub to-day,
Let's got along to the market, and
lay in a store of supplics.”

This they did, and there was
precious little change left out of the
sovercign when they had finished.

They bhad a real good tuck-in,
though, all round, and Tom's health
was drunk—in  ginger-beer—most
heartily that day.

“Bless vou, Tom!" said Ben.
“You'ro always coming to tho res-
cue. Goodness knows what we'd do
at times if wo hadn't got you to rely
You're our maseot, there's no

upon,
doubt about that." .

“All the same. Ben, said Tom,
with a thoughtful frown amd &

shako of the head, “I almost wish
that chap Jenkinson hadn't  been
sent to prison.'’

“Why, boy?"

“Beeanse—well, he might have
been hard up, as be said, and—"

“Hard up, be blowed !’ said Ben,
in disgust.  “Don’t you run away
with that idea. Look at our boys.
They're all hard up, ain’t they? So'm
1. Se are you, But we don't go
round Whitpool snatehing watches
and picking pockets,

“If he was bard up, as he said
he was, or starving, he could have
done some honest work, couldn't
he? But he didn't want to. No,
Jenkinson was o rascal, and stole for
preference, So let him go; prison's
the best place for a man like that.”

The 3rd Chapter.
The Bank Heliday Handicap,

After Tom Belcher's gallant cap-
ture of the pickpocket Jenkinson,
Ben and the boys hoped that busi-
noss nt the boxing-booth, which had
found o pitch at Whitpool for the
summer holidays, would improve,

But not a bit of it. The weather
continued to beo so brilliantly fine,
and the merrymakers and holiday-
makers who swarmed to the famous
seaside  resort I’Jntr(mised the
theatres, the music-halls, the winter
gardens, and the tower, or flocked to
the magnificent dancing-saloons in
shoals. — If not that, they lounged
about on the piers or along the
front,

Pierrot troupes did big business.
Lveryono secmed to do wonderfully
well, but Ben and the boys struck
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a bad patch, and looked like keep-
ing to it till the end of their stay.

“¥You'd think there wero sufficient
sportsmen and lovers of the game in
Whitpool to keep vne poor boxing-
booth going!" growled Ben deject-
cdly, after a terrible night's busi-
ness, **But no, these holiday folk
don't seem to want boxing—"

“Or else, guv'nor, they don't be-
lieve our show is genuine,” observed
surly Joe Clouette.

“Maybe it's that, boys,” said Ben.
“But here we are, and here we've
got to stey., I'm pledged to held
the piteh. = 1 cen't set out of it.
And it looks like a[)i:lrin;: ruin.”

“It’'s not as bad as that, Mistah
Adams,” said Sam Walcott sympa-
thetically.

“Ien't it, you black coon?" cried
the dejected showman, ‘It is, take
my word for it! I shall probably
have to leave the old booth behind
to  pay the rent before we're
through "

Next day tho business was as bad
as ever. Even though Tom Belcher,
the  “boxing wonder,” as Ben
called him on the pesters, set up on
the front of the hooth, had received
a free and gratuitous advertisement
over the Jenkinon exploit, nobody
came.

There was nothing doing.

The spirits of the boys were down
at zero, much as they tried to dis.
guise their feelings.

One afternoon, as Sam  Waleott,
Joo Clouctte, snd Tom Belcher were
taking & walk round the town, they
happened to pass the Belle Vue
Grounds and Gardens.

And there on the big announce-
ment-boards, set beside the ecn-
trance-gates, they saw o bill posted
up, referring to o preat athletic
attraction for Bank Holiday.

PEDESTRIANISM!

Cireat £100 130 yards Handicap.
Open to the World.
First Prize, £60. BSecond Irize £20.
Third Prize, £10. Ten Other
Prizes of £1 each.

Great One Milo Handicap for £50.
£35 First Prize. £10 Sccond.
Third.

Two Miles Walking Handicap
for £20.

Prices of awdmission, 1s. Reserved
enclosure, 2s, 6d. Grand stand, 5s.

Entries for various cvents ean be
made at Belle Vue Ground Offices.
Forms can bo obtained from Scere-
tary when aﬂplirrt for. Competitors
must give full and complete particu-
lars on pain of disqualification.

The word PEDESTRIANISM,
rinted in hug'm black catn'uals, caught
Sam Walcolt's eye as he was pass-
ing, and he stopped at onee,
“Took, Mistal: Tom!” he cried.
“lsn't that sumfin in yohr line?”
Tom stopped, locked, and read.
Joe did the same.
They then glanced at one another.
“Well, Tom,” said Joe, “upon
my #vord, it wouldn't be bad trying
it, would it? I always knew you
could move a bit, but 1 never dreamt
you woro such a fyer until you ran
that fellow Jenkinson down. I
should say the money prizes are
quite genuine, scoing that they'ro
being given by the Athletic Syndi-
ente who's taken over the Belle Vue
Grounds for this special ocension.
And the distance ought to suit,
What do you say to having a shy?”
Tom Belcher shook his head,
“It'd be no good, Joe” le
answered, “You see, a man wants
to be trained to the very minute
to stand any chance in these affairs,
Bosides, Pve never run in o race.
1 should bo no good whatever.”
“No good, be blowed, boy!”
growled Joe Clouette. “I-dare say
you thought the same about your
boxing until you entered a ring and
tried. At any rate, I know George
Jenkinson has won a fow of theso
ovents in lia time. Ho was rock-
oned to be the best man wo'd got
in England a year or so ego. And
u ran him down!”

Tom Belcher was still unconvinced.
“It's no good, Joe!” he aried.
“You'ro talking rot! Let's get

along 17

He would have welked awny, but
Joo caught him by the arm.

“No, you don’t, my lad!” suid
e, “You're coming inside. You'ro
poing to fll in one of those forms.
I don't know what the entry fee is,
but. I guess it won’t be more than
five bob. Come and see!”

He refused to take no for an
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answer, and so "Tomt was hauled
through the gates and taken to the
offices,

He found the place descrled, save
for a broad-shouldered, professional-
locking mun, who. smoking u cigar,
sat rocking himsell backwards on a
stool,

The man had a face which was
net to be trusted. Its expression of
low cunning was an indication us to
the character of the man.

However, Joo didn’t bother about
that.

‘*Is the sceretary in?" he asked.

“1 am the secretary,” answered
the man, “I'm Jim  Atkinson.”

“Is it you who is running tho
Bank Holiday handicaps?" nakuﬁ Joe.

“The  Athletic  Syndicate  is,”
answered the man. *Why?”
“My pal here,” said Joe, pulling

Tom Belcher forward, “wants to
enter,”

“Bah!” said Jim Atkinson, with
a dispuraging smile.  *“He'd never
stand a chance. He's too smallt”

“Small or not,” returned Joe in-
dignantly, “he can move & bit, And
it's a handicap, isn't it?"”

" Bure! das the kid ever
before?"”

“No.

The man, who had picked up a
bundle of entry-forms, tossed them
back on the counter again,

“It's no o, I tell yer,” he cried.
“1 don't want any duffers in my
handicap. We shall ’ave a critical
crowd 'ere. And they like tight
racing, Tt gives the betting-men g
chance, I can’t take him.”

“There you are, Joe,” suid Tom,
not without & feeling of relief, for
he had no confidence in himself as,
a_runner, in spite of his speed,
“Now, lot's come along!”

" Now,

run

“Half a mo,” said Joe,
looke here, mister, don’t you reckon
that Goorge Jenkinson could move a
bit?'"

“YGeorge?  Sure! Te's the best
lad T've ever had run in any of my
handieaps.”

“Well, Tom Belcher
beaten him,”

Atkinson’s cyes nearly fell out of
his head.

“What 2"
'l'heln he ran

hero lag

sereamed.
aver Tom

alinost
rule

Te
tha

wzain, “1 don't believe dt,” he
said. “'It's not truc.” .
It is. You read about Jenkinson

being sent to goal for picking pockets,
the other day, didn’t you?"

“3 did. Poor Jack! Thal was his|
only failing. He never could let!
other people’s propuerty alene. And
he'd quite & manin for sneakin’
watches. T wasn't 'cre at the time,
but T ‘eard a hit -of a boxing kid:
ran him down.”

Joe clapped his hand frmly o
Tam's shoulder,

“This is the kid.,” he said,

The athletic promoter began
relont,

“You don’t say?’ he eried. # Well,
in that case, the kid can ‘oA run
for his money if he likes,  Now,
thefi, what are the particulars?”

Tom Belcher gave in his name, his;
height, his weight.

He declared that he was a profes
sional boxer. He stated that he was
& novice, nover having run in any
race either as an amateur or & pro-
fessional,

Tom had read it through to see
that it was all correct. Jou hanced
over five shillings on Tom's behalf,
and a minute later they had passed
out of the office, Joe with 'the receipt
for the money in his pocket.

“You'll reecive notifiention  of
what handicap the committee have
allotted you in due course, my lad.”
said Jim Atkinson, as they passed the
office door. ' But being " a novice
makes your task all the 'arder. The
committee always take cere of a Jad
until they find out what he can do.
You might get ten yards, or you
might not; L ean't say. Anyway,
you'll "ear.”

“There, that's done with, Tom,”
said Joo Clouette, as they made a
round of the town and hended for tho
front, ‘‘Y¥You're entered for the Ono
Hundred Pounds DBank Holiday
Handicap, and you might win it per-
haps. You never know your luck.”

“Don't talk rubbish, Jec!" said
Tom. *“I don't stand o ghost of a
chance.”

“P'r'aps not.  Anyway, I fancied;
entering you. And even if you only
win your heat, me and the boys will
have an opportunity of making a bit
on you, for you'll win your heat, any-
way,

1 don’t think I could win any-
thing,” Tom repliod; “but I'll do
my best. I'll buy a pair of spiked
shoes to-morrow, and I'll start train-
ing on the road in the morning, for,
the least T ean do is to try.” ;

Joe nodded and grinned.

to

Ho was
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some day,

Tom Belcher was as good as his
word, Ilc and the other boys began
to practise starts and to sprint upon
the level roads of Whitpool the very
next morning., The time for training
way limited, and Ben Adams, who
was experienced in all that sort of
work, udvised mederation,

“We must get you into the knack
of rising swiftly from your holes,
boy,” sard he, “and getting quickly
into your stride. Wo ecan't do much
mare.  And as you're a born natural
runper, with a geod style, maybe
you'll give some of 'em a run for
their money,  And at the worst, Joc
will only lose his live bob,"

Two diys passed, and they n post
card caume, It bore the signuture of
Jim  Atkinson, secretary  of tho
Athletic Syndieate, and 1t conveyed
the following information :

“The  committee of the above
syndieate beg 1o inform Mr. Tom
Belrhor " —the name was written, the
rest of the matter printed—* that he
has been allotted a handicap of 104
yards, the handieap having  been
framed as from Donaldsen, world's
champion,™

Tom made a grimace.

“Only ten and o ball yards from
Denaldson ' he eried. I don't
stand a dog's chanee |

Jut it made no difference to his
carnestness. Lle went to work ps if
he were going to win that handicap
outright.

Aund the other boys, taking to run-
ning in earnest towo, trivd their paces
ngainst him.

T'a the astonishment of everybody,
Tomn Beleher left them standing still.
In every teinl they ran he won with
case, nnd Ben Adams began to feel
quite exeited,

“My word, Tom!" he eried. I
never knew you could move like that !
Jouv Clonerte wasn't such & mug after
all when he sported that five bob and
entered  you for the Bank loliday
Handicap,™

Buauk Ioliday came, and with it a
elosing of the boxing-booth till night.
fall. That was really no deprivation
to Bew er the boys, for the publie
showed nol the slightest disposition
to patronise the boxing show.

Overhead bluzed the glorious sun-
the sun  which had knocked the
bottom clean out of the boxing busi-
1eas,

The crowds flocked to the front, or
to the Winter Gardens, or to the
Tower. T'hey filled the pleasure-bonts
and crowdod the piers. The hotels,
restanrnnts, publicchouses, and shcps
didl o roaring trade.

It was reckoned that 150,000 exeur-
sionists cntered the town that day.
And as the afterncon wore on great
crowdls Rocked to the entrances of the
Belle Vaue Grounds, and paid  their
money at the turnstiles,

The stand filled up, the enclosure
was soon  packed, und round the
ground the thousands congregated.

Jim Atkingon, the premoter of the
senture, chuckled with delight as he
watched them and raked in the cash,

e had run these handicaps in
various pacts of the eountry—in the
Midlands apd the North—for years,
but never had he exploited o Bank
Haliday show which had been so
flattered by the weather as this.

He didn’t eare o rap who won the
race now, for 1t n't necossary for

him to *cook " any of the heats for
thee sake of making a bit out of the
butting.

ITe left the runners and  their

frainers and backers to do that, if
they chose,  Tle, for enee in hig i
determined to romain hones

There  was o band  within  the
ground, aned this blazed away at their
brass instruments  until  the air
cracked,

At threa o'clock, the time sct for
the commencement of the proceed-
ings, the walkers turned out for the
two miles’ race, and amidst consider-
able  exeitemient  the  professors
wadddled tound the cinder-track, all
jerks and wriggles, with hands and
vlbows Mying and  fuces  distorted,
what time the huge crowd yelled,

There was a fair amount of betting,
out the serateh man, an ex-amateur,
and a real good walker, was generally
Ielieved {o be capable of pulling off
the ovent, and so it proved.

e broke the worsted twenty vards
from tho second man, and the crowd

immedintely followed.

Tom Belcher arrived at the ground
at two o’clock. He'd caten an early
lunch, nnd wag ready to race cven
at thet hour.

He went to the dressing-room, left
his bag there, then put on his spiked
shoes, knickers, and vest, and went
out to try the track,

He found this Hrm to the tread,
level, and well tended and rolled, He
felt free of limb.

He liked  the the

feel of track

beneath his spiked shoes, and sur-
prised himsel{ cven by the pace he
managed to develop.

After his spin he went baek to the
dressing-room, slipped on an over-

and a bunch of runners scemed to
broak the tape simultancously. How-
ever, the judges managed to separate
them, and the winner's number
evoked a cheer when it weas set up,
for he had been much fancied and
well backed.

Then came the other heats, none of
which was remarkable save the fifth,
when Kellerway managed to land the
race from the back mark amidst a
storm of cheering.

The time, 13 4.5th scconds, wasn't
bad.

Tom watched the favourite run
with critical cyes. and was greatly
impressed with the ease with which he
disposed of his opponents.

He'd eyes for nobody. He simdply
pounded right ahead.  He heard o
roar. It sounded very much like a
roar_of consternation.

“Belcher wins! Beleher wins!”

“No! Caxton! Caxton!”

The tape was close at hand. Tom
threw up his arms, and then turned
on to the grass with the worsted en-
twined about him.

He was panting and excited.  IHo
didn’t know whether he'd won or
lost. His cyes turned towards the
number-board. There was o pause,
and then the square was set in its
place and the board raised so that all

could sce.
Number 33! He'd won!

.H.C'ur-u-cms{%

Tom Belcher and his opponent clrcled round each other, hittin
h “You'll not run in the final to-day,” anld Caxton,

tashion.

eoat, and then went out to see the
walkers disport themsclves

Then back to the crowded dressing-
room he mnde his way again.  He
found it [illod with a clamouring,
shouting, laughing colleetion of pro-
fessionul  runnere.  Some of  them
looked rather Hne-tdruwn, Some were
in the pink of condition.  All believed
that they were goug to win.

Tom Beleher kept himself in the
background, and being a little Tellow,
nobody took any notice of hin.

Ilis number wag 33, and he was
down to run in heat 7.

1le'd not the slightest idea who he
was to meet, and cven if the names
of the runners had been mentioned,
he would have been none the wiser.

Jack Kellerwuy was on the virtual
scrateh meck, 24 vards, and from the
awed wuy in wh the other runners
referred to him, Tom reckoned he
would win the big event

Others wha were fancied were a
man named  Green end  another
named Resser. There were others,

tno, of eourse, but Tom didn't hear
apything about them.
After the whip had been round to

And then ¢a Here
was Tom's chas

Tom had Ben Adams and all the
boys to help him. They were as
oxcited as they well conld be,  As
Tom went to his mark he could hear
the bookies yelling :

“Twa to one, Caxton! Three to
one, Uawdry! Four to one, Brown
and Jarvis! Ten to one, Belcher !”

Tom smiled as he dug some holes
from which to start in the surface of
the track.

“They don’t scem to faney me,
Ben.” he remarked.

“Fancy or not," answercd DBen
Adamg, “the boys and I have all
backed you.”

The runners took a long time
setting.  Caxton, the favourite, who
had 12 yards, was so cager to moke a
move that he twico left his holes
hefore & start could be made, and
was penalised, much to his chagrin.

heat seven.

At last Tom Beleher heard the
“Get ready!™ of the starter, and
from the steadiness of the ather

runners he knew that this time busi-
ness only was meant.  There would
be no beating the pistol.

%

out and stopping in approved

I'm going to smash youl”

And now up went the time.

13 dead.

Tom could hardly believe his oyes,
and the next moment Ben had got
his arms around him.

“Bravo, Tom boy!” said the
delighted  showman, **We've won!
We've won!  And vours is the fastest
run heat so far. My dear boy, didn’t
you fly along! Repeat that form in
the final, and the ruec is yours!”

Tam  struggled  from Ben’s arms
with o Inugh of joy.

“0Oh, no!" he said.

Just then Jim Atkinson, the pro-
motuer, eamoe ap.

“Boy,"” ho said, "I apologise for
saying you couldn't run. For n
midget, you're a marvel! And you've
been chueked in by the handieappors.
Y(:ul”!l make old Kellerway go, 1 tell
yer <

But there was no troce of malice
in his remarks.

But there was in thoso of Caxton,
wham  Tom had  beaten. That
runner, who had backed himself
heavily for tho heat, glared at Tom
as if he could cat him.

“¥You ought to be ashemed of

Ben Adams's boys were now all
ageg to see how Tom Belcher would
shape in the second reund. He had
run the fastest heat. He had shown
stirling form, and he had disposed
of the much-fancied Caxton.  And
there was no reason for them to frar
that the lad would fail very badly,
even if he were pitted against Keller-
way himself.

I:{c had his start - to help him
through. And he could run,  His
turn up with Jenkinson, accidental
though it liad been, looked like bear-
ing fruit. ) .

Tom took things casily after his
first race, and Ben Adams, full of
admiration and enthusiasm for the
plucky lad, massaged his limbs, and
did his best to help the boy.

Tom kept to his dressing-room until
it was time for the second round heats
to be run, and then out he went, and,
with his heart beating fast, awaited
his turn, .

Ho was drawn to run in the second
heat of ihis round, nnd had the
second berth from the grass edee.

Tho runners were all of fairly good
class in this race, but he iissed being
drawn against Kellerway, or Green,
or Rosser, whose chances were fancied
more than any of the others,

Tom Belcher took hie placo on the
cinder-track, and made his holes
somewhat nervously,  He was strung
up, anxious. Ha knew that ho would
have to run his very hest, and he
doubted whether he could repeat his
first effort,

Caxton eame along to jeer.

“You'll finish last " said the ill-
natured fcllow, “You don’t stund a
ghost of o ¢ ce, Belcher!  And if
you win, look out!”

Tom took no notice of his enemy.
He talked to his chums until told te

mot mndf by the official starter. Then
ﬂndhcarn the bookmakers calling tho
odds.

“Hveng, Murdock! Two to one,
Beleher ! Three to one, Hargreaves!
Ten to one, Vowles and Smith "

1t didn’t scem as if they despised
the diminutive pedestrian, at any rate,
and as he heard them  shouting
Caxton's face clouded,

“Bet ! eried the starter, and hie
eagle eyes were bent on the runners
as they crouched on hands and knees.
Tho word was followed by the bang
of the pistel, and the athletes rosc
from thewr loles as if strung together,

Tom leapt into his stride in a
twinkling. He dashed along the
cindex-path on his toes, his eyes fixed
ahead, He'd filled his lungs before
starting, and literally hurled himself
along.  From behind came the fast
pitter-patter of the others’ shoes.

He paid no heed; or, if he did, sub.
conscioasly increased his effort.

And then, after what seemed an
age, his breast broke the worsted, and
he turned on to the grass, with the
soft stull clinging to humn.

Ayl went up from the erowd.
Many of them had won money on
him. No. 33 went up again.  And,
us before, Tom had donc cven time.
Good boy!

Kellerway and Green were standing
near the finishing-post.

Kellerway had won his heat in the
sceond round.  Green was going in
the last of the series. They'd stayed
to see  this raco run, and both,
though they did not say so, were im-

ressed by the style and speed of the
ittle novice,

}fcllor\\'ny gava tho boy a bright
nod.

“Well run, my lad " said he,
“Then up vushed Ben,  His face
was ablaze,  His eyes fairly danced.

“"You're in the final, at any rate,
boy !" he cried, Bravo—bravo!"”

lle put hiz arm round Tom's
shoulder and led him away.

“What a kid you are!" said he,
“You're a prize, Tom, boy! I've
never known your cquai, and T feel
sure, barring accidents, that you'll
get o a place, even if you don’t win.
For you've done e fifth better timao
than Kellerway, so far.”

“He's wot been going  all  out,
maybao,"” observed Tom Belcher,
“H'm! i won by a clear yard,

looking round, last heat,” admitted
Ben, ' But the time was poor—two-
tifths longer than you took, oy, Can
vou find a bit more running for the
final "

“I'm afraid not, Ben," said Tom,
with a shake of the head.
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“Well, no matter. We've all “He set on Tom Belcher! He

backed you both heats, Tem, and so
we're a lot in,” cried Ben, and he
gave vent to a chuckle of keen delight.
He already saw visions of better
times than they'd cxperienced so far
at Whitpaol.

And then Caxton stocd before them,

“Here," said the angry runner,
whe'd not recovercd from his chagrin
at being beaten, “I'vo protested
against your entry, Belcher, to Mr.
Atkinson, so even if you get a place, T
reckon youll be disqualified.  You
filled up your cntry-form falsely, I'll
swear ! You're no novice! You're a
dirty fraud! That's what you are!”

Tom wriggled ont of Ben’s arms,
His face biazed. This man angered

“You've no right to say that!" he
said. "I told the truth!™ I made no
false entry | It's a pity you can't take
vour beating lilic a sportaman !’

Caxton grinned, It was & melicious
grin_at that,

“P'Paps [ can’t,” he cried. “But
it ain't only that. [ owe you one for
sending Jenkinson to gaol. He was a
pal o mine.”

Tom Belcher smiled sarcastically.

“Oh,” said he, “and do you pick
pockets in your spare time, too !

Perhaps he ought not to have said
it, but he couldn't help himsclf, The
words were out beforo he could check
them, And Caxton deserved them,
too.

However, the fellow made them
an cxcuse for attacking Tom. He
rapped out an oath, leapt at the boy,
and before Tom was even prepared to
defend himself, he'd sent loft and
right hard home on the midget's dial.

hat wis more than flesh and blead
could stand, Tom fought back
instantly. The two of them circled
round each other, hitting and stopping
in  approved fashion, whilst the
officials starcd, and the crowd yelled,

“You'll not run in the final to-
caid Caxton, with a lierce
glare, *“I'm going to smash you!"

“Come away, Tom, boy!” eried
Ben Adams, trying in vain to part
themn., “‘Don't ruin your chance in
the Hundred-pound Handicap!”

But Tom Belcher wasn't thinking
of that.. He was bent on giving his
ecnemy as good as ho gave.

Caxton scon discovered that he'd
enught & tartar.  Lithe and nctive
though he was, he found Tom much
too quick for him. And the clever
.ittle boxer dashed hiz left agrin and
again into Caxton’s face without
reply, until the fast recurring blows
pniinled the professional runner's dial
red. 3

Then Cuxton, with a roar, closed
with Tom, entwined his arms around
him, lifted him bodily, and dashed
hint to the turf.

Tom fell heavily, but luckily the
grass was soft and his body light.

But even so, the breath was shaken
out of him for a moment, and he lay
there a little, too dazed to rise.

Caxton saw his chanee, e meant
to cripple the boy, whose running had
been the revelation and surprise of the
Belle Vue Bank Holiday Mecting.

“Take that 1" he eried, as he kicked
at the prostrate youngster, "It's a
bit on account for Jenkinson and
me !

The kick was aimed ot Tom's body ;
but Tom, eccing that the rascal meant
mischict, half turned, and received
the full force of it on the calf of his
left leg.

Caxton hadn't removed his epiked

day,

shoes, Tho spikes penctrated the
white flesh, and blooed showed
instantly.

Tom uttered a cry of agony, aund
then, as tho officinls came running up,
Ben Adams set about the cm\'nrrf

“You villain!" said the old show-
man, trembling with just anger, and
before he knew where he was Caxton
found himself being hit all over the
grass by Ben's doughty Asts.

He tried to ward off the blows, but
the old boxer was too much for him,

Ben hit him with straight lefts, with
hooks and jabs, and hammered him
about the face and body, completing
his work with & magnificently-timed
upper-cut on the jaw ne the runner
tricd to wrestle with him, that
stretched Tom's enemy on his back
on the grass.

Then up came A n.

“"Ere,” ho cried, “what's all the
row about? I can't ’ave this, you
know!  This is’ a running-ground,

not & prize-ring [”
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kicked him! He's lamed the boy !
cried Ben, hardly able to speak owin
to the indignation which consume
him, “It’s not playing the game!”

“Lamed the plucky lad, has he’”
growled the sports promoter. ‘' Here,
let's have o look at that leg, boy I™

Tom had got up, breathing hard.
He showed the injured limb,

Atkinson shook his head dubiously.

“It looks protty bad,’”” he re-
marked as Tom limped painfully,
“and it means good-bye to your
chance in the final. I'm sorry, kid,
for you put up a plucky show. But
Caxton's %oiug outside.'®

Caxton had risen, bruised and bleed-
ing, frem the ground. MHe looked
sorry for himself, but there were
nono who had any compassion for

im. Atkinson beckoned to some of
the ground’s men.

““Here, chuck that chap outside!”
he cried.

In vain did Caxton threaten, and
protost. The men seized him oand
hustled him off the track towards the
gates.  Policemen  eame to  take
charge of him. He asked to be
allowed to gzo and fetch his clothes,
but they wouldn't listen te him, and
sa he was put outside the enclosure
just as he stood in his running-things.

And Ben took poor Tom to the
dressing-rooms.

Tom was feeling very blue. His
leg  ached  tremendously. The
muscles were bruised,. and he felt
that it was ail up with his chance now,

S8am Waleott hardly knew how rto
hide his gricf.

**0Oh, Mistah Tom,” he cried, *'it's
too bad—it's too bad !  And jess when
we were counting on your winning
the Hundred-pound Handicap! It's
a shame! My word, wouldnt I like
to have n go at that Caxton follow "

“T have had a go at him, Sambe,”
snid Ben, with a grimace.  “1 don't
think he wants auy more.”

And then he set to work with hot
water and some rag to try and ecase
the pain Tom suffered. g

The next heat was now rum, and
Rosser scored cleverly right on the
tape.

Then there was an interval, during
which the bookmakers and backers
got busy over Green's heat.

Green wus a powerfully-built and

wonderfully strong sprinter.  He'd
won inore thun one handicap,  He
was o runner with & Dbig, raking

stride, and was much feared.

The crowd bucked him to n man
for his heat, and Green justified their
conlidence in him by winning by
clour yard with apparent case, from
five and a half yards, in thirteen
aeconds dead,

A mighty cheer greeted his vietory.
It was reckoned that he would win
the bandicap now, He'd done as
fust timo as Tom Belcher; but
Beleher, much  fancied until  the
crowd saw Caxton attack him and
kick him, had been lamed, and some
of the knowing ones declared that he
would not even start in the final.

Bookmalkers reflected the general
opinion by offering to lay six to one,
whereas immediately after Tom had
won his sccond heat he was at as
short a price as threes.

Green, having won his heat, put on
a cout, and walked off to the dressing-
roon.

Ho at once made his way to the
locker an which Tom was sitting.

“How are yeu fecling, boy?" he
asked, in u breezy, natural voice,
accoinpanied by & nod and a smile,
shich showed that the inquiry was
dictated by sheer good nature. I
hopoe that brute dido't hurt you?*

“I'm afraid he did,” answered
Tom, smiling ruefully, “My log’s
beginning to swell.”

Green looked at it.

“Well, that’s sheer hard luck,
boy,” he said; *for, to tell you the
truth, I was beginning to fecl honestly
afraid of you."

Ben Adams now rubbed some
embrocation into the muscles, knead-
ing and chafing them to reduce the
swelling and relieve the pain.

“We'll manage to patch vou up
somchow, boy,” he cried,  **But 'm
afraid you stand no chance of win-
ning now "

“Are you going to let him run
inquired Gireen, in a tone of surprise,
whilst Kellerway and Rosser joined
the group of athletes who formed a
ring round Tom.

“It's for Tom to decide,’” said Ben,

Pr

thoughtfully into young
A,

er s

“Of course I'm going to run, Ben,”
answered Tom., “I’d never dream
of bucking out, And perhaps 1 shall
be all right.  You never know!"

Ben sighed, and went on with his
waork.

YAt any rate, Tom,” he said, “if
grit and pluck could pull you through
you'd win all right cnough, and
you've got plenty of thut!”

The bell now rang the runners out
for tho mile race.  Thero wero
swarms of them-—literally swarms.
It took some minutes to arrange them
on their marks, and verify their
raumbers and their starts by the pro-
g!’ill“lni‘.

Tom didn’t go out to see the race.
Ho preferred to remain resting in the
dressing-room until the call came for
him to turn out for the final of the
big £100 Handicap, which was to bo
run late in the day. i

Up to the time of his injury he'd
been as serious s a judge. Now he
suddenly beeame light-hearted, pre-
bably becanse he wanted to prevent
his thonghts from dwelling on the
possibility of failure,

Ben, who understood, humoured
him, and to hear Tom laugh and talk
one would have imagined that there

.was nothing the matter with him,

After a lupse of somo minutes the
panting runners who'd taken part in
the mile race cume back into  the
dressing-room.

Most of them looked disappointed.
Tho prize-winners were  outside
rcrl-civing the eongratulations of their
SHEEN

Then  followed anather interval,
which was finally put an end to by
tho loud ringing of a bell, tho sam-
maons for the runncrs in the final of
the One Hundred Pounds' sprint to
mako their way on to the track.

Tom got np then.  On putting his
foot to the ground he winced, and o
spasm of pain flushed across his pale,
carnest face.

As ho moved across the dressing-
room floor he limped, in spite of him-

self, .

“(Oh, Ben,” he eried, “T wish T
could meet that brute Caxton, and
fight bim to a finish!  I'd pay him
out for this!"

Ben plucked him by tho arm.

“Porhaps vou'd better not

out, boy," said he.
b, yes, I'm going to run, if it
me, Ben!" answered Tom,
forcing & smile.  “But I reckon I
stand no chance now!”

urn

The 5th Chapter,
A Rousing Final.

As the runners turned out, the
crowd gave them u rousing cheer.
Their numbers were up on  the
board, with the exception of Tom’s,
Evidently tho officiul in charge of the
Loard had made up his mind that
Tom woukdn't run,

On seeing the little fellow emerge
on to the track, however, he put up
No. 33.

A roar of excited comment greeted
Tom’s appearance.

“Bravo, Beleher!” shouted some
of thoso who had bucked him from
the start.

1t was something, they reckoned,
for them to be given cven o sporting
chance, in view of what had hap-
pened. .

Tom {urncd along the track, and
ran some thirty yards or o {o sce how
his leg would stand it.  He was con-
scious of an exquisite pain, and he
ran us lame as an old duck.

Tho bookmakers toticed this, and
ronred :

“Fvens Kellerway and Green, two
to one Rosser, three to one Bailey,
four top one TForbes, ten to one
Belcher!”

Tom was now reckoned to be an
outsider, and, indeed. to look at him
as he limped puinfully down to the
starting-post 1t looked like one
hundred to one against him,

Tho preliminaries took some time,
Kellerway and the others wanted to
caso and streteh their legs, to loosen
their muscles, and, even when they
went to their marks, rauch precious
timo was cut to waste in drawing for
positions, and preparing tho holes in
the track.

Tom, who was feeling pretty miser-
ablo hercabouts, hardly knew what to

o,

He didn't like to run any more,
and vet ho felt that he ought to try
and loosen the lHmb if he could.  The
muscles folb so painful, so stiff and
crdmped.

He finally decided to do nothing,
but to run the race without further
preliminaries,

He drew the berth next the rails,

As he made his holes the crowd
called out sympathetically to him.

can be obtalned.

“Hard luck, Belcher lad!”  they
said

Most of tho bettin
and  Kellerway, wit sser much
fancied for a place. It was odds on
the first two in this respeet. .

At last overything was in readiness
for the big struggle.

“Get ready!" said the starter, as
he examined the percussion-cap on
his pistol. 1

Tom went down on his hands and
his left knee.

“Bet!" said the starter.

Tho runners, with every muscle
strained, their bodies nicely poised,
propared for the start.

In their effort to get a run on the
gun, Rosser, Green, and Kellerway
went  flying away once, only to be
called back, They returned to their
places smiling, Al the bets had
been made, und the execited crowd
watched the men with bated breath.

Tom Beleher was as steady as a
rock in his holes, but his leg pained
him worse than ever.

At last, a favourable moment
having come, the starter fired the
pistol, and at the sound of the report
the runners went flying along
between the strings.

Tom Bglcher, to the surprise of
most of the onlookers, was almost
first away. He gained almost a full
yard thereby, And now that the
moment of the actual race had come
he scemed to shed his lameness, and
to speod along as if there were
Egt.hing whatever tho matter with

wasg on Green

im.

He'd got a good start, and for
quite fifty yards none of the others
seomed to mako any impression on
him. ’

At eighty yards Kellerway, Green,
and Rosser were in a bunch, as level
as level could be.  Bailey and Forbes
had already been passed, and Tom
was now only a stride ahead.

He half-turned his head, a thing no
sprint runner ought over to do, and

in that fatal moment the champion

rangod up alongside him.

“Hellerway — wins! Kellerway
wins!  Kellerway for o hundred
pounds!” came in a mighty yell from
ull sides, and thoe raco seemed over,

Then a demaon seemed to take pos
vssion of little Tom.

‘T'he boy hated being  beaten,
though he was goed sportsman
cnough to accept defeat with a good
grace if it came to him justly and
naturally.

He set his feeth hard, and, forget-
ting everything but the tape, flung
himself along. His twinkling toes
spurred the ecinders, and the ir
paced along the track as if locked
together.

Tom felt his head swim, his brain
reol; his heart seemed about to burst.
The tape svas close at hand. He
hurled himself at it; it broke, and
then—well, he just pulled up in
a few strides, .:mctj limped painfully on
to the grass, hardly knowing what
had happened.

Ho couldn™ have told you if he'd
won or lost, or finished third, or any-
thing. He heard the crowd cheering.
Someboedy caume up and slapped him
on the shoulder, He heard Ben
saying something.  Ho felt black:
faced Sam Walcott seize him by the
hand.

Then he was pulled along the
grass, Lverything was blurred before
his eves, and it was some time before
his eyes cleared.

Then he saw tho number-board
front of him, with his number—
the top, Kellerway's next it,
Green's below that.

“ What—what's it mecan, Beni”
gasped the bewildored boy.

“Mcan? Mean? Mean?" shouted
Ben, dancing a hornpipe.  ““ Why,
you young rascal, you've won! [t
was a closo race. ‘There was only
six inches between you and Keller-
way, but you managed to land it!"”

And then Tem looked at the time.
He'd won the 130 vards £100 Han-
dicap from 105 yards in 12 4-5th
seconds,

in
at
and

They wero good sportsmen, those
pras, for, despite the bitterness of
defeat—and it meant a lot to them—
they all came up and congratulated
the remarkable boy who'd beaten
them.

And even Jim Atkinson, when he
gave Tom the first prize money,
seemed pleased.

And so, with sixty pounds in his
pocket, Tom left the ground with Ben
and the boys.

And, strange to  relate—good
fortune, like misfortune, never comes
singly—there was a big crowd at the
boxing-booth that night.

Maybe the public came along to see
whether Tom Belcher could box as
well as he could run.

THE END.
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TALES TO TELL.

Cur weckly prizo-winners.
Look out for YOUR winning
storyette.

TIME FLIES.
They were two blacksmiths, and yet

they were not like ordinary black-
smiths, They both stuttered, and, as
if this was not sufficient afliction in
itself, one of them suffered from
defective hearing.

“N-n-now, J-J-Joo,” stuttercd the
first blacksmith—he who could hear
properly—'‘str-str-str.strike t-t-tho sh-
sh-shoe qu-u-u-ick !"

“Wew-what d-d-did y-y-you &8s
say ?" stammered the deaf one.

“LII sesesaid  strestrike
sh-sh-shoe qu-u-u-ick !"

“Oh! W-w-w.where
LI-T strestrike it 7"

The first blacksmith allowed the
shoe to drop to the floor.

*N-n-never m-m-mind I he jerked
out. “I.I.It's e-e-cold n-n-now !"—
{Sent in by 8. Clark, Eestleigh.)

WELL, WHAT OF IT?

First Comedian: '‘*Have you heard
the story of the three holes in the

ground, Cholly, old chap?”

t-t-the
sh-sh-shall

Socond Comedian:  “No, old
ellah,”

First Comedian: “Well, well,
well 1"

Second Comedian: “0Oh!  Well,

have you heard the story of the dirty

window 7" . N X
First Comedian: *“No,  What is
“Oh, T won't

2"
Second Comedian:

tell you, beonuse you can’t see through

it."—(Sent in by G. Adams, Purton.)

SHORT, YET LONQ.

“It says here that tho longest
sentonce in the English lauguage con-
teins one hundred and forty words”
said tho man who sat 0 the corner of
the railway-carriage, looking up from
his book. i .

“That's wrong,” replied hizs com-
“The longest sentenes con-

panion.
tains one word.”

“What is that?" inquired the
cornerman.

“ Life,” came the reply quickly,—
{8ent in by J.-E. Halford, Ayr.)

A POOR MEAL.

Medical Officer: “I'm sorry, my
man, but must reject you on
account of your teeth.” .

Would-be Recruit: ‘‘Sure, sir,
yo're making a greal mistalie, I'm
no wanting to cat the Germans; 1
want to shoot ’em!"—{8ent in by
A. Barrow, Blackpeol.

GERMAN FRIGHTFULNESS.

Cieneral von Kluck (to officer): “T
want twenty thousand Ublans ag
quickly as possible.”

Officer: ' You shall have them.”

Officer {two days later): I have
got the twenty thousand Uhlans, but
they are half an hour’s march from
here.”

Genernl vou Kluel: “Donner and
Blitzen! Why don't you bring them
forward 7"

Officer: ““Well, you see, there are
two Dublin Fusiliers hiding round the
corner, and they won't Tet us pass,'—
{Sent in by A, Dale, Liverpool.)

NOT HAVING ANY,

An Irishman went into a poste
offico and handed to tho clerk in
charge a telegram addressed to a
fricnd of his who lived in a remoto
part of the country.

“The charge will bo one-and-six-
penge,” said the elerk.

‘* How do you make that!" inquired
at.

“Sixpence for the wire, and a
shilling for porterage and delivery
outside the radius," explained tho
clerk.

“Then be hanged to ye!™ roared
the son of Frin. “You send the
telegram, and I'll write and ask me
friend to fetch it.”—(Sent in by N.
MecGregor, Sticling.) i

MONEY PRIZES OFFERED!

Rleadera are inviled to send on
posteards storyeltes or short interest-
ing parsgraphs for this feature.
For every contribwtion wsed the

sender wnll receive a money prize

All posteards must be addressed:
The Editor, THE DOV S' FEIEND
and " Gem " Library, Geugh Houss,
Gough Square, Londen, E.C.

They contaln the BEST reading matter for boys that
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. GREAT NEW STORY OF
HARVEY

&
W-MURRAY
-GRAYDO

KEENE, DETECTIVE.

“‘—-..___‘_ -
HE CASE. OF THE TURK-

ITARVIY KEVENE, the prinee of
“wvestigators, goes with INSPEC
YR DRAKT to the Hotel Orvient,
i there finds the murdered body
A & man, whom the proprictor states
“to be an Italian.  Iecne, however,
informs him that he is a Turk, and
proves that the man who commitied

the crime desieed o obtain some
papers which were in the Turk’s
roorn.

Keone is unable, hewover, to lay
hands on the murderer, but he has o
faint elue. e sends his assistant,
IGLIVER, ta find the chauffeur who

rove this Turk to the hotel, Oliver

auceessful in this, and when Keene
arns that the chuuffeur picked the
wk oup onfeide the War Office in

vitehall, (hee tells the lad that he

ds to go at ouce to the War
LR

He gets into a taxi-cab, but when
he is nearing Urafalgar Square, his
ehauffeur collapses, and pitches head-
longe mnto thic street. The eab swerves
to one side. and crashes into the thick
of the traffic,

PART IL
The 18t Chapter.

Clearing up the Mystery,

As by a miracle, Harvey Keene was
saved from death The taxi-cab, ne
Jonger wnder control, smashed its way
into the tide of traffic, and came to
an abrupt halt,  The detective was
pitehed from the seat befora he had
time to replise what hod happened,
and when he awoke to a sense of the
position, ay it were, shouts of men
and the sereams of women were ring-
ing in his cars, blended with o clatter
of heafs. A hansom had been overs
turned, A wheel had been torn off o
dray, and o motor-"bus had  been
damaged.  These vehicles, and the
one that bad crashed into them, were
entangled with the others,

Strangely enough, however, nobedy
had been regally hurt. Keene had been
soverely shaken, and had sustained
one or twao trifling  brumses.  The
recoil bad flung him baek on the seat,
and lie was imprisoned in the wreecked
enb, shut in by a bristling network
ef splintered wood and glass,

In the space of o few secoucs, nfter
he had ecollected his confused wits, a
shrowd suspicion flashed to his mind,
Ile was certain that another attempt
on his life had been made by t-]g’n
Cirele of 13, snd it naturally occurred
to him that the object had been to
prevent him from going to the War
Office. Bo'that as 1t might, he could
not doubt that he had been followed
from Pringe’s Street. by one of the
gang. Quickly he thought of these
things, aud as quickly he foresaw
what it would be wise to do under
the circumstances.

“T mustlet that scoundrel believe
that his attempt has succeeded,” he
said to himself. It may be greatly
to my advantage.”

T'wo hands were pulling at the
battered cab. A gap was made in the
debris, and tho [amiliar face of a
constable wppeared,

“Mr. Keene!” he exelaimed, in
surprige and consternation.

OUR COMPANION
PAPERS

‘i Hallo, Martin!" the detectiva
ealmly replicd, ‘““You are just the
man I want.”

“1 hope you aren't injured, sic?"

“No; not at all. I wish it to be
supposed, though, that I have been
badly hurt. You must have mao
earricd off to Charing Crosa Hospital.
Do you understand?”

“1 am not sure that T do, sir,” said
the constable.  * If you have not buen
hurt—"

“Somebody  tried te kill me”
Keene interrupted, “and 1 want to
deceive  him. Did  you see what
happeued 7'

ST gaw your driver [all fram the
seat, and I thought that he had been
taken suddenly iﬁ."

“ Possibly he was, but I am pretty
cortain that he was shot from another
cub,  And probably with an air.
pistol, for I did not hear uny report.
Where is the man?”

“Ho is lying yonder, by the refuge.
I don’t know if he is dead or not”

* Ascertain for me, and come back
at onee,’

Constable Martin hurried away, and
returned in less than a minute, look-
g vory grave.

“You were quite right,” he de-
clarec.  ** Your chanffeur was fired at
and hit,  But the bullet only grazed
his ekull, and he wasn't injured by the
fall. Ile has pulied round already.”

ST am glad of that,” Keene replicd.
“Did he see the scoundrel who shot
at him?"

“Ile did not, sir, ner did anybody
else. I huve made inquiries,”

“¥ery well, Martin, Lot the
matter drop.  And now do what I
havo told you, [ will do the rest.”

A large crowd had gathered, and
the excitement had merensed.  Con-
stable Martin promptly sent for an
ambulance, and then, assisted by two
other constibles, he sek to work at the
damaged taxi-cab. It was o slow aned
difficult task. Tho door was finally
wrenched open, and Harvey Keene
feigning unconscionsness, wis gently

lifted out. e was placed in the
awbulanee,  which  had  meanwhile
arrived.  And with closed eyes, to all

appearunees a corpse, he was trundled
off from the seene of the accident,

He was carcful not to show any
sign of life, sinee it was to be pre
sumed that the man who had tricd to
murcer him was n the throng of
carious spectators through which he
WaS whcuﬁod.

“T must play a wary game,” he
reflocted. ' I may be wrong in regard
to the motive for tho attempt. Very
likely I am. But I don’t doubt that
the man who firod tho shot was a
member of the Circle of Thirteon,
and if he desired to provent me from
visiting the War Office, it means that
it was one of the gang who strangled
the Turk. I wonder if I am going
to get on their track again?”

t was a short distance to the
Churing Cross Hospital, Keeno was
earried into the big building off the
Strand, and ten minutes later, afor
he had cxplnined the situation to the
house-surgeen, he departed by the
exit at the top of Chandes Street.

He was nenoe the worse for hig
rough experience, o slipped into
o cab at the corner of St. Martin's
Lane, and drove to Whitehall, He
boldly cntered the War Office, judg-

ing that he was not under observa-
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tion; and, after a brief delay, he was
condueted upstairs, and ushered into
a privite room.

e had inguired for Lerd Feaneis
Verne, the chief.  But his lordship
was absent, and the person who re-
coived Weene was his sceretary, Sir
Miles Trentham. e was acquiinted
with the detective, Ile greeted him
cordially, amd bade him st down,

What ean Telo for you?™ he said.
“It is  something  important, [
imagine, that has bronghi you here,”

CIy s, Harvey Keene roplicd, T
have come for infermation whieh [
think you can give to me. A bratd

interview with him, Mr. Keene. You
are quite right, e is a Turk, not
an Italinn,  His name is Hadii
Nessim, and he held the rank of
major in the Turkish Army.”
“Can yon throw any light on the
crine?” asked Keene

“None whatever,” the
answered, Ik is a mystery to me.’

“ DBut you can supply the motive, 1
am sure, The murderer mado a
thorough scarch of his vietim's bed-
chambier, and it is my belief that he
was looking for papers of some kind,
which he may or may not have found.
Am [ right?" .

Sir Miles Trentham hesitated. He
leaned back in his chair, with knitted

sccretary
'

brows, and steeked  his  blonde
moustache.
4T will confide in you,” he seaid.

“Tt will bo under pledge of secreoy,
of course. This Iadji Nessim has
turned traitor to his country for the
suke of gold. Tempted by an oppor-
tunity that chance threw in his way,
he sfole certain documents, and fled
with them from Constantinople, He
arrived in London last evening in the
guise of an Jtelian, and camne straight
to the War Office to dispose of the
papers,”

“What_is the nature of
Harvey Keene inquired.

“They are most valuable from a
military poini of view,” replied the
secretary, ' They show the sight of
y gun, every fortification, with
‘h the 'Turks have prepared to
resist our advance in the Dar-
denelles,”

“ Al they are indeed of the great-
est value!  Dut can you depend on
their accuracy #"

7 am sure that T can. That was
my opinion ns soon as I had glanced
it them. They will enable the expedi-
tionary foree to get through to Cone
stantinople,” . )

“Yau kept them i your possession,
Sir Miles?”

“Yes, the man wished me to do so.
He did not nsine any price, but he
intimated that he wanted a large sunn.

them 2"

he had come to London with the
documents, ™

“Yes, there can be no doubt of
that.”

“He must have been followed from
Constantinople."”

“ Possibly [
theory, though.”

“What is 1t 1"

“I think that o message relating to
the papers was by some means sent to
London, Sir Miles,”

“'T'hen tho assassin is probably a
Turk.”

Harvey Keene shook his head, He
was silent for a short interval, pon-
dering what he had learned. Know-
mg as he did that the Circle of 13 had
_chammla through which they obtained
information from all parts of Europe,
he now strongly belicved that one of
the gang had committed the murder.

And he was also inclined to helieve,
as he had at first suspeeted, that the
attempt on his life had been made to
Frr\-’vnt him from visiting the War
Office. But why Y What reason could
the band of criminels have had for
being afraid of him? The quustion
puzeled him.  He could not find &
satisfactory answer Lo it

“I am glad you have given me
?'uur confidenee,” he said. “You
1eve Lo o great extent cleared up th_e
mystery, But I have no clue that is
of any value Tne murderer's objecy

as been frustrated, and very for-
tunately, I sce little or no chance of
getting on his track, however, unless
he should try to—"

The detective paused, interrupted
by a rap at the door. A clerk
entered, and handed a card to Sir
Miles Trentham, who glanced atb it,
and looked in bewilderment at Keene,

"By heavens, you are wrong!” he
excluimed.

Wrong!" Harvey Keene echoed.
“What do you mean?”

“Jt could not have been Hadji
Nessim  who was murdered at the
Hotel Orient.”

“Why not?"

“ Because he has just arrived, This

have a different’

A hand was droppod on Charlos Molo's nholdern.

Ho swung round with a start, and looked into

the faces of Harvoy Keeno, Inspoctor Ruyter, and two Dutch policemen.

murder was eommitted lnst night at

the Hetel Orient, i Greek Streot. A
Turk, who represented himsclf as
being an Ttalinn of tho name of
Torino, was strangleed in his bed:

chamber. The assassin, who oceupied
an adjoining reom, (!Ls:\pp:m-vd after
the erime, and nothing 18 known of
him.”

*By heavens, what a  terrible
thing 1" exclaimed 8ir Miles Tren-
than, 1 hadn’t beard of it !"”

“Neo; it has been kept out of the
newspapers, | am working on the
case, and L have found n cab-driver
who states that about five o'clock lust
avening, he drove the murdered mun
from the War Office to the IHotel
Orient."

“Yes, the man was here. T had an

I told Jvim to eall again to-day, and
gave him a card that would have
wdmitted  him  without any  delay.
When he Jeft he stnted that ho was
going to the Hotel Orient, and subse-
quently I handed the papers to my
chicf. He took them home with him,
s0 that he eould examine them at his
loisure, And lie hes not yet brought
them back.”

T dare say the Turk was afraid to
keep them himself,” Keene suggested,

“Vory likely he was,” Sir Miles
Trenthum answered,

“1id he say anything to lead you
to think that he was afraid of being
rubbed ¥

“Not a word, Mr. Koene, It is
obvious, however, that he was mur-
dered by somebody who knew that

is the card of admission that I gave
to_him yesterday."

Keaene's eyes sparkled with excite-
ment.  The truth hed fushed wpon
hini, He knew now why his lifa had
been attempted as he was on the way
to the War Office.

1t 18 the ass

sin who has come,”
he declared, in an eager whisper,
“It must be. He iy nware that the
murder has not yvet got into the news-
papers, and he trusts that you are
ignorant of it. e is doubtless made
up to resemble Iadji Nessim, and he
proposes to bargnin with you for the
sale of the Durdunclles plans. Daon't
keep him waiting,’ he wdded, “or
his suspicions may be roused. Re=
;zqi\-o”him promptly, T will deal with
1.
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Sir Miles nodded. e spoke to the
‘clerk, who at once withdrew., And
by then Hurvey Kvene had slipped he-
hind a lurge screen that was at one
side of the apartment.

The 2nd Chapter,
The Bogus Turk,

Charles Mole had not boasted when
ihe spoke to the ehiel of the Circle
10of 13 of his reteative memory for
faces, nor had be shown any mean
skill in the art of impersonation, The
man who wus ushered into the room
bore a most striking resemblance in
every respecl to the murdered Turk,
He was so extremely like him, indeed,
that the detective, though he was of
wourse not deeeived, was stirred to
'gradging admiration.

The impostor stepped forward as
woon as the door had swung shut be-
hind him, and Keene, peering at him
'from a tiny sl in the screen, still
supposed tiat his object was to strike
e bargaip,  DBut a bewildering sur-
'iprise wag in stare for him, Before a
jword had been uttered the visitor
awhipped o revolver from his porcket,
and pointed it straight at the head
of Sir Miles Trentham.

“PBe eareful ' he bade, in o low
‘tone. **If you speak above a whisper
you will be o dead man, T mean it.”
© The secretary had not been pre-
‘pared for anything like this, He was
no coward, but the shock blunched his
checks, and robbed him  of his
presence of mind.

“1 want the plans of the Dardan-’
clles that were left with you last
evening,” the bogus Turk continued,
as he stepped nearver. ' Give them to
mae ab once !

*“The—the plans!" Sir Miles Trent-
ham gasped in confusion.

““That is what I suid, sir.
about it.”

“ But I haven't got them,”

“Where are  they, then?” dé-
manded the visitor, in a snarling
Vvoue,

“My ehief has them. He took
them Tome ®ith -him last night.”

. "He would have hrought them back
this morning. e must be here.”

i "No, he is not. He hns not been
to the War Office to-day becuuse of
a slight—"

At that instant Harvey Keene inter-
vened, unarmed though he was. He
hurled the screen to the floor with a
crash, and sprang over it. And as
quickly he leapt at the impostor, and
struck the weapon from his grasp as
e was in the act of discharging it
st him.

\ ‘“You scoundrel, I've got you!” he
eried. |

They came to grips, and at once
they swayed and fell  For a very
short interval they fought cdesper-
ately, clutching at each other's throuts,
while Sir Miles Trenthum looked on,
too dazed to eall for help. By a
strenuous  effort the man broke
Keene's hold, and jumped p.

His revolver had dropped behind
a chair, and he dared not wuste time
in searching for it.  With his clenched
Bst he dealt the secretary o blow that
sent him sprawling. He then swung
rround on the detective, who had mean-
twhile scrambled to his feet, and us
promptly he knacked him down also.

“I'Il settle with you later, Keene I
ha cried. * You are always blocking
our games, hang you!”
|  What these words meant was ab-
vious, They had no more than been
spoken when Harvey Keene knew to
a certainty that he had once more
crossed the path of the Circle of 13,
and that he  had  been  fighting
with & member of the gang. He rosoe
as quickly as he could, but by then the
bogus Turk had darted frem the
¥O0!

Be quick

m. -
““Stop him!" shounted Keene, “Stop
him I

He gave chase without an instant’s
deley. He dashed at full speed down
e reaze ab the visk of breaking
his neck., He was too lute, however.
In the lower lall he mbled over
an attendant, who had received a stun-
ning blow, and, lying in the open
doorway, half-conscious, wus unother
ilttendant who had been felled like o
o,

But the impostor had disappeared.
No trace of him could be seen in
Whitehall.  Either he had mingled
with the people who thronged the
pavements, or he was in one of the
cabs that were moeving swiftly through
the traffie.

“By heavens, what infernal luck!”
muttered the detective.

It would have been useless for him
to scek for the man. He k

inew that.
He gave a brief explanation to a con-
stable who had been drawn by the
shouting, and then, bitterly disap-
pointed, he went uEstairs agnin to the
socretary’s room.  3iv Miles Trentham
was nursing o bruised jaw and relating
what had occurred to several startled

-elerks.

“ Have you got him?"” he exclaimed,
as Keene entered.
“No, he has
Keene replied. ' Ha
when I reached the street.

not hurt you, I hope.”
“Not much. We might both have
been murdered, thougle.”
“We probably should have been,
Sir Miles, if the scoundrel had not

esonped,”  Tarvey
s outl of sight
He has

lost his revolver. He deccived me. I

hod no suspicion of what he meant
to do until he levelled the weapon at

you.” i .
The secretary sat. down in this
chair. He had ~ recovered from lis

fright, and was now merely eurious in
regard to the motive for the daring
attempt to get possession of the plans
of the Dardandlles fortifications,

“Why has your chief not been to
tha War Office to-day?" asked Keeno
abruptly. 7

“He has a slight cold,” Sir Miles
Trentham replied, “and his physician
advisod him to stay at home.”

“His private residence is in Eaton
Square, i3 it noti?

“Ves, he lives at No. Tha.  But
why do you want to know? You
surely don’t suppose that there is any
likelil c?d of his being robbed of the

pers

“1 think it is very probable that
such an attempt will be made, Sir
Miles. At all events, T must put Lord
Francis Verpe on his guard.”

“1 can telephone to him,”’ suggested
the secretary.

“No, T will go to see him,” Harvey
Keene replied.  ““That will be bdst.
Deon't worry,” he added. * Leave the
matter to me. If the scoundrel who
was lLiere poys a visit to his lordship's

house to-night he will fall into a
trap."

The detective was in no great
hurry. e held some further conver-

sation with Sir Miles Trentham, and
then, trusting that he would have
anothor opportunity of eantching one
of the Cirele of 13, he departed
from the building, and hailed a taxi-
cab in Whitehall.

“Eaton Square No. 762,” he said,
to the chauffeur. **Go by the shortest
route,”

The 3rd Chapter.
The Stolen Plans,

It was with a tranquil mind, littls
dreaming that the time he had wasted
had been of precious value, that Keene
rang the bell of the War Minister's
paletinl residence in the Belgravia
district.

“1 wish to see Lord Verne,” he said
to the elderly butler who opened the
door.” A

ST am afraid you can’t see him now,
sir,” the servant replied.

“My business is important. He is
at home, I understand.”

“Yes, sir, o is. But be is engaged
ut present.  He has a visitor,”

*“Who is it?” inquired FHarvey
Keene, as a sudden suspicion gripped
him,

* His secretary
servant answerod.

“His scrretary!  You don't mean
8ir Miles Trentham?” .

“Yes, sir, 1 do!” was the startling
reply. 5 ’

“Ilow lung has he been with his
lordshipt" .

“Not more than five minutes.
Perhaps if you will wait—-"

“Take me to your master at once.
Where is he?”

“He iz in the library, sir,’’ the ser-
vant stated. ' But you cannot see
him until—""

“1 must see him immediately,”
Kerene interrupted, in a low volce.
“Hia life is in danger.”

With that he brushed the butler
aside, and hurried past him. He had
been to the house before, and he knew
that the librury was at the end of
the hall,  Hwiftly and nociselessly he
darted to it. He threw open the door,
sprang over the threshold, and be-
held & scene that filled him with
dismay. He was too late. Prostrate
on the floor, apparently lifeless, lay
Lord Franeis Verne. The lid of a roll-
top desk was raised, and a French
window 'was open.

“By heavens, this is the very limit
of audacity "’ excluimed the detee-
tive, aa he knele in alarm by tho
motionless {orm. .

“Has he been murdered, sic?”
gasped the servant, who had followed
the detective. “Is he dead?”

“No, there isn't much wrong with
him,” Harvey Keene replied. *He
has merely been stunned by a blow
on the head." 5 .

“*Shall T send for a physician, sir?”

“That wen't be necessary, I think.
Feteh some water and some brandy.
Be quick asbout it,”

It was easy to judge what bad
occurred up to o certain point. In
the comparatively short interval that
had elapsed since the ftight of the im-
postor from the War Office he had
altered his disguise, transformed him-
self into the double of Sir Miles Trent-
ham, and driven in a eab to the resi-
dence of the chief. And it could not
be doubted that he had achieved his
daring  purpose, e must have
carried off  the papers that bad
tempted - him to such a dering deed.

Keene stepped through the French

window to & garden at the rear of
the house. He found footprints on a
flower-bed, and similar prints on a
pateh of soft earth at the base of a
wall that eould be scaled without diffi-
culty. And then, having learned how
the thief had escaped, he returned to
the library.
. Lord Francis Verne had meanwhila
been picked up and placed on a
couch, and several agitated servants
were gathered around him.,  Water
had boen sprinkled on his face, and
some brandy had been forced hetween
his lips. He was now showing =signs
of conscionsness.  Presently lis eyes
opened, and he raised himself on his
elbow, gazing around him in bawil-
derment.  He recognised the detec.
tive, with whom he was acquainted.

“Mr. Keene,” he murmured, press-

{s with him,” the

ing his hand to his brow, ‘“how do
ou comp to be here?  What has
appencd 77

“You should know,” Iarvey
Keene replied. “Think for a

moment.”

I am trying to. Memory is begin-
ning to return, 08, can reeall
that—that I was talking "
Lord Verno paused and sat up. He
wag intensely agitated. “I have boen
assaulted and robbed,” he cried, ““and
by my own scerctary! By Sir Miles
Trentham! He has stolen valuable
papers from me ! It is incredible that
he could have been such a villain 1"

“Your sccretary is not a villain.
It was not he who robbed you.”

“Don't be so stupid, my dear Mr.
Keene! I am in my right mind."”

“Bo am I, my lord. You have
been deccived. The person who was
here was an impostor, cleverly made
up to resemble Sir Miles Trentham.”

“An impostor!”  exclaimed the
War Minister. *Can I believe that ?”

“Most certainly you can,” said
Keene. “I can casily convince you
if you are still doubtful.”

He seated himself by the couch and
related briefly and clearly all that had
occurred, beginning  with  the dis-
covery of the murder at tho Hotel
Qrient.

“ And now tell me,”” he continued,
“oxactly what passed between you
after the man was ushered into the
library."

Y1t was o very shor iterview,”
Lord Francis Verne replied, “As

soon as my supposed sceretary cntered
he smmdythsﬁ. he had been Jed to
belicve that the plans of tho Darda-
nelles fortifications were forgeries,
and that ho wished to sce them at
onee, and I had ne more than taken
them front my desk when he snatched
them from my hand and strock me
on the head with his stick. I stag-
gered and fell, and that all L
remember,”

Tord Verne stopped, lLis foatures
haggard with anxicty.  He loohed
appealingly at the detective,

“Thoso papers are of the greatest
value,” he added. “They would have
ensured o specdy  suc for tho
British and ¥ h forces in the Dar-
danclles. I hopo that you will be
able to recaver them.”

1 will do my best,” Harvey Keenoe
answered,  “You may be eure of
that.”

It was all the encouragement he
could offer. He was inclined to think,
however, that ho had a fnirly strong
chance of success.

Ile went from Faton Square to the
War Office, where he told 8ir Miles
Trentham what had huppened ab his
chief’s residence, and spoke of the
hepes he entertained  And when he
returned to his chambers in Princes
Street he made elear to Oliver, his
hoy assistant, what his view of the
situation was

P The Cirelo of Thirteen won't
make any overtures to the DBritish
Government for the purchase of tho
plans,” he said,  *That may be taken
for granted, The plans would be
uquanﬁ_v valuable to the French
Government, of course, and the gang
may try to negotiate with them, It
is very likely that they will.

“On tho other hand, they may be
afraid to attempt it, and if so, 1 am
pretty certain that they will adopt the
only safe methed, which will be to
send one of their men to Holland. In
that case, it is to he assumed that the
man will deal with a German agent,
Zarker by name, who has been living
in Amsterdam simee the beginning of

%

the war, Fle is there to buy scoret
information, and he cannot  Le
moleated, since HHolland is a neutral
country.

“T know something of him, and I
have no doubt that he will consent to
make an arrangement with the Ger:
man Government, whe will be glad to
purchase the papers in order to pre-
vent the Allies from goetting them.
I shall have to wait for a time until
I hecar-something that will give me
alead. And meanwhile the hoat trains
from London and the Channel ports
will be earefully watched.”

Keene  peused, and  stared
vacancy for & moment.

“It is a very serious business, my
boy," he added. *I am as anxious
to recover the stolen plans as I am
to catch ono of the members of the
Clirele of ‘Thirteen.”

into

The Ath Chapter,
In the Toils of the Law,

Four days dragged by, and during
that interval no overtures regarding
the papers were made to the Freneh
Government, else the War Office in
London would have becen promptly
informed of the fact. It was possible
that such overtures would yet be
made,

The Circle of 13 might be waiting
for some reason. But Harvey Kecne
was more disposed to believe that they
would try to sell their plunder to tho
German Government. So, insteed of
waiting for a lead, he decided to go
ta Holland without further delay, and
this step appealed to him the moro
heenuse he kuew that it weuld not
have been a difficult matter for one of
the pung to have fnt out of the
country by means of a forged pass
port.

“If one is in Amsterdam now,"” he
reflected, T will have time to frus
trate his object. It would require at
least & week for the German agent
Zarker to negotiate a deal with his
Government.”

Keeno left Liverpool Street one
evening by the boat express, and a
couple of hours later he embarked at
Parkeston Quay for the Continent.
Though his features were disguised,
he judged it best that he should not
pay any attention to the people on the
train or scrutinise the passengers on
the Great Eastern steamer,

He went straight to the little eabin
that had been reserved for him, and

slept until five o’clock in the morning,

when he was roused by & warning
bugle.

IFrom his porthole he could see the
low, sandy shores of the Hoqk of
Holland. By the time he had dressed
the boat was alongside the quay, and
as he was walking along the platform
of the railway-station a few minutes
later he observed in front of him a
tall, well-dressed man, with o gre
moustache. Iis heart gave a thro
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of excitermnent.  Tha man's build and —
gait were familiaz to him. ., o

“Ty Jove, L believe that is the™=
fellow who stole the plans!” ho said
to himself, ns ho saw the suspeeted
person enter & compartment of the
Amsterdam train, 1 am pretty sur,
that it is. [ shall keep an eye on him,
and if he holds any communication |
with the German agent I will knowSs
that 1 am right. And then to T'E%
w trap for him. My friend Inspector b,
Ruyter wili give mo what usgsistunce \
I may need” \

On the evmni:wi: of that same day,
after darkoess had  [allen, Charles

Moalo loft the Hotel de I'Europe i
Amsterdam.
He walked to the Rembrandt

Plein, and entered the Cufe Kroon
where he garzed about him for a few
seconds. Ho then made his way across
tho ecrowded room amongst the cus-
tomers, and StD'pFl‘.‘(] by o talle, at
which sat an clderly bearded mau.
who was obviously a German. The
latter looked up and nodded. .
“Ts it with you I have an appeint
mc“nt?” hlf‘. asked. % -
‘Yes—if you aré Herr Zarker e
“T am,” the other sssented, “Th S
is right. 1 received the message you
sent to me this afternoon.” .
““And I got your reply stating how
I would recognise you."”
“T am glad to meet you. And now,
to explain your business. What s
9"

it?

“It iz of & private naturce, ileer/ )
Zarker. I have some papers to show &
vou, but [ do not eare to produce
them here. Let us go to some quict ‘el
place where we can—:="

A hand was dropped on to Chirl We!
Mole's shoulder. Ho swung roun dirt
with a start, and looked into th
faces of Harvey Keene, Inspectonig~
Rauyter, and two Dutch policemen,

“You must come with us,” Keene
said quictly., *“You are under arrest,
and you will be charged with a
murder committed in London at the
Hotel Orient.”

A savage imprecation burst from
Charles Mole's lips. Defore he could
deaw  his revelver or  aticrpt to
eseape the four men thvew themselvesgg
upon him, e resisted desperatelyar ¢
and there was a scone of wild excites
ment. Tables were everturned, an
the custamers sprang o their f!‘E!'con.
clamouring loudly, — After w bri; o)
struggle a pair of fouters were lock™ ™7
on Charles Mole's wrists, and mug s
while the German, who was not.
wanted, had discreetly slipped off,

The prisoner was furiously protest-
ing against his arcest.  Io  was
huericd out of the cufe, and tuken
by his captors in a closed yehivle to
the centeal police-station, where he
was searched.

The first thing brought Lo light was
an cnvelope contuining the plins of
the Dardanclles fortifications, und
there were also found in his pockets
papers which disclosed his nume and
shownd that he was o member of the
Circle of 13. Morcover, his false
moustache baving been lost in the
struggle, the deteotive had recognised -
him as the mun who had visited thy
War Office,

Charles Mole's temper had cooled
He was now quito calm, and in a
defiant mood.

“You will have had your troublc
for nothing,” ho suid to Keene, with
an insolent smile. "I am willing te
admit that I stole tho plans, since the
Duteh Government won't grant my
extradition on such a charge. As for
the charge of murder, I defy you to
prove it. You can't do it.  You have
no evidenee to offer.”

“T have none at present,” Harvey
Koene replied, *but I soon will have.
Yeou moy be suroe of that, You can
lock the fellow up, Ruyter,” ho
added. *'We have finished with him
for the present,”

B

What Keene's confident statement
meant Charles Mole learncd threc
days later. His features wero stained
brown, and a dark beard and mous-
tache were put on him, and he was
led te the presenco of Mr. Fagani,
tho proprictor of the Hotel Orient,
whe had arrived from London. And
as soon as he had glanced at the
prisoner he positively identified him
&8 the man whe had oecupied, in the
name of Martinez, the reom next to
tho bed-chamber of the murdercd
Turk.

Mr. Fagani's evidenco satisfied the
Dutch authoritics, Charlea Mole was
taken back to Kngland with the cer-
tainty of being hanged. And Ilarvey
Keene, having caught another mem-
ber of the Cirele of 13, renewed his
offorts to lane the remaining mem-
bers of the gang in the toils of the
AW

THE END,

(Another grand new story of Harvey Keene
nex! Monday, Order 1'Ui BOY & FRIEND
in adovance.)
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