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ALL BUT OVER THE EDGE!

(A breathless incident from ¢ THE OUTLAWS ! " Gordon Wallace's Great Wild West Story on page 121.)
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rhe 1st Chapter.

O'Hara, an unruly Irish boy at
Wrykyn School, whilst employed in
tarring the Mayor of Wrykyn's
statue, loses a small gold bat, the
property of Trevor, captain of the
School ~ Fifteen. and thereby filla
Trevor with consternation, for should
the bat be found near the scene of the
outrage, he sees that he will be placed
in an awkward position. About this
time Trevor is experiencing some diffi-
culty in filling the fifteenth place in
his ~ team. Rand-Brown, a likely
selection, is observed to funk in a
trial game, so Trevor displaces him in
favour of Barry, a smaller but far
more reliable three-quarter, who has
hitherto played for the Third Fifteen.
A mysterious League has been formed
in the school by a number of fellows
unknown, who intend to enforce their
wishes by acts of violence. The
League first wrecks the study of Mill,
a prefect, ana then proceeds to warn
Trevor, iu an anonymous letter, that
its members do not desire Barry to
continue to play in the First Fifteen.
Trevor disregards the letter, and the
League retaliates by smashing up the
contents of his study. Trevor tells
O’Hara of the outrage, and the latter
and his chum, Moriarty, search in vain
for the headquarters of the mysterious
League. Trevo- receives another
letter informing him that the gold
bat is in the hands of the League.
Thereupon he tackies Rand-Brown in
his study, and, having accused him of
writing the anonymous letter, pro-
ceeds to search his study for the gold
bat, and requests him to turn out his
pockets. But the missing trophy is
not hidden in the study, nor is 1t in
Rand-Brown’s pockets. Milton, a pre-
fect, discovers that the anonymous
letters wer. posted from ‘a village
called Chesterton. He visits the post-
offico- there, armed with photographs
of various fellows belonging to the
school. The postmistress is unable to
1dentify the boy, but just as the pre-
fect is about to leave, an old man
hobbles into the shop. *Se, as“a last
chance,” says Milton to Trevor, i
rclating his adventure, “1 tackled him
on the subject.”

The 2no Chapter. :
The Mayor'’s Visit !

“The old fellow looked at the ?hoto~
graphs fo. abouv half an hour,” con-
tinued Milten, “ mumbling something
about it not being ‘thiecy ’un,’ or
‘that ’un, ¢ ‘that ’ere tother’un,’
until I began to feel I'd had enough
of it. Then it came out that the real
chap who had sent the letters was a
‘la-ad ’uwith light hair, not so big as
me

“That doesn’t help us much,” said
Trevor.

‘“And a ' prarper little gennlemun.’
Sc al! we've got to do is to loek for
some young duke of polished manners
imgl ’e,xgerior with a thatch of light
nair.

*“There are ihree hundred and sixty-
seven fellows with light hair in the
school,” said Tyevor calmly.

*“ Thought it ‘was three hundred and
sixty-eight myself,” said Milton; “but
I may bs wrong. Anyhow, there you
have the results of my investigations.
If you can make anything out of them,
you're welcome to it. Good-bye !

‘“Half » second,” said Trevor, as he

got up.  “Had the fellow a cap of
any sort ?’
““No. Bere-headed. You wouldn’t

cxpect him to give himself away by
wearing a House cap?”
Trevor went over to the head-
master’s revelvng this discovery in
his mind. 1+ was not much of a clue,
but the smellest clue is better than
nothing. To find out that.the sender
of the League letters had fair hair
narrowed the search down a little. It
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cleared the more raven-locked mem-
bers of the school, at any rate. Be-
sides, by combining his information
with Milton’s, the search might be
still further mnarrowed down. He
knew that the polite letter-writer must
be either in Seymour s or in Donald-
son’s. The number of fair-haired
youths in the two IIouses was not
excessive. Indeed, @t the moment he
could nct recall any, which rather
complicated matters.

He arrived at the headmaster’s
door, and knocked. He was shown
into a room at the side of the bhall
near the door. The butler informed
him that the headmaster was engaged
at present Trevor, who knew the
butler slightly” through having con-
stantly beeu to sece the headmaster
on business via the front door, asked
who was there.

“Sir Eustace Briggs,” said the
butler, and disappeared in the direc-
tion of his lair beyond the green baize
partition at the end of the hall,

Trevor went into the reom, which
was @ sort of spare study, and sat
down, wondering what had brought
the mayoi of Wrykyn fo see the
headmaster at this advanced hour.

A quarter of an hour later the sound
of voices broke in upon. his peace.
The headmaster’ was coming down the
hall with the intention of showing his
visitor out ~ The door .of Trevor's
room was ajar, and he could hear dis-
tinctly what was being said. He had
no particular desire te play the eaves-
ﬂyopper, but the part was forced upon

1m.

Sir Eustace seemed excited,

““It 1s far from being my habit,” he
was saying, ‘“to make. unnecessary
complaint: respecting the conduct of
the lad: under your care.”

Sir Eustace Briggs had a distaste
for the shorter and more colloquial
forms of speech. Ile. would have
perished sooner than have substituted
“complain of your boys” for the
majestic formula he had used. He
spoke as if he enjoyed choosing his
words. He seemed to pause and
think befo:e each word. Unkind
people—who were jealous of his dis-
tinguished career—uged to say that he
did this because he was afraid of drop-
ping an aitch if he relaxed his
vigilance,

* But,” continued he, “I am reluc-
tantly forced to the unpleasant conclu-
sion that the dastardly outrage to
which both 1 and the Press of the
town have called your attention is to
be attributed to one of the lads to
whom I ’ave—have "—this with a
jerk—*“referred.”

“I will make a thorough inquiry,
Sir Bustace,” said the bass voice of
the headmaster.

“T thank you,” said the mayor.
“It would under the circumstances,
be nothing more, I think, than what
is distinctly advisable. = The man,
Samuel Wapshott, of whose narrative
I have recentli’ afforded you a brief
synopsis, stated in no uncertain terms
that he found at the foot of the statue
on which the dastardly outrage was
perpetrated, a Jiminutive ornament,
in shape like the bats that are used
in the game of cricket. This orna-
ment, he avers—with what truth 1
know not—was handed by him to a

outh of an age coeval with that of the
ads in the upper division of this
school. The youth claimed it as his
property, I was given to understand.”

A thomugh inquiry shall be made,
Sir Eustace.”

I thank you I*

And then the door shut, and the
conversation ceased.

The Finding of the Bat!
Trevor waited till the headmaster
had gone back to his library, gave him
five minutes tc settle down, and then
went in.

LEAGUE!
B>

P. G. WoDEHOUSE

You’ll be surprised when ycu read
who had Trevor’s missing gold

bat!

S

The headmaster looked up inquir-
ing!l

*“ My essay, sir,” said Trever.

‘“ Ah, yes! I had forgotten.”

Trevor opened the notebook and
began to read what he had written.
He finished the paragraph which owed

its insertion to Clowes, and raced hur- |

riedly on to the next. To his surprise
the flippancy passed unnoticed, at an,

rate, verbally. As a rule, the head-
master preferred that quotations from
back numbers of papers should be kept
out of the prefects’ English essays.
And he generally said as much. But
to-day he seemed strangely preoccu-
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brought into discussion. Ile was won-
dering helplessly how he was going to
keep O’Hara ard his midnight exploit
out of the conversation when the head-
master resumed. ‘“ An unpleasant
thing has bhappened, Trevor——"

“ Now we're coming to it,” thought
Trevor.

“It appewrs, Trevor, that a con-
siderable qu:antity of snm.oking has been
going on in the school.”

Trevor breathed freely once more.
It was only going to be a mere con-
ventional smoking row after all. He
listened with more enjoyment as the
headmaster having stopped to turn
down the wick f the reading-lamp
which stood on the table at his side,
and which had begun, appropriately
enough, to smoke. resumed his dis-
course.

“Mr Dexter——"

Of course, thought Trevor. 1f there
cver was a row in the school, Dexter
was bound to be at the bottom of it.

“Mr Dexter has just been in to see
me. He reported six boys. He dis-
covered them in the vault beneath the
junior block  Two of them were boys
m your House ”

Trevor murmured something word-
]lgss, to show that the story interested
m.

“You knew nothing of this, of
course—"

¢ Nojizir. '

“No. Of course not. It is difficult
for the head of a House to know all
that goes on in that House.”

Was this his beastly sarcasm?
Trevor asked himself. But he came
to the conclusion that it was not.
After all, the head of a House is only

NOTHING DOING !

The old fellow mumbled something about it

not being *‘ thiccy ’un ’’ or ¢ that ’un ’’ or

¢ that "ere tother’un ’ until Mili‘n.r'l began to feel he’d had enough
of it.

pied. A split infinitive in paragraph
five, which at other times would have
made him sit up in his chair stiff with
horror, elicited no remark. The same
immunity was accorded to the inser-
tion—inspired by Clowes, as usual—of
a popular catch phrase in the last few
lines. Trevor finished with the feeling
that luck had favoured him nobly.

“Yes,” said the headinaster, seem-
ingly roused by the silence following
on the conclusion of the essay.
*“Yes.”  'Then, after a long pause,
“Yes,” again.

Trevor said nothing, but waited for
further comment.

*Yes,” said the headmaster once
more, I think that is a very fair
essay. Very fair. It wants a little
maore—er—not quite so much—um—
yes.”

Trevor made a note in his mind to
effect these improvements in future
essays, and was geiting up, when the
headmaster stopped him.

“Don’t go, Trevor. I wish to speak
to you

Trevor’s first thonght was, perhaps
naturally, that the bat was going to be

human. He cannot be expected to
keep an eye on the private life of
every member of his House.

“This must be stopped, Trevor.
There is no saying how widespread
the practice has become or may be-
come. What I want you to do is to
go straight back to your House and
begin a complete search of the
studies.”

*“To-night, sir?”

It seemed too late for such amuse-
ment.

“To-night. But before you go to
your House, call at Mr. Seymour’s,
and tell Milton I should like to see
him.  And, Trevor.”

“Yes, sir?”
© “You will understand that I am
leaving this matter to you to be dealt
with by you. I shall not require you
to make any report to me. But if
you should find tobacco in any boy’s
room, you must punish him well,
Trevor. Punish him well.”

This meant that the culprit must
be *“touched up ” before the House
assembled in the dining-room. Such
an event did not often occur. The

Top-hole stories by tip-top authors in the BOYS’ FRIEND ecvery week!

last occasion had been in Paget’s first
term as head of Donaldson’s, when
two of the senior Day-réom had been
discovered attempting to revive the
ancient and dishonourable custom of
bullying. This time, Trevor foresaw,
would set up a record in all proba-
bility. There might be any number
of devotees of the weed, and he
meant to carry out his instructions to
the full, and make the criminals
more unhappy than they had been
since the day of their first cigar.
Trevor hated the habit of smoking at
school. He was so intensely keen on
the success of the House and the
school at games that anything which
tended to damage the wind and eye
filled him with loathing. That any-
body should dare to smoke in a
House which was going to play in the
final for the House Football Cup
made him rage internally, and he
proposed to make things bad and un-
restful for such.

To smolke at school is to insult the
divine weed, When you are obliged
to smoke in odd corners, fearing
every moment that you will be dis-
covered, the whole meaning, poetry,
romance of a pipe vanishes, and you
become like those lost beings who
smoke when they are running to
catch trains. The boy who smokes at
school is bound to come to a bad
end. He will degenerate gradually
into a person that plays dominoes in
the smoking-rooms of tea-shops with
friends who wear bowler hats with
frock-coats.

Much of this philosophy Trevor
expounded to Clowes in energetic
langnage when he returned to
Donaldson’s after calling at Sey-
mour’s to deliver the message for
Milton.

Clowes became quite animated at
the &rospect of a real row.

*“We shall be able to sce the skele-
tons in their cupboards,” he observed.
“Every man has a skeleton in his
cupboard, which follows him about
wherever he goes. Which study shall
we go to first?”’

“We?” said Trevor. :

“We,"” repeated Clowes firmly. “I
am not going to be left out of this
jaunt. I need bracing up—I'm not
strong, you know—and this is just
the tl iug to do it. Besides, you'll
want a bedyguard of some sort, in
case the infuriated occupant turns
and rends you.”

. “I don’t see what there is to enjoy
in the business,” said Trevor
gloomily. ““Personally, I bar this
kind of thing. By the time we’ve
tinished, there won’t be a chap in the
House I'm on speaking terms with.”

‘ Except me, dearest,” said Clowes.
“I will never desert yon. It's of no
use asking me, for I will never do it.
Mr. Micawber has his faults, but 1
will never desert Mr. Micawber.”

“You can come if you like,” said
Trevor; “we’ll take the studies in
order. I suppose we needn’t look up
the prefects#*?

“A prefect is above
Scratch the prefects.”

*That brings us to Dixon.”

Dixon was a stout youth with spec-
tacles, who was ’)opuh\rly supposed
to do twenty-two hours’ werk a day.
It was believed that he put in two
hours’ sleep from eleven to one, and
then got up and worked in his study
till breakfast.

He was working when Clowes and
Trevor came in. He dived head fore-
most into a huge Liddell and Scott
as the door opened. On hearing
Trevor’s voice he slowly emerged,
and a pair of round and spectacled
eyes glazed blankly at the visitors.
Trevor briefly expfained his ervand,
but the interview lost in solemnity
owing to the fact that the bare notion
of Dixon storing tobacco in his room
made Clowes roar with laughter.
Also, Dixon stolidly refused to under-
stand what Trevor was talking about,
and at the end of ten minutes, finding
it hopeless to try and explain, the
two went. Dixon, with a hazy im-
pression that he had been asked to
join in some sort of round game, and
had refused the offer, returned again
to his Liddell and Scott, and con-
tinued to wrestle with the somewhat
obscure utterances of the chorus in
Aeschylus’  “ Agamemnon.” The
results of this fiasco on Trevor and
Clowes were widely different. Trevor
it depressed horribly, It made him
feel savage. Clowes, on the other
hand, regarded the whole affair in a
spirit of rollicking farce, and refused
to see that this was a serious matter,
in which the honour of the Idouse
was involved.

The next study was Ruthven's.
This fact somewhat toned down the
exuberances of Clowes’ demeanour.
When one particularly dislikes a
person, one has a curious objection to
sceming in good spirits in his pre-
sence. One feels that he may fake it
as a sort of compliment to himsel, or,

suspicion.
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at any raie, contvibuio grins of his
own, which would be hatetul. Clowes
was as grave as Trevor when they
enfered the study.

Ruthven's study was like himself,
overdressed and rather futile. It ran
to littlea china ornaments in a good
deal of profusion. IL was more like
a drawing-room than a school study.

“Sorry to disturb you, Ruthven,”
~aid Trevor.

“Oh, come in,” said Ruthven, in a
tired veice. * Please shat the door;
there's a draught. Do you want any-
bacey.”

“We've gol to have a look round,”
said Clowes.

“Can't you seo everything there
is7”

Ruthven hated Clowes as much as
Clowes hated him.,

Trevor cut into the conversation
again.

“1t's like this, Ruthven,” he said.
“I'm awfully sorry, but the old man’s
just told me to search the studies, in
case any of the fellows have got
bacey.”

Ruthven jumped up. pale with con-
siernation.,

“You can’t. I won't have you dis-
turbing my study !”

“This is rot,” said Trevor shortly.
“I've got to. Ii's no good mal
it more unpleasant for me than it is.’

“But I've no tobacco. I swear I
haven't.”

“Then why mind us searching ?”
said Clowes.

“Come on, Nuthven,” said Trevor,
*“chuck us over the kevs. You might
as well.”

“I won't L”

“Don’t be an as3, man !

“We have hete,” observed Clowes
in his solemn way, ‘“a stout and
serviceable poker.” He stooped, as
he spoke, to pick it up.

“Leave that poker alonc!”
Ruthven. -

Clowes straightencd himself.

“I'1l swop it for your keys,”™ he
said.

“Don’t be a fool "

“Very well, then.
crack our first crib.”

Ruthven sprang forward, but
C'lowes, handing him off in football
fashion’ with his left hand, with his
vight dashed the poker against the
lock of the drawer of the tabie by
which he stood.

Tha lock broke with a sharp crack.
It was not buill with an eye to such
onslaught.

““Neat for a first shot, ™ said Clowes
complacently. “Now for the Umusta-
phas and shag.”

But 98 he looked into the drawer
he uttered a sudden cry of excite-
.ment. He drew something out, and
tossed it over to Trevor.

“Catch, Twovor.” he said quietly.
“Something that'll interest you.”

Trevor caught it neatly in one
haud, and stood staring at it as if he
had never seen anything like it befo:e
And yet he had—often. For what he
had caught was a little golden bat,
about an nch long by an eighth of an
inch wide. .

cried

We will now

The Laague Ravealed !
“What do you think of that?” said
Clowes.
A'revor said nothing. He could not
qitite grasp the situation. It was not
only that ha had got the idea so

firmly into his head that it was Rand-
Brown who had sent the letter and
appropriated the bat. Iiven sup-
posing he had not suspected Rand-
Brown, he would never have dreamed
of suspecting Ruthven. They had
been friends. Not very close friends
—Trevor's keenness for games and
Ruthven's dislike of them prevented
that—but a good deal more than
acquaintances. He was so constituted
that he could not grasp the fratce of
mind required for such an action as
Ruthven’s. It was something abso
lutely abnormal.

Clowes was equally surprised, but
for a different reason. It was not so
much the enormity of Ruthven’s
proceedings that took him aback,
He believed him, with that cheerful
intolerance which a certain type of
mind affects, capable of anything.
What surprised him was the fact that
Ruthven had had the ingenuity and
even the daring to conduct a cam-
paign of this description. Cribbing tn
examinations he would have thought
the limit of his crimes. Something
backboneless and underhand of that
kind would not have surprised him in
the least. He would have said that
it was just about what he had ex-
pected all along. But that Ruthven
should blossom out suddenly as quite
an ingenious and capable criminal in
this way, was a complete surprise.

“Well, perhaps you'll make a re-
mark ?” he said, turning to Ruthveu.

Ruthven, looking very much like a
passenger on a Channel steamer who
has just discovered that the motion
of the vessél is affecting him uvn-
pleasantly. had fallen into a chair
when Clowes had handed him off. He
sat there with a look on his pasty face
which was not good to see, as silent
as Trevor. It seemed that whatever
conversation there was going to be
would have to take the form of a
soliloquy from Clowes.

Clowes took a scat on the corner of
the table

“It secems to me, Ruthven,” he
said, ‘“‘that you'd better say somne-
thing. At present there's a lot that
wants explaining. As this bat has
been found lying in your drawer, I
suppose we may take it that you're
the impolite letter-writer ?”

Ruthven found his voice at last.

“I'm not!” he cried. “I never
wrote a line!”

“Now we're getting at it,” said
Clowes. “I thought you couldn’t
have had it in you to carry this busi-
ness through on your own. Ap-
parently you've only been the sleeping
partner in this show. Though I sup-
pose it was you who ragged Trevor's
study? Not much sleeping about
that. You took over the acting
branch of the concern for that day
only, I expect. Was it sou who
ragged the study?”

Ruthven stared into the fire, but
said nothing.

“Must be polite, you know, Ruth-
ven, and answer when you're spoken
to. Was it you who ragged Trevor's
study 72
. “Yes,” said Ruthven.

“Thought so.”

“Why, of course, I met you just
outside !” said Trevor, speaking for
the first time. “You were the chap
who told me what had happened.”

Ruthven said nothing.

“The ragging of the study seems

=

THE CULPRIT!

‘‘ Milton found out that the letters were posted
by a small, light-haired fellow,’’ said Trevor.

“ That's him,” said Clowes, pointing with the poker at Ruthven's
immaculate locks !

Who is SCUND THE ETERNAL ?

to have been all the active work he
did,” remarked Clowes.

‘““No," said Trevor, “he posted the
letters, whether he wrote them or
not. Milton was telling me—you re-
member? I told you. No, I didn't.
Milton found out that the letterg were
posted by a small, light-haired
fellow.”

“That’s him,” said Clowes, as re-
gardless of grammar as the monks of
Rheims, pointing with the poker at
Ruthven’s immaculate locks. “Well,
you ragged the study an ssted the
letters. That was all your share. Amn
I right in thinking Rand-Brown was
the other partner?”

Silence from Ruthven.

“Am 17" persisted Clowes.

“You may think what jou like.
I don’t care.”

“Now you're gelting rude again,"”
complained Clowes. ““Was Rand-
Brown in this?”

“VYes,” said Ruthven.

“Thought s8o. And who else?"

“No one.”

“Ury again.”

“T teil you there was no one else !
Can't you believe a word a chap
says?"

“ A word here and there, perhaps,”
said (Clowes, as one making a con-
cession, “but not many, and this isn't
one of them. Have another shot.”

Ruthven relapsed into silence.

“All right, then,” said Ciowes,
“we'll accept that statement. There's
just a chance that it may be truc.
And that's about all, I think. This
isn't my affair at all, really. It's
vours, Trevor. T'm only a speclator
and camp-follower. It's your busi-
ness.  You'll find me in my study.”
And putting tho poker carefully in
its place, Clowes left the room. He
went into his study, and tried to begin
some work. But the beauties of the
sacond book of Thucydides failed to
appea! to him. His mind was else-
where, He felt too excited with what
had just happened to translate Greek.

He pulled up a chair in front of the
fire, and gave himself up to specu-
lating how Trevor was getting on in
the neizhbouring study. He was glad
he had left him to finish the business.
If he had been in Trevor’s place,
there is nothing he would so greatly
have disliked as to have someone—
however familiar a friend—interfering
in his wars and settling them for
him. Left to himself, Clowes would
probably have ended the interview by
kicking Ruthven into the nearest
approach: to pulp compatible with the
laws relating to manslaughter. He
had an uneasy suspicion that Trevor
would let him down far too easily.

The handle turned. Trevor came
in, and pulled up another chair in
silence. His face wore a look of dis-
gust, But there were no signs of
combat upon him. The toe of his
boot was not worn and battered, as
Clowes would have liked to have seen
it, Evidently he had not chosen to
adopt active and physical measures
for the improvement of Ruthven’s
moral well-being.

“Well?” said Clowes.

“My word, what a hound!"
breathed Trevor, half to himself.

“My sentirents to a hair,” said
( lowes approvingly “But what have
vou done %"

“I didn’t do anything."”

“I was afraid you wouldn't. Did
he give any explanation? What made
him go in for the thing at all? What
earthly motive conld he have for not
wanting Barry to get his colours, bar
the fact that Rand-Brown didn't
want him to?

And why should he
do what Rand-Brown told him? [
nover even knew they were pals,
before to-day.”

““He lold me a gocd deal,” said
“revor.  “It’s one of the beastliest
chings 1 ever hear. They neither of
them come particularly well out of
the business, but Rand-Brown comes
warse out of it even than Ruthven.
My word, that man wants killing.
That'll  keep,” said Clowes,
aodding.  *“ What's the yarn?”

“Do you remember about a yeur
ago a chap named Patterson gelling
.acked 77

(‘lowes nodded again. He remem-
tieced the case well. Patterson had
bad gainbling transactions with a

'rykyn tradesman, had been found
and had gone.

“You remember what a surprise it
was to everybody? It wasn't one of
those cases where hali the school
suspects what's going on. Those cases
always come out sgoner or later. But
Patterson nobody knew about.”

“Yea. Well?”

““Nobody,” said Trevor, ‘‘except
Ruthven, that is. Ruthven got to
know somehow. I believe he was a
bit of a pa! of Palterson’s at the
time. Anyhow, they had a row, and
Ruthven went to Dexter—Patterson

Watch BOYS’ FRIEND Chat!

CLOWES TAKES ACTION

ball fashion with his left hand, with

1 Ruthven eprang forward, but
* Cilowes, handing him oft in foot-
his right dashed the poker against

the lock of the drawer of the table by which he stood !

was in Dexter’'s—and sneaked. Dexter
promised to keep his name out of the
business, and went straight to the old
man, and Patterson got turfed out
on the spot. Then somehow or other
Rand-Brown got to know about it—1
believe Ruthven must have told him
by accident some time or other.
After that he simply had to do every-
thing Rand-Brown wanted him to.
Otherwise he said that he would tell
the chaps about the Patterson affair.
That put Ruthven in a dead funk.”

“Of course,” said Clowes. I
should imagine friend Ruthven would
have got rather a bad time of it.
But what made them think of starting
the League? It was a jolly smart
idea. Rand-Brown's, of course?”

“Yes. T suppose he'd heard about
it, and thought that something might
be made out of it if it were revived.”

‘““And were Ruthven and he the
only two in it?”

“Ruthven swears they were, and I
shouldn't wonder if he wasn't telling
the truth, for once in his life. You
see, everything the League's dore so
far could have been done by him and
Rand-Brown, without anybody else!s
help. The only other studies that
were ragged were Mill's and Milton's
—both in Seymout's.”

““Yes,” said Clowes.

There was a pause. Clowes put
another shovelful of coa! on the fire.

“What are you going to do to
Ruthven ?"

“Nothing.

“Nothing ? Ilang it, he doesn't
deserve to zel off liie that. He isn’t
as bad as Rand-Brown—quite—but
he’, v nearly as finished a little
a could find.”

d is just the word,” said

Trevor. “He's going at the end of
the week.”

“Croing ? What, sacked?”

‘Yes. The Old Man's been finding
out things about him, appavently, and
this smoking row has just added Lhe
finishing-touch to his discoveries.
He’s  particularly  keen against
smoking just now for some reason.”

“But was Ruthven in it 7"

“Yes. Didn't I tell you? He was
one of the fellows Dexler caught in
the vault. There were two in this
House, you remember?”

“Who was the other?”

“That man Dashwood.
study next to Paget's old cne.
going, too.”

“Scarcely knew him.
a chap was he?”

_ "Outsider. No good to the Housa
in any way. Ie won't be inissed.”

“Aud what are you going to o
about Rand-Brown 1"

“Fight him, of course.
could T do?”

“But you're no match for him.”

“We'll see.”

‘“But you aren’t,” persisted Clowes.
““He can give you a stone easily, and
lie's ot a bad boxer either. Moriarty
didu’t beat him so very cheaply in

Has the
He's

What sort of

What efse

the middle-weight this zear. You
wouldn't have a chance.’
Trevor flared up.
“ - » . «
Heavens, man,” he cried, “do

vou thiuk I don't know all that mg-
self? But what on earth would you
have me do? Desides, he may be a
good boxer, but he’s got no pluck at
all. T might outstay him.”

“Hope 50,” said Llowes.

But his tone was not hopelul.

(Wil Trevor be able to stand nn
to Rand-Brown? On no accovn!
miss next Monday's insiulmen? of
this grand school story!)

SPECIAL EDITORIAL NOTE!'!

Y

3

ARE YOU HANDY WITH YOUR HANDS?

Can you make things with your hands?

Are you interested in

any kind of home hobby ? If so, you should take in HARMSWORTH'S
HOUSEHOLD ENCYCLOPEDIA, which was published for the first
time on Thursday last, and has already scered such a big success that
several reprints have had to be put through the presses.

This wonderful new illustrated book for the handyman is issued in
fortnightly parts al 1/3 each. and for useful hints and diagrams on how
to make, mend, and do everything for the home it is just first-rate.

It will show you a million ways of

spending your spare time in profit

able home hobbies, and is the only work of its kind ever put on the

market.

The complete Encyclopedia will contain 10,000 pictures, 10,000
articles, and many COLOURED PLATES. Part 1 is now on sale, and
to make sure of all future parts as they are issued a standing order
should be placed with your newsagent.

He’s coming !
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ANOTHER STUNNING YARN FEATURING ROLLO DAYTON AND THE DUKE!

‘Telling how Rollo Dayton frustrated yet another of the Duke’s sinister plots!

The 1st Chapter.
Or. Dagnall is Called in !

The Hon. Rollo Dayton stifled a
yawn and tossed a newspaper across
the table to Dr. Dagnall, who was
looking about as companionable as a
surly bear.

*Some scribbler johnnie has fairly
let himself go this time, old egg,”
drawled the fair-haired amateur, with
a smile. “Talk about dipping the
jolly old quill in acid and a!l that sort
of rot! Listen to this bit. He refers
to you—Dr. Gordon Dagnall, M.D.,
X.Y.Z., R.8.V.P,, P.T.0., and all the
rest of it—as ‘ this inept practitioner,
who will do well to stick to bandages
and medicine and leave football to
those who have at lcast a rudimentary
knowledge of the game ’! I like that
bit about the ‘inept practitioner,’
don’t you?”

A wave of angry colour overspread
the doctor’s rugged features.

*“What !” he cried, snatching the
paper. ‘Do you reaily méan to tell
me that some ink-slinging, nib-spoil-
ing, mud-throwing little penny-a-liner
l\l;slgarcd to say that about me?
Me

“ Everything points to it, old egg,”
emiled Rolle. ““Personally, I think he
sums matters ap rather neatiy——"

*Tl break him up rather neatly
if 1 get my hands on him !’ vowed
Daggers viciously. His blazing eyes
found the column headed:

“SENSATIONAL DEFEAT
ENGLISH ELEVEN!

(830

Dayton and Dagnall Collapse!
SCOTLAND'S NINE TO NIL
VICTORY !”

“ Never,” wrote the scribe, *‘has it

been my bad fortuna to witness such
a display of sheer ineptitude. It was
tragic. 1 wanted to weep.
. “The English team set cff in great
style, but within half an hour it had
been reduced to a state bordering
upon exhaustion.

“In no department of the game did
any individual shine, and the amateurs
—the Hon. Rollo Dayton and Dr.
Dagnall—were the worst offenders of
all. They seemed to have forgotten
anything they had ever known, and
-the férmer distinguished himself by
missing what should have been a
certain goal. He had not even
Macintyre, the Scots custodian, to
beat, yet his shot, if such a spineless
effort can be so described, sent the
leather trickling away to the corner-
flag. where it was cleared by Dopald
MeSteggle.

“Scotland’s nine goals are in no
way representative of the run of the
play, for it looked as if theycould have'
scored ninety-nine had they so wished,
for Dayton and his men offered little
or no opposition after the first thirty
minutes of play, being too tired or
out of condition to move at more than
a snail’s pace. Their efforts were
pathetie.

“This match will be a blot upon
the name of Soccer, for never in the
whole history of the game has there
been a greater travesty than to-day’s
display at Leeds Bromley.”

There followed hot and scathing
remarks about individual players,
Rello Dayton and Dr. Dagnall being
singled out for much stinging rebuke.

“And there is another and more
serious aspect of this deplorable
disaster,” continued the sporting
wiiter, getting his second wind.
“Many ugly rumours swept the
country for a forthnight preceding the
match, some mischievous person or
persons having  circulated the
ndiculous story that the English

eleven bad been bribed to lose she
game to Scotland.

“Such . thing is uitter nonsense,
something to be dismissed with a
shrug, yet it is certainly extraordinary
that England should have been
soundly and ingloriously trounced by
a very moderate Scottish side.

“Furthermore, it will give the
malicious tongues another chance of
wagging, especially as it is common
knowledge that a certain knot of pro-
fessional backers have made a small
fortune out of England’s unexpected
reverse.”

This scribe wrote nothing but the
truth, for the Internationa! game had
been a_tragic farce.

The English eleven, led by the Hon.
Rollo Dayton, had-taken the field in
the pink of condition They lcoked
like men trained to the minute.

A strenuous spell of play followed
the kick-off, both sides battling like
Trojans. .

'l‘exen, slowly but unmistakably,
Rollo and his men began to slacken
the pace; their “bellows ™ appeared
to trouble them; they became slow
and listless. X

A goal followed, Smith scoring for
Scotland, and this marked the
beginning of the end. The English
side became worse as the game pro-
gressed, and when the final whiztle
blew it scemed that the players could
scarcely drag their limbs across the
turf to the dressing-room.

And, though the shouting spectators
did not vealise the fact, Rollo and the
cthers were in a very bad way, for
they were suffering from a dazed feel-
ing which robbed them of all interest
in their surroundings. They were like
men in a dream; yet no sooner did
they have their tubs and change into
therr civilian clothes than the clouds
drifted away from their brains, and
they ecame normal once more,
healthy, vigorous, and alert.

The metamorphosis was - amazing,
inexplicable. a profgund mystery, yet
Rollo and his men received scant
iympathy from the directors of the
LA

“They’re stale, the whole lot of
’em !” deeclared Sir John Tregannon,
the fire-eater. “They. let Scotland
score and then went all to pieces.
Sheer cowardice in the face of the
enemy! They should be shot! Shot,
I say!1”

Rollo and Daggers were seated in
the dining "saloon of the London
express. Many newspapers were
scattered round them, and they had
read countless ‘columns dealing with
the English defeat, and they found
that not one scribe had been
charitable enough to suggest that
there might have been a reason, apart
from - slackness, for the tragic
collapse.

Every writer appeared to be fully
convinced that Rollo and his men had
taken the game too lightly, that they

bad not thonght it worth while to,

irain assiduously.

Daggers, having finished the report.
tore the paper across and threw it
under the table.

“What’s the matter with the
idiot?”’ he demanded hotly, glaring
into Rollo Dayton’s mild blue eyes.
“Do they think that we lost the
game for fun?”

“It’s quite obvious that they think
we weren’t trying, old egg!” de-
clared the fair-haired oungster.
‘“ After all, they weren’t to know that
we were all groggy. and the whole
thing must have looked jolly fishy
from the spectators’ point of view,
especially after the rumours of bribery
and corruptiont and all that sort of
bubble I 5

Dsggers looked very thoughiful and
stroked his strong chin.

Are you reading the powerful

“The whole thing puzzles me no
end,” he confessed. ‘“Our feeling
dazed and groggy, I mean, After ail,
we couldn’t have been got at—that’s
the sort of thing that happens in
story books 2

“Then what the dickens was the
matter with us, old egg?”’ demanded

ollo.
Dagnall shook his head, and was
about to make a reply when an at-

tendant came hwrrying along the
saloon.

“Is there a doector present?” he
asked anxiousiy.

Daggers rose from his chair.

“ What'e the trouble?”’ he asked

crisply, becoming the Harley Street
practitioner in a flash.

dozing in a bunk, with the attendant
watching over him.

“Let me know immediately he
wakes up,” said Dagnall; and he and
Rollo returned to the dining-saloon.
The fair-haired youngster was looking
unusually excited; the blue eye be-
hind the gold-rimmed monocle
gleamed.

‘“Wha*’s in thc wind, old cgg?” he
asked cagerly. * Have you got a clue,
or somethin’ 7”

“T veally believe that I have, my
son,” answered the medical man,
with a grave, professional smile.

The 2nd Chapter.
The Clue!

An hour and a quarter passed be-
fore the atterdant made his appear-
ance.

“He's awake, sir,” he announced,
speaking to Daggers

“And he feols quite fit and well
questioncd the doctor “The dazed

| feeling has passed ?”

“Yes, sir,” answered the attendant.
“Shall I ask him to come in and see
you ?”’

Daggers nodded, and the fellow hur-
ried away. to return in a few moments
with the cook, whose round face was
wearing a rather sheepish grin.

“1 don’t know what to make of it,
sir,” he said. almost apologetically.
“T'm sure that I felt really rotten, yet
now—— Why, I've not even got a
headache ! It's a fair knock-out, siv 1™

Dagnall nodded

“ As you say, it is a fair knock-out,”
he agreed. “Now, Timkins—"

“ My name’s Carter, sir,” put in the
chef.
“Quite so,” smiled Daggers easily.
“Now, Carter, I'm going to put a few
questions to you, and I want you to be
very careful liow you answer them.

DESPERATE MEASURES !

straight at Dr. Otto Strchmer.

The missil. L]
upon the temple and sent him staggering backwards !

Rollo Dayton snatched up a bottle
from the bench and hu rh\df ::
Iehtiat tu

ht

“The cook’s heen taken ill, sir,”
answered the attendant breathlessly.
““He seems to be wandering—dazed-
like—as though he’s not quite right in
his nut—er—head, sir.”

“Take me to him,” said Daggers;
and a curious light dawned in his eyes
as he gave the command.

He found the cook sitting huddled
up in a chat., his face white, his fore-
head moist. Dagnall touched his
shoulder, but he did not move.

“Heie’s a doctor, Jack,” said the
attendant; and the cook raised his
head and looked up at Daggers in a
dazed, dreamy manner,

““Can you stand ?” asked the doctor,
placing & hand upon the man’s arm.
The cook tried to get to his feet, but
the effort was too much for him., He
dropped into the chair and groaned.

“Rollo,” said Daggers, glancing
over his shoulder, “we’ll get this
fellow into = sleeping-berth. He'll be
as right as rain in an hour or so;
anyway, before we reach London.
Nothing car be done until that dazed,
feeling pasces.”

A few minutes later the cook was

Number one. When did you last have
anything to eat?”

The man wrinkled his moist fore-
head in a prodigious mental effort.

“Well, I can’t swear to a minute or
50, &ir; but it was four hours ago, as
near as makes no odds !’

“Thank you !’ said Dagnall, flash-
ing a satisfied glance at Rollo Dayton.
‘“ And what did you eat ?”

“I had a basin of soup, sir,” re-
turned the chef; and then added
hastily : ““ But that couldn’t have done
me no harm, for I made it myself |

He looked almost truculent as he
uttered the words

“Tve not even made the suggestion,
Carter,” said the doctor, with another
smile. “Now, I wonder if you had
some of the soup that was left over
from this morning? You cooked the
English team’s lunch; didn't you? 1
remember seeing you.”

“I did that lunch, sir, and there
was no complaints,”” returned the chef.
““ As to the soap—yes, I had a basinful
that was left over; and very good
stuff it was, too, sir !””

“Excellent,  excellent!” agreed

Daggers, who saw that he had a diffi-
cult customur %5 deal with.  “There
was no cause for complaint.”

“Anda even if there was, sir, I don’t
see that I wes to blame,” the cook ran

on in pained tones. *‘The gentleman
in charge of your party, him what
came into my kitchen, had a good

look round at everything, and—""

**One moment !”

Daggers snapped the command; a
sudden light gleamed in his eyes and
was gone

“Somebody inspected the food I he
asked, speaking very quietly.

The chet nodded. He was inclined
to be surly under the cross-examina-
tion.

“He did !” he grunted.

Dagnall took a pound note from his
walistcoat-pocket and placed it upon
the table, and the expression upon the
chef’s round face became positively
amiable. -

_“Now,” saia the doctor impres-
sively, “I want you to think very
deeply. I want you to take your
nmind back to exactly what happened
in the kitchen. What did this—er—
gentleman do from the moment he
entered 77 .

Again the chef wrinkled his brow.

“Well, he came in quiet-like, and
sort of surprised me, sir, because I
don’t allow no strangers in my kitchen
in the ordinary way,” said the fellow.
*Of coursc he soon put that right by
telling me who he was, the person in
charge ot the footballers, He asked
me what was for lunch, and had a
look at the fish; and then he crossed
to the soup cauldron, took the lid off,
and had a good sniff ?

“He took the lid off?” queried
Daggers, wishing to make certain
upon every point.

“He did, sir,” returned the chef.

“Were you with him at the time?
I mean, wero you standing by the
cauldron ?’

“No. sir; I was busy cleaning the
fish,” came the ready answer.

The doctor nodded, and
another glance at Rollo Dayton.

,“And now for the last question,
Carter,” he <aid, toying with the
note. *“Can you deseribe the gentle-
man you've mentioned 7'

The cook began to wonder what it
was all about, but the money upon
the table kept him in a good humour.

“He was dressed in a blue suit, sir,
and wore a broad-brimmed soft hat,”
he said, speaking very deliberately.
“But the first thing I noticed was hic
eyes, sir. Queer eyes 5 BIT.
And his_face—he was clean-shaven—
was white, sir—a strange, yellowy
white—and—"

“That will do, Carter,” said Dag-
gers, flicking the pound note across
the table. “That’s all I want to
know.”

Still very bewildered, the cook
picked up the money and passed down
the car with the attendant, and it was
not until they were out of sight that
¢ither Rollo or Dagnall spoke.

Then their lips framed two words:

“The Dukel” :

shot

The 3rd Chapter.
Dr. Otto Strohmer,

“The whole thing’s as clear as
mud ! declared the Hon. Rollo Day-
ton, as the express tore through the
night and ate up the miles to Lon-

on.

“It is—up to a point,” agreed Dag-
gers thoughtfully. “It is quite ob-
vious that the Duke doctored the soup,
yet I do not know of any drug or
soporific which would act so strangely
upon the human system. I shall take
the remains of the soup and analyse
it, of course.” 2

The train ran into the echoing ter-
minus upon the stroke of midnight,
and Rollo and Daggers parted, the
former to go to his flat in the Albany
and sleep the sleep of perfect health.

Dagnall, however, did not seek lris
bed, but made his way to his well-
appointed laboratory.” He rather
prided himeelf upon his knowledge of
drugs and poisons, and he did not
mean to rest until he had solved the
mystery of the Duke's doctored soup,
the qualities of which baffled him.

Hour after hour passed, and the
light in the laboratory was still burn-
ing, and with the passing ‘of minutes
the doctor’s irritation, bewilderment,
and chagrin increased. By dawn ho
had tried all known tests, but still tho
secret evaded him, and mid-day found
him_still hopelessly at sea. :

“T’ll go round and see Grinton!”
he muttered at length, vexation
puckering his brow. .

Sir Geoffrey Grinton was an emii-
nent toxicologist and an authoriy
upon drugs. Daggers called upon
him that afternoon, and explained
everything, thus getting the famous
man’s attention at once.

They eventually adjourned to the

New Serial of DICK TURPIN in this week’s ‘ Popular”’ ?
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laboratory, where Civinton worked
steadily tor two solid hours without
speaking a. word.

Then he looked up and fixed his
hrewd old eyes upon Daggers.
I cannot help you,” he said. And
it. was .obvious that the confession
ccst him much.  “ Like yourself, I am
baffled.” Ila forced a smile as he
roticed the almost comical expression
of dismay upon the younger man's
tanned-features. “ But I have a sug-
gestion to make. I can recommend
vou to tho one person in all the world
who will be able to help you—a doc-
tar. scientist, geniua, and recluse.”

“And who is that. sit?" asked
Daggers eagerly.

“1 refer to Dr. Otto Strohmer, who
lives in a tumble-down old house out
at Hampstead,” answered Sir Geof-
frey., “I will give you a note of in-
troduction.”

Thus it came about that later in the
day Rollo Dayton and Daggers
iravelled to Hampstead, and eventu-
ally found the residence of Dr. Otto.
It was a square, sombre-looking old
place, neglected and (desolate. A
beoad path leading to the crumbling
stone steps was overgrown with weeds
and grass. )

“I'm! This iz a cheerful sort of
hiole to live in!”" grinted the doctor,
pecring through the bars of the rusty
won gate. AU the windows were
barred and shattered, and not a wisp
of smoke curled from the broken
chimuey-pots. “ T should think the
excellent Dr. Otto lives in one round
of gaiety. e

Well, here goes!
Tle turned the handle and found the
gato focked. .

“This means a climb, old egg!
stiiled Rollo.

Aud scarcely had he said the words
than he was scaling the wall. Dag-
eers followed his example, dropping
lightly to the tangled undergrowth,
and then the pair walked up to the
Louse, and Rollo pulled the old-
fashioned bell-rope.

There followed a shuffling of feet,
the door opened a few inches, and a
paic of small, bright eyes blinked at
ihe visitors.

“We've come to see Dr. Otto——""
beran Daggers, when the old man
intercupted him.

*Who sent you

“Sir Geoffrey Grinton,”
Dagnall.

And at the sound of the famous
nameo the shrivelled features of the
recluge  twisted themselves into a
toothless grin.

Ah, my clever friend—iny clever
friend {” croaked Dr. Otto Strohmer,
slipping the chain bolt and opening
ihe door. “Come inside, my clever
Loys! Come in!"

The hall was bare of everything,
dust and cobwebs, and the iwo

riends noticed that their host was in-
crvedibly dirty.

¥ hair was long and matted, and
his beard—a tangled affair—reached
almost to his waist. His frail, bent
form was covered by an old dressing-
gown which reached to his sandals.

“ Follow me, my clever boys!” he
croaked, shuffling down a flight of
stairs and along a mnarrew corridor.
**(‘ome inside !"" he bade, opening the
door of a taborvatory, the appoint-
mwents of which made Daggers’ pro-
fessional eyes sparkle.

He gazed round in speechless
admiration for a couple of minutes,
and then became aware of the fact
that the old scientist was waiting for
himm to mention the nature of his
errand. .

“I beg your pardon, sir,” he said,
flushing. “‘I could not help paying
tribute to this wonderful place.”

**Well, well, my clever boy, and
what now ?” croaked the old fellow;
and a moment later Daggers was
telling him the whole story, which
seemed to amuse him.

“Tee, hea!” he titlered again
and again. ‘“Go on, my clever boy !"”
He was still grinning when Dagnall’s
voice died away, ¢ Well, well, that
is a slrange story—a strange story,”
le rambled, peering into the re-
ceptacle containing some af the doc-
torved soup. ¢ Leave it to old Otto. my
clover boys, leave it to him. Come
back to-morrow, and old Otto will
tell you all about it! Tee, hee "

Rollo Dayton had the greatest
difficulty in repressing a shudder,
and he did not breathe freely until he
and Daggers passed out of the
steange house, having promised to
call upon him the following day.

Dr. Otto Strohmer, having bolted
ihe front door, shuffled along the
dusty passage, still chuckling to
himself.,” Ie passed down the stairs
and euntered the laboratory, crossing
to a small door.

e turned the his
skinny fingers.

“Tee, hee! Come out, my
clever boy, come out!” he croaked,

answered

handle with

his lined features twisting into ‘a
hideous grin. “Come out!”

The man who had been concealed
in the ante-room crossed the
threshold. - He was -wearing a blue
suit and a wide-brimmed felt hab.
Ilis eyes were inscrutable, uncanny;
his skin had an ivory pallor,

The man was the Duke !

‘The 4th Chapter,
The Room of Death!

It was five o’clock on a chilly,
slate-grey afternoon that the Hon.
Rollo Dayton and Dr. Dagnall again
mounted the moss-covered steps of
the mysterious old house at Hamp-
stead.

Neither had looked forward to the
visit with enthusiasm, for there was
something sinister and almost re-
pulsive abeut Dr. Otto Strohmer;
and the rambling old mansion, with
ita dust and cobwebs, secemed to strike
a chill into their hearts. There was
something uncanny about the place,
Its heavy silence was ominous.

Rollo pulled the old-fashioned bell-
rope, and a clanging ®ound echoed
throuch the unfurnished hall. Then
the door opened noiselessly and Dr.
Otto Strohmer, who looked more
wizened than usual in the failing
light, grinned at them.

“Same here, old man!” confessed
the Harley Street man.

Once inside the laboratory, how-
ever, the fascination of the place
gripped him. It seemed to his
admiring : eyes that every instrument
known to. modern seience and
chemistry had a place in the spacious
apartment, and Dr. Otto Strohmer
watched tlie ever-changing expression
upon his tanned features through
half-closed eyes.

“This is nothing—nothing, my
friend !” he croaked, with a wave of
his skinny hand. “This is a mere
ante-room, where old Otto plays to
his 't's content. But through
there "—he pointed to the door at the
end of the room—‘T have my beauti-
ful laboratory, my menagerie, -my
museum. Tee, hee! You should see
my museumn ! Eh, Mrs, Brimstone,
shouldn’t he?” He turned to the
raven, who at some time or other had
lost her right eye. - “Shall we show
them old Otto's treasures 7"

The repulsive-locking bird gave a
harsh, unfriendly croak, and the old
man chuckled with glee. S

“Good girl! Good girl!” he
crooned. He grinned across at
Daggers, whose professional interest
had been aroused. *Would you like
to see our laboratory. my friend ?" he
asked.

The Iarley Street man hesitated

=z

. saw,

‘ something !

have cost a small fortune. The place
was assuredly a scientist's paradise.
“Tee, hee! Here's old Titus come
to see us, Mrs. Brimstone!” chuckled
Otto Strohmier, as an enormous black
cat came stalking from the farther
end of the room, its tail erect, its
large, green eyes wide open.
Mrs. Brimstone gave a sharp croak.
“All right, old girl, all right.
We'll get rid of hin one day!” said
the old man soothingly; and again
Mrs. Brimstone croaked as though
satisfied with this arrangement.
Strohmer turned to Dagnall:
“Have a good look at my
treasures ! ' he bade, with.a tooth-
less grin. “Then we'll show you
something, won't we, Mss. Drim-
stone ! "’
The raven closed its eye.
Thoroughly interested in .all he
Daggers wandered round  the
big room, halting now and again to
answer Roilo Dayton’s qguestions—tor
the Harley Street specialist was a
scientist as well as a medical man.
Dr. Otto Strohmer, who had crossed
to a bench, had his back to them.
Twenty minutes passed, when he
turned his matted head and peered
across at them.
“Tee, hee!

Now we'll show you
he chuckled. “ We'll
show you something that is going to
revolutionise warfare, something that

MYSTERY UPON MYSTERY

offiter 2" he inquired in a"vt&\li'n, high-pitched voice.

1 Another taxi drew up and an old man, with a skull cap ahd a long,
® flowing beard, peered through tha window.
‘“1 am a doctor—my name is Otto 8Strohmer—''
at !’ shouted the police official in astonishment.

‘“ What is_the matter,

‘“Ah, come in, come in, my clever
boys ! he croaked effusively. *Old
Otto’s ready for you! Trust old
Otto !”

1o cross the threshold of the mys-
terious house nceded a great physical
effort, yet the two friends brushed
their fears aside and passed the old
man.

A rasping croak, which caused them
to give an involuntary start, brought
their surprised c¢yes to an ugly old

raven perched upon Strohmer’s
bowed shoulder.
“La, la, Mrs, Brimstone !”

cried the old fellow, with a side-
glance at the repulsive-looking crea-
ture. “These are friends of mine—
clever young friends !”

Thé raven cocked an evil eye at the
visitors and gave another rasping
croak.

“Hee, hee!” chuckled Qito as ho
closed and bolted the door. Irs,
Brimstone doesn’t like my friends,
eh? Tee, hee!”

Rollo-and Daggers felt a shudder
run through them as the hideous
cackle echoed upon the musty air.

“Follow me, my clever boys!
bade the old man, shuflling along the
dusty corridor and passing down the
narrow stairs, I shua'n't keep you
long !”

“T'll jolly well see that you don't,
old egg!” muttered Rollo. “This
joyous old ruin is getting on my

nerves !”

for a moment, something warning
him of impending peril, yet he shook
the strange feeling off and gave a
light laugh. After all, what had he
to fear - from this doddering old
fellow 7 - . :

“I1 shall be delighted, sir!” he
declared, with a glance at Rollo.
“What do you say, old man?”

Rollo also had some misgiving upon |

the matter, but he did not show it.
He also asked himself what they had
to fear.

“I'm with you, old egz,” he said
rveadily, ““Lead on, sir! "

Still chuckling to himself, and with
a furtive wink at Mrs. Brimstone,
Dr. Otto Strohmer led the way across
the room and opened the door.

“Follow. me, my clever young
friends,” he croaked, shuffling along
the dusty, gloomy corridor, an in-
clive which terminated at a massive
oak door. He fumbled in his ragged
dressing-gown, and produced a bunch
of keys; then, having fumbled with
the lock for a moment or so, he
swung open the heavy door.

“(C'ome in, come in!” he cried,
entering the spacious apartment. The
floor was of stone, and the ceiling
was low and stained. There were no
windows, and the place was stuffy.
Four small arc lamps, which shed a

restful,  greenish light, were sus-
pended from the ceiling.
Daggers scarcely noticed these

things, however, he had eyes only for
the delicate instraments which must

will bring kings and governments to
the feet of old QOtto! I have dis-
covered the secret of destruction! I
can kill by Steifal rays! And this
is the instrument—my child, my*
pet I have worked upon.for so many
years.”

His skinny finger tapped the small,
black box, which looked as harmless
as a camera:

“I have the secret of destruction!
Away with rifles and cannon; away
with ~ bowbs and shellfire! The
nations of the world will come to me
upon their knees, offering me honours,
and fame, and wealth! Tee, hee!
Old Otto rules the world! King
Otto! Tee, hee!”

Both Rollo and Daggers were at a
loss to understand the meaning of this
outburst; they became more and
more convinced that the old fellow’s
brain had given way.

And he read their thoughts.

“*No, no. Not mad, my clever
young friends!” he cackled, lifting
the camera-like object, and pointing
it. towards Titus, the enormous cat,
which was curled up in its basket at
the end of the laboratory. “Look!"”

There followed a blinding ray of
light; and then a gasp of horror and
stupefaction broke from Rollo and
Daggers, for what had been a cat
wus now a heap cf ashes!

Unable to believe their eyes, they
turned to Dr. Otto Strohmer, to find
themselves covered with his diabolical
machine of destruction.

The 5th Chapter.
Bluff!

Rollo Daytcn and Daggers were
fully convinced that the whole thina
was a uightmare, yet the sinister
chuckle which broke from Dr. Otta
Strohmer's thin lips was real enough.

It was no dream. What they had
imagined to be a phantasy had actu
ally happened before their eyes. It
was real —unpleasantly so—and Rollc
began to polish his  gold-rimmed
monocle, at the samo time keeping
his ‘mild gaze upon the amiable old
gentleman with the camera of des
truction.

“Iir—do you know any more tricks,
old egg he drawled, playing for
time. “Can you swallow swords, or
do anything clever like that?”

“Tee, hee! You're a funny young
man !"” chuckled old Otto, still keep
ing them covered. *And it's just as
well that you've got a sense of
humour. You'll nced if, my clever
young friends.  Won't they, Mrs.
Brimstone 7"

The raven croaked, and shot a
vicious glance at the two young men.

“H'm, that sounds interesting, old
cgg,” replied Rollo, who felt anything
but happy. “What is the pro-
gramme 7’

“Old Otto's going to try an ex-
periment,” grinned the scientist.
“He's going to test his Steifal rays.
I've destroyed many animals—cats
and dogs and rabbits—but I've yet
to_experiment with a human being.”

Rollo nodded his sleek head and
began Lo look interested.

" And you've decided to experiment
on us—what?” he asked cheerfully.

““ Assuredly " returned Otto. © Tee,
hee! Is it not droll ?”

“Yes, dashed funny!” grunted
Daggers. ““I can scarcely control my

mirth

“You see,” continued the old
fellow, in high glee, ““you saw the
flash of light, and, pouff! Titus was
no more! And now Mrs. Brimstone
and 1 will see a flash of light, and,
!pou!}:‘! you will be no more! Tece,
hee
“That's all very well, old egz.
prote:ted Rollo patiently, “But a
little of that * pouff’ business goes
a loug way, ¥’ know! Why not pul
this interesting experiment off until
auather day? ¥ warn you that should
vou kill us in cold blood we will be
cross with you !”

Again the sinister chuckle broke
from the cruel, thin lips.

“Tee, hee! You're a funny young

tan.” he began once more, when
Daggers, who was scowling, inter-
rupted.

* Andyou’re a funny old imbeciie i
he grunted, taking a step towards the
scientist.

*“No, no! Stay where you are, my
clever young friend,” grinned Otto
Strohmer, moving the camera a frac-
tion of an inch. “I am enjoying yout
company. I revel in your friend's
high spirits !”

Rollo continued to smile. His ex-
pression was one of utter inanity, yel
his brain was working at lightning
speed, seeking for a means of defeat.
ing the designs of the homicidat
mania¢ with the camera.

“Tee, hee { There’s going to be a
sensation. Oh, my friends!” chuckled
Otto.  “I can see the headlines!
¢ Mysterious Disappearance of Two
Famous Footballers!" They'll search
the country and drag the rivers, when
all they need to do is to come to this
laboratory with a dust-pan and sweep
you up! L

It is indeed droll ¢

“I shall scream with laughter in a
moment,” confessed Rollo, whose blue
eyes were gleaming with a sudden,
hopeful light.  “There’'s one thing
you've forgotten, old egg!”

The scientist ran his skinny Gogers
through his beard.

“And  what is that, my clever
voung friend?” he asked, with the
suspicion of a snecr; and his attitude
proved that he was on the alert for
a sudden rush.

“That camera ghdget may be
O.K.. for destroying dogs aud
rats o

‘““And cats!” put in Otto, with a
chuckle.

‘“Rot!” snapped Rollo derisively.
‘itus is still alive !

Taken completely off his guard,
Dr. Otto Strohter shot a lightning
glance towards the basket at the end
of the room; and at that instant

e

Rollo snatched up a botile of sodivm
from the bench and hurled it straight
figure across

at the bearded the

laboratory.
discov A
the missile caught him full upon the
temple and sent him staggering back-
wards.

He tripped over the skirt of his
dressing-gown and crashed fto the
stone floor, where he remained—a
still, huddled heap!

(Continued overleaf.)

‘“ THE THIRD ROUND! ”—that’s the title of next Monday’s gripping Cuptie yarn featuring the Hon. Rollo Dayton and the sinister Duke !
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was just goin’ to ask him what his | is it?” he. inquired in a thin, high- | them they thought out a very neat

little game was when he plugs me a | pitched voice. “T am a doctor. 3y | plan for getting rid of us. = The
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The 6ih Chapter,
A Mystery Solved !

“(ood shot!” cried Daggers, leap-
mg to the side of the motionless
tigure upon the floor, .

Rollo looked apprebensive.

“Tye—I've not
able to frame the dread word.

Daggers, who was making a swift
examination, shook his head.

“No, old man,” he relurned
lightly. ‘“He’s merely stunned.”

A sigh of relief escaped the fair:
haired youngster.

“Thank goodness!” he muttered
fervently. “And what's the next
move? We can’t leave him here, for
he's too dangerous with that little
toy in his possession. I suppose we
nnicvht to report the matter to the
police,”

“That’s s0,” agreed the docter.
““This beggar should be kept under
jock and key until the authorities
have made a thorough search of this

place. Slip along to the station, will
yon? There’'s one in the High
Road.”

Rollo lost no time in putting the
matter before the police, and a
sorgeant and a constable accompanied
him to the scientist’s dilapidated

old “house.
“y

always did think there
un’ fishy about this place,”
declared the sergeant, as Rollo ied
the way through the echoing hall.
Dr. Otto Strohmer
cious when the

was

was still uncon-
rio reached the
: ous laborato Rollo explained
exactly what had happened,

1] the
anrdithe

i

(Continued from

” he began, un-

Dovwmn!

previous page.)

story impressed the sergeant. Then
Daggers took the inatter in hand.

“My name is Dagnall,”’ he said
briskly. “T am a doctor. You must
get this man away to the police in-
firmary without delay. He must have
received a worse blow than 1
tmagined.”.

The- officer nodded.

“Very well, siv,” he said. “TI'll
look after the old party, and you,
Porter ”—he spoke to the constable—
““had better hang on here for the
time being.”

The old scientist was raised from
the floor and carried ocut to the wait-
ing - cab, where he was made com-
fortable upon the seat.

“We'll walk up to the station,”
said Daggers, as the sergeant entered
the vehicle and closed the door.

“H’m! This is a jolly rummy
business all- the way round,” re-
marked Rollo, with a smile. “And
even now wehaven't learnt the secret
of the Duke’s stunt!”

Discussing the mysterious afTair
from all angles, the two friends
cventually came iu sight of the police-
station. The driver of the taxi was
gesticulating wildly to a tall inspector.

““You could ’ave knocked me down
with a ’ammer!” he was declaring
excitedly, when Rollo and Daggers
appeared upon the scene. “1 was
driving through Rowland Place—a
quiet  theroughfare—when  there
comes a tap at the window. I pulis
up, and a feller ’ops out; but it
wasn’t the sergeant, and it wasn’t the
old chap with the whiskers. Well, T

wallop on the jaw! Smaek! Look at
a1

“Go “on!” said  the . inspector
gruffly.
“Go on!” cried the driver, ob-

vionsly hurt at receiving such scant
sympathy. “Lummy, ’e did the
going, guv'nor! Talk about move!
He was away before ycu could say
“ Jack Robinson 17

“Yes, yes!’' put
officer testily.

“Well, I then ’ad a dekkeo inside
the cab, and then you could ’ave
knocked me down with a--with

in the police

a—

“Half a brick!” put in Rollo help-
fully.

*“That's right, sir!”
driver, with conviction.
you think?  Eh?
yourselves !”

e swung open the door of the taxi
with a dramatic gesture, and a cry
of amazement broke from the litile

said the
“What do
Well, look for

COMING IN A FORTNIGHT'S
TIME !

The first of a
GRAND NEW SERIES OF
FREE REAL PHOTOS
in the ‘‘BOYS’ FRIEND.”

knot of people who peered into the
interior.  KEven the grim-faced in-
spector gave a grunt of surprise,

Lying upon the floor was the ser-
geant, and the red swelling upon the
point of his jaw told its own story.
He was out to the world.

_Of Dr. Otlo Strohmer there was no,

sign; at least, there was no sign of
him in the flesh. But the ragged
dressing-gown, the matted wig, and
the long false beard told their own
story.

Rollo and Daggers exchanged
puzzled glances, and the former gave
vent to a low whistle.

“But how the—' he began help-
lessly. And then speech fai%ed him.

Another taxi drew up with a grind-
ing of brakes, and an old man, with
a skull cap and a long, flowing beard,
peered through the window.

‘“ What is the matter, officer? What

name is Otto Strohmer—-"

“What !

The police official almost shouted
the exclamation, much to the obvious
alarm of the old gentleman in the
cab.

.“You’re—you‘re Dr. Strohmer,
sir?”’ asked ‘the inspector, wondering
whether he would suddenly wake up.

*“Of course I ami” snapped the old
man testily. “I’ve just come from a
lecture at the Medical Hall, where I
read a paper upon—— But what has
that to do with you?”

He snapped the question; his small
eyes blazed. He glared at the knot
of people wheo were looking at him in
wonderment.

“There’s a mystery here, sir,”
said the police-officer soothingly; and
in.a few short sentences he explained
the situation.

Dr. Otto Strohmer fumed.

‘“And this is what we pay yon
policemen for, is it?’ he cried, his
wizened face flushing. I go out—
for the first time in five years—and
you allow some scoundrel to break
into my housc and impersonate me!
It’s a scandal! T'll write to the
Commissioner! T'll—  And you
say there’s a policeman in my labora-
tory at this very moment? T'll have
him out of it! I'll— Drive on,
you dolt !”

He snapped the last words at the
driver, and was whirled away.

Rollo and Daggers watched the
tail-lights of the cab disappear before
either said a word. Then Rollo spoke.

“Come and have dinner with me,
old egg.” he said in a low voice. “1I
think I’ve found the key to this
mystery |”

Discussing the affair over {beir
coffee, the two friends tested each link
in the chain, starting with the dis-
covery. of the doctored sonp, and pass-
ing from their first visit to Otto
Strohmer—when he had seemed so
highly amused—to the affair of the
afternoon, when they had so narrowly
escaped with their lives,

“Ji’s all as plain as—as your face,
old egg!” declared Rollo, his blue
eyes Slining with excitement. “'The
Duke worked hand-in-glove with this
old scoundrel, Otwo; and between

scheme suited both of them down to
the ground. The Duke merely wished
to destroy us, whilst that homicidal
old maniac saw a fine opportunity of
trying one of his ghastiy experiments,

*““The Duke, a master of disguise,
took Otto’s place, whilst Otto ac-
cepted a lecture engagement so that
he eould prove an alibi sheuld any-
thing go wrong. 1t’s as elear as
mud!”

“And what’s going to happen
rnow?” asked Daggers. “Old Otto’s
still in his little woeden hut ot
Hampstead, and, what’s more, he’s
still got that little toy—the camera
gadget |”

“But he won’t have it for long,
old egg!” declared Reollo. ‘‘For I'n
going to put the whole yarn before
Scotland Yard 1” ~ :

True to his word, the youngster
had an audience with Detective-
Inspector Rawson; and less than an
hour after the conversation Dr. Otto
‘Strohmer was undergoing a searching
examination. He tried lies and blfl,
but it was all of no avail. and nlti-
mately he broke down and gave tho
police a long, rambling account of
his dealings with the Duke.

Strohmer did not have to face
trial in the felons’ dock, for he wa
certified insane but an hour or &
after making his confession. X

The story of his assoeiation with
the criminal who called himself the
Duke stirred the cozmtr‘\; from en:!
to end, especially as it brought the
plot against the Ruglish Soccer
cleven to light.

“That the Hon. Rello Dayion an:l
the other victims of the Du
plot will represent their country
the n International mateh is a cei
tainty wrote one sporting seribe
“and T wish them the best of luck '

And the whole sporting world lifted
its voice and cried, “And o say ot
of ns!”

THE END.

(NVext Monday's Bumper
of the BoYS' FRIEND
“fhe Phird Round!”—a

Footcr story. fraturing Rollo Day
and the sinister Puke. Ask yo
newsagent to save you & €opy.)
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Physical Training Instructors.

The Army School of Physieal
Yraining, at Aldershot, specialises in
turning out men qualified to act as
instructors at echools and elsewhere
in drill, gymnastics, sports, and
games. But a letter recently received
irom a correspondent has set me
thinking what small encouragement is
given 1 England to thcse young
fellows who, not bemng in the Army,
would like to qualify as imstructors
in games and physical training.
There is a training school at Dun-
farmline, and somsthing of the kind
exists at Sheffield; but apart from
these there does not exist any
organisation for training young chaps
to qualify for such positions should
they happen to be civilians. A fellow
who is interested has to pick up his
knowledge and study on his own.

Having ohtained a fair practical
and theorctical knowledge of his sub-
ject, he may enter for one of the
examinatiens held periodically by the
British  Association  of  Physical
Training.  This successfully passed,
he will have to work further to enable
him to pass a final examination which
qualifies him to describe himself as a
member of the Association and a
Jduly certificated teacher. Without
such certificate he will have but a
~mall chance of obtaining any really
well-paid post in the profession.

This information has not been given
with the idea of discouraging any
fellow who has a liking for the
ocenpation, but very much to the
contrary. I shall at any time be
pleased to send full and definite in-
formation to those readers who would
like to become qualified teachers of
gymuastics, etc., but hardly know
Wow to set about the business.

e Infor
the best obtainable.

s entirely free, and

I do think, however, considering
the importance of the eubject of
nationa! physical training, that some-
thing more might be done to assist
.thoso who have a natural bent in this
direction.

Tip for Track Athletes.

If the day wher you happen to be
competing is cool and wet, with a
high wind_blowing, don’t get into
your runming shorts half ap hour
before your event and loaf about out-
side. Muscles get chilled and stiff.
They take some time to warm up, and
a musclo can’t work at its best when
of a low temperature.

Don’t delay so 1s to risk keeping
the starter waiting, but get into your
racing kit, then slip on a pair of
trousers, which is better than a dress-
ing-gown or overcoat, taking them oft
only when the starter gives his warn-
ing to get ready. They can be left
on the ground, pickec up and put on
again immediately the race is over.
The same applies to jumpers as well.
Severely working a cold muscle often
results in a sprain, sometimes a
snapped tendon—an injury not easily
cured.

A Boxing Nuisance.

It is remarkable that the eyes of
some boxers fill with water when a
blow lands on the face. The cause
is a peculiar condition of the tear
glands, and little ean be done to
remedy the trouble, though I have
known cases in which improvement
has followed f{requent practice of
opening the eyes under water. This
is best done by dipping the head in
cotd water, ana then opening and
closing the eyes several times.

(Anothcr Relpful article next week.)

Awmatewr Woodworking

Amateuwr Metalworking
Useful Hobbies
Home Repairs

Painting
Decorating
Whitewashing
Plumbing
Spoits and Pastimnes
Poultry and Pets

A complete A.B.C. for
the Handyman.

PART 1
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You simply cannot afford to be

without this great NEW work—‘* Harmsworth’s- Household

Encyclopedia.”

It will help you with your hobbies in every

way, and it explains simply and well, with the help of many
pictures, how to make a thousand and one useful things, and
how to repair everything in your home.

The complete work will contain at least 10,000 pictures
and many hundreds of diagrams, plans, and COLOURED
PLATES, and it will be issued fortnightly at 1/3 per part—only
a penny per day. So that you can turn to just what you want at
the moment you want it, the contents are arranged alphabetically.

FREE with PART 1 (now on sale)
a novel and useful LIGHTNING CALCULATOR.

HARMSWORTH'S

HOUSEHOLD
ENCYCLOPEDIA

In Fortnightly Parts.

Price 1/3 each.

Tuck Hampers galore given for Jokes and Interesting Paragraphs! See this week’s  Gem ”’ Library!
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THIS STORY OF PIRATES AND BURIED TREASURE WILL GRIP YOU!

The 1st Chapter.
The Dying Pirate’s Story !

¢ Al! Is that Boy Ralph?”

‘The door of the cramped little cabin,
that reeked with a cowbined odour of
hemp, and otale air, had opened and
closed  softly, adwitting a well-built
youth, who stcpped swiftly towards a
bl\nk on the right-hand side.

Ay, ‘'tis I, father! How feel you

“Bad, iad—main bad!" The voice of
the man lying, bandaged, in the rude
bed was scarce more than a  hoarse
whisper, and his face showed grey in the
u;h[ of the lantern that swung from a
crossbeam of the low cciling overhead.
“'. bad, Ralph, that I—I would speak
\\t you down there,

bt xlph nhcuwnth (lrcv\ a stool over, and
piaced his cool palm on the other’s hot
brow, smoothing back the silvery locks
from the forehead. Then he reached
towards a shelf and took down a flagon,
:h he placed to the invalid's lips.
“Sup A lxtth~ of this ere you begin,”
advisc nl "T'will do you good, and
cive you steeugth should what you have
To cax take qu" in the tellin
"I'will not take very long; it cannot,
m I fear me I have scant time left!”
replied the e!der man, holding up his
hand as Ralph seemed about to put a
question. “Nay, nay, lad! ’Tis of no
avail striving gainst Fate! I am sinkin®
fast—I kuow it——so let me spexk whilst
I can without interruption!””

Jercry Blink —whether that was  his
real name, or whether it oricinated from
the shade he wore over one cinpty ey
socket, cannot be definitely stated-—was
sifent for a few moinents Then he
struggied with difficulty a little higher
up on the pillow, and turned his face
towards his companion

“ You know who dealt me that knife-
thrust ashore?” he asked grimly.

Ralph nodded.
1 remiember you spoke a name—
tire * Sea Hawk,” 1 faucy it sounded
like.”
"""nt‘.\ rigitt, boy! The Sea Hawk I
said, au ie Sea Hawk it was!” con-
firmed \hv ot “I thought he had
zope out of my life for ever, but I was
wrong. Iowever, this is the tale, so note
what I say m il
In the firs
learnt to call e you
<ou of mine. A, tiab starties vo
'tis simple enough! me ten ve 0y
crossing to the Irench coa in
weather, we ran down another
aed you, Ralph. were thic only one
we could save.  Whao your parents were,
or why you were ahoard that ship, T
cannot teli. T only know that I kept
and  trained  you to follow a
ner's calling ever since.  You look
truvlh ed, ladd. wve 1 not treated you
with Kindness

*4 sir; that you bave!”” Ralph
instantiv, a =miic banishing the
vhich hisd suddenly scttled on his
“Even as my true father would
have tri x(ul e, I'm ready to vow! But
—bu

"LAAL I know it has been something Jf
a shock, and that you would wish to learn
who your people were, but I fear me
that can ncver be told. We did not even
discover what the name of the boat was,
and you were the sole survivor we could
find. Hawever, ‘tis another tale which
I have to tel b T want you to take
special mind of A hlight upon that
bird! Cover his cage, Iad; he's startin’
to croak that old sonz of his again, an’
it disturbs my peace o' mind!”

Ralph imuediately rose, and threw a
cloth over a large wicker cace which
swung from the far end of the cross-
bheam. It contained a bright-eyed
jackdaw, which exclaimed in guttural
tones as the cover shut out the lantern
light :

“Dead, dead, dead! String him high!
String him up! String him high! Dead,
dead, dead!”

Ralph had often heard that morbid
chaut, and wondered where tlie bird had
picked it up, for it never seemed to say
mythhu" eise.

A giim smile was visible on Jeremy

Blink’s ashen face as the lad resumed Lis
SA:I[/ on the stool.

“*Strange words—eh, Boy Ralph?” he
asked. “ Ycu'd be sd.nnwd to know the
tiistory of that bird, I'll warrant, but I

have
e no
. yet

——
CroisoP .

have little time for auw:thin' save the
vital points of the story. Now, hearken !

‘“You have sailed with me these teu
year, an’ we have traded fairly for the
main part. Tl admit we did somc
smugglin’, but that was only when we
were forced to do so through other
cargoes being scarce. But I'll vow you
never guessed, Boy Ralph, what Jeremy
Blink was before he turned an honest
seaman ?"’

“Nay,” admitted the lad. ‘I never
thought you were aught else.”

“RBut T was, boy—I was!” said the
other. “Close on twelve years ago I was
a—a—— KRalplh, did you ever hear the
name of Stark Jeremy mentioned, per-
chance?”

The lad again replied in the negative.

‘“Well, Stark Jeremy an' Jeremy Bliuk
are one an' the same,” continued the
other. ¢I was second-in-command to
Captain Amos Crake—one of the tost
successful, yet most humane, robbers
who ever roved the seas. We never
slanghtered for the mere love of
slaughterin’, but took what we could in
fair fight, lad, so I trust you won't judge
me too barshly. We were lawless men,
but there were many worse who knew
not where to cry halt.”

Ralph made no comment, so his com-
panion resumed :

“PRlack Howard, known as the ‘Sea
Hawk,” was our greatest foc—greater
even than the frigates that pursued us,
for . Howard was envious of Captain
Crake's success. He by some means
learnt that our chief had stored up 2
great deal of rich treasiire on a certain
obscure island, and he cted The
end of it all was that, after many inde.
cisive battles, Crake and the 8ea Mawk
at last met in one final encounter, slup
to ship, an’ man to man, and our \ess
was sent to the bottom.

‘“ Howard carried heavier pieces, and
we had listle chauce, lad. Ti potnded
us with ball and chain shot until our
timhers were splintered aud our three
masts went by the board; but ere the
end came, Captain Amos calied me to his
side, and handed me a paper whi ke
bade me value as I did ray life. T
was the iast time I spoke with him, for
the Sea Hawk's men poured over cur
bulwarks pext minute and all hecame
confusion.

I saw their leader—that arrant knave
—question our captain closely, then
search his person. Put Crake langhed,
and struck his enemy upon the face. T
kunow not what ipened next—our ship
sinkin® rapidiy; so, having been cotn-
anded to guard the paper well, T scnght
to make mine own cseape

“Taking advanta of the confusion,
managed to lower a small boat, into
which I cast that hird vonder—for T had
ll\v\SL‘i\Pd him a long H(“o 'n’mth rwi tn

Then I saw Crake's okel
sink just as the boarders rnrnrnml to
their own. 8o far as I know, T was the
unl» mewmber of our crew who did not
sh.”

But did e
wards—the Sca Il
v, that he did, and w
lower a boat to pursu min
frigate happened up 1
Sea Hawk fled, soon disap
vessel pns:e.\.‘-\?d great spe
picked up.’

"And is that all, " asked Raiph.
lad; Dot r]u te all,” Jer
IHml\ returned “1 was rescued,
have said, and taken to port. Liey did
not know who I was, for there was
naught to tell my identity. Our snip had
gone down, and the frigate only arrived
at the close of what wmust have secmed
to them like an gement between a
pirate an’ a peacefui trader. T was not
suspected, and was allowed to go free
after T had told a zlib tale of mine own
making.

I finally reached England, without
much money, and bad to toil hard ere
I had saved enough to buy this schooner,
which I at first intended to employ in
recovering Captain Crake's treasure. Dut
—mayhap I am a strange man—I sud-
denly found that T was changed. T
yvearned to begin life again in a less
tess way. I mean, Boy Ralph, that.
gh I kept the map, T found I had
no great ambition to passe:ss riches which
I had helped to steal. Some would laugh
at my feelings, T know, but vou will nat
laugh, lad. You will understand?*

vou after-
nor

ahout tn

| aof

'By EDMUND BURTON.

Being a desperate race between

Ralph Blink and the Sea Hawk

for possession of Captain Crake's
hidden treasure!

I thmk l grasp your menn-

that the treasure should rot for ever
where it lies, when it could be turned
mau, especially now when the Sea Hawk
has at last tracked me down, and—-"
DRlink smiled faintly.
ye gueqsed when ye arrived ]usb in hrle

cue me from that evil crew ashore i

for I have supplied what is missing,
and— Stay!" The invalid lield up his
Liand. “Tell Big Will Samson aud
Harry Drake I uee(l them. Quickly, lad,
for I have:little time left!” he gasped,
the weuakness of his voice and the in
ereasing grevness of his pallor at last
proving to Ralph that there would indeed
be scant opportunity for further speech.
“They are good fellows both, an' I wish
that they should understand matters.”

The lad went to the cabin door, and
ed the men by naine. They were not
far away, and came hurrying in a couple
moments  later—both  giants, with
“sea-dog " written cver every inch of
their faces.

“Hearken, the pmr of ye,” whispered
Jeremy Blink, to Ralph, “and
weigh well my t mshcs' There stands
your new master, whom I trust ye will
serve as faithfully as yo have served
me. Bear witness that I hand over this
schooner—our Sealark—and all she con-
tams, to his kecpmg There is no time
to put it in writing; bub our crew are
all good men an’ true, and Boy Ralph
has miue orders, which he will carry out
to the letter. I am sure ye will likewise
obey Lim.”

Both men touched their forelocks, their
faces grave as they realised how things
stood with their stricken captain.

“There may be danger—indeed, I am
confident there must befbut I bid yo
follow Boy Ralph wherever he leads.
\!}ldv nd beware of the Bea Hawk! He
“herm

Jeremy Blink’a head suddeniy sank for-
ward on his chest, and his eyes half
closed. Ralph stepped quickly towards
the bunk, then drew back, regarding the
still form for a brie{ space, whilst the
other pair silentiy left the little cabin.
And at that moment, from tle covered
wvicker cage, & guttural sound proceeded,
i breaking the tense stillness

“Dead, dead, dead! String him up!
String him Figh! Dead, dead, dead!”

LES

perched on the foremast cross-

suddenly uttered an exultant shout that

caused Ralph and Harry Drake to hastily join him. ‘ Land, young
master !’ the big fellow cried.

“ LAND-HO!”

what was at thc buttum of tlk ntnck’

niore than that-mnch
leader was Black Howard hlmwe]l'
wounded me aore|y~htall\-
i hdll the chart ‘mm

80 'twarL better “that it nll 'utn

“Hearken, BQ\ Hnluhﬁheurken keenly,
' take well to heart ali 1 say!

' it gives the location of
’l'he other, which gives the
positmn of ‘the island i 5 i
vossession of the Sea Hawk.
‘ore, knows where to sail,

he gave the whole into his companion’s

*“You now know all there i

The 2nd Chapter.

The Slack Schooner—The Nocturral

isitor.

They buricd the old pirate ashore—
in a little graveyard nestling among the
trees, on the higher ground behkind the
straggling port—and were about to push
oft xrom the mshackle stoue wharf,
when Ralph's attention was suddenly
mrw.tml towards o tall man in searfaring
#arl’l' who leant against the low, broken
wall.

=

a strongly built fellow, swarthy
4 with a face tanned deeply
by wind 1 sun. His ear-lobes displayed
a pair of fantastic ear-rings, whilst his
tough fingers were also heavily beringed.

The lad had noticed him there when
they came ashore with the captain’s body,
but had paid little or no attention to
the man, whom he supposed to be a
harmless sailor enjoying a brief stretch
on land.

Yet, for all his innocent appearance,
the swarthy individual seemed strangely
interested in their movements, for he
watche!d them cuariously, thouzh covertly,
as they rc-embarked in.the small boat
bobbing about in the wash below the
steps, and almost immediateiy after they
had pushed off he stepped into a second
boat, puliing with strong strokes for a

long, black-painted echooner auchored
farther out in the little bay.

She lud entered the port some three
days previously, and was the ouly otlier
craft of any size the place contained.
But, beyoud the fact that her build
suggested an unusual turn of speed, she
looked innocent enough —sccmmvly an
ordinary trader v\.nmu-v for a cargo, or
perhaps a swift smuf'"lcr, froin her long,
narrow lines,

Aboard the Sealark, Raiph lost no time
in putting both Big Will Samson and
Harry [lmLe in full’ possession of facts.
He called them into the little cabiu
where Jeremy Blink had recently passed
away, and spread the torn map out on
Lllo table.

“Now, lads,” ho said, “our captain
trusted ye implicitly, therefore I shall
do likewise. Ye see this chart? Then
note it well, for upon it much depends
There are riches here for ‘all of us, but
there are others—coemies rolentless as
death itseli—who will wrest our spoils
from our grasp shouhl we give them the
slightest opportumtv

He paused a space, and his companious
uudded quickly.

“Ye understand, I see,” Ralph con-
tinued.  “Then wo leave here on the
next tide. 'T'will be a long sail, and
‘twere better to start earlv, since wo
must halt at snother port where arms
may be obtained. This will take time,
but ‘tis vital. We Lave but three can:
non, and these must suflice, since our
build will uot allow of our carrying
heavier metal; but every single man must
be fully equxppeﬂ And we possess a
turn of speed which should stand us in
good stead. I doubt, indeed, if anything
aﬂwb could run the Sealark down, given
a nxr wind and an equal start.”

“ ZounH: You are right, young
master!” Big Will nodded his great head
wisely. “Few boats could make the
French coast in the time we set, an'
115~w w‘l catch us on the longer cruisc,

YOW
i trm. not,” Ralpt replied half
doubtfully, *“Yet Captain Blink said
that the Sea Hawk had a mighty fast
shiip.  However, we shall Now, let
ug snatch some sleep while we may, for
we must ke main watchful and wide
awake once we wceigh anchor.”

The tide not serving until some time
after nightfall, there were still a few
l" left ere the Scalark would slip

5 But scarcely had darkness
cmhrouded the little port ere a
cautiously rowed boat approached the
ored schooner, rounding her stern
a shadow and making fast just

=

ry occupant swarmed
-utly up a hanging rope, crossed over
bulwack, and dropped on deck with
d than a cat would have
made. A couple of dim figures stood
um' the bows, but they bheard nor saw
i and the newcomer vanished
swiftly as he had climbed

@

.llyrmrv

He paused a while at tlhe bottom of
the ladder, as though for the momeant
uncertain of his direction; but then he
turned to the right, making off down
a narrow allcyway, which was illuminated
by the weak light of a single swinging
lautern.

IHie met no ome, for, save the watch
above, the whole crew were deep in
slumber, and presently the intruder
halted outsido a closed door, listening
intently for a brief space ere entering
the apartment beyond.

The sound of deep, regular breathing
camie frem a low bunk at one side, whilst
A lantern, fast flickering out for need
of replenishing, d to poorly dispel
tlie gloam of tue interior.

Tiw newcomer crossed catlike towards
thie buek, stooped for a mement over its
nsciots occupant, then thrust out
beringed fingers——
dead, dead! String him up!
Lim high! Dead. dead, dead!”
i spun round \\I(,h a violent
od the occupant of the bunk sat
pnll\ as the raucous scream floated
i the bars of a wicker cage hang-
from a cross-heam above. Then the
::n"\“i{r fled, madly dashing through the
door and along the Allie\\v'xv until he
reached the deck, with Ralph, only half
awake, in stumbling pursuit.
Wiil! Harry Drake! This way, lads!™
he shouted. and an answering cry camd
irom semewhere astern

But the nocturnal visitor, running like
a hare, reached the bulwark and sprang
over just as his purzuers gained the top
dder.
Not trcublinz abont his boat, the man
struck out with long, powerful strokes
towards the centre of the bay, and was
quite invisible when Ralph rushed to the
side and strove to pierce the gloom. In
what direction the fellow went, or whers
he had come from, was a mystery just
then.

But had Ralph heen gifted with the
power of second sizht he might have
understood a little more of the matter
—at least, he would have known why
cabin had becn specially singled out
Fer, unsuspected by either “him _or
Jeremy Blink, an Luemimpper, standing
in a boat just bencath the open port-
hiole, had overheard every word of the
old pirate’s stor and had also heard
Jeremy's ins structions when he handed the
chart to his successor Thus the
ssor of that vital document
was no secret, nor was the position of
the most likely cabin.

“The Sea Hawk has struck again
early!” Ralph said grimly, as Big Will
and Harry Drake joined Lim whu—o he
stood heside the bulwark, striving to
pierce the darkness. “And but for our
featiiered friend that knave might have
gained what he came to seek! Zounds!
1 shall take care to hide it more securel
in future! And I shall never part with
that hird!”

An hour later the Sealurk heaved

(Continued overteat.)
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anehor and nosed her way seaward on
the top of the tide, none ahoard her just
suspecting the presence of a small
oat, which bobbed astern at the end
of its towrope.

And, at about the same moment as
they cleared the bay euntrance, a couple
of dim lights began to move directly in
tieir wake, whilst some minutes later
tlhe shadowy bulk of a three-masted vessel
passed them by within a cable’s length.
The black schooner had apparently
chosen the same tide also.

Ralph frowned doubtfully and stroked
his chin. That other ship might be inno-
cence itself, yet it was towards ber that
the strange seaman bad pulled carlier in
the day—the fellow who had seemed sO
inquisitive as to their movements. And
she was such a forbidding-looking craft,
also. There was something sinister in
Ler jet-black hue, and the very swilt
silence of ber passing as shc overbauled
them ere the slowly-moving Sealark had
properly begun to feel the heavy rollers
of the open sea lift her bows. »

“Gentlemen,” Ralph said quietly, 1
may be quite wrong, but I do not like
yonder craft.  She disturbs me, and I
think ’twere well to keep a sharp look-
out for her later!”

“You mean, young master——” asked
Wiil Samson, then suddenly paused as
Ralph interrupted him. .

“] mean that that ship ncither tcok
in nor unleaded a cargo—did naught, in
fact, since she arrived here, save lie idly
in port, and is mow leaving at the same
time as we are. Zounds! Do ye nob
see?”

The otbers nodded at once,
moUths setting grimly.
“Ay we see!” Samson replied. °
came here to wateh us, and naught el
an’ now she’s leaving for the same pur
pose. Methinks there may be trouhle
¢lose ahead, young master!”
“1 agree, Will,” Ralph answered, *
unfortunately. as we stand now. w
not too well prepared for troub!
have three cannon but little amm
and only a few smaller weapons.
that we had had a day's grace in order

to equip ourselves properly!”

The night wore onm, dawn at length
showing in the Eastern sk, The Sealark
was howling along at a f ace, v 1
great cloud of snowy canvas hillowi
above ler. The coagt was pew but a
am gine in the distance, but presently
Ralph gave the order to draw in cioser,
as very soon they would be makiny
another port, where better equipment
eould be obtained, together with sufficient
food for a long voyage.

The schooner’s hows swung round as she

ked, then something loomed black and
sinister out of the slowly-thinning mora-
ing mists ahead—a long, rakish ecraft
that strove to cut them off, and that
craft, the only onme at present visible,
flew the “Jolly Roger ” at her peak

“1 feared as much!” Ralph breathed,
his face blanching a little. “She came
out to wait for us, and we dare not
engage her in our present state. She
will scarce risk opening fire so near the
coast; but if she succeeds In grapoling
us—- Crowd on more sail, there! Every
inch we can earry! We must fight by
rTunning away, gentlemen!”

Leir

The 3rd Chapter.
Nature fintervenes.

Ralph’s command was obeyed with
alacrity, men hastening hither and
thither, until every shect the Sealark
could hear with safety in that fresh,
morning breeze was “hbellying” from
mast and spar.

The schooner hecled over, her bows

raising a creamy-white wave to either
side a3 she tore ahead, with the other
vessel still edging closer. plainly with the
sote intention of barring the way.

But Ralph had taken the helm, and
his stiff training beneath the one sound
watehful eye of Jeremy Blink had made
him competent to manage it. The lad
was especially fond of steering, and many
a run across the Channel, when the sea
ran high and the wind screamed in the
shronds, had seen him at his post astern,
guiding the Sealark through spindrift and
stinging spray as though she were part
and parcel of his own body, so complete
wa3 his control over her.

And,  truly, the present
afforded ample scope for  erafty
manoeuvring, since the black schooner
was now practically acress their bows,
slowiy turning round, indeed, apparently
in order to run along neck and neck with
her rival, until such time came when the
Sea Hawk would think fit to put into
execution whatever plan he had formed.

But just as she commenced to swing
Ralph altered his own course a couple of
points, running dangerously close to his
opponent for some seconds, an action
which esused both Big Will Samson and

sitnation

Harry Drake to gaze askance at their
young chief. [t seemed so like de-
liberately tempting disaster.

But Ralph's mind was working as per-
fectly as Lis bands, and he had a

Tell all your

Geold!
' fff.be Spanish Main.

(Continucd from
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definite plan to essay. 'The alank ran
almost alongside the black cchooner,
coming up from the windward: but at
that swift pace there was little fear of
boarding or grappling tactics beiug risked
by the enemy. On the other haund, the
action succceded in giving the Sealark
substantial lead, for bher buwk
“blanketed ” the other craft's canvas by
cutting off the breeze, and eaused her to
veer wildly, with sails fapping uselessly
as the wind spilt from them.
It was indeed a masterly trick. and
saved the situation for the time bcingz.
The black ship slowed down almoest to a

standstill, whilst the Sealark swept
ahead with undimipished speed, aund
completely rcversed the pesition.  She

was now in front instead of behind, and
though the other erait’s canvas filled
again immediately afterwards, she was a

intently in another directior, had snd-
de: turned  with a  half-suppressed
tion.
y, young master, that it may not
it scems,” he replied,
“See! A fog

Y
so bad as

be
pointing towards the land.
15 gathering yonder as the wind fails, and

the breeze i now veering that way. If
it does but last a space longer, but not
freshen more, there inay be hope—"

“Zounds!” Ralph cried, roused irom his
temporary feeling of pessimism as_le
swiftly took in the other’s words. “You
have a great head, in more ways than
ene, Will Samsen! I grasp your mean-
mg.  So let us trust your expectations
will prove sound.”

And ‘twas even as Samsom indicated.
The wind had changed as it lessened,
dropping to a very gentle breeze that
blew directly from landward; but the
ccast was now quite invisible, owing to
a fog which had gathered jp that quarter,
a fog that was plainly developing in
density aud ipelined to roll seawards.

All doubts of this were dispelled a
couple of minutes later, Wreaths of
thick grey mist, "backed by a yellow
hlanket, crept across the suriace, advane-
‘ing steadily towards the rival schooners,
Ralph ported his helm a couple of
points, and the Sealark’s bows swung to
meet the weicome screen which seem-
ingly offered the only hope of escape;
and at that moment Black Howard,
grasping the true state of affairs, threw
cantion to the winds and risked a
desperate shot.

A pufl of white smoke belehed from the
pivate's Lig how-chaser, and a heavy hall
splashed into the sea a few yards wide
of its objective. A second report follower
close on the heels of the first, and some
splinters flew from the Sealark
But next instant she was invisible to her
pursucr, swallowed up by the dense fog

the implied grim meaning of that last
statement.

“Ay, that is so!” he muttered. *There-
fore, we must sec to it that everything
possibie be dope to foil the fiend. Rest
assured, we shall never engage him again
in so il-equipped a condition. That I
swear! And now let us study our course
afresh, friends, so that we may make no
errors when they are least desived.
Pray come below, gentlemen!”

The 4th Chapter.
Ralph’s Strategy.

Though Ralph’s men worked like
veritable <laves, it was two days later
ere the Sealark was pronounced fit to
embark upon her long voyage. But the
work had been weil and carefully carried
out. Bvery man now posscssed a proper
supply of small arms, which included o
brace of pistols, a long cutlass, and a
keen dirk, whilsi adequate ammunition
had aiso been obteined to serve, if
necessary, the three cannon the schooner

with the required provisioning
-Jockers, kept the crew mighty
busy; but at length it was finished, and
the Sealark slipped away like a white
ghost in the early dawn, long before
many of that big port’s people were astir.
Meanwhile, it might be mentioned, the
strange rowboat which the midnight in-
truder had tied to her stern had been
dizeovered and taken aboard. Even
without the evidence of what had gone
before, it required no wild stretch of
imagination to guess whence she eame,
for she was painted a jet-black hue which
bore no relieving points—an unusual
colour for such a smail eraft, but a
colour quite in keeping with the sinister
parent vescel to which <he belonged.

A NEAR THING!

A pufi of white smioke beiched from the pirate’s big bow-chaser,
splinters flew from the Sealark’s stern.
her pursuer—swallowed up by the dense fog which had come 8o oppcrtunely to her aid.

and some

But the next. instant she was invisible to

considerable distance in ihe rear by the
time she had regained her topmost speed.

“On my life, young master, 'twas well
and neatly done!”” exclaimed Samson
admiringly, as he gazed astern. “We
have turned the tables on the kpaves!”

*Be ot too sure!” Ralph advised cau-
tiously. “We may bhave gained a reapite,
but yonder craft is, at least, as speedy
as we are; also, slie is well mabmed,
although I succeeded in outwitting her
just mow. We must take no further
rick ¥

“And. I fear me, the breeze may drop.”
Harry Drake glanced at the sky with the
air of one well versed in such matters.
“ A blight wpon it! It is dropping cven
now, master!”

“Then we must carry every imch we
possess, at all cost!” Ralph snapped.
“All depends upon holding our own now
that we have gained a lead!”

Extra sails were hoisted to counteract
the lull in the breeze, hut the black
schooner, even at that moment, followed
the same tacties. A couple of iong flying-
jibs and a large topsail anpeared as if by
magie, “bellying ” at once to catch every
additional puff of air.

Ralph looked anxiously astern. Ay,
the other ship was surely creeping up.
even though very slowly, as her erew
employed every trick of navigation to
lessen the distance between the pair. The
wind still continued to drop steadily,
until the Sealark’'s pace was visibly
diminished, and yet their rival seemead to
be the least affected of the two.

Th both  were three-masted

the Sea Hawk's vess a
good deal larger in build and carried an
immense spread of canvas. And now she
must be using every square inch she pos-
sessed, judging by the hillowing cloud of
white that almost hid hLer spars and
rigging from view.

Ralph shook his head doubtfully as he
noticed the distinct advapce she had
made during the last few minutes.

“'Tis a bad pass, friends.” he muttered;
“so bad that [ fear me ’tis but a matter
of time ere she overtakes us. Nor are we
likely to cet another cha of- Eb,
Wili? What say you of i

For Samson, who had been

pals about ““ DEAD MAN'S

gazing

which had ecome so opportunely to her
aid

afe!” Ralph exclaimed jubilantly.
“Safe, for the moment; but the breeze
bas almost failed, s0 we have no time
to lose, We dare mot become beczimed
here. What would you advise, Big Will

you, Harry Drake?”
To turn om our course whilst we
can,” Samson answered instantly. *'Twill
be what yvondcr knaves will least expect,
and we may thus put them off our
track. Tack at once, Master Raiph, 1

The lad nodded in agreement,
swung the helm bard over. Taking
vantage of what little wind remained,
they Dbeat back the way they had
come, graduaily edging nearer the land
without seeing further sign of the
enemy. It was a cunning ruse, and it
had apparently met with the success it

rved.
ome hour and a half Jater the Sealark
nosed her way into a large fog-hound
port, and meored alongside a jetly,
Ralph laughing triumphantly as he
glanced at his cempanions.

“This will suit ns well,” he said, “for
liere we shall be able to get all we re-
quire, and 0 be in a position to meet
our friend the enemy on a more equal
footing. We shall hasten matters with-
out delay as soon as this fog clears.”

“And the Sea Hawk, young master?”
asked Will. “Dost think he will wait
for us again, or—"

“Nay!” Ralph cut in, without hesita-
tion. *1le cannot know whither we went
after eluding him, so "twould be useless
for him to delay in hope of tracking us
down, when, for all he guesses, we might
have hastened ahead on our quest. He
will scare risk allowing us to gain the
geal before him, when he also knows the
position of Amos Crake’s island.”
Samson nodded his big head.

“You are doubtless right, Master
Ralph,” he agreed. “Of a surety he will
not tarry yonder under the cireum-
stances.  Moreover, out there he can
his cards with greater safety than

The lad’s eyes were grave as he realiced

GOLD!”

progress to-

The Sealark made steady
), week &

wards her inysterions goul,
cceding  week without any unto
eveut disturbing the almost monoto
peace of the voyage ¢ood winds w
cncountered most of the y, 1

once she Jay becalm
hours—a bhappening wi:
no little impatience, y <
neither he nor any other
could have had control.

He was impatient, becaiuse he well
knew the substantial jead  Rlack
Howard must have secured, provided he
had wasted no time =earching further for
the Scalark, and this indeed seemed
more than probable, for no sign of the
rival vessel had been obtained since
leaving port, although it was natural
that the two ships must be following
practically the same course.

But the'mysterious black schooner had
fade:d like a wraith into the fog ti
eventful morning, and nothing more had
becn seen of her.  Plainly, therefore,
Ralph’s shrewd prophecy had proved t
be nothing but the simple truth. T
pirate, knowing the position of Crake's
island, had hastened abead to wait for
his rival, where foul work could be in-
dulged in with greater safety.

Something more than {wo-thirds of the
estimated distance had_heen covered
when the Sealark ran into the outer
fringe of a heavy gale which was steadily
moving westward. A few hours carlier,
and she would have received the full
brunt of it, for hereabouts the voyagers
encountered a couple of great Spanish
merchantmen, sadly battered and
hacked, with their canvas in shreds.

They had passed through the thi
of the storm, and less stout aft
would surely have succumbed, for all
the evidence pointed to a tempest of un-
usual severity. even for those latitudes.

But its strength was spent when the
sehooner arrived, and presently the sun
shone out again with renewed spie
bathing the sea in a fiood of golden light
from an azure sky—a
sail save their own a
diminishing specks of the
chantment ay on the fs

hunian being

horizon.

It must bave been cloze upon ten days
Jater when Will Samson, perched on the
foremost crosstrees, suddenly uttered an
exultant shout that caused Ralph and
Harry Drake to hastily join him.

“Land, young master!” the big fellow
eried. I see land youder—an island, I'll
vow, which may be the one we seek!

The sun was fast drepping into the
west, yet, though the light was not <o
strong as earlier in the §y, the air was
y c¢lear, which gave excellent

1 .

Iph, clinging to the mast with one
hgml, shaded his eyes from the ruddy
giare with the other, and peered long
and steadfastly in the direction Will had
indicated, seeing the outlines of a fairly
large island, surmounted by a single low
hiil which seemed to rise from the centre.
_“Ay!” he muttered, his voice tremh-
ling. “I bave no doeubt that yonder is
the place shown on our half of the chart.
The position seewms correct, and the de-
scription also. Bube— unds! - Look
there, my lads—there, to the left!”

He broke off. pointing with a quivering
finger. A little beyond the island, and
soniewhat to one side of it, something
elee was also visible—a black dot that
moved slowly towards the same goal.
growing gradualiy Jarger each passing
segond—a black ship that halted In hLer
course even as they watched.

“The Sea Hawk, of a surety!” Ralph

said heoarsely. “What craft, other than
his or ours, could be bound for thit
istand, Captain Blink’s notes &
1 . visited? And why docs
he pause—eh, friend Will?”
,, Jumson shook his head hopelessly, and
it was Harry Drake, perched some little
distance below his companions, who sup-
plied the possible solution.

“I'll wager he is anchoring evernight,”
Drake suggested. “Our balf ehart showe
hut one opeming through the reef whi i
will take a fuir-sized ship, but his half
may not show any at ail. He will tarry
till sanvize, lest he pile his eraft upon

) . indeed, seeied a likely explana-
tien. The portion of the map in Ralph's
possession  apparentiy illustrated more
than two-thisds of tie island, the place
wiere it was torn showing distinet m-
clination towards a narrowing of the
dimensions, which suggested that ve
little of the island proper was marked
the paper Black Howard held.

:t, bnt for hiz pertion contai
potes of the location and eourse by whiel
the place was reached, hig piece would
have be quite useless to him. And
the notes which the dying
d rewritten for the bene-
2 suceessar, 5o that Ralph
hud atl the required information to guide
bitin, including the ezact position of

rd. whilst the Sea Hawk bad
evonghi to take him direct to t
but no farther on his quest.
fre particwiars, however, wets
mite cuflicient for Howard, since they
guided him to the locality where his own
evil cunnisg could he relied upon to leai:
no form of vile strategy uutried in order

id Harry!? Raiph
tle  eomsideratiosn.
down, and ‘twill be

osc {o yonder place,
arrying till morning. Doubtless,
o, e believes hi If to be first in ihe

lield e =1 such a substantizt
lea b wihy as lLe not arrived
earlier? He should have done so——"

“‘The storm Samson put in. “He
must have euncountered the worst of it,
ce he was wel! ahead of us, and was
likely hiown some miles out of his course.
But ‘twere wiser to iieave to curselves,
also, dost not thi £0, young master?
Yonder craft is p {0 us, because slie
is of bigger buiid d against the sun,
and so tar 'tis se e likely that we have
been seen; hut,

outed an eorder to
the Sealark drew i
Will's wi

and

B
those below,
agaiust the gentle breeze.

were wisdem iteceif. and there was lit
use pro ng a fight, for such a happen-
ing ¢ not iy give them uuy

advantage.

In the open the Hawk’s capnon would
surely heat down any resistance, 7l
could offer, for not ouly were the pirate’s
preces heavier and more numerous, but
they possessed a wmuch longer range. 16
would merely be u ¢ase of raking t
Skylark fore and aft without giwy
her a chance of retaliation, whereas
Howard could choose his own time to
come to close quarters when his foe
was battered bLeyond hope of offering
much resistance.

Samson’s words also seemed to give
Ralph some confidence of yet outwitting
his enemy and reaching the goal first.
So far, there was no doubt that those
aboard the black schooner bad failed to
notice their approach, for otherwise
‘twas searceiy likely that her commander
would have hesitated to engage them.
Instead of that, she remained as she was,
anchored just to the left of the island,
whilst the sun disappeared bemeath tle
horizon’s rim and darkness felt upen the
ocean with the rapidity customary in
those tropical regions.

'Twas then that Ralph commenced to
perfect a plan which had already half
formed in his mind, a plan that had first
ed to liim when the black schooner
1 his range of vision and hove to.

“Hearken, comrades!” he said. “XNo
doubt, as you suggested, Harry, yonder
varlets intend to put off landing on the
icland until daylight; therefore, what is
to hinder us from ecreeping in during
darkness, and so stealiug a march wpen
them?”

(lead how Ralph put his daring plan
into execution in the second Ralf of this
nagnificent story which will appear nect
Monduy. Qrder your BOYS FRIEND to-day.)

The Greatest Story of the Spanish Main ever written!
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A SPLENDID SEQUEL TO ‘“ THE WRONC SIDE OF THE LAW!*” apy good 'The sherifi’ll accuse #hem of | think he’s all he says he is. He's as
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The tst Chapter.
A New ‘‘Pard.”

The littlc house st the south end of
tlie main  street at Bitter Springs
Wyoming. was dark, as was every house
i that little Wild Western cow-town,
for the hour was very late, when all
honest men were supposed to be abed.

Two ounted figures, keeping their
horses to the grass that verged the roud,
went quietly up to this, the last house
in the straggiing street; and when they
had reached it, one of them dismounted

and handed the reins aver to his com-

panion, who tock both Lorses around to
the back of the building.

give
¥

“rn the signal if there’s any

k,”> whispered the man who

arge of the cther's horse.

a bit foolish to venture 1ight
t

i here, but——  Well,
“It

three weeks saw ¥
sinee I ame an outlaw,” mut-

edge—< and I can't
Besides, I've got

ank Liver:
any longe:

~tand it
something to give her.!?

‘lvh» ‘l(.)oLcd up at an upper window.
This house had been his home for ten
years—ever cince he had becn a mere

vhild, 1o fact.

He knew everything about
ihe place.
Ik i

He knew, for example, that
e was looking at was never
the reason being that the catch
1 been broken for some years and had
red. Often e¢nough. when

had sneaked out at night, he had got
bick lLianie uns through that same
window, which s the window of the
} ¢ bed-rooms that bad been his own.
he knew how to get up there,
iliere was nothing in the way
or trelliswork to assist him. He
had himsclf, a long time ago, driven a
serics of short, strong nails into the
of the house—nails just pro-
i him toe-hold.

, a proscribed outlaw, aceunsed of
rder of the man who had really
John Liversedge, his father, Frank
was giad of this way into the house. I'o
tie could not have approached the j
in brcad daylight. The she
iung out not a stone's-throw from this
and the sherift wanted him badly,
Nor conld he go up to the door and
: for that would mean probably
2 others hLesides his mother and
sister who were asleep there. No, he
had to do this—his first visit since his
vitiawry—by stealth.
“1 won't stay long: vou're in as much
r as I am, Slim,” said Frank. “It
Ce of you to come all this way

r said Slim Danvere

“Now, slin up!?
a monkey, Frank Liversedge
elimbed up the smooth board wall of the
Yivuse. gripping the projecting nails with
fingers and toes, and at length grasped
the ¢ill of his bed-rcom window. They
had not repaired the catch since Lie had
fied from here three weeks ago. He
shoved the window up, and worked his
way ioside.

He had an electric-torch with him. He
cast the beams of this about the little,
sparsely-furnished  room. Perhaps he
stayed a moment or two longer than
iecessary to linger over these old associa-
tions, Then he pulled himself together,
went, through on to the little landing,
wud koccked at the mext door to his
own,

“Who——_Is that
asked a girlish veice,

And Trank thought he detceted alarm
in it

you, mother?”

Frank{* 1
“Pon't

e as loudly as he
d ! It's all
imost disobeyed
ng, and her voice arose several
“On, Frank, you've co hack
¢ bub T Laven't much time,” said
Frank Liversedge, trying the handle of
the door. “I just wanted to see you
and mother for a moment, to tcll you
1 didu't do that killing they accuse

pen.  The girl stood
in a dressing-gown, holding a
candle in one hand—a hand that
100K . And she gazed rTound-eyed at
hier brother for a second, then laid the
candle dewn, and threw hersclf into his

S|

olow AY =2
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By GORDON WALLACE.

Another grand story of Arizona

Jim, and Frank Liversedge and
Slim Danvers, the two young
outlaws !
—_——
Be climbed on to the window-sill,
sobbing | pulled himself wupright, then sprang
outwards.
“We've missed you! We haven't The man below yelled in some alarm

known what to do without you!’ she
cried. “Oh, I must tell mother!”
‘“How 1s she?”” asked Frank, with a
gulp. He put his hands into his packets
and drcw therefrom two little canvas
bage, which he laid down by the candle-
stick. ‘ Before you call her, listen to
what I say sis. There's gold in those
bags. We—my pard and I—found dad’s
ing mine. Don't tell everybody, of
course, that I fetched this in for you.
But get Arizona Jim Carton to take it
and get it changed into momey. There
ought to be five hundred dollars’ worth
here, and that'll puv you on till my next

visit, The mine’s a rich one.”

_“(])h, so you were lucky!” the girl
cried.

“Oh, awfuliy!”? t Frank bitterly.

¥ sc-called honest

an out A
it to shoot me at sight

man hus the ‘ny

it I dun't surrender to him! The same
with my p . Shim.  But—  Say, 1
den’t like ths burnin
Speediiy out the flickering
candle

huntad  wolf,” he

to think of these

» 2 man in the last
1e said. ¢ But what,
Haven't you any
your innocence?

g to do?
proviug

helping me all he ean,”
“He's the whitest man!
work against Fate. 'The
man who it Bull Kamloo dad's old
partner, is dead himself now. No; the
only thing T can hope to do is to scrape
enough cash together out of that mine
o fix us all up for life, then try to beat
vorth to Canada, where we mig]ht;
Ah!

it up N
be iet alone by the American law.
What's that 7

Softly to his ears came a sound—the
low, drawn-out howl of a prairie wolf. At
onice Frank Liversedge tensed himself till

hody ibrated.

¢slim's cignal! There's danger!’” he
“They must have scen the

nght,

He crept to the window and looked
down. Now he could see but one horse
below, and that was Crusty, his faithful
mare. And she was looking up, it seemed
to him, at that same window, as though
asking her master to come down while
was time.
m's dodge
on Frank.

And that was acecording to arrange-
ment. It had been decided that, should
one of these two get captured, the other
should make all efiorts to keep free. with
a view of rescuing his partner, if pos-
sible. By such arrangements only can
outlaws in the Wild West live.

There suddenly came a loud hammering
at the front door. 1t was repeated.
Frank let ont a bitter exclamation.

49 that's the sheriti and his men!
3 w I came in!” he said.
‘ot his epies watching this place, I
cuppcse, knowing I'm just human, and
that my miother and sister live here!"

The banging at the door was repeated.

«What shall I do?” asked his sister,
clinging to his arm.

“Let 'em in at once!” said Frank
quickly. “M i have the sherift
against you two. Let ’em in! I'll be all
right. Go! Do as I say!”

“But you?" cried the girl.

“Do as T say,” Frank

hiarshly, ‘“at once!??
s he spoke le =oftly opencd the
window. ‘There was no time to return
to his own room and climb down the
wall by the aid of the nails.

Yie looked down. A man
wround the cormer of the lhouse.
heard the man mutter something on
Leliolding Crasty, who stood m
immediately beneath Frank.
head was seized by this deputy, as
knew the man w

“Ggt his horse, anyhow, Bob!” said
the man.

There

d, after signalling,” went

whispered

as more hammering at the front
door. Frank locked down thoughtfully
for a moment, por did the man below
appear to see him.

¢ Just one chanee!* said Frank.

48 he saw the hurtling figure descending
upon him. He let his hold on Crusty
go. The mare gave a shrill whinny and
simultaneously Frank Liversedge dropped
plumb and true across her back.

At once Crusty sprang” into motion.
Frank leaned forward, grabbed up the
reing, touched the gallant mare with the

HollowaY

harbouring me, or something *%a that.
Ought "to have taken Arizona svice
and arranged a meeting-piace somewhere
midway between Bitter Springs and our
camp. And—- Hallo!”

They were riding now up a little

canyon, with steeply sloping hills at
either side of them. Frank’'s exclama-
tion was caused by the sudden sight of
a2 mounted figure almost dead in iront
of them.
_Instinctively Frank aod Slim reached
for their guns But before they could
get them out, the silence of the night
was split, the darkness lit up, by the
report and flash of a gun. Crusty started
quickly and snorted.

“Halt, there!” came in a somewhat
strident voice. “An’ put them hands
right up!”

“Not this time, friend!” said Frank,
and, teuching Crusty with the spur, rode
recklessly at the map, drawing rein the
moment he was within three feet of
him. And he presented his own gun
right at the stranger's head.

“Hands up! And drop your
behind you!” bharked Frank.

At the same moment Slim Danvers
also ecovered this stranger, who looked
from one to the other, probably saw the
expression in the cutlaws’ faces, and
complied with a speed that, considerinyg
he had wmade the first move, was some-
what ludicrous.

“Who're you—a hold-up man?’ asked
Frank, staring into the face of the
stranger, who was, he found, tall, lanky
with tong black hair; cadaverous featur
angd glowing eyes. He was dressed almos
to the point of exoaggeration as a cow-
boy, and he bestrode a good horse.

“ Hold-up man—me?"” said the stranger.
“Gee! I'm worse’'n that! I'm ‘Bad’

gun

Phil Hicks, and I'm a lone wolf of the
prairie!
knees!

)

I’m hard to curry below the
It’s my night to howl! Ow—
™

s feller’s sure plumb crazy!" said
Frank Liverscdge, grinning in spite of

FRANK TO THE RESCUE!

ways, and landed in the buggy alongside the unconscicus Governor !

Frank Liversedge stood up in
his stirrups, hurled himself side-

spur, and, cven as the deputy whipped
out a revolver, dashed right over him
and out into the street.

Northwards he galloped, not caring now
about keeping the mare's footfalls silent.
Crusty’s hoofs fairly thundered over the
hard-packed road. Sparks flew from ler
shoes in the darkness as she struck some
ne in the road-surface.

Yet above the drumming of Crusty's
hoofs Frank could hear to the leit that
long-drawn wolf-call. His partner was
telling him where to ride in order that
‘they might meet again. He twitclied
his horse’s near-side rein, dashed up be-
tween two stores, found himself in open
country, and then rode straight for a
shadowy, mounted figure to be seen in
the light cast by the thin slice of moon.

“Dodged 'em!” panted Frank, as he
dashed up to his comrade in outlawry.
“Now let’s go before they can get their
horses out! It wus Sherifi Wynott at
the door!”

st

ide they rode at top gait for
a good two miles hefore they drew rcin
to breathe their gallant hLorses Crusty
wonderful

Dauvers'

hack 1"

Slim

aund Dodger,

said

‘'way

riders

C
a fnake every time a chap wants to sez
his old mother!”

“I’'ve had years of it,” said Slim
Dauvers sympathetically. “1 kpow what
it is. And how were they?”

“Only saw sis. But 1 left the gold,”
said Frank. “1'Il have to arrange sowme
other way of seeing ‘em mnext time.
Afraid te-night won't have done them

himself. For to have a man <laiming all
the toughneszs mentioned, and yct to be
sitting there on his horse with hands
upheld in token of surrender was dis-
tinctly amusing to the young outlaw.
“Or maybe he's play-acting. Working
for Sheriff Wynoti-—"

“What—me work for a sheriff?” howled
Bad Phil Hicks. “Me—when I'm just
about the baddest man there is? Say,
T ain't on the in’-list o’ i
I'm just plumb bad, and I was holdin’
you up jest to prove that!”

“I've heard about Bad
chuckled Slim  Danvers. )
that foothall-playing <rowd getting on?
You were a player for them, weren't
youz:”

Shore!” said Phil Hic “T useter
play Kickball for a er went mad
over the game, when a couple o’ tender-
feet arrove und upset the gentle tenour
of our ways on the Lazy Q, down south.
But, believe me, after playin’ with ’em
for some time, 1 found I was gettin’
plumb respectable, and I broke loose.
I'm real bad, ye sece. I wanter be bad,

the baddest man ever. And yer can’t he
bad when ‘reg playin’ kickball every
minute o' yer spure time. 80 1 hroke

loose, and weut on the bad-en trail
Warn’t goin’ to rob youse iellers, really.
But I just wanted to exercise my bad-
ness, Say, from what ye said, yo ain’t
much friends of the sheriff in this
locality. Air ye bad, too?”

Frauk and Slim were laughing heartily
now. There was something comically
serious about thec manner of Bad Phil
Hicks. He did seem to want to be a
real “bad > man.

“It’s a crank he's got,” said Slim, “to

harmless as Mary’s little lamb, but—

“Gee! That’s an imsuit!” said Bad
Phil Hicks. “Bay, if you’re bad mcp.
I'd like to mix in with ye. Maybe ye
could set me on to seme real eepsational
hold-up work, or suthin'.”

“Let’s take this curiosity with us, and
have him stuffed!” roared Fiauk Liver-
sedge.

But Slim Danvers ghook his head at
that. He was older and moic cxperienccd
than hig youthful partper.

“We don't really know him,”” he said.
“I’ve heard about him, aud al!l about
that team of cowboy foothallers that
made sueh a senzation down Cheyenne
way last fall. And this man Ricks
helped another outlaw, Narry Dewbirst,
to put himself right—but, still, we ear’t
be trusting strangers.”

They had stayed talking there perbaps
far longer than they had any knowledge
of. It was not until, coming from higher
up the little canyon in which they were,
they heard the thumder of horses’ heofs,
that they remembered the shenft ef
Bitter Springs was on their trark. When
they heard that sound, they tensed nto
watehfulness, And licks ceemed to
guess from their manuer tiat these two
were very much averse to meeting any-
body.

“Can that be Wynott and his posse
that’s cut us oft?” ashed Sibn Danve
As he spoke three Lorsemen came thun
dering down the gorge, riding abreast.
And the pale moonlight glittered of the
silver stars that the men carried on their
breasts.

Frank turned Crusty’a head, deter-
mined to make a run for i,  Binn
Danvers clucked his tongue in disgust.
1t was Bad Phil Bicks who moved first.

‘That “bad ” man gave arother af the
howls that his one-time fcllow eowboy-
footballers had known s0 wel), &and
jabbed his spurs into bis horse’s Pamke.
He did not ride away from the oneomin
sheriff, but right at him and his deputy
And the other two, amazed at his hor:
manship, sat in their saddles and
watched what followed, which might
have been some stunt taken out of the
programue of some eircus.

The sheriff and his men bhalted &s they
saw this wild, yelling figure dashing at
them. Hicks appeared not to c¢are thab
they were armed men, and working for
the rough law of that State.

All three were quite elose tegeiher.
Hicks drove his horse in hetween two of
them, hands outstretehed.

“Say—" hegan one of the law-men.

The mext moment Hicks had prev
just what sort of a horscman ke was.
For, yelling like a mad Indien, he
hooked an arm about the waist of each
of the two men, then dushed on, thie two
men kicking and squirming agamnst hom.

The third man's horse reared in
fright at «li this. Then the brute camo
down on it e, with its rider pinped
heneath. The horses of the twe me
Hicks w;xs holding shrilled and rearcd
Yy
5

17 eried Frank, “What—"

“Come on, man. Let's ride throngh!™
velled Slim Danvers. And he tough!
up Dodger with the spur. Frank and be
rode abreast. ‘Che two ho that were
riderless now saw them ehwing, tarncd
tail, and began to gallop ahead, up the
canyon.

Frank and Slim saw two sbouting, dis-
mounted figures standing in their way.
They rode straight at them. 'Fhe wien
dodged; but one of them—a deputy,
Frapk thought—fired a wild shobs L
moment later, with the cherifiy’ horses
galloping ahead, they bezd left the di
mounted law-men weil behind.

Madly they rode up the canyon.
the sheriff’s horses kepb well abead
the time. When they had gome a wmile,
had climbed up on to higher country,
they came upon the mounted ficure of
Bad Phil Hicks, who scemed to be wait-
ing for them.

“Think I'm bad enough to mix in with
you, partners?’”’ howled Hicks. anesy
I put the hali-bitch on that sherifi’s
gang for ye. Gee! I shore emjoy bein®
Pad.”

Aned

said  Slim
“He'll be a

“Yes, let him ecome!”
Danvers, laughing softly.
gocd pal!” :

Side by side, the two gennine outlaws
and the man who so badly wanted to he
one rode, getting deeper into the hills ap
every mile they went. Nor were they
followed. For the sheriif and his posce
had no horses to follow with now.

But as he rode swiftly along, Frank,
Liversedge could not Llink the fach
incidents such as had taken plac
night were not going to help him to win
back his good name. lndeed, they were
helping to convince niore fortunate folns
that he was indeed a very desperate|
young young outlaw. e loped nohody
had got hurt in that thrilling stunt of
Bad Phil Hicks. Because he would
get the blame for it, he knew, and no¥
Hicks, if rny deputy lost life or Hmb.

The 2nd Chapter.
A Chance for the Outlawe.

“T wanter say,” quoth Phil Hicks, paus-
ing in his lak “as how it pays to
he real bad. Now, lock at me! Played
kickball for a scason, and was good.:
What result? Nix. Tarn bad again,
and this is the result. I finds some pards
as puts me on to a line sich I mever
dreamt would be my luck., So here's to
badness!”

He looked down with
the little bag of gold-d
thaut he had pawmned fro the elaimy
allotted to him by Frank ersedge and!
Slim Danvers. For that “mine ” that had
been Frank’s father's was snfficient to seti
up many more wmen than the three who
were now working claims upon it. In-
deed, were it not that these ontlaws aico

(Continued ouerleat)
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used this scquestered spot as a safe
hiding-place as well as a gold-digging
location, they might have been less
selfish, and might have told other men
of their good fortune.. For they were
getting as much out as men can reason-
ably expect to get out of a creek by
hand. )

“Just hope, for your own sake,” said
Frank, with a laugh, “that you weren't
seen when vou did that movie stunt on
the sheriff and his deputies. Decause
vou might get sick of being bad some
day, and want to go back to respect-
abil Jid

“ Hallo, hallo!” cried Slim Danvers sud-
denly, and stepped. from the edge of the
little crcek where they were working to
the tent in which he and Frank slept.
Yrom there he fetched a rifle.

Franic, also on his guard, followed with
his eyes the course of the stream until
it entered, as it seemed, the hill that
formed one of the walls of this deep basin
in the mountains where they had located.
For this stream ran right through a hill,
and joined a bigger stream at the other
side.. There was a tunnel, a man's height
and more, that the waters had, in the
centuries, hewn through the rock and
earth. This tunnel was their only means
of exit from and entrance to this place
where they lived and toiled. Nor was
it_known to others, save onme.

For from this tunnel had come the
mufllcd whinney of a horse, and, hearing
it, the two outlaws were at once on their
guard, It might be that somebody had
accidentally hit upon the tunnel.

“Coin’ to be any trouble?” asked Bad
Piil Hicks, Ingging two immense guas
from holsters that dangled on his hips.

“Hope not,” said Slim Danvers, cocking
his rifle, and gluing his eve on the mouth
of the tunnel, only a hundred yards away.
“Bub if it's the sheriff—"

He did not finish,
gripped the rifie told tlie others that he,
way, had no intention of being taken
aliy For there wus a heavy pricc on
Slim's head. He was wanted even ore
badly by the authorities than was Frank
Liversedge, vet was as innocent of any
real crime as any new-born babe. He,
also, had been the plaything of Fate;
he also was bearing a burden that had
been put uponm his shoulders by a man
uow dead. Yet he knew he would stand
an eacthly chance were he to be
captured and hauled before judge and
jury.

As all three watched they saw the
white-blazed head of a horse appear from
the tunnel's mouth. And sight of that
seemed - to excite Bad Phil Hicks, who
gave a weird yeli, blazed off a couple
of rounds into the air, then began to
speed towards the tunnel, Whooping and
velling fearsomely. he dashed straight for
the horse and for the man who emerged
from the tunnel fmmediately after.

Both man and horse stopped at the
weird sight of the luuky cow-puncher.

“Come back, vou gink!” shouted Frank

Liversedge, the moment he saw who
this visitor was. “Come back—he's a
friend!”

Put Bad Phil Hicks wasted some more
ammunition in the air, and, reaching
the newcomer, hegan to dance about him,
shouting out all his bad gualitics. And
the visitor stared at him coolly, ram-
minz a monocle into his left eye. strok-
inz a neatly-clipped moustache the while.

“It's Arizona Jim!” shouted Frank,
and ran to the eide of hLis Indian agent
friend. “Shut up, you great owl!” he
roarcd at Phil, who ceased his dancing
and gunplay, and looked a bit disap-
pointed.

“I'm hard-boiled, and my shell won't
crack, though,” Bad Phil Hicks insisted
“I'm a lone wolf: )

“seems to me a foolish house is the
you, sonny,” said Arizona Jim
“Aud what are you doing
around these parts, Hicks? Still trying
1o be as bad az ever? How's football?”

“@Gosh!” said Hicks, pouching his
guns, “I don't seem to git no fair
chance to be bad. An’ ‘how air ye,
Arizona? Heard my pards here—wlo're
nob really bad—talkin’ a lot about ye.
Come right in. ’Light an’ eat.”

Arizona led his horse by the bridle
until he had reached the tent where these

outlaw-miners dwelt. His Lighly-polished
boots were wet by reason of his long

walk through the tunnel. But even then
they looked the smartest pair of riding-
bocts in the country, as perhaps they
were. And his beautifully-cut breeches,
his red siik shirt, his short, black-velvet
jacket—they looked as spick and span as
ever, Compared with the rough fellows
who were dwelling here, he looked very
dapper; for Frank and Slim were shabby
to a degree, Frank particularly, looking
as though he could have done with his
mother's or sister’s attention, so far as
shirt and breeches were concerned.
“How's my mother, Arizona?” was the
first question the younger outlaw had to

but the way hc‘

(Continued from
previous page.)

ask of his handsome and certaialy broad-
minded friend. .

“As well as can be expected, lad,”
said Arizona Jim gravely. Hicks moved
away at that paint; he was not tco bad

to know when his boisterous presence.

would be superfluous. “I've tried to get
her and your sister to go home to Eng-
land, with the mouney realised on the first
of the gold you let them have. Bub they
won't. They say they staying on out
here until they know what's going to
happen to you.”

“Suppose my visit to Bitter Springs
didn’t Jdo them much good?” asked Frank.
“Dido't think the house would bs
watched—and I did want to see them
again.”

“It'll be watched even more closely,”
said Arizona Jim. “But don't you think
the sheriff will persecute your folks over
that night’s affair. He's square, if a
grim man-chaser, is Dob Wynott. And
if he weren’t white, he wouldn't do much
persecuting of women while I was about
the place.” And a steely light came into
the Indian agent’s clear blue eye:

“You're a good pal,.Arizons
Frank huskily. “But [ want to know,
when's all this going to end? I'm sick
of it!”

had somefhing seridus to say. And vet,
as he said it, there was something almost
tantalisingly off-hand and mysterious
dbout him; and there was a twiukle
behind his monocle,

"1 suppose,” he said casually, “that
you know you aren’t the only outlaws
about these parts just now? ‘King
Charlie’s gang is working in the county
right now.”

“King Charlie!” Slim Danvers ex-
claimed quickly. “Around herc? Last 1
ever heard of them was in Montana, last
year.”

“They're as tough a gang of rustlers
as even you, Hicks, could want to imi-
tate. And they're working in Wyoming.
All the sheriffs would give their ears to
get them over their gun-sights. Well,
if you like, I can give you a chance to
meet them, indeed, to frustrate them,
and, perhaps, bring yourself favourably
to the notice of people who really matter
in this State's administration.”

“Meaning?” asked Slim Danvers.

“I won't tell you too much,” said
Arizona Jim. “But to-morrow night, at
eleven o'clock exactly, I want you to
meet me near the bridge that crosses
Bitter Creek, twelve miles due south of
Bitter Springs. Is that-agrecable?”

“To-morrow night, at eleven,” Slim
Danvers repeated. “I guess we can do
that.”

“Goin’ to give us a chance to be rale
r'arin’ bad?” asked Phil Hicks eagerly.
“(Goin' to let me prove how hard-beiled

am?"”

Arizona Jim turned a shoulder good-
humouredly upon him, and addressed
Frank Liversedge.

“One thing I insist on, though, hefore
I let you take a hand in a game that's

are you going to trust me to put you on
to the right thing, or are you going to
spoil everything by asking questions, and
by butting into things before the time is

ripe?”

“Guess I'm willing to do everything
you say, Arizona,” said Slim Danvers
quietly. “You're our pal.”

“I am, too, of course,”” said Frank
Liversedge. “Naturally, I am a bit
curious. Yes, we'll meet you where you

say, twelve mi
ou Bitter C
crosses.”

“Am I in this?” asked Bad Phil eageriy.

“QOh, yes, so long as you agree to do as
the others do,” laughed Arizona Jim.
“Mind you, I'm not promising anything
definitely, but you might get a chance
to, well, to make certain people think
you're not so bad as you're painted.”

“Guess I'd better be out of it, then,”
grumbled Bad Phil Hicks. “Because my
trouble is folks won't think I'm half
bad enough. And 1 shore am a woll.
Hear me howl!”

south of the home town,
X, where the bridge

The 3rd Chapter.
Frank Lends a Hand.

“What do you suppose Arizona’s got
up his sleeve?” Frank Liversedge asked,
as he, Slim Danvers, and Bad Phil Hicks
rode along side by side through the
mountain passes, their horses” heads
turned to a spot well south of Bitter
Springs.

“Don't know,” said Slim. “And, from
what” we both know of Arizona, it isn't
much good trying to work it out. Ari-
zona Jim's al s got some fresh hrain
wave. Bet you it's something real good,
and helpful, t0o.”

Hoileod ~
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THE ANTICS OF PHIL HICKS!

As Bad Phil Hicks

drove his horse in between the
law-men, he hooked an arm aboutvthe waist of each then
dashed on, the two men kicking and squirming against him.

two

Arizona Jim pattzd him on the shoulde
kindly. He did not remind Frank th
his own hot temper was half the reazon
for the troubles that were the lad’s no
He did not remind Frank that, but for
wild words uttered in
never need have been any su
on Frank that he had shot, in the night,
that thief and wo! Buil Kamloops,
who had been Fraunk's dead fatl
treacherous partner.

“I'm doing my best for you, boy,

said
the Indian agent, “and for Slim Danvers,

too. But the no evidence in your

favour—only circumstantial evidence

against you. And the laws out here are

so crude, so-called justice is so swift. that

you are fer to bLe here, e g

outlaw, than to give yourse
is

-—I've got one from ler here now

He took a letter from his inside breast-
pocket, and handed it to the lad.

It was the first message he had re-
ceived from his invalid mother since his
outlawry; and he was but a lad. He was
certainly to be excused if he feit his
eyes prickling; and Arizona Jim, being
onc of Nature's gentlemen, moved off,
engaged Slim Danvers and Bad Phil in
close conversation, the while Frank read
and re-read the words lis mother had
written.

Not for half an hour did Frank rejoin
his three friends And then there was a
rather proud tos: of the head that he had
not shown before.

“So long as those folks don't believe
I'm all they Bitter Springs,” he
said, “I think I cuu stick this.”

¥ question is, bo, said Arizona
Jim, “how far would you go to get back
into the law’s favour again?”

“No limit,” said Slim Danvers promptly.

“See, guess I'd give a bit to git up
agin the law,” said Bad Pkil; but he was

going to be played to-morrow,” he s
“is that you obey my orders implicitly.
and my order is, don’t move a step, no
matter what you sce, but just watch
everything, until I give you the word.
Now, is that a bargain?”

“But— ’s goiug to happen?” asked
Frauk Liversedge.

“And ask no questions,”

said Arizona

ARIZCNA

Jim.

s me to be bad—-"

cks bezan

*Oh, shut up, Phil!” said Frank half-
impatiently. “I wonder if to-night's
going to help put us the
world?”

“Might help you, boy,” said Slim Dan-

right with

vers gravely. “But I'm too deeply in
bad with the law e to he helped, 1'm
afraid. You are v kid, and cs

only one black mark up azainst you.”

It had been dark an hour, for summer
had by no means come to Wyoming. The
time was, perhaps, nine o'clock. Ancther

hour's easy riding would take them to
the spot where they had arrangat to
meeb  Arizona Jim at eleven o’clock.
And they had ridden in a leisurely
fashion for two or three hours already.

There was no moon in the sky yet, but
the starlight was so bright that these
three comrades could, as they rode, easily
see each other's faces; and they could
see . the gloomy hi that surrounded
them for a great dists 5

Everything was very silent, very
mysteri During all theis ride they
had met not a soul, for the mountains
of Wyoming are very lonely; the State
is very sparsely populated. Of all the
Lill States in America, Wyoming, per-
haps, is the easiest, hy its very forma-
tion, for outlaws to keep hidden;

@
=
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the
hardest for sheriffs and other law-men to
track them down.

“I shouldn’t like to think,” said Frank
Liversedge thoughtfully, “that to-night’s
work is only going to help me, Slim. I'd
hate to think you were playing the lone-
wolf game, even if I got a pardon—pardon
for something I’ve néver done!”

“You seem rather to think that’s what
you will get,” said Slim Danvers, with a
grim little laugh. ‘“Never occurred to
you that we might all get just cold lead
—or a rope! Ah!”

The others never heard anything, never
saw anything—but Slim Danvers, the
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silenced curtly. Arizona Jim evidently | Jim, with a jerky little laugh. “Now, | outlaw of experience, tensed suddenly and

clapped a hand to his gua. He looked
sharply to the right, into the deepest
shadow cast by the hills.

“Who're you?” he barked; and his gun
came to his hand at once.

“ Why—" Frank began; then realised
that there were men slinking in the
chadow. He also feit for his revolver.

“Guess we ain't wantin’ you,” said a
voice from the darkness.

“Guess I'm wanting to look at you,”
said Slim, and dragged out the electric
torch he carried in the pocket of .his
chaps.

He sent the powerfut beam of it straight
into the thickest of the darkness. And
at once, ghostily, four horsemea could
be seen, mounted on dark animals, them-
selves dressed in the darkest of clothes.

At once these four men dashed out and
rode up to the three friends. One of thém
~—a man with one eyc and a short
imperial—bent over and stared hard at
the face of Slim; and he also held
revolver in his hand.

“Oh, you'rs safe enough, I guess,” the
man growled. *“Seen you before, ain't
I1? But who're your friends?”

“Outlaws also,” said Slim Danvers
curtly. “But only beginping. Not so
experienced as you and me, King Charlie.”

The one-eyed man gave a grim chuckle.

“What's the lay?” hc asked of Slim.

And Frank Liversedge, remembering the
name, eyed this, a real outlaw and
rustler, with interest—uot a little. dis-
favour. For it was bad men such as
notcrious King Charlie who had caused
the laws of the State to be so harsh that
even first-offenders, like himself, pever
could hope for any sort of leniency if
captured.

A wild idea came to Frank. There
were four of these strangers, who were
¢hyiously members of King Charlie's gang.
Why not do something really reckless?
Why not start up a fight, and, if possible,
capture King Charlie, take him to Bitter
Springs, hand him over to the sheriff
there, and then throw himself on the
mercy of the law-men, trusting to thein
to repay him by forgiving him the killing
of Bull Kamloops—which he had néver
donc, anyway ?

He watched the one-eyed man closely
But King Charlie never took his finger
away from his trigger. And his men, too,

vere armed and ready for anything. No,
lie said, that wouldn't do. And, abyway,
hadn't Arizona Jim told him fo da
nothing till they met again?

be it's the

A capture of these
that

zona's arranging, and he's
ot plans of his own,” was the better
thonght that came to Frank., “Might
speil bis plan.”

“ Which w

men

are you going?” asked Slim
King Charlie. “Because,” hie
added pointedly, “we're going the other
way. We also have a job on to-night.”
King Charlie laughed coarsely.

_ “Guess Ives can’t always he stealinz
from wolves—when there’s lambs about,”
the blackzuard said. “Pass on, friends'* '

Slim, Frank, and Phil Hicks passed on.
King Charlie and his gang, whichever
way they went, did not follow the thres
friends.

“There’s a lovely gang up to some-
thing to-nicht, I'll' bet a doilar!” said
Slim.  “Gosh, when you come to thinl
that the world puts you and me in tha
same class as that mongrel! And to
think T can't do the decent thing and

.w)]vf.;-c that hound and all his accom:-
plices .
Which showed that Slim Danvers'

thoughts had been pretty much the same
as T k Li cdge's  As Tor Bad Phil
Hic aps he wasn't thinking about
anything. Anyway, he said nothiag.
Long before eleven o’clock they reached
the bridge over Bitter Creek, where they

were to meet Arizona Jim. And near
here was a convenient hollow, full or
shado in which they could run their

horses, dismount, and keep hidden even
from any chance passer-by who crossed
the bridge. Here they did dismount, and
sat down, their reias in their hands, to
await the coming of Arizona Jim. 1

The bridge near which they were was
built of timher—but it had not been built,
in the lifetime of any of these threa
friends.  Nor had its timberwork been
fed with paint at any time.
Live ize himself knew that certain, of
the timbers were getting rctten, that
there was agitation in the neighbouring
to to have a new ecreetion put up, but
ently not enongh cash or will on ghe
part of the authorities to effect this dis-
tinctiy much-needed improvement. But
mauy a rancher crossed that bridge in
Jaden wagon with trepidation, &nd
heaved sighs of relief when he had
negotiated the crossing in safety.

Yrank was idly studying this
which stood up against the skyline quite
diztinctly, when he and his friends alt
hieard the thrumming of horses’ feef on
thie road across the creck. At once
sa outcasts from Society clapped
hands over their horses’ muzzles; for
they knew how horses in the dark will
call to each other. And a few moments
lat:r, at the farther approach of the
br vehicle drawn by two start-
lingly-white horses could be seen. ¢
These lorses, after a grcat deal of
urging from their driver, were prevailed
upon to step on to the timber brida.
Tor a few paces their iron-shod ho:
rattled hollowly on the timbers. Tte
man driving them spoke coaxiugly' all
the time, who were down in:the
hollow, watehing, dould hear the peryous
suorts of the mettlesome whites; could
sec the horses edging together, as though
1 wanted to get as far away as pos-
sible from the bridge-rails. S

And half-way across the bridge tin
team stopped dead, and whingied.
Frank's mare tried to answer the cali,
but the young outlaw's fingers wera
presscd over her nostrils, and she dould
not get out anything louder than a littl~
snort.

“Giddap, you horses!” the watehers
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heard the driver of this buggy shout.
Angd then he steod up and began—un-
wisely, certainly—to uwse the whip.

“Hallo! Going to be some picnie right

rel” murmured Bad Phil  Hicks.
ti€e-hoshaphat !”
The horses, instead of going forward in
answer to the whipping they were get
iing, Begah to baek. At once there was
4 Joud erack, followed by a slight splash,
which told the watehers a great deal.
fhe taithoard of the buggy had rammed
sagainst a bridge-rail, had snapped the
rotten thing off like a pipe-stem, and
the picce of timber had dropped into the
“TeeH.

The driver of this buggy gave a shout,
and begap to belabour his horses fran’
iically. But they just stood still and
tnorted and shivered, the whil2 one eof
ithe back wheels of the buggy almost
hung oyver the edge of the hridge. With
torvefect braced, the white pair refused
to budge an inch.

“Parp these hired livery horses!” they
ficard the ‘driver shout. “Hi—giddap!”

For there was another crack, amother
picce of timber was broken away from
the bridge—and the back whee) of the
huggy eame an inch or two farther over
the edge of the’ bri

“Why dow’t he jump out 2 acked Slim
Danvers,

“Say !’ said Frank lmnnl«nvch “I'ye
#ot to give a band ber

“8it  tight ! hlsscd Slim Dapvers.
“What cap you do?”

“Do my best,’” said Frank. “Take my
horse ¥*? .

He handed Crusty over to Bad Phil
Icke, ang serambled uwp out of the
hwollow. He ran to the bridge approach

it top speed. He got on to the bridge,
um«d raced straight to wlere, gradually
but surely, those horses were backing
the buggy and its oceupant into the
Crechk,

There wasn’t much time to think what
io do, nor to do anything. But he wa:
Jdetermined to do something to help this
unknown man—who did not appear to
Le 4 very expert driver, anyway.

The white horses saw him coming, and
snorted.  Gpoe backed away from him.
‘Fherc was a jerk as the wiole of the
rear end of the bugey went off the edge.
For a moment the berses pawed at Lhr’
votten planking, straining to keep the
vehicele from dragging them down below.
And the driver eceased his belabourings
of the team, hung on to the dashbeard,
and yelled for hi:lp.

Frauk grabbed the bits «of both
horses.  The animals slipped back, for
ihcir shoes would mot grip timber that
slivercd off when they tried to grip it
with their feet.

“Got a gun?”’
of the driver.

“Shore, but I'm a
the answer.

asked Frank breathlessly

rotten chot

“Blaze away with it: aim into the
air!” yelled Frapk. “oh, hurry up,
man! Shoot!®

The horses were panicked beyond
weagure now. Frank hung on to their
hieads ficrcely. But fortunately this

man xvndcra(ood what Frank was trying
to do for him, obeyed Frank’s instruc-

tion, and pulied out his revolver. He
biazed six rapid ehots inte the air.
The sudden moisc bchind the hovsce

caused them both to start forward.

. ¥rank got a rather painful blow on the
knee from ome of the horses. But his
vlan had been successful. The start the
horses had given had served to pull the
huzgy well on to the plank roadway of
the bridge. Further, the beasts seemed
anxious now to get right off this danger-
#pot. Frank had to run at their heads
until they were on terra-firma again.

“Whoa I said the driver then.

But the harscs showed no desire to
Lialt, They raced on and op, their
driver hanging on to their niouths with
all his might. Just for an instant Frank

caught a glimpse of this man’s face.
He recognised it at once, angd started.
He¢ eyen began to run a!ter the buggy.
But he soon saw the futility of it, de-
sisted, and, Jaughing ruefully, walbrd
ba. % to bis comrades.

“You saved that gink from, any
pasty th, and hig norsga would
one, have been drowned,” said Slim.

“You conldn’t do mud)«hut you scemed
to do the right thing. Did he thaok
30u

“Didn't get a chance

e couldn’t hold

his horses,’”” said Frank. “Apd they’re
roning yet.’?
“See his face?”’ asked Slim Danvers.

'An}bo-]y yOu Enow??

*Know him well enough by sight,” said
Frank Liversedge, “It might bayc been
useful for all of ns if he'd had time to
speak to me and thank me. For that’s
the man who does all the purdomng and
reprieving, Slim.  That man’s Clayton
I'I: Bulll»»h Governor of Wyoming. My

bl

The 4th Chapter.
The Round Up'!

Arizona Jim listened intently when Slim
Danvers described to him Frank Liver-
sedge’s little adventure. He chuckled to
mmself, and patted Frank enconragingly
on the shoulder.

“1t shouldu't be the case,” said he;
“but in these Wild Western states, the
man who has a pull with the Governor
i often the man who gets mavy hepefits
Mind you, Bullfish is as square as apy
0! them, but—"

“Avyway, he dido’t
Frank.

see said
Still, 'd like to have had him
who helpr‘d him that time. In
normal times I'q want to keep my
mouth shut about good turns I do—but
these times aren’t normal, and 1 want
.»mi’t, for as much as I can get.”
“Quite 0,” said Arizona. “Well, hoye
are_you fiy for our little stunt to- night
“Fit for anything,” said Slim Banvers.
show us what

me,

“No qn»suon», ehy? Well,
m do.”

“Hope it's somethin’ right bad,” said
Phil Hicks, vy, did y'ever hear me
tell how Harry Dewhirst, who was
apother  innocent ontlaw, saved that
\111.‘ Governor, and got—*’

e on—ride!” Arizona interrupted.
\\e ve got a long way to go, und not too
meh time to do it in.”

He led the way, g
ross country in a wes on.
miles they went, and then they
me up to a road, or trail, just at the
moment when a buggy, drawn by a pair
of white horses, appeared. Just a glaunce
Arizopa gave this buggy, then crose
tlm trail :uxd continued his course.

“ Ball ’s buggy again,” said Arizona.
ot his horses under contro! once more.
This way, boysi”

He r.urm»d sharply to the left, and rede
in ihat direction for a mile, until they
cam¢ up with a large stretch of ¢
Tan: Here the going for horses
more difficnlt; but Arizona led the
for a few more minutes, Then he gave
the order fer all to dismount and tie
their horses t{o shrubs or stumps.

This  they did  without demur.
Everything done to the satisfaction of
the Indiap agent, he again took the lead,
ud, on foot, made his way through the
rub; but only for a hundred yards or
:o, when he signalled them to halt.

Frank Liversedge peeped through a
bush, and found they were again close
by a trail. He saw nothing clse but the
hard-beaten ribbon of earth. Ner did
he hear anything. But he suddenly felt
a hand grip his arm; felt a set of fingers
pressed over his lips.

“Men the other side of the traill”
whispered 8lim Danvers, the hare-eared
outlaw. “Begipning to get Arizona's
wheeze Dow.”

HICKS THE HEROQ!

As King Charlie dashed up close to the
buggy, Hicks fired and the outlaw threw
up his arms and dropped from his saddle !

Boys !

They all stood dead-cilent, taking care
not even to let their t"othmg brush
against twigs or leaves. Apd after a
while Frank himself heard a stir across
the trail; saw a man mounted on a dark
horse ride out from the scrub opposite.
He heard a muttering voice,

Then very faintly to Frank’s ears came
the sound of horses’ feet. The sound grew
louder; came later the rattling of a
bugey’s wheels in the darkness. 'The
man who had ridden out on to the trail
rode back in the bushes again.

“Mind!” whispered Arizcna Jnm, eluteh-
ipg the arms of Frank and Slim. “Not
a move till 1 give the signal!”

They heard & man’s veice in the die-
tance. He emed to be ecalling to
horses. They waited another half-minute,
and then into their view came a pair
of horses that tshowed up startlingly white
against the dark background of trees and
serub.

“Hold up, there!” came in harsh accents
from the darkpess: ana all at once four
horsemen stepped out on to the trail
directly in front of the white:horsed
buggy. “Hands up, boss!”

Frank Liversedge made a step forward
at once, his heart beating. He knew
what was in the wind at once. Clayton
B. Bullfish, the Goversor of the State of
Wyoming, was being held up by some
dishonest-seeming men. He had bis gun
out at once—then he remembered that
Arizopa’s hand was gnpping his arm
mosf. painfully.

“Not till 1 say the word, lad!”
Musperod Arizona Jim, “You juet watch
and wait,

The ouwrs, apparentiy, did not need
any further warning from the Indian
agent, for neither Slim Danvers nor Phil
Hicks' stirred from  where they =stood,
thexr eyes fixed on this scene.

)m\v were older than Frank;

e to keep cool in moments o1 excitc-
men

‘ixy,” said the voice of the min in

the buggy, “what do you waut? Knew
who T am?”
“Shore,” ecame the reply. “The very

man we're after!”

There came a sharp click in the dark-
ness, and Frank Liversedge knew that
Clayton B. Bullfish, had drawn his re-
volver—had ucudpulled the trigger; bhut
no report, followed. The Governor of the
State of Wyoming had omitted to reload
his revolver, which he had empticd on
the bridge at Frank’s request.

bitter exclamation eame from the
Governor’s lips. Then he threw up his
hands.

“Drive!” ordered one of these 1.0)41 up
men.  “And don't get tco i
We're aboard better hor=c< tha n thow
whites o’ yourn.”

“What do you
beard Bnllfish say.

You—and somethin’ ye ¢can do for us”
said the apparent leader of this gang of
four. "Vow. drive, aud hustle! Other-

want?’ the watchers

wise—"

A click sounded, and it seemed sugges-
tive enough to the Govermor; for he
picked up his reins agaip, and, with
one man in front of bim and three
behind, drove the buggy along the trail.

“But what are we going to doi” asked
Frapk., “Why didn’t yon give the word,
Arizona? I see your netion now, but-—-"

“Wait a minute,” said Anzona Jim.
“Take it from me, the old man’s life's
safe enough. He's worth more alive to
King Charlie than dead. Wait a minute.”

But Frank now was censumed with im-
paticnee to be in actien again. He saw
here another—even a bigger—chance to
be of service to this very influential man.

“Don’'t hurry—they’'re staying on that
trml for a bit,” said Arizona dryly.

“Didn’t you tell the sherifl about this?”
asked Frank.

“No—Wymott’'s got enough credit
already. Some outlaws, who don’t deserve
to be such, might benefit much more
i they effect a res&ue Now, boys, get
your horses—and, ks, you ‘If s00n have
a chance to be as bad as Jou evey wanted
to be, e\ en in your woret moment! Shall
we go

They regain their horses. they untied
them, and mounted. Apd once more
Arizona Jim took the lead. Nor did he
force the pace, but at a gentle canter
they went over the trail along which
Bullfish’s buggy, under the escort of
King Charlie’s gang, had goue.

Whenever Frank, burning with cager-
ness to be doing something, tried to
force the pace, the debonair Indian
agent calmed hin—indulgently adwsed
him to bide bis time. Oceasionally,
allay the impatience of Frank to ‘omx

cxtent, they all halted. and they all
hﬁfpucd to hear the ratiling of Clayton
B. Bulifis's Luggy -wheele on the hard-
beaten trail. d then Frank had to be
eontent, knomng that those they were
trailing were not getting beyend his
reac

“But why not overtake them and rush
them?” Frank asked, on the oceasivn of
one halt. “Surely—"

“Why not follow them till we know
we can take them at a dizadvantage,
and then quietly gather the lot inv”
retorted  Arizona Jim.  “I'm an old
campaigner, boy; I know rustiers aud
their ways mueh better than you do. Just
have patience.”

And they rode on for ancther five miles
or so, each time they bhalted showing
that their quarry were neither further
away por npearer to them than the las
halt. And it seemed plain that Arizona
Jim knew a great deal about King
Charlie’s plans.

And then at iast Arizona Jim decided
to act. He halted, eailed his foilowers
close about him, and addresced them.

“I'm not in with you any more,” he
gaid. “This i3 your show, you two lads,
and you can have your wild man of the
West with you—but see hc doesn't get
too bad! A hundred rods further on,
up this defile we're in now, you'll come
across King Charlie’s eamp. He's taken
the Goveraor there; he’s going, as he
thinks, to tear a reprieve for one of his

HICKS GETS EXCITED!

to dance round Arizona Jim, shouting out alt his bad aualities.

Bagd Phil Hicks wasted some more
aminunition in the air and bhegan

hest pals from Builish. He'll do any-
thing he thinks tl» get that repricve. And
when Clayton B.'s signed it, Clayton B.
might not fetl like being Governor any
mue' Seed”

“How d’you know all about thist”
Frank had to ask the Indlan agent.

“I am in the position of knowing more
about goings-on Lhm even the Secret
Service at times,” said Arizona Jim.
“sherifis would give their ears to have
my advantages. Apnd, I will admit,
Sherif Wynott would have koown all
about this, only I decided 1 would give
you two boys a chance to get into the
Governor's favour. Now, in that camp
where King Charlie’s taken Bullfich, you'll
have to work your best to rescue the
rnor. Be careful; after all, a living
is better than a dead one!”
“I'il let Slim take the lead in this
said Frank Liversedge.
there’ll be a chance to prove I'm

a wolf,” said Bad Phil Hicks. “Because
'm feelin’ right bad to-night!” X
“Well, T'll Teave you to it!” said

Arizoua Jim, He grasped the hand of
Frank Liversedge warmly.  “ Witl luck,”
he said, “ycu ought to see a turn in
the tide to-night. Governors of these
Western States can bm very °ubntam,ul‘.)
grateful. Now, hest o’ luck to you.

It was Slim Danvers who took the lead,
and, followed by Frank and Phil Hicks,
he rode further along the trail, pur-
posely keeping off the harder road sur-
face, that their horses’ hoofhcats might
not reach the ears of the outlaws ahead.

Five hundred yards further along, as
Arizona had told them, they came to the
end of their chase. Thve{' rounded a bend
in a hollow part of the country, and
there saw the glare of a camp-fire, which
lit up a strange scene. Here they halted,
their horses well in the shadow of trees,
and watehed something that Frank Liver-
sedge—who was no tenderfoot in the
West—would not have believed possible
before the time he bad had to take the
outlaw trail.

Ch}tou B. Bulifish's buggy had been
haited in the middle of a clear space,
.mnc near the fire. The Governor still sat
in the buggy seat; the white Imr»ex-
stood there, still harnessed to the * rig,
and f'hamp.ug their bits as a man held
their heads. And the buggy, Frank
noticed, stood right beuneath a squat tree
from which. about ten feet about the
Governor's head, projected a stumpy
bough.

King Charlie and his confederates had
dismounted now, and their horses were

nibbling the herbage at their feet. King
Charlie, they saw, was speaking,
nnpanuuy quite scriou:!y‘ to the

Governor, who, uparmed though he was,
was shaking a podgy fist at the ruflians’
leader. As Frank and his friends watched,
certain uncomplimen ords spoken
by the defenccless G vernor reached their
ears.  They showed that Bullfish, if a
podgy, white-handed politicizn, was a
man of courage. But wmost people in
Wyoming knew that.
you darned first!” shouted Bull-
sh; and made as though to seramble
out of the buggy.

At once King Charlic clambered ahoard,
wrapped his arms about the puhhcmu
and bore h back into his seat again.
The rustler spoke a word to an aecomn-
plice, who handed a rope up to him. A
momwent later Bullfish was sitting there
with hands tied down to his sides, feet
tied together by the lariat.

Then Frank gave a gasp of horrer, for
ancther lariat was handed to King
Charlie, who threw the nnose end over
the stumpy bough. He secured the other
end to the trunk of the tree, then le
deliberately slipped the noose about the
fovernor’s meck and drew it tight

‘The man holding Bullfish’s white horses
still hung on. But King Charlie stepped
to the ground, and, arms akimbo, sur-
veyed his vietim. There was an evil grin

on his face: Frank could see it, even
from where he watched.

“Get a bit closer, boys—but be eare-
ful!” whsipered ‘.m D:\m‘ers, and, still
mounted, the three friends edged their
way nearer to this scene, with the result
that they eould hear better what was
being said by this party-near the blazing
camp fire, 5

“ Understand, boss,” caid King Charlie,
“that ef ye don't sign this yer reprieve
for Dakota Sam, I'm goin’ to tell my
man here to let them horses go. T've
got my quirt here, an’ I'il Lit thcm
whites such a smack as they b stop
runnin’ for an hour—and that'll Jeave you

swinging. Get me?
()uud'(,l" sho ute d thie Governor,
irmii honds, and
pathe .nmm rk his double-
chinn neck  clear of the moose.

By
King Charlie’s quirt cracked viciously.
The wlutes——'probablv never very tractibie
horses—fought against the hold of the
uho yrnbbed their bits,
“Sign!” shouted King Charlie.
“No!” yelled the Governor
o | this go on mnch longer—
#0t to do something!” Frank Liverscdge
wln vered hoarsely, Wlenu do we move,

ow,” whispered Slim; and Phil Hicks
c out a chuckle of delight and drew
two guns rmm his holste He took
the reins of bis horse in his teeth. He
did not wait for further instructions, but
jabbed his spurs home and rushed
straight for the Governor and his buggy.

Frank Liversedge was a good seceond
to him. But Frank did not pull out a
gui.  An idea to help Bullfish had come
to his mind again. Instead of a gun, he

whipped out his sheath-knife, and, grip-
ping this, rode hotly at the tail of Bad
Phil Hicks’ horse.

Probably King Charlie and his men were
too surprised at the unexpected appear-
ance of the three friends to realise ab
the moment whiat it meant. Before the;
could make up their minds, all three pald
were upon them.

And now Phil Hicks was having his
chance to be as bad as he wanted. to be.
And he looked mad, not bad, as he
daslied at King Charlie, hlamlg away
with both guns. Slim Danvers, too,
fired a shot. But Prank anersedge just
concentrated on one thing—did not even
think of his own life.

Ile rode up to the rocking buggy, fust
wlhen the man who had been holding the
whites let go his bold.  With his knife
he slashed at the rope ahout BullMfis

'S
neck.  And he was just in time, 'The
white buggy horses, the moment they

knew they were free.
did not leave the (
the air; they took
safely with them.

Or comparatively safely, perhaps it had
better be said. For the Goveruor's dam-
8er was not yet over. Frank was quick
to see that, and, even as King Charlic
and his men be to fire at him, at
the buggy, and at Frank's friends, the
lad touched up Crusty with the spur and
dashed off in nursuxb of the huggy.

He overtook it in a few bounds.” Then
he did a little cowboy stunt that was
full of credit. He stood up in his stir-
rups, liurled himself sideways, and fanded
in the buggy aloagside the Governor. He
found the whites’ reins, and with them
he hauled the pair down to a standstiil.
He looked back, listening.

Gunfire was still going on near the
camp where they had surprised King
ariie. But even as he listened the gun-
fire ceased. There came the sound of
galloping hoofs. A rider dashed up close
to Frank, followed by another—the
second one a yelling madman, apparently
—in other words, Bad Phil Hicks.

And even as Frank recognised the cow-
puncher who so genuively wanted to be

(Continued {rom page 428.)

dashed off—but they
ernor dangling in
that gentleman
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The 1st Chapter.
Qoing Through It.

“Silver! Lovell! Raby! Newcome!”
Bulkeley of the Sixth called out the
names.

Aud the Fistical Four of the Fourth
Torm at Rookwood answered in a rather
dismal chorus:

o Bulkeley !

“You're wanted'"

‘ What——

“Mr. Dalton's study—and sharp!”

Tho great man of the Sixth walked
away with that. He bLad po time to

© upon mere juniors.
Jimmy Silver drew a deep breath.
“We're for it!” he remarked.

“We are!” murmured Arthur Edward
Lovell, “We is!"

George Raby rubbed his hands in
aaticipation,

“Ol, come on!’" said Newcome

“Let's get it over.”
glances followed Jimmy
Silver & Co. as they started for
Dalton’s study  Almost all the Classical
fourth sympathised—if that was of any
use.  Unfortunately, it wasn't. _
Jimmy Silver tapped at the door of his
Form master's study
Salt

iesperately.
Sympathetic

the deep voice of

alton.

The Fistical Four entered.

Mr. Dalton was not alone in the study.
With bim were four fellows—three of
them juniors, and one of them a prefect
o the Sixth ¥orm. The three juniors
were trey, Peele, and Gower of the
Tourth; the prefect was Carthew of the
sixth. Jimmy Silver & Co. had expected
to see them there; they knew well
enough why Mr. Dalton had sqnt for
them. The young Form master’s face
was very stern, as he fixed his eyes upoun
the delinquents.

“Silver! Carthew
serious veport to me.” :

“Has he, sic?” murmured Jimmy Silver.

“It appears,” said Richard Dalton
severely, “that you four juniors have
assaulted Carthew, and, lndeed, ejected
him from a study in the Fourth Form
passage with considerable violence.” ,

“We—we persuaded him to leave, sir!"
murmured Jimmy. .

“We didn't want Carthew in our study,
sir,” ventured Lovell. “We're not on
visiting terms with the Sixth, really.”

“This is & eerious matter, Lovell. It
seems that you four juniors have taken
possession  of a study belonging to
Lattrey, Peele, and Gower. So Carthew
informs me.” -

“Carthew's offside, sir,” said Raby.

“What?”

“J—I mean he's got it wrong, sir. It's
our study—the end study, sir—every fellow
in tho Fourth knows it's ours. Peele

has made a very

does. Don't you, Peele?”

“No. I don't!” snapped Cyril Peele. *I
know it's my study ”

“Look here, you cad —*

“Silence!” exclaimed Mr. Dalton

“Oh! Ah! Yes, sir! Certainly

“If you'll let me explain, sir,” said

Jimmy Silver meekly.

“] am waiting for you to explain,
Siiver, if you have any explanation to
give.

“You know, sir, that we got back late
this term, owing to our being laid up with
colds,” said Jimmy. *“We found that
those: cads—I—I mean, those chaps—had
bagged our study before we got here. So
we—we took possession, sir. I don’t know
why Carthew butted in. He knew that
it was cur study.”

Mr. Daltoa glanced at the Sixth-Former.

“T intervened to see fair play, as I've
tald you, sir,” said Carthew. “Peele
claimed my protection, as he had been
turued out of his study. It seems to be
the rule that any boys can claim an un-
occupied study at the begiuning of term.
Silver had that study last term—Peele
fas it now. I was bound to interfere, as
a prefect—and these juniors actually

seized me aod threw me out of the
roop:——*

“You shouldn’t have butted in!" ex-
tlaimed Lovell. “You know jolly well
that those rotters had bagged our
study !”

“How dare you, Lovell?” exclaimed

Ivers
l'at¢ ¥

By Qwen (onQuest—

(Author of the Tales of Rookwood appeariug
in the ‘ Popular.”)

In which Jimmy Silver & Co. after many
defeats are successful in winning back

the end study from

Peele and his pals!

——i

Mr. Dalton.
picked up hig cane.
hand!”

Swish!

Lovell tucked his hand under his arm
ande squeezed it hard, Evideantly Richard
Dalton was not to be trifled with.

“ Whatever may be your dispute with
other members of your Form, Silver, you
are well aware that you have no right
to resist a prefect forcibly,” said Mr

and
your

He rose to his feet,
“Hold out

Dal(t:lm “I shall cane you all severely.”
“on

“With regard to the claim fo the
study,” continued Mr. Dalton, "it cer-

tainly seems hard that you should lose
your old quarters, but DPecle and his
friends are acting strictly within their
rights.”

0l

“I think it would,
better feeling on the

btiowever, show &
part of Pecle and

Swish, swish, swish!

The study door opened, and the Fistical
¥ vame out. Their faces were set and
grim.  They did not even look at the
zrinning  trio—they marched down the
ssage in silence. It was unot till they

ached the Fourth Form quarters, and
were ensconced in their new study—Pcele’s
old study—that they gave expression to
their deep feelings. Then there was a
praiuful chorus.

The 2nd Chapter.
Lovell’s Strategy !
“What's going to be done?”
Arthur Edward asked that question
a few days later, in exasperated tones.
Arthur Edward had asked it, on the
average, about seventeen times a day,
since 4t return of the Fistical Four to
the classic shades of Rookwood School.

that they're surprised at our letting Peele
knock wus‘ out!” growled Newcome.
“Townsend said we were back numbers
now. I punched his nose.”

“Well, what's going to be done,” asked
Lovell. “We've got to have our study
back, I suppose. I believe you're supposed
to be a sort of leader, Jimmy Silver.”

“I believe 60!” asscnted Jimmy.

“Well, lead, then!” aaid Lovell.
“Show us how we're to get those cads out
of our study. We shall have all the
fellows grinning at us. The Modern cads
have been chipping me about it. I had
a fight yesterday with Tommy Dodd, and
another with Towle. Bad enough if it
was anybody else, but to let a smoky
slacking cad like Peele dish us—bah!”

And Arthur Edward expressed his
feelings by an emphatic snort.

“Festina lente!" gaid Jimmy serenely.

“What?"

“That means, make haste slowly!” the
captain of thie Fourth kindly explained.

Another snort from Lovell.

"po you think I waut you to construe
a silly Latin tag for me!” he bawled.
“Tatk sense! What's going to be done?”

“We're going to he dome!" growled
Raby, “and Jimmy is going to take it
lying down and teli us to keep smiling.”

“The fact is, this Co. wants a new
leader,” said Lovell. “Jimmy's played
out. Towny’s right, he's a back number.
He lets himself be licked by a cad like

Peele.  I'd better take tho matter in
hand.”
“And what's your programme, old chap,

if you do?” asked Jimmy.

“Well, I'd give ‘em a jolly good hiding
all round!” said Lovell.

“That wouldn't capture the study.”

“It wculd be some satisfaction any-
how.”

“Dear maun!” said Jimmy
“Leave it to your Uocle James.
thinking it out.”

“What with?” jeered Lovell. “I'm fed
up with leaving it to you, Jimmy. You
leave it to me. I've got a plan.”

Jimmy Silver smifed. His faith in the

Silver.
I'm

s

PR

Jimmy

PEELE IN A FIX!

write as { tell you !

Armly Axed, an

Silver

gullod the etudy table under the window, in whioh Peele was
laid a sheet of impot paper befors the helpless junior.
" he said, placing a pen in the hand of the amazed Peele.

‘' Now

S
Lattrey and Gower if they would conscot
to return to their old quarters and allow
you to have your old study,” continued
g[r, Dalton, with a glance at Peele &

0.

The three cads of the Fourth stood
grimly silent.

Their consent would have won them the
approval of their Form master; but Mr.
Dalion’s approval did not tempt them to
give way. They were mot on the best
of terms with Mr. Dalton, anyhow. Mr.
Dalton was rather rough on slackers;
and Pecle & Co. were slackers of the
first water.

Indeed, so far from desiring to gratify
Mr. Dalton, Peele & Co. found some
satisfaction in disappointing him.

So they stood silent.

“You do not fecl disposed to do this,
Peele?” asked the Fourth Form master,
after a pause.

“No, sir!” answered Peele sullenly.

“It's our study, sir,” said Gower.
a better one than our old one.
should we give it up?”

“Very well!” said Me. Dalton quietly.
“Silver, these boys must be allowed to
retain the study, since they insist upon
their strict rights in the matter. I
cannot say I approve of their conduct,
but I am bound to be just. Any furtlier
attempt to deprive them of the study
by force will be dealt with very severely.”

SSOh

“1t's
Why

“I ghall now punish you for laying
hands upon Carthew of the Sixth Form!”

Peele & Co. left the study, and in the
corridor they grinned at one another
joyously. They had always been “up
against ” Uncle James of Rookwood and
his chums; and at last they had sue-
ceeded, beyond the shadow of a doubt,

in giving Uncle James a fall.

Peele & Co. were victorious, the Form
master's decision confirmed them in their
possession of the famous end study.

But that, to Arthur Edward Lovell,
was a trifle light as air.

Lovell’s view was that the end study
was his study; his Form master’s decision
to the contrary notwithstandiong.

Mr. Richard Dalton was master of the
Fourth, and his word was law, or should
have heen law. Generally it was law, to
the Co.; they liked Dicky Dalton, and
backed him up. On this occasion, how-
ever, they consitered Mr. Dalton off-side.

Lovell was the most emphatic of the
four; but his chums agreed with Arthur
Edward. The end study was their study;
and the only doubtful point was, how to
recover the stolen goods, so to speak.

There was the question of prestige to be
considered, as well as that of the study
itself.

The Fistical Four were great men in the
Fourth, and it was simply impossible for
them to accept a defeat at the hands of
a set of slacking, smoky, no-account out-
siders like Peele & Co.

“We shall have Tubby Muffiu cheeking
us next!” said Lovell bitterly.

Jimmy Silver nodded.

ellows keep on asking us If we're
going to have our study back!” said
Raby. “lt's sickening.”

“Towny and Toppy were saying to-day
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plaoning capaclty of Arthur Bdward was
not great.

~“A pretty good plani"” said Lovell.
“Look here! Buppose I give Peele a
terrific hiding every day till he asks ns
to take the study back. He's a shady
rotter, and thrashings will do him good.
of course, we can’t openly thrash the
chaps into handing over the study. Dicky
Dalton would be down on that. But 1
can lick Peele every day, and he wiil
uuderstand in the long rub that the
study‘s got to be handed over.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Jimmy.

“I'll row with him about eomething
else, see, su that he can’t sueak to Dalton
and say we're hammering him for the
study!” said Lovell. “That's strategy.”

“Oh! That's strategy, is it?"’ gasped
Jimmy.
“Yes. I'm a pretty good strategist.”

“Great pip!”’

Lovell jumped up. He had finished tea,
and having this great strategic plan in
mind, he was keen to put it into opera-
tion.

“But—hold on—"

“Rats!” eaid Lovell.

Arthur Edward Lovell stalked ont of
the study. Jimmy Bilver sighcd. When
Arthur Edward took the hit between his
teeth, as it were, there was no stopping
him. But Jimmy was pot looking for
great results from Lovell's stratecy. To
Jimmy's mind, it somewhat resembled
the strategy of a bull charging a gate.

“There’'ll be a rtow!" said Raby
dubiously.
The three juniors followed Lovell

That energetic and strenuous youth had
already found Cyril Peele in the quad-
rangle.

He was losing no time. A dozen juniors
surrounded the two, and the “row’ was
already in progress.

“Sneaking, smcky, shady, slacking
worm!” Lovell was saying, as his chums
Joined the interested circle.

“Go it, Lovell!” said Mornington
“Lovell’s getting eloquent! Carry on
with the giddy adjectives.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Cyril Peele shrugged his slim shoulders,
and curled his lip. He was not the
fellow to stand up to Arthur Edward in

- desperate combat; but he did not seem

alarmed.

Perhaps some of his confidence was due
to the fact that he was standing only a
few yards from Mr. Dalton's study win-
dow, and that a row in the quad at that
spot could scarcely fail to attract the
Form master's notice. - N

Lovell’s powerful voice, undoubtediv,
must have been audible in Mr. Dalton’s
study; a circumstance of which the ex-
cited Arthur Edward took no heed.

“What you want,” continued Lovell,
“is a hiding! You're a disgrace to the
rm, Pecle.”

“Go hon!”

“ A slacking rotter!” said Lovell. “How
often do you show up at .the footer?
Only when a prefect takes you by the
veck and runs you down to Little Side
Yah! Slacker!

“Carry on'” said Peele cheerfully.

“Put up your hands!” roared Loveli.

“What for¢” asked Peele, pleasantiy.
“Are you going to fight me because 1'm
not keen on footer?”

There was a chuckle
spectators.

“Lovell—" arged Jimmy.

“Dry up, Jimmy. I'm managing this!"
said Lovell. *“Put up your hands, Pecle,
or I'll dot you on the bhoko.”

“You won't get me out of the cnd
study that way, dear hoy,” grinned Peele

“That's for your nose,” said Lovell,
savagely, as Peele put his hauds into his
pockets instead of putting them up for
defence.

Whack!

Peele accepted that punch on the nose
with cheery fortitude. He knew ¢!
Mr. Dalton was now at his study window.

The window went up with a bang.

“ Lovell !

“Oh! Al! Yes, sir!" gasped Lovell,
wpinning round to the window, and fiud
iung himsell face to face with Mr. Richard
Dalton.

For once, the youug
lookeil thoroughly angry.

L::vell, you have deliberately K
+ quarrel with Peele, and struck hin
- “You have acted

from the

Form master

imed Mr. Dalton.
Lovell.”

v bully
Oh, sir!”

n 1
‘ome into
Oh dear!”

Arthur Edward Lovell tramped awav
to the door. The re.t of the juniora
drew a little closer to the window to
‘nave a view, from that point of vantage,
ot the subsequent procéedings.

Lovell entered the study dismally. Fe
found that Mr. Dalton had his cane in
Liand, ready.

“Lov it is my duty to punish you
severcl aid the master of the Fourth
“There is no doubt m my mind that yvon
have, picked this quarrel with Peele, who
has siven no offence, solely on account
of the dispute about the study.”

“Oht!” stuttered Lovell, wondering how
on earth Mr. Dalton had guessed that.

‘Hold out your hand, Lovell! Now the
other—and the other again!”

Swish, swish, swish!
Mr. Dalton laid down the cane.

“If there should be any Further figlt-
ing between you and Peele, Lovell,
shall investigate the matter with great
and if I fAnd that you are the
aggressor, I shall report you to Dr.
Chisholm for a flogging,” said Mr. Daltou.
“You may go!”

Lovell went.

The crowd outside the study broka

up. chuekling.
what Lovell expected?”

“I  wonder
Mornington remarked. “What a brain,

my study, Lovell!"

‘you know!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

In the new study that eveming Arthar
Edward Lovell's prep waa incessantly
interrupted by the necessity of rubbing
his hands. On the following day le did
not seek out Cyril Peele for a licking.
That wonderful plan was “off,” and
Arthur Edward Lovell, for the present
at least, allowed his gifts oi strategy
to rest.

The 3rd Chapter.
Caught Out !

“(zoooogh!”

Wake up, fathead!”

Lovell rubbed his eyes, and blinked at
the gloom of the

Jimmy Silver in
dormitory.
The hour was late, and there wa3

silence and slumber in the dormitory of
the Classical Fourth. But  Jimmy
Silver was out of bed, shaking Eovell
with cne hand, and holding the other
over Lovell's mouth by way of a
precaution.

It was three days since the failure of
Lovell’s  wonderful strategy. Duriug
those three days Jimmy Silver had been
understudying the celebrated Brer Foz-
lying low and saying “nuffin .” Peelr
& (o. were in victorions occupation of
the end study, and the Classical Fourth
had come to the conclusion that Jimmy
Silver had accepted his defeat.  They
were yet to learn that the astute Uncle
James was only biding his time.

Arthur Edward Lovell blinked
gloom, vawned, and sat up.

“Don't make a row!” whispered Jimmy
Silver.  “Don’t wake the whole giddy
dormitory!”

Lovell grunted, and turned out. Rahv
and Newcome, already awakened and out

in the
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of bed, were dressing quietly in the
dark. Lovell followed vheir example.
}"'Is it a raid on the Moderns?”?

"nxeu wme is m" grunted Lovelk

“You'll 8

Lovell ga\e a suppressed snort. Jimmy
Silver led the way silently to the door,
and the Fistical Four stepped inta the
corridor, leaving a slumbering dormitory
behind them.

‘“And now where?” grumhled Lovell.

“Follow your leader.

Arthur Edward suppressed his feelings,
and followed his leader. Lights were
all out in the upper passages, theugh
from the big staircase tnere was a glow
of light downstairs.

Jimmy Silver led the way to the Fourth
Form passage, and, to the surprise of
his chums, to the end study.

The Fistical Four entered that «tudv,
and Jimmy closed the door. hen
Lovell - gave a chuckle.

“1 catch on!” he said
quarters—what ?”

Jimmy Silver smiled in the darkness.

“That's what youw'd call *strategy, 1
suppose, old bean?” he remarked. “But
I'm not looking for a licking from Dicky
l)xlton to-morrow !”

“Then what the thump—— I say, the

* Ragging their

window's open!” ejaculated Lovell, all
of a sudden.
“Quite so!” assented Jimmy. “If you'd

looked round the dorm you'd have seen
that three fellows were out of bed.”

“These cads?: murmured Raby.

“That’s it! Peele and Gower und
Lattrey!” said Jimmy Silver. “The dear
boys have gone out of bounds. e
been keeplu" an eye on them—and that’s
why we're here. Strategy, old chap, but
a ditferent brand!”

ok here—-" murmured Lovell

‘You see, thiz study is specially useful
l’cr that game!" smiled Jimmy Silver.

“They've got a knotted rope from the
window, and it can’t be seen in the ny
They've left the sash an inch up. Eas
enon"h to get in and out—what.?”

“I—1 gee,” said Newcome.

‘But what??

“1 don’t see what it matters to us.
They’re rotten cads—I suﬁpoxe they've
¢one down to the Bird-in-Hand to piay
cards with the  blackguards there—but
we're not giving them away. May as
well get back to the dormitory, so far
as I can see.”

“That isn't very far, old scout,”
answered Jimmy Silver. *“We're staying
here till they come baek.”

“What on earth for.”

“To have a little conversation witn
them,” said Jimmy Silver coolly. “I'm
going to pomt out to them the error
of their ways.”

“Blessed if I can see what you're
driving at!” grunted Lovell.

“You wouldn’t!” assented Jimmy.

The captaiu of the Fourth pushed up
the sash of the window a little, and
reached out to the rope. The rope was
fastened to the leg of the study table,
stretehing aeross to the window; out-
side it was completely hidden Hy the
thick lvy, Jimmy Silver leaned out, and
peered into the gloom, broken by a
Lhmmer of starlight. He pulled up the
rope tlll the lower end was six feet from
the ground, as he judged.

“1—I say, that'll xiv» ‘em a start when
they get back!” murmured Raby.

“I think so,” aasentcd Jimmy.

“Herve ’em right,” esaid Lovell. “But
I don’t see sticking out of hed for an
hour or two to jape those shady cads!
\\'e ean't keep them.out.”

*Leave it to your Uncle James!” urged
Junmy Silver.

Uncle James bhad his way, as he
generally did. The Fistical Four waited
Lovell taking a seat in the armchair and
nodding off to slee It was nearly an
bour later when three shadowy figures
came stealing through the gloom round
the School House buildings, and stopped
under the window of the end study.

The three breakers of bounds had re-
turned. They had not returned in a
happy meod or high spirits.. They had
been “seeing life,” as the young raseals
considered it—and they had paid for the
privilege to the extent of all their
available pocket-money, which reposed in
the pockets of Mr. Joey Hook, the
billiards-sharper ap the Bird-in-Hand.
S Whu e's that dashed rope?® muttered

But— "

ln “the i\y. you xdxot"’ was Peele’s
polite repl

I can't'find it!”

More ass you!”

~Peele groped for the rope; but he, too,
mle:i to find it. Lattrey, a'.armg, up-
ward, discerned the end of the rope
duangling overhead.  He uttered an ex-
clamation of affright.

“1t’s been pulled up!”

“Oh gad!”

Pecle & Co. stared up at the rope. It
was out of their reach—just out! For the
moment their hearts stood still.

“Can’t be a master or a prefect!”
gasped Peele. “They’'d have taken the
rope in. It’s some beast found we're out,
and japing us!”

“Wha-a-a-at are we going to do?”
mered Gower.

“Climb on my shonldera and grab the
rope; you ean reach it.”
Oh, good !’

Gower climbed on Peele's shoulders.

ut as he grabbed at the rope it was
jerked from aboye, and danced out oi
bis reach.

“8-s-somebody’s pulling it!*

Gower “I—I can’t cateh it!”

He jumped to the ground again.

Peele gritted his teeth savagely, his
face white with rage. He had no douht
that it was a “jape” on the part of
some playful junfor, who had dizcovered
the absence of the black sheep from the
Jormitory. But the danger was great.

Breaking bounds after lights-out was
+& risky business at the best of times.

stam-

gasped

Every minute the black sheep lingered*

outside the House added to the risk.
.. By this time three young rascals were

deeply repenting that Lhey ad gone out
of school bounds to see 2V as seen in
the smoky back-parlour oi the Bird-in-
Hand at Coombe.

head and shoulders appeared over
the window-sill above, and a smiling face
looked down.

In thé glimmer of the starlight, Cyril
Peele was able to recognise the captain
of the Fourth. .

“Jimmy Silver!”’ be breathed.

“Drop that rope down, Sitver!”
Lattrey.

Jhnmy Silver let the rope fall,

“};uuhﬂlxst Peele!”? he called out.

hissed

Peele clambered desperately up the
knotted rope. He reached the broad
window-gill of the end study, apd thrust
liis head and shoulders in at the window.

He stopped there; several pairs of
hands grasping him and pinning bim in
that position, head and shoulders inside,
and legs outside.

Peele panted with rage.

“ Will you let me in, you rotters?”

“Rotters?’ Jimmy Silver chuckled, *1
hardly think we’re the rotters present,

Peele. You’ve been out of school
bounds—"

“Mind your own business.”

“You smell of bacey!” grunted
Lovell. :

“Let me in!" hissed Peelo.
“All in good time!” said Jimmy Silver

cheerfully. “I suppose it’s no good telling
you that were shocked ‘at you,
Peele—""

Peele ground his tecth.

“Serve the rotters right te shut them
out!”? said Newcome. “My hat! What
would the Head say when they were
xouud outside the House in the morn-
ing

“You—you couldn't—-" panted Peele
“Look here—let me in!- I—I=I'l do
anytblng you like——""

“You've gob to!” said Jimmy Silver
coolly. You re going to do exactly as
I tell you, Pcele.”

“What do you want?”

Jimmy Silver drew the window-sash 4
down gently upon Pecle’s back. Lovell |

and Raby held him by the shoulders,
Newcome by the collar, Pcele, utterly
helpless, could only submit to his fate.
Jimmy pulled the study table softly
under the window, and r:ud a pad of
impot paper before Peele, and dipped
a pen in the ink. He placed the pen
in the hand of the amazed Pecle. Then
he turncd on a glimmer of his electrie
torch.

“Write as I hn you'!" he

“But—I—I—

“Get going! ‘' Beimg out of bounds at
cleven pm’vgob v.hzt )

11 won'Sll—02

“Then good-night!” said Jimmy Silver
cheerily.

“Hold on, you—you beast! Il write

xb‘

“In your usual band, dear boy,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Apy tricks, and youn'l]
simply have to write it over again. Got
that? Now write—* having been to the
hnd in-Hand *. 2

“I—I— AJl right!”

“'T bhereby promise to turn over a new
leaf, and try to become dccent, on con-
dition of being let into the House.! Got
that 1”?

e seribbled desperately.
“I—I've done it! Hang yocu!”
Jlmmy scanned . the paper.

“Good! Now write it all over again,
in your usual bandwriting,” he said
cheerfully

Peele ground his teeth with rage. But
without a word he obeyed; it was
evidently wuseless to argue witli Unele
James of Rookwood.

“Now sign it!”’ said Jimmy Silver.

Peele signed the paper.

“Let him in!” said Jimm my.

Peele rolled mto the room. He picked

himeelf up, and fixed a look of the
deepest, animosity on the Fistical Four.
It was evidently in Pecle’s mind to
make a desperate effort to repossess him-
sclf of the paper, now that he was safe
inside But Lovell's big fists were

clenched ready for him; and Cyril Peele’

thought better of it.
Keep that dark!”?
thickly. “You know it’s endugh to ‘get
me the sack from the school if the Head
saw it.”

“1 know it!”? rusented Jimmy Silver.
“You can clear, Peele.”

Pecle left” the study, sneaking back
silently to the dormitory, with a heart

he muttered

full of rage and all uncharitableness.
Jimmy Silver looked down ~from the
study window at Lattrey and Gower
who were staring upward in dumb
dismay.

“Gower next!" called Jimmy.
Gower was very quickly up the rope.

He was stopped on the window-sill, half
in and half out.
“Read that paper, and sign it,” said

Ji;nmy.
“Look here—what—"

“Shut up, dear boy, and do as Yow're
told! This is where you ohey orders!”
smiled Jimmy Silver.

(‘o“m read the paper, with a white
face. He sigued his name below Peele’s,
with a shaking hand.

“Right ! said the captain of the
Fourth. "You can clear, Gower.”

“I—1 say——*

"C]e1r"’ spapped Jimmy Silver; and

Gower cleared.

Jimmy leaned from the window gzain
and called to Mark Lattrey. That youth
swarmed up the rope.

The process of reading and slgning the
paper was repeated. Lattrey realised
that he had no choice in the matter, and
he did not waste time in arguing.

In a couple of minutes Lattrey was on
his way to the dormitory.

And the Fistical Four returned to the,
Fourth Form dormitery;
minutes later they were fast asleep.!
Sleep did not comie so soon to Cyril

and a fewl

Pecle, however. 'That shady and usscru-
pulous youth had some thinking to do;
and his thoughts were not agrecable,
And when he slept at last, lie dreamed
that he was being expelled from Rook-
wood by a wrathful headmaster—and in
the morning, Pecle of the Fourth turned
out of bed in a temper that was more
than Hunnpish.
The 4th Chapter.
Sold !

Jimmy Silver had a smiling face the
following day.

So far ag Jimmy was concerped, the
dispute over the possession of the end
study seemed to be forgotten. When
Arthur Edward Lovell raiced the ques-
tion, for perhaps the hundredth time,
Uncle James smiled, and answered:

“Keep smiling [

‘But, what's going to he done?”
snorted Loy

“Peele 12 amwered Jnmmy.

“I don't see i

*1 should be )olly surprised if you did,
old chap!” was Jimmy Silver’s affable
response.

Whichh was net very satisfactory to
Arthur Edward Lovell.  Ris faith i
Vpcle James was strained almost to
breaking poiut.

Peele eyed Jimmy Silver in class that
morning, and after class he seemed to
expect Jimmy to seek him  But Jimmy
did not. He strolled out into the quad
with his c¢hums, apparently oblivious of
Cyril Peele’s unimportaut existence.

Pecle did not seem at ease that day.
Lattrey and Gower seemed troubled.
‘They had tea in the end study—still their
study—and some fellows in the passage
heard sounds of angry argument and
reerimipation from the room,

But when the threc black sheep came
out after tea, they seemed to be in some
sort  of sullen  agreement.
R s

They .

proceeded to the first study in the passage
—now aoccupied by the Fistical Four.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were beginning
prep.  Jimmy  kindly suspended that
occupation as the visitors looked in.

“Hallo! You fellows forgoiten that
you've ehanged studies$” he exelaim
“Or do you want to change bhack?

“We're ready to change back,” said
Peele,

“My hat!”
stared: at them.

Peele scowled.

“You know we've got no choice in the
matter,” he snarled. “You've got that
paper we sx;:ned-v«ell Iet you have the
study for

“Oh1” exclaimed Arthur Edward, a light
breaking on- his mind.

Jimmy Silver raised his band.

“If you've come here to bargain, Peel
you've come to the wrong shop,” he
“I'm not bargaining with yoa!”

(Continued on page
bl o U

Arvthur Edward Lovell
“Mean that, Pecle?”
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A FOOTER TALK BY A MAN WHO KNOWS!

The Championship of London.
This week-end sees a renewal of the
three-cornered contest for what might be
called the championship of London. The
metropolis has three teams in the First

Division of the League, and there is
naturally much keenness among the
players of the Spurs, the Arsenal, and

Chelsea to prove that they are the best
in London town. Strange to relate, the
Arsepal, who finished in such a lowly
position last season. came best out of
tho games with their local rivals, and
they are hoping to do this again. At
the moment the account between the
Spurs and the Arsenal is all square, for
each has won one of the two games
played. Then the Spurs have taken three
points out of Chelsea, which means that
the “Pensioners” have a lot of leeway
to make up if they are to prove them-
selves the hest side in London, This week-
end will witness a battle royal at
Stamford Bridge, when Chelsea ang the
Arsenal meet, and the struggle is likely
to be specially grim this time round, as
both teams are in need of points to give
them a lift in the League table.

In addition to the *Derby Day ” match
between Chelsca and the Arsenal, there
are also other big things on in the foot-
bail world just now. Next Wednesday,
for example, the second of the Inter-
national trial matches will be played—
at Leeds, between Eogland and” the
North. And then on the Saturday follow-
ing there is the Third Round of the Cup
for those clubs fortunate enough to be

“still alive.”

So far ay the International trial goes,
one often wonders if they are of much
real value, especially as they are chosen
in theso days. Cerbain players who have
had their ﬁll of football during the past
few weeks feel that the selectors know
what they can do well enough without
having them on view at a trial match,

and, thinking in this strain, it naturally
follows that they do not overwork them-
selves in the trial

The International Trial Match,

On the other hand, the selectors con
sider that the best use can only be made
of the trial matches by playing the most
likely England eleven first against the
best players of the South aud then
agaiust the best players of the North, and
I must confess that there is something

to be said for this point of view.
great trouble in regard to choosing an
International eleven is not to find good
players—that would be easy—but to find

players from different clubs whose style
will blend. Especially is this difficulty
siiown in the forward department, and
considering that it is a difficulty, then it
would seem to follow that one good way
of getting over it is to give the hkelv
l.n;:lnnd forward line several chances of
playing  together—and  getting  that
necessary understanding—before the
luternational games come along.

One of the side-issues of the Inter-
national matches in which I am interested
at the moment is whether England will,
this season, play au amateur at centre-
forward. Since the war was over we
have tried many professionals as leaders
of the attack, and it can scarcely be
argued that any one of them has done
either himself or his countr) real justice.
Those who favour giving the job to an
amateur player. are inclined to argue
that we generally had an amateur centre
in the old days, and that, anyway, an
amateur as leader of the a k could
not very well do much worse than the
professionals who have been chosen since
the war.

Two Buccessful Amateurs,

In connection with this question there
are two names which naturally spring to
the mind as being borne by amateur
piayers who mizht easily prove a success
if called upon to lead }nr'lnnll s forwards
in au International match, One of these

is F. N. S. Creek, the Darlington and
Coriuthian player. and the other is
W. H. Minter, of 8t. Albaus. Creek

pl(x\ed in a trial match last season, but
W not an unqualified success, but since
theu he has certainly improved in an all-
round sense. Minter is, of course, the
player who created a sensation in the
last Qualifying Round of the Cup com-
pptmun when he scored eeven goals for

Albans against Dulwich Hamlet, and
\et saw his side lose by eight roals to
seven. Since then many big pro!‘ess(nna!
clubs would have liked the services of
Minter, but up to the time of writing
there has been nothing doing, as the
player prefers to remain with his amateur
side.

It I3 not the International selectors
alone who have been worried about the
centre-forward problem duriog the present
season. Many clubs have been afflicted
the same way, and one of the features
of the ¢ up to now has been the
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THE LIMIT,

Imagination and grim reality are well
blended in next week’s powerful story
of the Duke. Hunted, defeated, rising
again, never knowing’ when he is beaten
—there you have the Duke, a champion
worthy of a better cause. Look out next
week for Walter Edwards' greatest story
vet in this gnppmg series.

“TYHE THIRD ROUND!"

The title tetls its own tale. It is a
grand yarn, full of the tense drama in
which  this  writer . excels. Walter
Edwards i3 a master of his craft. I
shall say nothing further heré, but there
are a few matters in this connection on
whichh I fully intend to touch anothcr
time.

A BIQ DRAW.

‘I'hese 12,000-word completes are win-
ning all a|nng the line. I have a bumper
success for next Monday in a magnificent
story of sport and excitcment.

“« THE INTERNATIONAL'S
SECRET {7

Don’t omit to make a note of what
i3 coming. This tale is superbly written,
and it is in its right place in next
Monday’s extra-fine number of the
“Boys" Friend."

A CROWD OF NOVELTIES.

Just one word about our notable
serials, “South Seas Treasure!” and “By
Order of the League!” Maurice Lverard
has achieved what might have been
thought impossible—that is to say, he
has outdone himself in the stirring
romance of the South.

‘And we have P. G. Wodechouse, amus-
ing, fascinating as ever. This writer
just nails the attention. He is quaint
and irresistible , he makes his points with
such ease, so it seems; his characters are
alive, and you find odd turns of humour
when least expected.

As for Jimmy Bilver, that worthy Is
going strong. It is proving a fairly brisk
winter at Rookwood and out of it. The
iunior leader of Rookwood has been
shining more than ever of late Next
Mondny he will be found quite in his
best form.

“SCUND THE ETERNAL!"”

Be on the qui vive for the amazing
Scund  You will be vastly interested in

this amazing character. Scund is a
mystery, and round him circle other
mysteries. More of this next time.

“ THE PHANTOM PIRATE!"

Here you have another of the blg
sensations which are coming in the
“Boys’ Friend.” It is simply prodigious

—the bizzest and brainicst of yarns.

FURTHER ANNOUNCEMENTS,

Oblige me by kcepm your eye on Uhat
for some extra special novelties. These
include something superlatitely excellent
in the way of Free Phum"uphs

A ‘“ MAGNET " W

Our Companion Paper, the “Magaet”
Library, is giving this week a real and
very finely-executed photo of a famous
football club.

RESULT OF TOTTENHAM
HOTSPUR COMPETITION.

In this competition one competitor
scut in a correct solution. The first
{)nxe of £5 has therefore been awarded
0

g A

N,
Charlotte Street,

Tidal Basino, K. 16,

The second prize of £2 10s. has been
divided among the following, whose solu-
tions contained one error each:

E. Ashworth, 756, Oldham Road, Fails-
worth, Manchester; Edwin estv, 2,
Douglas Street, Birkenhead; C. J. Iilier-
wood, 16, Baunk Street, Clayton, Man-"
chester.

The teun prizes of 55 each have been
divided among the following, whose solu-
tions contained two errors each:

Percy Ashworth, 756, Oldham Rd., Fails-
worth, Manchester; Mrs. Foster, 44,
James 8t., Doncaster; N. Phillipson,
Suggitts Lane, Cleethorpes; R. Buttery,
70, Victoria Avenue, Hull; Leonard
Hayes, 4, Little Church St., Coventry;
H. Knighton, 48, Wellinghoro' Rd.,
Northainpton;  W. G Jeffrey, 14, Park
St., Southend-on-Sea; J. A. Calvert, 2,
Temperance St., Broadbottom, nr. Man-
chester; Leslie Varah, 10, Ainsley Rd.,
Crookmoor, Sheffield; Joln Thomson,
185, Naburn St., Glasgow, S.8.; R. Jones,
35, Cedar St., Bootle, Liverpool; W.
Gu).nt( 143, Queen’s Rd., West Croydon;

E. Crooks, West 8t., Banwell,

A. Butters, 245, Robert's S
Grimshy; C. Kelly, 6, Hands '
Lithertand, Liverpool; . Cook, 36,
Seymour Place, London, S.W.10; Ernest
Shooter, 15, Manor Road, New Village,
Askern, nr. Doncaster; Albert Earp, 163,
Holland 8%, Newton, Manchester; H.
Broadbent, 6, Kirby St., Stockton-on
Tees; Arnold Harris, 30, Salishury St.,

Qom erset ;

Pelaw-on-Tyne; A. Rwha.rdson 23, New-

stead Rd., Lee, S.E. 1" Maurice P.

Hales, 45, Artillery 8t.. N. Colchester.
SOLUTION.

Tottenham Hotspur at one period had
the reputation of being one of the
luckiest football teams in the country.
The club enjoys wonderful popularity
and is very wealthy One or two of its
star players have cost huge sums. The
8purs have won the English Cup twice.

Your Editor.

desperate steps takem by club managers
in the hope of solving this centre-forward

difficulty. Tho Arsenal had a lucky in-
spiration when they placed Turnbull,
previously a right full-back, as leader of
the attack, and his name will worthily go
down in history as the man who twice
scored four goals in a First Division
match inside a week.

From Full-Back to Centra,

Two clubs with very big resources have
also becn at their wits’ end to find a

man who satisied as leader of the attack.

R. E, YORK
(Aston Villa),

I refer to Aston Villa and Tottenham
Hotspur. The Villa seem fo have arrived
at a possible solution by placing the out-
side wma man, Richard York, as the main
cog in the forward machive. Apyway,
this player, like Turnbull, was an im-
mediate success so far as the important
business of getting goals’ is concerned,
and it remains to be eeeu whether either
will coatinue to prove completely satis-
factory in the other necessary qualifica-
tions which go to the make-up of the
ideal leader of the attack

Keeping a Reputation,

a pood foothaller does not necessarily
mean that he may have the makings of &
good centre-forward. Early in the
present scason they tried outside-left
Dimmock as leader of the attack, and
he also seemed to make good in the. first
trials, so far as mere goal-scoring was
concerued. But soon it was realised that,
good plaver though Dimmock undoubtedlty
is on the wing, he was not the right mau
for the centre-forward job. Them Grims
dell, another fine, instinctive footballer,
was given the task of leading the for-
wards, but he met with no more success
than did Dimmock.

Considering all the foregoing, and more
which could be written on the same sub-
ject, it seems pretty clear that centre-
forwards are born, not made. Another
trouble is, of course, that it is far easier
in these times for a centre-forward to
make a reputation than to keep it

The first thing which happens when
a man is transferred to the centre-forwar:d
berth from some other position is that
he goes through a very real test of prov-
ing whether he is a two-footed player.
Most footballers can do something—a
little—with hoth feet, but if the centre-
forward is to carry out the whole duties
of the position he must be able to use
either lett or right with equal facility
If it is necessary for the centre-forward
to hring the ball from one foot to the
ether heﬁ,re shooting, the probability is
that Le will not get a chance to shoot at
all. Nor can he, unless each foot can do
its work, swing the ball out to the left
and right as the necessities of the game
dictate. Perhaps at centre-forward more
than anywhere eclse i3 instinct required—

the “nose ” which tells a man where the
ball is coming, and which enables him
to get intc the right position o re-
ceive it
o o
-
.

Totteaham Hotspur have certainly
proved that the mere fact of a man being

(4nother intoresting article next week.)

Saturday, February 17th.

First Division,

(IIFIQI:,\ v. Arsenal.
STON VILLA v. Stoke.

ll\'ERPOOL v. Blackburn Rovers.

TOTTENHAM HOTSPUR v.

Burnley v. Manchester City.

Nottingham Forest v. Cardiff City.

NEWCASTLE U. v West Bromwich

WHAT MIGHT HAPPEN

Below will be found our expert’s opinion of the probable results of the big games to be played on
The likely winning side is printed in capitals.
anticipated, both clubs are printed in smaller letters.

Bolton W.

A. ' Wolverhampton W.

ON

Second Division.
BURY v. Notts County.
CLAPTON ORIENT v. Crystal Palace.
Coventry City v. Bradford City.
LEEDS UNITED v. The Wednesday.
MANCHESTER U. v. Derby County
Port Vale v. Southampton.

MIDDLESBR Ol'GlI v. Everton, Rotherham County Fulham.
Preston North E. v. HUDDERSFIELD T. | South Shields v. LEICESTER CITY.
Oldham Athletic v SUNDERLAND. STOCKPORT COUNTY v. Hull City.
SHEFFIELD UNITED v. Birmingham. WEST HAM UNITED v. Barnsley

v. BLACKPOOL.

SATURDAY.

Where a draw .is

First Division
(Scottish League).
ABERDEEN v. Partick Thistle.
Airdrieonfans v. Dundee.
Ctyde v. Morton..

Falkirk v. CELT!O.

HIBERNIANS v \lloa
KILMARNOCE v. Hamilton Acads.
MO'I‘HI"PWLLL v. St. Mirren.

RAITH ROVERS v. Albion Covers,
RANGERS v. Ayr United.
Third Lanark v. Hearts.

APAR

£l0 OFFERED

AGAIN

THIS WEEK !

THE HISTORY 0F THE NOTI‘S COUNTY CLUB.

FIRST PRIZE £5.
SECOND PRIZE £2 10s.}
and 10 PRIZES of 5s.

INSTRUCTIONS.
fere is a splendid footer com-
petition which I am sure will
interest you, On this page you
will find o history of the Notts
County Football Club in Picture-

/“ \]
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TITICTTIITIrrerss .‘"

WOLVEQHRMPTON [
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puzzle form. What you are in-
vited to do is to solve the picture,
and. when you have done so write
your so[ulmn on a sheet of paper.
Then sign the coupon which
appears under the puzzle, pin it

to your solution. and post it to
“Notts County” Competition,
Bovs’ Frienp  Office,  Gough

House, Gough Square, E.C. 4, s0
as to reach that address not laler

THIS HOUSE.
ALMOST
g FINISHED

[’*— THE[ # jmade

than THURSDAY, February
22nd. .
The FIRST PRIZE of £5 will
be awarded to the reader who
submits a solution which is
exactly the same as, or nearest to,
the solution now in the possession
of the Editor. In the event of
ties the prize will be divided.
The other prizes will be awarded
in order of merit. The Editor

iy

s SUPERB

al==]n
222

reserves the right to add together
and divide the value of all or any
of the prizes, but the full amount
will be awarded. It is a distinct
condition of entry that the deci-
sion of the Editor must be
accepted as final. Employees of
the proprietors of this journal are
not eligible to compete.

This competition is run in con-
junction \\nLh the (-om " the
“Magnet,” and the Popul.n
and readers of those journals are
invited to compete.

1 enter “ NOTTS COUNTY " Competilion and agree to accept the

Editor’s decision as final
Name....coeeeennenes

Address. .
8.F.
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HERE’S MAURICE EVERARD'S GREATEST ADVENTURE STORY!

‘he 1st Chapter.

Stanton Hijlliard has stolen from
Sir Leonard Maynard the plans of the
location of a French privateer, which,
loaded with loot, sank in deep water

m the South Seas. Together with
Ncbastian Marks and Otto Green-
baum, he hires John Brereton, a

decp-sea diver, and his nephews, Tom
and Hal, who do not suspect Hilliard
of any underhand work until they
have been at sea with him some time.
I'he  Breretons decide to sce the
thing through hoping to be able to
return the treasure to its rightful
ouner when it has been raised.
el Island, their goal is reached
at last, and they find it is ruled by
(‘ardross, an Englishman. John
Brereton descends to the wreck,
but finds that the treasure has
alrcady been raised. When he re-
poits to Hilliard, the latter refuses to
lielieve him, and a fight ensues on
the deck of their ship. The Breretons
and Briskett, the galley boy, helped
by Abimeleck Hooper, a mysterious
stowaway, escape to the island where

they visit the white king.  Whilst
inspecting a native hamal, Tom
Brergton is captured by cannibal

natives, but his uncle and brother
yescue him. They are returning to
tardross’ house when they hear the
sound of gun-fire on the shore. Tom
swarms up a tree and reports that
Hilliard and his men are besieging
(*ardross, with whom is Briskett, who
has stayed with the white king as
valet, though in reality he is on the
ook out for the treasure, which John
Drereton believes to be in Cardross’
flands. The Breretons manage to
captyre the boats, which Hilliard had
cft on the shore under a guard of
1 men. After rendering the other
boats useless, the diver and his two
nephews set out for the Glentarn
taking their two prisoners with them,
On the Glentarn they are surprised
1o tind Hooper, who now introduces
himself  as Detective - Inspector
I"ossett, of the C. I. D. Fossett tells
the Breretons that Hilliard has no
machine  guns as  he,  himself,
vendered them all useless before the
attackers went ashore. He is now
cugaged in  putting the weapons
sizht. The two prisoners are brought
on board, and consent to turn King’s
cvidence, and also to work the ship.
Une Breretons and Fossett retire to
cabin to partake of a meal. " “I
ave say you are all dying to know
iow I came aboard this vessel,” says
Fos-ett, *“so you may as well have the
yarn now.”

The 2nd Chapter.
Fossett Qets to Business.

“You all remember that night
when Sir Leonard was attacked and
almost murdered in his house?”
started Fossett.

“We were the first to enter the
hiouse,” said Hal.

0UTH SEAS TREASURE !

=
I

“You made my acquaintance
thcgl," laughed Fossett, “‘but under
a different name and another disguise.

was one of the detectives who
motored over from Dorchester in re-
sponse to the telephone call.”

. " Were you really ¢ asked Brereton
in amaze.

Fossett  inclined
shaped head.

“That is so. For weeks I had been
on the trail of Hilliard and Marks,
f()llox\'lrlg}l\o latter from Paris, where
he and his chief were planning a big
coup. They met in Portsmouth one
night, and, unfortunately, I lost track
of them. The next thing that bap-
pened was the telephone message
from Maynard Court. From t%le
scanty description you two young
men gave, I recognised my wanted
friends, but they had got clear away.
The weeks lenglhene(f, and nothing
happened to connmect them  with the
Maynard Court affair. Then quite
by accident I heard that Hilliard was
engaged in chartering a ship for some
unknown destination

1 reported the matter to the Yard,
and was given instructions by Sir
Everard Fulton, the Acting Chief
Commissioner, to get on board the
vessel and find out exactly what game
the villains were up to. his could
only be done by becoming a stow-
away. With the connivance of one
of the stores contractors, I was
shipped on beard in a packing-case—
which explains, not only the s{lzortage
of Master Briskett’s stores, but my
own strange appearance days after
the vessel ﬁml put to sea.”

Tdm came out of a breathless maze.

“But your juggling, your music,
your waiting at table—how did you
manage all that?”’

The detective smiled.

“My hoy, in his time a police-
officer is called upon to play mauy
parts. My meagre accomplishments
are all part of a detective equipment.
By pretending to be deaf, I obtained
entry to Hilliard’s cabin and the
saloon when otherwise 1 should not
have been admitted. Time and again
I was able to overhear their con-
versations and to learn pretty well
every different move on the {)oard.
They never ouce suspected me, and
it was that which enabled me to enlist
the aid of Briskett in getting you out
of the locked cabin.”

“Wonderful! Simply wonderful !
murmured Brereton. “But why
didn’t_they get you to land with
them 7"

Fossett laughed.

‘“Someone had to stay behind to
look after the captain. Petersen is
still in his cabin, suffering from the
effects of one bullet in his stomach.
I removed the slug yesterday, but it
will be weeks before he gets about
again.”

“And the Nordenfeldt? What were
you doing with it when we arrived?”’
asked Hal.

Fossett winked knowingly.

his  curiously-

Telling how Fossett and the
Breretons turn the tables on
Hilliard & Co.!

“Undoing some of my own handi-
work. I put that, the three-pounder,
and the Maxim all out of order by
working grit and fine dust into the
mechamsm. The result was, when
they brought ’em out for use, the
breech-blocks jammed in the big one,
and the feeders of the Nordenfeldt
and the Maxim wouldn’t function.
Otherwise, by now Mr. Cardross and
his house would have been blown to
smithereens. Help yourself to more
pie, Master Tom."”

Tom leaned back, breathing a deep
sigh of content. ;

“‘Thanks, I've had enough; 1 want
to get back on deck to see what i:
happening.”

Fossett rose and brought a big box
of cigars from the sidebeard.

“No hurry, my lad—ne hurry,” he
said quietly. ‘‘Give your uncle a
chance to enjoy another of his be-
loved smokes. We’ve an hour yet—
a good hour—in which to make our-
selves comfortable before the last
round is fought. I think I can pro-
mise all of you that, with luck, the
game will be ours.”

‘ What about the treasure?” asked
Hal eagerly.

‘“As for that,” was the calm reply,
“we shall have to settle with Mr.
Cardross.”

“Cardross is a tough nut,” Brere-
ton remarked seriously. “He strikes
me as a man without any semse of
duty to his fellows. Matters of right
or wrong don’t trouble him He just
does as he likes and leaves other
people to make the best of it.”

“1 know.” The detective paced the
saloon thoughtfully every, now and
again glancing through the open port
to the beautiful island drowsing
peacefully in the warmth of early
morning.” “Some men get like-that,
especially in these out-of-the-way
quarters of the globe. Of course,
I don't know him, but from what
you've told me I should say he's a
gentleman gone wrong.”

“By birth and education a gentle-
man to the finger tips,” agreed the
diver, pulling contently at his cigar.
“And yet he gives one the feeling
that he would shoot as soon as look
at you. He knows we suspect he is
holding the_treasure, but he didn’t
make the slightest suggestion about
parting up or even sharing.”
Fossett smiled meaningly. .

“You spoke a moment ago, Mr.
Burereton, of right and wrong. There
is such a thing as right and might.
There is a combination of the two
together. Believing your story as I
do, in fact being in possession of most

of the details, T am going to suggest
that the card we play agamnst
Cardross, when the proper moment

arrives, is right and might combined.
The key to the whole situation lies
with the Nordenfeldt gun up on deck.
We are in a position to blow Mr.
Cardross, his house, and his subjects
into the air if we choose. I intend
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to use that advantage —with your per-
mission—to bring  him . to - reason.
Pardon me a moment, I have not yet
attended to my small friends.”

He disappeared in the direction of
the. lazarette, reappearing a few
moments later with his battered bird-
cage. To the sound of his voice, Og,
Gog, and Magog, the three white
mice, responded with httle squeaks.
He set a plate héaped with dainties
for them at the end of the table, and
when he opened the wire door, the
little fellows popped out one at a time,
and ranged themselves round the
plate, each beginning the feast by
handing something to the other in his
diminutive paw.

“The training of animals has always
been a hobby of mine,” Fossett re-

marked, eyeing. his tiny friends
affectionately. “There. was a good
deal of truth in what I told
you that day when I emerged

so ignominiously from the packing
case. My father, the Great Fossett
—1I guess you boys have heard of
Fossett’s Royal Circus—was a show:
man, and I was brought up. if not in
the odour of sanctity, at least in the
aroma of naphtha flares and tan. From
the ring I joined the force; but I
have never forgotten my early train-
ing. You’ve no idea how useful a
thing like this can_be in throwing
dust into the eyes of an enemy. For
two months now, I've carried on my
work right under the noses of Green-
baum and Hilliard, and they’ve neyer
once suspected. Gentlemen ~’—moving
orthole once more—* things
seem to have settled down nicely over
ere. 'The time has come to take
a hand in the game.” .
“T don’t quite see how we can win
through even with the aid of the

auick-firer,”
on deck. L

Fossett picked up his three legged
stool, and handed it to the boy.

“D’you mind placing that in’ fronb
of the gun. “Hal, I'll get you to
attend to the cartridge ribbons. You
can hand me refills as fast as I fire.
Tom, you might nip down to the
store-room and bring up a red and
white flag. ‘I shall need to do a bit
of semaphore work before long.”

Some little time was occunied in
making the necessary arrangcments,
but their completion found Fossett
seated at the gun with open cartridge
cases ranged  all. round  him.

“We've got ten thousand shells
here, boys,” he said cheerily. * The
last time I handled one of these
little weapons—or something similar
to it—was-in the trenches below Hill
60. I hope I haven't lost my skill.
Mr. Brereton, will you take the
glasses and act as observer? T want,
first of all, to put in a little practice
on the orange grove between the two
houses. Five hundred shots a minute
for five minutes-ought to preity well
clean it up. Hilliard will understand
that we mean business when he sees
everything going down before a
scythe of bullets.  Now.”

He bent forward, released a spring,
curled his forefinger round the re-
lease trigger, and, glancing down at
the box to make sure the belt was
running in line, took careful sight.
The quiet of the lagoon was shaitered
by a succession of reports so rapid that
tgcy merged into one continuously-
rising crescendo of sound. X

Beneath them the deck planking
quivered, the gulls flew in countless

(Continued overleaf.)

said Tom as they went
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ment of ‘“ Harlene Hair-
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condition of their hair have
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by return a free ‘‘ Harlene
Hair-Drill > Outfit. You are
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2 Drilt”  is o  delightful

Scalp-cleansing “Cremex’
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massage your Hair with
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Blizir Hair Beautify-
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Every Outfit
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lates it to new growth. It is Tonic
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2. A packet of ‘‘Cremex” Shampoo.
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QYEZ! OYEZ! There’s another great MAURICE EVERARD Story on the way! It’s all about JOE TREMORNE and the POLRUAN COUSINS!



4“6

EuryHMondny

Publiehed

THE BOYS® FRIEND

.. Price
'rWopono‘o

17/2/23

OUTH SEAS TREﬂSURE !

thousands from the reef. and above
the thin pencil of blood-red flame the
columr: of grey-blue smoke mounted
rapidl;- to the heavens,

Isiandwards the effect was elec-
irical. Leaves flew into the air ir
cddying clouds, saplings bent, broke;
and fell down as though struck by a
powerful magic hand Inside three
minutes the orange grove was an

(Continued from prestous page.) -

barrel ‘of the Nordenfeldt :moved to
and fto on a restricted - arc. No
axemen could have felled timber more
accurately than Fossett with his gun.
The constant hail of bullets screaming
over the water, cleared a path edged
with a double line of destruction.

“Cease fire!” he called. and both
Hal and Tom automatically - straight-
ened. “You can reckon that every
-eye on the 1sland is turned on the
ship, and by this time Hilliard knows
that someone aboard means busi-
ness.  We'll take a walk to the
bridge for a change.”

long stick.

And t}\en in srghb of
them all he removed

the bandage

of the stick, and waved. it in the air
as a token of surrender.

The detective laughed.

“Not good enough, yet awhile. We
must -make sure of Briskett first.
" Fleischiner will understand” this as
casily as rcndmg a book. Stand back,
boys, to give’ me more- room. The
one who has the glasses can en]ov
himself watching Fleischner’s face.”

Then TFossett's flag wagged this
message whick of course took:some
time to transinit :

“The Breretons and T aré masters
of the Glentarn. . We have the
machine-gun trained on your head-
quarters. At the first sign of trouble
we shall knock the show to
smithereens, and the whole lot of you
with it. Report these facts to Stan-
ton Hilliard, bring him into the open
with you, and thcn having made a

«onple of flags, send back answers to
the instructions I shall give you.’

HILLIARD & CO. SURRENDER!

end of a stick:

Fleischner removed tho bardage from hig head, tlad it &) ths
snd waved it in the air as a token of surrender.

empty lane in which nothing had
escaped destruction.

Fossett threw back his long head
and laughe:

“Now for a second piece of fancy
work,” he said, tilting his cigar at
an angle between his thin lips. “If
vou could see inside that house, you'd
find Greenbaum shaking like a jelly-
fish, with his face the colour of a
duck’s egg. Hilhard and Marks are
probably knocking their knees to-
gether, and the poor wretches who
have followed them wondering what
on earth has happened. There’s a
big cluster of ironwoods and young
palms to the right. I propose felling
them, then we will have a little pmlev
by ;emaphora. Fill 'em up, Tom.”

Again the cartridge belt began to
whir, and the trees began to shake
and topple one by one as the short

A pleasant surprise met them when
‘they reached the top of the com-
panion. On the veranda of Cardross’
house a diminutive figure appeared
and waved to them with a coloured
bandana handkerchief.

“Thank heaven, DBriskett is all
right,” muttered John, passing the
glasses to Hal.

Hal focussed them on the solitary
figure holding a rifle crooked in his
right arm.  Then he waved back,
and Briskett disappeared like a Jack-
in-the-box. With a flag in each hand,
Fossett waited by the bridge rail.
The minutes dragged slowly by, and
then they saw part of the barncado

being remmml from the house in
which Hilliard and his crew had
taken shelter, and Fleischner, the

first mate, appeared.
A bloodstained rag swathed his
head. In his right hand he carried a

Fleischner turned and disappeared
within the house. When he re-
appcared, Hilliard, looking very
pallid and broken up, followed him.
Fossett sent the following message -

“Stanton Hilliard, the game is up.
You can choose between death and
surrender. For the sake of the crew,
I advise you to give in. Otherwise,
in five minutes there will not ba
man left among you. Do you agxeu
to accept my terms?”

Fleischner, standing at the side of
his master-in-crime, translated the
message. Then, at Hilliard’s bid-
ding, he wagged back.

“Unconditional surrender!”

(Will Eossett succeed in getting
Hilliard & Co. off the island? On
no account should you wmiss nexl
Monday's splendid instalment. Order
your Boys’ FRIEXD to-day!)

from lis forehead, tied it to the end.
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 JIMMY SILVER'S
STRATEGY!
By OWEN CONQUEST.

((»mlmued /rom page: 4 5 )
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“Let's ‘have ' the  paper, ‘llher, old
chap,” pleaded Gower. “I1—I know you
wouldn't show it to anybody; but—but
if it got druppv:d about—if a mahter saw
it, Gower [fairly trembled.
“ ill\er old man, we own up we played
you a dlrtv trick- in bagging .the study
while you were on the sick hst Can't
say fairer than that.”

“We—we want you to have the study,

[

QU]

if—i—

Silver,” said Lattfey pleadingly. “It—
it was only a jape, anyhow.”

Jimmy Silver reflected. His chums
grinned.

“If you want to do the right thing, of
course we're bound to agree, as model
yuuths. and a standiug example to Rook-
wood,” he said gravely.

“Hear, hear!” grinned Lovell.

“You'll the - paper back—you'll
promise— began Peele cagerly

“That's enough! I've said that I won't
bargain with wu' said Jimmy Silver
loftily. “If you think it right to hand
back our s!ud\ go to Mr. D.xlt(m and ask
him to give Bis oflicial permission. I
can't trust you to play the game, Peele;
but you can trust me. Take your choice,
anyhow.”

i'd rather—"
mind what you'd rather—get
iid Uncle James.  “You make me
ill, Peele—youre a worm! Go

rather

his teeth aand went,
Gower and trey following him with
dismal face: There was a discussion in
the pu ge; but it was a discussion that
could have only onc conclusion. Peele
& Co pruceuh-d to the Fourth Form
master’s stu

Mr. I>~llun was surprised and pleased
when the three erring youths explained

Peele  gritted

t they feit that Silver ought {o have

his study back. They would be satisfied

with their old quarters—in fact, they
quite keen to change back.

said Mr.

am glad to hear th
Dalton. “[I think you have rightly.
I will send a message to Sil and in-
form him of this, and I am very pleased

hat the dispute has been settled so
satisfactorily.”

Peele & (‘o. drifted out of the study.
Mr. Dalton visited the Fistical Four per-
sonally to inforin them of the change.
When he was gone, Jimmy Silver & Co
l(lhmll" >d swiling looks.

“ Bl

cte

mMMMwmwm

tnkmg out- umu- personal - belongiag:
With merry faces and ligh{s kearts Ohe
¥istical Four instatled themselvés in theic

old quarters.  The usurpers had been
ejected at last; and from ithe point of
view of Jimmy Silver & co.mx was calm
and bei

The, cc; Fowr were. rather lnte that
cyening in sitfisg down. to prep, again
in the end stndy And’ then there came.
an_interruption.

Peele & Co. looked in.

“Don’t i you fellows, said
Lovell. “We »
“I say—" began Gower plnumyelv

“That paper—" mumbled Lattrey.
“We've given you, back your ‘study
said Peele, between his teeth. “Dalton
made a note of it, and you know we
can’t go back on it now. -Now it's
up to you to hand us that paper, Jimmy

- Silver.”

“That paper you signed last might?”
smiled Jimmy.

“Yes; you—you— I mean, it's up to
you, Silver!”

“Sorry, it can't he done!”
“ You—you won't haund it over—now?"”
gnsped Peele,

“Can’t! You see, I burned it with a
match last night!” said Jimmy Silver
cheerily.

Tne ‘three black sheep jumped,

“ You—you burned it!” stuttered Peele

Jnnm nodded.

“Too jolly dangerous to keep about,”
he answered. “Enough to get you three
fellows the sack if it was seen by the
giddy eye of authcnty Dld you think

was going to keep it?

4 Vlum-mum-mum-my hat!” gasped
Gower.

“ Burned it,” said Lattrey, blankiv

“Then—then--then it wasn't in existence
when—when we came and offered to hand

over the study for i

“Jt wasn't!” agreed Jiinmy.

“And you—you let us—" howlsd
Peele.

“Let vou—what?"

“We —we thought you still had tho
paper!” hissed Pcele, white with rage

and chagrin. “Do you think we'd
given up the study if we h ndu t suppo.
you had a hold over us?
“Wouldn't you?" ﬂi)ll(‘d Jimmy
“No!” yelled Peele. *“You know we
wouldn't !

" yelled Loyell and Raby
. The expression on Cyrt
ace delighted them.
ejaculated Gower.
agreed Jimmy Silver.

*And

;. hal

Peele & Co. tnmped out of the stud,

A roar of laughter followed them. At
the al Four resumed prep. in th~
end study—their own study again—an !
in a mood of exuberant satisfaction that
certainly was not caused by the prep.

said  Arthur Edward Lt L
get our study to rights! (Trouble for Jimmy Silver & Co. in - A
Rift in  the Lute!"™ next Monday':
The Fistical Four proceeded to the end | splendid story of Roeokwood Schoo!
study at once. Peele & Co. were already | Order your Boys' FRIEND to-day!)
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Z THE OUTLAWS! :
By GORDON WALLACE.

(Continued from page 423.) =

BT T T

a bad man, he saw Hicks fire at the man
he was following, saw the latter throw
up his arms, and drop from the saddle.
Then Slim Danvers rode up.
“Governor all right:" asked
quietly. as he rode up.
*Hope so,” Nud Frank,
towards the erly man_at his side.
Then he gave shout of dismay, for
Clayton B. Bulifish was lying saggingly
against the back of his
“Guess 1 got King

Slim

and turned

at.
ulxc. anyhow!”
d.ammnmna uud

Lhnrnn{a \\num
said Franok, in hollow

i\[v- dead.”
Somebody’s

tray bullet, I expect.”
. * sald shim. *What luck!”
“Youll have to be patient, boys.”
said Arizona Jim. later. “I guess the

population are thinking a heap of you
just now. They know you got King
Charlie amongst you. But, unfortunately,

the Governor doesn’t know; he’s in a ha

way—hasn’t recovered e i e

and wien he does he'il be too sick to
remember wmuch for a bit. So I'm afraid
yo'll have to lie doggo for a while longer
—until we know whether the Governoc
going to pardon you. Public opinion
says he ought to—but there's the chance
he might die—and then he can't.

“I'll let you know,just as soon as there’s
news about Bullfisl,” continued Arizona
Jim. “But, for your mother's and sister’«
sake, keep as free as you can. Justice
is s0 darned swift here, and if you're
caught before Bullfish can-he told what
the State owes you, you might have to
pay the penalty.”

When he left them at lenath, Frank
and Slim, anyway, were very thoughtful
They pondered the situation rather wist-
fully.  But they could come to no other
conclusion than this—that, though they
had earned a pardon, morally, they hai
not been granted one, nor would it be
safe to leave their hiding beldly unti!

they knew that Bullfish was aware of
the debt he owed them.
THE END.
(“The International's Secret!"—that's

the title of nert week's ripping 12.000-
word story of Footer and Mystery!
Order your BoYS' FRIEND to-day, and
make sure of reading this superd tale!y
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