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HERE'S A STORY THAT SPEAKS FOR ITSELF! safo in the corner. 1 don ¢ sup- The 3rd Chapter.
pose that thing would worty hin, And One f
He'd open it as, though it vie a— neoms torDayton,
4 paper hag !** The theft of the Crown Jewels

Rollo Dayton scores off the Duke, but the master-crimin

The st Chapter.
At Large !

A reign of terror had Loundon iu
its giip, and the man behind it was
* the simister individual who was known
to the underworld of two continents
as the Duke.

A criminal genius, an accomplished

linguist, and a master of make-up, he
was waging war against Society iwith
a ruthless cunning and a _deohcal
ingenuity which stamped him as the
greatest menace of the age; and the
peo‘?lle called upon Scotland Yard to
lay him by the heels without delay—
to bring him to the bar of justice'at
all costa. 3

The Duke had been in the hands
of the law on three or four occasions,
but never had a prison-cell been
strong enough to hold him. Skilled
in every branch of lawlessness, he
was a gaol-breaker of no mean order,
Leing one of the few criminals to
escape from the dreaded Tombs
Trison in the States. :

Speciel autions were faken fo
guard agamnst the Duke’s activities;
but he might hiave been a phaniom,
g0 elusive was he. That he was a
creature of flesh and blood was cer-
tain, however, for he invariably left
a neastly-inscribed ivory visiting-card
upon the scene of his operations.

Femous jewels and cherished heir-
looms vamshed as though spirited
away by some eupernatural agency,
strong-rooms and safe-deposite were
invaded and robbed, and at least one
daring hold-up took place in broad
daylight in the West End, the
handits getting away with a large
quantity of jewellery. :

The Duke was well sexrved in the
matter of hirelings, but his was the
brain behind every coup—his was the
bhand which pulled the _strings.
North, south, east, and west, he threw
ont his tentacles, and thousands upon
thousands of pounds poured inio his
collers: 3

The poh'ce, of course, came in for
much nidicule and condemination, yet
they were working tirelessly in their
efforts to run their quarry to earth;
and there was not a man in the
Force who would not have risked his
life for the bare chance of slipping
a pair of handecuffls upon the
criminal’s slim wrists,

Thousands of plain-clothes deteo-
tives ‘were scouring the districts
known to be favoured by the Duke,
but a house-te-house search of Lime-
house, Poplar, and Scho did nat bear
fruit, Scores of ticket-of-leave men,
old lage, and “suspects ” were ques-
tioned closely, but they all declared
that they had never set eyes upon the
“wanted ¥ man, 5

This, in many cases, was a lie, hut
they knew that it would be mothing
less than suicide fo turn informer.
The very name of the Duke struck
fear info their eraven hearts.

The *“Terror”—as one paper
dubbed him — was certainly in
London, and every day brought a

fresh series of erimes to light, each
bearing the unmistakable stamp of
the master-mind.

Sitting in his Erival'e office in the
clubhouse, Big Jobn Vaughan, the
managing cirector of the Chelsea
Villa I.C., was discussing the amaz-
ing affair with the Hon. Rollo
Dn.‘ytcn, the famons amateur,

“Where is it got to end, old
man?” asked the bearded giant, tap-
ping a newsoaper which gave details
of an audacious robbery st the Mint.

A number of ingots had vanished
during the n|§-ht—-and this despite
the presence of a special guard—but
no trace of the thieves’ methods had
been discovered,

again avoids capture !

The only clue was a neat ivery
visiting-card. Tt was inscribed :
“The Duke.
Rollo Dayton shook his fair licad.
I really can’t say,” he confessed
absently polishing his gold-rimmed
monocle with a silk handkerchief,
“Every third person one meets in
the street is a detective, yel the price-
less old Duke still evades arrest. It's
uncanny, 'pon my word it is] One

the lad if he wasn’t so handy with
his jolly little gun and all that sort
of thing.”

“He's certainly & cunning scoun-
drel,” agreed John Vaughan. ‘‘But
this state of affairs cannot continue.
There'll be a panio if he's allowed to
vun wild for another month ! People
arf:i even losing their faith in bagts,
nh _‘I

“Well, he managed to get into the
strong-room of the London & North-
minster, didn’t be?! put in Rollo.

“Matters have come to a most
critical  pass,”  centinued  John
Vaughan gravely, “‘and T see no
bright spot at the moment.”

Rollo passed & hand over
smooth hair.

“There mayn't be a dazeling spot
—a real thousand - candle - power
illumination—but at least we've a
grain of consolation,” he drawled. -

John Vaughan raised his bushy
eyebrows guestioningly, half suspect-
ing.' Rollo of 2 mild jole.

‘How do you make that out?” he

asked.
“Well, whilst this priceless lad is
cracking - cribs, bursting safes, and
doing the Dick Turpin act, ho is
giving us a rest, isn't he? asked the
amateur. “We've not been troubled
by him for well over a week: he
hasn’t tried to poison us or blow the
ground sky-high or an f.hinlg! 1
think it's jolly decent of gim 1

The bearded giant was forced to
smile, in sﬂ:te of himself, for Rollo
Dayton spoke the truth, !

he Duke, returning from a suc-
cessful “business tour * in the States.
had tired of the ordinary round of
crime, and bhad directed his sinistor
activities against British sport, and
in so doing he at once came up
against Rollo and a2 number of other
rtsmen who called themselves the
ean-Sport Crusaders. They declared
war upon the criminal.

Rollo was the leading light, and in
the many battles of brain and brawn
which ensued he always managed to
more than hold his own.

Pluck and a punch in each hand
pulled him through.

To find his equal in a fair-haired,
broad-shouldered youngster who was
Eittle miore than a schoolboy was &
new and unpleasant experience for
the Duke, and he vowed to
“destroy ¥ his  youthful encmy
without delay.

Rollo, strangely enough, did not
ses eye io eye with him.in this kill-
ing business. and time and again he
missed death by the narrowest of
margine. And with each failure to
rid himself of the youngster did the
Duke's determination increase.

Then -the time arrived when he
directed all his energies against Rollo
and the Chelsea Villa Club. Many
were the scliemes he launched to dis-

ace the footballers and bring the

illa to the dust, but Rollo alwazs

his

frostrated him, even though it
might be at the eleventh hour.
The 2nd Chapter.
A Shock Tor John Vaughan.
Big John Veughan, who looked

worried and thoughtfui, caressed his
tawny beard and gazed across at the

With Compliments.”’

could feel a sort of admiration for-

al, despite heavy odds, once

handsome youngster who was perched
upon the edge of the table.

“This affair at the Mint seems
scarcely credible!” he declared.

“Maybe, old egg” returned
Rollo; “but it has happened, never-
theless. I shouldn't be surprised to
hear that the Duke had tried to et
*his hands upon the Crown jewels!”

“There sre less likely things than
that,” Vaughan.

spend a pleasant ten minutes in
breaking into the Bank of England!”
smiled gR&Jllo, elaborating. ““There
must be quite a ot of money there,
vou know! T paid in a postal-order
or ninepenm only yesterday !"”

‘“ And after he'd gt those he might

“¥You're joking, my son!” smiled -

Vaunghan colouved and snovie
he had wnbounded faith in

“It would take a ilozen M
open that, my son!” he ileolar
his. voice ringing with doliniee,
*That, safo is E‘urglar-prnr:’. \Viat
i3 more, 1 am the only person in the

wide world who knows the cowbina-
tion ™
Rollo rose slowly frony liis porely

on the table, and strolled across to
the massive steel offair, which was
in dlself,
npon

shining brass bars and handles,

It certainly is a nice little chap "'
he ‘murmitired admirvingly, “Still.
one should be able to open ir casily

enough—" .

Again  Vaughan
glared.

“ Pravided,” Rollo ran on blandly.
“that one had ahout len tons of
dynamite and a corksirew ! No,
there’s not much chance of the
precious old Cup straying oub of
there, John!”

Vaughan's face brightened.

“That’s so, old man!” le said.
“It's a complicated affair. even
when you know all about it It
takes ma nearly a innte (o
manipulate the Jocks.”

Rollo raised his fine exchrawa,

S Locks?” he gueried.

' Certainly.!” returned  Vanghan.
“There are eight or niue of them,
and three doors!?

“Then why not let me zee how
you work the priceless olil gadgel ?”

grutited  and

ssked Rello, thoroughly interested.
“I1 may want to turn burglar one
of these days, and the expericnce
will prove useful .

Vaughan chuckled deep down in
his broad chest.

THE DUKE FOILED !

Rollo Dayton's powerful lsgs swapt the

Duke Trom the bed, and, ns the master-

criminal with a savage cry crashed to the carpet, the youngster leapt
through the air and landed full on top of him !

the manager.. “But I really believe
that scoundrel has nerve enough to
do anything. He'd rob a fellow of
his gold tooth!™” :

“What surgr;s.‘ea me is the fact that
be hasn’t had a shot st bagging the
jolly old Cup!” said Rollo, with
twinkling eyes; for he knew that he
would touch the big man upon a sore

point.

“PDon’t you falk out of the back
of your neck, Dayton!” growled
Vaughan. “‘He's got about as much
chance of putting his fingers on that
t_r&phy a¢ he has of being found
S ?LI guilty ' when he comes pp for
trial |

Rollo refused to be convinced.

“I'm not.so sure of that,” he re-
turned, with a glance at the massive

PNSWERS

“As a matter of fact” lie said,
feeling for his keys, “I'vé gol to
open it. The F.A. have azked for
certain important papers. XNow for
the ' Open, Besame!”® act!”

Rollo watched him inlently as he
manipulated bolts and bars, {urned
various keys, and worked out
abstruse combinations. But at lash
he gave a grunt of satisfaction.

He had reached the third door,
a sheet of glesming steel. He in-
serted a slender RE{;

“At last!” said Vaughan, swing-
ing the door open.

And then a' choking cry broke
from him, and he became as still
as & man turned to stone. His
mouth gaped open, and bLe stared
fixedly at the interior of the safe.

“What's—what’s the matley??
asked Rollo helplessly, aiarmed by
the expression of horror upon (e
manager’s” ashen- features,

“The Cup!” gasped. Vaughan in
a hoarse whisper.. “It's gone!”

Your pals want to know the best Boys’ Paper—Tell them it’s the BOYS' FRIEND !

44 wpon the next
1

could scarcely have caused a grealer
“sensation than did the mvsterious
disappsarance of the Eng]is‘fl Cup.

Not that there was any mystory
st far a3 the actual theft was con-
cerned, for the thief—in order to
simplify matters for the police!—
lind ‘beecil considerate emcugh o
ltave n nmiessage upon the sheli of
the safa.

Written in a neat, small hand, (he
note ran as follows:

“My dear Vaughan,—To open
your “burglar-proof’ eafe was as
#simple 2s outwitting your wooden-
heatled 'detectives and the band of
imbeciles who erll  themselves the
Clean-Bport Crusaders.  'The sport-
crazy  boueheads haven't enough
sense {c come in oub of the rain,

“TrE DUKE.

“P.S,—It may intereet vou to
know thal a matter of hours will
find tho Cup in the melting-pot.”

Big John Vaughan

stunned by the tragic discovery
when Rollo Dayton, having re-
covered from his initial eheck,
phoned through to the Yard and
expldined briefly what had hap-
pened. And less than twenty
minutes found half a dozen de-
tectives upon the scone, scouring
the mianager's office, the clubliouse,
and the grounds for clues which
might give some indication of the
croock’s movements after he had
made his haul.
. And they might have been search-
ing for the proverbial needle in =
haystack; for, apart from the faunt-
ing note, they conld not find the
faintest {race of the phantem who
called himself - the Duke: The
criminal who enapped contemptuous
lingers. under the very nose of (hie
foree Liad vanished—and 20 liad the
English Cup.

It was obvious that he lad usad
duplicate keys, and that, in sema -
explicable manner, he had menaged
to solve ilie jezlously guarded riddie
of tlic combination, and the whole
job had been carried ont in thas
ueat and expert manner which
etamped it as his handiwork,

The Scotisnd Yard men, beaten
7 and Daffled at every turn, shook
their hoads, and tried to decids
ve in the ganie.

John Vaughan, huddled up in his
deep armchair, looked a2 stunned,
almost pitinble figure, is fine
featurce were deeply lined, and his
oyes clooded and troubled.

He felt that the whole responsi-
bility [or the loss rested upon his
own hroad shoulders,

was still

The English Cup, the most coveted
iraphy in the world of sport, had
been enlrusted into his care, and
now il bad been stolen by the man
who would net hesitate to consign
it to iHe melting-pot.  Vaughan

N
knew that nothing would give the
eriminal geeater joy than to reduce
the lLaadsome Cup to o moes of
maolten metal,

'The mows of the theft was flushed
to every corner of the metropolis,
and the small army of deteclives
became more vigilant than ever.
Even most respectablo old gentiemen
who happered fo be carrying a
parcel were treated to a dismr%ing
serutiny, for the ¥ard did nol mean
to leave anything to chance.

It was known that the Duke
was in  London, and the pelice
authorities vowed that it would

take all his uncanny ingenuity to
slip through their hands on this
occasion. Indeed, Sir Henry Bell-
field, ihe Commissioner, declared
that he would organise a house-to-
house search throughout the whalo
metropolis if necessary. The Duke,
a menacs which must be destroved,
had to be hounded down.

Disgruntled and disgusted, the
detectives drifted back to John
Vaughen's room. Some had been
searching the enclosure, others the
clubhouse, and the groundsmen end
other emf;loyces had been closely
questioned, but all to no purpese.

Every likely clue had been fol-
lowed, to come to naught; and now,
two hours after the discovery of the
theft, they found themselves up
against a brick wall,

“It fair beats me!” declared one
plain-clothes man, a groy-haired giant
with a cleanshaven, bulldog cast of
countenance. “When did you Jast
open ihe safe, Mr. Vaughan? That
is, before this afternoon.”

The bearded man raised his haggard
face and turned dazed eves upon the
questioner.

* Yesterday, in the evening,” he
answered wearily. ““The whaole thing
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aeema imposaible, like a fearful night-
mare; yet—"

He glanced at the open safe, at the
empty shelf, which but a matter of
hours before had supported the
English Cup.

“H’m! Then it looks as though he
did the job during the night,” put in
another detective. “It's a knock-
out !

“It's a priceless old thumti: to the
‘ point,’ old egg," drawled the Hon.
Rollo Dayton. “We're down for the
count, and all that, but I don’t see
that we're serving any useful purpose
by moping about here. The Cup has
vanished, there’s no doubt about'that;
and g0 it is up to us fto find it.”

One or two of the police officers
turned scowling faces to the fair-
haired amateur, who looked his usual
unruffled self.

“That sounds all very fine, ycan
man,” growled the man with the bull-
dog face, * but perhaps you'll kindly
tell us how you're f-;ning to get on the
track of the Duke."” i

The youngster beamed through his
gold-rimmed monocle.

“Then, again, perhaps T won't, old
egz,” he drawled. “The peerless old
“pot' is in London, and I mean to
get hold of it before our man melts

. it down.”

His mellow tone reng with confi-
dence, and big John Vaughan raised
his head. There was = light of hope
in the wide-set eyes.

“D’you mean that, young 'un?” he
asked engerly. “Do you think there's
a chance——" 3

“Of course there’s a chance!” eried
Rollo, walking actoss to the bearded
giant and gripping his
shoulder, ‘“There’s one
thing I don't wanf you
to do, and that i3 to
worry your head about
the business, ¥ou can
safoly leave this. affmir
to your Uncle Rollo.”

The suspicion of &
smile dawned upon tho
maneger's clean - eud
features as he rose fo

his feet and looked

. straight  into  the
amateur’s mild  blue-
oyes;

“The theft has
knocked mo &ll to
pieces,” he declared
rather huskily; = “but
what you say makes me
think - that things

mayn't be so bad as
they seem. You realiy
believe you'll be able 1o
recover the Cup?”

Rollo  shot  out
muscular hand.

“T1 db," he said, with
a broad amile. *I'll -
rescue that priceless old
‘pot’ or—og eot my
hat.” z

Giving Vaughan's
mighty hand ancther
hearty prip. he nodded
cheerily to the seeptical-
lookmgz crowd of detee-
tives, and stvode across

a

thirty he did not stir. A (gure, which
mighi have been 4 phantom, so noise-
lessly did it move, crossed the room
and halted.

A little groan cscaped the sleeper’s
lips, and then he hecame sub-
mn‘:gious, the luw of self-preservation
warming him of impending danger.
Still half awake, he raised his hand
and switched on the light; and a
second or so later, when his eyes be-
came used to the glars, m startled,
inarticulate cry broke from his lips,
for, seated upon the other end of tho
bed, was an immaculate figure in
evening clothes.

The intruder’s features, which were
clean-cuk and waxen, might have been
a mask; the slrange eyes were un-
fathomable and the lips thin and cruel.

Rollo, supine and transfixed, felt
sure that the whole affair was an un-
ploasant dream; but suddenly the
terrible truth dawned wupon him,
driving every vestige of sleep from his
whirling brain. -

“The—tha Duke ! he gasped, in
little more than a whisper.

“Exactly !" smiled ‘the criminal,
training his yicious-looking automatic
upon a spot immediately between the
startled youngster's eyés.

The 4th Chapter.
Rollo Gaine a Polat.

. Rollo Dayton stared fixedly at the
impassive features, lcoking for all the
world as though he had been suddenly
confronted by a gorgon's head. Iis
lips were parted and his blue eyes
wide open, and tho Duke, wilk a
ghost of a smile upon his face, scemed

is absolutely necessary. T'm losing
my beauty sleep, you know."

A Bﬁ%(ht tinge of colour crept under
the Duke's sallow skin,

*“This is scarcely the time for cheap
banter, my dear Dayton,"” said,
his trigger finger twiiching ominously,
“for you are at the present moment
much nearer to death than you
imagine. I need hardly warn you that
you have only to make one suspicious
movement and I fire—to kill. Asyou
know, it is my intention to destroy
you at my leisure, but before I do so
there are one or two remarks I wish
to make.” > :

The tone was very quiet, but Rollo
knew that the criminal uitered no
idle threat when he spoke so dis-
passionately of taking life.

“Good!” smiled the youngster,
with & show of enthusiasm. *‘Any-
thing for a quietlife !

“And a quiet death,” put in tho
Duke swiftly, with a glance at the
noiseless revolver in his hand.

“Well, get on with the washing!”
drawled Rollo, whosa quick brain was
working at top speed. That his peril
wag very real was cerfain, bub he did
niof mean {o go under without puttin
up a fight. Furthermore, he consol
himself with the fmct thet this was
not the first occasion on which he had
found himself squinting down the dis-
quietmlgs end of an automatic. * How-
ever, I'vo had to warn you before
about your playiul * killing habits.
YouMl hurt somebady one of these
days, you know.”

Again & wave of angry blood

mounted to the criminal’s broad fore-
head, for the *youngsfter's ridicule

youngster throwing himself upon the
slim figure with the gun.

“Duke, you cowardly hound!”
breathed Rollo, his blue eyes glinting
like poinis of steel, “you'll pay for
that one day!”

The eriminal, whose passion had
wn?d and left him quite cool, gave
a light langh.

“You are surcly an optimist, my
dear Dayton,” he murmured, vastly
amused. * You speak of “one day ’!
1t is my wish that you shall not see
the light of another dawn!"

Rollo remained silent for a few
moments, and then he also gave a
light laugh: but the memory of that
cowardly blow was still with him.

“By the way, geolbird,” he said,
playing for time. ™ Have you gob the
Cup with you?”

A sinister smile flitted across the
criminal’s waxen features, and ias
gone.

“It is of the Cup that I wish to
speak,” he said quietly. *“At the
present moment it is in the hands of
a certain enterprising gentleman who
makes a living by melting down
certain gold and silver ornaments and
other articles which come his way.”

Rollo nodded, bracing his muscles
for a sudden spring,

“Meaning that he is a *fence '?”
he asked. *‘He's a receiver of stolen
propertyt”’

“He 18,” returned the Duke easily,
“¢Slim ' Mawson is caressing that
Cup even whilst we are having this
pleasing and informal little chat,
He loves protty things—loves to
destroy them! And when he puts
your English Cup in the melting-pot

present, my dear Dayton, but by the
time the trophy goes into the melting-

t you will have lost interest in it—
E:d in everything else, for that
matter |V

face was

The youngster’'s handsomo
pale arnd get as ho returned the
criminal’s mocking gaze; and the
heart boneath the pyjsma-jacket was
thumping 50 bard that Rollo was
afraid that the Duke would hear it.

The crook appeared to notico
nothing unusual, however, and for
onee in his lifo he was taken off his
guard. Perched upon the sids of the
bed, he was, of course, near Rollo's
feet, yet he was not ;})}ljeﬁnred i:rbt'l:;:
sudden movement which swept bl
clenn off his balance and sent him full
length to the carpet. :

“You wouldn't dave shoobt me in
cold blood,” bo.?n'n Rollo tauntingly :
and the criminal was about to answer
when the wyoungster brought bis
powerfal legs round and swept the
follow from the bed.

A savage cry escaped the Duke as
he thudged to the carpeb, and his
revolver went slithering scross the
carpet, to vanish beneath the old cak
wardrobe; and the next moment
Rollo Dayton leapt through the sic
and landed full on t0£ of him, ctush-
ing the breath from the lithe body.

The capture was by no means coui:
plete, however, for the criminal had
a grest advantage over his youthful
adversary, who was badly handi-
capped by having to fight in his bave
foet. And the Duke, when it came
to a hand-to-hand encounter, became
possessed of thfuhsm-n{léja fury of &
i er cubs.
e c'(l.':sing both hands and
i feet, and employing u:
tho doubtful tactics of the
underworld, he fought
desperately for
mastery, but in Rollo
Dayton it seemed that
he had at last found
1 his match. ;

he - - magnificent
voungstey seemed (O
have the strength of

ordinary Imen, and,
::; as l:ey would, the
criminal could mot geb
his steel - like fingers
round the smooth
= thront. e
H  And alh the l\y]ute_:t
5 d  that his 1
secme e

must snap ;s
pa_rnb-smg presaurs 0

= tho sturdy young
RIS,

Time and again he
gropeid for the throat,
only to be foiled by 2
liglining ~ wmovement:
) and, chest to c!u:-s?(.:

breath Tob

with' their
upon their ]Jl"aa the
ant

fwo rolled ‘over o
over, g:.'sP.!}[-".' ; m-
fully, but giving not
an inch.
This was IIo be al ﬁﬁhu
to the finish, anc 12
Z oriminal, who had a
horror of  capture,
mesnt to escape or sell

the room to the door;
and it was whilst he
was  descending  the
staircase that b

THE DUKE’S WAY

with your betters, you rat ! " snapped the Duks viciously.

f-“But it'a mine !'" said Slim Mawson, retreating hurriedly as the Duke advanced. Smack ! The master~
@ griminal snatched the cup and sent Slim staggering with & lightning blow full to the mouth,

"Don’t argua

his life dearly. ‘}'he
thonght of the prison
cell that awaited bhim
! added to his pheno-

realised that his soft
felt hat was likely to
figure in his menu at no distant
date, for he had not the faintest
idea as to how he was going to get
upon the trail of the stolen trophy.
An oplimist himself, ke knew that
John Vaughan would serve no useful
purpose by moping in his office; and
it was mainly to cheer his friend that
tie had made his rash promise.
Hailing & taxi, he drove to the
Belgrade Sporting Club, in Piceadilly,
. and there, over an excellent dinner,
he discussed the impudent theft from
. all angles; but later in the evening,
when he let himself into his small flat
in the Albany, he was still very much
at sea, being no nearer to the recovery
of the English Cup than he had been
that afternoon.

Reportse had come through from
every part of London, yet nobody had
set eyes upon the mysterious indi-
vidual who called himself ths Duke.
Heo had vanished completaly, as he
had done on many other occasions,

Micawber-like, Rollo Dayton refused
to be downhearted, . 5

“ Something's bound to turn up,”
was his last drowsy thought, switching
off the light above his bed and pre-
paring for sleeo.

Eleven deep-throated chimes rang
out upon the atill might air, then
twelve; and Rollo, breathing as softly
and regularly as & tired child,
slnmbered peacafully.

He was a light sleaper, yet when
gha door opened on tha stroke of one-

to enjoy his enemy's surprise and
discomfiture,

“I must really apologize for dis-
turbing you, my dear Ddyton,” began
the “crook,” in silky tones, “but I
have something to say to you, come-
thing of the utmost importance.”

The sound of the Duke’s purring
voice caused the youngster to take a
grip upon his nerves, and he did not
try to hide from himself the fact that
he was in deadly pesil

Ho stifled a yawn, and fixed the
other man with his mild blue eyes.
The firat shock over, Rollo was now
his usual imperturbable self.

“Go on, old egg!” he drawled,
“but don't keep me up longer than

searved his pride, e was used to his
hirelings cringing before his mere
paze, yet this fair-haired young giant,
who was absolutely at his mercy, h
the temerity to joke i the face of
deathl Rollo was within an ‘ace of
destruction at that moment.

The trigger finger moved ever so
slightly, but the “crook " managed
to control his rage.

“‘Silence, you puppy!"” he snarled,
suddenly fesning forward and strile-
ing Rollo agross the mouth with the
back of his hand.

The sharp sound rang through the
bed-room, and it was only the know-
ledge hat he swould be leaping to
certain death which checked the

and watches it slowly turn into an
ugly, shapeless mass, it5 noble lines
being lost for ever, he will cackle with
joy and rub his skinny hands! Oh, he
loves destroying beautiful things, does
Stim {» ;

“And do you mean to say that
you'll stand by and wateh this sacri-
fice, you—you vandal?”’ cried Rollo,

is fine eyes blazing with indignation.

¥e was sbout to sit upright, but a
movement of the automalic warned
him just in time,

“Nbo, no, don't do anything rash "
begged the Duke., “I thought you
would be interested in the fate of the
Cup. How Slim will gleat! T
should very much like you to bo

WHAT MIGHT HAPPEN ON

SATURDAY.

Below will be found our expert’s opinion of the probable results of the big gau;eu to be played on
Saturday, March 31st. The likely winning side is printed in capitals, Where a draw is
anticipated, both clubs are printed in smaller letters.

First Division

(Scoitish League).
Albion Bovers v. RANGERS.
AYER UNITED v. Partick Thistle.
Clyde v. Motherwell,
Alloa v, AIRDRIEONIANS.
Hamiltan Acads. v. Dundee.
HEARTS v. Aberdeen,
KILMARNOCK v. Morton.

RAITH ROVERS v. Hibernians.
St. Mirren v. Ceitic,

Second Divislon.

BARNSLEY v. Coventry City.
Blackpool v. Manchester United,
BRADYORD CITY v. Bury.

Cryztal Palace v, WEST HAM UNITED,
DERBY COUNTY v. Clepton Orlent.
FULHAM v. Leeds United,

HULL CITY v. South Shields,
LEICESTER CITY v. Port Vale,
NOTTS COUNTY v. Stockport County.
THE W'DN'SDAY v. Wolverhmptn Y.
SOUTHAMETON . Rotherham County.

First Division.

ARSBENAL v. Aston Villa.

Birmingham v. LIVERPOOL.
BLACKBURN ROVERS v. Oldham Ath.
BOLTON WANDERERS v. Middlesbr'gh,
SUNDERLAND v. Tottenham Hotspur.
CARDIFF CITY v. Preston North Eod.
MANCHESTER CITY v, Chelses.
EVERTON v. Burnley.
HUDDERSFIELD TOWN v, Newcastie U.
Stoka v. Nottlogham Forest.

West Brom. Albion v. Sheflield United.

menal  strength, and
the veins upon his pallid forehcad
slood out like whipcord as he battled
for the upper hand, 7

Fighting with maniacal fury, with
blazing eyes and snarling hLips, lhe
brought {rick after trick into play,
but each time the tight-lipped, silent
youngster was on the alers,

And then—sudden, dramatic—came
the end. 2

The Duke, in & last frantic effort to
reach the pulsing throat, left his jaw
unprotected, and in that fleeling
second Rollo Dayton struck.

Crack!

His mighty fst swung upward,
and bis hard Ymuck]es connected with
the “point "; and the Duke, with
searcely A moan, became limp in the
arms of his youthful conqueror,

The Eth Chapter.
A Bporting Proposition !

The man who called himself the
Duke was neatly bound and gagged
when he ultimately opened his eyes
and gazed about i a dazed, nncertain
fashion.

Ho was seated in a comfortable
armchair, and when his brain cleared
he saw that he was a prisoner in a
cosy sitting-room. A few good pic-
tures adorned tho walls, and a cheery
fire was blazing in the grate; and a
«sigh of relief escaped him when he
thought that he might have regained
consciousness in a prison cell.

(Continved overleaf.)
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Furthermare, he was alone, and
thie meant that either the police had
not been summoned, or thal they had
not yet arrived.

Running his mind aver the hand-to-
hand struggle in the bed-room, he
wondered how long he had n
“out ¢ and then his eyes blazed
with venom as be realised that he-was
gt the morcy of Rollo Dayton, the
intrepid youngster who had been a
thorn in his side for months past.

The thought prompted him to tug
savagely at his bonds, but he merely
succeeded in tightening the knots and
causing the thin rove to eat into his
flesh; but the sound of his siruggles
brought Rolle out of the bed-room.

* The youngster had . washed and
dressed, and he looked as debonair as
uswal as he jammed his gold-rimim
monocle into position and beamed
down at the Duke.

“Well, and how do yon feel now,
my little man?” asked Rollo plea-
suntly.

e borve no trace of the life-and-
death strugizle which bad taken place
but twenly minutes before. .

Strange noises escaped the Duke,
and his usvally pale face becane
mottled with angry blooed, for never
in the whole of his esreer hud he felb
ap humilinted.

For his_hodily injuries he cured
vothing. It was this blow to his
pride which stung him, robbing him
of every vestige of sanity. For was
not he the Duke, the criminal, whose
word was law in the underworld of
every great cily, a prizoner in the
hands of a grinnmg puppy, a young:
ster who was litlle more than o sthool-
boy ?

He toggad anew, beads of perspira-
tion standing out upon his forehead,
bt it was all to no purpose. e
vhewed savagely at his gog, but only
sueceeded in biting his hips

“What does the little man swant?”
asked Rollo guietly. “Would he like
to say a few words?”

If the expression upon the workin,
features meant anytﬁgng, it seeme
that the Duke bad quit~ a number of
thirgs to say, and thev were noi
likely to be of a friendly nuature.

Strolling across to his captite, Rollo
removed the gag, yet'no eound came
from the criminal. His lips moved,
})gl:. he was past speech. - Rage choked
hint.

“Whal’s the malter, ~Duke?™
smiled tho youngsier. “Has the
little man got a pain somewhere

The youngster's solicitous question
seemed to break the spell, and the
next moment the criminal was
anathematising  his host in half a
dozen languages—French, German,
Spanish, Romany, they all tripped off
his tongue with equal fluency.

He stopped at last, hoarse and
breathless, returning Rollo’s some-
what pitying smile wilh an evil glare.

“1 gather, Dule,” mutlered the
youngster, almaost sadly, “that you
don't like me!"”

This was the sigdal for a further
cutburst, but Rello checked it with
his upraised hand.

“No, no!” he said quietly. “I'm
sura yon ean't think of nu};&ﬁng else
to call ‘me, so’ we will now gzet to
biisiness.”

This remark brought the Duke baclk
{o” hiz plight, and his while-hot
passion gave place to s sirange calm.

“And what do you infend to do

with me, my dear Dayton?® he
asked in his uswal purring lone; and
an insolent, contempinons smile

litted ncross his pallid features as he
put the question.

“Tirst of all,;” returned Rolle, 1
wish {o know whar time your fiiend—
what i3 his name 7—Slun Mawson s
maing to put the English Cup in the
ielting-pot 27

The Duke nodded his sleek head,
and a curjous light dawned in his
eyes,

“ And perhaps you'd like to know
where to find him 2" he usked mock-
inely.

“Yes, I certainly think you might
tell me. so do one sporting action in
vour life'!” answered Rollo, speaking

very earnestly. “You don't under-
stand what that Cup means, Duke, or
all that it stands for. It's not merely
a lump of silver; it is something in-
ﬁnitel’y more. ~It’s an instituden; iv's

a--—--—
_ “Aw, cut that stuff out!” growled
the master-crimingl, with a sudden

change of tone. **You and your
sport: and - your ‘play-the-game’
siuff make me fired %k here,

Dayt_?n, T'll put. & proposition up Lo

ol

% “Go ahead!” bade the youngster.
“Now, it seems to me that this

English Cup means o whole lot 1o

you and the rest of the spori-crazy

fools,” s:1id the Duke. -*“That's so,

! take you along lo
Slim Mawson and rescuc the thing on

i

il

Il

* Every chance, my dear Dayton,”
declared the Duke gravely. “I pro-
mise you a safe escort, upon my word
of honour.” i

The much * wanted'’ crook was
talking about his honour, yet Rollo
Dayfen found nothing incongruous in
the fact, knowing the Duke to be a
man of his word. Rt

““This is a sporting proposition if
ever there wes one,’ continued the

7 captive artfully, “I. toke you to

Sliun Mawson’s and hand the Cup
over.to you, after which you are at
liberty to go to ihke'door and raise
the alarm. Almost every third man
you meet nowadays is a detective, s0
what chanee will 1 have of making a
get-away? Not one in a million.
Yet if you like to give me the mil-
lionth chance you shall have the Cup.
Otherwise it -goes into the melling-
pot. ‘This is a fair offer, Dayton,
square and on the level; but, above
all, it's sporting. What do you
say?”

Rollo did not answer for a minufe
or so; he was weighing the matter
up in lis mind. ter all, the Duke
was right when he declared that he
would not have & millionth chance of
getting away, for London was leeming
with plain-clothes men; also, Rallo
felt convinced that the crook would
keep lis word in the maiter of the
safe escort.

It was the third point which settled
the affair—the fact that he had vowed
to find the English Cup end restore
it to Big Joln Vaughan.

“ Duke,” he said suddenly, “T'll do
i 1a

Three uniformed policemen were
standing upon the corner of the cause-
way, but Raello did not wait for them
to approach him. 7

“My name is Dayton,” he said
briskly—**Rollo Dayton, and I think
I'm on the frack of the Cup.” :

The constables, who recognised the
famous amatenr, were interested at
onco: 25 < (%

“Good, sir! said one of them.
“Can wo be of any assistance™

Rollo, who had given his word to
the Dulce, shook his head.

“Not at the moment,” he answered
quietly; “‘but you might stay here for
ten minutes or so0.”

The youngstér was quivering with
exciternent, for the unpsual adventure
appealed to him. -

“H'm!” mused the Duke as they
walked away from the trio. “That
reduces my millionth chance consider-
ably, for they're standing almost on
Slim’s doorstep I”

He turned into a narrew alley as
e said the werds; and Rollo, with a
backward glance at the constablos—
who were waiching—followed him.
Reaching a small door on the left, the
crook turned the handle and passed
into a_darkened passage, to be con-
fronted by another door.

Pausing for & moment, "he rapped
upon the panecl; and a few seconds
later a trapdoor was slipped aside and
two bright, birdlike eyes peered ont.

“QOpen, and look slick!” snapped
the Duke.

And the door was nnbolied imme-
diately, and ke and Rollo passed
througl, the latter with a sudden mis-

THE CUP THAT VAKISHED !

“ The Cup | " gasped the managing-diractor of Chelsan Villa.

cry broke from him.

John Vaughan swung open the door of the safe, and then a choking
" What’s the matter ? ! asked Rollo Dayton.

“1t'a gone !

»

one condition,” conlinued the master-
eriminal tonelessly,
“And the condilion?" asked his
captor. :
“That you don’t split-on me until
you've got the Cup safely in your
freeping,” returned the Duke quietly.
Rolle gave a whimsical smile. *
“That sounds all very well,” he
said. ‘‘I've no doubs that you would
willingly take me into your thieves'
kitchen, but what chanca would 1
have of gotling out?”

The 6th Chepter.
Mot as Promised.

A chilly dawn was breaking when
Rollo Dayton and the Duke reached
Mildon Causeway, Slepney, and Rollo
was gratified to notice that the police
wera in full force in that particular
arca. Time and again he and his
companion were stopped and interro-

ted, but he had not the slightest

ifficulby in establishing his identity,
for his features were familiar to the
average man in the street.

iving. But it was only momentary,
or he helieved that the Duke. crook
though he was, would keep his word.

Leading the way through what
seemed to be a labyrinth of tunnels,
the Duke ultimately halted cutside a
reom. Through the half-open door
came the murmur of voices. +

Kicking the door open, Rollo’s
guide crossed the threshold, and a
mirthless smile twisted his thin lips as
he fixed his eves upon the man stand-
ing by the bench—a freak, with

““Where is th

skiony, dangling arms, from which
were suspended enormous red hands,
cranelike legs, and a lean body. Hi
head was small and completely bald.

“That's Slim !” remarked the Duke
laconically.

There were half a dozen men in the
room, and became silent, and
seemed to shrink into their rags at the
sight of the master criminal.

Slim, whose enormons hands were
caressing the stolen Cuop, looked over
his shoulder as the Duke entered,

“Ah, at Jast—at last!” he cried, in
a piping voice. ‘'I thought you were
never coming, and Sally Is waiting for
her breakfast ! He hobbled nercse to
a small furnace, end grinned down at
the melting-pot. **Eh, Sally, old girl,
ain't that eo? Hungry—eh?"”

Sally was the melting-pot.

“I'm afraid that Sally will have io
starve this morning, Shim,” said the
Duke quietly. “I've changed my
mind.” 3

“But Sally wants him." =aid Maw-
son, retreating hurriedly as the Duke
advangad. “lt's mine—mine?”

Smack !

nglprwk snatched tge (]?.up, and
sent Slim s ring with o lightning
Blows £ulk o the mmesth: v

“Don’t argue with your betters,

ou -rat!” he snapped viciouely, as
Slim collapsed beside the Ifurnace.
o box

He fashed a glance round, and one
of the men pointed sullenly towards
the table in the corner.

The Duke grunted, crossed the
dusty fioor, and commenced to pack
the trophy. Rolio watched him for
some moments, and then looked round
the strange apartment. The place
was bare save for a few rough chairs,
a table, and & bench, whilst the walls
were whitewashed, and the foor inno-
cent of any covering other than dirs
and litter, yet piled upon the tsble in
a glistening heap was gold and silver
plate waiting to be devoured by Saily,
the melting-pot |

The youngster had no time io see
more, for the Duke was again at his
elbow.

"1 promised you a safe cscort,” ho

said, handing the Cup to the
rnungftcr. *Come!”
He led the way through the maze of

passages. and. opened the small door
leading into the alley.

“Now,” he sid quietly, as the
youngster stepped: through, *‘fox the
millionth chance!”

The door clpsed with a spap, and o
maztter of seconds later Rollo was ex-
plaibing matiers to the three con-
stables.  Whistles zhrilled, drawing
police from all directions, and in less
than five minut=s everything wos in
readiness for the raid upon Shm Maw-
son's: thieves’ kitchen.

Three hours later, firved nud
chagrined, Rollo Dayton called upon
Bif'Jnhu Vaughan.

‘Yhe youngster narrffted what had

haprened m his fat, and then
described the raid. 'The police had
taken' every precaution. yet they

found the kitchen deserted.

““There’s only one bright spot in the
whole  beastly affair,” concluded
Rollo, cutting the string of the box
upon his knees, s

Vaughan's face it up. Hope shone
from his eyes.

“¥ou don't mean—" he begin
eagerly, half-risine from his chair,

*X do!” returnad the youngster, “I
seam to have made a mess of things,
one way and another, but at least I've
managed to recover the Cup.”

Using a penknife, he prized the lid
off the box and commenced to remose
the packing., John Vaughan, who had
lost his hazgard look, standing at his
elbow. !

. Throwing aside the paper and shav-
ings impatiently, eager to get a
glimpse of the Cup, Rollo worked
with feverish energy: and a moment
later he and Vaughan gave vent to a
cry which seemed to well up from
their very souls, for in place cf the
issing trophy their staving eyes saw
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only four common bricks! s

The hox slipped from the
youngster’s nerveless fingers and fell
to the carpet. Vaughan stood like a
man turned to stone, with tragedy
lurking in his eyes.

““John,” ezid Rollo Dayton, after a
long silence, “the Duke hasn’t played
the game; he had double-crossed me.
But he is going to pay for his
treachery, He dounbtless thinks: that
ho has been very clover; I expect he's
chuckling to himself this very minute;
but—mark my words, old egg—the
last laugh will be mine!”

(“The Last Zaughl" is the title of
next Monday's tip-top story eof Uis
Hon. Roilo Daylon and e Dule.
On no account miss it. - You arg
advised to order your Bots' FRIEND
from your newsagent to-dayl)

HUSTLE!. Time's getting short! Turn to page 518 and enter our Football Picture Puzzle Competition RIGHT AWAY!
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OUR HIT-THE-MARK STORY—CRAMMED WITH THRILLS'!

The 1st Chapter,

Britain i5 in a panio becanse a large
part of Lincolnshire has disappeared
15 & night, leaving behind a blackened
and charred coastline. Similar reports
are received from China, South
America, and South Africa. It is the
opinion of Miles Belmain, an Ameri-
can scientist, that the calamities are
caused by projectiles from another
planet. To test the American’s theory,
Ken Thornton, Sid Kennedy, and
Tim Baynes, three adventurous
youths, set out for Vem#s in Pearl IT,,
a spaceship, which they have con-
structed from a gravity-defying metal
of their own invention. In & similar
spree-ship they have already visited
Mars ard Vulcan. They reach the
planet Venus, but fall into the hands
of some giganbic ants, or Spays, in
whose stronghold they discover
Thensla, a_beautiful young Venusian

irl, who is also being held prisoner

¥ the terrible insects. Affer many
narrow escapes from death, the three
youths and Thensla succeed in escap-
ing from the Spays, though they are
compellad to abandon the Pearl, They
reach Nayr, capital of Apadocia, over
which rules Uensl, Thensla’s father,
a king without power. '1‘]&3 real ruler
of Apadocia, the only inhabitable part
of Venus, is Scund the Eternal, who,
from "his’ citadel, Tarp, controls all
thal goes on in Lhe country. Though
their arrival is kept from the people,
Sid expiains o Uens! the reason why
they have comse te Venus, at the same
time urging him to throw off Scund’s
yoke. This the king agrees to do,
and Sid outlines a plan for saving
the mnecessity of an open war with
Scund the Eternal

Tho®nd Chapter.
Scund the Eternal,

The rabble from Apundocia, as they
entered the gate of Tarp, attracted
hardly any notice from the inhabi-
tants of (hat cold ecity of shadows.
They were a listless and unhappy
band, a score of young men and
women who had been ruthlessly torn
from their homes and from all they
held dear, simply because each one
had shown =kill, initiation, er indivi-
duality. They were about to become
upits m Scund's army of workers, and
Sid, helped by the power of Uensl,
had been substituted for ore of his
own age and appearance, and was now
sbout fo enter on the most momen-
tous period of his adventurous career.

ad he appeared irresolute or
doubtful in any way, it might have
aroused suspicions. oBub two wecks
had elapsed since the Apadocian ruler
had reluctantly agreed to Sid’s plan;
two weeks of quiet coaching and tense
cramming of the language that en-
abled him to pass muster as a true
native of the land. Now, clad in the
costume of flexible chain-mail that
was .usuail{ worn in_ the far-away
provifice of Ayath, Sid's supposed
birth-place, he differed in no notice-
able aspeet from the other units of
this unhappy band of pilgrims.

The challenge at the gate was o
direct initiation of the almost holy
;ev;wnce that was accorded its over-
ord.

“Enter!"” cried the officer of the
guard. “Praise be to Scund the
Eternal, Lord of Justice and Mercy,
who suffers not wrong-dainE to go
unavenged upon Afara. Take heed,
ve who enter 1"

There was something suggestively
ominous in those last words: “Take
heed—ye who enter!” A cold tremor
passed down Sid's spine as he looked

about him. And that first glance
did nothing to lizhten the load of de-
spondency  that  had  perched,

unbidden, on his shoulders,

- SCUND -

L

By LESTER BIDSTON.

{Author of our recent success ™ The Space Destroyer 1'%}

—> 'ﬁ!_— L3
In search of the secret of Scund’s mysterious weapon, Sid Kennedy, disguised as «
Venusian, enters the city of Tarp!

Unlike Nayr—a city of white build-
ings that caught and held every ray
of sunshine—this brooding stronghold
of Tarp was a place of cracked grey-

stone that was in keeping with its
goneral atmosphere. rtﬁin!{; the
streats were of generous width and
thronged with a busy crowd. But

here none laughed, every face was re-
sorved and serious; and the sun—
never showing more than half its
circle ebove the horizon—threw black
atches from every buildmg, so that
id now understood why the place
wes known throughout Apadocia as
Tarp—the City of Shadows!

But Litilo time was given the new-
comers for sightseeing. Those who
had brought them were impatient to
be rid of their responsibility and they
were burried through sfreet after
street until they stood outside a glace
that dwarfed its neighbours, both by
ifs sizo and its aspect of ugly gloom.
Here, after a short parley at the
wrought metal gates, they were ad-
mitted to a small courtyard, a second
door opening the way inlo & large
audience‘lmlﬁ

The room Dblazed with light, a
curious golden radiance that emanate
from somng contrivance hidden high u
in the ceiling. Dut what intereste
Sid most, and, in fact, gripped the
attenition of all his fellow-travellers,
was the sight ‘of @ group, of ning
stern-faced men’seatediround & horse-
shoe table in‘the centre of the huge
TOOMm,

The newcomers paused ncar the
door whilst the captain of the guard
crossed the floor, bowed humble
obeisance and held a short parley with
those at the table, Then he turned
and beckoned them forward.

“Advance!” The officer's voice
b?omed cerily loud in that quiet

ace.

“The Lord of Tarp honours you,
by audience, tha you may dutitully
honour.him by obedience.”

$E quaint way of introducing
slaves to their master,” thought Sid.
He was conscious of a distinct thrill
as he approached the table. But he
was keenly curious to face this great
Lord of Apadogia, anxious to see the
man who was reverenced like a god,
hated' like a satyr, end fenred like
death.

Amongst the nine figures, that of
Scund stood out like a lion surrounded
by jackals. Occupying the fifth chair,
his appearance caught the eye and
held it fascinated.

At first he seemed to Ye afilicied
with an almost phenomenal stoop, but
this was only because he leaned far
forward, his crossed hands gripping
the edge of the table. The effect 1t
gave him was that of a bird of prey;
an effecs heightened by his unwink-
ing eyes as they looked on the

frightened group with menacing and

implacable stare, His hair was silver
white; his features harsh and repel-
lant; his mouth thin-lipped and cruel
a5 a steel trap. Bub it was his eyes
that dominated everything—jet-black
and piercing, they seemed able to
probe one’s innermost soul. A man
whom it would be unwise to cross,
Sid decided—a man utlerly unserupu-
tous in himself, who would yet punish
double-dealing in others with merci-
less severity.

Then Scund spoke, his voica quict
and refined, his words a lash to
scourge the unfortunates drawn into
his net, “So, skilled one: of Apa-
docia, you come to labour—willingly,
I hope—with those happy ones who
already reside with us. You are
favoured above vour fellows, always
remember, in that you work for the
ultimate benefit of wyour country.
From now, forget the petly tesks that
have wasted vour efforts, obliterate
from your minds those you have

cared for, and be proud that your
abilities will be given full scope to an
end that our peogle may rise to the
level of the gods.

His glittering eoyes began =
systematio survey of those lined u
before him, and it required all Sid’s
fortitude not to flinch as the stern
glance neared him. Then he was
staring stgright into ‘the jat-black
depths, and for a moment he felt that
Scund was reading the story of his
great deception, and that it was but

hope, and he advanced another pace
with confident bearing.

“Lord of Tarp,” ha said, “I have

n torn away from my homa, torn

away from those I hold dear—my
wife and my children. All that I ask
is—of your pity—to let me roturn to
them. A little thing, Lord, to you,
who have so many helpers.”

“Those who enter Tarp belong to
Tarp,” Scund answered coldly. @

“But it is surely a small matier to
you,” the man snswered recklessly,
“that one out of the many thousand
you claim sliould be returned to
happiness,””

. YHz &pines._s?” Scund mused, toy-
ing with a black wand that lay on the
table. “True happiness comes of
working for one's country, as I have
dorie, and as I ever will'do. I, who
have lived to sec genarations come
and go, to sce others take their places
and m their turn to be replaced by
yet others—I have learned that kove
of wife and child is a lure that tempts
man to ways of sloth.” Scund
placed the wand aside and looked up
with an air of tolerance. “My
friend, seek and find true happiness
;: working for your country’s wel-
m.l’

Smoothly as the words were
zgol:an, yet to Sid the air scemed
charged with tragedy. Greatly dar-
ing, conscious that the eyes of all that
quiet company were on  him, he
stepped forward and whispered a
warning into the stubborn fellow's
ca_r[.] only to be impatiently thrust
asiges.

“My tho

country's welfare?”

Venusian who had dofied him.

THE VENGEANCE OF SCUND

Isaned forward, his piercing oyes looking into thoss of the foolhardy

‘" And spc—even in your defiance you

may sarve as a warning to those who have accompanied you—you

die 1" gaid the Eternal, and a purple beam flashed from ihe wand's
point and struck the victim full in the face !

| Scund picked up the wand
& that fay before him and

a question of seconds before he was
denounced as an impostor—ona to be
crushed ss casually as an offending
beetle is destroyed. Then the eyes—
pools of brooding mysterv—moved
on, and Sid's pent-up breath was
expelled in a long, slow sigh of relicf.

“To each his task,” Secund con-
tinued, as he completed his survey.
“You who have gkill in metal will
work in metal. You who design will
be given opportunity. ¥You who m-
vent will be given—solitude. Work
in contentment, that your living day
be long.”

At that moment the man imme-
diately on Sid’s right—a sad, brood-
ing fipure—stepped forward, his hands
held out in an afttitude of supplica-
tion.

“Dread Lord of Tarp,” he
appealed, “I crave a hearing.”

“¥You will get one—a short one—
from Ixed, alloter of tasks,’ Beund
answered grimly.

“But, Lord, only you can help

me.”
“I nmnever rofuse,” said Seund
gently. *““But those who ask some-

times regret asking. Speak on, or be
silent,”

To Sid the words seemed inloler-
ably derisive. Bul to the man who ap-
pealed they were o ray of intoxicating

The Pit of Tarp !

Sid ubtered an involuntary cry of
pain as the wviolet ray touched and
seorched his arm; and stared awith
unbelieving eyes ot tho still figure
Iying at hin feet.

Tho whei> famtastic scene was mora
nightmare than living reality; one
second, his fellow-captive pleading
for liberty, pitifully esking permission
to return to his family; the next,
stretched dead ‘at his fect, struck
down by lightoing—a dread, mys-
terious end.

Dazed and resentful, sickened by
the callous brutality of the murder,
Sid was bending towards the prone
figure with some lingering hopo that
the man still breathed, when the
officer of the guard sharply ra
h:skbummg arm and aaved him

ck. ;

#“No, TIram, rather let him
approach, that good advice may bo
given to him.”

The cold, studied words svero
spoken by Scund, and, with lips
tight-closed, but his heart afira with
rage, Sid stepped foriwvard and stared
g.roudly and defiantly at the Lord of
arp,

“Your name and place?” Scund

demanded.
“Rei Yosa of Ayath"™ Bid
answered.
Scund gazed at him lonz and
searchingly. Again 8id felt the
awful sepsation of his innermost

thoughts being read by those boring
orbs.

“You speak our tongue strangely,
Rei Yosa of Ayath,” Scund mused,
“but. that, perchance, is because
Ayath is a rude place, far from the
refinements of Tarp.” He tock up
the wand, fingered it smiled gently
as he'laid it aside. ‘“Yosa of Avath,
yom are young and unused to our
ways. You have shown feeling for
the stubborn oaf who is no longer—
stubborn. Be warned. Loock to your
own ways only. Leave all else to
your Lord and iis counsellors.”

Scund’s eyes glanced slyly {c right
and left, and the silent nonentities on
either side nodded importantly.

But Sid was not so easily cowed.

“Sir,. as_you say, I am young.
But sometimes youth speaks wisdom.
I warn you that, though your light-
ning-rod strikes me as it has struck
this still thing—I warn you that
death might touch even the Eternal!
That some day he might yet have to
answer for his sins!"

“You warn me?” Scund's yellow
face curled fo a mass of wrinkles.
“Fool's felly, boy. TUnderstand,
what had been, can be—and Ewo can
die as easily as one!” He nroved his
hand impatiently. “Enough, youth
of Ayath. You amuse me. But
back to your place era my patience
frets.”

He uttered the words in an exén
tone that made them {en times more
venomous, and he was obviously in-
g?ffgl'eazt as to whether 8id lived or

ied.

It was that very fact that stopped
Sid from speaking words which would
have meang an end swift and certain.
Benecath his quiet surface he was
fretting and fuming and seeing red:
but he realised that in Scund’s eyes
he was less than nothing, and, re-
membering the supreme importance
of his task, he becama as cold and
cautious as the ancient himself.

“Lord of Tarp, I obey,” he an-
swered steadily, “knowing _that,
sooner or later, all debis are paid.”

despairing man repeated sullenly. And with these words Sid ecalmly
“You mean the aggrand it of | wheeled and returned to his place
Scund, Lord of Tarp! Well, you | amongst the downcast prisoners,

have the power to keep me within
Tlarp, buk not even you can make me
work against my wish.”

.“¥ have the power, but, to one of
your senfiments, it were wasted
effort to use it.” Idly, Scund picked
up the wand that lay before him. He
leaned forward until his breast
touched the table, his piercing eyes
looked inio those of the foolhardy
man who defied him, *And so—that
even in your defiance you may serve
as a warning to these who have
accompanied you—yon diz !’

Almost before Sid's brain registered
the coldly-spoken words he saw
Seund point the wand full at the un-
happy fellow. His hand flew to the
man's shoulder in a vain ecffort to
drag him aside, but even as he
touched the doomed creature, he was
horrified to see a purple beam fash
from the wand's point and strike the
victim full in the face. The man
stagzered back, his hands to his eyes,
and with a shrill scream of agony he
fell face forward. And, as Sud's
hand was wrenched away by the
other’s fall, he felt a stinging pain
from finger-tips to shoulder, as if a
white-hot needle had seared the flesh
of his arm.

more than one of whom threw
admiring glances towards him.
¥or an appreciablo time Scund

I"stared at him with a puzzled frown.

Anticipating the demise of this over-
venturesome youth, cverjz soul in the
vast chamber remained tense and
motionless, Then Scund gave a wry
emile, as if he found Sid's defiance
amusing, and, with a word to his
right-hand neighbour, he moved from
tha table and vanished behind & cur-
tained door,

His departure was the signal for a
sigh of relief from his subordingées
as well as from the grouped prisonegs.
First, the unfortunale viclim of
Scund’s wrath was carried ount ef
sizcht, then the remaining councillorn
became busy. The duty of these
eight hitherto silent men became
evident as they <questioned each
separate captive and allotted him his
life’s task,

Eventually 8id’s turn arrived. He
faced the semi-vircle of councillors
with an apparent assurance he was
far from feeling.

“So, Yosa of Avath, you live -fo
purge folly by labour!?” The one
addressing him, evidently the

(Cantinued overleal.)
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presidant of this stravge recrtin
hoard, was he (o whom Scund ha
whispered—a Lhin-fuced, sowr-looking
old man. I rvead here that you are
a skilled designer in_ mietal. Know,
then, that the Lord Scund desircs
that you be given opportunity to
prove yourself-as resolute in work as
in upholding the wrong; as skilled
with your hands as with your tongue.
So, !
or lesser tasks are not for you. Yo
have the honour of entering the pit
at onge, there to do your little share
for the glory of Apadocia.” He eyed
Sid sourly.  “Sce that yon fail not,
for he who rules in the Pit of Tarp
has no.mercy on failures.”

“I fear ot your pit,” 8id answered
proudly, “Nor will T ask mercy of
be who rulesitheve.” in :

“Then go to i, ihe president
answered briefly, -

The words were & sign of dismissal,
and 8id, a minute later, was crossing
the squares of Tarp in charge of two
silent ' soldiers. bm‘ing the short
walk that followed he found little to
interest him. Everywhere high build-
ings of grey stone looked coldly down
on him. Shops, as we understand the
word, were non-existent, {he great
squares holf-deserfed. Later he
learned that the buildings were the
habitations of Seund’s army or the
prisons of those he brought to work
for him, and ihat the whole energy
of the place wvas ordered to one end—
detailed labour, which Scund’s council
alone understood as o whole.

But littie time was given him for
sight-seeing, and within [ive minules
of vecciving his sentence the soldiers
weore knocking for admittance on a
heavy iron door that was let
idlo a twenty-foot wall. 'The door
opened, and they stepped straight
into a voom in which a company of
soldiers kept armed and vigilant
guard,

“We bring one destined Ior lnbour
in the pit!™" Thus spoke age of his
taciturn keepers as he held ont 2 slip
of parchment to the officer in charge.

As Lhis individual seribbled -his
initials on the parchment Sid smiled
and absently murmured: “Received
i good orvder and condition—one
vietim ! "'

“Yon say?* the officer inquired.
“Oh, nothing,” answered Sid.
*Just a private thought,”

The officer frowned. “In here
thers is nought private, least of all
your thoughts.” He signed to a
soldier, who stepped forward and
saluted. “Descend, Jein. Let not
this man stray, lest harm befall him
and you.”

Crossing the room, Sid and his
latest guardian step into a lift
that might have belonged to some
ixm:?em building in far-away Eng-
and.

The gate closed behind them with a
clang.  The floor gquivered a liitle,
then the room swept out of sight, and
they began to descend atl a speed
which increased with each second.

“What place is this that we make
for. soldier? ™ asked 8id, venturing
a rebuff, ;

But Jein—a youth little older than
Sid himself—was willing enough to
speak.

“1 know little,” he said, *‘except
that the.Lord Scund scours the land
for those who are skilled above the
average, and that the pick of his
chosen descend this bore—as you do
now.” He regorded Sid with open
curiosity. “You, now, are younger
than most—yet you must have dene
something beyond the ordinary to be
thus chosen?

Sid. smiled.  “T angeved Secund. if
that counts as being beyond the
ordinary.” |

The soldier’s eyes opeued. * But
that eannot be, He who rules Tarp
1s' above anger—as you are beyond
hope.”

YWell, I did my best,” Sid an-
swered modestly " But what tasks
await me in (his pit? >

“That is at the whim of Ixed. I
only know that quantities of metals
are cast—with what object, I’'cannot
say. Xach finished piece is taken to
tho 'Closed Gates. Beyond all is
secrecy, - Those who work there re-
main there. As an outer worker, yon

will have a certain amount of liberty; .

Yosa of Ayeth, the probationary |
You

but should yeu ever cross the tiires-
hold of the Closed Gates you will
learn the great seereb that is known
to few. Buicome, wearrive.”

As he spoke the elevator slowed and
stopped, and Sid stepped out, all eyes
to see this mysterious pit, The adven-
ture was exciling; interesting. o
had a shrewd suspicion that he was
approaching very close to that which
hie had come so far to seek,

But it wwas an gerie place, he found,
and one Ithath ﬁll%d im I;:!ilh m:ﬁ
giving. In that huge undergroun
ca\'eri he felt lost and absolutely Jo-
significant. It was like standing

LN

Jareund, ifs transparenl corystal wall
making  an  ideal observatién-post
Iromn which to wateh' the: labours of
all in the immediate neizhbourhood.

Mounting the stops that zave en-
trance to this over-looker's den, Siil
fourid himself fncing 4 squat figure
barely five feet high, adbnormally
broad, the little, pigﬁ'ike eyes shining
from o face that was almost covered
with a coarse matting of hair. Of
the features little could be seen ex-
copt a thick. fleshy nose and a high,
hulging forehead. .

“You will be Yosa of Ayath, or the
message from above lies) he bLegan,
in a quiet whisper, ***¥ou conie to
labour on the great task?”

The words were not so much a ques-
tion as a statement of fact,

“T come because I have no choice,”
8id replied, “But I'm here, and
willing to do what I can.”

“Willing or na, you'll do it.”" Ixed
answered sourly.  ‘* Yon are, I under-
stand, a marker on parchment?"

A draughtsman? ¥es. Also a
proclical worker i metal casting, in
all its varied phases,” answered Sid,

shrewdly angling for more liberty of

THE RULER OF THE PIT!

said, '* Ixed, alloter of tasks, looks sourly u
the floor of the pit until they reached the foot of  transparent tower,
in which sat a squat figure barely five Beat high !

The young scldier touched Sid
Kennedy’s arm. ‘‘Come,’” he
nug!" They crossed

beneath the dome of St. Paul’s, a
dome from which a beilliant light

emanated that itluminated the whole

vast place with clear detail.

Hundreds of nien laboured there.
Armed  soldiers were everywhere,
lottering  in companies near the
several lifts, in isolated units amongst
the workers. He noticed a pa-
titionad section, wherein, under dn
almosl, blinding. blue glare, a score
of draughtsmen pencilled on-Freat
sheets of parchment. Little irollies—
electrically driven, he thought—loaded
high with ores, ran from the mouths
of dark tunnels. Afar off the light of
white fires fashed ° intermitiently,
And over all a thin, shrill whir told
Sid that high-power machinery was
functioning.

It was a place of giim, purposeful
activity, But that which caused a
chill to course down his spine was the
curious, menacing stillness of the
place. It was as if he looked on a
company of lost souls condemned to
everlasting toil.: It was almost un-
believable, despite the evidence of his
eyes, that several hundred —men
could ‘be working with so much
energy and so little noise, Certainly,
a word, = sentence, him now
and then, but always it was in‘'a
hushed voice, as one speaks in a
church.  Even the shrill throb of
machinery, Eowcr[u! enough to send
vibraliops through the great cave,
yet held a thin, subdued note that was
enlirely out of proportion to its
strength, or so it sonnded to Sid's
trained ear.. Sirangest of all, in this
great. faclory there was no smell or
trace of smioke!

But now the young soldier tonched
Sid's arm. * Come,” he said; * Ixed,
alloter of fasks, looks sourly on us.
Cume-}l : Y

They crossed the foor of the place

until they reached the Toot of o tower

School and Detective

movement than the cooped-in office
wonld permit.

“Ah! If your words are not the
mouthings of conceit, then-can 1 find
muoch uvse for you.”™ Ile turned
abruptly to the soldier, wha still stood
respectiully near entrance. ‘‘Jein,
take this youth to the marker’s room.
There I will attend him at my
leisura.”

The soldier zalufed, and sigued io
Sid to follow him,

“The pods be thanked Ixed wore a
amile " he muttered, with a sigh of
velief, as they trod the smooth floor
of rock again.

*“Is he as bad as all that?” smiled
Sid. “He doesn’t look over amiable,
T'll admit,”

“A madman when roused,” an-
ewered Jein estiously.  ** Nevor cross
him, if you value your life. His
strength is the stren&h of ten, Why,
I’ve seen him lift 2 being bigger than
myself and throw him over the wall
of his tower with as little cffort as 1
use to lift this weapon.” IHe illus-
trated his words by holding up the
short hip-sword he wore.

*And he rules here?”

“Under the Lerd Scund—abso-
lntely I

“My stars! A nice old party to
have Iying about I Sid myrmured,

A Despsrate Plan.

In the days that lollowed, Sid grow
o hate the brutal overseer as he had
never thought to hate any man.

Ixed proved o be merciless in
his dealings with the slaves; and more
than once Sid nearly ruined all by
allowing his outraged [eelings to rise
tn the emrface.  He saw miserable
creatures heing cruelly fogged by the
opre for trifling faults, :

In time he came to understand that,

1 stilled.

There was no appeal apainst that
word, and the life of a slave was of
trifling value in the oyes of he who
vuled,

Bid himeelf liad been tested fo the
uttermost. Commencing with simmple
tasks of copying, he was next ordered
to design larger trollies for the trans-
port of oves; and irom that was sent
ta the furnaces to take charge of the
actual casting of metals. It was as if
Ixed sought to prove his words, that
e was “‘a practical worker in metals,
iniall its varied phases.” Fortunately
that pseevtion had been based on solid
knowledge, and he passed eiach test.
with fiying colours. At the end of it
Exed rewarded him with a playful
stroke of his lush (hat left a burning
weal across lus back.

Yet, despite even that display of
spleen, 8id held himself sternly in
check, remembering the great pro_glem
that had stiil to be unravelled.

But he was growing just a liltle
disheartened. Fer :ix long days he
had suffered the miscries of the pit
without reaching an inch nearer to
his goal. Try as he would, it proved
impossible {o penetrate {hat veil of
seerecy.  The quantity of finizhed
castings thal were turned out of the
great factory must -have totalled thou-
sands of tons in the course of a year.
An unending strcam of heavily-laden
cars ran down a closely-guarded
tunngl, to return, empty, an hour
later. * As one tired gaug Anished its
six-hour spell, another immediatoly
took its place—an iuterminable {asl
that knew not night nor day.

Bt none, discreally as 8id inquired.
leniew the veason for this monumental
lebour. The why and the wherefore
of these innunierable odd lengths of
plates and-bais waz 0 closely-puarded
secret.  All assembling was performed
behind tha closed mates that Jein had
montioned, and froni these same gales
no living being emearged.

He had other and imore pmmediale
cause for dissarisfaction in tha fact
that, amongst the draughitsmen, with
whom his leisure and rost-ime \was
spent, a veiled antagonism showed
itseli. Tor instance. He wonld enter
the dormitory to which he belongad,
and ‘2t ouce every voice would be
He would feel, rather than
see, the doubtful Guestioning glances
that were thrown at him,

But. he “had lived in Tarp long
enough to realise that Scund was the
nightmare of every soul bhehind irs
wall.  In. that grim city his power
was tremendous, his reigeance swilt
and terrible, and Sil had sean niore
than one example where an indigercot
word had been followed by a mys-
tevious disappearance and a shrug of
resicned  understanding from the
absent: one’s friends. He camo to
reilise that Scund controlled a tre-
wendouy otganisation, an immense
network of spies, who mingled with
slives and eoldiers alike, ne never
kuew, even when spedking o on op-
parent comrade, whether the words of
an idle moment would not he immedi-
ately reporfed to the dresd one who
was reputed to be elernal.

At last, heartily tired of the impnsse,
he decided to force the pace, and one
day, when the sudden strained silence
of the dormitory kad angered him
afresh, he turned on his fellow-
workers impatiently.

*Osen,” he said, divectly addressing
a middie-aged nmian whose word kad
weight with those about him, “ Osen,
your secrets are your own; but why
this sudden gilence when I appear?
Do you think to vanith, like others
have donel”

Osen regarded liim eteadily., “1
know not your meaning, Yosa.” he
answered softly.

“Thoat you do," Sid replied hotly.
“In plain Eng—Apadocian, do you
think that I am one of Scund’s spying
hounds 4 |

“The Tord Scund is just—and
[1Ioweriu],"’ answered Os=en diplomatic-
ally.
8id laughed cynically. “ Powerful,

es. Just, no. He may live for ever,

ut we live just as long as he decroes,
and not one minute longer.”

All eyes opened wide at this recklezs!
statement, ‘and shocked faces meb
Sid’s amused glance on every side,

“My friends,” he said, “1 have no
wish to pry mto that which concerns
me not, but understand that Scund
holds me as he holds you; that I,
like you, am simply an insect to he
crushed as the mood scizes him.” He
turned a frank gaze on the dozen men
who surronnded him. “Suoch words,
I know, are fatal if they rveach the
Eternal One’s cars.  But they are
proof of the faith I put in you—{aith
which T wounld have you return, =o
that I be not looked on as a pariah,
a treacherous thing that earns reward
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others. T'will go further, I tell you
that T owe Scund a great grudge, and
that, if you are leagued sgainst him,
I will gtad!y do what I can to help
you.” = ¥l paused intectionslly, to
give his coming words greater signi-
Heanee. ““And that héﬁp might be
more powerful than you think.™

His cards were on the table now,
face uppermost, for all to see. Feo
knew that it was neck or nolhing,
that risks had to be tfaken with sug-
linie disregard for self, or he conld
slave in Tarp fot wyears, and still
staud where he waos, Somechow he
had to dig beneath the =uiface or con-
fess himseli beaten.

But when it camu the veply was
distressingly disappointing.

“¥osa of Ayath, you are vouny,
and young mouths speak words ol
folly. Bleep and Forget your foalizh-
ness; and be thanklul there are none
here to ecarry your rebelliousness
where it would do yon harm,”

But twelve hours later Sil had
réafan to congratulaie himself on his
fearlessuess. The day's labour ended,
faced by the fact that the law ou-
dained two hours’ open-air exereise,
and ‘sick of tramping the same mono-
tonous streets and crozsing the same
slone squares, he was idly sky-gazing
at the squadrons of ting airships that
ceaselessly guarded the eity, when he
found Ogen at his side.

“*¥osa, walk with e, thes T nay
learn something of—Avath,” ho sug-
gested.

Sid nodded, thinking ihat Osen
knew more of Ayath, probablly, thun
he did, yet guessing that that distant
provinee held litlle of interest for
cither of them. So they maintained
& disereet silence until they sanntered,
i comparative privacy, across o half-
deseried square,

Then Osen spoke:

“¥ceez, you have said Lhat which
had been better unsaid. - But il you
trust me, 1 would hear more.’

“Of eourse 1 trust you,” auswered
Sid, *koowing that 2 man like you
spends his life not willingly as & elave
10 Seund.”

“In Apadocia all mien do as the
Eternal orders.”

“*More to their shame!” snapped
Sid.. “Where I come from—all men
are free!” :

Osen stood stockestill and looked
Sid euspicionsly.

“Where you come [rom?  What

mean you, Yosa?”
* 8id could have kicked himself for
his ‘indiscretion. He had not meant
to air that secrat.  But now, he knew.
the least sign of wavering waunld lesa
hiin his last chance of gauining tha
Venusian slave’s confidence, And
that, he knew, he must have.

*Osen, listen closely, for I have a
strange tale to tell,” he answered,
“I come not from Ayath. I have but
taken the placg of one who willingly
vacated it. My home is farther even
than (hat distant prd¥ince; farther
aven than anywhere on Atara, I
come from that world you name—
Valda 1

“You——" (Jeen stared at him in
open-mouthod astonishment. “Yon
vome from Valda! You are surely
mad—or you surely think T am!?

"I can understand you saying so,”
Sid conceded quietly.” “*But I spealk
the truth—I, and two others, have
journeyed from the distant werld at
some peril, and in response to the
most urgent need."

“You—and two others?
whera are these two?”

“ Working in the quest that bronght
us here. Waorking. outside Tarp, az I
wark in Tavp.” -

“But_why masquerade as a3 slave
when all Apadocia would do you
honour? Friend, I know not why you
seek fo gain my confidence, but your
tale is incredible.”

“Osen, I must convines you,
though T am at a loss liow to achicve
that end.”

They paced the square in silence
for a minute; thon:

"*Osen, in trusting yon I place wok
only my life in your hands, but also,
I think, the fate of my world. DBut
having gone so far T must venture
all, knowing that if you hetray ma
to your naster, you earn liberty, and
1 earn death. Listen, Osen, to a
story: stranger than has ever been
told; to a tale that is as yet but half-
written.

And with' that, zsking no promise
of secrecy, openly placing his life in
Osen's hands, Sid related all the hap-
penings to -Earth, and how those
awinl disasters had led to the seeking
of » solution in the skies. He spoke
of their misfortune in landing beyond
the wall; of their eapture and deten-
tion in the haunt of Spays. Only he
made no mention of Thensla or of
Uensl's oath to free the country from
Scund’s dominance. * That ywas not Kis

Then,
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Scand to know that Uensl's days
would be short if the Eternal One sus-
pected the puppet king of conspiracy
against him.

“No sooner had we won into
Apadocia than we beran to "hear
whispers that drew us towards Tarp,”
he concluded. “In this city of mys-
tery, we decided, the answer to our
problem would be found. What I
have seen in the pit strengthens that
suspicion, and—" He.paused, look-
ing straight into the eyes of his
fellow slave. “1I am certain that the
secvet will be laid bare when the
closed gates are closed no longer.
That is all.”

Abruptly he caased speaking, and
awaited Osen’s comments on iis as-
tounding sfory.

“But, if trite, why should Scund
séek to do this terrible injury to those
who harm him not?" Oscn objected.

“1t may be that, even if Scund's

y lives on for cver, his reasoning
faculties do not,” Bid hazarded.

“¥Yon mean that he works ill
through madness?”’
“What else can I think? Perhaps

that which the closed gates hide wall
answer many questions, But there it
13, Osen; I have told you my story—
5im;:]y to prove that 1 am not Scund's
spy-

“That we had already decided, and
it was to tell you our plans thut I
accosted you,” Osen answered.
“How much of truth lies in your
theories only the future—and Scund—
can tell, But this we do know, and
would alter if we could: thal Scund
crushes all that is best in the land
thiat some giant scheine of his may
reach fraition.”" He smiled
crookedly, “That scheme i3, per-
chance, the smashing of Valds, as
you say, though I think he will sniash
Apadocia first at the rate he uses up
men and material 1

“Then, why stand it so meekly "
Sid asked, as earlicr he had asked
Uensl.

““Why does that red orb shine?”
Oson demanded, pointing to the hali-
circle of sun that was just visible.
“Because, Yosa, we accept some
things as unalterable in this sad land.
Thea everlasting life of Scund is ona;
his terrible dominance is another.™

They walked several paces in
silence.  Sid falt that Osen was eyeing
him closely and seriously. )

“But, Yosa of Ayath, or Valda, we
slaves of the Pit have decided thut
we have little to lose and all to gain
by challenging Scund and his souiless
followers.”” He bent closer to Sid.
“TFrankness greets frapkness, friend,
and truth links arms with teuth. Be,
¥osa, know that we had plained n
break for liflerty when first you vanie,
and that only the doubt of your
presence has since restrained ns.”
~ “You thourht I was one of Scund's
jackals 2"

“We did. Bnt that is past, Yosa;
else I had not placed our last shred
of liberty in your hands.”  He
looked lonz and searchingly at Sid.
“Stranger that was, friend that s,
our paths have crossed. Do they
minglé and bLecome one, or do they
just_cross and go their different
ways?”

““Tf vou ask by that whethrr I'm
out to have a go at Seund—ifen the
answer's most decidedly—yes!" Sid
replied bluntly. “‘What I veally want
is to get behind those gates.”

“ And whai we want is to destroy
that which is bleeding Apadocia to
death—a something that is also behind
the gates. So, Yosa, our paths are
one—for good or iil.”

. “But what's the programme?”
asked Sid. “1 mean, have you a
lan ready, or do you just irust to
Fuck F i .

“We have a plan, though luck
enters largely info it.” Osen looked
cautiously around, to be sure that
none could overhear him. “When
next we labour, it is our intention to
give Ixed the reward he has carned,
and to fatten the gates, so that we
can see for ourselves why the Lord
Scund uses us so cruelly.”

“That suits me all right,” Sid
agreed. “But what preparations
have you made?"

“ All that we ean, though too little
for our needs, We have secreted n
few weapons, and most of the com-
mon workers of our period are with
us heart and soul. Beyond that, we
grasp opportunity and pray to the
gods to help us.”

Sid frowned 8s he considered Osen's
words.

¥ like it mot,” he said bluntly.
**The gods help those who help them-
selves, and, to me, it seems that you
throw too much on their shoulders.”
He shook his head with decision. *1
repeat, I like it not. Why not post-
pone the rising until a surer chance
presents itself IV

ltave dallied. Twice the word has
gone forth, and been recalled, The
workers grumble and grow restive,
saying truly that in delay spies have
their chanaz No. Whether victory
or defeat awaits us, the isspe is put
to the test,when next we descend
the pit.” His lips curled, “If, as
vou say, you like it nof, then plead
illness, and stay behind.”

Sid’s colour deepened.

“¥You mistake me, Osen,” he re-
plied quietly, “I fear not for
myself, only for the cause. 1 would
have you wait only that chance be-
coma certainty  But, if go forward
you must, then I go with youn.”

‘Forgive me 1 meant not the
taunt,” Osen whispered. “T will pass
the word that you are now one with
us., Lock for the signal, and when it
comes, strike swift and sure!”

Sid nodded absently. He had an
uneasy presenfiment thal disaster
awaited these desperate and despair-
ing schemes.

Jein Pays His Dsbt!

As though Fate had taken a hand in
the ,game Ixed chose the following
day to sear to a height of ferocity
that surpassed anything that had gone
before.

Even ns Sid and Osen emerged
from the crowded elevator they heard

the Lord Seund himself order it !"
“He does—through me!” Ixed
hissed. His eyes fixed on Jein's face,
his hands dipped into a leather ponch
he wore, and he held aloft a small
glass marble—or so it looked to Sid.
But that ils innocent appearance
was deceptive the actions of the
soldiers showed. They shrank back
with blanched faces, and would have
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broken and run but for Ixed's order
for them to stand firm.

L not  my children!" he
snesred. *¥You of Jein's company
have been summonod to watch him
obey; or to make the punishment I
have decreed u dual one!” His eyes

/)

choking scveam burst from the over-
secr's lips “and, ‘a3 if this had been a
signal, the soldiers scottered.

But, with their first movement,
Ixed flung the crystal ball downwards
with crashing force. It splintercd
into a blinding flash that burt 1o
eyes; a heavy detonation rumbled
and echoed like a thunderclap, and
a swirl of dust-laden air circled the
vast chamber.

"My stars!” Bid gasped, as the
cloud of acrid smoke thinned and
drifted aloft. * Why, Osen, the whole
company’s gone—annihilated!. And
look, the solid rock’s cracked and
splintered in every direction! Ya
gods, Osen, what kind of awful stuff
d’you call that 2"

Osen's eyes remained fixed on the
swaying fignre of Ixed, as that
stricken mon plucked feebly at the
sword which transfixed him.

“That is Scund’s secret,” he
answered. “ By its power he controls
all Apadocia. It is everything und
nothing, for it is made from the
utmns)i:_l ere itself. And no man, ex-
cept those of Beund’s council, know
how that is, or what it is."

“T can  guess,” Sid answered.
“Atomic force—the socret we on
Valda have long sought——"

His whispered words were drowned
by o ghrill scream that issued from
Ixed's Iil:»a. Thus far, by an amaz-
ing display of stubborn wiil-power,

THE CLOZE OF DEATH !

As the company of soldiers ecattered Ixed, the overseer, flung the crysatal
: globe downwards with crashing forea.
flash ; & heavy detonation rumbled and echoed like a thunder-clap, and a swirl of dust-laden alr circled

the vast chamber 1

it aplintersed into a blinding

the harsh voice of the overseer ratsed
high ir anger, and, though they
walkad rluietfy enoiigh to their acous-
tomied places, they followed his words
with rapt attention.

From his high stand he was shrick-
g insults a1 a dozen white-faced
soldiers, who  stood  nervously
clustered at the foot of the steps.

“You oafs!" he yelled. “You
grow fut in idleness, and need a
lesson. Know you not that the Lord
Scund expects unguestioning ‘obedi-
ence from you, when I, his mouth-
piece, order?”

Sid now noticed that the =oldier,
Jein, formed one of the group, and
that his hand was on the shoulder ol
a worker whom 8id recognised as one
who fashioned sand-beds to receive
the liquid metal. It was Jein who
looked up and answered Ixed's
fuestion.

“The fault seems so little that it
should merit. death,” he replied fear-
lessly. “Just a ftrifling error in
measurement, overseer.”

“An error that might have ruined
twelve months' work ! snapped Ixed.
“But n¢ matter—errors, great or
small, merit death in Tarp! Soldier,
pgain I order you to carry out the
sentence I have decreed !”

The tense silence that foliowed was
broken only by the discontented mur-
murs of tho men surrounding Jein
and the wretched slave he souglht to
protect.

But shook his head stub.
bornly.

“T1 cannot do it!

Jein

1 cannot—will

Is yeur pal reading ** SCUND

again fixed on Jein. “For the lnst
fime, mutinous dog, kill that
blundorer 1 .

Urged by Ius comrades, Jiin ap-
peared to waver. Blowly, reluctantly,
he ensed his sword from its shieath,
whilst he looked uncertainly from
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Ixed to the doomed man.
drew back, and every soul in that
great factory waited breathlessly for
the stab that would mean another
triumph for Ixed’s brutal authority.

Then, with the speed of light, Jein
flung the wretched man aside, the
direction of his pointi sword
changed, and, with a flesh like light-
ning, it whirled from his hand, Hew
u?warcl. and bit deep into the meck
of Ixed!

For just one second the actofs in

THE ETERNAL” ?_ If not,

T

-

the overseer had retained his held
on life, and persisted in his attempt
to dislodge the sword from his throat.
Now, he redoubled his efforts, as
though he thought to cure his ill
bg the action. Somehow—Sid almost
admired him in that last moment—
he succeeded in  withdrawing the
stesl, only to scream with the agony.

that redoubled as the weapon slowly:

emerged. Then, free of its bitin
hold, he stared stupidly at the stain
messanger of death. His left hand
pressed his throat in a futile atterapt
to staunch the flow of blood, and his
thoughts were open for all to read
a3 he looked from Jein's sword to
the cracked shambles at his feet. His
face wrinkled to a ghastly grin, and,
with an inarficulate ory “of anguish,
he fell headlong (o the ground!

Not one solitary denizen of all that
vast chamber moved to help him—a
fitting epitaph to & fallen bully who
had consistently misused s power.

But, even as this thought croseed
Sid’s mind, he saw Osen place a tiny
whistle to his lips, and three short,
shrill calls rang through the place,
& toscin sound for all to hear.

“The lift-shafts!” Osen cried
loudly. *'Let nones escape to the
upper level—or death follows for ali "

'or & moment the wild stampede
left Sid dazed and helpless. Wild
adventure he had seen in abundance,
death he had looked on in many a
grim fight, but this strange under-
ground rebellion was outside all his
previous experience.

But not for long did he hesilate,
One quick glance showed him that
stern highting was beginning in every

s

where they stood, and four definite
battles were already being waged for
possession of Lhe prized elevators.

Bid realised that, unarmed, his puny
strength counted for nothing. So, in-
stead of joiming I ary particular
hurly-burly, he wriigiod and dodged
his way through fighting groups, snd
finally won through to Ixed's tower.
Thers he found the late overseer,
fallen face forward, his arms and legs
asprawl,

ut Sid knew that every second
was valuable. His fellow-workers, he
folt certain, would need all the help
that he could give. Without hesita-
tion, he knelt ide the still form,
and, as carefully and gently as pos-
sible, worked at the fastonings of the
fallen man’s belt.

At last the leather strap was in his
hands, and, attached to it, the punch
that was his real reason for rifling
the silent overseer. Hope runmin
high, he looked into the bag to fin
that it was lined: with thick, soft
down, divided into four separate com-
partments, of which three were ac-
cupied by the litlle balls whose de-
vastating might he had already wit-'
nessed.

“Praise be !” ho multered. “These
threa jolly little beggars will even
the odds a bit.”” Ho ran lightly up
the stcgs_ leading to Ixed’s oéce_ and
through its transparent wall anxiously
viewed the course of the mimic
battles that surrounded him. Ignor-
ing the struggling figures in the
centre, his gazo swept round each of
the lift-shafte. -

Of these four vital positions the
rebel cause was alveady victorious in
Numbers 1 and 2, the guards here-
abouts having been overpowered
more by surprise than force. At
Number 3 shaft the issue was doubi-
ful, a fierce throng of workers armed
with the tools of their eraft surround-
ing & compact body of soldiers who
{hrust and hacked with telling effect

inst overwhelming numbers. But
8id was quick to notice that the rebels
were edging the soldiers away from
the liff-entrance, and that they were
being reinforced each second by vie-
torious fighters from Numbers 1
and 2.
It was the fourth and furthest dan-
ger-point that made 8id's breath
expel in a gasp of fear, Here, the
soldiers had been in a more isolated
position, and had had {ime to throw
their whole weight on the plucky,
but iltarmed few who oppmcf them.

Already the weak opposition was
staggering and wavering, dauntlessly
throwing their lives away in an heroic
offort to stem defeat. Sid realized
that in another minuts this fight
must bring disaster fo his side, what-
ever happened  elsewhere. Holding
the dangerous eémuch as' carefully- as
haste permitied, he throw himself
to the ground and dashed across the
intervening space.

He had perhaps fifty yards to run,
fifty odd -seconds to realise that if
even this single elevator shot to the
surface it would be the link bringing
an unending army of Scund’s fol-
lowers to work punishment and ven-
geance oun his desperate  com-
rades. He had time, even in fhat
frenzied race, to understand that,
owning the lifts, they held the factory
for an indefinite period, and might
even yet win a way through the
closed gates and solve the mystery
of what lay behind them.

But fifty seconds can alter the fafte
of nations, and, but for Sid's in-
stantaneous action, mighl have sealed
the fate of distant Valda, To his
dismay, ten yards still separated him
from the struggling group when he
saw two soldiers fling thamselves into
the lift, and, without troubling to
snap the gate, move the lever that
sent it shooting upwards!

Then Sid stopped dead. Iis hand
plunged into Ixed's pouch. Spatch
ing a tiny globe from its mest, he
hurled it towards the sscending liff,
the strength of despair in his aim
and an unconscious prayer on his lips.

(Has Sid’s action [rustroted the
altempt of the two soldiers to break
thee news of the rebellion to Scund?
On wmo acoount must you miss next
week's instalment of this gripping
story. Order your Boys' IFRIEND
from your newsagent to-duy!)

A REQUEST
TO ABERDONIANS.

H. Allan, 6, Charles Street, Aber-
deen, asks all Aberdeen readers who
are interested in the formation of an
Aberdeen branch of the “Boys'
Sports and Athletic Club " to méat
him under tha bridge forming the
sea promenade on Tuesday, April 3rd,
at 7.30 p.m,

get him fo do so right away! §
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A ROLLICKING YARN OF THE FAMOUS FISTICAL FOUR OF ROOKWOOD!!

The 1st Chapter.

Lovell’'s Brain Wave !

Arthur Edward Loyell had
spoken for five minutes.

This did not, perhaps, constitute
a vecord. But it was unusual; and
Jimmy Silver and Raby and New-
come wondered what was “up.”

Lovell was taking his ease in the
armchair in the end study. It was
fime for prep; and Lovell's three
chums were sorting out their books
veluctantly, Prep was one of the
necessary evils of existence—one of
the unpleaeant things that couldn’t be
helped, and had to be stood—like had
weather, or a spill from a bike, or a
Head’s lecture.

Arthur Edward Lovell, however,
was not bothering about prep. He
was thinking !

The wrinkle in his brow ehowed
that he was thinking, as well as his
silence. Thinking was not one of
Arthur Edward's customary oceupa-
tions, Silence was still more un-
customary with him,  Obviously,
something in the nature of a sudden
brain-wave was going on,

_ “Prep, old man!” hinted Jimmy
Silver,
Lovell grinned.
“Prept” he gaid.
. “Mr. Dalton was waxy this morn-
ing,” said Raby. “We had to scamp
it last- might owing to the boxing
match with the Modern chaps. Better
not give it a miss again this evening.”

Lovell shock his head.

f{']I"\'e been thinking that out!” he
said.

“Thinking out prep?? asked
Jimmy Silver, puzzled.

“Yes. Look here, you fellows,”
said Lovell, coming out of his reverie,
and apparently prepared to impart
to his chums the results of his éoep
cogitations, *“it's high time something
was done about this. Look at the
time that’s wasted in prep.”

“Can’t be helped.”

“The question is, can it be helped 77
said Lovell. “Waste of time is a
jolly serious thing. ITour and a half
every evening—think how  that
mounts up in a term. Look at the
things we have to leave over, just
becanse of prep. We might get up
some boxing.”

“BLlil__',

“Or a rehearsal for our play——"

“Yes, but——"

“Or rag the Moderns,” said Lovell ;
“lots of things, is fact! We're busy
chaps, and prep takes a big chunk
out of every evening. Think of the
whole life of a echoolboy, from the
Second Form to the Sixth, and figure
it out how much of that time is
wasted in prep. It makes a chap’s
flesh creep to think of it.”

“Horrid I  yawned
“But it's got to be did!
won't make any difference.’”

“Talking won’t!” agreed Lovell.
“But thinking might! Ive thought
this matter out, right from alpha to
omega, and I know hew to deal with
it. I'm going to tell you fellows the
secret, because you're my pals; but
we shall have to keep it rather dark.
If my stunt is a success, we're prac-
tically rescued from prep for the
whole time we're at Rookwood.”

“@Great pip!”

Jimmy Silver & Co.
Lovell,

Never had they suspected that
youth of being an inventive genius.
Lovell was a good half-back; quite
a good boxer with a very helty
punch; good on the cycle-track, and
good at swimming. Jut inventive

not

Newcome.
Talking

linked at

By

OWEN CONQUEST,

(Author of the Tales of Rookwood appearing in the

“*Popular.'")
Lovell hiis upon an idea for euvoiding class

work, but

it comes to grief when

Tubby

Muffin tries it!
;.

genius had never been sapposed to
be one of his gifts.

But if Lovell thought of a stunt for
enabling a fellow to steer clear of
prep during his whole school career,
it was obvious that Lovell was an
inventive genius of the first water,

The discovery of printing, of steam,
of the acroplane sank into insignifi-
cance beside such a discovery as this.
Lovell would be entitled not only
to the gratitude of his chums, but—

when the discovery became more
widely diffused—of all Rookwaod
School, and, indeed, of all other

schools in the kingdom, if the dis-
covery were communicated to them.

“Gammon ! said Raby, afier a
pause of astonishment.

“Lend me your ears, old fellow!"
said Lovell. *I tell you I've thought
it out.,” Lovell was gpeaking with a
calm, ecarnest enthusmsm. “ Dicky
Dalton is taking us, at preseni, in the
seventh book of the ‘Atneid,'”

“Don’t we know it?” grouned
Newcome.

“He's down on cribs!” went on
Laovell, “Fellow can’t smuggle a crib
into the Form-room without Dalt
jumping on his neck. He bagge
Peele the other day with a erib.”

“The silly ass shouldn't have taken
il into the Form-reom,” said Jimmy
Bilver. “Too risky.”

“All very well,” said Lavell, “Of
course, a crib is useful in the study.
But it’s in the Form-room that you
really want it. Look at what hap-
pened to Putty Grace the other day.
Ile cribbed enough to see him
throngh, as he thought—and he was
put on to a different place, and was
all at sea.” :

“ Hard lines !” said Raby. “ButI'm
blessed if I see what you're driving at.
You're not thinking of taking a trans-
lation of the whole giddy * ZEneid’
into  the TForm-room to-morrow
morning, are you "

“Not quite. We're doing the
seventh book this term,” said Lovell.
“A translation of the seventh book
will gee us through all possible con-
tingencies.”

“Buat hew 1"

“That’s where the beauly of my
idea comes in!" explained Lovell,

"

with a cheery smile. “Of course,
many fellows would regard it
as a problem equal to anything
in Euclid. I don't szay it was
easy to think out., But I've
done it We're going to put it

to the test, and when it’s proved to
be a success, we'll gradually let the
fellows into the secret, so that they
can all do the same. We ghall be
looked on as public benefactors.”

“If——" murmured Jimmy Silver,

“No “if ' about it. It's practically
a cert.  All the Classical side at Rook-
wood will be using this wheeze soon,
and saving no end of time. You re-
meinber what the Head said in his
lecture the other day to the Lower
School, about procrastination, and
punctuality, and things, He said that
a fellow ghould never waste a minute
of his day. Well, that applies to the
evenings, of course; and this isn't
a question of minutes, but of an hour
and a hali! Fancy every fellow in
the Classical Fourth saving an hour
and a half every evening. Why, it
amounnts to weeks and weeks of time
saved—practically  lengthening 2
fellow’s life.”

“ Ye-e-ee—but how 1"

“You see, I've got the crib,” ex-
plained Lovell. “My idea isn't to
mug it up here in the study—the old-
fashioned, slovenly way. My idea is

to do it in a modern, efficient way.
When we're called on to construe,
we've got the English {ranslation
right under our eyes all the time.
Instead of having had to worry the
thing out of grammar and diecs,

like a dog worrying a bone, we're

ready to hand out a perfect construe

without any preparation at all. See?”
“But how 1"

Wonderful as the scheme was, the
chums of the Fourth hesitated to try
it on Mr. Dalton, their Form master.
Dicky Dalton was well known to bo a
“downy bird.” It was feared that his
extremely keen eyes might see
through even the most wonderful
schemic.

So the great wheeze was to be tried
first on Monsieur Monceau, who was
a good-tempered and unsuspicious
little gentleman, not likely to be on
the watch for “ways that are dark,
and tricks that are vain.”

If it answered with Mossoo, then it
could be tried, with more assurance
of succes:, upon Mr, Dalton the next
day.

“You see,” said Lovell, with great
wisdom, “a fellow can’t be too care-
ful. If you've got some medicine
you're doubtful about, you give some
to a dog and watch the effect. That's
the idea now. Trying it on Mossoo
is practically trying it on the dog,
sce? If he takes 1t all right, we’ll
give Dicky Dalton a - dose to-
mMorrow. L

And Lovell's chums chuckled, and
agreed that it was wise.

So that afternoon they were going
to try it on the dog—Monsieur Mon-
ceau being the dog.

If success followed, prep practi-
cally was a thing of the past; indeed,
a fellow would be able to keep up in
class without the slightest worry.

That this was not an excellent
method of acquiring knowledge was a
circumstance that escaped the notice
of the juniors just then. They were
too keen on the wheeze to think of
details like that. Such reflections
might oceur later—especially when
examinations came round, and they
found their minds a beautiful blank

TROUBLE FOR LOVELL!

‘" Collar him ! ' roared the juniors
as Arthur Edward Lovell ran for

his life, for the crowd of Fourth-Formers wears not in the meod to listen
to argument !

“Dalton will be pleased, too—and
he's a decent chap, and 1'd like to
please him,” said Lovell benevo-
lently. ‘8o long as a chap hands out
a really good construe, Dalton hasn't
anything to grumble at, has he?”

“No. But—-"

“T'll work it out, and show you!"
said Lovell.

The great inventor came to the
study lable, and took pen and ink
and paper.

And Jimmy Silver & Co—quite for-
getful of prep now—watched Arthur
Edward, while that inventive youth
worked - out the brilliant scheme
which was to revoluticonise school-work
at Rookwood.

The 2nd Chapter.
Trying it on the Dog.

On the following afternoon there
were {races of suppressed excitement
in several members of the Fourth
Form at Rookwood.

That afternoon Monsieur Moncean,
the French master at Rookwood, was
taking his class in the Fourth Form
room,

Four members of the Fourth, at
least, - were prepared to deal with
Monsieur Maximilien Monecean in the
most efficient manner,

Lovell's wonderful scheme was to
be tried.

on the subjects concerned. For the
present they were not looking ahead.

The French lesson was
popular with the Fourth, Maossoo
being so patient and good-tempered
that no }ellow was in danger of
putting an undue strain on his intel-
lect.  Besides, Mossoo could make
even Irench instruction imteresting.
The Fourth at present were dealing
with a very carefully edited edition
of “Gil Blas,” which they found
more entertaining than such things as
“Telemaque,”

Jimmy Silver & Co. were quite
pleased to see Monsieur Monceau
come in, and bow to his class in his
polite way, with his polite and agree-
able smile.

Mossoo always began with a sweet
smile, though often that smile faded
away and was replaced by a troubled
frown, especially when he was dealing

with Tubby Muffin and French
genders. Being a conscientious little

gentleman, he gave particular atten-
tion to the backward members of his
elass—for which these backward
members were nct in the least grate-
ful. Tubby Muffin had a firm,
deeply seated conviction that all
languages but English were *rot,”
and it really was diffieult for Tubby
to believe that the French were such
duffers as to cousider g table feminine

rather

and a fire masculine. Cheerfully
would Tubby perpetrate such a sen-
tence as, *Ma livre etait sur le
table,” at which poor Mossoo would
almost tear his hair and weep.

Muffin, being the most backward
member of the TFourth Form—in
French as in everything else—Mossoo
gave him particular attention, with
really heroic self-sacrifice. Jimmy
Silver & Co. were anxious to get to
“@Gil Blas ”; but Mossoo started with
genders and Tubby Muffin. Such a
sentence as “Ton oncle et ta tante
sont arrives,” presented to the un-
fortunate Tubby difficulties that
seemed insuperable. Mossoo took a
chalk and inscribed it on the black-
board, and went through it word by
word for Tubby's especial benefit,
watched by a grinning class,

“ Maintenant —~ now — you under-
stand, isn't it?” exclaimed Monsieur
Monceau, wiping his brow,

Tubby had listened with an air of
great attention; but, as a matter of
fact, he had been thinking of certain
new tarts that were displayed in the
school shop, and wondering whether
he could borrow a shilling of Jimmy
Silver after lessons in order to sample
those tarts,

It was irritating to be aroused from
important reflections of this kind, and
Tubby felt it so, -

“Vous comprenez—you shall under-
stand, Muffin "

“QOh! Yes, sir|”

“Translate zat sentence, Muffin."

i ()]‘ I?'

“1 waits for you, mon petit.”

Tubby Muffin cast an appealing
look round, and then blinked at the
blackboard

“Ton oncle et ta tante
arrives!' murmured Muffin.
it’s something about a ton of tar——

“Comment ” shrieked Monsieur
Monceau.

“I—I—I mean——"'

“You shall not have listened io
me, Muffin, FKcoutez! Thy uncle
and thy aunt have arrived—"

“Have they ?” exclaimed Tubby.

* Now you shall understand.”

“Certamly, sir!” Tubby Mullin
jumped up eagerly. “I'in so glad,
girl”

sont
“1‘;_-

"

I;\?at?"

““I'm very foad of my wuncle and
aunt, sir!"” said Muffin.

“ Comment "

“Aid they im the visitors’ room,
b‘“'?”

“ Hein "

“Can I go and see them, sir?"

Tubby Muffin left his place, Mon-
sicur Moncean blinked at him, and
waved the pointer.

“Muffin! Zat you sit down!”

“But, sir, my uncle and aunt——

“Mon Dien! 8it down viz you!”

*“Oh, very well, sir!” said Tubby
indignantly, “Mr. Dalton always
lets us go at once, sir, if our relations
comne to the school I

“Ha, ha, ha !’ came in a yell from
the elass. Monsieur Monceau looked
at Tubby like & man in a dream.

“Vat¥ Vat? Is it zat your rela-
tions shall have come to Rookwood
to sce you, Muffin?”

“ My uncle and my aunt, sir!"

“If your oncle and your tante have
come, Muffin, you may leave ze class,
certainly But how do you know zat
zey have come ?”

Muffin stared at the French master
in bewilderment.

“You've just told me so, sir.”

L vnt ?1)

“You said distinetly, sir, that my
uncle and aunt have arrvived!”
exclaimed Muffin.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bilence ! ejaculated the French
master, clutching at his  hair
“ Muffin, you are most stupid boy zat
ever was! I do not tell you rat your
oncle and your tante have arrived.”

“But you said so, sir. All the
fellows heard you!” protested Muffin.

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Taisez vous!” roared Monsieur
Monceau. “ Ze next boy zat laugh, T
give him pointer!”

Sudden gravit; fell on the French
class,

“Muffin I zink you are not so
stupid. I zink you ave lazy and you
give no attention. I do not tell- you
zat your parents—your relations—
have arrive. I translate zat sentence
on ze blackboard.” J

“0Oh!” gasped Tubby.

“Zis evening, Muffin, you write
out zat sentence one hundred times,
and you bring him to me to-morrow.”

“QOw ! groaned Muffin.

Reginald Muffin sat crushed. For=
tunately, Monsieur Monceau let him
alone after that. Ile was a consciens
tious gentleman, but a certain
amount of Tubby Muffin was all his
constitution would stand.

“Gil Blas™” came next, and at last
Arthur Edward Lovell was able to
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Hweigh in”
wheeze.

Generaily, Lovell was not glad to
catch the master's eye. On this occa-
sion he was pleased.

Jimmy Silver and Raby and New-
come watched him eagerly, when he
was put on to translate,

“Me voila done hors d'Oviedo, sur
le chemin de Pegnaflor, an milien de
la compagne, maitre de mes actions,
d'une mauvaise mule et de quarante
bons ducats,”

Lovell translated without a falter.

“Behold me; then, out of Oviedo,

with the wonderful

| Morny.

“Will it work with Dalton in
Latin? ” inquired Townszend.

“ Certainly ! ”

“0h, good! That's toppin’! ™

“Top-hole, an’ no mistake! " said
Mornington, “ Expound, old chap—
we're all ears—especially Muffin,”

“Ha, ha, ha! ™

“You let my ears alone! ” growled
Tubby, whose pride in his ears was
not in proportion to their size,

“Wouldn't touch 'em with a barge-
pole, old fat pippin,” answered
“(Go ahead, Lovell. What's

2

{ the game? "

on the Pegnaflor voad, in the midst |

of the open country, master of my
awn actions, of a bad mule, and of
forty good ducats.”

“Bon!?" said Monsienr Monceau.

Mornington looked at Lovell—other
fellows looked at him in surprise.
Lovell was mnot a brilliant French
scholar, Now, certainly, he secemed
to read a page of French as easily
a pagé of the Holiday Annual.

Jimmy Silver, Raby, and New-
come Lil!f!!ljg‘tllah("li themselves  in
turn. Monsieur Morcean beamed on

the Fistical Iour,

He gave them words of praise;
indeed, he almost patted Arthur
Edward Lovell on the head.

PFrench, that afternoon, was a
trimmph for Jimmy Silver & Co.
Without an effori they had won great

credit,

But after the class was dismissed
there was rather a worried frown on
Jimmy Silver's brow as he went out
into the quadrangle with his chwns,

The French master's unsuspecting
praises smote Jimuny's conscience.

“Blessed if I quite like it, after

all,” Jimmy Silver said candidly.
“Tt's jolly like spooling.”
“0Oh, rot!"” said Lovell,

rot!?

“Utter

Lovell spoke with great emphasis |

because s own
little twinge. :

“Well, T felt a bit rotten at pulling
old Mossoa's leg,” confessed Raby.

“Rubbish ! ”

“Tt saves no end of irouble,” said
Newcome, ** But——but—but dash i
all, is it quite playing the game?”

“Bosh! ¥ g §

“You see, Lovell—" zaid Jimmy.
“Utter trash! ™

“ Bat—"

“Rot!"

Tividently Arthur Edward Lovell
was not open to argument on the sub-
ject.

The 3rd Chapter.
The Public Benefactor!

After 1ea there was rather a
crowded meeling in the end study.
The TFourth-Formers wanted

know, as it were.

The distinction Lovell had won in
the Irench class, naturally, could not
pass unnoticed. Many of the Fourth
regarded Arthur Edward as more or
less of a duffer in class, In French
Arvthur Edward was given to stumb-
ling woelully, Fellows asked Lovell
how he did it, and whether he had
# “dodge.” To which Lovell replied
with maysterious hints and winks—so
that in a very short time most of the
Fourth were aware that there was a
“ dodge.”

Naturally, they wanied to know all
about it. So they came along to the
end study after tea to inquire.

Mornington was the first, and Pesle
and Gower followed, and Tubby
AMuffin. Townsend and Topham came
in, and Jones minor, and Higgs, and
Oswald, and several more fellows,
Fellows like Rawson and Erroll, who
iook their work with unusnal serious-
ness, did not come—they, apparently,
were in pursnit of knowledge, not of
“dodges.” But there was no doubt
ihat the majority of the Fourth Form
would have welcomed any wheeze
that saved them from the peril of
brain fag.

Lovell was looking pleased.

Never before had he been able lo
step into the limelight as a brainy
fellow—as a chap who could put other
chaps up to clever dodges. Natur-
ally, he enjoyed the position,

His chums were rather lacking in
enthusiasm, owing {o certain twinges
they were feeling in their consciences,
Lovell, doubtless, had as tender a
conscience as  his chums, but the
wheeze being his own, his enthusiasm
was greater, and banished uneasy re-
Hlection.

“Tet’s have it, old bean,” said
Mornington, “If you're on i{o a
good thing you don’t want to keep it
{0 vourself.”

“Not at all,”” said Tovell gener-

to

ously., “My idea is 1o henefit the
whole Form now il's proved a
success,”

“Bravo!”
“Hear, hear!"”

. “Good old Lovell! ¥

conscience had a |

Arthur Edward Lovell proceeded to
explain to a very attentive audience.
Wonderful as the wheeze was, in fact,
epoch-making in school history, it was
simple, like all great inventions.

“Take the section we've got for
srep now,” said Lovell. “I've got it
here—"

“ ineas primique duces—-—
Mornington,

“That's it. I've got the crib,” said

“Crib! Is that the wheeze?
asked Putty Grace in disgust. “Call
that a dodge? There have been cribs
in schools ever since there were
schools at all.”

* Fathead |

tion——"
L &
>

" gaid

| Lovell,

You take the transla-
ut-—-=>""

“TLet a chap finish ! ¥ roared Lovell.
“How's a fellow to explain a won-
derful wheeze with silly asses inier-
rupting him all the time? Fellows
have had cribs in their studies hefore
now. 1 know ihat; but what is
wanted is a erib in the Form-room,
right unr‘ier the master's nose.”

““Oh!

butting like a billy-goat,” said Lovell
crossly, I haven’t finished yet.”

“Do you ever finish? ¥ murmured
Putty of the Fourth.

“Look here, Puity—'

“QOrder!” said Morningion. * Let’s
have it out! I'm blessed if I see any-
thing in it so far.”

“You wouldu't!”
crushingly.

“Do you think Dalton is going to let
us stand with that in the giddy palms
of our paws?” demanded Topham.
“Think he wouldn’t spot us jerking
it out of our pocket as soon as we're
called on to construe.”

“Of course he would!”
send,

“T tell you I haven't finished yet,”
roaved Lovell.

“(Oh! Go ahead.”

“You get a length of elastic——"

“Flastie! 7’ ejaculated Mornington.

“Flastic! ” said Lovell firmly,

“What on earth for? ”

“You fasten one end to the bhit of
cardboard, and the other end up your
sleeve—""

“Oh! "

“That keeps the card oul of sight.
When you want it you give your
sleeve a jerk, as if you were shooting
vour Jinen, you know, and down
comes the card into the palm of your
hand.”

“Phew !

“TF Dalton noses round foo rear,
back il goes—the elastic jerks it up
vour sleeve,” said Lovell, *Other-
wise, there you are, with the card
hidden in your hand and your eye
on it. You can consirue as fast as
you ecan read English.”

“QGreat Scott!”

1

said Lovell

said Town-

“Well 7 said Lovell.

“This won't help me with genders
and irregular verbs.”

“Blow your genders and irregular
verbs!” howled Lovell. “Do you
expect an invention to do every-
thing? Kxpect it to get you up and
wash you in the morning, and find
your collar stud, if you've lost it?
Don’t be an ass!”

“Gentlemen,” said Mornington, “1
suggest a vote of thanks to Arthur
Fdward Lovell, In my opinion he
has deserved well of his country.
Lovell is a public benefactor.”

“Hear, hear!”

And the meeting in the end study

| broke up with considerable enthu-
| stasm.

That evening guite a dozen of the
Fourth, instead of devoting their
attention to prep, devoted it to
Lovell's wheeze,

Ten minutes served their purpose,
instead of an hour and a half; a
saving of time that was very consider-
able,

Fellows borrowed Lovell's erib in
turn, and round pieces were cut out
of old fragments of cardboard, and
upon them the requirved translation
was written in abbreviated form.

Not a single grammar or dictio
was opened by the happy posse
of this great mvention.

Prep bécame rether a lark than a
labour,

There

demand

was o greab for
lengths of elastic. Fellows who hap-
pened to p that commodity

were able to effect sales at profitcer-
ing prices,

With great glee the juniors prac-
tised in their studies the art and

CAUGHT OUT!

‘" Take off your jacket, Muffin!* eaid Mr. Dalton.
slowly pesling off his coat.
master, and as the fat junior cbeyed he grimly pic

‘““ Oh dear!" gasped Tubby,

“ Now turn the sleeve inside out!' continued the Form-
ked out the card and elastic from the interior of Muffin’s sleeve !

“And one erib,” said TLovell im-
pressively, “is enough for a whole
Form.”

‘i(}ll g "

“Yon simply take your section and
copy down the translation,” said
Lovell, with a glare at Putly Grace.
“You write it out small on a round
piece of cardboard that can be held
in the palm of the hand—with abbre-
viations to save space—like this—"

Lovell took a pen and jotted.

The juniors watched him atlen-
tively.

With the help of the English ver-
sion, it took Lovell no more than a

second or two to turn * /Bneas primi-
que duces et pulcher Julus® into

% Fneas and his chief captains and
the handsome Julus.”

This Lovell jotted down as follows:

“ 7 and chf eapins and hndame J.”

“You sce, that's phin enough
for anybody,” explained Lovell,
“Teaving out maost of the vowels
saves space, and you can see the word
all the same—something like short-
hand, you know.”

“That's s0,”
“ But——"

“On those lines, in the smallest
fist you can do, you get the whole
section written out on a bit of card-
board no bigger than a five-bob hit,”
said Lovell.

“Yes, but—"

“Of course, you

agreed Morny.

must keep on

“My word!” said Tubby Muffin.

“0Oh, great!"” gasped Jones minor.

Admiration was general.  Arthur
Edward Lovell's frowning brow
cleared, and he smiled. The great
inventor was receiving his due meed
of praise at last.

“You see, a chap simply can’t be
nailed,” he said. “At the very
worst, you let the card jerk back up
your sleeve, and there you are—no
worse off than if you hadn't got it.
Generally, of course, it will be all
right—a glance at the card sets you
going, Mr. Dalton will be jolly
pleased to find everybody so pro-
ficient,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Nothing to. cackle at,” =1
Lovell. * “I'm speaking serionsly.
Of course, T should like to please old
Dicky. He's a good chap, though he
does worry us in class.  With this
invention he will stop worrying us,
and we shall stop worrving him.
Good for hoth sides.”

“Tear, hear !” chortled Putty.

“We tried it in the French class, as
you saw,” went on Lovell. “That
was my idea—trying it on the dog,
you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That was a suceess,” said Morny,
with a nod. “My hat! Looks as if
we're on to a good thing.”

“Y say, though——" s=aid Tubby
Mufiin.

science of jerking the dise up and
down the sleeve.

Juniors who were not in the secret
were surprised to see fellows, in the
studies and passages, engaged in
“shooting their linen ™ with untiring
industry.

Practice makes perfect, and befors
bedtime Lovell's followevs felt guite
prepared to deal with Dicky Dalton
in the morning.

Before their dazzied eyes stretched
the enticing prospect of a term with
practically no ~“swotting “—Latin

classes  with no “lines” and no

Arthur Tdward Lovell—on this
evening, at least—was a great man in
the Fourth Form. He felt that he
had brought eredit and distinetion on

the end study. ith  becoming
N b o

modesty, Lovell bore his blushing

honours thick upon him  without

“swanking.”  But if ever -a fellow
was entitled to swank, surely it was
Arthur Edward Lovel!, public bene-
factor!

The 4th Chapter.
Black Ingratitude!

Jimmy Silver had a very thought-
ful expression when he went into-the
Form-room the following morning.

Unele James of Rookwood was nof
wholly satisfied.

He felt that he could not say a

The Famous Fistical Four of Rookwood School appear in * The Cousin from Canada ’’ next Monday.

word t{o dash the happy satisfaction
of his chum Lovell. But he was
rather worried,

Lovell's wheeze had been adopted
keeuly by a dozen fellows, but with
especial keenness by the slackers of
the Form, such fellows as Peele and
Gower and Lattrey and Tubby
Muffin,

When Peele & Co. approved of a
thing, Jimmy Silver naturally felt
that there must be something wrong
with 1t. )

It was a great invention—a won-
derful wheeze. But Jimmy could
not help realising—on reflection—
that a scheme for dodging work was
a scheme for slacking, and not nearly
so admirable as it appeared to the
cn#}msmst:c eyes of ils inventor,

This opinion, however, Jimmy kept
{o himself for the present. More-
over, he was not absolutely certain of
success,  Mr. Richard’ Dalton was a
far keener gentleman than Monsiour
Monceau,

There was a thrill of excitement in
the Form when P, Vergilius Maro
came on the scene that morning.

Arthur Edward Lovell, as it hap-
pened, was the first fellow called on
to construe.

All eyes were upon Lovell as he
started at ** JMneas primigne duoces,
ete.,” Lovell, who was not brilliant
in French, was still less brilliant in
Latin, as a rule.

On this particular morning Arthur
Edward Lovell won golden opinions
from his Form master.

His construe was almost perfection.

Mr, Dalton gave him a smiling nod
of approval, though there was sur-
prise as well as approval in his smile,

Mornington was called upon to go
on where Lovell left off.

Morny gave his sleeve a little jerk
as if to set his shirt-cuff, and went on
cheerfully, He construed without a
fault,

Peele came next.

Cyril Peele was a slacker of ihe
first water, and was often in trouble
in class. On this occasion the most
critical master would have had no
reason to find fault with Peele,

My, Dalton could not help being
surprised. He was still more s
prised when Raby, and then New-
come, gave him fauliless renderings.
Then Tubby Muffin was called upon.

Tubby Muffin gave his sleeve a2
little jerk.

The juniors waited, prepared to
hear Tubby, for the first time in his
life, construe without some egregious
blunder.

But Tubby was not in a hury to
begin.

He jerked his sleeve, and jerked it
again, and his fat face became very
rved,

“Muffin!” repeated Mz, Dalton.

" Yes, sir!” gasped Tubby. “A—a
gecond, sir!”

He jerked at his hapless sleeve ; but
Tubby's sleeves were tighter than
other fellows’ sleeves. Tubby was a
plamp youth, not {o say podgy, His
cardboard dise was there ready,
attached to the elastic, but it did nof
come down in the palm of his plump
paw when jerked.

Mr. Dalton eyed him curiously.

“T am waiting for you, Muffin,” he
said,

“Ves, sir!” gasped Tubby.

There was no help for it.  The card
was jammed in Muffin’s sleeve. le
slipped the fat fingers of his other
hand up the sleeve and jerked the
card down, Mr, Dalton’s eyes, which
were fixed on the fat junior, grew
wide open—wider and wider,

“Maullin!”

Iis voice resembled thunder.

“FEh? Yes, sir!” gasped Muffin,

“What is that in your hand#”

“N.n-nothing, sir!”

Mr. Dalton strode ,towards him,
Muffin jerked desperately, and this
time the elastic obeyed, and jerked
the little card up his sleeve.

“Hold up your hand, Muffin,”

Muffin heh]}it up-—empty.

Lovell & Co. locked on, scarcely
hreathing with anxiety. Obviously
“Dicky * was suspicious. Perhaps he
had already noted that juniors had
fallen into a habit of jerking their
cufts when called upon to constiue.
Possibly Lovell's wonderfnl wheeze
was not so new and original as he
deemed, but might have been known
to Mr. Dalion in his own far-off
schooldays.

“ Muflin,” said Mpr. Dalion, “step
out before the class.”

“Yes, sir.”

Reginald Muffin stepped out.

“Take off your jacket, Muffin.”

“Mum-mum-my jacket, six{”

“Yes, at oncel”
“0Oh dear!”

Slowly - and reluctantly Tubby,
Mufin peeled off his jocket. The
Fourth Form watched him as ¥

fascinated.” .. . | :
(Continued overleaf.)
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“Now turn the eleeves inside out,
Muffin.”

With a groan Tubby Muffin obeyed.
Mr., Dalton grimly picked out the
card and the elastic from the interior
of Tubby's sleeve.

*“As 1 thought!” said Mr. Dalten
calmly. *““A very ingenious device,
Muffin. Quite an improvement on a
device known to me twenty years ago.
I used only a bootlace."”

“Oh!” gasped Lovell involuntarily.

Mr. Dalton glanced at him.

““Klastie,” ho said, *is an improve-
ment, I am &fraid, Muflin, that you

‘are thoughtless. You have lost sight

of the fact that you are sent to school
to learn. choolbays are liable to
lose sight of that fact—it is & master's
duby to keep it present to their minds.
On the oceasion I have referred to,
twenty years ago. my Formn master
gave me two severe cuts with his
cane, which, though painful at the
time, benefited me. They caused me
to veflect. I shall try the same
method with you, Muffin, and trust
that it will produce an equally beno-
ficial result.”

“Oh!" gasped Muffin.

Mr. Delton glanced over the breath-
less class.

. "Every boy present wili take his
jacket off and turn out the sleeve!”
1e eaid.

13 Oh El,

With glum faces the hapless juniors
obeyed. Twelve fellows had adopted
Lovell’s invention, others had waited
to “‘see how the cat jumped.” as they
expressed it.

Mr. Dalton took his cane.

The delinquents were ranged in a
row before his desk. Mr. Dalton pro-
ceeded to deal with theni one alter
another.

“You first, Silver!”

Swish, swish 1

(Continued from previous page.)

One after another the unhappy cul-
prits went through it. When Mr.
Dalton laid down his cana he looked a
little breathless.

“We will now resume!” he said
genially.

They resumed. Construes, after
that, were not perfect. It was not a
happy morning in the Fourth Form
room, Nearly a dozen fellows were
giving Lovell deadly looks. They had
only one solace—the happy anticipa-
tion of dealing with Arthur Edward
Lovell after lessons !

“Collar him !

“Scrag him |”

“Lynch him "

It was a roar in the corridor.
Arthur Edward Lovell ran for his life.
He did not stop to argue or to
cxpostulate. - Obviously the enraged
Fourth Formers were not in a mood
to listen to argument or expostula-
tion.

There was a rush of vengeance on
his  track. Bounds of strife were
heard in the end study. Lovell had
had no time to lock the door. Then
there was a sound of bumping that
scemed to shake the floor: fimmy
Silver and Raby and Newcome rushed
to the rescue at last, and drove the
infuriated avengers out of the study.
They found Lovell sprawling on the
carpet, breathless, dizzy, dusty, dis-
hevelled. -

He sat up and spluttered.

“Ow, ow, ow !
Groogoogh!  Catch me—groogh !—
making any more inventions—ow |—
to save them fag—— Woooaaop!
Ungrateful — oooch ! —rotters! Tl
never — groooch ! — make another —
pug-gugtpuz—invention, so long as
P'm at—grooh !—Rookwood !

And Arthur Edward Lovell didn't !

THE END.

(“The Cousin From Canadal’ i
the title of next Monday's ripping
story of Jimmy Silver & Co. Order
your, Bovs' Friexpo to-dayl)
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HEALTH AND SPORT!
By Percy Longhurst. :

Shut Your Glove!

Never yet have 1 wilnessed a box-
ing competition, but I have heard—
several times in - the evening—the
command from the referee, *Close
your giove !’ 3

Now, this praclice of hitting, per-
heps I should say flicking, with the
open glove is a most pernicious one,
and the sooner any boxer with a
liking for it gets out of the habit,
the better it will be for him, for it
is silly, useless, and dangerous.

Po begin with, no blow struck with
the unclenched hand scores a point,
no matter where it lands. Open-
handed hitting is sheer waste of fime.
It doesn’t hurt the other fellow, and
it is & proliic cause of damaged
thumbs. ¥ek, movices' trick as it
is, one sees it used by boxers with
years of experience behind them, who
ought to know better.

To & very large extent, it is due
to the practice of trying swings and
hooks in place of honest “‘straight-
from-the-shoulder” blows. Try the
latter blow with an open glove, and
you won't need any warning from me
to be aware how ineffective it is.
But with round-arm hitting and wild
swings il seems to come natural to
allow the hand to oll:uen, or, rather,
to fail to close the glove.

For the hand should not be tightly
clenched all the time that one is
boxing. To try that is to make
another error. Keeping the fist
always closely doubled, strains and
weakens the musclss and tendons, and
uses up energy that is wanle:i.,fo’r
more useful work. But the hand,
loose except when hitting, should be
closely- doubled as the actual blow is
striick. The straight hitter does this
automatically. The wild swinger too
often forgets it. 3

Some Ingenlous Inventi

Some years ago a man jnvenied
a boxing-glove thet did not allow the
glove to be straightened after the
fist, was doubled. Another ingenious
person used to fasten the parf over
the fingor-tips to the palm by the
aid of a strong sE.{ue. Botly efforts
wore failures, Tho boxers’ hands
lostipower througl being fixed in the
crampod position. And both devices
werk wholly unnocsssary. Lot a2
boxer learn to hit siraight, to keep
away from wild swinﬁmg, and he
won't hurb his hands, but will score
more _points, and won't have the
referee admonishing him  for not
closing liis gloves.

(Anothor helpfal article shortly.)
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INSTRUCTIONS.

Here is a splendid footer com-
petition which T am sure wil
interest you. On this page you
will find a history of the Queen's
Park” Rangers Football Club in
picture puzzle form. What you
are invited to do is to solve the
picture, and when you have done
so write your solution on n sheet
of paper. Then sign the coupon
which appears under the puzzle,
pin it to your splution, and post it
to *‘Queen’s Park Rangers”
Competition, Boys' Frigxp Office,
Gough House, Gough uare,
T.C. 4, so as to reach that address
not later than THURSDAY,
April Sth. |

The FIRST PRIZE of £5 will
be awarded to the reader who
submits a solution which 13 ox-
actly the same as, or nearest to,
the solution now in the possession
of the Lditor. In the event of
tiea the prize will be divided.
The other prizes will be awarded
in order of merit, The Editor
veserves 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
nocepted as final. Employees of
the proprietors of this journal are
not oligible to compele.

This competition is run in con-
junction with the *“Cem,"” the
*Magnet,” and the ‘““Popular,”
and readers of those journals are
invited to compete,
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Easter Football.

The programme of matches for the

Easter holiday is the end of the really
big frials of the season for the foot-
beller. As one player put it the qther
day, these [Faster games—three
matehes in four days for most of the
clubs—provide the Inst straw which
break the footballer's back.
_'The footballer, having played week
in and week oub since last August,
has begun to be a litile bit tived of
the game. This speciaily applies to
the players of clubs who have taken
part in many drawn Cupties, for this
15 simply & means of piling up the
number of engagements.

Tired Players.

Moreover, I think the players have
‘had about as trying a season as any

=

J. SEED (Tottenham Hotspur),

which I can remember. For long
spolls the grounds were on the ultra-
heavy gide, making the ganies speci-
ally hard, and tiring to the muscles
which were asked to irupal a ball
abput three times the ordinary
weight. In fact the other day I saw
a match between twe Wirst League
sides on a heavy pitch which was an
absolute farce during the last hglf
hour. As the game progressed the
mud becume more and more stickier;
the hall heavier and heavier, until the
final stages of the game might be
said to have comsisted cf twenty-two
players ambling aboul, dog-tired,
waiting for the final whistle. °

Ralogation or Promotion?

I'or some of the clubs there will
be no chanco to zo at all easy during
the coming Eastertide games, for the
big problems of championships and
relegation have still o be settled, and
suecess ar failure during the Taster
ganies may make a lob of difference
to the future of some of thase clubs,
By the way, it is not generally known
that ‘under the regulations of the
Football Association, a registered
professional player may, if he likes,

refuse to pliy on Good Friday or
Christmas Day without incurring any
penaléy. Not many of the players

avail themselves of this clause, but 1
remember one perticular player—a
man of internstional ability—who
steadfastly declined to play on either
of those {wo days. Some people have
also wondered why the Arsenal are
never playing at home on Christmas
Day or Good Friday. The enswer fo
this iz simple—there is & clause in the
lease of the Arsemal ground which
forbids them to play on these fwo ge-
casions.

From Goalie to Centre-Forward.

Taking the season through, the
Stoke club has not had a particularly
successful time, and the officials must
still be a bit Eroubled about the posi-
tion of the side in the First Division
League ftable. In centre-forward
James Broad, however, they have had
one of the most consistent poal-scorers
of the sesason, and a man who has
been carefully considered by the In-
tarnational team selectors. Indeed,
Broad, who has a brother in the Stoke
forward line, played for England

| against the South in one of the trial

matches. Just as he got his place in
the England team that day, owing to
an accident, which prevented Wilson,
of Huddersfield, from playing, so did

Fooiball

Rhondda.

ner

Broad originally get the centre-for-
ward berth by accident. In his early
days James Broad was a goalkeeper,
and, as such, was actually a profes-
sional at one period of his career.
One day when he turned up as usual
to hold the fort for his club, the
centre-forward failed to appear, and
as there was o deputy-goalkecpor
available, Broad volunteered to do
his best as leader of the attnck. Ik
would appear that immediately he
started trying to score goals, he liked
the business better then the sfopping
of gouls, for he never went back fo
wear the gloves, and has just steadily
developed into a more than useful
centre-forward. His father is the
trainer of Manchester City, and, be-
fore joiming Stoke, Jimmy played for
Oldham A'ﬁl}etic and Millwall.

Cheap Playesrs,

There have been fewer remarkable
things in recent football than the way
in which the Tottenham Hotspur club
has picked up good players reclly
cheap.  One of these 1s another
“Jimmy"—Seed. Before the war, and
immediately after it, Seed was ou the
books of the Sunderland club as
understudy to Buchan, but they did
not think it worth while to retain his
services, 50 off he went to Mid-
There the 'Spurs picked
him uF & couple of years ngo, and he
has already played for England st
inside-right, thus providing a czso of
the ‘understudy doing lhe mastér out
of a job. Sced is something of an
artist, and has had many of his cari-
catures of famous foolballers pub-
lished in the newspapers.

Many who waich football as
a recreation have little concep-
ticn of the difficulties  which
often confront the bip League
clubs in travelling to fulfﬁ their en-
gagements. Scores of players, who
scheme to avoid ‘the necessity of
spending a night in an hofel, have,
when trains have not Leen running

J, BROAD (Stoks),

up to time, been compelled to dress
in the train, jump into taxi-cabs, and
rush straight on to the feld of play.
Referees, also, have to do this sort
of thing, when they cut matters too
fine. Sowme interesting and amusing
stories could be told of some of the
lengths to which some team managoers
have been put to avoid a late start in
4 Leaguse game.

Lincoin City went to Nelson and
spent one hundred and forty-three
minutes there. Of course, ninety
minutes went in play, ten minutes for
an interval, and the remaining forly-
thres minutes their players had to get
to and from the station and dress.
They-were in the train on their home-
ward journey eleven minutes after
the gamo ended.

oali

(Another splendid article next week.)
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Read “ FOR THE HONOUR OF HIS CLUB!"” a grand football story in this week’s “ Gem "’ Libi-ary!
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'~ Joe Tremorne and the Polruans discover « lost Spanish city, which the modern

pirate has turned into his headquariers !

The 1st Chapter,

Hearing of the mysterious loss at
sca of more than twenty ships within
a month, Captain Joe Tremeorne, the
Polruan cousing, Frank and Diek;
apd Harry Rawson, their chum, set
out in the Dehance, a camounflaged
high-spéed destroyer, to discover the
motern pirate to whom the loss of
the vessels is gttributed. With them
is Pieface. their negro servant, the
crew of the Euchantress, Joe's old
ship, and Bunjie, Picface’s baby cle-
phaut. They’ mnform the Iress that
they are on o treasure-humt, thus
hoping, when the news gets abouf,
to more readily fall in with' the
pirate. When they have Lieen at sén
some woeks they come upon a dere-
lict: vessel, the Octoroon of New
Orleans, and find that the pessengars
and crew have been murdered, -and
the officers are missing.  The ship's
Papers, ln;s, and valuables have been
stolen.  Suddenly time-bombs ex-
plode on the Ocloroon, sending her
to the botiom without a trace. On
the way to the Culf of Mexico the
Defiance runs into a terriblé” storm
and 35 badly demaged. . She weathers
the storm, however, but encounters
a tidal wave which carries her into
an inland Inke of a mysterious
island,  With ~the assistance of
Bunjie the marooned seamen mznage
to cut a pathway through thick
forests to the top of a range of hills,
from whose sumimié they gaze down
vpon one of the lost cities of the
Spanish Main.

The 2nd Chepler.
The NMovio-Makers.

It was fortunate, as after events
were to prove, that during the last
six days 1o cause had arisen for any
of Tremorne’s party to fire 2 gun, or
otherwise give warning of their
presence.  Had they done so, the
course of this chronicle weuld have
been very different.

“It takes a lot to fix a silencer on
this- son ‘of a skyrocket,” said Joe,
rubbing his eyes as though searcely
able to believe the evidence of his
own senses; “but this outfit has beat
me allogether. What d’ye make of
it byest?

Frank, Dick, and Hurry, %rouped
at Tremorne’s side, in the shade of
an nmmense walnut-tree, stared long
4t the amazing panoramza slowly
bemg unfolded, and then there broke
from Frank, who was the first to find
the use of his tongue, a confession of
hopeless bewilderment.

*“Nail me to the yardarm, Joe,
and T couldn’t pretend to explain it.
A ‘wonderful * legoon, limed with
modern-looking auays, cheek by
jowl with beautiful, old-fashioned
houses, churches, and buildings that
remind one of & medieval Euro{mn‘n
city like Bruges, a real live palleon
of Old Spain still afloat, and a brand-
new up-to-date yacht just putting to
£03. oW can you explain it%”

“Only by propping our peepers
wide and keeping our mouths shut,”
answered Joe promptly. “Other-
wise the policy of * Wait and see.’
Harry, tell all those fellows coming
up the dope to stay where they are
until T send for 'em. Dick, you and
Frank get into the long grass under
the husgees, and don't show anything
more than the tips of your pro-
bokoes—I mean, proboskisis. There’s
2 mystery here I'don’t understand.”

At that they snuggled down on the
warm earth, where, from the gently-
waving inea-grass, they could
cbserve all that was going forward
without themselves heing seen.

Perhaps a counle of miles, or a

—i——

little more, separated them from a
scene of the most extraordinary
activity and natural charm. me-
diately below them virgin forest,
starred with Dbrilliant-hued fowers,
and scattered trees golden with fruit,
stretched to a belt of cultivated
ground, Inid out  as plantations,
femon and orange groves, patches of
barley and Indian corn, ‘and, extend-
ing close up to- the wooden-built
gs‘f:led houses, plots of vegetables.

Beyond these were row. upon row
of quaint, old-fashioned: structures,
divided by narrow, winding Jyays,
and here and there a quaint tower
with a belfey ecasting its black shadow
upon o sun-kissed ‘patio.” This was
evidently an old Spanish town, built
centuries before by the colonists who
flocked from Spain and France in the
middle of tho sixtesnth centwiy, to
establish & new Empiro overseas.

To the left, on somewhat higher
ground, Trose the while walls,
covered with flowering wistaria and
cluster-roses, of a building which
locked like a nionastery. This was
surrounded by a garden hlled with
shrubbed walks and shady trees. The
large courtyard, bathed in suashine,
was deser

But perhaps the most oulstanding
feature of ah was the old-time for-
tress, which conzisted of an .im-
mensely. thick  wall;~ broken at
intervals with towers showmg arrow-
slits, machicolations, and enclosing
2 number of smaller forts, and at the
north end the still powerfal remains
of a medizval castle. This latter was
constructed of sione ard mortar,
with ‘very thick walls and a lurge
ditch round if, and had as a means
of entry a single door, lying behind
a drawbridge spanning the dried-up
mont.

From the embrasures peeped the
frowning muzzles of old-fashioned
glun& 50 brillianily polished that in
the sunlight they gleamed like gold.

It was,” however, the vivid contrast
between the old and new, the curious
admixture of the modern with the
by%one, that held the watchers so
speilbound with amazement, for
bevond the old city were modern
erections—long lines of wooden sheds
with gelvanised roofs, all lying adja-
cent to a quayside dotted with litter
and derelict junk; rusting boilers,
barnacle-covered steel plates, winch-
Iess - derricks, broken spars, emply
drums, and the hundred-and-one
odds ard ends which mark the depsz-
ture-place of men who go down o
the sea in ships. :

A little distance removed from the
town, and sepsrated from it by =2
grassy plain some half a mile across,
was another set of modern buildings,
like the quayside buildings: temporary
erections, but on a more lavish scale.
for one was roofed in with glass, and
another with  stretched canvas
painted o delicate shade of sea-green.
And upon the outer wall of the build-
ing was this legend in immense
cupitals:

“THE NEW YORK  TROJAX
- FILM-PRODUCING CO.”

A low chuckle escaped Joe, and
the serviousness vanished from hi
wrinkled face.

“I see. what it is. boys. We've
stumbled upon a mob of movie-
nmakers,” he said, and was about to
rise when the pressure of Frank
Polruan’s hand restrained him.

“Not so fast—not so fast, Joe!”
said the boy. “I'd like to watch a
few more moves-in this game beforé
we go down and make our numbers..
Take a squint at what’s going for-

ward over there.”

ITe pointed to the milewide ex:
panse of the lageon, on the glittering
surface of wiiich rode the two eraft in
such amazing coutradiction—the wide-
waisted, bluff-prowed galleon, with
its immiensely tall poop, and the
moderr vacht. with her long, grace-
ful lines, polisked brasawork, and
walnt deckhouses glinting in the hot
rays of the rising sun.”  Her racing
stern and sloped funnels were indica-
tive both of power and speed, and
as she lay rocking ever so genlly in

thie roll created by the revolution of

conld not repress a start of surprise.

Bach man wore knee-breeches-and
coloured stockings, a steel cuirass
which shone like ailver, and on his
head was a morion pomted at each
end. For all the world they locked
like the sea-dogs of Old Spain, just
stepped out of a mid:sixteenth-cen-
fury picture.

“There! What did I tell you?’
said-Tremorne again.  “Film people.
They've either found this old galleon,
or have built her out of spave Um-
bers, and now the yachy is steaming
to u distance to take long shats.”

But, as though to disprove (he
prophecy, within a very few minutes
the yacht geve every indication of
deing nothing of the sort. Once
clear of the narrows she furned her
knifelike bows eastward, and,
though searcely a frail of smoke was
visiblo from her funnels, she steamed
at such a terrific rate that her stern
was almost hidden in a smother of
white foam. .

“I'm done,” said Frank, rolling
gver on his back, and locking his
hrands behind his head. ‘‘No uze ask-
ing me what the notion is, because 1
haven't one. The only way io find
ont is to make a bold dash for it, and
chance our arm by walking straight
into the city, But, Joe, how did 2
place like this get here—in such an
out.of-the-way part of the world, I
mean'?"’

“Tasy enough io onderstand, if
you've done yolr skuleing proper,”
repliecd Joe, in his mest superior
maoner, “Now, when I was =a
student at the Anniversary of Osford
they tanght us all ebeut thése places
on the Spenish Main like Tortuga,

A PERILOUS CLIMB!

himeelf up. Then a

Frank Polruan grasped one of the
balusters and commenced to draw
cry almost escaped him as the baluster broke
and he felt himsell falling | |

her own screw, she looked a wonder-
ful picture of combined grace and
efficiency.

“Ever seen anything like her
before#! questioned Frank grimly.

The sailor shook his head.

“Never, in these waters., My, but
for speed I should say she has the old
Deliance beaten to a frazzle

“You don’t think that's the vessel
thaot pasted uws in the Atlantic? See,
she's fitted with extra masts, so that
she can travel either under steam or
sail. I 'was thinking—"

*Nonsense! That craft belongs to
a {iim company who have lighted on
this place, and are using the setéings
for making pictures. Jer-roo-salem,
but now she's travelling i

There was a hurry of dark figures
upon the spotless deck, the running
up of a flag to the masthead, and the
starn, dull boom of a gun from a bat-
tery, mounted on the grey castle
walls, and the yacht headad through
a narvow passape to the open sea.

The wonders of the morning wero

not yet, however, at an end, for s

the yacht passed the anchored
galleou there appeaved on the decks
of the laiter o group of figures so

Hispaniola, S8t ~Jimmy de Leon,
Porto Principe. and Port Royal,
what the Spaniards built to make of a
great empire in the New World.
Then, in the reign of Jimmy the
Onth; or a bit sooner, along came the
buccaneers or sea rovers, like
Lolonnois and those cther chaps 1
was tellimg of vesterday, and they

- Just scorfed up these towns, pillaged

most of 'em out of existence, burnt
the houses, carried off the people to
work on the plantations, robbed the
churches, attacked the Spanish ships,
and generally played old Hamlet with
everybody's money including their
own. A good many of the cities have
been wiped off the map. A few re-

main_in the West India Islands like

Jamaica, St. Kits, and Tobago,
where the baccy used to come from,
and here is one, if it is genwine,
what has got overlooked altogether.
Right off the map, you see, away
from the ornery track of vessels cross.
ing the Atlantic or cven passing
through the Gull. 'These people
with their yacht and flm studies hev
found it, and now they're using it for
miaking picters. Satisfed?”

Frank was still staring up into the
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and over his bronzed face erept
look of curious determination.

*“Not at all,” he retorted crizply.
“What do film people avant W
modern guns, fired from even an old
fashioned fortress?"

"\Eho saidd i}heyL had = modein
guns?* argued the. skipper.

b did:.’g was the swilt' answor.
“The gun that fired the salute wasn
an old black powder stunt, A blank
shell was used charzged with ordinary
cordire smokeless. Thorae was nothinz
but a tiny claud of grey-white vapoir
—and with an old-fashioned muzzle-
loader—""

“Great Aunt Cloopatra, bul I
never thought o' thai!™ said Joe,
sitting vpright  “ Mebbe, I'm in the
wrong cart after all.” What do you
sugpest 177 u

* Nething for Lhe moment,” replicd
the boy, puckering up his brow.
“I'm trying to (hink—and to think
hard. {)’ EGC QuYOne movily

you
about the streets?”

“Nary a eoul.”

“But thoso fellows are clill on the
galleon 27

“No "—parting the long grass and
looking down—* they've gone below.
Lizten.” :

A light breeze blowing {vom ihe
eastward. across the town and the
lagoon brought to ihem. the faint
notes of a musical instrument,

** Bither a piano or a gramophone,”
said  Dick, breaking the silence.
“ Seams jolly funny that if those fol-
lows are eupposed to be making
pictures they should be fooling the
morning away “with a eramophone.
Don’t you thmk it would be a nuily
wheaze, Joe, if we could fnd eut
what was going on aboard the
zalleon 7

“Tt would,” the skipper agrecd.
“But a jolly difficult one.”

"1 don’t know.” Dick was examin-
ing the quayside through the glasses,
“There’s no one in the streets, and o
number of small boats lie up moored
to the wall, We could put off in one
of them, climb up Ly ihe anchor-
chaing, and have a good |loss
round 2

‘“At night, if sou like, bul not Ly
day,” said Joe. “Either we sk
come vight into the open or go
cantions like. Whal's it to be?™

“U'm far caution, every time,” re-
plied Frank, *“The day is ours, aud
nothing can be gained by hurrving.
So far mo one has seen us, and n's
likely \to =0 lonz as wo keep our fel-
lows over the ridge. This afterncon
two or three of us can sneak forward
as far as the plantations, cut across
’em when it is dark, and make (hie
lagoon “under cover of night. [l
volunteer for mumber ope.”

“Pout mo down as the second,”
came from Dick.

“And me 23 a third,” said Harry.

Joe thought o moment the while
his horny forefinger stroked his ivon-
grey beard. .

“All night, I'm agreaable. But for
goodness’ sake be careful. You must
agree upon & signal—three shots fired
rapid from an automatic in case of
trouble.”

It seems a very diferent mission
{tom that which they had originally
embarked on, this night boarding of
an old-time ship carrying men
dressed up in old-time clothes: but
Frank had an vncanny presentiment
that in this particular case things were
not quite what they seemed. Why,
if Joe's coniention were the correct
one, s company of picture-makers
should take the trouble to equip them-
selves with a vessel as powerful and
l:erhaps more fast than the Defiance,
1@ could not for the life of him make
aut,

They partook of their midday meal
in one of the long neglected savanna
groves, and carefully refrained from
k_ind]i.uf a fire or betraying any other
signs of their presence.

When at length the sun began {o
decling behind the range and the
shadows lengthened upon the denze
undergrowth, the three boys, armed

+with an antomatic apiece and a dozen
-clips of cartridges, left the main bedy,

and, topping the rise, worked their
way graduoally throngh the thick
cover. By five o'clock they were
within three hundred yards of the old
sugar plantations of which little re-
meimed but clusters of {all jointed
stems, mony of which hed been
broken down in the recent hurricanc.

As the boys approached there were
faint squeaks and the scurry of many
tiny feet on the marly grouund, and
hundreds of rals scurried away inia
the deepening twilight. .

No further move was made until
darkness dropped a vail over sea and
skiy, by which time, althouﬁiz the city
still remained wrapped in sable gloo:,

(Continued overlcaf.)
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lights began to shine dimly behind the
horn panes of the many windows in
the high poop of the galleon.

“Whoever the inhabitants are, they
evidintly make the old hulk their
home,” said Frank. * Now there are
two ways open to us; either to sneak
cautionaly through the streets and
take & pecp at some of tha houses, or
{0 make straight for the quaysidc.
What do you say, Dick "
 “The houses, of course,” was the
quick reply. “I've seen some with
gables and overhanging stories before
in Kxeter, and jeolly interesting they
are; though of course these are ail
wood instead of ‘half timbered. I
suppose we sha’n’'t meet an ancient
conquistador or a hidalgo round the
first comer 17

“Don’t know what they are,
though they sound jolly romaatic,”
Jaughed Frank. “Come along, and
tor I‘Ieaven's sake don’t kick up s
row.”

It was 2s though they were walking
in a city of the dead when once the
citron and orange-groves lay darkly
behind them, for'in the deserted ways,
thick with fallen rubble and driffed
sand, there was no sign of life. Af
the end of a couple of hundred yards
or so they came to an immense door-
way supported by carved columns of
marble, and overhead, but faintly
dizcernible, a frésco depicting soms
religious scene, .

“'0ld-fashioned church,” whispered
Harry, “Let’s look inside." ;

They pushed back a rickely, iron-
sludded door which creaked horribly
and found themselves in what _h:xn:i
once been & masgnificent building.
But now the stained glasa was gone
from the windows, the tracery was all
smashed, the Hich Altar upon which
it the long dead years gold and silver
candlesticks and jewelled crosses had
elittered, was now a heap of moulder-
ing ruin, and oz the marble iloor,
which once had ys-echoed to the tread
of countless worshippers, were baulks
of decayed timber, broken pieces of
armour and musty shreds of clothing.

In the darkness Harry's foob kicked
against something. There was a
clatter, and & cluster of dry bones,
seattering a little cloud of dust, rolled
away over the flcor. They bent down
and made out the skeleton of a man,
to whose fleshless head a steel morion
was still attached, and from his rib-
bones protruded the haft of a cuflass.

In those grim remains were written
a story of which as yet they were
ignorant—the sack and pillage of this
town by a force of Elizabethan free-
booters. The church, once a noble
edifice, was pock-marked with musket
bullets and cannon bells, and, though
nothing of value remained, on all sides
wera evidences of a once grim and
dreadful tragedy.

They were glad to turn their backs
on the gruesome spot, and, gaining
the street, to creep by the walls undor
the projecting balconies of {he
Spanich wooden houses, Had they
examined these by daylighf, they
would have seen that the timbers, the
doors, and window frames were sl
made of cedar wood or mahogany,
exquisitely carved and scarcely marred
by the slow passage of time. But
now, behind the horn windows no
lights gleamed, and when they tried
several of the doors they found (hem
still locked.

“That’s rather curious,” remarked
Dick.  “Why should the doors be
locked when other parts of the town
are in tuin. Ii ioks as though there
wre things insida we ought to see.”

“Not mnow,” Frank counselled.
“We've a long way to go, and it
won't do to returm to the camp with-
oitl some nows o< the galleon, Come
along down this widy street. T can
sca lhe waters of thu lagoon at the
far end.”

No sound save the rereech of a
disturbed owl or the rurtling of bats’
wings and the slither of their feck
in the drift sand disturbod the ‘night
quiet until they reached the quay-side,
and (here floated aecross the starlit
water the strains of music; followed
by the roar of veices singing in unison
8 sea chninl of the dazs of long 5zo.

‘“ All the better for us. They won't
hedr us coming,” said Frank, bending
down and untying & mooring rope
which held one of the small craft to
the stone wall, * You take the sticks,
Dick, and Harry can stear. The
moment we run in under her stern
I'll make & line fast and shin up by
the anchor chains,.”

The Rogues of the Gallson.

Before pushing out on the still
waters of the lagoon, Dick took the

precaution to muffle the oars, then,

settling ‘himself amidships, he pulled
steadily, while Hawson steered in the
direction of the great hulk. Tm-
mensely dark and sinister the gelleon
looked, with her flat, high stern and
full-bellied waist, and the projecting
cabins over the huge rodder looked

him to make the attempt, and, raising
liis arms, he began to pull himself up
hand over hand. The size of the links
afforded excellent foothold, and he
mounted the forty odd feet in a very
few minutes.

Now came the most difficult part of
his task—to hang on by one hard,
while with the other he raised himself
on to the platform. Below him
vawned the blacll surface of the
lagoon. Failing strength or the
slightest slip would send him hurtling
down to drop with a tremendous
splash. He visualised the peril both
to himsdft and to the others waiting
below, swung far out, caught the
projection of the platform, and for a
second hung dizzily suspended.

His fingers began to s_lis, but, reieas-
ing his hold, he grasped ono of the
balusters and began to draw himself
up. In the act of raising himself the
baluster broke, A cry of warning
almost escaped him when he folt him-
self f'allinﬁ; than a shock of pain ran
through his body as he struck the
anchor chain, down which he started
{o slide. The rusted links rasped (he
skin from his Gngers, but, gritting his
teeth and ﬁ%]hting baek the inclination
to ery out, he began again, and once
nore came fo the place from which
he had made guch an ingloricus
descent.

This time he tackled the propesition
differently by ret,ainin;é his hold on
the chain by entwining his legs tightly

about it and pgrasping one of the

A MYSTERY OF THE SEA

galleon and into ths open sea !

‘faring atlire.

! From behind a cov;r ol qﬁ lnn; -g_rns Joe Tremaorne and the boys
2 gaw a flag run up at the yacht's masthead, and heard the dull boom
of a gun from the battery mounted on the grey castls walls. The next momont the yacht headed past the

edge o r?a%:-:- sure that Dick and
Harry were slill below, decided on a
jumping-off place in case of discovery,
and then cregt. fofward on all-fours
until he reached the window from
behmd which the sounds of music
CAmo,

His hand shook a liitla when he
drew the pistol from his pocket, and,
with one finger curled round the hai?
trigger, cauticusly lifted his eyes lo a
level with the horn pane. What he
saw almost took his breath away—a
long, low, ceilinged cabin, once pan-
elled with fgured walnut, but now
damp-cracked and weather-scarred, so
that the whole apartment presented an
uncanny, greyish appearance. The
continual saltness in the air had left
on the wood & fine deposit, which
glinted like myriad points of silver in
the yellowish light from a swinging
hurricane lamp.

Down the middle of the cabin ran a
%l;rrog:; }t;ut storut table of ola!c ;fad tho

izabethan refectory type clam to
the deck with rusty iron bands, and
about it wera ranged & number of
men, not the picturesque figures which
Frank and his friends had seen carlier
in the day, but very mntterof-fact
looking individuals in ordinary sea-
On the ficor in one
corner were heaped a quantity of old-
time costumes, faded doublets, worn
and patched hose, frilled coats with
slashed sleeves. shining breastplates
and dented helmets.

The theory that he was in close

so far above the water that it seemed
impossible to reach them,

¥rank knew, however, that the
main anchor chain ran through the
floor of one of these cabins, along the
front of which was a nparrow balus-
traded balcony very much like =
yeranda.

The night was dark and clear, the
sky only faintly powdered with stars,
the glow® from which fouched the
ripples laft by the gently-dipping cars
with irridiscent fires. As they drew

closer in, Frank crouched in the bows, |

grasping a pistol in his right hand.
The noise of tha singing and the
metallic jarring of the gramophone
easily drownec the awisﬁ of water
under the rowboat's streking.

‘“That’ll do! ILet her drift along-
side,” whispered Frank, as the smaller
craft grated gently against the lm?'e
hull., *I ecan work her along to the
stern.”

He slipped his weapon into his
pocket, and, pressing against  the
galleon’s sides wilh the fat of his
palms, slowly drew {ihe boat under
the bulging counter. There was a
momentary jar. which almost knocked
him off his feet, when they struck
the taut chain, but, passing the
painter line round one of the lipks.
they made fost, and all was ready
for the great edventure.

Frauk's pulses quickened a little
when lie looked up and noted the long
black line of the chain stretching in-
teeminably upwards, but the recollee-
tion of how much wus et stnke nerved

wooden balusters in each hand. The
distribulion of weight solved his diffi-
culty; he drew himself up, threw one
leg “over the baleony rail, and a
moment, later was lying on the plat-
form, breathless, exblcmusted. but
triumphant.

In a litile while he peered over the

proximity to an adventurous film com-
pany began to revive in the boy's
mind, until his glance went again to
the table, and he saw something which
spoadiiy dispelled the rotion.

At the cnd of the table sat a big,
heavy-jowled man, whether & Dane
or a (German it was impossible to tell,
and at his slbow reposed a wicked-
looking six-shooter. Two black
bottles and a glass in front of each
man completed tho table decoradions
save for a black japanned hox, ths
contents of which the big man was
examining with a considerable show
of curiosity.

On an upturned packing-case near
the open docr of the cabin stood a big
gramophone, in the charge of as dis-
repulable-looking a scoundrel as Frank
had ever sct eyes upon. The blue
jersey and thick sea-boots which he
wore only increased s suggestion of
dwarfishness—he wobhled rather than
walked, and when he moved Frank
saw that his legs were b‘aclli bowed.
The face, however, was the most
arresting part of him, & strong, brown
face, fixed by a livid scar tham ran
from a promment cheekbone to the
point.of his jaw.

When ho laughed, which he did
every now and then by throwing back
his huge head and filling the confined
space with o harsh, metallic cackle,
he showed his only redeeming feature,
teeth as regular and #s perfectly white
as any woman's, From his mouth
one's glance wandered irresistibly fo
his eyes—deep-set black eyes, the

brillinnce of which was increased by

dark, projecting eyebrows. To this
unpleasant-looking -~ individual had
been allotted the task of keeping the
gramophone going and seeing that
everyone at the table had his glass
well filled. Fo would fix a record on
the rovolving disc, announce with a
roer like 2 bull the title of the song
or piece, then waddle towards the
table and supply his companions'
wants from Lhe bottles. :

I'rank had come to tho conclusion
that he had seen all' that was worth
while seeing of this strange company
—grim-faced  men, ‘all obviously
inured to the rough life of the sca—
when something happened.
. The big man furthest from him—he
;udé(ed him to be the mate by the
gold lace on his sleeve cuff—suddenly
pushed the box from him, and in
doing so turned it round so that white
letters painted on its side were €learl
visible fo the watching boy. Ancz
with his eyes almost starting out of
his head, Frank read the toll-tale in
scripfion :

“LOG-BOOK AND SHIP'S
PAPERS

8.8. OCTORCON."

In & moment the harmless callin
which Joe Tremorns had relegates
to these: men was forgotten. His
mner vision framed a picture of a
derelict ship rising and falling in a
heavy sea—and in her fo'c’sle and
cabin tha bodies of dead men sliding
and rolling with every motion of the
vessel. He saw again thie white,
egonised faces, the marks of the lifs
and death struggle, and heard once
more the dull boom as bomb after
bont exploded below her water-line,

When Frank tried to gather his
straying thourhts together he found
himsell trembling like a leaf, and
heads of cold moisture {rickling from
his forghend. Then the mists began
to clear in his brain, and the glint of 4
purposeful resolution shot across the
clear, grey eyes,

It waa these men—men who could
ditnk and laugh to the maudlin tunes
of a stolen gramophone, for he did
not doubt that the instrument -had
bean stolen from some: plundered
ship—whn  had  dealt death and
destruction to the Octoroon and all
on bioard her. And the vessel, the
spick and span vacht which had
steamed out on the early morning
flond : what of that? Was it the same
veasal thal had sent the Octoroon
to har doom?

If the moment for great and grava
decisions had not come, the time had
arrived when he must pet back and
convey the astounding news o Joe,
Far not only their own lives, but the
lives of hundreds of innocont sea-
faring men ond defencelesa ocean
travellers depended on the manner in
which this stupendous discovéry was
treated.

He drew back, working his way
cautiously- along until ha came to the
gap. in the deck-rail. Lying flat on
his face, he looked down and sent the
softest of whistles into the darkness,
Bul no reply came back. Like one
i dream ha stared at: the spot
where a quarter of an hour -before the
row-bont containing Dick and Harry
had rocked gently against the tight-
drawn anchor chain. Now there was
nothing but the darkness and the
gentle wash of the rippling water
under the galleon’s stern.

A szecond and a third signal bring-
ing no response, Frank began fo let
himseli down. Ten feot above the
surface of the lagoon he stopped and
locked around. Buf the boat with
Dick and Harry in it had completely
vanished.

Then a fresh thought came lo
Frank. Perhaps, tired of wailing,
they had drawn round. to the far
side and bonrded the galleon by climb-
ing the bow anchor chains. If this
were 50, thers was every chance of
their either stumbling on the occu-
pents of the cabin, or of being dis-
covered and held before they had &
chance to escape. He climbed once
more to the platiorm and follewing
the poop round, came to the quarfer-
deck. Buwt here all was as still as the
grave. From the guerter-deck he
descended to the waist, and moved
about among bales and huge barrels
stacked ons upon another. On some
of the former was painted in black
letters the name “Octoroon.”

A complete circuit of the old shin
proved fruitless, and the realisation
began to dawn on the perplexed boy
that for some cause, which he was
totally at a loss to fathom, Dick and
Harry had been forced to reiurn to
the quay, leaving him at the mercy
of the pirates of the Cayos.

(What has be2ome of Dick Polruan
and Harry Rawson? Will Frank be
discovered upon the Spanish galleon?
You must not miss next Monday's
instalment of this ripping adventure
story. Order your copy of the Bovg'
Friexo from your ncwsagent to-day/)
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GREAT 12,000-WORD STORY OF DESERT. ADVENTURE!'

The ist Chapter
Arab Vengeance.

“Move & hand, dog of a Nazarene,
and’ you die!"

With. o setifled cry, Frank Harland
sprang to @ sitting posture, and tried
to make out the face of his assailaud
in the darkpess. “Oply a faint blur in
the opaque shadow of the fent was
viglle.

“Who are you? Let me go!’ he
shouted, as a stroug hand fell upon his

shioulder.

Theu, ‘thrusting -out his fiogers
towards tlie .pistol-holster he had flung
across the camp-chaic at the side of the
hed, Le fumbled desperately for the
revolver he had leth there.

It was gone!

In @ moment he realised the horror
of his position. There was mo donbf
about. it. The camp, set up in
the early evening out on 1 lTonely
streteh of the great Sabard desert, had
peen s=uddenly attacked by roving Arab
bandits—razzia, as they are called.

Strong und powerinl though the lad
was, he falt Iike a weakling in the
deadly grip which had been fastened
about- his throat.

With a superhuman effort Dhe slid his

head sideways; and sprapg from the
D,

" Let me go, you Hend!™ e yelled.
Then: ** Jack, Jack—are  you there?
I'm attacked—Touoregs!'' —came lis
choking ery.

In an instaot he had fung Limself

across  the tont.  There was n, fierce
serimmage of arma and legs, anmd the
entapgling. whirl ‘o "w burnous folded
awiftly round him.

Park’ as it was, he could tell that
there were at least three anen within
the tent. Now and ngaio there was &
sayage grunt as some of the lud's wind
mill blows got home on the attackers;
but, except for the first half-whispered
ciaculation that had sturtled him ioto
wakefulness, the bandits had uttered no
word to bLetray themselvea

Lashing out right and left, Frank
Harlund sent ome of the Arabs Hying
iuto the farther side of the teat with
a blow llke a battering-ram.  Vaguely,
through  the conflictivg  imuze  of
thought that held him, he wondered
where his brother could be. Not more
than two hours ngo both had - retired
on the camp-beds under this single
tent, with Hassan Ali leaning across lis
cirbine over a brushwood fire hefore
the entraoce, and MHoward Gillespie,
tlicir companion, o the tent adjoining.

“ You brotes!® Frank hissed, as the
truth broke upon him. *' My brother—

Juck—Jack—tave they got you? Gilles-
piel '

Not & sound, except for the forced
Lreathing and the crack of heavy
Llows, followed the shout.

Frauk Kpew then that his brother

wiust bave been suddenly overwhelmed
a8 he Jiy on the canvas bed beslde him,
and, aill unkuown to the slumbering
youngster, had been spirited out into
the atarlit uight.

4 was ohvious that Hassan All and
Gillespie had been similurly dealb with.
Frauk was not a cheavy sleeper, bul 1
was extruordioury that all this could
liave happeved without him hearing a
sound, Yet bappened It must have
doue, for there was po respouse to his
repeated ‘cuies,

o Juck!  Gillespie! What are they
doiug to you? " he yolled again.

A hot breath Tell on the hoy's fuce,
aud then be felt that choking grasp
ouce more about his  throat. The
cluteh wus strangling  him. Tight as
lie wounld there seemcd no breaking
from that terrible hold. He koew lis
strength to be slowly but surely ebbing.
Were these Arabs garrotters as well as
thieves? was the grim thought that
tlashed through liz braio.

Then, as his strugsles grew weaker,
he felt: w heavy beard throst into his
fuce, and lreard dimly s voice that
geemed to be growing more distapt
every minnle,

[t the Enplish whelp is wise,'" it
gald, in ahissing whisper, ** e will lie
fuiet whilst’ the kunife is also stiil! 1
have a blade lield straight above your
infidel leart!™ ;

Feeling that bLe was utterly over-

Frank Harland is left to perish in the wastes of the
ately for the youngster the great motor expedition
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powered, Frank Harland ccased his des-
perate struggling. The grip ou his
throat was relaxed, and he had no
opportunity of peering into the dark-
pess at his attackers.

That they really were Arabs he saw
now, for the flup of the tent was sud-
denly lifted, and the desert moonlight
cume streaming through the open apace.

Llosely hooded, and with the striped
burnous, or cloak, ol the Algerian
desert-rover folded about them, three
figures stood silbouetted above him in
the aperture.

To Frauk's surprise he caught sight
also of the fRickering glare of the wateh-
fire they lad left burnipg outside the
tent, Where waa Huszan All, who shounld
have bheen there on guard? he won:
dered. Was lie also a prisoner? 'The
state of the glowing flames showed lini,
at all events, that the latter coulid mnt
long have disappeared.

A suvazme ferk from the nearest of
his  ussailants—a tall, - ‘bearded, and
desperatedookivg  rufan—and the lad

wis swung tolis feet.

He cavnght the glint of & knife held
firmly ugxinst his side am he moved,
and  lLe knew that sy attempt st
escape’ wonld he museless, There was
nothing for it hnt to see what the
Arabs’ intentions were.

“ Porhaps the TFeringhee dog will go‘

quietly now? " the tallér of the Arabs
exclaimed.  * You sce—there is mo way
out! ;

“What do you want with ine? Wihat
have you dotc o with myofriends?? was
Fravi's Inipassioned Crefile= o

“You will learn that: later!™ :the
Araly declared.  In  the meantime
know ‘that [ s the Sheikh Ahdul Kad'r,
froon the lamd of the Little Wells you-
der, Louok, dog!' he broke in fliercely,
as they passed through the tent door-
Wiy

Gazing across the glare of the firc
that roared and crackled to the right
of him, Frank made ont the farms of
some  ball - dozen . cumels  sbanding
motiouless in the shadow a few yanls
off, There was a patch of thick alla
goruh to the left of the tent, above
wliich rose the tall, slender colmmnns of
a koot of feathery-fronded palm-trees,
Have for the myriad points of Hashing
starlight in a sky of the deepest indlgo,
the might was of inky Dblackness, the
silence broken only by an  occasional
wheezing noise [rom one ol the camels
or the far-oiff howl of a hungry jackal.

Alope on the desert, in the haods of
Arab brigauds! The situation might
well have stricken terror into the heart
of the bravest. To Frank, however, the
chief coucern was Iis brother’s safety,
uot to speak of that of their [riend

Gillespic
As the Tad turned with s 'puzsled
stare and - glancéd- By into “the evil-

fooking fave reflected in the glow of

the brustiwood flire; the Arab broke into-

a gottural, chuckling sound,

«1 see nothing, Sheikh of the Little
Wells," he i wed in Arabie.  *“But
you ‘slall aonswer for’ this! Ay
brother: ™

“Mhe, Kidi Tarland will indeed  be
clever,” Abinl Kod'r broke in, "Il le
i ablg to belp you in any way. My
seore with lim is already ssttled. You
will follow—now! "

As he spoke he swung the lad round
apd poioted towards the knot of vaniels
just beyond thewn. Pinioned as lie was
in the pgrip of tlie powerful bauds that
had helped to overwhelm him, Frauk
was forced to yield to tlie' pressure
pxerted.

“ gee Lhere, theu, Feringhee,'” the
Atab exclaimed, ' and know in.opne of
those camels the fate reserved for you!
Perhups, when you are far out on the
desert yonder, a prey to the wuitures
wil  the iackuls  which have their
habitations there, you will learn that it
iz nnwise for the white man to defile
e holy gronmd of the Aral with Lis
hideous works] ™

Amazed at the revelation which these

words vooveyed, no  lesa - thao  the
terrible end- to  which this fanmatic
tribesman had condemped him, Fraok

could ouly ‘stare biankly at his savage
captor.

e knew mow what seose of imagined
wrong had insgired this ontrage. Sowe
fifteen kilowetres bLehind hini, over at

=i ihe

ahara !

By JAMES T. SKINNER

i

desert by a rascally foe, but fortun-
comes his way, and he is rescued !

the desert town of Tageurt in Northern
Algeria, the work of excavation in con-
nection with the huilding of a canal Lo
the military station of Wargla was lo
course of progress. Joho Harland, his
elder brother, was, the engineer-in.

charge, he and the youngster—who had
only the other as his guardian—having
journeyed out from - England together.
The  Compagnie Frapeaiz d"Algerie,
who were constructing the camal, had
taken

the elder lrother into their

intended to contione 6u Lhe following
duy, but evidently the Arabs, learning
the purpose of the white men's journey,
had  determined otherwize, abd Dhad
waited their opportunity to bréak into
the camp svd seize  the English
cugineer. Once be was out of the way,
Frauk guesged, the Arabs no doubt
imagined that work on the caual would
come to an end,

These thoughts had barely time to
frampe themselves in the youngster's
mind than he was thrust heavily for-

. ward, and thrown wpon his kmees at the

rear of goe of the camels, the figure of
which loomed up weirdly in the black-
wess. Then, at the sharp word ol com-
matd that broke through the hood of
the bearded sheikh, the grunting beast
was caused to kneel, and Frank fell
himsell  litted incontimently iuto its
high-peaked eaddle, his feet being
strapped securely to the leathern girths
that held it, and bhis arms bound
tightly behind him.

" Toanorrow, infidel  dog,”  Ahdul
Kad'r shot up at the lad as the camel
rose, " and you will learn how it feela
to lie out under a withering sun io the
open desert—waterless aod alope. In
that wuay are ponished those who would

deprive the Arab of his life-giviug
wells!”

“Yon are wrong—wrong, . Abdul
Kad'r! " Frank cjaculated, ‘‘Do you

wot see that the work we are doiog is
for your own good? But it iz uscless
to. make you understand! The canal
will more than replace the tiny
stream—"

“ Euough that I lhave said it, do;!"
was the savage rejoinder. ' Now,
mount—and forward! ? he called to hia
two companions, as he himself sprang
to the back of hizg ecumel Next
moment, and the others had taken

A FIGHT FOR LIFE!

up a heavy boulder and

As the Jaws of the alligator reared in
front of him, Frank Harland snatched
dashed it with all his force hetween the

snapping rows of teeth ]

empluy following o suecessful engioeer-
ing feat in the Eastern Bowdan, and
hatl permitted Frank IHarlund to. enter
the service of his brother as assistant.

Already they bad pushed [ar out from
Toggurt into the conflues of the
desert, and the c¢lamour' of shovels,
stewmenavvies, and concrete-mixing plant
in the deep cutting which was beiog
pushed through the saudy bed, bad
wwakeued eclioes never before disturbed
in thizs lonely  regiom

Ruwiours had comd to Jack Farlapd
and “hiz yeunger brother frdm time to
timae that soie of tlie tribes inhpbiting
thiz part of the desgert resented tlie
intrusion on their domains. In on=
place the entting wonld ueed to.dam a

stresm  that ran  beneath o dried-up
wady to a smail oasis, where some 0l
the Ands ized their catble and

horses.” This was regarded as .(leseera-
tion by tle natives, and-forinal protest
hud heen lodged. with the Freneh official
jn-chiarge of tha district. Nothiog could

be dome, of course, except to placate
the Arabs as mueh as possibie, and
lope to show. tliom: Tater that the

building of the cauval was allr to their
aldviatage.

Frank  kunew now  that his  Arah
assallunts—mistaken by him at first for
ordinary  desert razzin—were aetiully
tribesuien from  the distriet  in which
the work of excavation wus 'golog ou.
He anl Lis brothed {Jack bad left the
canal-liead that afternooy, in order to
carry out a further survey ol the-area
thirough which the' cutting would aced

to pass, This exhinlnation they

A Big Noise! ‘“ A DEAL IN DIAMONDS!” A stunning 12,000-word adventure yain

tleir  places  beside lLim, and were
giathering the (olds of *their cloaks
about them preparatory to departure,

Then, turuing to look fowards the
gheltered place where the shapes ol the
sleeping-tenty rearcd up! blackty through
the durkness, Frank's beart gave a sud-
den deap, and le choked  back the
startled ery that rose to his lips.

For theére, through the taungled net-
work of thorny tamarisk scrub  that
rose biehind, was the ummnistakable ouf:
line of a watchiog face—a white face,
distorted with a leering expression ot
hatred anrid cunning that revealed a4
deadly enemy of the lad's own race!

The 2nd Chapter. .
Lost in the Dagert!

For a monient the blow was too stun-
wing for Fruok to realise it in oll iis
fnenzity. But st leass there could he
no mistake as to whom the watching
featurce belonged.

Phey were those of lis cousin, God-
froy Stoné! He whom the lud had once
suepected to be in close vicluity 1o
the seene of the Irrigation works,

The face was too well-known and tco
distinct, in spite of the durkness, for
Frank to have erred jn any way. K He
might have perspaded himself that the
lickering shadows from the brushwood
fire had played him some trick, but the
foatures were stamped o eleariy on his
mind that hie was lefe with po atom of
Houbit,

Af onee ocemrred to Frank all {hat
Llie: iudident signified. ‘The camiels on

which he and the Arabs were mounted
had been =et into a steady lumber
before the lad could rou his mind over

Uie scepe of events leading up to this
paes; but presently, as they wmoved
down in the sandy watercourse that lay
beyond the place ol evbcampment il
broke through the darkness southwards,
Vrank found bimself reviewing the facts,
despite the horrlble discomfort of his
perch and the surging gzit of the camel
ander.. him.

** The treacherous hovnd!’' he mut.
tered savagely. **1 can . see through
the whole thiog now. All this tumult
amoug the patives about building the
canal has been Inspired by the lies he
has spread. His object ia to ruin Jack;
to put a finieh to his work ‘on the
canal; to wring from him the fortune
that Uncle Avothony has left in
Chapcery! "

Indeed, it was all too plain, the lad
concluded.  When Anthony Harland,
their fatber's brother, had died, his will
had proved = matler of astonishment
to everyone. - Neither his sister’s son,
Godfrey Stone, nor Jack Hurland were
to benefit uwoder it uvnless both were
ahle to show, at the end -of ten years,
some p | plish t  of
abiding “public usefulness.  Both Lis
nephews had been trained to the work
of civil engineering, aud ' each ‘had an
equal opportonity of winning fame aund
the fortune he was lcaving behind.
Juck Harland and his brother Frank
were fatherless, but the terms of Llie
will—go the lawyerz had told them—
were such that Frank would share in
equal proportion if his elder bLrother
were the ope successful; whilst  auny
other issue on their cousin Godfrey's
side would bepefit eimilurly. Io the
event of neither pf his nephews making
good in the manoer provided, theu,
apart from the legacy bequeathed to
Godfrey's mother, the residue would go
to aid the work of some charitalle
institution. -

Jack ‘Harland, at apy rate, had [felb
every confidence in his ability to satisfy
the lawyers at the end of the period
pamed. Of Godfrey's intentions in the
matter peither he npor I'rapk had aby
exact idea, but it seemed that the look
of venomous disappolutment which their
cousin fashed af them across the table
that day in the Loodon solicitor's office
boded little good will to auy project
of their own.

All this had happened only some :ix
months previously. Shortly afterwards
Jock had received his appointment as
irrigation-enpgincer with the Compagnie
Francuis d’'Algerie, and had later been
usked to undertake the work of cou-
structing the present canal. There was
no doubt, Frank told bimsell, that their
cousin  Godfrey had learned of the
undertakiog through mews in the Press,
whiclh bhad- glven considerable space to
deseriptious  of  the work and its
oflivials;

‘' And - that brote has followed  Jack
here “with  some scheme or other ta
wreck his ehuoces of completing the
capal !’ Frank assured himself. "1
was mnot mistoken when I thought X
canght gight of his lace that day in
the Bouk-el-Attarine at Tuggurt!’

Glaneing ahead, Frank could diwly
see the line of exmels moving in single
file before him, There was a cold wiod
blowing across the surluce of the sandy
plain, and he shivered as it bit shrongh
his khaki tumic. He¢ had barely given &
thought till uow of the fate towardd
which these cowardly K Arabs were lead-
ing bim.  What could it be?

Sand, sand, wmothing but  Ulazing,
changeless, never-ending waves of sand.
As far as tho eve couldt reach, the

empty, te plain stretched out in
one unbroken momotone of glaring gold.

Overhead the noonday sun was blazing
down with a bheat like that from au
open furnace-door on a sheet of wolten
metal, There was a film of violet laze
over all the vast expapnse, and the
gandy surface quivered and glowed in
ihe blinding rays. .

Not a sign of leaf, mot a solitary
blade of green relieved the wild, uppal-
ling waste. Lifcless—not a moveinent
anywhere, save for the line of drifting
sand that swept in some sudden gust
across the summit of a near-by sand-
hill. -

Yet stay! Bomething black moves
slowly in the strip of shade throwu
down at the foot of tlis reauring sand-
bank by ap isclated pile of saw-tootlied
rock,  Painfully it adrags itself closer
into the sbelter of tte stome, seeking to
elude  the scorching beams that are
creeping closer every minute. - Nearer
serntiny reveals it to be a human forn,
crouched up and peering helpléesly out
seross the iofinite leagues of  sirdw-
coloured sand. Portured with the
nzonies of thirst, worn aud falit frons
trudging aimlessly on under tile pitiless
glare, the lad—for it was Frank—bad
cast himéelf down ‘at length Ino this
tiny atretel of shade with the feeliup
that the end had come.

* No hopel Not.a sign of anytihiog!”
e purmored.  * 1 wonder i Juck will
ever know? The Hends!™
“ 1t had been early dawno when  tle
Arubs dragged their prisoner from bis
painful  perch and threw “him o down
savagely at their [leel. From certain
lamimarks revealed at the coming of
duylight Fraok saw that their courss
liail heenm hy woy of the Wady Ighar-
ghar—a: great trough in the sand thaf
cuts in two tlie casteru Trg, or stretch
of dunes, of Northarn Algerid. —Tor-
merly n wmighty river rimug in the dis-
tant Ahnggar Mountainz of the cedtral

(Continued -overleaf:y
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Saluira,  and emptying itzelf ‘into the
Slediterranean, this wady wus now not
only dry bub almost blotted out by the
shifting - sands - that for ' ever swept
ueross it It 'was close agalnst the
winding banks; of this long.dried water-
_course. that Abdul Kad'r and his evil
companions had abandoned Frank to his
fate,  koowiog . that lere, im this
terrible, nninhabited, trackless waste of
desert’ his chances of rescue, of relief,
were mil.

Antd now the lad, alter pacing on
lieiplessly: hour by hour, dragging him-
self step by step across one sandhill
and down the other had sunk at this
spot exhansted, feeling nuuble to move
liis limba a vard farther.

' Water—water! " he gasped, striving
to draw himselt for [further shelter
agalost the jutting elbow of rock that
rose behind, ' Give ‘me water! TI'm
parchied and dying!'

Yet even now he would not abandon
hope, Though his tongue clove to the
Toof of his moutl, he felt that he
¢ould not- give np the idea that reéscue
was beyond all possibility.

Luckily—or, perhaps, wilg the more
sinister purpose of prolonging their vie-
tim'e agooy, the Arabs had left Frank
in possession of his pith helmet. This,

- at least, would save him from tho
ravings of insanity through sunstroke
as well ns the horrors of thirst. Now
he lay wlth his khakl tunic torn open
ut the throat, gesping in the refracted
heat that shimmered abont him.

For an hotir—or was it two?—he sab
lmddled: up, lookiog out blankly across
the wserried lines of undnlating sand-
hitla,  After a whils there came to his
ears a faint chugging sound—a sharp,
curious  popplag that cansed his heart
to leap in an agouy of suspenze,

“Great heavens! Am I golug mud?®
bhe asked limself. .

Chug-chug-chug—pop-pap-pop !

Frank stared wildly around him,

Then a sight that almost overpowered
Lim met his gaze.

For there, not a humdred yards away,
Jifting up over the deep entting of the
Wady Igharghar, aod hidden uutil then
in the ftrough that lay ‘through the
sandy wasté, reared the radintor-liesd
of ‘n leavy motor-car, whilst in the
driving-seat behind were men—rudiy-
fuced men, garbed in solar topis and
the khaki wear of Europeans!

“ifeip! © Hallo, - there!. Help!™ tle
lad = shouted,  racing ‘forware.  _The
answer was o clicery yell. - Then the
swhole world faded ont, anil Frank sauk
to hizs knees Io black  oblivion,

Ths 2rd Chapter.
The Motor Expadition.

4 Well, mon brave, how are you feel-
Ing now?"

The ~olce was in V'rench, a.language
of which Frank had more than a pass-
“ing koowledge, As he opencd his eyes,
he stared up dazedly into the Iace of
tiie " speaker. Before nim he saw &
tall,  durk-moustached mab, Yourg-
Tooking, but with = sun-tunned face on
which {here was a ceértain  anxious
expression.

“ Where—where am. 1?  What las
happened? "' the Iad  excluimed, ‘staring
wildly rouusd him.

‘CNothing to worry aboubl now," came
the prompt assurance, ‘' Drink this—
but slowly, miod, and only a little at
fiest! ™

Bagerly TFrank seized the metal ocup
thut was held to lis lips, feeling that
the liquid trickling down his throat was
like some heavenly pectar. lle gave a
heavy sigh ‘as the vessel was withdrawn
from between his clenched teeth, and
dropped back into his rescuer's arma.

I'ecling stronger usfter a while, Frank
began to gaze nbout him again. There
were sounds of  stir and  bustle all
round, whilst now and again he heurd
mep's volees and the “clatter of steel
IHe was lying on some canvas material
uuder the shelter of a lofty bell-tent,
and throweh the doorway he could see
the first Taint shadows of the night
that would swiftly follow. 1lle must
have lain  several hours unconscious
then, was his audden thought.

“*Where am I?" he asked again.
Then, remembering the strange vision
which had burst upon his gaze earliee
in the day, he exclaimed: * The motor
—you, you picked me up—saved me?

“ Beems like it, youngster,” the man
Leside him replied, with a smile. * You
~are now lying eamped with us among
the dunes of Kheghabra. Lucky we
chaoneed along in time. Why, yon were
thirty. kilometres from the nearest oasis,
aml at the last gasp, tool You are
Lritish, I think?*"

T'rank mentioned his name, and then,
in reply to further questioning, was
aequainted with the fdeutity of lia
TeICUET,

A light broke upon the lad's train of
bew{ldered thought.

“1 kaow now,” lLe added,

alter a

(Continued from
previous page.)

pause, - “ You are the leader of the
French Sahara Motor Expedition.  You
are crossing the desert—two thousand
miles—from Tugzurt to Timbuctoo! '

" Exactement!' was the answer.
“"And it was my technical leader—the
man you ees yonder—who caught. sight
of you from the forward car. Auvother
hour or two, and I think we'd have
been too late

“1 owe you my life, and am more
than grateful, monsieur,” Frank
answered simply. “TIt was indeed a
Incky chance by which you happened to
lit upon me!"

Then, bLriefly, he told the famons
French piopeer all that had happened
to bring him into the plight in which
they discovered him. It was ooly when
Frunk was narrating the story of some
mysterious rifle-shots he had heard ag
the Arabs were taking their flight that
the Frenchman broke in.

" Then you need mno longer fear for
your brother's safeby,” was hia joylul
revelation, * for it was he who buret
in upon our camp last evening, aod told
of your " disappearznce.  Whilsk lying
asleep in hig tent, li¢ informed s, some
Arab  rufllans - had  overpowered his
guard, rendered him helpless by en-
veloping lis head in a native burnous,
sod then luli-stumned him, Three of
the fellows were carfying him off
throngh one of the deep sand-vallpys
close by your camp, when Monsicur
Gillespie came to lis resese. Unurmed,

he fought like a tlger to overcome your
It must bave

brother's captors. heen

no time in Noshiog out the oews of his
rescue.

“ And now, how shall T get back to
Tuggurt? ' Frank asked, after a while.

“1T'm afriaid you will not get back fo
Tuegurt for s long time yet' the
Frenchman  answered. ' There s o
chofee [Oor you now but to, accompany
the expedition to Timbuctoo. Ik would
be more than 1 dare do to send you
nlone  neross  thut  waste  without .a
camel, and ISeanuot spare a car to take
you hack."

It was with difficulty that Fraok sup-
pressed tlhe cry of joy which rose to
his lips. Here was good fortune, in-
deed!  To take purt in one of the most
daring ventures of modern times, to
penetrate into an unknown Jamd where
the Toot of civilised man had never
before heen set, this was - something
which would have been beéyond his
wildest dreama.  Bul seeing the expres-
sfon which hud passed swiftly across
thie youngster's face, the leader was
prompt to add:

‘At tlie same time, I need hardly tell
you that the perils and difficulties this
mission will encounter are such that
would try the strongest. My drivers
ami mechanics are spéclally selected
men, amnd all are subject to a very rigid
discipline. Success can only be hoped
for slong such lines. I shall expect
you, Monsieur Harlund, to conform’ to
the same routine. That is, of course,"
he put in, * when you are recovered
sufficlently to take your place in the
party. therwise you will never win
throngh to Timbuctoo alive.'

Frank knew now the meaning of that
anxions. expresszion he lLiad zeen on the
leader's face. It wus concern for his
well-being.

“T  shall do nothing,
earnestly assured him,
briog «iscredlt on my own
of in any way lmpede the success of tho
expedition.' .

Frauk
could

Siti
“ that

On the following day. Ffeeling prac-
tically recovered from the effects of
hia_exposure and thirst, Frank had an
opportunity  of becoming  kequainted
with tle various members of tlhe mis-
sion and of inspecting the cars. Hia
surprise and intergst knew no bounds,
The entire personnel consisted of twelve

country,’

“ That i8 the invention of the garapge
chief of the late Czar of NMussia,’” the
Frenchman answercd. 1t consisbs,
you notice, of an endless band of solid
rubber unid fabric, which revolves around
the two wheels at the rear of the
car. Those two wheels do not touch
the surfaer 14 is the Tour small wheels
fitted  between them that press o
the endless Dand  and bring it *nto
contact, with the sand, The ears are
thus able to traverse snow, sand, mud,
or marahly ground without sinking in,
and can_climb any slope, no matter
liow rough, with an angle varying from
thirty-two to ninety-five degrees.”

“It s all wvery wonderful,” Frank
declared earnestly. ** And [ see you
also carry searchlights, machine-guns,
and complete camping eguipment.'

“That is 'so,” the lad's informant
replied, ** Everything that could possibly
be ngcded bas been provided.'”

't And you hope to cover two thou-
sand  mifles in  three weeks?”  Trank
asked. ' Why, it would tuke a camel
caravan six or seven roonths!™

** Evon nssuming it to be able to
endure the conditions,'' wus the answer.
* We shall travel ut the rate of nearly
200 kilometres a day—that {5, roughly,
120 miles.”

** And the object?’”’

"*To link up the colonial possessions
of France in Northern Africa with those
in the equatorial regions, Hitherto,
our countrymen have had to rely solely
ou the camel. Ruilway communicution
is out of the qguestion, as it wonld
take from six to twelve years to estab-
lish  a route—even if practicable,
Ordinary motor-cars have bheen tried,
but tho tyres were bitten into Loles
by the sandy grit. For myself, I huve
also  tried the- aeroplane, but the
dangers of fiying across the desert, [ar
from any sort of depot, are too grave
to admit of & regular service, and our
only hope is centred in the cars ftted
with tlis esterpiliar wheel. DBut uow,
monsieur, to your seat'' he broke in
suddenly. * We are abdut to start the
day’s journey.'

The 4th Chapler,
Tha Death Wind.

® Look thero, leutenant!"

Frank turned - at the sound of the

HELP AT HAND!

I going mad ? "' he cried.

Chug! Chug! Frank Harland stared wildly around him. ‘' Great Heavens! Am
Then a sight that almosat overpowered him met his gaze.
For there, not a hundred yards away, appeared a heavy motor-car, in which was seated ruddy-faced men
in solar topis and the khaki weaar of Europeans!

during this strogele thab the Sheikh
Abdul Kad'v selzed the opportunity of
securing you."

" Aud  Jack—my  brother—Giilespie
saved him theu? ' Irank exclaimed.

" Both of them broke in ou our camp
last night—bruised and  mauled, but
otherwise unhurt, ~ Monsieur Gillespie
Had put the cowards to flight, and he
and your brother then returned to the
tent for you. Monsieur Ilarland was
heside himself—you were pone! Awod
the Arabs had geized your camels as
well, Without furthier delsy I dis-
patehied w wireless message—""

“ Wireless? "' Frank echoed.

"Yes; wireless,” was the smiling
reply. " A wireless message to the
military post. at Wargla, The 'com-
mandant  promfsed to  dispateh a
rescue-party at once, ‘nﬂd your brother,
with Monsieur Gillespio, alterwards left
to join them on their way back across
the  desert. Beyoond sayiog that I
would keep a sharp watch [or sign of
you, I could do nothing, for the Arabs
might have taken any direction, and
my mission Is due to reach Timbuctoo
in leas than threc weeks.”

It was with hearttelt relief that
Frank learned of hls brother’s safety,
though he knew thab the uncertainty of
his. own [fato must ba a matter of
terrible aoxiety to Jack. Fortunately,
however, e was assured by the mission
commauder thaut the latter would lose

sturdy fellows—gallant Frenchmen who
were risking their lived in the service
of their country. Tiest, there was th
commander himsells secondly, the tech-
nleal leader, an exAiying ollicer, {umous
already for his attempls. to penctrate
Into the Sahara by aeéroplane; a young
French Army [lleutenant; and finalily,
the doctor of sclence. who had charge
of the obzervation work and was also
thie mission cinematographer, Subordin-
ate to these wete the eight drivers and
miechianics.
It was
party—a

leader of the
with

the technical
fine, well-set-up man,

cshrewd, pemetrating eyes—who éxplained

to Frank the mechanism and equipment
of the five cars which comprised the
CONVOY. .

““This ear, you wiil see" the officer
said, duoring the course of the prepara-
tions necessary for ‘the day's journey,
' carries  the drinking wafer we shall
require in the terrible Tunesrult district,
wherz' no wells exist. That one con.
tains the cinematograph outfit; the
thirl yonder has a rear platform hold-
ing the general supplies. The aothers
are the petrol cars, those linge tanks
containlng four casks each of fifty
gallons of fuel.”

Frank found his greatest interest
centred in the wonderful mechaniam
which made it possiblo  for the cars
to traverse the soft, shifting descrt
surface without so much as leaving a
trace, let alone sinking in,

diree-
ouf-

sudden ery and peered in  the
tion of the mizsion-commander's
stretehed limpger:

A moment  before, and  the
yellow expanse dn front of them had
stretehed  silent and  lifeless: in the
scorching glare, Now, as though they
hiad sprupg into existence from the
very nir, a line of Arabs mounted on
camels broke into view nob more than
a thousand yards away.

* They've been. Jying in wait in some
hidden watercourse there!"'  fthe lien-
tonant declared. * Desert bandits, most
likely—the blue-veiled Touaregs of the
Suhara!”

He gave s shout. Instantly tha four
eurs, which were travelling behind them
in single file, were hrought to a halt.
The commander sprang I[rom his sest
and hurried across to his companions
in the second vehicle.

* Looks like brigands!" he exclulmed.
* No ordinary caravan, that. Train
yonr glasses on  ihem, monsieur,'” he
suid, -addressing tlhe teclinical leader,
'l;a'l'ld see what you make them out to
B

yush

The other man bent his hinoculars
on the distant procession and studied
it intently for a moment or two.

‘" No sign of pack-camels,'” he said.
"1 believe you are right. There's one
man amongst them I can't quite make
out. Looks white to me—the others
aré Arabs!”

By this time the band had begun

to move cut m sambcircular formation
in front of them. Frank felt Lis heart
leap at the comzuander’s reference to
the white man, and wondered if bis
cousin, (Goatrey Stone, had dared to
follow hiln even here. Vet the thing
wan  possibls Only by hard riding
through the wgat conld he and the
Arabs hove overtuken the fast-travelling
cars, but probably—as the Premchmen
had ounly begua thelr journey the pre-
vious day—thoy might bave covered the
distunce on fAyizzg cwheri, of Bishasiu
camels.

At all evente Evank could not dis.
sociute his mind from the possibility.

Any doubt as fo the indention of the
surrounding tribesmen was suddenly dis-
petled by the sharp, peremptory crack
of u ecarbine shot from thelr midst, and
alinost  immedlacely & wisp of  sand
shot up froin behind fhe car in which
Prank was seated. In an instant all
wius activity.  Leaplug from their seals,
drivers und mechanles sprang to  the
posts appoinfad them In the event o
any such desert stback. : +

The muchine-gina  were slewed into
position and tralned on the centre of
the outfung line of riders, tho men
sheltering  themselves Dehind the im-
pedimenta loaded on the chadsis of the
motors.

Seeing no further movement on the
part of tha misslon members, the Aruls
grew  bolder and  began “to drow  in
rupidly ‘upon thern, As they came
closer shouts ‘were heand, and then
one of the foremost tribeamen broke
out from his party with upraised rifie.

** Steady now with the mitrailleyse!"
the commander called out to the

man in echarge of the machine-gun,
‘“ Hold your fire wunti! the shooting
breaks out again. Perhaps this ap-

proi'lchlng rider wishes to ‘speak with
ns."

IT e did so, ls fellows revealed no
desiro to walt for the outcome, At
that moment & crackle of shots burst
out” all round the bunched-up motor-
cars, and then, still in semi-circular
formation, the band began to sweep in
with fierce cries and waging arms,

* Now, lientepant!" came the com-
mander's sudden shout. * Let them
have s vollay from the rifles—overhead.
If they advamee a further dozen paces
alter that, O’Ca fre with the machine-
gun! Action?’

Next moment a crackling roar broke
into tho din, snd the oncoming tide
checked its impetuosity with a sudden-
tess that, was dramatic. '

Whether this was duo to the impres-
sion crested by the well-armed front
on thie part of those ntlacked, or to
any warning of the norror that waa
swiltly to [ollow, no ode éver knew,

It was just then that & startled cry
Lurst from the lips of the young licu-
tennnt,

“Cense fire," he yelled, ' and—cover
for. your lives! A simoom s upon us!"

Glancing up, the party saw that the
words were all too true. Tn the excite-
ment and elamonr of the sudden attack,
none  of the expedition members Ll
noticed the change which had vome over
the face ‘of the sky. | Now, s they
gtared, they siaw the sun shrouded i
4 -mish- of ecric-looking  bronwe, vl

uw stiffing breeze from the sonlh began

to beat in upon them, whippineg the sur-
fuce of the desert into spiral samd-
wraiths,

Suddenly the alr became filled with

a ourious singiug noise, wnd then, ruzl-
ing swittly towards them, they notice:d

- huge biack cload, preceded by isolated
columns end” funnels of - sittilar  elonds,

Not w moment wiug lost Ly the Frencli-
men i the work of ecovering the ‘curs
witl tarpauling and in burying them-
selves in the most shellered parts of
the car.

Az it Invariably does, the simoom had
sprung up  from the  southern  deaert
with scareely w  moment's  warning.
Needless fo say,  the attoeking  band
Lad  disnppeared  somewhere into  the
fubyrinths of the winding sand-valleys
heyond, nor was the mission party ever
to see them agaln.

The uir - about  had - now. Decome
breathlessly, wlmost cerily still. = From
4 llerce, ovenslike waste of blistering
heat tlie desert had been plunzed inta
an atmosphere of almost paralysing
ehill, und the darkness grew more in-
tenso every second. 3

Then, with a mighty, wailing roar,
the sundstorm Urofke in oll its fary upon
the spot where Frank and his com-
panions crouched. Sheieking and howl-
ing, the wind hurled the sand in all
directions abapt them, sulfocating—
blinding even, covered though' they were
—tingling in their ears and rattling
down upon the tarpaulins in a ceaseless,
deafening tattoo. ?t was all that Frank
could manuge to keep Lis senses in the
appalling pandemoniuimn that rackeil his
brain. He could feel the car quiver
wnd rork under him with the smashing
blasts of wind and sand that were hurled
against the chussis.

For what seemed a lifetime of dis.
comlort and tension, Frank lay erouchied
in his kneeling position, unable to move
and scarcely uble to draw a_ breath.
Gasping, aud with his ears singing from
the surge of blood that pulsut%l through
his temples, “he felt as thongh his
senaes  would be literally hammered
from his body. 'Then, to his inexpres-
sible ' relief, he became conscious of a
momentary lull in the roar mnd lashing
of the storm. This was followed by
sharp, convulsive gusts that sounded
like the cracking of whips as they
flung. the desert sand In waves against
the framework of the car.

Gradually, it seemed, tho simbom was
tearing over  and beyond them, and
presently the lad was able to litt hia
head above the covering and peer out
tautiously at aurroundings.

* Thank Heavenl" he eried, able on
more to breathe without that o
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sense of soffocatiou, * The storm has
passed.” :

As-he looked be saw to the northward
the . great Ulack column of dust il
sand beipg whirled rapidly into the
distance.

It wos not long sfter this thal the
curs- were. once more got ‘under way.
Terrible though the experience had
been, the party realised that vo time
must be lost. in shaking off its elleets.
Already. it had caused them serious
delay, and they must make up with a
spurt. that. would help to recover the
Hhour's enforeed ' hult,

* We are travelling now through the
bed of the: Wady Min,” the communder
said later to Frank., “In a short while
we should reach the forl, of Ilassl
Inifel, the finishing-point. of our second
long iap on the journey.'

That  afternoon the. mission duly
arrived at the lonely and desolate mili-
tary pest, the sole occupants of which
were thiree French wireless operitors and
four pative camel drivers. ‘On the fol
lowing morning the third stage was
begun, the cars traversing the stony
Tardenal  platean, apd| afterwards
dedcenling by the simister gorges of
Aingueltara towards the sandy piaips of
Tidikelt. Two days' halt wss made at
Insalah—the last oasis. of Northern
Africa—and then, at dawn, began the
most arduous and davgerous section of
the iourney

In front of them, extending right
across the desert [rom cast to west, was
a loog, white track, nurrow, but streteh-
fug without a break as far az the eye
eould reach.

*The Arab caravan route,” the leader
informed him. * That' white line you
see ia mude up of the bones of count-
less' eamels which have fallem and died
by the way.”

Twor hours later they bad entered
the first steep deflles of the desolate
Ahaggar r:m¥a, smong the last Blue
Mountains of Goudjir, in the very
ceutte of the great Sabara. Down into
the beds of stony water-courses, up and
over the sheer-zided banks, twisting and
turning among the formidable ramparts
that had fallen from the heizhts above
them, tiie cars swept their way un-
daunted by dny gorl of natural obstacle.
Their performance was wondarful, and
Frank expressed his admiration in no
uhimessured terms.

When camp was pitched, the lad,
despite the hodily fatigue that possessed
him, was among tlie first to render n
hand' in' setting up the tents. Then,
after a meal, the party settled down
over their brushwood fires among the
heights, intending,
after the might's rest, to, sel out for
tiie tertible * Land of Thirst™ that still
iy beyond.

Tha 5tk Chapter.
A Race With a Lava Flow.
* Bacii—back for your lives!
a Java Sow!™
In an lostant Trank’s frenzied : yell

There's

~ bad roused the sleeping camp to action,

The durkness aronnd wad as black as
the pit. of Tophet, and this, added to
the clernal gloom that prevailed in the
rockbound pass, made it diffleult to see
whence the danger threatemed them.
That Frank was right the sulfocating
waves of sulphurons vapour now wind-
Ing and twisting among the tents of the
camp: told only. too well.

It was not long after he had retired
to his tent for the night ihat Frapk
detected the peculiar odour which had
come stealing suddenly throogh the
narrow gorgeé.  Jle bad sprung to ius
feel on the instant, wod then, peering
out Into the Dbleak, windswept night,
saw the curling wreaths of yellow smoke
approaching him. The echoking tang of
brimstone was sufficient to reveal the
source of the fumes. Somewhers, creep-
ing over and between the ironstone
cragh on the slopes above him, was a
liquid mass of burning lava—spumed
from ‘some mighty veleanle fissure in
the crest of the plateau overhead.

At that moment a long, mullied roar
split  inte  the silence, reverberating
ominously along the walls of the pash.
With a- gasp of horror, Frank looked
up through the fames and bilackness
towards the summit of the slope
behind.. There—now visible in a white-
hot mass that cozed and bubbled as it
woumd its way slowly towards the lower
gallerles—was a huge cascade of molten
rock,  Already the dried and withered
grasses among which  the mass was
welling 'its course had taken fire and
were  borning furionsly. Yet scarcely
a minute had elapsed from' the time
Frank quitted his tent.

At: that moment Frank heard the
commander's volee in a hoarse string of
orders to the drivers and mechanes.

**The ears! ™ he was velling. * Save
the cars, at all costs! Are vou all
there? Hurry, for your lives, or the
flow will be on us!"

A swift glance back, and the
youngster saw that the moving mass
would soon be sweeping down to the
floor of the pass. There was a steep
descent along the winding track in
whicht the tents had been pitched, and
the white-hot flow would trall its fiery
course among the rocks and boulders
where the- tents now stood. Narrow
and sheer as the walls of the canyon
were, unless  the penned-in. men were
able to make their escape along the
pasgs before the lurid tide could over-
its burming, liquid mass
anust instantly engulf them In a horrible
fate,

Tc add fo their difficulties the air
became completely. filled with the acrid,
blinding wapour that poured in waves
before the opcoming tide.

Dark forms ‘horried here and there
past the lsd as he groped his way [lor-
ward through the Dblacknese, and
presently be heard the chugging sonnds

L]

of the motors ahexd of him.  Not a
socond bad been lost by thz drivers in
swinging themssives .hito the ears, for
none knew bettér than they to whag
extent Lhe lives of the whole purty
depended on the salety of their charges.
Any aceldent to the machin ny sud-
den ealamity. by which they might be
rendered useless, aven if mo worge befell
in the horror thut was creeping towards
:Ileln—uml\ all would be lost, cut ol and
bukied as‘the travellers were ‘in this
trackless wuste of the great Sahara,

*“That you, lientenant? ' Frank heard
the commander call from in front,
* Kverything clear now, 1 think! Dieu!
These puisonous fumes—-""

And the voice was lost In a spasm of
eougling. At-that moment the lad felt
a leavy form reel gropingly against
him. e flung out an arm, exerting all
hia strength to  retain  his  balunce,
Choked aod blinded himself, he could
acarcely see a foot beyond him, and all
the time lie was conscious of that
molten muss spurting in vicious jets
uniong the lower terraces of the rock
hehind.

“Who's that? ' waa  the sharp in-
nuiry. " 1'm hall-blinded ! The
cars—

Then [rank felt the figure stumble
forward in the darkness at hizs feet.

For a moment the lad experienced a
pang of comsternation. The fallen wan
was his leader—the mission comniander
himself, Half-asphyxizted and almost
sighitless in  the sulphurous mist, the
gallant Frenchman had plunged head
foremost over oxe of the hieavy boulders
with which: the floor of tlie pass was
strewn, and now lay helpleéss and inert.
“Heip! Help! ‘Bear a hand here!
Help!** Frank shouted into the dark-
nass.

A glance belind and he could see the
hideous, quivering  stream  moving
breast-high between the purrow walle
not [ty yards away.

To the front there was a mingled con-
fusion of woving machivery and bigh-
pitched voices, Of the ecars he could
sge no sign. Were they hurrying away
beyond him, was his ilonght?

Exerting every ounce of his strength,
lie managed to hoist the i

this great mountain frowned
sombrely whove tliem.

There was a flood of Brilliant moan-
Hght over ihe open spuace, and, safe
again ‘and releved fo rid their lopas of
those poisonous ¥apours, the travellers
dréw the ears to a halt. Despite the
horrible. danger that lmd threatoned
them, noune of the party had  suiflercd
any hurt. The motors, top, were found
to b2 undamaged; and the only Joss
had beén two of the tents In which: the
drivers had been sleeping.

It i3 mow my turn to. thank you,
monsienr,” the commander said later to

range

Frank. " That darkness  und those
fomes would have done for me, 1
think,""

* Aleo, it was due to Monsieur Har-
land's warning,”” the young lewtenant
broke in, ** that the camp was roused
in time to get elear of the danger.’

*'Later, them, 'we shall find an
opportunity of showing him our grati-
tude In - practical forny'' the leader
declared. *Once we are back - in
Tuggart—"" 5

But Frank waited to hear mo more.

The Gth Chapter.
= On to Timhuctoo!

At dawn the mext day the cxpedition
began ils journey mto that ‘gréat un-
known streteh of sand and rocks known
as the Tanesruft, or " Land of Thirst."
Three hundred miles of  son-parched,
desolate  country, where no solitary
spring or underground well existed, lay
before them. Pathless, uncharted, their
course depended solely on' the accuracy
of the mariner's compass on which they
wére mow compelled to rely.

At the Well of Tin Sawaten -the
rigours enforced on the travellers across
the grim, mysterious Tanpestuft, came
to an end. An hour after leayving this
tiny oasis the party were surprised, on
glancing up suddenly towards the dis-
tant horizon, to find that a stravge,
copper-coloured laze had  lifted jtself
into thie blue expanse above the skyline.
Slowly, - almost  imperceptibly, = this
vellow film dissolved itself into a pearl-
hued. . mist _thit was shot  with a
tl 1 rainhow Dars, like strips of

form across his back. Next momept, in

cloud.

THE WONDERFUL ENDLESS TRACK WHICH ENABLED THE
TRAVERSE THE SAMDS OF THE SAHARA !

CARS TO

{Gg
(&)
driving-wheel.

DETAILS OF CATEBPILLAR MECHANISM.

is the endless band of indiaruliber and fibre.

and (F) indicate the livo pulleys which take the place af Lo
Phey are placed in front end Yehind the back axle
(B), and their oon azlcs are not fized to the chassis of the car, but
rise and full with the irregularities of the ground. The front pair
of pulleys ((F) wmerely yest on the ground dy their own weight,
being seceured to (he main axle by the arm (H).

(B) is the special axle which supports the weight of the car, and
w5 rigidly fieed to the chassis. Atlached to this axle by means of o
bridge of springs (1) are the four smail voller wheels (BY, which
are held tn pairs to the springs (C) by the swing Bars (D).

wonld no doubt have tompted them into
a frenzied effort of which the outcome
conld only liave been death.

Day wow succeeded day, and the cars
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CAUGHT IN THE SANDSTORM !

" Caver—lor your lives!
the lisutanant.

A simoom is upon us !" yelled

The air became fillad with & curious ainging

noise, and a huge black cloud came rushing ewifily scross the desert towards the party !

his endeavour to rise under the man's
great weight, he heard a shrill shout
almost in his ear, and felt an arm fung
over and around him, seizing the com-
mander’s figure from his very grasp.
*1t’s all right, youngster! ** came the

weleome  voice.  * We've got him
sufely! Swing to the right mnow—the
car s against you!™ It was the

lieutenant who spoke. * For your life,
now—hurzy! "

Searcely a moment later Frank found
himself being bauled by willing hands
into the seat of the vehicle, In the
Stygian blackness it had Dbeen im-
possible to. see its outline, close though
it was ail the time. He had been
stumbled on not a minute t{oo soon.
Close behind him now he could bear the
hissing mrfe of the bubbling lava
stream, which appeared to be gaining
impetus ¢n the sharp incline,

Every care on the part of the drivers
was pecessary in  this  dark, unkmown
gap hetween the mountain heights.
Haste was equally important, but, {or
all they knew, some steep declivity
might be met with at any instant—and
one or other of the cars would go
plunging headlong . over. the brink
destrueiion below.

After what seemed an eternity ol
strain and suspense, each of the cars
emerged from the narrow, closed-in
walls of the pass, and found itself in a
rock-strewn. opening. Al muond the
mighty crags of the inner fastnesses of

" Look! What does that meant"
Frank asked the cownmander, who was
seated beside him. ' Ia it the portent
of auother sandstorm? '

" Watch! ™ was the reply.

Presently the mist, 'moving in
tremulovs lines towards the zenith, was
succeeded. by u blood-red glow, for all
the world like a vivid sutset. Then,
deep in the centre, a strange vision un-
folded itself, striking a breathless stili-
ness into the watching men. For there,
as real as thoogh human hands had
erected it, lay the towers, the rearing
pink mi . the jues and flat-
roofed Bouses of & verifable fairy ety
of gold, its walls fringed with elusters
of palm-trees and clumps of lucerne.

‘“The mirage!” came the com-
mander's cry. ' Sach is the moeking
illusion that Iures the thirst-stricken
traveller farther into the desert In the
hope of reaching water! ™

** Why, it looks quite close at hand!*
Frank exclaimed.

“That is the mockery of it,”" the
Frenchman said. " You will find that
this dream-like city is° merely a rellec-
tion in the sky of some tiny, squalid
Arab village at least twenty kilometres
distant, We are more experienced
travellers, as it happens. The vision
does not deceive us.”

And so it e\'entuau?- proved. Had
they been lost, despairing wayfarers,
dragging themselves siowly through the
mﬁ in search of an oasis, the sight

were rapidly drawing the mission
members towards the geal of their
success. Despite the sweltering heat,
the Iatigue, there was no rest. On, on,
or, ever through a country that
changed not; always the same breaks
and ridges, the same limiticss plains of
sand, the same scant surlice-serub, the
same heat-shaken horicon—still  the
cars plodded their endless way.

The brain reeled at times with the
heat and the dnrzle, but the comvoy
halted not nor stayed. The energy of
its commander drove the men forward
eéven a5 the engines impelled the cars.
His wvoice, his wery présemce, his uon-
fiagging optimism, was a spur to effort
that the other memlers readily
acknowledged among themselves, He
was their leader, and their inspiration.

The military fort of Kidal was the
next point reached. and then came the
first._grass-grown' steppes of the French
Sowdan. Approaching Bourem,  the
party eventually saw lying ahesd of
them the black, glistening waters of the
River Niger, a sight that was never
more wealcome  to theze weary ‘men,
whose eyes had been hlinded so long
by the glaring yellow of sand and sun.

The route mow Iay through the
awanipy region parallel with the river.

“fo. Frank the change into the fresh,

cool green of forest groves was an in-
expréssible relief, Like the rest of the
travellers, he was bone-tired and ex-
hausted with the hardships of the

journcy. Yet he mever felt better in
his life, and the joy of having come
through with the mission on o venture
unprecedented in desert history was
worth everything,

Towards sunszet that afternoon the
last camp was pitched before fhe cars
made their entry inte Timbuctop. The
spot. chosen was a clearing in  the
forest some twenty or thirly ¥yards
from the river-bank.

Just before the heginning of the
evening meal, Frank was sent down to
the riverside with two small wafer-
tanks that required replenishing.

He had just stooped and filled one of
the water-tanks when the stone on
which he had poised his foot slipped
suddenly from wunder it. He gave a
quick gasp as he felt himsell falling,
and dropped the tank among the tangle
of reeds. Flioging out hoth arms in
the endeavour to save kimszelf, he was
plunged mext second among the maze
of the evil-smelling rushes, and found
himsalf uwp to the waiet in icecold
water. The shock was henumbing.
He canght the grassy blades of the
reeds between his hands as he shithered
down, but these only bent and eplaved
out bepeath his weight. Then his feet
touched something solid again, and he-
began to flounder about (n the effort to
draw himsell up. Al about him now
twirled the Dblack, oilydooking water,
ita surface broken with reed-patches
and giant lily-leaves. Searcely an arm's
length distant Irom him a huge, white-
stemmed mangrove flung its  brancles
out across the stream. Its  roots
twined ‘out of the water like the curling
armz of some monster  octopus, all
covered with slime and recking with au
overpowering odour.

It was when Frank had set ope of
his heels in the gravel of the-bank, and
was_exerting all his strength in a back-
ward movement, that the truth became
plain.  His other foot was fixed—
gripped like a wvice io the cntangiing
ropes of some hidden water-vine, He
wuh trapped! \

Struggie as he might, there was no
breaking from that awlal, unscen hold.
Half in and half out of the water on
the sloping bank as he lay, It was only
now he realiged that the mnetwork of
reeds preveoted him from slipping in
completely. Any sudden or  heavy
movement. on his part, and the recds
might epen and let hiin through—pever
o rise again beneath that tangled msse
of vegetaution.

It was only twenty yards from ihe
camp, and a shout would soon bring
the men hurrying $o his rescue.

* ¥Yet I don't wanb them to think T'n
just scared of a wetting!" he told lim-
gell. “TUgh! These Tfoul reeds! -1
must try to gel this feot out’ =ome-
how!" = |

Just then a stealthy movement among
the frondage half a dozer yards to the
right atiracted his potice.  Alarmed,
he found it impossible to remove his
eves from the spot. Then, slowly, ihe
sereer of rushes and aguatic plants was
thrust leavily aside, and, protrudiog
through, roze the smapping jaws of =
mopstrous aligator.

Next moment Frank gave voice to o
lond, resounding cry for help.

In spite of all his frantic ferking and
struggling at the mass” of roots which
held his foot, not an inch would it
give. Cold and pumbed from the shock
of water, it scemed that a deadly
paralysis was creeping into his limbs,
Would hiz companions: come In time to
save him?

Already now he saw the rguat fore-
arms of the alligator " plunged. forward

(Continued overieaf.)
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OUR NEW NUMBER.

This wesk's issue of the Bovs'
Friexp is a fair proof of the all-
round appeal of the best boys' paper
on the market. The Bors’ FRrIexp
has something for everybody That's
the reason why the “Green 'Un”
hias always canght on. Take the
present number with ife -~ prime
budget of stories of all kinds—sport-
ing, adventure, school, and top-hole
rTomance. You cannot Leat such a
programme. And I have some record
surprises in store.

ANOTHER MASTERPIECE.

“The Last Laugh!” is the Litle of
next week's varn of the Duke. The
master-rogue has a firm hold over a
player in the team o%po:-ing Chelsea
Villa, and he orders the man to play
an unsportsn iko ggme, At the
critical moment Hercules Samson.
biand and irresistible as ever, comes
on the scene. The Duke's vietim,
who is acting under duress, and who
droads tho master-criminal, receives
a handsome hiding from Hercules,
who is a humorous guy, and rightly
named the Wizard of the Wing.
Rollo learns the truth, and he plays
up to the treachery of the Duke. Of
ecurss, tho player who has been got
at does his best to moake up for his
wrongdoing, and, after confessing his
share in the plot, agrees [o assist
Rollo in the capture of the Duke.
The Jalter is to be found in a ceriam
thieves® kitchen.  En route some-
thm? “hoppens, and - you will be
thrilled by the mystery and grim
tragedy of the happening in question,
for the trail of the Duke is found,
also a massage of a saturning kind.
I nm convinced that next week's tale
beats anything vet in the splendid
scries,

SOMETHING DIFFERENT,.

I um always eager to sirike out a
new line, and next Monday's grand
12,000-word complete story, ““ A Deal
in Dismonds !’ does this, and no
mistake. ‘The story is from the
fertile pen of Mr. Percy Longhurst,
the man who gives those pithy liltle
*“Health and Sport-? articles  each
week in our paper. On this occasion
Mr. Longhurs addresses himself to
the elucidation of & ing diamond
mysters.  The “‘sparklers" have
supplied material for a myrind yarns,
but nothing quite as gripping as on
this occasion.  The tale hinges on ihe,
enmily - existing  between a daring/
woungster who dashies in and wins the
digmond claim, his partners, and a
gong - of rogues who will stop at
nothing. The story is packed full of

1
. 4,

thrills, and when you have read it
you will be ready to say once more,
as we have all declared many times,
that this famous author is us deft al
handiing o stirring plot as he is at
serving out sage counsel about kecp-
ing it and strong.

ROOKWOOD FOR EVER!

For somo weeks past. it has been in
my minud to speak of the big surprise
I bave been saving up for my chums
in conmeetion with those magnificent
Rookwood yarns by Owen Conguest.
Then over and over again I said to
mysell that the great news would
keep—nothing lost by a slight post-
ponemens, and consequently nothing
was done. Bub the new move was
there, all in course of preparation,
though T am not half sure even now
that it sill not be bettsr to hold
back the details of it all till you cen
see what was under way. For
reasons which it is nol neczssary for
me 1o go info, since they are all
pretly obvious, Rookwood has' grown
more and more popular with each
‘week's yarn. It is o topping seties,
and all the different characters in-
creaso in favour as one.gets to know
morg aboul th Now, what if &
sudden startling change were made?
I am a firm belieyer in swift changes.
They bring in their irain just thab
tuning up result which everybody
wants—not - that would suggest
Jimmy Silver, or Tubby Muffin, or
Bulkelay, or Mornington st in
need of a further dose of pep.  Well,
thera it is.. I shall not, after all, lat
the cat out of the bag this time.
You will be able to see for yourselves
very shortly. indeed what is astir, and
I shall be immensely. sstonished if
you do not ‘admit thoe new idea waz n

Jimmy Silver would shake down aund
make himsalf thoroughly at home, no
mutter whers ha chanced to find him-
self. Far the moment I will content
mysell by wsking you to keep an
extra sharp look-out for the new sen-
sation. It is a bumper one.

OUR FIRST-CLABS SERIALS!

“Scund the Eternsl!” and “The
Phantom Pirate!"” are winning hands
down. Full of amazing possibilities
as each of these stories is, they are o
far apart in sityle, {reatment, and
idea as the Poles. T find that Lester
Bidstons thrilling conceptions of un-
explored worlds are catching on no
end. As foir Maurice Everard, he is
magnilicent, and once he ups with
the anchor of the pirate eraff, you
know there will be very peculinr ineci-
dents to chronicle.

‘have, therefore been added together

: Img_h,

rattling good one. Without a doubl R Seree Hovgiess 1O Wik,

AN EXTRA FEATURE!

You will casily call to mind somo
of the exeellont shorter completes wa
used to have in the Boys' Friusp.
I have a decided liking for this kind
of extra feature when apace permits,
and I koow my chums ave all of the
simeé mind. For this reason I am
giving next week a raitling fne com-
plete schoel tale ealled A Double
Conspiteey ! This  deals  with 2
wondetfully well thought ouk jape,
but, =ood as was the brain-wave of
the japers, others had a better one,”
and those who went out to jape came
back shorn. Anyway, they fell into
the soup, though it was not exactly
soup.  Still, you will see next Mon-
day what & lively, allin yarn “A
Double Conspiracy ! ™ 14

OTHER FEATURES,

You zan rely on a fine Football
Competition mext  week, while
interesting  aud  instructive arlicles
will be found in their old places.

RESULT OF THE WEDNESDAY

T T T TR B T T

CITTT

into tha edge of the pool as it began
ita approach . towsrds him. Fraok conld
plainly “sce the giistening, -seale-covered
back, with its long, serrsted ridge, and
was sickened with the fetid, musk-like
smell that rost to bLis nostrils.

In a last, despairing elfort, ho lashed
this ‘way and that, jerking up his leg
it 'a sawing motion and publing out ali
his streupth in the frensied togeing.
The mass of reeds by which he was
supporting  himsell sagged and bent
ominously under the strain, but
preseatly; to his surprise and rellef, he
felt his hands close upom hard rock
between the sword-like blades.

Thiz . cnabled kim to obtain a firmer
hold and exert more leverage in the
endeavour to release his foot. Plunging
and twisting, he now began to pull up-
wards: in sharp, suddeo jerks.  Some-
thing was giving! This fime he was
able to move his leg farther out of the

water. Again he strained, breathless
with fear sud almost exhausted, bat
spurred  with this. first  encouraging

PICTURE COMPETITION.

In this competition two competitors
sent’ it corvect solutions of the pie-
tures. The fivst prize of £5 has
therefore been divided between the
following :

G. PURDEY, §
9, Rosedale Road,
Richmond, Surrey.
DORA WILLIAMSON, 2
39, Willoughby Street,
Gainsborough.

So many, competitors qualified for
the third grade of prizes that division
among them of the prizes offered was
impracticable. -~ The secord prive of |

10s. and the len prizes of 3s. each

and _divided among the following
sixteen competitors, whose solations
containéd. one error each: -

Peter Wood, 21, Pleasance, Tdin-
burgh; "W, A, TEllsey, 87, Carlton
Terrace, -~ Radeliffe,  Manchester;
Cyril H. Horton, Rodford, Waster-
Chipping Sodbury, Glos;
3. McMahon, - 35, Macelesfiold
Street, Chester Road, Hulme, Man-
chester;© Henry  Urgqubazi, 113,
Causewayend, Aberdeen; E. Nunns,
1, Alexandrs - Road, Winderniere;
James Russell, 44, Norman Street

laszow, E.; Cecil Winslow, 6, Fair-

ustoe, 5, School Lane, Cirencester;
R. B. Curtls, Hillside, Taplow,
Bucks; Norman Reed, 48, Nortlicote
Road, Clapham Junction, S.W. 11;
David Johnstone, 30, Mariin Sireet,
Bridgeton, Glasgow; Miss D.
Stephenson, 68, ﬁeppei Road, East
Ham, B.; Fred Archer, 86, Humber-
stona Roed, Plaistow, F. 13: Leslie
Tapscott, 141, Coronatien Avenue,
Stoke Newington, N. 16; 8. Walker,
26, Padwell Road, Southampton.

- SOLUTION.

The Wednesday 1s an ancient elub,
for it begén in the sixlies, hftecn
years before football properly took
root ‘in -the provinces. Like many
other well-known clubs, the Wednes-
day has had several homes, and its
association with the Cup competition
has been long and honourable.

Your Editor.

Then, crack! The ‘mass of
roota seemesd to tear apart under the
water, and he was free!

1t was the work of an imstant to re-
gain his upright position on the sloping

bank. Swiftly he glanced towards the
spot  from ‘which the szlligator was
advansinyg:  The reptile  was almost

upon him. Thrilled with horror, Frank
snw  the gread, "waunt Jaws  snapped
open, displaying the quadruple rows of
sharp,.  gleaming teeth. The brute
emitted a grunt of fury as the Iad
sprang buck, and floundered about from
side to side, as il Lo prevent lis escape,
the strokes of its tail lashing the water
into foam.’

Then, 25 the scaly spoub was raised.

almost within a yard of him, Frank feld
his foot In contuct with boose rock.

Drawing cantiously back, he then made
. sharp dart forward, snatching from
the ‘water & licavy boulder that was
almost ‘s muech ns he could NIE . A
second later,  as’ the sompping jaws,
reared In front-of him, he dashed the
stone  with all his force” belween the
rows of tecth, and sprang back for his
lifé towards the safety of the bank.

A3 be did g0 be heard shouts hehimd,
and saw the forms of his friends break-
iog turriedly throngh the screen ol
reeds,  Auotier moment, aod he was
puiled out of daoger, and carried back
into the shelter of the Jamp,

Of how the Iast stage of the expedi-
fion from Bourem to Timbuctoo was
accompiished  in  twenty-scven  hours
without, n stop all the worid now knows.,

The- journsy was ended—success had
been won, For the first time in history
man had covered the whole two
thousand miles meross the great desert
of the Subara in motor-cars, and a
means  of practical and rapld: com-
nmiunication hetween: the Fremelr colonies
north and south. was estublished, In
twenty days bad this iocredible journey
been  accomplished, ffteen of which
wore devoted to travelling. The desert
had been conquered at last!

The 7th Cheapter,
The Reckoning,

“Another word, Godirey Stone, and
I'li choke tho life out. of you!"
Pausing at the doorwar of the little
westher-board office that overlooked the
saody 'cutting of the Wargla Caual,
Fraok heard his brother Juck’s volce
coming in loud, apgry tones from the
nner room.

It was six wecks after the entry of
the expedition into Timbuctoo that the
lad found Wimself buck’ oneg more in
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the town of Tuggurt, having accom-
panied the - party on their - homeward
journsy through the “desert, :

Hastoning ‘over to the place where his
brother wan still emgaged on the  work
of the canzl, he had reactied the office-
but in time to find Godirey Stone held
prisoner there, with Jack’s firm grip
about his throat,

From words that had passed Frank
knew that their rascaliy cousin had
made apother atfempt to wreck the
canal workings, this time by opening
on¢ of the dama and flooding the head-
ing where the native workmen were
engsged in the excavation worlk. 'Ile
dastardly plot had been discovercd ‘n
the nick ‘of  time, and™ then, after an
| hour’s frantic struggie, in which he
suceeeided in-'closing the sluices, Jack
had fiurried back to find Godfrey Stone
in the office-hut scarching everywhere

for the plags which hé  koew the
engineer had left there, :
“ By thunder, Godfres,” Jack | was

saying, “il’a only the fact that yon'te
my cousin that saves me from hurting
you! - Dye suspécted this for a lon

time past—and now I've caught you!™

L2t me go—let me go! Tl never
come near you again!™ the other
whined.

“You will never get the chance to,
yon hound!" Jnek exclaimed savagely.
*1've another score to seitle with you!
What did you do with my  brother
Fraok over there at Kheghabra?

_** Nothing—nothing! It was Abdul
Kad'r! " ‘came the cry. ¥

*¥ou are s  Hlar, copsin  Godirey!
Get uw A yell of pain reached
the lstener, and he chuckled grimly.

“ You know you britied Abdul Kad't
that night to attack our camp, even if
you did not take actual part in the
dead! " ;

4" ¥ou are wrong—no, no—I mean, I
didn't!" Godfrey Stome made znswer.
* Abdul Kad'r—"

** Has bimsell copfessed to it Juck
broke [n. “'I wrang the truth from
him when I went ont to make further
inquiries after Frank. For all I know
the lad' may pever get back. Luckily,
he was picked up by tha Sahara Motor
Expedition, as I had a wireless message
from the military station at Wargla.",

* Picked up!™ ‘echoed Godlrey Stone
incradulously. ;

“You thought he was dead—eh? Na
thanks. to you $hxt he isn't. But if
that mission falls snd he never gets
through alive, Godirey Stone, T'il huat
You out, wherever you are, and scitle
it with you! '

Frank could prolong hkis brother's
apxlety no longer. At that moment he
flung ‘open the door of the office and
broke forward with outstrétched armi.

“Fack—JYack!" Me ecried. “I am
bere again! I've got back—safe and
sonod at last! -

With a ‘startled gasp, his brother
swung round and ssw the lad's smiling
face befors him.

“* Frank!" he yelled.

Then, seizing his opportunity to break
froma the strangling grip that was fas-
tened on his throat, todfrey Stone rose
to his kvees and leapt for tho doorway.

“Eet' him' ‘go, Jack!" Frauk ex-
claimed. “ I don't think he'll trouble
us szaln.  I'm safe, and yon've won
throngh in buildioy the canxl—that’s all
that matiers now.”

And Jack agreed.
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