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AN UNEQUAL COMBAT!

no motion to join in !

The Juniors, though utterly cutmatched, struggled gamaely with the burly footpads.
from Canada sat up in the grass, quietly watching the wild and whirling combat around him—but he made

Jimmy Silver's cousin

The 1st Chapter.
Rotten Luck!

“I wonder——"" murmured Jimmy
Bilver,

“Same here ! whispered Lovell,

Raby and Newcome nodded.

They also wondered,

The Fistical Four, of the Rock-
wood Yourth, were, in fact, very
minch exercised in their minds,

They had food for thought.

The food for thought was net
supplied by Mr. Dalton, their Form
apaster; though, at that hour, all
their attention cught to have been
lixed up My, © Dallon and ‘his
valuable instruction. The Fourth
Form of Rookwood were in class;
oud Mr. Dalton was taking them
tipon a personally-conducted tour, as
it were, into the history of Imperial
Rome. But never had Jimmy Silver
& Co. been so slightly interested in
the Twelve Cwpsars. In fact, two
dozen Czsars would not have inter-
ested them just then.

On the previons day Jimmy Silver's
eoiisin from Canada had arrived at
rookwood.  Mr. Mudson Smedley
was staying for a few daye as the
guest of the Head.

The big bronzed Canadian made
quite a conspicuous fizure at Rook-
wood, and Jimmy Silver was im-
mensely proud of him, Jimmy felt
that the Head might very well have
givén him a special holiday, while
Mr. Smedley was thers—but the
Head did not scem to have thought
of it.

But what interested Jimmy chiefly
was  the fact that the Canadian
gentleman's visit had something to
do with the coming vacation. There

Jimmy was very anxious to hear it.
So were his chums. Never had morn-
g cla seemed so long-—never
had the Fistical Four been so willing
to let the Twelve Cemsars rest undis-
turbed in the dim past. Every other
minute they glanced at the Form-
room clock, And every time Mr.
Dalton’s eye was not upon: them, they
discussed in whispers that appoini-
ment in the end study, and wondered
what Mr. Smedley had (o sugpest
about the holidays.

“I wonder——" murmured Jimmy.

was an appointment in the end study,
fixed to follow morning classes, Mr.
Bmedley had some proposilion to
make regarding the holidays; and |

| Cyril Peele,

Mr. Dalton being just then busy with
Tubby Muftin, “I wonder——"
“Canada isn't so jolly far off in
these days!” whispered Lovell, with
quite an ecstatic look., “Suppose he

asks you on & visit to his ranch,
Ji[III!]‘\__ i

“Oh, my hat!”

“Of course, you'll mention that

yon cau't possibly go without your
pals.”

“Of  course,” murmured
“1 say, Jimmy——-"

“If he doesn’t think of it, you
might mention il in a careless sort of
casunal way,” remarked Nowcome,

“After all, we might be useful on
a ranch,” breathed Lovell, * We can
ride—— You fellows know how I
ride, at least,”

“Like & sack of cok
who was on
behind the Fistical Four.

Lovell ;.{IuTL‘il round
humorous Peela.

* You cheeky ass " he Legan.

““Shush I"” murmured Jimmy Silver,
“Dicky Daltor's looking this way,”

Mr. Dalton was indeed looking that
way. He came nlong to the form,
and [ixed his eyes on Silver & Co.

Raby.

e!” came from
the form

at the

grimly. Mr. Dalton was a kind
man, and & popular master. But he
laboured under the delusion, =0

common among Form masters, that
a Form-room was a place for work,
and not for light and genial conversa-
tion.

“Silver, Lovell, Raby, Newcome!
You four juniors have been lalking
incessantly ! said Mr, Dalton, in his
immest voice, "I am sorry to in-
what is no doubi a wvery
interesting conversation.”

“0Oh, sir!" murmured the four,

The rest of the Fourth grinned.
Their Form master was being sar-
castically humerous; =o it was, of
course, the duty of the juniors te
grin,

“I am really sorry,”
Dalton, in the same vein.

continued Mr,
“May 1

inquire whether you have, by any
chance, finished your conversation
vet 7

“Oh, sir! Yes, sir!”

“Very good! No doubt you will
now give some attention to the
lesson.”

“Oh! Certainly, sir!”

“And in order to make up for lost
time,"” went on Mr. Dalton genially,

“you will remain in the Form-room
for half an hour after the Form is
dismissed, and study your Roman
history.™

“Oh!” gasped the Fistical Four,

Blank dismay settled upon them.

They had an appointment in the
end study with Mr, Smedley, to
follow class; at least, Jimmy Silver
had that appointment to keep, and
his chums meant to help him keep
it.  Detention dropped on them like
a bolt from the blue, The cousin
from Canada weuld be kicking his
heels in the deserted study, waiting
for them—waiting for Jinuny, any-
how. It was utterly dismaying. It
might even give the Canadian gentle-
man a bad impression of them—
fellows who got detained by their
Forp master ! .

The dismay in the faces of the
Fistical Four might have touched My,
Dalton’s-heart ;. but he turned away,
and did not even notice it,

The lesson wené on—Jimmny Silver
& Co. giving it their very best at-
tention now. There was not a
murmur or a whisper among then
from that moment,.

(Continued overleaf.)
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Mr. Hudson Smedley jumped back The 3rd Chapter. “You're w " j
= aIELOI"'sh‘uCHL Painjul for Peele, Jimmy Sil\-m‘tmma' e oy
Right upon Tubby Muflin’s devoted “ Well 1 “Hallo! Anything up?” yawned
head the paper bag of flour had Mr, Smedley rapped out the mono- | Peele. 3
crashed, bursting as it struck, syllabic inquiry. “My cousin Smedley wanis o

miefortune of

“ehums o
Fourth., Peele was the kind of fellow
who derived enjoyment from the

troubles of others.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were ex-
tremely good—very attentive—till the
hour of dismissal came. They hung
upon their Form master’s words, as
though. those words were pearls
wizgdom, They almost thrilled with
intense interest in the Twelve Casars.

But it booted not, as a poet would
say. When the Fourth Form were
dismissed, Mr. Dalton made the four
a sign to remain. The rest of the
Form filed out, leaving them
stranded.

“If—if you glease, sir—" Jimmy
Silver ventured,

“Quite so, Silver! You will re-
main here till twelve-thirty!” eaid
Mr. Dalton.

‘“But, sir——

“That is alll”

Mr. Dalton quitted the Form-
room; and the Fistical Four groaned
and resigned themselves {o their
fate. ; i

Peele’'s grinning face looked in at
them ang Lovell hurled his Roman
History with deadly aim. There was
solace, in the circumstances, in seein
Cyril Peele fairly bowled over, an
in hearinﬂ a heavy bump and a
terrific yell in the passage.

Pecle picked himself up; end did
not look into the Form-room again;
neither did he grin any more,

‘“Hard cheese, old bean!” chuckled
Gower,

Peele rubbed his chin,

“(Come on,” he muttered. “Those
rotters are detained till half-past, and
they're  expecting ' the Colonial
johnny in their study soon after
iwelve. This is where we come in.”

“How's thati” asked Gower,
puzzled.

“Fathead! Come and see,”

Peele led the way to the Fourth
Form passage. All the rest of the
Fourth had-gone out into the sunny
quadrangle; the coast was clear for
Peele, nd for several minutes Peele
of the Fourth was busy in the end
study—and when he Feft he  was
grinning again, and ::h1zci(}lng—and
tiower was chuckling, too! The door
of the end study was a little ajar, and
on the top of it—skiliully arranged
by Peele’s cunning hand—was a
large paper bag of flour; all ready
6 Jimmy Silver & Co.'s distin-
guished visitor when he arrived!

The Znd Chapter.
Tubby Muffin Comes in Useful.

Mr. Hudson Smedley, of the Windf
River Ranch, came up the Fourth
Form staircase with a heavy tread.
There was a cheery smile on the
jancher’s sunburnt face. He looked
as if he were enjoying his visit to the
Old Country, and found his surround-
ings at Rookwood School congenial.
Two junic-s, peering from the door-
way of the first study, exchanged a
grin.

“Now for it!” murmured Peele.

Mr. Smedley glanced at the two as
he came abreast of the study door-
way, and gave Peelo and Gower a
kindly nod.

He strode on towards the end study,
where hs expected to meet his cousin,
Jimmy Silver of the Fourth, Pecle
and Gower glanced after him with
breathless interest, expecting the
catastrophe
of Study No. 2 a fat figure rolled,
intercepting the big Canadian. 1t
was Reginald Muffin, more commonly
known in the Rookwood Fourth as
Tubby

Myr. 8medley stopped.

“(iood-afternocon, sir!"” said Tubby
brightly. ’

Mr. Smedley smiled. Possibly he
foundt something entertaining in
Tubby Muffin's unusual ecircumfer-
cnee.

“I haven't had a chanco of speak-
ing to you yet, Mr. Smedley,” went
on Reginald Muffin,

But from the doorway |

By Owen Conquest>

(Continued from previous page.)

“ Now's your chance, I guess,” said
the big Canadian good-humouredly.
* Fire away |"”

“I'm Jimmy's best pal, you know,”
said Tubby. "My name's Muffin—
Reginald Muffin =~ As Jimmy's de-
tained ir the Form.room, 1
I'd come and look after you.”

“Jimmy's detained, is he!' said
Mr. Smedley.

Pecle and Gower exchanged & look
of disgust. It was just ke Tubby
Muffin to ““butt in " unconsciously,
and spoil everything,

“Yes. Old Dalton got his rag out,
you know,” said Tubby. * They're
lagged till half-past twelve. Dalton's
a beast, you know !

Mr Bmedley looked stern.

“ Arve you speaking of Mr. Dalton,
your Form master I he asked,

thought

“Yes A regular beast!” said
Tubby.

“You young rascal |

“Eh?”

“If you speak of your Form master
in that manner——'

“1—1 mean he's not a beast !’ stam-
mered Tubby Muffin. * Not at all!
The Head’s a beast, but Mr. Dalton is
—i3 simply topping! - We're no end
fond of him in t]lni'].i‘ourrh."

“The Head is what{"

“I—1 mean—->"

“You are a young rascal, sir !’ said
Mr. Smedley severely, and he circum.
navigated Tubby Muffin, and walked

on,
Tubby blinked after him in dismay.
It was Tubby’s intention to in-
gratiate himselt with the Canadian
gentleman, but his methods did not
seem well-chosen, ' Tubby, as well as
Peele, had heard some of the whis-
red conversation of the Fistical
our in the Form-room that morn-
ing; and Tubby’s idea was that, if
there was going to be a holiday in
Canada, the party would not be com-
{sleto without Reginald Muffin. So
ong as his fare was paid, and plenty
of tuck
to roug
West.
He rushed after the Canadian
gentleman, his fat little fegs going at
a terrific rate to overtake Mr. Hudson
Smedley's long strides.
“I—1 say, sh—"

n

vided, Tubby was prepared
it in the wild and woolly

humouredly. He was not pleased
with Master Muffin; but good-
humeur scemed to be his leading
characteristie.

“ Certainly !” said Tubby. “What
do you want me to get?” :

i 1

“T'll get anything you like, sir.”

Mr. Smedley looked at him, Then
he grinned, as he realised that
Reginald Muflin did not catch on to
the meaning of the American verb
“ig get.”

“1 mean, vamoose the ranch,” he
explained.

* Wha-a-at'?"”

“Travel I” further elucidated Mr.
Smedley.

“0Oh ! said Tubby. He could con-
jugate the verb “to travel.” * But—
but, I say, sir, I'm going to look after
you while wy old pal Jimmy is
detained.”

“1 guess youre real good,” said
Mr. Smedley, with a touch of sarcasm,
“But I can look after myself, zome.”

And he strode on.

Tubby Muffin was not to be dis-
missed so casily as all that. He was
going to make himself agreecable to
Mr. Hudson Smedley, somehow.
While the Canadian gentleman was
waiting in the end study it was a
chanco for Tubby to impress him
with his fascinating qualities. The
fat junior hurried along the passage
with Mr. Smedley.

“Here's the study, sir!" gasped
Tubby, a little out of breath as the
end study was reached.

guess I know
youngster !”

" Here you ave, sir!”

Tubby Muffin politely  opened the
door of the end study for Mr.
Smedley to enter

Certainly Master Muffin had not the
remotest suspicion of what was to
follow the opening of the door,

Crash !

“ Yaroooooogh !

A terrifie yell rang along the Fourlh
Form passage.

the room,

“Oh, get 1” said Mr. Smedley good- |

A floogd of flour enveloped Muffin.

It smothered him. It covered his
head and his fat face and his large
| cars, It rolled down his neck, 1t
swamped his clothes, and it floated
into his capacious mouth as it was
opened to yell.

“Gurrrrrrrgggh 1"

“Great Gophers!” ejaculated M.
Smedley,

“ Wurrrrrrggggh !

Tubby Muffin stood in the doorway
of the end study, a figure of spotless
white, gurgling and gasping.

“Qooouch | Mooooch | Grooocogh 1

My, Smedley grinned. He could
not help it. Tubby Muffin's aspect
at that moment was funny.

The fat junior gasped and gurgled
and spluttered, and gouged at his eyes
with his fat hands.

“Qoooch! Ohdear! Ow! I'm
smothered ! That horrid beast, Silver,
is=—— Qocoooch! Groooogh! Oh
crikey !”

. “1 guess you've got it, Master
Muffin,” said Mr. Smedley.

“Qoocoooch! Grooogh !

Tubby staggered into the passage,
still gasping and gouging. Mr.
Smedlay stepped farther away from
him. He did not want any flour.
Tubby left a white trail where he
moved, and spread clouds of Hour
around him. Peele and Gower, from
the other end of the passage, stared at

* Here we are I” said Jimmy Silver.
“We'va been detainec—""

“I know that, Muffin told me.
You seem to have rigged up a little
surprise for your visitor I’ said the
Canadian gentleman dryly.

Jimmy Silver stared at the flour on
the floor and understood.

“A—a—a booby-trap!” he ejacu-
lated.

“I guess s0.”

Jimmy erimsoned.

“We knew nothing about it,” he
exclaimed.  “Mr. Smedley, you
couldn't think we would—"

“Some rotler's heen here while
we've been detained in the Form-
room | exclaimed Lovell wrathfully,

Mr. Smedley gave the juniors a
searching glance.

“You ecouldn't
exclaimed Jimmy,

“1 guess 1 can take your word,
anyhow,” said Mr. Smedley, his brow
clearing. “I should have got it if
Maeter Muffin hadn’t butted in, that's
sure. 1 was going to wait for you in
the study.”

“Tubby’s come in useful for once,”
grinned Raby.

“T'll jolly well find out who did it 1"
exclaimed Jimmy Silver in great
wrath. *“Some chap who heard us
talking in the Form-room, of course,
and knew that Mr. Smedley was

»

suspect us

coming here——"

7 7
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ROUGH ON MUFFIN!

Ae Tubby Muffin opened the door of

the end study for Mr. Smedley to

enter the paper bag of flour ?{ashndkd!awn on his head, bursting as
struc

him. The booby-trap had been a
great success; only it had caught the
wrong vietim.

“Mmmmmmm ! gurgled Tubby.
“They set it for me, you know—
oooch !—that beast Silver—ow [—or
that other beast, Lovell—ooooch !
I'm smothered! I'm chook-chook-
choked—— Oocoooch !

Mr. Smedley knitted his brows.

“] guess that little joke was meant
{for me,” he remarked. “I guess I
was expected in this study, and yon
were not, Master Muffin.”

“Qooooch "

Tubby Muffin staggered away. In
his present floury. state he had for-
gotten all desire to make himself
agreeable to the rancher. He was
only thinking now of getting rid of
the flour

There was a rush of {ootsteps on the
stairs, as four juniors came scamper-
ing up. The Fistical Four, the
moment their detention was over,
headed for the end study at top speed.
They almost rushed into Tubby
Muffin in the Fourth Form passage,
but fortunately stopped in time.

“What on earth's that?” yelled
Lavell.

“Ha, ha, ha

“Grooogh! Rotters!”

Tubby Muffin. “0Ooooch !

And hé rushed away to the nearest
bath-room. Jimmy Silver Co.
trotted along the passage, and ountside
the end study M., Smedley met them,
with a grim frowa on his sunburnt
brow,

spluttered

“Come in, won't you, sir?” mur-
mured Newcome.

Mr. Smedley nodded, and strode
into the study. Lovell rushed away
for a broom to sweep up the Hour.
The rancher was about to sit down in
the study armchair when he paused
suddenly. Possibly the booby-trap at
the door had made his suspicious, or
perhaps he waa accustomed to keeping
his keen eyes well about him, At all
events, he observed just in time that
the wellworn seat of the armchair
was sticky with treacle, A whole tin
of treacle seemed to have been ex-
pended in preparing that armchair
for a visitor.

“8it  down, Raby
hospitably.

“T'Il guess I'll stand for a bit,”
said Mr. Smedley. “There appears
to be some humorous young galoots
loose in this school. Will you ask
Master Peele to step here, Jimmy?”

“Peele?” repeated Jimmy. Peele
of the Fourth had already exercised
his misdirected gifts of humour at Mr.
Smedley’s expense the previous day;

Ty 1Y

sir said

a fact the Canadian had not forgotten,

“Ves. He's in the study at the
other end of the passage.”

“Was it Peele—"

“1 guess 1 want to speak {o that
young gentleman.”

“1'1 fetch him.”

Jimmy Silver hurried from the end
study and seudded down the passage.
He found Peele and Gower grinning
in their study.  They ceased to grin
as the eaptain of the Fourth locked in.

Heaps of surpﬁ‘ses on the way—wat&h BOYS’ FRIEND Chat!

speak to you.” !

“Tell your cousin Smedley to go
?nd‘ chop chips,” answered Peele,
‘P'm ot interested in his converea-

::-_ il you come??
LA

), 1 won't 1”

“‘¥our mistake — you will!"”
answered Jimmy Silver, And he
seized Cyril Peele by the collay and

whirled him out into the passage,
" 1 . " 3,
ggo!” roared Peele.

“This way !"”

The slacker of the Fouwrth had no
chance in Jimmy Silver's musecular
grip. He was propelled along the
Fourth Form passage io the end
study.

“Let go, you rotter! I'll come!”
he gasped. And wunder Jimmy's
watchful eye Pecle walked rather
breathlessly into the end study.

Mr. Smedley gave him a smile and
2 nod.

“Come in! You egeem to a very
humorous young fellow, Master Pecle,
Very expert in booby-traps—what?”
“I—I know nothing about it!”
gasped Peele,
“I guess I noticed when I passed
you at your door, that there was flour

on your clothes,” vemarked Mr.
Smedley. “We cut our eye-teeth
early out in Saskatchewan, you
know."”

Peele gave a start. He glanced
down - guiltily, and reddened as he
noted the tell-tale signs of Mour on
his Etons.

“I]—I—I—" he stammered.

“8it down while we talk it over,”
said Mr. Smedley, dropping a heavy
kand on Peele’s shoulder, and iwirling
him to the armchair.

Peele  resisted +* desperately. = He
knew what was in that chair.

“I—I'd rather stand—"? he
gasped.

“Why?" asked the Canadian gen

tleman, smiling. * Why not &it down
in that comfortable old chair?”

“I—I'd rather not!” spluttered
Peele, squirming in the museular grip
that was fastened on his shoulder like
a vice.

Lovell had returied with the
broom. .The Fistical Foul staved at
the scene. They had not observed ihe
treacle yet, and they did not eatch on.

“Oh, sit down for a few minutes,
my boy {7 urged Mr. Smedley.

“I—I won't!” gasped Peele.

His back was to the armchair, and
certainly he could not see what was
in it. Buat he koew that his intended
victim had scen. :

“You won't?” asked the rancher,
with a smile.

“N-no! Leggo!”

“1 guess you will 1"

Mr. Smedley’s tone was suddenly
grim. His powerful grasp forced the
junior back into the armchair, and
Peple sat down helplessly with a
squelching squash.

“Ow!" gasped Peele.
bags! Oh!”

“Treacle!” yelled Lovell,

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Peele sat in the treacle and glaved.
It was soaking through his trousers
as he sat there helplessly in the
powerful grip of tlie Canadian gentle-
nan.

“Let me go!” he yelled.

Myr. Smedley burst into a laugh.

“0Oh, my

“1 guess that's enough,” he ¥o
marked, “You can get, Master
Peele.”

He released the junior.

Master Pecle was only too glad io
“ret.” He squelched out of the
treacly armchair, his lower garmente
dripping with the sticky fluid. With
a face like a demon in a paniomime,
Pecle rushed to tha door, oozing
treacle. But although Mr. Sinedlev
had done with him. Jimmy Silver &
Co. had not. The Fistical Four
realised that iheir gueel might have
suspected them of laying booby-traps
for him, and they knew that thai was
what Peele had intended. And s0 as
Peele fled through the doorway four
pairs of hands were laid on him.

Bump !

Cyril Peele sat down—in the flonr!

“Roll him over!” roared Lovell

¢“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 guess—"" began Mr, Smedicy.
But for the moment the dis=
tinguished visitor was not heeded.

Peele, struggling and yelling, was

rolled over in-the four, tillvhe had ¢

maoped up most of it with his elothes,
his hair, and his feaiures. Then he
was rolled into the passage.

He lay there, gasping and
spluttering. :
But he did not lay long. Lovell

swept out what was left of the flour

d
“Ah, Alaster Peele,” he said.:

N
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with the broom; and Peele picked | jumped back just in time {o save his | the doot of the end study, had heard | strode on with his long, springy “ And then ten miles home——"
gy

himself up and fled, " gasping - =nd
sneezing and gurgling, in a sadder
state than Tubby Muffin. He burst
into his study at the other end of the
passage, smothered with flour, sticky
with treacle, and crimson with rage.
Gower gave a yell at the sight of
him,

. '“Ha, ha, ha! You look a picture,
Peele! Ha, ha, ha! Yarooooogh!”
added Gower in a roar, as his in-
furiated chum rushed upon him and
smote him hip and thigh. By the
time Gower escaped he was in almost
as shocking a state as Peele.

The 4th Chapter.
Glorious !

“8it down, cousin Smedley—not the
armchair!”  added Jimmy Silver
hastily.

Cousin Smedley laughed, and sat on
a corner of the study table, which
creaked under his weight

“You had something to say to us
alter class?" said Jimniy.

“1 guess s0,” said Mr. Smedley.
“ At least, I had something to say to
you, Jimmy.”

The Co. glanced at one another.
“Belter pitch it to the lot of us,
sir," murmured Lovell.  “You see,
we're really Jimmy's kecpe it

“You cheeky asst”
Jimmy Silver warmly.

“Come, come,” said Mr. Smedley.
“It's about the vacation, Jimmy.
I've talked to your father about it,
amd he is agreeable. He thinks it
would be a good thing for you to see
4 little of the world. How do you like
the idea of a holiday on a ranch in
Canada "

Jimmy Silver's eyes danced.

* Oh, ripping !" he exclaimed.

Lovell & Co. exchanged another
giance and drew to the door. They
telt that it was up to them to leave
Mr. Smedley and Jimmy to them-
selves; but as they went, they gave
their  chum extremely c-xpre;sive
looks.  Those looks told him, as
plainly as looks could, that, unless
he fixed it for his chums to accom-
pany him to Canada, the conse-
quences would be dire—so dire that
Junmy, indeed, would not be in a
condition to cross the ocean. Lovell
added to the effect of his expressive
looks by shaking a warning fist at
Jimmy as he ﬁ*ft the study-—Mr.
Smedley’s back being turned to the
door. But just as Lovell’s fist was
shaken, the Canadian gentleman
glanced round, and Arthur Fdward
Lovell met his  astonished glance,
with his fist still ' brandished in the
air.

Lovell crimsoned, and shut the
door hastily,  Jimmy Silver's face
was red as he met his cousin's
amused look,

“Well, what do you
Jimmy ?" asked the rancher.

““That's  soon said,” answered
Jimmy.  “I'd like it né end.”

“Mind, it won't be like Rookwood

i

exclaimed

think,

or like your home,” said Mr.
!fir:';_edlei. “The Windy River Ranch
is in the west of Canada, and you

won't find electric light and warm
baths and French chefs there.”

Jimmy laughed.

“I fancy I can
answered, “ But

“A “but’ already!"” grinned Mr.
Smedley,

“N-no! But ¥ Jimmy coughed,
*Clould my pals come?”

“How many 7"

“Three,” said Jimmy, at once,
“They'd like it no end—and—T don't
think T ought to desert them for the
vac, You see, we always fix it up to
gpend the holidays together.”

Mr. Smedley looked thoughtful.

“*The more the merrier, in a way,"”
he said.  “But it will really mean
roughing it, Jimmy. Any galoot
that is soft would not have a good
time on the Windy River ranch.”

Jimmy flushed.

“We're not soft at Rookwood,” he
said warmly,

“1 guess I'm going to make sure
of that before I take you out west,”
said Mr. Bmedley coolly. *No use
landing a set of invalids on the
ranch to be sent home this side up
with care, what? T guess I'm going
to put you to the test and see what
you're made of—and your friends,
toe."”

# Any old thing,”

“Done !

Mr. Smedley
table.

“You'll be ready to take a little
walle after lessons?” he asked. “I
puess [ want to see some of the
countryside hereabouts.”

“Yes, rather,” said Jimmy.

“0.K., then.”

Mr. Smedley opened the study
door; and there was a gasping ex-
clamation outside, Tubby Bﬁu

,rou gh it,” he

said Jimmy.

slid off the study

fat person from being trodden on.

“I—1 wasn't listening "' he gasped.

“You young galoot!"

_ Tubby Muffin still showed traces of
flour. But he was newly washed and
brushed.

“I—1I say, Jimmy, thanks for put-
ting in a word for me,” he gasped.
“I'll come with pleasure.”

“ What [ ujm:ullait‘{l Jimmy Bilver.

*1 shall like a vacation in Canada
no end,” said Tubby, beaming. "I
say, Mr. Smedley But Mr.
Hudson Smedley was striding away
down the passage, deaf to Reginald

n.

“1 say, Jimmy, won't it be rip-
ping " said Tubby.

“Hathead "

“It's awfully kind of Mr. Smedley
to ask me—"

“You're not
duffer.”

“0Of course, it was because I saved
him from the booby-trap,” said
Tubby, unheeding. “I knew it was
there, you know, and—and——"

“Cheese it !" said Jimmy Silver.

He left the end study to search for
his chums, = Lovell and Raby and
Newcome were waiting for him in the
quadrangle, and they grected himn
with eager looks.

“All serene,” said Jimmy Silver
cheerily. *Us four.”

*“Hurrah 1

“We're to turn up for a walk with
My, Smedley after lessons,” said
Jimmy, with a grin.

asked, you fat

“1 fancy he's

most of the talk between Jimmy and
his Canadian cousin, and knew that
the Wild West trip was setlled—and
Tubby was quite determined that he
was going. He felt that he had a
right to go. He had intended to
intlict himself upon Jimniy at home
that - vacation. If Jimmy wasn't
going to be at home, obviously
Tubby's only alternative was to
inflict himself upon Jimmy abroad.
This  seemed clear and logical to
Reginald Muffin—though, perhaps,
not convincing to Jimmy.

Mr. Bmedley gave the fat Classical
a glance. Tubby bestowed upon him
a nod and & grin.

“Wae're ready,” he remarked.

“Oh!” said the rancher, with a
rather puzzled look.

“I've got over it, sir,” said Tubby.

“Eh! Over what?"”

“That awful shock when I went
into the booby-trap to save you, sir,”
said Tubby.

“To—to save me?"

“Just that!” said Muffin. “I1-I
rushed in, sir, to—to save you—only
just in time. I—I'm that kind of
chap, you know—always deing these
generous, devoted things.”

*“ Holy smoke ! said Mr. Smedley.

“I'd do more than that for a man
I really like,” beamed Tubby. “ Yon
see, as Jimmy's my best pal, he wants
me to come to Canada with him. I'm
not going to refuse.”

“You fat duffer!” growled Jimmy
Silver.

stride that seemed to carry him over
the ground without effort, deaf to the
voice of the:charmer. The Fistical
Four grinned and followed. Tubby
Muffin did not grin—he groaned.
But he followed on, A holiday in
Canada was to be the reward of that
walk, aud Reginald Muffin was deter-
mined niot to give in,

“Three miles to Latcham!” read
out Mr. Smedley from a signpost.
“Good I

Tubby spluttered.

“I-—1 say, are we going as far as
Latcham 7"

“We'll make Latcham the starting-
place for our little ramble, I guess,”
answered Mr. Bmedley genially.

“The—the—the starting-place ?”

“Sure!”

“Oh crikey !”

If a spot three or four miles from
Rookwood was to be the starting-
place for that ramble, Tubby Muffin
wondered in a horrified way, how far
that awful ramble was to extend.

Bu' he plugged on manfully.

Sof long as his fat little legs held
out, l'ubby was not going to lose the
chance of a holiday in Canada. If
“legging it " could work the oracle,
Tubby was prepared to leg it till his
legs failed him.

Unfortunately for the fat junior his
legs were showing signs of failure
already.  They were not accustomed
to these strenuous exertions.

Tubby Muffin dragged behind the

PEELE IN THE WARS!

Paele, struggling and yelling, was rolled over in the flour, till he had
mopped up most of it with his clothea, his hair, and his features.
he was rolled into the passage, and Lovell swept out what was left of the flour on to him,

Then

going to put us through it. to see
now much we can stand. Let him !”

“Yes, rather !" said Lovell. * We'll
walk him off his Transatlantic legs, if
he likes !”

“I say, Jimmy, I'm coming!”
hooted Tubby Muffin, * Didn’t Mr,
Smedley mention me specially "'

“*No, you silly ass; he didn't men-
tion you at all I grunted the captain
of the Fourth. :

“Not after I rushed in and saved
him from the booby-trap i

“ Ass 1"

“ Look here, Jimmy——-

* Fathead !”

The dinner-bell rang, and the Fisti-
cal Four went in to dinner in great
spirits, They were already dreaming
dreams of the Wild West—of bound-
less rolling prairies, of soaring snow-
capped . mountains, of
bronchos and grizzly bears, and
Arthur Edward Love!ll was con-
sidering seriously, whether he could
borrow Mr. Dalton's old Army re-
volver to take with him |

-

"

The 5th Chapter.
A Little Walk.

After classes that day, Jimmy
Bilver & Co. met cousin Smedley at
the school gates. They were first at
the appointment on this occasion—
standing ready for Mr. Hudson
Smedley, when he came striding
along to join them, a smile on his
bronzed face. Tubby Muffin was
with the Fistical Four, Short of
kicking Reginald Muffin, there was
no means of inducing him to depart;
and Tubby Muffin meant to stick.

fin * Tubby, having had a fat ear glued to

bucking

“I ghall like it on end, sir, at Sas-
katchewbasea,” said Tubby.

“Where?” gasped Mr. Smedley.

“Isn't it Saskatchewabasca?” asked
Tubby. Tubby really was not strong
in geography. “I—I mean Athabas-
chewan.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Mr, Hudson
Smedley. *Come, let's be off, my
lads. I'm going to give you a stiff
walk to see what you're made of, If
Master Muffin keeps on to the finish
he shall come to Canada.” y

““Oh, good!” gasped Tubby.

The Fistical Four grinned as they
started with Mr, Smedley. They
were sturdy and extremely fit fellows;
but they knew pretty well that they
were going to be tested hard. As for
Tubby Muffin, he had about as much
chance of keeping up with Mr,
Hudson Smedley as with a racing car,

But Tubby was quite resolute. He
rolled after the party down the road
to (loombe, every mnow and then
breaking into a trot to keep pace with
the Canadian rancher's long strides.

By the time they reached the vil-
lage Tubby had bellows to mend; and
he pauvsed outside the village tuck-
ghop.

“I—I say, Mr. Smedley—"

“ Hallo I

“Will you sample the ginger-
beer 7" asked Tubby. *“They've got
jolly good ginger-beer here, Mr.

Bmedley.”
“1 guess not, thanks.”
“The jam-tarts are fine!”
“Come on.”
“They've got jolly good dough-

nuts——"
Mr, Smedley did not heed, He

party, and more than once he yelped
out to them to go slower and give a
fellow a chance. Mr. Bmedley, whose
good-humour was still a conspicuous
quality, slacked down a little. But
what the big rancher considered a
snail's pace was something like a foot-
race to Reginald Muffin.

He had to trot now, and he plugged
along the dusty road with sinking
gpirits, almost in a state of despair.
His vacation in Canada seemed
farther and farther off now. He be-
gan to 'wonder whether he would ever
live to see Saskatchewabasca or
Athabaschewan !

Tubby felt more dead than alive

when the walkers reached Latcham,

His fat face was crimson with exer-
tion, streaming with perspiration.
Mr, Smedley paused and looked at a
s1gnpast.

“Tive miles to Oakshott !” he said.
“This way."

Groan from Tubby Muffin.

So far as Tubby was concerned Mr.
Smedley might as well have said five

hundred miles, or five hundred
leagues.
“Come on!”™ said Mr. Smedley

liriskly.

Groan! X

“1 think Tubby's done!” grinned
Lovell,

“Put it on, Muffin!" said Mr.
Smedley. encouragingly. *This is
nothing to what you'd have to do on

the Windy River ranch.  It's only
five miles to Oakshott——"

Groan !

“After that we have six miles

round to Heathfield—"
Groan !

“Put it on!”

Tubby Muffin sat down on a mile-
stone and pgroaned in anguish of
spirit. How he had done four miles
and still survived he really did not
know, He knew that he couldn't
walk back to Rookwood by the direct
route—and as for going round by
Oakshott, Heathfield, and the heath,
Tubby would not have attempted that
if Mr. Smedley had offered hiin the
Windy River ranch as a gift.

Mr. Smedley's bronzed countenance
relaxed into a grin.

“I guess you're not up to Canadian

form, Master Muffin,” hLe . said.
“You'd better turn back.”

“Ow! T can’t walk home!”

“Oh, holy smoke!” said Mr.
Bmedley.

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“There's a railway-station in
Latcham,” grinned Jimmy Silver.
“Bhall weo chuck Muffin into a
train ?"

“I guess sol” grinned My
Smedley,

“You'll have to carry me to the
railway-station !” said Tubby Muffin,
“I—I—I"m dying!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh! You awful beasts

“Let's help poor old Tubby,” said

Lovell. “I'll take one of his ears,
Jimmy, end you take the other.
Pull I

**Yarooooogh 1"

With that kind of assistance Tubby
Muffin found that he could rise from
the milestone, and walk., His fat face
was a picture of suffering and wrath
as he tottered to the railway-station
in Latcham. Mr, Smedley took his
ticket, and almost lifted him into a
railway-carriage. Tubby Muffin sal
there and groaned as the train moved
ont of the station. His trip to
Canada evidently was “off.” In.
deed, if exertions like this were to
oceur on the Windy River ranch,
Tubby decided that he did not acant
to visit the place. He would not have
gone to that ranch on any terms short
of being kidnapped and carried there
by force. .

Jimmy Silver & Co. chuckled as
they resumed their walk with Mr.
Hudson Smedley. But as the miles
lengthened out under their feet they
began to look serious. Mr. Smedley
seemed made of iron or steel—miles
made no difference to him. But they
began to tell on the Fistical Four,
and footsteps began to drag,

But the chums of the Fourth were
made of very different stuff from
Tubby Muffin. They kept on reso-
lutely, determined not to give in, or
even to show a sign of fatigue, if they
could help it. They were going to
keep up till they fairly dropped on the
road—anything was better than allow
ing the Canadian to think that they
were “soft.” So they tramped on,
and when Mr. Smedley asked them
presetitly how they were enjoying
their little ramble, they answered
with one voice:

“ Fine "

The 6th Chapter.
Qoing Through It.

“Stop, you!"”

“Great Scott !” gasped Lovell.

The Rookwood party were follow-
ing a footpath through a wood that
lay between Heathfield and Coombe.
It was a lonely path, and the dusk
was falling, Mr.  Smedley was
striding en as springily as ever; but
the Fistical Four tramped heavily and’
doggedly now, And suddenly, from
the trees, five roughly-clad men
rushed out and surrounded the party.

“Footpads!” ejaculated Jimmy
Silver.

“Now then, stop!” shouted the
leader of the gang, brandishing a
heavy bludgeon threateningly.

Mer. Smedley halted, and the juniois
gathered round him. TFive buris.
ruffianly footpads, bludgeon in hand,
surrounded them on the lonely wood
land path, It was an amazing scene
to the Rookwood juniors. Footpads
were not absolutely unknown in the
neighbourhood, but an attack from
ruffianly gang like this was a sur
prising experience. Mr. Smediey
slipped his lntml to his hip-pocket.

*1 guess— he began,

“Collar him! Never mind the
kids 1™

Two of the ruffians threw ther

selves upon the Canadian. He wernt

heavily to grass, struggling in their

clutches. “The kids can go,” said

the ruffian who had first spoken.

“Cut off, you youngsters. Turn ouf

that bloke's pockets, mates,” ~
Mr. Smedley struggled.

(Continued overleaf.)

“Jimmy Silver & Co, Out West!”’—Next Monday’s Magnificent Story of the Famous Fistical Four of Rookwood School. Don’t miss it.
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“Run for i*, you boys ! he gasped.

Jimmy Silver & Co. did not run.
They had little chance in tackling the
gang of footpads—every one of them
a  burly rufian armed with a.
bludgeon, . But fo run and leave the
Canadian gentleman to be robbed,
and perhaps maltreated, was not to
be thought of.

“Come on, you fellows!” panted
Jimmy Silver desperately.

“Back up!” shouted Lovell,

The juniors rushed desperately to
the attack,

That attack seemed to be rather,
unexpected. Two of the . footpads
went down under hefty blows, and
another backed away, If they had
used their bludgeons matters would
have gone hard with the juniors. But
fortunately they did not use their
weapaons. ’

“Back up, Rookwood!” roared
Lovell as he closed with one of the
ruffians and strove to bring him to
the ground.

“0Oh, my eye !” ‘

“Give 'em socks!” yelled Raby.

The Fistical Four were tired from
their long tramp. But they forgot
fatigue in their excitement.

With  desperate  energy
tackled the gang of footpads.

The iwo men who were grasping
My, Smedley left him, and turned
their attention to the juniors.

Mr., Smedley sat up in the grass.

He did not rise to his feet, but sat
there, watching the wild and whirl-
ing combat around him,

That circumstance would have
istonished the Rookwooders, if they
had had time to observe it.  Dut
their hands were full with the foot-

they

pads. :
Each of them ,was struggling
with a burly rufian, and though

utterly outmatched, each was giving
Iis adversary plenty of trouble.

But superior atren;fth told, and
the juniors were slammed down
into the grass, with a powerful knee
planted on each of them, pinning
them to the ground.

They still struggled furiously,
breathlessly, but they werc power-
leas,

“You young vips!” roared the

leadér of the gang, *Will you clear
off quiet if we let you go?”
““No!" panted Jimmy Silver.

“No, you rotters!” gasped
Laovell
TSNS

“8mash 'em, Bill!”

“You bet !” 3

A bludgeon whirled in the air
over Jinimy Silver's upturned face.
He made a desperate effort, and
tore himself loose, and rolled out of
the way. The man who was holding
him pitched forward, and fell in the
grass; and Jimmy clutched at the:
bludgeéon and tore it away. Tt
swept into the air, in Jimmy's
grasp, and in another moment it
would have crashed on the footpad’s
head.

A cudden grip on Jimmy's arm
stopped him and arrested the blow.

“That will do, 1 guess!” said a
quiet voice.

It was Mr., Smedley who had
grasped him. .

“Let me——" gasped Jimmy.

“1 guess that’s enough.”

Mr. Smedley made a sign to the
footpads, and the juniors were
released.  Jimmy Silver & Co.
staggered to their feet, breathless,
exhausted, and utterly amazed by
this sudden and unexpecled turn of
events,

To their amazement, the five foot-
pads were grinning now, and Mr.
Smedley was smiling.

Jimmy Silver wondered, 1_'01' a
moment, whether he was dreaming.

* All right, guv'nor?"” asked one
of the ruffians,

“I guess so, Enough's as good

as a feast!” =aid Mr, Hudson
Smedley.

“Wha-a-at—" stuttered Lovell.
“What the merry thump—"

gasped Newcome blankly.

sLike fellows in a dream, the
Fistical Four watched Mr. Smedlev.
He took out a purse, and handed a
pound-note to each of the footpads.
The five grinning tramps touched
their ragged hats, and walked away
into the wood.

Then the Canadian
twrned to the juniors.

“Well done!” he remarked.
Jimmy Silver fairly blinked at
him. He was not quite sure that
he was awake.

“ But—but what——" he
mered.

“What the thump—"'
“How the dickens—-"

“I guess I'm real sorry,” said
AMr, Smedley as ho looked at the
dusty, dishevelled, breathless
juniors. “I didn't reckon you were
such fiery young fire-eaters. Lucky
1 stopped you from giving that
! galoot a sockdolager with his own

rancher

stam-
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Your Eaiter = always pileased to near from his readers upon any subject.

Address yo

etters to: Editor, * Boys' Friend,”” The Fleetway House,

Farringdon Street, London, E.C. 4,

ROOKWOOD RANCHERS,

An extra specially fine number of the
" Boys' Friend" is in your hands this
week, and 1 know thé great yarn of
Jimmy Silver and his Rookwood chums
will appeal to everybody. It opens up a
splendid vista of new and attractive
possibilities, and Mr. Owen Conguest is
not the man to miss a single chance
offered by this wonderful tour in the
wilds. I told you that a big surprise
was in store, and here it is. I shall be
cager to know what you think of this
extra-long yarn of the famous characters
who have figured in such a lot of topping
stories.

“JiMmMY SILVER & CO. OUT
WEST !

Next week's Rookwood tale is of the
sime inereased length as this week. In
t we get right into the thick of things,
ind Jimmy and his friends have a taste
f life on the prairie which is thrilling.
I'ne cousin of the Rookwood leader has
sone on to the ranch, leaving hizs young
visitors to rest after the fatigues of the
jonrney. But Jimmy Silver & Cc. do not
‘eel that they are im any specisl peed of
ranguility; they decide to follow on on
their own. So a chore-boy is told off as
suide across the wilds, and the cicerone,
15 {ou might call him, fancies he has to
teal with a party of helpless greenhorns.
e expends a good bit of, time and
trouble over-the business of pulling the
lega of the newcomers, but the manner
in which he is disillusioned is refreshing
in the extreme. There is never any
change worth mentioning to be got out
of Jimmy Silver & Co. when they are at
iiome on their native heath, i.e., at Rook-
wood, It makes not a pin of difference
when the scene is- changed to the
Western wilds. The chore-boy comes to

realise that he woke up the wrong pas-
senger, and gets to feel somewhat sorry
for himself. For Rookwood turns the
tables on him, and the young Westerner
wishes Le had not spoken. There is an
exciting encounter with a rustler, and
eventually. the party reach the ranch
safe and sound, much to the surprise of
Jimmy's cousin, whd was far from
expecting them,

“ CAST-IRON CASSIDY ! "

Next Monday's story of Rollo Dayton
is a rousing boxing narrative full of pep.
Look out for it. It is bound to fascinate
vou; and I know another effect it will
have, for nobody could read this, the
latest hy Walter Edwards, without feel-
ing increased respect for that writer's all
round knowledge of sport.

RETURN OF " BULLDOGQ "
HOLDFAST.

For weeks past 1 have been receiving
requests for another yarn of Harry Hold-
fast. Well, next Monday the celehrated
" Bulldog " will take the boards again.
“The Men of Vengeance!” is great. It
will prove enthralling, and it will also
revive all the cheery old memories of
the magnificent fellow, who goes to meet
difficultics in zo debonnair a style. It
is all so patural. You remember the
earlier yarns—the studio mystery, the
radium affair, the secret down by the
waterside. They were all ripping, and
the character of the *“Bulldog" stood
out vividly—a man who took the keenest
interest in life, and enjoyed it, though,
&s he has shown over and over again, he
is ready when need be to lay his own
down to serve a right canse. Well, “The
Men of Vengeance!" will enhance the
reputation of Holdfast. I am glad to

club, Jimmy. I guess he’s earned
his tip without that.”

“His — his  tip!”  stammered
Jimmy. :
A light dawned uvpon Jimmy

Silver's mind. Five desperate foot-
pads in a guiet Sussex wood seemed
very surprising—in faet, too sur-
prising to be genuine, Jimmy
understood at last.

“Spoofed!” he gasped.

“Wha-a-at—"" exclaimed Lovell.

“It was a putup job!” ex-
claimed Jimmy Silver indignantly.
“Look here, Mr. Smedley, this is
too jolly bad of you!”

“A—a—a putup job!" said
Lovell blankly. ‘““Oh, my hat!”

“Fixed up while we were at les-
sons this afternoon,” said Jimmy, in
great disgusf. “He's given those
tramps a quid each to pretend to Le

footpads——""
“0Oh, my hat!” &
“ And—and we  thought—"

gasped Newcome.

“What a rotten practical joke!"
said Raby. rubbing his nose. ' Like
one of Peele’s beastly tricks! TLook
here, Mr. Smedley——"

“Rotten !” growled Lovell.

Mr. Smedley burst into a laugh.

“I guess you young galoots have
played up well,” he said. “ You see,
I told you I was going to put you
to the test before I could take you
out West, This. was the test.”

“QOh 1" said Jimmy,

“I—I .see!” stuttered Lovell.
“Look here, did you think we would
cut and run and leave you to be
robbed, if they'd been real {foot-
pads ¥"

“1 guess that's what T was out to
see,” answered Mr, Smedley calmly.
“1 wanted to know the stuff you
were made of. Ii's turmed out all
right.  You're the right stuff.
Cheerio! Don't worry about a
thump or two.”

The juniors grinned. A few hard
knocks did not matter very much to
the Fistical Four of Rookwood.
And they were fecling very satis-
fied at having come so well through
that unexpected test.

“Come on!” said Mr. Hudson
Smedley. “We've got a good
many’ miles more before us.”

“No more footpads, I
atked Lovell suspiciously.

“Ha, ha! None!”

And the Rookwooders tramped on.
But the Canadian gentlerman had
mercy on them at last; and the final
six miles were done in a taxicab

hope 17’

have him back in the pages of the “ Boys’
Friend.” ™ #

OUR SERJALS.

“8Beund the Eternal!” and “ The Phantom

Pirate!” are booming along in the best

style. They are both aces of trumps, the

i;,‘rc_;ﬂg cards of fiction, packed with
rills,

SOMETHING AHEAD. *

Coming events cast their shadows be-
fore, though there is very little shadow
about-the work of that author, who has
jumped bang into popularity, thanks to
his eapital atories of Danesbury School.
I refer, of course, to Peter Foy. It is
fair to call him a new discovery in boys'
authors, He has the gift for school work,
and In reading his delightful yarns you
get thinking of other masters of this sort
of thing, men like P. G. Wodehouse,
whose tales linger very pleasantly in the
memory long after they have been read,
I am delighted to think that ere long we
shall hear again of Peter Foy and the
Boys of Danesbury. If I am not much
mistaken, the story of Danesbury in this
week’s number will enjoy one of those
quick, immediate, downright successes,
which leave no doubt at all of the endur-
ing merit and sound quality of a writer's
stuff. But that's for T‘Jhe future.

COMPETITION AND FOOTER.

These attractions will be found in next
week's programme 28 fine as ever, We
are well on the way to the wind-up of
football for this season, but the interest
in the game never flags a second, as we
all know.

A RECORD LETTER.

It was a pleasure this week to read a
really sporting letter, pages long, from an
enthusipstic reader in far Australia. The
writer has read the old paper for umpteen
years, and he wanted to know a whole
heap of things about the why and the
wherefore of certain changes of *pro-
gramme. Of course, as T told him in my
reply, there are bound to be endless
alterations in the bill, but the magnifi-
cent traditions of the “Boys' Friend ”
are carried on through the seasoms. The
paper is, in a sort of way, the mirror
of the passing years. The world changes;
interests are different, and a popular
weekly has to bear the impress of all
these phases if 1t ia to keep abreast of the
timea. And if it did pot do that it
would not be popular!

Your Editor.

from Heathfield. Jimmy Silver &
Co. arrived back at Rookwood tired

to the bone, but feeling upon the
whole very well satisfied with them-
selves and things generally.

The 7th Chapter.
Off to Canada !

Mr. Hudson Smedley left Rook-
wood the following day, having
made all arrangements with the
chums of the Fourth, That day
Lovell, Raby, and Newcome wero
busy writing home, explaining their
intentions for the coming vacation,
and asking permission for the trip
to Canada — ‘which was duly
accorded. And during the remain-
ing days of the term, Jimmy Silver
& Co. were making great prepara-
tions, and dreaming extensive day-
dreams, what time they were
objects of great envy to the rest of
Rookwood. .

Rookwood School broke up at last,
and the Fistical Four went to their
homes to make the final prepara-
tions for their wonderful trip. They
gathered at Jimmy Silver's home to
meet Mr. Hudson Smedley again.
Under the rancher's charge they
were to make the journey +to the
great Dominion. .

Tubby Muffin did not even offer
to accompany them. His one ‘ex-
perience of Mr. Smedley bad been
enough; and he could not think of
the Windy River Ranch without an
ache in his little fat legs, But
Jimmy Silver & Co. were full of joy-
ful anticipations,

“1 guess we're off at last!” said:

Arthur Edward Lovell, as the chums
of Rookwood stoed on the big
steamer and watched the shores of
England receding.

“You what?” ecjaculated Jimmy
Silver.

“Guess "’ said Lovell firmly.

“I ealeulate—". grinned New-
come.

Lovell shook his head.

“You don't ealculate in Canada,”
he said. “That's American. You
guess and reckon. I'm taking notes
from Mr, Smedley; and by the time
we get to the Windy River Ranch 1
guess I shall be able to talk the
lingo, sure. We don't want to be
sized up as tenderfeet by the cow-
punchers,” -

“What on earth is a ecow-
puncher?” demanded Raby. “I
don’t believe they punch cows in
Canada. It wouldn't be allowed.”

“You're an ass, old chap!” szid
Lovell, 5 “1 mean, you're a pesky

uy
““Ha, ha, hal”

“The cattlemen are called cow-
punchers,” said Lovell, with the
loftiness  of superior knowledge.

“I don't know why, but they are—
pure. 1 guess I wish I'd brought a
shooting-iron.”
“A—a—a what?”
“‘Bhooting-iron !"' said Lovell.
“What on earth's that? Any-
thing like a flat-iron?”
“No, you guy. It's a revolver,”

said Lovell witheringly, “ Supposd
a galoot—"

“A what?” ;

“A galoot! Suppose a galoot fell
in with a road-agent—"

“A which?” :

“Oh, you sure don't know any.
thing,” said Lovell.  “There are
road-agents out West——""

“Do you mean a honse-agent?™
asked Raby.

*No!” roared Lovell, “I don's
mean a house-agent.”

“But they don’t sell or let tha
roads in Canada, do they?"”

“1 guess not.”

*“Then what is a road-agent?”

“Fathead ! It's what we should
call a highwayman or a footpad.”

“Well, if we meet any road-
agents,” grinned Jimmy Silver. “I
shall be sure glad that you haven't a
shooting-iron, old chap! It would
be more dangerous to us than to the
house-agents—I mean road-agents.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Bror-r-r-r!” said Lovell

Jimmy Silver & Co. enjoyed the
run across the Atlantie, and still
more the passage up the great St
Lawrence River. They gazed about
them at new scenes with never-end-
ing interest. Mr. Smedley and his
party landed at Quebee, and the
Rookwood juniors were allowed a
day or two for exploring that
ancient city. Then the railroad
bore them westward—the railroad,
not the railway, as Lovell was care-
ful to explain to his comrades,
Lovell having made Ffurther pro-
gress in the langnage. Railways
were left behind in the Old Country.
They had become railroads now,
and luggage, at the same time, had
become baggage.

Many a Jong hundred miles disap-
peared under the never-ending
wheels, as the great train rolled
westward, The Canadiah-Pacific
Railway was a novelty to the Rook-
wooders. Days and nights guccecded
one another as the great cars rolled
on. The first sight of the summits
of the Rocky Mountains, in the
dim distance, gave the Rookwooders
quite a thrill..

“The Rockies!” said Lovell in
quite an awed voice—‘‘the real
Rockies, you know !"

And. . the, chums of Rockwood
gazed and gazed, and Mr, Hudson
Smedley looked at them with a
kindly smile. Rookwood School
soomied a long way behind  Jimmy
Silver' & Co. now.

But before the Rockies were
reached, the Rookwood party left
the train. The great cars rolled on
towards the Kicking Horse Pass and
British  Columbia; and Jimmy
Silver & Co., in  boots and
riding-breeches and Stetson hats,
with sun-browned faces, headed for
the Windy River Ranch.

THE END.
(You will enjoy “Jmmy Sileer & Co.
Out  West!" next Monday's stunnin

story of the chums of Rookweod School,
On no account miss it! Order your copy
of the Boys' FRIEND in advancel)
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The “ Magnet ”” Library Limerick Competition,

NO ENTRANCE FEE REQUIRED.
FIRST £71 1s. PRIZE
AND

Consolation Prizes of 2/6 for all efforts
published,

In order to win one of the above
Prizes all you have to do is to supply
the last line of the verse given below,
taking care to see that your effort
bears some apt relation to the theme.

RULES GOVERNING THE “MAG-
NET” LIMERICK COMPETITION.

1, The First Prize will be awarded
to the sender of what, in the opinion
of the Editor and a competent staff
of adjudiecators, is the best Last Line
received, !

2. Consolation Prizes of 2/6 will be
awarded from week to week to those
competitors whose efforts show merit.

3. The coupon below entitling you
to enter for this competition must
be either pasted on to a postcard,
in which case your Last Line must be
written IN INK directly beneath it,
or enclosed separately in an envelope
with your Last Line effort attached.

4. Competitor’s pame and full
postal address must accompany every
effort eent in.

5. Entries must reach us not later
than April 19th, 1923, and MUST

NOT be enclosed with entrance forms
for any other competition. They
must be addressed, “‘Magnet’
Limerick No. 1,” Gough House,
Gough Square, London, E.C. 4.

6. Your Editor undertakes that
every effort sent in will receive care-
ful consideration, but he will not
hold himself responsible for coupons
lost or mislaid, or delayed in the
post. Proof of posting will not he
accepted as proof of acceptance.

7. This competition is open to all
readers of the Companion Papers, but
the result each week will appear only
in the “Magnet.”

8. It is a distinct condition of
entry that your Hditor's decision must
be aceepted as binding in all maiters.
Acceptance of these rules is an ex-
press condition of entry.

sassnrsnann T ersierv AN

“MAGNET” LIMERICK
COMPETITION No. 1.
“I fear there’sa burglar abouts
With my rifle I'll ferret him

out!”
Mr, Prout did exclaim.
Then he took careful aim,

BresniriurasnRtieate L T T ]

THIS EXAMPLE. WILL
s HELP YOU:
And smashed the Head's

window, no doubt!
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A Wonderful Treat—FOUR .chool Tales—FREE Real Photo—GREAT Dick Turpin Serial in the * Popular!” Gut To-nrorrow !
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BREATHLESS INCIDENTS GALORE IN THIS SPLENDID STORY !
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A dramatic announcement concerning the stolen Cup is made by John Vaughan,

the managing-director of Chelsea Villa !

The 1st Chapter.
The Mesting.

“(Onee,” said the Duke dreamily,
“T.staked a2 man out, smeared his
fuce with honey, and left him to the
ants. He went raving mad—and
died!” A sinister smile twisted his
thin lips at the thought. “I wish I
could have treated Crauford, the
traitorous hound, in the same way!
The knife was too merciful!”

There was a terrible note in the
purring voice, and the listeners, hard
dases though they were, could not
suppress ﬁlc_ shudder ~which ran
tlirough each’one of them. .

‘ Reclining in a deep  saddlebog
chair, with his neatly-shod fect' rest-
g upon a low Moorish table, the
master-criminal. who' was called the
Duke, was being unusually gracious
to his hirelings; and this was due' to
the fact that he was enjoying one of
Lis; beloved: cigarettes.

There: were a dozen men present,
eriminals dll, and even a cursory
elancd round their club-room showed
that it had been furnished tastefuliy
and with an eye to solid comfort.

The spacious-floor was covered with
a thick smoke-blue cirpet, the: chairs
were deep. and roomy, -and adorning
1 umber of
good paintings, valuable works of ark
which had once graced the gallery of
« millionaire’s mansion. " B

‘A Steward, a wooden-faced man in
sombre - uniform, stood behind the
Duke's chair, waiting to do his
master's.slightest biddir;ﬁ. This man
was well known to the police as

“Dirk the Penman,” and he had re-

ticed from business owing to his hand

having lost its cunning.

The other men also showed a
marked respect to the sleek-haired
criminal; yet each one was & past-
master in a pariicular branch of law-
Ipsaness,

The Duke, however, was a criminal
genius, a man who could turn his
expert hand to anything, from
forgery and blackmail to safe-break-
mg Or gun-runeing.

trange company, indeed, yet a
stranger finding his way into the club

—which he would not, of course—

would have been imlpreswd by the air

of comfort and the well-groomed,
opulent appearance of the members.

And this club—a thieves' kitchen—
was in Limehouse, within & stonc's
throw of the docks.

The members were gronged round
the open grate, and standing upon
the mantelpiece of the fine old carved
fireplace was a silver irophy, a thing
of beauty and noble lines—the
JEnglish Cup. ; -

The Duke blew a perfect smoke-
ring and gazed through the blue haze
at his prize.

“ And they thought they would get
vou, my beauty!"” he murmured, with
a pitying note in his soft voice.
*‘Dayton and Vaughar—"

He ce speaking as & sharp rap
came from the fer end of the room.
A momentary Fauso followed, and
then & blue light gleamed over the
door.

YTt 13 Li Bing,” s=aid a tall, slim
man, with a clean-shaven, effeminate
face. His expression was one of child-
like faith end innocencs, and he was
known to his intimates as “Gentle-
man " Finniss, o ''confidence " man
who operated upon the Atlantio
liners.

The Duke touched a small device
beside his chair and released the lock;
and every eye was upen the door as
it slowly opened. A raiding-party,
with 30 much space to cover, would
have stood a poor chance against the
twelve armed men.

* A Chinese entered, n gross man

 enatched the  peper from the lon

with a dark-skinned Face and slant
eyes which appeared to be closed ; yet
there were few things which Li Sing
did not see. -

Unhurried, with stately stride, the

fleshy Celestial walked across the
carpet and bowed low before the
Duke.
“What's the news, you yellow
dox?’ spapped the criminal, with a
sudden chauge of mood, for the sight
of Li Sing reminded him of Crauford,
the traitor.

“He is dead, Excellency,” declared
the Chinese impassively; and from
the folds of his silken robe he pro-
duced a pewspaper.’

The Duke, : -
showed a slight (race of excitemnent,
yellow | fingers; . and a tinge o%
colour crept under the ivory skin as
he secanned the paragraph headed
“The Limechouse Tragedy.” :

“ James - Crauford, the well-known
footbeller who was stabbed under
such  dramatic  circurnstences  last
Saturday - evening, - died during the
night,”” said the report. “He re-
mained unconscious until the end, and
died without making any statement
which might lead to the speedy arrest
of the mysterious eriminal who calls
himself the Duke. .

“This is a serious get-back for Scol-
Fland Yard, but the Chief Commis-
stoner, in a statement to the Press,
says that everything is being done to
run both the Duke and James Crau-
ford’s murderer to earth.

“Important -devclopmenls ave ex-
pected at an early date.” < :

A sinister chuckle escaped the
Duke's thin lips a5 he {ossed the news-
paper across, to Gentleman Finniss.

““Phe poor fools!” he multered, in
pitying tones. . “‘ Imporiant develop-
menis are expected 'l T'll steal the
gold stopping. out. of the Commis-
sioner's tooth one of these days!”

Agam he chuckled.

““And they dare to pit their puny
wits against the fnes: brain in the
world! Even Crauford did so!” His
lips tightened at the name. “And
Crauford, the trailorous cur, is no
more! But the death was toa good
for him! He should have been
flogged—cut to ribbon: with a knout!
And that will be the fate of the next
man who turns traitor! Let that be
known to the rest of the carrion that
may be tempted to belray me!"

His uncanny eyes flashed fire as he
rapped out the threat, but a second
or go later he was calm again, run-
ning over the events which had led
up to the sudden demise of James
Crauford:

For many vears the Duke had been
known and feared in the underworld
of Two continents; hiz word was law;
his slightest wish a command. He
ruled supreme, not even the most
notorious gunmen daring to stand up
to him. Unserupulous, callous, and
critel, he had no respect for human
life, his own or the other fellow's;
and his iron rula was to shoot first
and ask questions afterwards.

And he gloried in his power,

Returning from a “business ” frip
some months before the stabbing
affair, he found that he was still the
prince of the eriminal haunts in
London, Liverpool, and Cardiff, He
still ruled, and the lesser crooks
cringed before his gaze. |

Then, tiving of the ordinary round
of crime, he decided to strike 'a blow
al Society, at the very heart of the
people, and to this amiable end he
declared war upon British sport. He
vowed to drag its good name through
the mud; by hook er by crook he

meant to disgrace it. Ile swore to
bring the national institution toppling

whose uncanny eyes

to the ground, to put an end fo rac-
ing, boxing, football, and the like;
and the weapons he employed were
blackmail, bribery, or violence.

He succeeded in his diabolical
scheme only too well for the time
being, but eventually hie received the
shock of his life, for he encountered a
person who was not afraid of him, a
youngster ‘who did not cringe and
tremble before his gaze.

That youngster was the Hon. Rollo
Dayton, the famous all-vound athlete,
and ‘he "‘capped everything by
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countey-in a ferment, and many harsh
things were said and written aboub
big Jolin Voughan and the Cheliea
Villa Club. It was not the intrinsic
value of the trophy which meant so
much; it was its associations and all
that it stood for.

Then eame the game bebween
Chelsea Villa and Tottenham Hornets
-—the local Derby—and the Duke, who
had Crauford in his power, ordered
the fellow Lo do his ntmost to stir up
trouble between the rival partisans,

Crauford, who feared his master,
did his best, but his efforts were any-
thing but a success. He merely euc-
ceeded in falling foul of the crowd
and Hercules Samson, the eccentric
little winger; and the climax ecame
after the match when Hercules gave
the burly fellow the hiding of his life.

Beaten, battered, and demoralised,
he searcely knew what he was doing ;
and mno soconer did Rollo Dayton
accuse him of being in the pay of the
Duke than he collapeed.

He ultimately blurted out every-
thing ho knew. declaring thet he
would turn informer as a price of his
liberty. He hated the Duke for his
brutal, inhuman methods, snd jumped
at the chance of turning traitor.

That evening, after dusk, Rollo,
John Vaughan, and Crauford set out
for Limehouse, and sn hour later,
when the trio. were passing along a
narrow street, a silent form loomed
up out of the brown for and a stiletto
did ita deadly work.

Crauford tottered and fell. A neat
ivory card waz attached to the handle
of the knife, and it read: .

“So end all teaitors.—Tue Duks."”

The thought of the neat manner in
which Li Sing had dieposed of

the Duke

ted it and p

A SURPRISE FOR THE DUKE!

pad into the next room.
cry broke from hia thin ‘ips as he recognised James Crauford, the man
he had thought dead, among tho occupants of the apartment !

Placing the armchair
beneath the tiny grating,
Then a startled

declaring war upon the infamous
criminal and his myrmidons!

The Duke was not slow to accept
the challenge, and in the battles of
wit. and stréength which followed he
quickly realised that he had met his
match. The youngster became a
menuce, & danger, and the master-
criminal declared that he must
“destroyed ”’ ; and many were the
oecasions upon which Rollo escaped
death by a hair's-breadth.

Then came the opening of the foot-
ball season, and the youngster was
still very much alive; so much so, in
fact, that he signed amateur forms for
Chelsea Villa, the famous Cup-
holders,

Time and again the Duke tiied to
ruin the club, but all his efforls were
frustrated by his youthful opponent.
Then came his brain-wave—his chance
to sbrike a subtle blow at the Villa
and its players.

He stole the English Cup!

The audacious theft put the whole
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Crauford brought a cruel smile fo
the Duke's thin lips.

“By the way, Finniss,” he drawled,
“when is the funeialt”

“On Thursday st one o'clock.
chiel,” answered the “‘eonfidence”
man, glancing up frem the newspaper.

“Thanks,"” murmared the Duke.
I shall be there!”

The other criminals gazed at the
speaker with a question in their eyes.

‘1 wish to pay my last respects to a
faithful servant,” explained the Duke;
and the words were n watning fo
cvery man m the room.

The 2nd Chapter.
A Surprise for ths Duke!

The funeral took place on Thursday,
and hundreds of sportsmen mnde {he
pilgrimage to Highgate, the Chelsea
Villa players being of the number.

Crauford had never beon really
popular with the London crowd, but
his tragic death at the hands of the
Duke had aroused public sympathy.
All "his faults were forgotten &nd
forgiven.

The simple service at un end, a
singll party of mourners followed the
coffin-bearers to the graveside; and

Rollo Dayton, in raising his bowed
head, found his eyes resting upon the
bent fizure of an old man standing
on the opposite side of the deeptrench

Shabbily dressed, with a straggling
grey beard, he keot his head bowed ;
and could the youngster have caught
a glimpse of the mocking eyes he
would have known that he was in (L2
presence of the sinieter villain whom
the world knew as the Duke.

For the criminal had kept his word.
He had come to pay his last respects
to the man who had tried to betnd
him, . : nh

. The interment over, the crowd of
silent mourners moved off toward the
main gates; and neither Rollo nor the
othors noticed that the shabby old
man was following close upon their
heels and near enough to overhear al
least scraps of their conversation.

Reaching the main thoroughfare,
the footballers came to a halt.

“Are we all going by train?" asked
Giles, the goa'-ltaeeper. “You go my
way, Dayton?”

“No, mnot today, old egz”
rafurned the amateur. *“ As a malter
of fact, Daggers and Vaughan huve
got a little Lit of business to do in
my rooms. - What's more, we're
gomg to be thoroughly rash and kave
& taxi!”

Nodding cheerily, the (rio strodas
away toward the cab-rank, and
scureely had they tumbled into a taxi
and started westward than the Duke
hobbled across the road and placed
o chaking hand upon the daorhandle
of a vacant cab.

Thanks to a perfect disguise, hie did
nok look the type of person who could
afford to. ride in anything miorc
luxurious than a bus, and the deiver
cbviously thought =o.

“Nah, then, uucle!” he grinned.
“Put that keb down'1”

A sodden warning flashed into tho
Duke's eyes and was gone. But he
ewung open. the door and stepped
inside the vehicle.

* The driver was out of his seat in n
moment, and glaring at the bearded
old fellow seated inside the cab.

“What's ~the game, uncle?” ha
demanded,  running  his - shrewd
Cockney eyes over the shabby clothes
,‘}t,“d ”bt'oken boots.  * Strike e,
e

“T certainly shall strike you in a
moment, my friend!” suapped the
eriminal; and the voice was not thit
of an' old mun. It was harsh,
metallic, and had an authoritative
ring. - “ Listen. This is a police job "

“Come orf it—"

“Bilence !” The command cut like
& knife. “You saw three men got
into your mate's cab a rmoment ago "

The fabbergasted driver could do
no more than shake his head.
‘'They've gone to the Albany,

Piccadilly,” ran on the Duke, wlho
!(‘r}?\v ,tha uddres‘a of Rollo’s fiul.
“}gitﬂ'?w we're going., Move !
A fervible expression distorted tho
criminal's’ fentures, and tha driver

started back, fear in his cyes.

“Move, wou ret!” snapped (he
Duke; and the other mnn, " scircely
knowing why he obeyved, lost not u
second in clambering inta his seat aul
setting off towatds the West End.

Guessing what was expected of hin,
the fellow came up with Rollo's cub
and kept it in sight; and when, in
answer to a tap at the window, he
pulled up near Piccadilly, he found
that his bearded fare had quite re-
covered his good humour. -

“Here's a pound for you,” said {he
Duke. “Keep your mouth closed !

Faithiul to the character of the
shabby old man  he shuffled off
towards the Albany, and upon turn.
ing the corner he was just in time to
see Rollo Dayton and his friends pass
under the somewhat gloomy portico
of Raphael Mansions,

Slackening his pace, he gave them
a couple of minules’ grace aud thern
mounted the broad stone steps, halil-
ing in his gmbbz' hand an envelope,
which he had addressed in the taxi.

The hall-porter, n sour-faced man
with & grizzled moustache, looked
hard at the caller and sniffed.

# wanner see Mister Rolla
Dayton,” announced the criminal in
a wheezy voice.

The porter grunted.

“You got some ’‘opes!” he do-
clured  seathingly. “You've ‘eard
about the cab-'orie that couldn’t go
through the eye of o needle? Well
that's you !”

The Duke shot a quick glance round
before he spoke agaein, and then his
tone was sharp, so sharp, indeed, that
the amateur humorist gave a start
of surprise.

“I'm Matherson, of the * Yard'"
snapped the eriminal,

The porter touched bis cap. Ile
loolked nervous and breathless,

(Continued overleaf.)

A Tip-Top Boxing Story— CAST-IRON CASSIDY!"” Written by Walter Edwards—in Next Week’s BOYS’ FRIEND! Don't Miss IT!
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(Continued from preplous page.)

“Beg pardon, sir! Sorry, sir!” he
stammered. “But I mmght ha'
gnessed !’ .

The Duke, whose nerves were under
perfect control, raised his eyebrows.

“And why should you bave
guessed ?” he asked, with no trace of
excitement or cagerness in the ques-

tion. :
““Well, Detective-Inspector Crad-
dock has been here all day, and—"

*Of course, of course!” broke . in
thie criminal, with the suspicion of a
smile, “Did he mention that he was
expecting me 7

The porter shook his head. .

“I asked him to_do so,” came the
glib lie. ~ “That is whly you didn'f
recognise me, af course !’

The Duke nedded and turned to-
wards the stairs, whilst the porier
tilted his cap and scratched his head
as e watched him out of sight.”

“Them 'tees iz blinkin’ marvels;
blow me if they ain’t!” he declared,
his voice vibrant with admiration.

Rollo’s snug Bat was on the secand
floor, as the “crook * well knew ; but
the Duke's mien was ang-thmg but
furtive when he reached the Janding.
There were {liree doors along omne
side of the corridor, one leading into
the sitting-room, another into the bed-
room, and the third into a small
seullery. ?

The sitting-recm, which overlooked
the street, was separated from the
bed-room by masaive folding-doors,
which were heavily curtained; and it
was the door of the latter room which
the Duke tried, but not before he had
made practically  certain that ihe
apartment was uneccupied.

Then, making no sound, he eﬁenﬂy
turned: the handle and pushed the
goor .opcn.h Noté}:‘.:g mm?ius

i ing, he padded across. the
lh?emld, closed the door, and turned
the key in the lock. This was a pre-
cautionary measuve, for thus 'he
~ guarded against a surprise attack.

He knew thai an iron fire-escape
was clamped to the wall outsida the
window. and he decided to use this

should he be callad upon to make o
sudden departure. -

The sound of deep voices and an
occasional roar of jaughter came from
the sitting-room; and it was whilst ho
was stramning his quick ears, trying
to catch a word here and there, that
the criminal caught sight of a small
ventilator leg into the wall over the
old-fashioned folding-doors.

His sharp eyes at once sought a
means of reaching that tiny grating,
and he gave a ]itﬁe grunt of satisfac-
tion as he stepped across to a sub-
stantial-looking armchair, the back of
which would give him a foothold.

Noiselesely, with his pulse bealing
normally and no trace of hurry in his
movements, ke lifted the armchair
and placed it in position, after which
he ‘mounted it. Then, by dint of
straining every muscle, he managed
to pedp into the'next regm. ~ -

One. swilt .glance brought a'startled

ery from his thin lips, and it was puly -

with the utmost difficulty that. he
saved himself from reeling from' his
perch and crashing to the floor. ©
Seated near the window was Rollo
Dayton, Dagnall, and John Vaughan,
whilst sitting very upright in an arm-
chair was2 burly, thick-eet man with
a red face anid bristling _cluae-cropﬁ:ed
heir. He was in ordinary clot esl
but he had “the Foree” stamped al
over him, - 4 : -
None of theso people caused the
Duke’s sarprise, however. The person
who, for the moment, had robbed
him of his iron xerve iwas a man
seated by the fiveplaco—James Crau-
ford, whose “fumeral”’ he lhad so
recently atténded! & .
The 3rd Chapter.
The Warning!

The Hon. Rollo Dayton allowed his
geld-rimmed monocle to dangle at tho

end ‘of its silken cord whilst he dabbed

a tear from his eye.” - 2
“There is only one 8y in the price-
less old amber, old eges.” ho &e-:}:;'nd_ i
“and that is the fact that the Puke
isn't with v4 to enjoy the jokel™ =
Daggers, sot  Harley . Street,
chuckied. - >

ANOTHER SPLENDID FOOTER CHAT.

England v. Scotland.

This week-end there is to be
staged one of the big events of the
football calendar, This is the meet-
ing of the chosen of England and
Scotland, Indeed, it is mot going
too far to say that, so far as Seot-
land's fcotball enthusiasts are con:
cerned, the match against England
is tho biggest event in their football
year. The difference in the way the
people of the two countries look ab
these . International games 1is quite
marked.  Personally, 1 have mever
.=een enthusiasm to equal that of the
people of Scotland, and have pevor
seen sights which excelled those in
(lasgow, over the playing of the bizg
International encounter with Eng-
land. South of the border, of
course, the prealest event  of the
year is the Cup Finul, and ihe

ple of England are rather apt to
ook upon the International games »s
something which has to be folerated,
but over which there is no occasion
to itjlt tremendously excited.

That the foregoing is true is
proved by a  comparison of the
fignres of the attendance at the
games,  YWhen the match against
Scoiland is played in England, the
probability 18 that the onlookers
will not number many over [ty
thousand. But in Secotland twice
this number is generally nearer tho
mark, and, of caourse, wo have secn

it Hampden Park, Glasgow.
Read ‘' RIVALS AND

gathered together for one of these
Int.‘:rnm.icmﬁz matches, the biggest
crowd which has ever attended a
football game anywhere. In 1912
the attendance touched the stupen-
douns figure of 127,307, The fact that
in England there i3 no -enclosure—
bar the new Wembley—which would
take such a crowd of people who
could all see the game, cannot

given as the reason why the crowds
do not approach the same proportions.

H.
{Blackpool).

CHUMS !’

A. WHITE

» ——

—ins

a

s “Wml ke growied

“T should like to see the beggar's
pasty face when he learns how neatly
he’s beer had” he said, Glling his
battereu ¢ld briar. “I wouldn't mind
betting that he'll go straight into the

rden and ¢at worms!”

“He's likely to know all about it
very soon_ six.” put in Deteclive-
Inspector. Craddack, in grim accents.
* We don’t intend to lose any time, or
take any risks. The commissioner has
threatened to fire the whole lot of u3
if we miss him this time !

Excitement gleamed from Rollo
Dayton’s blue eyes as he bent towards
the pelice-officer,

“D’you mean that you're going to
carry onf the precious old raid almost
at once 1 hie asked eagerly.

: C{;}uddock nodded his close-cropped
ead.

“Y do,” he answered, in his pon-
derous  manner. “He's slipped
through o, r fingers too often for us ta
wait for a second longer than is necos-
sary. We raid the Limehouse den to-
night, and, with a bit of Juck, we
should nab the Duke und a whole
nestful of beauties ! :

“But surely there is no possibl
chance of anything going wrong on

ﬂlllIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIllllllIlllIfllllllllllllllll!llllllillllg
Z “CAST-IRON
CASSIDY !

= A Great Boxing Yarn
featuring Rollo Dayton in
next. Monday’s ~ BOYS'

i

i R T e
this. occasion?” asked big John
Vaughan. &

Craddock rubbed his heavy chin
and pondered.

“There shouldn’t be,” he con-
I ing very slowly; “but:
when you're dealing with a man as
cunning as the Duke, you never know
what's going to happen! He seems
to be able o vanish—well, os quickly
SRk Bave & ekt togh .

gave a light lau

* Help yoursell, old egg !”” he cried
nodding towards the decanter
siphonat the officer’s elbow.
- “And what time do we stavi?”
asked €r. And Croddock, with
the ‘tumbler half-way to his mouth,

across at his questioner.

“Eh?” he grusited.  “What do you
mean by ‘ we ‘17

“ But sureiy we—that js, Dayton

and Vaughan and I—are in this rag 7’
asked gers in amarement,

The officer finished his drink before
making reply. & 7. 7 ey

“Im not so
5um!' thatzb%t ‘s\[}inldn‘thbo agczinst
reguiations; but If you happened to
be on hand just as we were about to
make the raid—"" z

As a tule, the grounds in En-g-
land on  which the Internations!
En:!:nltchcs are played are far from
ull,

'I;In Match at Glasgow.

This weck-end, though, the game
is to bo played in Glasgow, and a
buge crowd of watchers may. he
anticipated.  And this huge crowd:
will expect the chosen of Scotland
to show once more that they are
better footballers than the men born
south of the barder. At the present
moment Scotland has quite a =ub-
etantial lead in the matter of victories
won in these games. Apart from

the Victory Infernational gamvs,
which are mnot included officially
there have' been forty-six en-

counters between the two countries,
and of (hese Scotland has won
twenty, while England has recorded
only’ fourteen victories, the remain-
ing  engagements having  been
deawn.

The Beot is, of course, ever ready
to talk about tho superior football-
ing skill of his countrymen; hut, os
a' matter of fact, while thinking.
about this phase of International |
encounters  hetween the two
countries there are one or two'
rather important things to be Borne
in mind. In the frst place, it will
usually be found that in the Scoitish
team there is a fair proportion of
players who are at the time serving
with - English clubs. The Scot says
that the English clubs have merely
captured these players, but ihe
Englishman replies that the Scottish
:Elujrm_& who have had experience in

ngland, ave chosen by Scotland be-
cause they are beiter men than the
Scots who stay at home. But while
it may, to a certain extent, be true
that the man who comes nearcst to
being the ideal foothaller is the one
who bas been brought up in Scot-

. And then the dreary, heart-breaking

land and then completed his aducation

" Splendid; ola egg!” cried Rollo
excited! “And now you'd better
tell uyall about it—the arrengements,
you know I”

“Well, thero can't be any harm in
that,” confessed the officor.  **We
raid the fp]r«.-:: at eleven o'clock, police
coming from all sides of London, and
arriviog in twos and threes. They
keep in hiding until they get the
signal, of course, aud then u strong
cordon is drawn vound the den. I've
got my instructions, and you can stick
close to me !”
3 Va;ljghan,_ E(?!zln? ‘gnd ]3:;ggm-e;}'t weﬁc
greatly exvit o prospect of the
raid; but James Crauford, who was

still suffering slightly from the effects
of the kni e-wounc'r which had so

narrovly missed being fatal, had very
little to say.

He had missed certain death by s
matter of less than an inch, and the
mere mention of the master-criminal’s
name caused him to tremble like a
man with the ague,
1_The Duke had struck terror into
11, ¥

It was Craddock’s idea that the news |

‘of the footbuller's speedy recov
should be kept out of the papers, ﬁg;
the suggestion of going one better and
burying a bundle of old clothes, had
emanated from Seotland Yard, :

The intention, of course, was to put
the Duke off the svent, for did he
think that Crauford had made a con-
fession he would lose no time in
flitting away to another of his cviminal
haunts. R R
search would have to starf again,

But new it seemed. that he would
be caught like a rat in a trup, and it
was a sanguine, light-hearted party
which set out from Rollo Dayten’s 8at
ah_(l!mlf-pest nine on the night of the
raid. ; :

The 4th Chapter,
-« The Rald!

Limehouze !

An ugly, unpleasant name for an
ugly, unpleasant place; at least, so
thought Rello Dayton. as he and the |
others followed Craddock through the
squalid, fortuous streets on the night
of the rai Sl e e

There was a slight river mist—damp
and clinging—but this did not veil the
dilapited houses, nor ohscure the
gaunt-looking buildings which stood
out, black and forbidding, against the
Ieaden night sky.

The cound of a ship’s siren, like the
plaintive wail of a soul in distress/
came from afar. - Then all was silence
again—eerie, threatening, uncanny.

Oceasionslly a soft-footed figurc
flittad past, and was gone, Chinese,
lasears, and white men were abroad,
but very feiv,

it England, it is quite likely that, so
long as present-day methods ave con-
tinued, England will always Bnd it
very hard 1o beal Scotland.

Differant Training.

The‘way the players of the  two
counfries are (rained in their early

5

S. WADSWORTH
({Huddorefield Town).

days it mainly responsible for this.
In Scotland the youngster has it
drummed into him that ball control
ia the base on which suceess at the
game can alone be built, and Lhe
player ia taught how this ball con-
trol can be attained. This gives him
the right foundation on which to
build. On the other hand, far too
many trainers in England are what
might be called speed mad. They
are concerned about nothing so
much as getting the players under
their control to reduce the length of

Nothing had been left to chance
with regard to the raid, for Crauford
knew tne thieves' kitchen like the
palm of his hand, and he had ac-
quainted the police with the exact
position of every possible cutranca
and exit.

Rollo, whose smooth cheeks were
burning, glanced at the dial of his
wrist-watch as Uraddock ceme fo a
halt in the dark doorway of a tall
warehouse.

“Two minutes to go!” breathed
the youngster; and the police officer
silenced him with a growl.

Those two minutes seemed.like an
eternity to the little knot of men,
but at last—from a distant church—
came the first stroke of eleven,

“Bteady ! warned Craddock, his
big right hand curling round the
butt of his automatic; for Scotland
Yard was determined that the Duke
should be caught, even if they had
to riddle him with lead.

{‘L\re—?ix—SeveE———.

‘he solemn strokes were dragging!
Eight—Nine—Ten—Eleven !asg 8 :

Iundreds of gloomy fgures, silent-
footed and ste%lth_v,y nfl ed like
phantoms from dark doorways and
inky shadows; and they were all con-
. verging upon the {hieves’ litchen
which ‘harboured the Duke and’ his
myrmidons !. -

The hour had arrived, - and the
criminal who was “wanied ¥ by the
police of two continents would, within
the next fow minutes, be in the hands
of-the police—run to earth at last!

Rollo and Daggers, following upon
the heels of Craddock and his men,
‘heard the door of the club-yoom crash
&s the police rushed it

Hoarse shouta rang out, but not a
.shol was fired, and all the time a
stream of Eniace poured along the
passage and disappeared into the
club-room. -

_The 'splintering of wood and the
tinkling cf broken glass proclaimed
the fact that the skylight had been
smashed, and all was din and pande-
monium when Rollo, Daggers, and
John Veughan were finally carried
across the threshold. J

And then a gasp broke from the
trio.

I'he  comfortable apariment was
awarming with police, but of the
Duke and his satellites there was no

BIgD,

Craddock, fuming, wild-eyed, and
mittering,  was standing near the
table, 2 victim to acute disappoiii-
ment and impotent rage.

*Less noise!” he roared hoarsely;
and then his blazing eyes rested upou
James Crauford.

The footballer, pale as death,
shrank before the blistering, accusing
paze.

(Continued on the next page.)
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I am not going to suggest for one
moment that speed is other than a
valuable. asset to the fooiballer, "but
speed which is not allied with skiil
in keeping the ball under control is
“of comparatively little use. Tha
process with the young player, so it
seems to me, should be this: Give-
him a thorough grounding in the art
of ball contral, and the iricks of the
trade. and, after thet, teach him to
go ‘quickly the things he is able to
0.
From Forward to Full-Back.

One of the men who have vecently
come into prominence as an England
player is Samuel Wadeworth, the
left full-back of Huddersfield. Like
many other prominent players of to-
day, .this man only found his right
berth by accident, for in hiz early
days—when he was with Blackburn
Rovers—ho was persevered with for
some time as a forward., Later,
though, when he went to Nelson, he
was -pressed into service as a full-
back, and as a full-back he has won
an English Cup medal and sevcral
International caps.

The Blackpool club is very keen
on winning promotion to the it
Division at the end of the present

‘season, and a few weeks ago, to

help: them with _this project, they
secured the transicr of Whim from
the “Arsenal. He can play tither at -
centre-forward or inside-left, and is
also a pretty good cricketer,

ik

time it takes for thom to do a (ifty
or a hundred yards® sprint. Now,

(Anaother splendid article next sceek.)
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“And what have you gobt to say
about it, Mister Informer?” growled
Craddock. *“What's the little game,
eh? The raid was supposed to be a
dead secret, yet we find that the birds
have flown! Looks & bit fishy, don’t
it, Crauford?” 3

Nobody noticed the mixed metn-

hor.

The footballer ran his tongue over
his dry lips. e

Y know nothing sbout it, sir,” he
declared, his tone ringing with con-
viction, “Y swear ['ve played it
straight this time!”

“And I believe you. old egg,” put
in Rollo Dayton quietly.

“Same here,” growled Daggers.

Craddock grunted, but kept his sus-
picious gaze upon Crauford.

He was about to speak, but Rallo
gob in first.

“My hat!” cried the youngster,
hia blue eves glinting with excite-
ment. “Look what's on the mantel:
pieca !”

Evory eye turned fo the carved onk
fireplace at the end of the room; then
came n gasp. ¢

“The Cup!”

A young constable was the first to
reach the trophy, but scarcely had he
touched it than there come a blinding
flash of light, a deafening report, 8
the room was plunged into Stygian
darkness.

The English Cup had exploded!

The Sth Chapter.

. Mo _Casualties ! =
The terrific explosion, which seemed
to jar everybody in the place, was
- followed ‘by a blmding cloud of acrid
smoke  which soon had -the reiding
party coughing and spluttering; and
anany harsh things were said shbout
the man who called himself the Duke.
The * police -were equipped “With
alectric torches, « but ‘some - seconds
clapsed before points of light blazéd
from all sides. < - :
“Ts anybody hurl 27

It was Craddock’s. harsh voice:
which rang out., Caring nothing for
ceremaony, he | rongnly pushed his

way through the throng and made.

for the fireplace; and a growl broke
from his lips when he dropped beside
the young constable who had lifted
ihe Cup.

“Show o light here!” he snapped
testily; and a beam was directed
upon the pallid features of ihe un-
-CONSCIoNs Tuan. :

Flis eves were closad, and his hair
and evobrows were singed, but, apart

“ from “these aninor, injuries, ho. ap-
peared to be suffering from nothing
worse than shoek. But it was only
ihe fact that he had ducked institic-
tively which had saved him from
severe burns—or worse.

0f the English Cup there was no
sign; the explosion had blown it to
atoms. :

“We'll pull this fellow round, and
then gotb -sway,” growled Craddeck,
who was in anythinz but a sweet
temper, His next job was to report
to the Chief Commissioner, and he
was not looking forward to it.

The injured constable recovered in
a matter of minutes. Then Craddock,
hoving delailed a dozen men to guard
the place, nasted into the mnarrow
corridor ~and gained the deserted
street.

Rollo Dayton, Deggers, and John
Veughen followed him, and ex-
pression upon the faces of the three
proved that they were as dissppointed
as the officer himself.

They certainly had meany good
reasons for wishing the Duke under
lock and key, for, apart from being
& menace to the Villa, he had delib-
erately  destroyed the erished
English Cun. ~ This was an act of
sheer vendalism, the work of a mad-
man, and Rollo's = muscular
claniched al the mere thought of the
outrage.

Reaching Copunercial Road, they
found Daggers’ car waiting, and it
was a very- disgruntled party which
was whirled westwards,

“Will yon go straighl to Scotland
Yard, Craddock?” asked big Johu
Vaughan, as the car eped past the
Mansion House and turned up Queen
Victorin Street. :

The officer, who had been deep in
thought, glanced al his watch.

“H'm, nearly midnight!” he mur-
mured.  “Sir Henvy Bellfield, the
Commissioner,  will have gone by
now, so I think TIl vhone to his
private address and leave the delailed
report until the morning.”

“Then you can come along to my
place and have a night-cap, old
man?” asked the bearded giant

hospitably.

The suspicion of a smile fitted

across the police officer’s rugged
features, 2
< #Thanks, T will," he answered,

Another Splendid ONE-WEEK Football Competition on page 554!

fists,

“for if I go to the ¥Yard to-might T
know I shall slaughter somebody.
I'm in the right mopd! ¥or I'm in
the dickens of a mess over this job!
We thonght we'd got the fellow on
toast, and then— Brree! 1 think
T'll give up police work and take to
knitiing jumpers!”

“You must be pretty sick sbout
the business, old egg,” put in Rollo,
“but I don’t see that you are to
blame, 7'know ! After all, you did all
in your power to nab the rotter!”

“Then I wish you'd go along and
convince the Commissioner upon that
point!” prowled Craddock fervently,
snapping off the end of a Lig black
cigar and proceeding to light up.

Vaughan had a very comfortablie
flat near the river at Chelsea, and it
was just striking the half after mid-
night when Dagnall’s car swerved
inta Whistler Walk and came to
standstill.

A bright fire wos burning in the
famous sportsman's den;, and his
guests lost no time in making them-
selves at home. Even Craddock for-
got his troubles for the moment as he
gazed round the mellow apnriment,
with ils good sporfing prints and the
hundred and one other objects which
reflected the tastes of his host.

Needing no sccond bidding, he
helped himself to a generous drink

. Thea 6th Chapter.
John Vaughan's Seoret !

Craddock sat up as though an in-
visible hand had jabbed him sith o
knitting-needle. Lo

“What! Letter for me?" he
snapped, as Vaughan smilingly held
the missive townrds his guest. * Dang
it! The thing's impossible! ¥Yeti—
yes, thet's my name! What the
dickens—" .

Growling savagely, he ripped open
the flap of the envelope and extracted
a sheet of nolepaper, and his eyes had
not scanned two lines before his face
took on a tasteful shade of purple.

Detective-Inspector Craddock, of
Scotland Yard, was o very angry
man.

“Listen ! IListen to the impudent
jackal!” he cried throatily. “‘My
dear Craldock, by the time you re-
ceive this note you will know that
vour crack-brained adventure—the
raid upon my Limshouse quarters—
has failed. You poor fat-footed,
muddle-hepded, swivel-eyed police-
man !* ¥

The detective raised blazing cyes
and glared round at"his listeners,

“Did you ever hear such insulta?”
he demanded Gercely.

“{io on, old egg.” murmured Rollo
Dayton soothingly.

his door. You might ask him to have
the small ventilator over.the folding-
doors lowered an inch or so, will you?
I was compelled to stand on tiptos to
hear the pearls of wisdom which fell
from your lips, and the position was
tiving, to say the least of 15,

“And mow, my excellent Crad-
dock, one last word. Crauford, the
cur, has tried to betray me a second
time—and foiled. His hours are
numbered. “*'TrE DUEE.

4P 5. —Please apologise to
Vaughan for the liberty I have taken
in entering his flat.  After all, he
forced an entrance into my place at
Limehouse, didn't he? I trust he
found the English- Cup upon ths
mantelpiece | My laugh, I think!™ "

Craddock was breathing hard s he
locked round at the set faces of his
listencrs. - .

“Did you ever know auvthing like
b2 lhie asked helplessly. *
fellow’s uncanny !  And—and how the
dickens did he guess thet I would
come back here? -

“That was probably a shoi in the
dark; oid man,’ answered Vaughan
quietly. ‘““Anyway, he kaew that I
would lose no time in sending the note
along to you.”

“H'm, thalt's so!” pgreed ihe
officer, somewhat relieved.

“1'don’t like what le says abont

e =

P =
“?ﬁy’." 'ﬁ.'”
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THE CUP EXPLOD:ZS !

S:arcely had the young constable touched the trophy than there camea
blinding fash of light, a deafening report, and ths room was plunged
The English Cup had exploded! - &

into darkneas,

and settled his big body comfortably
in the deep saddlebag chaiv by the
side of the fire. :

The others drew their chairs up to
the blaze—for the ride frem Linie-
house had been & chilly. one—and
.Vunghan reached out for the cigars.

“Can I tempt yon, Daggers?” he
asked, with s smile.

“Well, just ane, old man,” returned
the docior,

Voughan opened the lid of the
box and frowr(asj']pnzzi(.-d)y, for rest-
ing on top of the cigars was an

envelope, © |
Furthermore, it was addressed, in a
amall, mneat  hand, to Deteclive-

Inspector Craddock.

The detective-inspector continued :

“* Knowing thab yon possess abour
as much imaginotion as an oyster, my
very dear Craddock, I feel gure that
it -will .surprise yon to kuvow that I
was at the conference of beauty,
intellect, and wit which took place at
the Hon. Rollo Dayton's flat yester-
day afterncon.

£ It i3, of course, quife against my
nature to play the part of eaves-
dropper, but I was so absorbed in
listening to the detective genius of
the age—yourself, my dear Craddoclk !
—that I could not tear myself away.

4T lefg eventunlly, however, but
not before T had put Mr. Dayton's

bed-room in order and had vnlocked

Rollo.

ravely.

Crauford,” put in Daggers
£ ad his

“He won't rest until he's

‘Tovenge.”

“You're right, old egg,” murmured
“We must do something for
the Fellow, who's not really bad at
hicart, Perhaps we'll be able to get
him out of the country. Anyway,
I've got his address, and I'll look him
up in the morning.”

There. was silence for s few
moments, during which .time Crad-
dock glared into the heart of the
fire, as though he owed it o grudge.

“The hound’s had it all his own
way this time,” he growled, puffing
jerkily at Lis cigar. *IHe's vanished,
his pals have vanished—"
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* And the Cup's vanished !” put in
Daggers in a hard voice. “The un-
sportsmanlike cad!”

“But the Cup hasn't vanished, ol
man,” smiled John Vaughan, rising
from his armehair and strolling across
to a cupboard.

Rolic, . Daggers, and Craddock
looked ab him as though they feared
for his reason.

“What—what tho dickens do you
mean, John?” asked ' the doctor.
“Why, the ‘pot’ was blown (o
smithercens before our very eyes!.
You're mad !”

Vaughan was still amiling.

“* A" cupwas blown to smitherecns
before our very eyes, you mean,” he
said quietly. *'As a matter of fact,

3 " is here, and has been all

He swung open the cupboard door,
and there, standing upon the middle
shelf, was the English Cup!

. [} . - L

“And—and you've had it here all
the time, old egg?” gasped Rollo
when, hall a minute later, they were
seated round the firc again. “My
only hat !”

Veughan nedded his leonine head.

“¥es, it wae in the cupboard when
our friend the Duke left his * billy
doo " for Mr. Craddock!” answererl
the football manager, with a desp-
thyoated chuckle:  “'So it isn't his
laugh, after all!” ol

A seore of t;uestions flashed throngh
Rollo’s whirling~ brain, and even
Daggers was too excited to talk quite

coherently.

i 1

Anyway, what do you gain by thiz
business?" prowled Craddock, help-
ing himself to another drink.

*For one thing, old man” an-
swered Vaughan, I get quite &'lot
of personal and selfish pleasure in
henting the Duke in'a battle 'of wits,
for he'is poing to be a very sick man
when he lenmns of tlie simple manner
in which he has been duped.
guessed that he would {iy to steal the
*pot,” and laid o trap for him. This
affair is going to stab his pride,
Craddock.”. =

“I wish it would stab his lLeart!"
growled the detectite “viciously, far
he waa in no mood to appreciate the
finer points of Vanughan's decepliof.

“In the second place,” conlinued
the bearded giant, “whilst he held
the counterieit cup there was no
chanca of his getting hia thieving
fingevs vpon the real article. And
noty, my dear Craddock—"

“Don’t ‘ Dear Craddock " me, con-

found you!" snapped the police
tiﬂ_'tim::f' testily. ““It reminds me of
IR

“Sorry, old man,” smiled Voughan,
“AWhat is more, the mean and uy-
sportsninulike theft roused the awiwle
couibry ageinst him, and it 15 a
wonidsr to me that he hasn't Leei
canght long before this.”

“H'm 1" granted Craddock grudg-
ingly.. “Maybe there’s something in
what you say, Mr. Vanghan, but yvou
should have let the . ¥ard ' on (o
your little game.” .

“They'll know all in good time;
old man,” smiled Vaughan good-
humouredly. - ““As a mattor-of fact,
there is ¢ letter alveady in the post.”

*And what about the noewspapers.
old egﬁ?" asked Rollo. * Wa must
give the Duke a pleasamt surprise
when he sits down to breakiast!”

"“I've given the Press Association
all particulars, old man,” answered
Lhe Villa manager.

“Thon I should like to sec the
Duke's face when he opens kis
‘ Burglars’ Budget, or ‘Prizon
Pictorinl,’ or whatever paper he
favours!” smiled Daggers.

A few hours later the news that the

‘English Cup was still in the sufe

keepingrr of Chelseg Villa was shrieke:|
from placards all over the country.

Newspapers sold like hot cakes, aun:t
the public chuckled when it read of
the mneat manner in  which the
notorious Duke had been gulled by
John Vaughan,

Yet there was one item of newns
which they did not nssociate with thye
affzir.  This paragraph was tucked
away in a corner, and ran;

“Early this morning the bedy of
an unknown man of thirty or {hirty
two was found foating in the dJdock
at Limehouse, Nothing was found

on him. *J. C." are the initials upon
his linen.” -
Such was James Crauford's
epitaph !
THE END.

(Order your copy of next Mondiy's
Boxs' Friexp wight away and waale
swre of reuding “Cast-Iron Cassidy!”™
—a greal boxing story starving the
Hon, Rollo Dayton.)

£10 again Offered in Prizes!
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A STUNNING TALE OF THE SEA—WRITTEN BY MAURICE EVERARD.

Pieface and Bunijie return to camp, and Captain Joe Tremorne plans an attack

The ist Chapter.

Hearing of the mysterious loss at
sea of more than twenty ships within
a month, Captain Joe Tremorze, the
Palruan ecousins, Frank and Didk, and
Harry Rawson, their chum, set out
in the Defiance, a camouflaged high-
speed destroyer, to discover the
modern pirate to whom the loss of
the vessels is attributed. With them
is Pieface, their negro servant, the
crew of the Enchantress, Joe's old
ghip, and Buniie, Pieface's baby
elephant, When they have been at
sen some weeks, they come upon a
derelict vessel, the Octoroon, of New
Orleans, and find that the passengers
and the crew have been murdered,
and the officers are missing. The
ship’s pa log, end valuables have
been stolen. Suddenly fime-bombs
explode on the Octoroon, se'ndmfﬂher
10 the bottem without a trace. ter
when making for the Gulf of Mexico,
the Defiance encounters a tidal wave
which carries her into an inland lake
of & mysterious South Sea Island. On
the island the marooned seamen come
upon one of the lost cities of the
Spanish Main, and discover it is bein
used by the modern pirate as his head-
quarters. Af night, Frank and Dick
and Hayry Rawson wvisit a Spenish
galleon, which i1s at anchor in the
harbour of the city, and Frank has the
good fortune to recover the ship's
papers of the Octorcon. When tha
boys return to enmﬁ it is to find that
Joe Tremorne has hurt his foet, and
hag sacked Pieface and Bunjie. They
plead on Pie's behalf, and Joe agrees
to allow the black boy to return.
Meanwhile, Pieface, having thought
of a notion by which he may be able
to ghet back into Joe’s good books,
reaches the inland lake and rows out

to the Defience.

The 2nd Chapter.

How Plelace Won a Charter.
An Irishman named Grimwade had
. been left in chorge of the Defiance,
not so much in the nature of a defend-
ing force, aa because of a somewhat
irascible  temperament which Joe
knew was calculated to disturb the

harmony of the shore expedition.

The fa.ct of the matter was that
Grimwade, right up to the moment
that Joe signed him on as extra hand
ak Plymouth, had been a bit of a lad,
exhibiting certain human weaknesses
which were not compatible with the
smooth working of a ship’s company.
And yet, becanse Gnmwade was
really sound at heart, and had begged
the skipper, whom he had known a
good many years, to give him another
chance, Joe had taken him on, rather
with the idea of reforming him than
for any use he might be to the parly.

Now, Grimwade had a great many
weaknesses. Given perfect freedom
of action, he would eat and drink unti]
e could hold no more. Of tobacco,
too, he was so inordivately fond that,
although somewhat more strictly
rationed than the rest of the vessel’s
erew, he was so attached to his pipes
that night and day he wore them
stuck like pistols in a_belt round his
waist, which pecu]iaril! had earned
him the soubriquet of Captain Brass,
the Pirate Xing.

Now be it remembered that Pieface,
by reason of his long and honourable
associations with the Polruans, was
the trusted keeper of all the ship’s
stores, from the humblest packet of
tacks to the choicest cabinets of
Havana cigars which were Joe Tre-
morne’s special pride. And, as show-
ing the weakness of human nature
that can tradé upon another's frajlties
for one’s own persoual advantage,
Pieface wickedly conceived the notion
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of making use of Ballyhooly Grim-
wade to help him in his plan.

Accordingly, as soon as the cuiter’s
nose bumped under the steamer’s
counter, Fieface sent out a ringing
hail which brought Ballyhooly out of
& lavely snooze, peopled with wonder-
ful dreams of a land of smiling green
where bacey is cheap, and pigs and
potatoes provide a living without the
necessity for work.

“Hallo, below there! Who is ut
that's calling this son of Erin by the
swatest name iver given to morthal
man?? asked Grimwade = good-

* Sure and indade, ut’s
0Old Nick himsellnf! Top
av the mornin’ to yez, Misther Pie-
face, and plased jndade I am to sce
!he_iikes av yen"

Pie grinned amiably while he made
the boat fast.

““De same to  yo', Massa Green-
spade,” he replied. **Dis chile tink
yo must be bery lonelum all by
yo'sef on dis yeah rotting ole steamer,
50 he come to liben yo' up a bit,"”

“YLiven me upl® grunted Bally-
hooly. . “By the bones av 8t Pa
rick, it's about time, d,  some-
thing was done for the loikes av =

ore sinner like me, Dival o smoke

ave I huad this two hours past, and.
thoke spalpeens over vondor enjoying

av.thimseises no ind. Look at 'em,
Misther Piéfsce *—throwing back the.

sides of an old sea-jacket, ind expos:|
ing his bandolier'of pipes. Every.
wan emptp I e

“But, Massa Neberfade, dis il
fellah serve you out with de regula-°
tions ob tobaccums accor to de
orders ob de s!ne‘pcr. You smokum
all too fust, yiss. : .

Grimwade thrust out his under-jaw.

“Misther Tremorne, indade! And
phwit does he know about the wants
av me? Two ounces avi tebacco a
day., Phwy, 1 cud put that amount
in the holler av me best back tooth
and not know it was therel”

“Never mind, massa,” said Pie,
rolling his eyes piously. ““Dis boy ob
de Africy forestums hab a berry blﬁ
heart near to busting for ro’, an
just fo! dat he comies back all dis
ongum way alone to look after yo'.
Yo come below with me, Massa
Neberfade, and try ole Joeymen’s
cigars—yiss?” - i !

%lly.:mly smacked his hips.

¥ Snakes in Buncrana, but that's the
best notion Oi've heard this ten years!
Begorra, it's a foine Jad yez are, and
may the mithier that owns yez be

roud av such a gin'rous gon. My
Ees!. respecks to you, Prince Pieface,
of the Fuzey-Wuzzy tribe, and it's as
a king indade the blessed people av
owld Oireland would receive yez
entoirely.’” -

“Dat same am bery nicely said,”
chortled Pie, scenting the first-fruits
of his labours. “Jus' yo' come ‘blong
ob me down to de store, and I show
yo' sometinks to make dem cle cod’s
eyes ob yours wogglo in yo' liead. Tt
am too bad, berry bad, to lebe yo’
heah without de tobaccum, and my
heart melt so muoch dat it low ober
into my mouf and choke dese angel
eyes ob mine with tears.”

He led the way through the lazar-
ette to tha store-room, and, unlocking |
a cupboard, brought out a huge box
of cigars, "

With great solemnity Pie raised the
lid, removed the sheet of silver-foil,
and waved the delicious cigars under
Grrimwade's nose,

““Dere, what vo' tinkum ob dem
beauties? De bes' cigar whateber
came out ob a Habana factory.
Selection Connoisseur, and do name

on ebery box. Hab yo' eber seen a
finum cigar dan dat, Massa Iron-
spade?”

Ballyhooly's nose began to quiver
like a cat when it scents fish.

“TFaith and bedad, it’s mesalluf
entoirely as never have seon such
wonders since the world began. And
you really mean ma to have wan?”

“ Massa Greenmade, I hab no such
meanness in dis heart ob mine to
offer yo' only one,” said Pie magni-
ficently. * Yo takeum one big hand-
ful—see? 1 laid dem =ell out on de
1i'l counter—one,” two, tree, four,
fivum, six, scben, eight—yo’ smokum
eight befores dat ole Joeyman's
return.”

“By the bones av my greab aunt

for Pie to have carried out the heavy
wark alone, but with Grimwade’s un-
stinted aid everything went smoothly.

e next job was to remove the
hateh covering from No. 3 hold and
to raise & number of stout wooden
casks. A swift and uncompromising
raid on the carpenter’s stores pro-
duced hammers, nuts, bolts, and bars
of round iron about an inch in
dinmeter.

“Now 70 sea de idea,” piped the
black boy. “We clampum two ob
dese cask boltoms together and make
one wheel. Den we drill one big hele
in de miggle and putum on de end ob
de axle. Yo' knock ober de end ob de
bar so dat de wheel doan come off,
and T put anudder wheel on de udder

end—so."” :
Ballghooly mopped his

(t'I see.li ‘
perspiring brow. “You're goin’ to
greed Pie.

make a sort av carridge?”

“Dat’s de ideaum,” a
“In a berry li'l while we hab de four
wheels on de two axlums; den we
clampur to de keel of de dinghy, and
de hull contrai:ﬁcn roll smooth ober
de groun’, pulled by one man and a
m n

“Bplendid, splendid!” agreed the
Irishman. **But phwat's the notion,
anyway?! Who's goin’ to use av the
kerridge phwan it's finished en-
toirely 77 1

“Dat am my secrep. Yo' jus’ get
algum and fimsh dem axiums.” .
J "zl‘hey worked heroically at their
‘task, and at the end of two hours Pie
had the small boat running smoothly
across the deck. Very little femained
to be done to complete the first pact
of the scheme. The dinghy with her
added under structure was hitched to
itho Wellin davits, which were then
swung out, and the strange craft was
lowered to the besom of the lagoon.

PIEFACE IS HELD UP!

8

uddenly a sharp command to halt

rang out, and as Pieface pulled hard

on the rope and brought his vehlole to a stop, Dick and Frank Peolruan,
shaking with laughter, stepped into the path!

Molly O'Rafferty, I cud smoke a
dozen av the same!”

“PDen makum it ten, and two more
to (ill up de dozen,” smid Pie. “But
yo' mus’ smokum all befors ole Joey
rel:uf)us! ; T AT

“Pat am only do fus' insialu-
ments,” he said, laying his black
hand on Grimwade’s shoulder. * Dere
am more {o come when we hab done
a littlum work.”

The Irishman squared his fine

shoulders.
“Work! T can work from sun up
to sundown, wid wan av these

between my- teeth,” he said, hilinﬁ
off the end of one of Joe's cigars and
lighting it.  “Heayin rest O0'Hara
phwat ran away wid my Aunt
O’Flaggerty, but thiz is indade the

peace phwat passes all onderstand-
ing.” 3 2
“Good !” said Pie, closing the

store-room door and leading the way
back to the deck. “Now, yo' gib me
¢ hand. Swing dem davits inboard
and lower de longhoatum to de deck.
Make her free an' den help me
bringum de small dinghy from de
boat deck to this yeah place.”

It would hava been quite impossible

v

“Now I gib yo' anudder dozen ob
dem berry fine cigar, and wishum yo'
good days,” Pie announced, as he
gathered up Bill Dawes’ tools.

Leaving Ballyhooly surprised and
supremely gatisfied with his good
fortune, Pie re-entered tho cutter, tied
the dinghy astern, and rowed away
from the Defiance, with the carrm%o
in tow. He had .yery little trouble
in dragging the dinghy up the slope—
the wheels ran smoothly, and very
little jolting was produced owing to
the soft nature of the ground.

Thé boitom of the boat Pie piled
deep with dry ferns, arranged a
number of cushions ywhich he had
taken from' Joe's cabin in the sterm;
and halied only long enough to
decorate the strange afizir with trail-
ing hibiscus blooms, scarlet salvias,
pink orchids, and magnolia blossoms.
Then freeing Bunjie, he passed the
towing rope round the elephant’s
neck, and, seating himself in state,
started out to make his peace with
Joe Tremorne.

He had traversed scarcely o mile
when ahead of him a sharp command
to halt rang out, and from the under-
growth on either side protruded two

~great deal Lo be done, was

Elcaming rifle barrels. Pieface pulled
ard on the rope and brought his
vehicle to a stop. The lll}a.rti.ug of the
bushes was preceded by a peal of
merriment. Dick and Frank Polruan,
sﬂl::kmgh with laughter, siepped into!

th. H
"g‘ile, you've made a mistake, my,
young friend,” said Frank. “This
1sn't May Day. And what in the’
name of- Jehoshaphat are you doing
with that weird turnout?™ T
Pieface solemnly ficked Bunjie's
large ears with the tassel-like flowers
of a sugar-cane.

“Dis am de peace offerum for dat
ole scoundrel ob a Joe,” said the
black boy, grinning. “He no ablum
to walk, so I done gorn an’ providum
wid a nicy comfy carridge to ride in.'
Com’ blong, I show yo'.” il
. “I guess,” interjected Dick, heav-
ing ons long leg over the gunwale
of the dinghy, “where Joe can ride,
we can, me along, Frankie boy,
there’s plenty of room for all three.
Gee up, Bunjie; it will be nice to be
home by dinner-time. Say, Frank,”
removing a sprig of trailing hibiscus
and snapping 1t into two lengths,
“we may as well arive in triumph,

like. the Roman consuls of old.
Wreathe this around your manly
brow, lad, and help ma{:e a pretty

picture.”

Bunjie was accordingly whipped up
into a Iumbering trot, and #twenty
minutes later they made the camp.
Their arrival was well timed, for Joe,
chafing under his inability to get
about at a moment. when there was a
iving
everybody a more or less bad time,

“Darn_this sock of mine which is
too small for my foot and hurts
rottenly,” he said to Pengelley, as ha
made rather a ludierous Ggure in his
effort to hop round on cre leg and a
stick. “Whar are them byes; and
why den’t that fellow Pieface return
wit; his efferlunt? I could ride on
that.” -

“Jolly good idea, sir!  Why
didn’t you thinlk of it before you sent
him away,” suggested Pengelley
respectfully.

“Think of it!"” growled Jee, in a
voica of thunder. *'How ecan I think
of everything for this blessed outfit?
Haven't any of you got brains, or am
1 supposed to supply the lot for the
entire. party?  Here, Flosken, and
Rogers, hitch your slacks up and lend
a hond looking for Pieface. Master
Dick and Frank won't find him in a_
momsh of Sundays. Tt needs men for
this forest work. That's the worst of
being clobbered up with a pack of
byes what aren't any good to beagt
or man. Ho, but I'll never be ahle
to move o yard this side of Christmas,
What's that infernal row "

Very quietly, but none the less
quite andibly, three voices wero sing-
ing in unison the opening bars of
““Bea the Conquering Hero Comes !”
only Dick persisted in using a para-
phrased version which wenf some-
thing like this:

‘¢ Bee the corn-curing Nero comes,
To make old Joe amenable.’ ”

“Make me amenable!” snapped
the sailor, swinging round on his
stick.  ““Well, % never }—passing
onc hand over hiz eses. “Am 1
really seeing things at last?”

“We're not things !’ shouted Dick,
jumping out’ and prostraling him-
self before the skipper. “We're the
spirits of the wood—not the sort of
spirits you like, Joe, but bringers of
peaca and gooéwil! to hoary-headed
old ruffians like you! Behold in this
contraption o peacc-offering brought
by the most honourable Pieface—to
win your favour—the gift of a most
noble chaviot so that you can vide in
state so long as your foot remains
groggy. DBut 1 am empowered, most
Horrible Joe, to offer the gift only
on one condition—that you grant a
fres pardon  unconditionally ic
Masters Pieface and Dunjie, and pub
them both back on the ship’s pay-
roll again!" :

*For eber and eber and eber, and
two days alterwards !” squeaked Pie,
climbing out and tossing the impro-
vised reins over the elephant’s
shoulders. ‘“Here yo' are, Mas=a
Joe, a cantidge it for a king, I
help you in'and dribe yo® round, but
first ob all yo' gib de fo giben‘ess to
dat 1i'l elephants and me.”

“Forgive yon—eh?” mused Joe,
glancing first at bis bandaged foot
and then at the boat on wheels.
“I'm not so sure that I can.”

“All ri’,” replied Pie shortly., “It
doan make no diff’rence to dis yah
chilb. I wish you a bery good-
mornums, Msassa  Joe, and I go for
one long ride myself. Gee up,
Banjie; we doan want to hab no
more to do wid dis rude ole fellah,”

If not, you must do so Right Away!
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He strode off, his tall hat swaying
at a perilous angle, and started to
climb into the boat.

“Hi, there, 1 say—stop!” velled
Joe, hobbling after him, “I didn’t
mean it, Pie. By the ghost of Van-
derdecken, my hancestor, I didn’t!”

Pie, from his flower-embowered
seat in the boat, looked down sternly
on the old man. 3

“Joe, you am a wickedum ole
man!? he said, frowning heavily.
“But I gib yo' one more chance, and
only one. Will yo', on your biggest
oathum, swear for eber and eker to
Tub, honours, and obey dis 1i'l baby
clephants, and to be nice, kind ole

enelmans to dis child ob sin and

arkness. Promisum, and I'll Jet 3o’
ride in my state coach.”

Tremorne hesitated 8 momens, and
a good-humoured twinkle began to
creep back into his blue eyes.

“ All' right, Pie, you’ve won!” he
said.  “You've won a charter of
freedom for Bunjie.”

Joo Plans a Campaign.

“Joe's Juggernaut ”* was the dis-
respectful term thereafter appliad by
the hoys to the conveyance which the
quick-witted brains of Pieface had
provided, and Joe's Juggernaul came
as & godsend at & most critical time,
For of one thing there could be no
question. If the pirates holding the
ralleon, the ancient Spanish town,
and one of the forts, wereto be dealt
with, it followed that constant com-
munication must be established be-

tween the camp and the steemer |

lying at anchor on the lnke.

To do this in his present condition
would have been a practical impossi-
bility so far ‘as Tremorne was con-
serned; but seated comiortably in his
siate carriage, as Joe termed it, the
said = carriage  being drawn by
Punjie, with Pieface acting as
mahout, the old sailor was enabled
to travel in comfort down to the
original landing-place: and back
again.

There was much to be done, for,
following on the grave news brought
back by Frank, Joe had decided on
nothing less than a bold and deter-
mined attack on the pirate strong-
hald.

“We can't ba sure:of their num-
bers, or how strongly they are
armed,” he seid to Frank on fhe first

_.___journey down to the lake; “but one

thing 1s quite certain, we oughier
strike a blow before
returns.  Mebbe, with luck, we may
be in possession of the city before
that ugly-looking craft shows up with
her crew of bloodthirsty ruffisns.”
_In none of their minds was there &
shadow of doubt that the same hands
which had pillaged and murdered on
ithe Octoroon also manned the fast-
steaming wvessel that hed pul to sea
early the previous morning.

*“We're handicapped by reason of
our own vessel being land-locked,”
Tremorne went on. ‘““All the same,
that's no excuse for standing by with
folded armis. We can bring off as
much gear as will be usable for land
warfare, establish ourselves in one of
the forts, provided we find one
cmpty, and then, without a moment's
warning, launch an atlack on them.”

“One thing we've got to be
niighty careful about, and that is nol
to betray our presence by kicking up
a row,”” said Frank. “There’s only
the range of hills and sbeut {four
miles of forest between the lake and
the lagoon, and an accidentzl rifle-
shot would turn the trick against ns.”

Joe quite sppreciated the point.

_ “Tg tell the truth,” he answered,
“if it weren't so jolly important to
make a move against those fellows in
the galleon before the yacht’s crew
reinforces them, I shoulgi prefer to
et this work done by night, As it
is, when the time comes to sstablish
oursclves among the old fortifica-
tions, everything will have to be done
in the dark. However, I haven’t gol
ont all my plans yvet, and the only
thing that matters just now is to get
guns and ammunition ashore,”

It was lucky for at least one of the
thip's company, Grimwade {o wit,
that Joe’s hurt prevented him coming
aboard the Defiance. Otherwise the
skipper would have found this
worthy, as did Dick and Frank when
they clambered on to the deck, curled
up in the shadow of the charthouse
with a hali-burned Flor de Naves
projecting at an angle from his capa-
cions mouth, and half a dozen stub-
ends seattered around him.

“Crikey !” gasped Dick,
down at the slumbering form. *“Old
Ballyhooly Grim has been boning
the Old Man's cabagios! Here, Pie,
do you know anything about this?”

Pieface looked at his questioner.

staring

the wacht |

“Dar am some times, Massa Dick,
when de wise man am him who asks
no foolish questium. Dis am a time
of de sort, and if yo' dogn mind, we
throw dese ends oberboard to feed de
sharks. You savvyi”

Dick laughed snd passed om, ex-

anging meaning glances with
Fran Thew, worked the afternoon
through, taking the Maxims and
Nordenfeldis to pieces, stowing them
in the whaler and the longhoat, and
loading the cutter to the gunwales
with cazes of ammunifion,

With Harry Rawson in charge of
one bhoat, and Dawe skippering
another, in all eight trips wers made
to the Janding-place, where the arms
and mmunitions were put ashore.

It was now that Pieface, whom
Dick had sent back with the first
return party, proved to Joe, in a most
practical fashion, the worth of his pet.
It would have taken half a dozen
able-bodied men a whole wrek to
carry parts of machine-guns and cases
of shells, weighing in all close upon
2 hundredweight, to the top of the
ridge; but Bunjie performed the
entive journey without the slightest
show of fatigue inside two hours.
Leaving Joe comfortably seated on
the shore, Pie stacked the dinghy us-
with arms and ammunition, and,
mounting ihe elephant's back, set
gaily off.

This work went on till sundown,

ey ll |
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disturbed {ranquilily. So far as they
knew, there had been no communi-
cation between the men on board the

‘galleon and those occupying the fort

near the entrance of the narrows,
Towards seven o’clock Frank and
his companions struck into the plania-
tion, following the roule he had
taken with Dick nearly four da
carlier, but, instead of entering the
town, he bore away to the left until
the old fortress wall barred further
progress, v
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The boys, however, were prepared
for this eventuality. Frank drew from
beneath his coeat a thin rope-ladder,
fitted with stout iron hooks at one
end. These he cast over ths top of
the wall, drawing them over the
rough blocke of masonry until they
held, Then, while Harry drew the
ladder taut, he mounted, pistol in
hand. Rawson followed aiter him.
The ladder was dropped with its free
end into the moat, and in this way
they passed the outer bastions. ?

Their pesition was now a novel, if

explosive they had as yet no means of
telling.

The night being very still; and dark
clouds gathering in the west, which
somewhat obscured the light of the
moon, Frapnk decided on a quick
return to acguaint Joe with their dis-
covery. This was a good strategic
move, for the instant Tremorne heard
of it he ordered every man to load
himself with a gun or ammunition,
and to take it, under Frank's direc-
tion, to the castle. =

Obvious, such a dangerous task
could ba carried out anly very slowly
and with much caution. In all 3t
occupied four nights to arm and pro-
vision the fort, the deytime being
spent resting under cover of the
forest. By the time the last bag of
Hour and water-keg carried
in, Joe was well enough to dispense
with his chariot, and, though some.
what lame, to make the rendezvous on

foot.

He had left behind on the top of the
hill, a small observation-party, in
charge of Pengelley, whose dpty it
would ba to come to the rescue if a
signal for assistance should be sent
out. Two other men were left at the
bivouac near the original landing-
stago to keeg guard over the boats m
case it should be necessary to evacuate
the castle, take to the forest, and fight
a rearguard action till the lake was
reached.

And all this while the adventurers,
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THE PIRATES' STRONGHOLD !

on among the pirates !

At the moment when Bick Polruan peersd through the crack in
the door Into the fortrese room, a heated

and right through the following day,
by which time the clearing on the
lake side of the range strongly re-
sembled an armed camp, ey had
brought up altogether three Maxims,
two Nordenfeldts, a threc-pounder
quick-firer, over forty rides, and
close on forty thousand rounds of
ammunition — truly, as Joe aiter-
wards confessed, an achievernent due
almost. entirely to Piefuce and the
young elephant.

The third day was passed in denu-
ding tho Defiance of stores and
barrels of water, although large
quantities of the latter were hardly
essential, as Joe felt _ce:iain‘ that
every forl would be provided with'its
own water supply.

FEach took a long rest throughout
that night, and the whole of the next
day, unti] sundown. Then, dividing
his forces into two, Joe tonped the
ridge, still keeping his men well in
the shelter of the forest, and leaving
one section to keep the way clear for
a possible yetreat, led the other in
the direction of the town. A halt
was called within three hundred
yards of the deserted plantations, and
from this point as a base, ¢s soon as
the moon came up, Frank-and Harry
were sent forward to reconmoitre.

It irked Joo dreadiul to have to
stay behind when desperate measures
were afoot, but it was o matter of
striking ewiftly, in the hope of
achieving victory before the odds
strengthened against them.

So far, it was plain their presence
on the island was unsuspected, for
the whole place was in a state of un-

a preearious one. Th wero
enclosed by a massive, encircling bul-
wark of stone some twenty feet high,
extendinig in all for a distance of
nearly & mile and & half.

Within the wall were four other
forts, beside the one gusrding the
narrows and the castle which the
had noted on their first survey. It
was towards: this latter building: that
Frank and Harry directed their steps,
being halted temporarily by the
twenty-fect-deep moat, which, tiaugh
dry, was difficult to get over. There
was bui one means of entry; a single
door seb in the middle of & stout wall
and leading to the castle proper.

To their surprise, this door gave
without the neceseity for force, and,
mounting between thirty and forty
steps, they came to a platform of solid
masonry, on which were mounted
eleven old-fashioned pieces of cannon,
cach of which could be turned on to
the town below. "

“Here’s something the silly beggars
haven't allowed for,” whispered
Frank, drawing his chum to one of
the embrasures from which they com-
manded a view of the city. the quay-
side, and the lagoon where the galleon
rade. “We've only got to get our
shootera up here to command the
whole blessed show 1™

From the top of the artificial mound
they descended to a storehouse built
belween solid walls, and here they dis-
covered nmmense barrels of gunpow-
der; although whether serviceable or
not it was impossible to tell. One or
two of the casks had been broken, and
the black grains were scattered about
the foor, but of what quality as an

securely hidden within a mile of the
fort at the entrarnce to the narrows,
had seen scarcely anything of thewr
enemies. Once or twice there had
been signs of life in the neighbour-
hood of the large sheds, with their
flambuoyant hoarding title to fame as
2 film co’m‘:a:ny, and on three otca-
giotis a small party had put off in the
launch to visit the galleon.

Through long hours of each day,
while preparations went steadily on
below him, Joa would be stretched
full Ic:;ﬁth in the shelter of the em-
brasured wall, watching through his
glass the entrance to the lagoon and
the vast siretch of sparkling ocean
beyond. His one fear alwaye was lest
the armed yacht should réturn before
the time was ripe to fall on their
enemies.

At last Hawke announced that
everything had been done in readi-
ness for an attack. The news came
at nightfall on the twelfth day after
Tanding on the island.

“Now,” said Joe, seated in one of
the old stone vaults beneath the
powder-store, ““I eall for velunteers to
go with me to discover the strength of
the garrison on the Marrows Fort.”

Instantly there was a universal
show of ds, and a good denl of
arguntent and disagreement. To
settle the matter amicably, lots were
drawn. To his chagrin, Joe found
himsell out of the running altogether,
the winning numbers falling to Dick
Polruan and young Rogers.

Precisely at ten o'clock. with an
hour to spare before mponrise, and
only faint stroamers of ghostly light
in the southern sky, Dick and the

young fisherman passed out of the
castle door, dropped into the ditch,
and, clambering up the steep side of
the moat, struck actoss the fat
ground which lay between them and
their objective,

Cover* there was in plenty—ruins of
follen masonry, disused sheds, and
heaps of modern junk very similar {0
that which littered the queyside.
Everything seerned in their favour,
for when t;h‘_eci came at length to e
fortress, which bore, engraven in old
Roman letters over its central portal,
the eryptic title of Plattsforma de los
Artilleros, they found the door un-
Fu.aa;d , and a flight of steps
ea‘&lm mto thfa grim interior.

t the top of the steps tin neils
of light streamed into the gm?lgness.
These rather puzzled Dick at first,
until he realised that they came
through an old wooden door, cracked
and eaten away in places by worm.

Leaving Rogers on guard at tho
bo:i&im ) v:'ient fc]n'_m'f.t-c’i1 _on hands
and knees, and, sppiying his eye to a
hole, looked throngh. lisl‘i:isqt’i what,
he saw. A long room of four stone
walls, high and vaulted, with groined
arches syfporbed;hy mng'nig:ently
carved pillars of pale grean marble.
About the ficor wonderful pieces of
old-fashioned mahogany zand teak
furniture, clearly loot taken from the
house of a rich merchant in the old
Spanish town.

A heavy wooden table occupied the
centre of the stone floor, and above
this. were grc:laed some eightesn or
twenty men, all in seafarimg garb,
three of them wearing the distinetive
gold braid and gilt buttons of officers
of the Merchant Sarvice.

An open armoire al the far end of
the room showed a number of short-
barrelled rifles, o pile of heavy Service
rovelvers, and boxes of cartridges.

At the moment of Dick’s arvival so
close to the scene, a heated argument
was.gcu:? on. It was not pessible to °
gather all that was said, but very little
escaped the watcher,

_Said an elderly man whose distine-
tive features weore 2 long grey beard
and deep-sunk, piercing eyes on either
side of an immense hooked nose:

“I favour the use of picric aecid
because it produces an easily gradu-
ated explosion. 'The chief has asked
for bombs, and it is my work to
supply them. This one here, now *—
he picked up a shiny black box—
“contains the new explosive. By
means of the mechanizm it can be set
to go off at one hour, two hours, ten
or twenty, according to the position of
the pointer on the clock face. 1
guarantee that one of those, placed in
& goed position, will blow the biggest
ship out of the water.”

“But don’t you see, professor,” in-
sisted one of the men in officer’s uni-
form, “the very thing which the chief
wants is not to blow a vessel out of
the ‘::g:ier.’ In ygur}ea&husiasm ]‘ﬁ
are producing too-high-powered exp
eives. We need, and must have, the

mall machines such as you have pre-
viously made—machines whic will
explode on time, but do little more
than blow e hole through an ordinary
steel plate. So long as we make suffi-
cient opening in o ship’s side for water
to got 1n, the vessel will s00n £ll and
go down without leaving masses of
wreckage floafing round. Now do
you see what I am driving at?” :
i the professor “saw,” he certainly
did not fail to show his dizappeint-
ment.

“T have wasted much time and
much labonr,” he said testily. *Here
in the room below, I have been work-
ing for nearly a fortnight making
theso immensely powerful infernal-
machines, and now you tell me they-
are no good, It is=—" ]

Dick waited to hear no more, but
drew :-;i.hmt'bt'l back, and joined Rogers,
waiting in the darkness by the door.

“I say, old chqlp.” he said in an
excited whisper, “I've just discovered
something, Somewhere below that
room upstairs is another, filled with
high-explosive infernal-machines.  If
we can only lay our hands on them,
we can take this place and every man
inside it without any fighting. Whas
do you say? Will you take the risk?”

gers laughed, znd nodded
briskly.

“Risk! TI'll risk anything, Just

vou lead the way, Master Richard.

Show me what to do, and I'll {ollow
you anywhere !’ =

“Right!” said Dick, whipping an
autornatic from his pocket. I ecan
see the door just slong there. We'll
either capture the whole bag of tricks,
or blow the fort to smithereens!”

{WWill Dick Polruan and his com-
panion  succeed in  capluring the
pirates’ stronghold?  Orimo account
must you miss next Monday's long
instalment of this ripping tale. And
don't forget to introduece the Boys
IPRiEND to all your pals.)

Coming Shortly—a stunning story of the Turf, featuring that popular character, ALPHA ALWAYS! Look out forit!
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COMPLETE FOOTBALL STORY—CRAMMED

To make certain that his club win their mat
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ces, Daniel Gill, a director of Clayford

Albion E.C., ““plays it low,” but when the Barchester Rovers match comes off the
' tables are turned on him with a vengeance!

The 18t Chapter.
Trouble Brewing.

“T'1l be even with them yet!”

Fred Reid, the ex-centre-torward of |

the Barchester Rovers Football Club,
growled out the words as he leit the
Loard-room. He had been dismissed
altogether from his employinent with
the club, affer an assault on young
Jack Xerr, who had taken his place as
leader of tha attack.
“You wera suspended for foul play
a few days mgo,” the chairman had
told him sternly. - *You have dis-
, regarded that warning, nnd you hive
aggravated your offence by this un-
provoked- assault. - The elub has no
further use for your services.” :
Reid, furious with enger, went out
of the ground and directed his steps
towards the lowest part of 'the Lown.
Here he turned down an alley and
knocked at the door of ‘& tumble-
down house. - .l
A tall man, with a sear scross the
cheek, ‘and a very surly, forbidding
countenance, opened the door. Reid
went in, and the two worthies were
soon deep in conversation.

“So - you're thrown out” said

Robert James, with eomething like:

a chuckle. *““What are you going to
do now?”

“ Get my own back I” retorted Reid
angrily. “That's my first job, and
vou must help me 3

“That’s all very well. But what
do I get out of it?" objected his
companion.

“¥You help me in this business, gnd
I'll stend in with you in fulure.
Thare ave plenty of jobs in your line
where you want £wo,” replied Reid.

“Look here, though,” snid Robert
James. “Your revenge can wait for
a day or two. I've a little affair of
my cwn to-morrow night.” i

“What's that?” inquired Reid
ctiriously. >

“You know old Den Gill, the
Clayford Albion director, I suppose ¥

“I've scen him,"” ndmitted the ex-
centre-forward, grinning.

Tor Mr. Daniel Gill had not the
best of reputations in the football
world, He wes supposed to bet on
the results of games, and was even
rumoured to have been concerned in
cases of bribing players to arrange
matches. But his shady transactions
were 6o cunnmingly managed that
nothing had ever been brought honie
to him.

“Well,” continued James, *old
Gill has o big house on the outskirts
of Clayford, and he's got o fine ser-
vice of plate.”

“‘And you are after the plate, no
dounbt,” muttered Reid.

“Just so, old chap. I know exactly
where he keeps if, and if you come
along with me to-morrow evening,
when the old boy is due at a dinner,
the silver is ours!"”

Fred Reid hesitated. Rascal as lie
was—as he had proved himeelf to be
on the football feld and off it—he did
not much relish the idea of burglary.
Dut he saw no way of earning his
living by honest means. No fcothall
club would employ him after the
seandal he had caused at Barchester,
even if the Football Association did
not debar him permanently from the
game, a course which would probably
be faken very =oon. So finally he
agreed to the propesal of his cracks-
man friend.

The next day saw the twe men at
Barchester . station, en route for
Clayford, a large manufacturing tawn
some fifty miles away., The after-
noon was dark and foggy. much to

“director of the

the delizht of Robert James, who re-
joiced in conditions so favourable te
iz nefarious schemes. . - ¥

In the gloom of the evening the
two ~ fellows “from Barchestor were
outside the splendid house in .which
Lived Daoziel . Gill,  stoekbroker,
Clayford Albion
Foothall Club, “president- of various
societies in the town, and—over and
above all—rogue! =

They recohnoitred the mansion on
all’ sides, “and, lurking up = side
street, they saw Mr. Gill drive off in
his car early in the evéning.

At eleven o'clock they were in the

arden, ready fo sturt operations, and
Robert James, as the old hand, took-
command. ’ : 2

He set'ta work very cavefully on o
window, ard in a few minutes the
two burglars slood. inside the house,
apparently — svithout' raising  the
shightest alarm.  They wete in ‘the
library, and James, who kneiw all
about the interior of the buildivg,
led tho way scross the room.” ;

“Here we are,” he  whisgered.
“The sale’a here, behind the book-
case. We'll just take ount this row
of books, and then we can gei to
work on the job,* he eonfinued, pro-
ducing o dark lantern from his pockef,
“Just sce that the door's loeked)
Fred,” he concluded.. ;

Reid tiptoed agross the room to the
door, found the key, and {urned it
scftly in the lock. Now that they felt
safe from interruption the tivo fellows
began to work.

The row of books was soon ra-
moved, and they saw that a picce of
the woodwork had been cut out of
the back of the bookcase, and in the
\\:E.ll behind sppeared the door of the
safe,

“Good idea, that!” muttered Fred
Reid admiringly.

“Yes, a very good idea! Wery
smart indeed, gentlemen!” said a
voice sarcastically, end the library
was suddenly flooded with light.

James and Reid turned in utfor
astonishment. There, by the door,
stood Mr. Daniel Gill himself, in his
hand a revolver.

“Hands up, my f{ifends,”
marked suggestively.

The two rascals; with great reluct-
ance, complied with the request.

he re-

“8it down,” said Mr. Gill. T
want a few words with you. Oh,

no, keep your hands up,” he
chuckled, “or you will get hurt!”

Very gingerly, holding their hands
above their heads, the two crestfallen
burglars sat down, wondering what
the dirvector meant to do with therm.

Mr., Daniel Gill had returned
early, and, heering a slight sound in
the library, be had determined to
investigate it. e {ried the door
cautionsly, and, finding it locked,
had gone auietly round {o the
window, which James had left ajar
lest & hurried retreat should becote
necessary.

Enteting by the window, the Clay-
ford direcior had stolen across the
foohm unheard, and switched on the
ight

“Mr. Reid, I think?” he re-
marked inqguivingly. *Late centre-
forward of DBarchester Rovers.

Now, as I perceive, a burglar!”

Reid nodded sullenty.

“And Mr. James, also of Bar-
chester, whose presence would be
very. welcome to the police of Clay-
ford, if they koew of a litlle bit of
business he did here the other day,”
he went on. smiling wickedly at the

unhappy puir before him,

School, Sport, Mystery, and Adventure Stories Always

Robert James stared  open-
monthed at the last words. Fred
Reid, in spite of himself, eould not
help grinning. :

“¥You've got us, Mr. Gill}"'-snid
James af lengil.  “Send for the
cops, and have done with it!”

“Not so fast! Not so [asf,.my

friend,” roplied ihs dircclor. "Yb{t_

W,

\

The 2nd Chapter.
Trapped !

“Well, old chap, T think Tl get

roady.”

It was some three weeks after the
attempt of Robert Jumes and Fred
Reid to steal Mr., Daniel Gill's plate,
and Jock Kerr, the young centre-
forward of Barchester Rovers, was
standing in the front room of the
house in which he lodged with his

friend, Jim Brown, the burly cenbre-

half of the team. ¢

Jim looked up from the letier ne
was writing.

“Right, Jack. T'll just finish this
letter, and then 1'll come along,” he
replied. :

The rwo professionals were due at
the station at twelve o'clock to mees
the rest of the team, for the League
gamo with the Albion was to bo
played that afternoon at Claxford.

“By the way, Jack, have you
heard that strange yarn about Clay-
ford Albion?” asked Jim as they
made their way along the strect.

*No—nothing special. 1 see they
have started to win lately, that's all,”
replied Jack, without much intercst.

“Well, when they bedt Canford
United last week, three of the
United's team didn’t turn up unlil
half-time,” remarked Jim.

“Great Scott! I noticed by the

reports that the United had a weak
team out,” replied Jack surprisedly.

1 “They have kept: it very dark,'
continued Jim, “but there’s & rumour
fiying abont fo the effect that there
‘was foul play.” .

‘You don’t say so!” exclaimed his

i

it hnd not.

QUESTIONING THE REFEREE’S DECISION ! Ths rotoree

v ded by a gesticulating mob of players, the Rovars claiming that -

the ball had crossed the goal-line, the Albion protesting furiously that

But the official, who had besn closs up with the play,

pointed without a moment’s hesitation to the middie of the pitch.
It was a goal!

see, of course, ihat there is a bell
handy, if you should prove cbstinate
in your views concerning a little
schemo I am about to put before
you. Bub youw will find it best to
assist me, 1 think?”

“What do you mean, guv’nor?”
asked James, for Reid sas too much
overcome by the collapse of hiz first
atterapt at burglary to be able to
say & word.

“I require your assistence in a
little idea I have decided to earry
out—an idea which will considerably
improve the position of the Albion
in the League,” continued Mr. Gill.

At the director’s last words, Fred
Reid had sat up suddenly.

“If your plan means doing ung
harm to the Rovers, I'm on!" he
exclaimed eagerly,

“Not so loud, my dear fellow!”
suggested Mr. Gill. - “¥es;, the
scheme 'does involve certain misfor-
tunes to the Rovers, and fo various
other teams,” he continued.

And he ouilined & plan for the fol-
lowing Saturday, when the Albion
were to play Selsdon Athletic. The
faces of the listeners brightenad,
and presently they departed, as they
had come, by the window, chuckling
to themselves as they thought of the
consternation lhere would be in the
camp of the Albion's opponents on
the nfternoon of the matech!

companion.  “I thought you meant
the fellows had simply missed their
train.”

“Not a bit of it! Some chap
offered them a lift in his motor-car,
and, like feols, they accepted. The
car broke down miles from anywhere,
and the boys think it was a deliberate
plok to keep them away. But I sup-
pose they can't prove it.” .

“My hat!" exclaimed Juck,

“¥es, and there's more vet. When
the Albion played Scladon Athletic
three weeks ago, two of the Athletic
chaps were run down by a car—the
same car. 1 dare say—and injured
just before the game,” went on Jim.

I remember that. It seems very
queer, Have they traced the car?”

“T haven't heard, end I cxpeet the
Eglmhc:- was faked, anyhow,” said

im.

“Sare thing!" replied Jack Kerr:
“Do you think the Albion are in

TR

“Shouldn’t think so. Thes have
always had a good reputation for
sportsmanship.  But T suppose the
I, A, will investigate the matter.”

“Well,” Janghed voung Kerr, “we
must lock ouf this afternocn. They
might get us next”

Jim Brown chuckled at the idea.

“Nonsense !"” he cried. “We are
half-way to the station alveady, and

-was interrupted in

“Leellars, but found no one, and littlo

welre meeting all the other fellows
there !”

But Jim Browre would not have
been so cocksure if he had noticed
that he and Jack were being watched
by Robert James on the other side of
the strest. Unfortupately, neither
of the professionals knew the cracks-
man by sight, nor were they aware
of his connection with I'red Reid.
Jame: went on ahead of them,
turned down Symond’s Lane, which,
a5 he well knew, was their usual way
to the station, and by the time tho
two Footballers had reached the
cotner he had disappeared from view.
. Symond's Lane was a narrow turn-
ing, with high walls on either side,
excent at one spol whera there was
an old house, long empty and in bad
repair. 'The two Rovers took their

accustomed short cub, and as {hey -

neared the liouse their conversztion
unexpeeoled
fashion. e
“Help, help ! called a voice.
They stopped short, and looked up
and down, ne i
sight.
“Hear that,
excitedly,
“Sounds like a child's voice some-
where. Bul where on earth is it%”
replied Jim, glapcing round again.
“He!p. help!"
Once more came the pitiful cry.

Jim?” eried Jack

“Must be in that house!"” ex-
claimed Jack Kerr. . “Come on,
Jim 1" '

And Jack rushed off towards the
tdoor, : : ; >
The two fellows found the house

apparencly emply. They scarched it

in_vain from top to bottom, and were .

about to go out when: the ery sounded

| agein, weemingly beneath their feok

as they ztood in the passage.

“That's down below !” shouted

Jack. * There must be a cellar some-
where.. . Look!- Here's a door wo.
missed 1" :

He rushed forward as he spoke, and
opened a door concealed in a duck
corner.  Sure enough, a flight of steps
appeared to lead downwards. -

“I'm going down, Jim!?
Jack, in great exciternent.
ing 7"
steps,

The ceilars under the old houze
were very extensive.. Jack produced
an_electnie. torch, for theire-was no
light away from the foot of the stops.
They looked carefully through :[l

cried
“ Cons-
And he began to descend the

did they guess that two men were
watching them closely from a secret
hiding-place in the frst cellar.

* Funny, this!” muttered Jack, as
they looxed round the last cellur and
found it empty.

“Come on. old chap, or we'll lose
our train!” urged Jim,

And they turned back to climb tle
stairs.

The cellars were in three divisions.
They passed through the opening into
the muddle one, and Jack turned his
torch to light Jim past the zap into
the first. Jim went forward, and then
suddenly stopped.

“ Where the dickens is the
ing " he shouted. *“TLook,
There's a door here !

Jack Kerr looked, and there, much
to his surprise, he saw & door—a nias-
sive wooden one, which blocked their
way !

*What on earth iz thig?” ho ex-
claimed. “There wasn’t any door
there when we came in!"

“It's a trap, Jack, and we've walked
into it !" growled Jim angrily.

“Well, we'll soon walk out,” 're-
plied Jack coolly, examining the mys-
terious door as he spoke.

“We can't open it from this side,
I'm sure,” he went om. ““It's o slid-
ing. door, you see, ingide the frst
ceﬁar, and someone must have pushed
it along while we were in there at the
back.”

*1 didn't hear a sound all the
time,” objecied Jim, in a puzzled

opel-
Jack !

one.

“Nor did I. The wheels and

rooves have been well oiled, no

oubt, What fools wé were nof to
notice the blessed door ns we cameo
in!"”

“Someone must have known we
always come down Symond’s Lane to
the station,” remarked Jim thought-
fully.

“Yes. Some fellow was hiding in
the house of course, and we dirin't
spot him. Smart chaps, these Clax-
ford plotters!”

“We shall not play for the Rovers
to-day, that's evident,” said Jim
dolefully. :

“Don’t be so beastly pessimistic, old
son!” retorted the young centre-
forward cheerfully. “If we lose the
first train, there’s a special for sup-
porters at twelve-forty, so we'll just

to be found in the BOYS’ FRIEND.—Tell All Your Pals about this Great Paper!

There' was no one in ~ °
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ﬁi out and catch that. Come on!
i's try to break the thing down!”
Thé two foctballers, both sturdy,
well-built fellows, hurled themselves
several times against the door, but in
vain, for it did not move an inch.

“[’s barred on the other side, 1
suppose,” said Jack Kerr as last
“Yet’s prospect a bit. I'll switch off,
and wo might see a gleam of light
gomewhere !

Jack switched off his torch, and
when their eyes bad become used to
the darkness, the two friends looked
cagerly around. But not a ray of
light \was visible anywhere. They
tried the further cellar with the same
resulk.

‘“How about a shout?” suggested
Jim Brown. ‘Somebody in the lane

might hear us.”

<1 doubt it,” said Jack. “We'll
try, if you like, but you know how few
people come this way.”

They shouted loudly several times,
but thetrs was no sound in reply.

‘ No good, I'm afraid,” said Jack at
Jast, glancing round the celiar as he
spoke. Suddenly he rushed oyer to.a
corner, where he had caught sight of
a heap of old tools. i

“Here's a pickaxe!” he exclaimed
joyfully. “Now we can break down
that door or make a hole in the wall
near it 1" :

And they returned hastily to the
mysterious door, where they decided,
after some-dizcussion, to break a hole
in the brickwork They eet to work
manfully to win their freedom, in spite
of the bits of brick and mortar which
were soon fying round them, and the
clouds of choking dust in which they
were enveloped. They soon succeeded
in making o small hole i'i;{ht through
the wall, but & considerable time had
clapsed before they had enlarged it
sufticiently for. Jack Kerr to crawl
out. But at last, grimed with dirt
and dust, he forced his way through
ran to the foot of the stairs, an
listened. Everything was still. Their
captor had evidently gone away as
soon as the two. fellows were safely en-
trapped, and Jack called to his friend
1o follow him.

“Tt's nearly-one o'clock 1 excluimed
Jim Brown; “and there’s no train
now till three-fifteen !”

“ (o round to Harry Wilson, in the
High Street, and ask him to take us
over in his car.  Come back here with
him to pick me up!” replied Jack.
“YTm going to see if I can find any
tlues to this husiness in this house ™

Jim hesitated a moment, but guess-
ing that Jock was safe enough now,
ha dashed up the stairs and set off at
% run. He sow nobody in Symond's
T.ane; but when he reached the High
Street, he caused quite a sensation, for
his appearance, like Jack’s was most
disreputable.  He took no nofice,
lhowever, even when someone called
him by name, but rushed in frantic
haste to Harry Wilson’s house.

‘The young engineer had gone out mn
his car five munutes before! - Jim
Brown did not know what to do. He
went back, however, to Symcnd’s
Lzmr:I where he sawh ack I%t;rr com-
12g along, carrying the two bags.

“\Where's the car, Jim?” sheuted
Jack, as he came up. ;

“Harry’s out. I just missed him.
He has gone over to Standerton this
afterncon, so they told me at the
house,” was the reply, “ What's {o be
done now 1% ; :

“Yet's try the station—" began
Jack, but Jim cut him short.

“There's no train—unless they make
up a special for us.”’ :

The idea was worth trying, and the
two fellows were soon at Barchester
Station, where they saw Mr. Herbert,
the genial stationmaster, and put the
matfer to him.

“T'm very sorry,” said the official,
“hut I can’t give you a special
though, as you say, the club would
pay tor it. Bus I have no spare
engine here, and by the time I could
get one sent down it would be half-
past two. Can't you get @ car some-
where 1’ he asked 2 .

“We have tried one friend of ming,
but he was out,” replied Jack. “We
must go and hire one, I supposc.
Conie along, Jim !”

“Wait a minute!” suddenly ex-
claimed the stationmaster. * Why
not take the one-fifteen express fo
Standerton—it's due in five minutes—
and then take a car frfom there?”
Ile drew a map towards him, and
went on:

“You see, Standerton is on &
different line, but it's only twenty
miles across country from there to
Clayford, and the express is timed to
reach Standerton at two, g0 you would
have plenty of time.”

“Jolly good ides, Mr. Herbert!”
said the two professionals. * Thanks
very much! That will be just the
thing !

“0Oh, thure's one thing you will be
good enough to do for us, perhaps?”
remarked Jack Kerr. “Will you send
2 telegram to our menager, Mr. Pain,
to say we are on the way, and will be
there before the kick-ofi? He'll be
on the Clayford ground now, I ex-
pec’E, and he ‘must be worried about

us.

“ Certainly 17 said Mr. Herbert.
“T’ll see {o that for youl”

“Express for Standerton and Bir-
mipgham! Standerton first stop!”

The porters wore shouting the words
as the two Rovers ran down tho stairs
to the platform, and in another
moment the train steamed in.
Finding an empty carriage, the two
fellows entered and sat down. Punc-
tually to the minute the train was oft
and flying along at a good pace.

“Well, Jack, did you find any
clues 7 asked Jim, after a while.,

Jack Kerr grinne_d.

“See this!” he exclaimed, taking 8
small objeet from his pocket. ™
found this in the back room. There
was nothing else anywhere in the
house, and our bags were just where
we left them in the front room.”

Jim Brown took the small knife
which Jack handed to him, and
examined it attentively.

“I have it!? he exclaimed sud-
denly. “This is Fred Reid's knife!
I've seen him with it once or twice.

at Clayford this afternoon for tho
league match.” 3

“Well, welre trying lo get there”
replied Jim. And he explained how
it was that they had made such an
unexpected appearsnce  on the
Birnningham express.

“ But what's up here?” he went on.
“We. ara in & hurry to geb
Standerton, so as to get o car from
there.”

“Here comes my mate ” exclaimed
the driver, as the guard, who had
hean up t6 the next signal-box for
gﬁ?‘:}’ cama along. **What's wrong,

“(oods Lrain ahesd broken down.
That’s the smoke of it wWe can see.
Three trucks off the line. Break-
down Enng coming from Standerton,”
said the guard.

Jim Brewn and Jack Kerr gasped.

“That means we'll here for an
hour or more, 1 expect,” remarked
the driver. :

Jim Brown glanced arcund. Some
way off he noticed a church spire
{}m:mgh the trees at the sids of the
ine.

“Village over there, I see,” he
said hopefuily. “Let's go and try to
geb a motor, Jack.”

The two professionals ‘climbed the
fence and made their way across some
fields to the little village of Ebbes-
ford. Here they looked sbount. There

were a few small cottages, & church,

0.

In a mile or two they came out of :

the lane into a main rond, and the
driver turned to the impatient Rovers.

“This be tha road to Standerton,”
he remarked. “It be only eight
miles fxom here.”

*This won’t do at all, Jim ! mut-
tered Jack EKewr. “l'm going to
stop the first motor I see,” he con-
tinued, addressing the farmer, *‘so
pull up,

“Here comes one! Now for it!”
he shouted, aiter a minuie or two.
And he ran out into the middle of
the road, in the path of the oncoming
car, waving his arme frantically in
the air. The motorist slackened his
speed a trifle, but made no attempt
to stop, Instead, a furious voico
yelled from the car for Jack to get
ont of the way. Just in time, and
only just, he jumped dside, and the
motor passed on and vanished round
a corner. e

“Surly brutes!” growled Jack
angrily. “T'1l try again, though, and
perhaps the next one will stap!”

In a few minutes a big’gr
hove in sight. Jack repeatg
frantic signals, and this time with
suecess.

The car pulled up, and the driver
leaned forward to ask what was the
matter: -~ .

“What's wrong?” he began; bub
he was interrupted by a wild howl of
joy from the two [riends.

car
his

[ seraped b

They had reached the top of the
slope, and were going again down-
hill, . In turning & sharp corner they
suddenly saw a  big farm-wagon
travelling in the direction of Clayford.
1t seemed to occupy the middle of
the road, and Harry sounded his
hooter repeatedly; but the driver was
apparently either deaf or obstinate,
for he ‘made no effort to pull his
clumsy vehicle in to the side of the
road. Harry calealated the distance
with his eye, and swept out fo- the
right in an endeavour to pass the
obstruction. -

Thers was barely room, and the off-
wheels of the car wero on the edge
of a deep ditch on the side of the road
as they came ulongside the wagon.
There was 2 ;sspi.r_sg ‘sound as the car
v, for a projecting hit of
wood had left a deep scratch %ll ong
the body of the motor. But Harry
Wilson took no notice. All he cared
for was_that they had goy past with-
out accident, and he drove on down
the hill harder than ever, while the
siolid yokel, swho had decliberately
fried  to block the way of- “that
there’ dritted motor,” gaped- with
astonishmerit after the fiying car.

“ Narrow- shave, that!" exclaimed
Jack,” ““Harry’s done his car a bit of
damage, tool . Lucky there “was
nothing coming the other way!?

“Let me ses, we cross the railway -
somawlgem, don't wel” asked Jim
presentiy. (i < s

“Yes, at Norton Junction—a mila
or two on.  IP’sa level-crossing at the
foot of a hill, and a very awkward
place, too.. I only hope tha gates will
be open, or we shall lose several
precious minutes there ™ rejoined
Jack, in a thoughtiul tone.

The car breasted another long hill.,
and as they reached the top a grand
view opened before their .eyes. Far
away over the plain were the tall
chimneys and spires of their goal—
the big town of Clayford—while just
beneath them, nt the foot of a stee
descent, was Norton Junction, witi
its level-crossing,

Jack Kerr held his breath as they
athered . speed on the downward
slope. Harrg. crouching over the
wheel, with his eyes glued on the yoad
ahead, made no sign as tha car
plunged into the valley.

“Look—Ilook!”  screamed  Jim
Brown frantically, leaning forward to
attract the driver’s attention. '*Look,
Harry, there’s a train over on iho
right, just coming in to Notrton!”

The young engineer glanced at the -
trail of smoke which marked the on-
coming train, but ke did not slacken
speed in the least.  He turned the
last corner on the hill, and the level-
¢rossing gates came into sight a

ng by the door.

Suddenly the libr was Aooded with light and Jarhes dnd di '
GAUGHT ! _find Dlnylal ain, :::olvar in ha:ld, mnd? o !ind Surasd | usiar etoniesn: 19 '

It‘sﬁ;};}ot a bit chipped out of the blade,
see

“Then we've something really
definite to go on now,” said Jack,
“and Reid 13 our man.” >
_The train’ was rattling slong. mer-
rily, and Jim drey out his watch.

HQuarter to two,” he remarked,
“Soon be there, old chap!”

“Did you say Harry had gone to
Standerton, Jim?” inquived Jack.

“Yes, We mriht'imd him ‘there
and get him to take us on, if we have
any luck,” answered Jim.

variety—which was to come the way
of the two Rovars that day was not
due to meet them yet! They were by
no means at the end of their iroibles,
though the next misfortune which
befell them was a pure aceident, ‘in
no wiy connected with the Clayford
mystory. -

“My word, we ave going!” said
Jack Kerr, looking out of the
carriage window at the countryside,
which seemed to' 8y past them at a
tremendons pace,

And, indeed, the speed of the train,
now on a down gradient, was terrific!
Soon they reached the level, and tha
train slowed down a trifle. Suddenly
the brakes began to grind, the pace
slackened, the express erawled along
for a hittle way, the whistle going
furiously, and finally stopped.

“Dash it!”? exclaimed Jim Brown.
“What's up now?”’

He poked hiz head out of the
window, and saw that the signals
were at danger, A long way anea
he could see some smoke. The two
fellows waited for a minute or so,
fidgeting and dancing about with im-
patience, and at last they got out
and walked up to the engine,

The driver happened to be a Bar-
chester man, and a keen supporter of
{he Rovers. He knew them a2t ence.

in emazement. *‘ What on earth are

vou doing here? Thoughit you were

But any luck—Iuck of the good |

“Why, great Scott!” he exclaimed,

and one tiny-general shop, and that
seemed to be all 2

_ It looked as though the eventiul
Eumey- of Jack Kerr and Jim Brown

d at last come to an end, for there
was apparently no prospect of ob-
taining & cgnveyance in this remote
village, znd ‘their hopes of donning
the familiar shirts of the Rovers in
the. afternoon’s. game at Clayford

emed to love vanished finally into
thin air. :

* 7The 3rd Chapter. -
Not an Inch to Spare.

“Lively spot,. this, Jim!” said Jack
grinning in spile of their awkward
predicament. .

. “Never zeen a miotor-car in. their
lives, from the look of it1"” growled
Jim, in great disgust, -

They went into the liitle shop and
asked where they could hire a car.

“ A moty-car you wanted, was it,
master? There bain’t one in the
village, and we never do sce one of
they nasty-smelling things in Ebbes-
ford, that we doesn’t!” answered the
old dame who kept the village store.

“Well, we want to get to
Standerton as soon as we canr——"
began Jack impaiiently, when shrill
voice broke in upon his words.

“¥ou be a-wanting to go to
Standerton, guv’nor? father, he
have got a pony and trap, and he'll
take you, I ’spects.”

They turned, and saw a small
urchin of ten, who ran off forthwith
to feteh his father. In a few minutes
they had made a bargain, and were
rolling along the country lanes behind
what seemod the most ancient animal
that, ever wolked on four legs.

“Hardly a Derby winner, this horse
of vours, is he?” eaid Jack, turning
to the farmier who drove. “Can't
you ’gét him' to put on the steam a

it

“ e won't go any foster than he be
a-going now, that he won't!” was the
reply. i

“FHe ain’t so young as he
was, mister!”

' Jack’s tale was finished.

“Harry Wilson, by all that's
lucky !” ~ screamed Jack. “Wou're
just the man we want {7 ;

“What on earth do you mean?”
asked the young engineer, surveying
in great astonishment the disreput-
able figures before him.

“Take us to Standerton—auick!”
SII):%“tt.eqt Jack. “Wa’lrli tell you all
sbout it as we go. op in, Jim!
Oh, what Iuck!"go e

“VYoun seem - to have fallen into it
properly to-day,” said Harry, when
*Lucky you
found me, gh. Tl put you ‘on
the Clayford ground by three o'cl
right enough! There’s a little bit o
business 1 must do in Standerton—
that’s why I’'m -here—but i% won’t
take more than five minutes,”

Harry Wilson stopped in the

market-place of Standerton, and went |,

into an office, while his friends waited
impatiently outside. In fve minutes
he came out, and tha town-hall clock
was striking half-past two as he set
the car in motion again.

_“We are well out of the wood now,
Jim, old chap!” said Jack Xerr
chearfully, as the car threaded slowly
through the busy streets of tha town.

“By the way, what has become of
Fred Reid these last few weeks?” he
continned. *‘I haven't seen or heard
anything of him since lic was sacked.”

“He's left the town, I believe,”
wags the reply. “Perhaps he's gone
to Clayford. ~He used to play for the
Albion, you knew, until he was trans-
ferred to us three years ago. Two
thousand pounds the directors paid,
and a rotten bargain it was, for he
never made good. He's a bad egg—
always was?

“Y say, Harry's going the paco
rather, isn’t he?” exclaimed Jack, as
they tore down a hill and began to
breast a long slope ahead,

They had seen few vehicles, so far;
but now, ail in & moment, they foun
themselves in the most immunent
danger.

couple of hundred yards away, still
open.

“Stop—stop! It's too late to get
through!” cried Jim, in herror; for
he heard the warning bell beginning

to ring, .

“We'll just do it ! muttered Harry
Wilson: and they seemed {o leap for-
wards faster than ever towsrds the
eates,

The gates were on the move as the
car swept down on them. The tvwo
footballers wers paralysed with
terror, but Harry seemed to have no
doubts. On they went, and ile
signalman in his cabin was horxified
to see, oz he pulled the leyer to cloce
the gates of the crossing, a big, grey
motor-car racing furionsly down the
road towards him. He shouted a
frantic warping, and as he reversed
the lover to check the gatesthe cor
was through the first pair and on the
rails. Just in time the-further gates
stopped swinging. and- the reckless
motorists were past, and had vaniched
in & cloud of dust.  °

“What fools!"” ml]l.‘ttel'éd the ¥ail-
wayman, wiping the perspiration
im?‘gnhis' brow 'asghe allowed the gates
to close. “Narrowest shave I'veever
seen !”

"And, indeed, the car had passed the
gates with barely aif inch to spave!

The 4th Chaptor.
Unmasked !

Mr. Daniel Gill, the rascally
dirvector of the Clayford Albion Foot-
ball Club, sat in the stand that aiter-
noon in a very-pleasant frame of
mind. - His fellow-directors, with
whom he was chatting tﬂ.;!te calmly,
had no- suspicion -of his cunmng
plots, for they were all' good fellows
and true sportsmen, who iwere as
much worried as anyone about the
recent untoward® happenings to the
Albion's opponents. They pul the
affairs down to pure chance.

“Nice day, Mr. Gill!” remarked
the chairman, Sic' Richard Elving-
ton. “Good gate, too, I sse,” ho
continned, gazing at the banking on
the other side of the ground,

(Continued gverleaf.) ol
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Danptel Gill had backed his. team (o
win, and he leant back in his seal,
scanning the huge crowd  opposite.
Ho was looking for a signal, and
presently it came. Someone hoisted
ligh over the heads of the spectators

4 big umbrella, painted in  the
Albion's colours, lowered it, and then
pul il up again. "

“Tle job is safely done, then,”
muttered the director to limself,
“and I stand to win again!"

Ho grinned as he thought of the
dismay and  comsternation  there
wonld be in the dressing-room of the
Rovers down below; but he was too
waly lo make any ingdiries, lest he
shonld aronse suspicion.

Sute enough tlie Rovers were
oxlremely worried. Mr. Pain, their
raanager, had nrrived from - Bar-
cliester by the second train,  He had
stayed behind  to ' find Kerr and
isrown when they failed to turn up at
midday, but he had in vain feoured
the town.

“T’s - no lie  ox-

good, lads 1"

claimed, s he came into the dress-’

ing-room, = - I can’t licar anylinng of

them.  We'll  have o' play  the
reserves. =
The boys  looked  gium. The

veservis, (hough capable footballors,
were not up to the standard of the
two 1|:Ié,3ing mien, and the team felt
thitt Lheir chances of viclary woto
uow  romote. :

. “The  Clayford = o:ye parain 1"
cried Charlic Randall,: Royers’
skipper. « ““This bhusiee peding A
bit too thick !" ;
“Yelegram .. for -~ Mi: Pain ',
anuomneed B messenge a1 that

mornetils :

The manager scized tlie onvolope
cagerly, and tore it open. He read
the contenis and breathed a sigh of
relick

“f On the way.
in lme—Koune." "
”L:'OUE. Ell -

But at [ive minutes to threo the
missing taen had not {uriied up.
The resérves werc  ready,
Charlie Randull was aboul to lead
out his men, when the door opencd

Shall Lie with yon
Ho read il out.

and ‘two wery  disreputable® lizures
appeared on tho threshold.
“ Just done ‘it sdul Kerr’

calmly. “Lead ‘em oul, L hurlieg und
we'll' be there ' o mao  Bome
goad Tolks on this grovanl will have
the surprise of their 13 s aftor

noon

“Don't stare at ws ke CthatM
lnughed Jim Brown, for (he fellows
were gazing opensuioulbed ar theiv
two colleagnes. “Were not burl,
only & bit dirty. Where's tiad soap?™

And he made a frantic dash across
the roowm to the wash-basins, and
began hastily to remove the dirt wilh
which he was grimed,

Charlie Randall, astounded as he
¢Te. led out ile other men, end o
/‘rament later o great roar went up
IV the Rovers took the field.

Mr. Daniel Gill was puzzled. He
had expected to see the board,
anuouncing two alterations in the
Rovers' team, go round the ground.
But it did not appear, for the
manager, lioping against hope after
le had reccived the telegram, hoed
niot notified any changes.

As the wvisilors ran out Gill beat
fovward eagerly, scanning the face
of cach man. Jack Kerr and Jim
Prown were nol there.

“Very queer!” muttered the
directar, as he counted the Rovers,
“Only nine of 'em! T can't under-
stand it at all 1™

Another vour, far louder, from Lhe
crowd, heralded the coming of the
Albion. And a very heity-locking
lot thiey were.

Then the referee hlew hiz whistle,
and the rival captains advanced for
lhe toss. Suddenly two figures in
the Rovers' colours strolled ealinly
ont to the field.

The rascally director nearly fell off
his seat in his amazement.

“Kerr and Brown!" he growled
anglily, - undér his: breath. “That
ft{fln\\' Jaines has let me down, afler
&Il

and:

LESLIE WILLIAMS

(Continued [rom
previous page.)

On ilie bank opposite James and
Reid could hardly believe their eyes
a3 the men they hud left sccursly
barred in the ccliar fifty miles away
walked on to the Geld just as tho
game wus abdul to begin,

The Albion won the toss, and set
the Rovers to face the sun and a
light breeze, Jack Kerr kicked off,
aud in a second Tommy Brailton, the
specdy oulside-right of the Rovers,
was fiving along the touch-line with®
the ball at his toe. Tommy was a
little fellow, but-his control of the
ball was perfect, and only the very
best of Lalf-backs could check him
onee he was well nway.  Hesmade

: FAQCEe fo
s Club !

ducl in mid-field,. The goalkeepers

wero  recely  troubled, and an ex-
Lilarating, fivst half ended with | no
micre gonls scored. 1

Jack Kerv and Juon Brown wore
hewrtily  plad  when (he interval
arrived.  Their  morning's  experi-

ences had tired them more than they
had realised, and though they said
nothing to “the ecther fellows, they
felt that & strenuous segond half
would be ‘almost more than they
could gtand. And so it proved. ' They
could not keep up the pace for very
leng when the game was rcsum_mf),
and the Albion's centre-forward soon
found ~ his ‘task much’ easier. He
.began to culpace Jim Brown, and
the Rovers' costodian was speedily
having the time of his lifo. Cheered
on by the vest crowd, the homeslers
swept down tho field again and
again.  Threa corners in succession
they forced, but the visitars' goal
secmed to bear a charmed life. Try
as they would, the Albion's forwards
could not manage to get the ball into
the net.

Charlie Randall. at righit-back, was
playing o great game in stemming
the fierco rushes of the lome for-
wards: but at last he made a bad
mistake, He handled the ball near
the corner flng, und the referec nb

rings round  the Albion's lefi-half, | once awarded n free kick, The
and put over a beautiful centre, Albion's centre-half took the kick
.5
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skies as the sphore crashed into the
net. Robert James and Fred Reid
slapped each other on the back; and
hosted their ymbrella on high once
more. Mr. Gill heaved a sigh of
heartfelt relief.

“They are g’ai:ﬁ to pull it off, after
all,” he exclaimed joyfully, *if only
the fools can keep it up!” . -
_ And; indéed, it seemed that the
.issue was now settled beyond all
doubt, The game slackened down,
for both sides had been playing at a
rousing pace, which they could not
mpeintain until the finish. And, with
but five minutes to go, the score was
still 2—1 in favour of the Albion.

Suddenly the Rovers' forwards, of
whom very little had been seen in
the second-half, broke away, raced up’
the Geld, and neared the home goal.
The backs checked them, but the ball
went out to Jim Brown, who chanced
his luck with a long shot. The
‘Albion's  goalkeeper —caught the
leather; but then, making one of
those mistakes which the best of
gonlies do at Limes, he dropped it,
let it roll behind him, nnd then, turn-
}ng frautically, scooped it out, just too
ate.

The: referee was instanlly sur
rounded by a gesticulating mob of
players, the Rovers claiming that tho
ball had crossed the line, the Albion
protesting furiously that it had not.

The official, who was close up.
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THE EQUALIS®R!

mouth,

The Albion’s centre-half took the kick, and plarted the ball
Foue or five playere jumped high into the air t
came hurtling towards them, but the centro-forward got there firat, and a momant later the scores were lovel !

well into the goal-

to. head the leather as it

Jack Kerr {rapped the ball, aud
just as the opposing back  tackled
him e touchied the leather deftly to
Stan Pool, the inside-left, Stan took
a fiezbtime -shot with his left fool,
and the Albion's goalic mado &
despairing leap iuto the aic as the
ball swerved past lim at o terrific
pace:. He touched it, but that was
all, and a second laterhe was mefully
picking it out of the net,

The Roveiz were ome up
first minute.  Anpd the crowd
stupefied with astonizhment as
teams once agzin lined up in
middle. -~

In the stand Dan CGill's fuce

in the
was
the
the

was

a sludy. He vented his wrath sn
mutlered  wmaledictions on  Robert
James, Jack Kerr, the Albion's
goalie, and the "world in  general.

rAnd when BSir Richard Elvington,

road sportstuan as hic was, turned to
him and rémarked that he had
rarely scen o smarler picce of work,
Gill could hardly bring himsell lo
zrowl some sord of a reply.

The game went on, and for a time
the Rovers allacked fercely.  Bul
the Albion gradually recovered from
the shock of that early goal, and soon
began to have a fair share of the
oxchanges.  Lncky, indeed, was it
then for tite Rovers that their big
centre-liall wus on the field! Time
after time he checked the Alinon’s
inside forwards, His (ackling was
superb, and he was continually send-
ing oub passes bo his wings. [lis
fine play drew round after round of
applause even froun the supporters of
the home team.

The sides were splendidly matched,
and the game. settled down into a

and planied the ball well into the
goal-tnouth.,  Four " or five players
jumped high into the air to head the
{uutller a5 it came hurlling towards
them, bul the. centre-forward gaf
there first, ‘and a momeoent later the
score: were lovel.

A mizghty roar of triumph fold the
whole town of Clayford that the home
team had scored. Having equalised,
the Albion went all out to get the
laad, and for the next ten minutes
they were all over the Rovers. But
for some brilliznt goalkeeping, they
would have scored on severul occa-
sicns.  No goalie, however, ' can sur-
vive a continuons bombardment, and
at last Ted Milton, the Rovers' cus-
todian, succumbed ngain, this time
to o smushing shol from the inside-
right.

The previous shoul was as nothing
to the tremendous howl that rent tho

RESULT OF

In this competition ane compefitor sent
in a correct solution ofF the pictares. The

Girst prize of £06 has therefore been
uwarded to:
1. BOARD,
Dowell Strect,
Tloniton,
Devon.

The secowd prize of £2 102, has been
divided among the Iollowing five eom-
pititors, whose solutions contained one
error each :

Mrs. J. Board, Dowell Strect, Honiton,

Davon ; Jobzon, &, Chuarlotte Streek;
Tidal Basin, E.J36; Tom Loynd, 17,
Clementina  Terrace, Carlisle; Robert

Scold, 424, Parliamentary Rond, Glusgow .

pointed without a moment’s hesita-
tion to the middle, amidst howls of
wrath from the crowd. DBut the
zoferee would not alter his decision,
which was a perfectly correct one,
and the game wos resumed by the
Albion with u very bad grace,

No more goals were obtained
before the call of time, and the game
thus ended in a draw—two goals all.

A% the final whistle went, Mr. Gill,

his face black with anger, made his
way out of the ground lo where his
car was waiting.
“ “I'Il have an explanation from
James and Reid,” he muttered ; “and
if they have sold me, the rascals shall
smart. for sit! You can go home,
Jones!” he added to his chauffeur.
“1'1l drive the car myselfl”

And he swung himself into his seat
and drove off, etill boiling over with
rage as he thought of the fuilure of
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NOTTS COUNTY F.C. COMPETITION.

Another £10 awarded to Readers.

Fred Brooks, 16, Nichols Square, Hackney
Roud, E. 2.

Fitty-one competitors with two errors
each divide the ten prizes of 0s. each—
one zhilling being added to the prize list
to make up A round sum.  The namoes
and adiresses of these prize-winners can
be s<en on application at this office.

SOLUTION.
There are few older football teams in

the country than Notts County. 1t goes
back practically to tha conunencement ol
the game. The club made it head-

way. and renched a magnificent position
in the First Leapgue table, Since then,
fortune hins ebbed and fowed.

| as. Jack Kerr and Jim Brown.

his carefully arranged plot to secure
the victory of the Albion. -

Throughout the game Jack's friend,
young _Harr{ Wilson, had been prowl-
g amidst the crowd lopking for Fred

id. ile felt sure that the ex-Rover
had something to do with tho evenis
of the morning. end ho had asked
Mr, Pain, the Rover's manager, lo
borrow Sir Richard Elvington's caf
affer the match. - i :

“1 feel sure Reid is on _the grouud
somewhere,” eaid Harry, “and L'll do
my best to spot him, _tﬁough it seems
a hopeless task. If I ses him, I'Il.
follow him out, signal to you, and
you can come along behind slowlr.
We might find out where he goes,
end whom he sees, for I bet he is
not alone in this affair, If we fail
to-day, I'll make it my business to
haunt his footsteps until I unmoas=k
the plot 1 Y :

Harry wandered round the ground
during the first half, but failed to see
anything of the ex-centre-forward,
and he almost gave up the quest in
despair.

“It's hopeless " he mutterad, whoy
the teams went in at half-time.

But Harry 'did not give up. [le
continued to move about here and
there, and at the moment, when, five
minutes from the end of the game
the Rovers equalised, he was on the
top of the bank opposile the stand,
and quite close to the man he soughl,
though he did net know ik

As the referee pointed to (he
middle for the dispuled goal, phnle-
montum broke loose,

‘““No- goal—no " goal"
thousand voices.

And o  storm - of
divected at the -referee,

Haery glunced around.

roared @
hooling ~was

Went: by

| was n specially voviferous kol of

spectators, and ~above “thom  vihiss
waving a4 big -coloured umbrelli.

“Harry edged nearer,

“Got him!™” he exclaimed joyfulll.
as he caught sight of Fred Reid, wlio
was shouting angrily. “And thul '«
Robert James with hira! T saw thein
togelher on Barchester Station once.”

Hurry Wilson, having spotted ith
man: he was in search of, wus afrai
that ho. might miss him as the crond
went: ont; but his anxiety was ui-
necessary,. for the two feliovs
vemained on the terrace until neavly
all the spectators, had gone. Al
then Harcy had an casy tasl in Il
fowing them nto the sipecl

Sir - Richard  Elvington's cac.yns
there, iand 10 it were the cHaivsin
of the Albion and Mr. Pain, as well
R,
and James. luckily, did mnot noticn
the car, but Hurry's friends saw hun
at once. Harry followed the two wien
down the street, and saw them bonnl:
a bus bound for the outskirts of ilie
town. After a despevate struguli i
u mob . of would-be poassenpers. the
young engineer managed fo get o,

0.

The. chzirman’s car came slowly o
behind. = At the terminvs Reid and
James got off, and walked down 1he
roid  ftowards the open | couabes.
Harry following a good way in the
rear. Alter about & mila the tvo
rogues turned down =z lane, whiie
their pursuer, on coming up, totiiel
the frack of motor-tyres, for the line
wes hardly ever used by cars. nud
the marks shoived plainly i the
dust.

My luek's in!” murmured Haery
Wilson. “They arve evidently golug
to meet someone down here!”

He looked back, saw Bir Richand's
car, and signed to its occupauls
Then he walked eantiously slony the
lnne. About hall a mile dawn was
a lonely cottage. Here the two men
pausad, looked keenly about on all
gides, and, fancying that the coasl
was clear, knocked cautiously at the
door, Someons within opencd ir,
and they went ‘in.  They litlle
thought that Harry Wilson, bebkind
a hedge, had seen all their move-
ments;

The young engineer went a few
yvarda back, und soon mel S Richiand
and the others coming up. Thex kad
left the car in charge of the chauffeuy,
nnd were walkiog along in ques! of

urry.

“Now, then—quick!” swhispered
Harry., “Over that hedge and across
this field! They are in that cotlage,
and we can get round behind and into
the parden. There's no window on
thiz side, luckily !

In & minute or two more five rmen
were crouching beneath a window of
the collage, Liztening eagerly v the
voices which sounded from within.

“Well,” said someone in m sar-
castic tone, “you've explained how
cercfully yon trapped ot Barchester
friends! But what you haven't ex-
plained is how they got to Clayfard

1

and played for the Rovers!
(Contineed on page 555.}

If you waont a real good thrill, read— The Hold-up !’ An exciting story in the “ Gem Library Out On Wednesday !
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By LESTER BIDSTON.

fAuthor of our vecent success ** The Space Destroyer! ™).

The City of Nayr is destroyed by a terrible death ray,

The ist Chapter,

Britain js in a panic because a large
part of Lincolnshire has disappeared
in & night, leaving behind a blackencd
and charred  coustline. Similar re-
porti are received from Ching, South
America, and South Africa. It s
the opinion of Miles Belmain, an
American scientist, that the calami-

projectiles from
o test the Ameri-
Ken Thornton, BSid

another planet.
van’s theory,

adventurous youths; set out for Venus
in Pearl 1L, a space-ship, which they
have consiructed from a gravity-
defying metul of their own invention.
In a similar space-ship they have
already visited Mars and Vulcan.
‘I'hey reach the planet Venus, but fall
into the hupds of some gigantic ants,
or Spays, in whose stronghold they
discover Thensla, a beautiful young
Venusian ill.‘l, who is also being held
prisoner by ‘the terrible insects.
After’ many narvow escapes from
death, tha three youths and Thensla
sce in escaping from, the Spays,
though th%y are compelled to nban-
don the Pearl. They reach Nayr,
capital ol Apadocia, over which rules
Uensl, Thensla’s father, o king with-
out power. The real ruler of Apa-
docia, the only inhebitable part of
: P, who,
from his citadel, Tarp, controls all
that goes on in the country. Though
thieir arrival is kept from ‘the people,
Sid explains to Uensl the reason why
they have come to Venus, at the same
time urging him to throw off Scund's
yoke. This the king agrees to do.
Disguised as a Venusian, Sid Ken-
nedy enters the city of Tarp in search
of the secret of Scund’s mysterious
weapon. He descends the Pit of Tarp
as a sleve, hoping thus to guin his
object, Later, the workers rebel, and
Sid climbs a lift shaft, hoping that
when he reaches the top he will be
uble to release the slaves. During his
perilous journey the lad unfortunately
encounters one of Scund's soldiers
who is decending by means of a rope
fo discover what'is taking piace in the
pit. Sid draws his sword and pre-
pares fo fight for his life. Mean-
while, ‘in Nayr, Iram, Scund’s chief
officer, interviews Uensl, mforming
him that his master demands that he
und his two nephews—as Ken and
Tim are known in Nayr—should
accompany him back to Tarp. This
TUensl refuses to do immediately he
learns that the Eternal suspects that
his " nephews ” have journeyed from
Earth. * Dare you persist in this de-
liance, O lord,” says Iram, *“when
T tell yon that the Lady Thensle has
vanished " “The well-being of my
le takes prior place even {o the

wel -hem%' of my child,” answers
Uensl. “That is my answer.”

The 2nd Chapter.
The Fight!

“Then, lord,” =aid Iram, *our
journey ends where it began, and I
repeat. that your presence—and that
of the youths heside you—is de-
manded-in Tarp.”

“Plain speaking, soldier,” Uensl
repliad. = ‘““And, to be equally d1:ul.ain,
I pray yon tell the Lord Scund that
we enter Tarp when we will, and how
we will. In short, the time has come
when Nayr claims to work out its own
dektiny, and when Apadocia declines
to be ruled by a clique whose mouth-
piece is Scund. Relurn with those
words, soldier, and the message that
if my daughter suffers ill-usage, Tarp,
and those wha rule there, will pay a
bitter price.”

“ My orders are

The Famous Five!

{o bring you hack

:stegée “glfé‘s terminated
Kennedy, and Tim Baynes, three e

" And that's for you, Iram,

—dead ot alive!” Iram answered dog-
gedly, FHe turned impatiently to his
troop. *‘Men, do your dutyl”

Nothing loath, Tram’s soldiers
sprang forward, their swords bared,
the expeciation of easy viclory re-
flected in their faces.

But swift as lightning Ken and Tim
sprang in front of Uensl, their hands
snatching  strange-looking weapons
from their tunics—six-inch tubes of
in_ fesible

he tiny weapons; looked ridicul-
ously inadequate; s6 much o that the
foremost line of charging men laughed
openly—until & stinging pain erashed
into their faces, bhinding them and
sending them to the foor. -

“‘Good old Chlorine !” grinned Tim.
“Who'd haye thought of finding it
here and putting it to such good use?
d led!”

But Iram was quick to pull & sub-
ordinate in (ront of himself and =0
escape tho evil-smelling liguid that
Tim:shot at him.. Then, from a safle
position in the rear, he urged his
men to sweep the youths aside and
seize tha king.

OF course, the unequal clash would
quickly have ended in the spldiers’
victory, for the crudely made liguid
squiris—whose  manufacture’ had
served o’ pass an idle hour—were
already empty, and the pause in the
onslaught had been more from sui-
prise than actual barm.  But that
momentary set-back-had lbeen suffi-
cient {0 warn Uensl's many [riends
of the great danger in which he stood,
and withont more sdo hidden daggers
were produced and a dour siruggle
ensued,

Wiilst it lasted the Gght awas bitter
and bloodthirsty; but Iram’s soldiers;
though bettor armed, were out-
numbered thrés to one, and soon it
became evident that they would never
yeach within- striking - dislance of
Uensl, That Iram was quick to sse
and understand, and, bitterly as the
fact rankled, he ordered a retrent.

“A dash for the exit, men!" he
suddenly cried, and himself led the
way—an exhibition of cowerdice that
was not followed by all his men.

But those who fought until over-
whelmed by numbers delayed pursuit
whilst Tram and a scant hali-dozen of
his * kidney < the hall and
vanished through the -door. And
whilst: Uensl's angry friends wouid
have tzken up pursuit, the king wisely
stayed them. :

“0Of what use to huni Lim?” he
said contemptuously. * His fliers wait
at the entrance, and by now are
doubtless taking the air. Let him go.
He's but the servant, and it's the
master to whom our deht is owing.
Rather let us recognise that this
treacherous  attack means war
between Nayr and Tarp—war to the
death between Scund and myself.”*

He stilled the cheer that began with
uplifted hand.

“¥or too long has the so-called
Eternal made slaves of na. We carry
out his orders without question; go
to death if so he bids, not daving to
murmur, He claims omnipotence—he
would even murder me n my own
palace. But for the shrewd wit of
these youths he would have snceeeded,
and so forged the last rivet that
makes you slaves to his will.”

“But_can we fight him with any
hope of success?™ an elderly, anxious-
locking man asked. -

“Figiht we must, and 1 hope not
altogether unprepared. Iram has told
vou that Seand’s most trusted com-
manders have disappeared, but he has
not told you that much strength has
passed into my hands during the past
peviod, I-also have not advertisad

that trath, but the time has now come

to tell you all.®

And in the hour that followed Ken
and Tim learned much that surprized
them of Usnsl’s secvet sctivities. It
appeared that his men had guietly
gainad control, not only of the various
powar-stations, but also of the great
factory wherein the wondera of atomic
energy were subjected to man's will.
That much had been done before the
whispers began to [lter through to
Tarp. &

perch three hundred feel above
the pit and two hundred below level

fact that a soldier of Tarp was swing-

point aiming at his throat.

Nearver and nearer the soldier ap-
proached as the curve of his swi
mcreased, and at last lLe stab
yiciovsly at the being who, to his
eyes, clung helplessly to the wall.

That 1ime the sword point was
thres inches short of Sid’s throat, and

pericnce.  Bid listened to his dis-
appainted mutterings, and waiched
the man swing away lo the opposite
side of Lhe shatt.

- But he knew that the next drive
would bring a decision, snd perhaps
his own speedy ond. His muscles
grow taut. He saw the swinging
bedy reach and almost touch the far
wall, and begin its retuin.

Then Bid -did the 1nost hair-
to his lof, for, whilst the soldier was
atill six feet away, ho drew his sword,
loosed his hold, wnd flumg limself
straight down "on the body “that
hurtled towards him. .

The {iniest mis¢alenlation, and he
would have hit ihe opposite wall,
oand, rabounding, bave diropped into
the pit, shattered and lifeless before
ever he touched bottom.

But the very madness of his acl
took the Venusidn by surprise and
threw him ‘into o fwiy—a fact on
which. §id had counted. Too late,

the soldier kicked sideways, but the
force of the drive held lim in an un-
swerving lire, and his wild slab at the

THE BOMBARDMENT !

it, and the debria thundered do

One great building eplit into two
distinct halves as o shell burst near
wn on the petrified slaves below!

Uensl’s encouraging words would
have made Ken and Tim entirely
happy hiad they known how Thensia
and Sid fared. That these {wo were
in Tarp was a fact that caused them
much uneasiness, for they felt that
in the clash that was coming either
Nayr or ‘Tarp would be horribly pun-
ished. They guessed that lLoth cities
controlled forces of awful power, and
Ken had an uneasy feeling that Tarp
hid many grim secrets that might yet
work the undoing of Nayr.

Graciously enough, after publicly
thanking them for so promptly com-
ing to his assisiance, Uendl asked
them to choose their own place in the
war that was imminent. £

They decided on the session of
iwo of Uensl's swiftest fliers—
machines which they were given leave
to have altered and re-conditioned to
their own idess. By this means they
had the hope of helping their chum
and the girl who had become a close
friend to thenm all,

The Screaming Terror!

It will be remembered thatweleft Sid
clinging precariously {o an insecure

falling Ggure missed Sid’s thigh by
inches.

Then Sid hit him, all clinging arms
and legs. Luck favo the ven-
turesome youth, in that his lower
limbs chcled the man’s waist and his
hands found held in the loose tunic.

In a flash he stendied himsell.
‘Firet his left hand, then his right,
took a sirangle-hold on the Venu-
sian’s throat, and almost before Sid
realised it, the man’s tongue was pro-
truding from his mouth, and he was
unconscious and helpless at Sid’s
mercy. v

Omce assured that bis enemy was
no longer dangerous. ke released his
hold and took a. giip of the rope,
which still vilivated with the shock of
his wild leap.. : #ipiial

Tioping that those zbove would

the rope impatiently as if in dire need
of helop.

That some system of communicas
tion was in use was certain, else the
Venusian soldier could havdly have
stopped his own deseent so quickly
after sighting him. And that Sid

ground—a bair-raising position, made
ten times more unenviable by the

ing towards him with vicious sword-

it was a nerve-shaftening, imeanny ex-.

brzined, suicidnl deed that ever fell.

to see.

accept tho signal, he began Lo shiske

ab
‘that followed, -and. uniil - the l-.mcimt.
“that . presently appeared had made

reasoned correctly was proved by thod

fact_that within a minute he began
to rise with & steady movement.

From the soldier he had no fuxther
irouble, and in a surprisingly short
time they reached the gusrd-room of
the wpper level,

Ejaculations of amazement broke
out at the sight of two scldiers yisin:
from the depihs where one ha
dezeended, and for the second time
Sid. thanked his lucky stars that ho
had ' donned the uniform of Tarp.

*“How come you here?” an officer
demanded suspiciouely. . *And how!
comes it that Weil returns in this
mjuréd state ?” e

Sid took care to cross the byidge
and reach solid ground before answer-
ing, leaving the guard to atiend the
nnconscions scout.

“Climbing from the pit I met he
you name Weil,” 8Sid answersd,
facing the officer and saluting with
assired bearing. “‘In attempting io
—or—take me from the wall he was
injured. it was who gave the
signal for retarn.” p ! -

“You had not the »ight!? the
officer. snappad. “Did not Weil iell
you he was on duty of importance?”

‘He did. He told me that vou
had sent him to spy on those con-
fined within the pit But I can tell
vou their stale more truly than ever
he weuld have seen.” 3

“Humph! Then you had betler
do seo, for the Lord Scand orders a
report without delay '

Closely watching the efforts 1o re-
store Weil, Sid saw that worthy's
eyes Hutler open, and stare stupidly
about him. Then they fastened on
Sid. and, sprin;}zing to his feet, he
pointad accusingly at the false soldier.

! Believe him not!” Weil cried.
“He iz a traitor, a spy! Seize him,
sir, before he works us harm”

With the first word every eye in
the room fastened on Wail, 8id
seized the opporiunity {o unfasten
liis pouch and take therefrom the iwo
tiny globes it held. And; as the
meaning of Weil's denunciation be-
came clear, the officer rounded an
Sid—to find that youth with arms
aloft.

“Back!” cried Sid. “Let none
advance a single pace; or I sweasr
that ail will die!” .

Well those soldiers knew that the
bursting of one tiny bomb would de-
vastate the room and kill everyecune
within it. He smiled grimly 2s he
saw tho panicky manner \\'itﬁ which
those men of war crowded away from
his dangerous vicinity.

““No, officer, away from that door!

and you, soldier, cass your epeat

down the shaft to appraite my friends
ﬁmdt I bave reached my journey’s
cnd.

“*Who are you, man?” the leader
asked, **And what think you'to gain
by this madness?”

“Something beltsr than the falo
your master hes awarded those below.

ark to my words, soldiers! Not

for nothing have 1 risked life and
limb in this shaft, fought with friend
Weil, and ventured to defy you all.
First, let every man throw down hie
weapons.” A pause, 3 moment of
silenice, then the clatier of steel on
stone.  *Now, officer, your sword—
by ihe handle, please.””
. Scowling. black us thunder, mutter-
ing -disjointed threats beneath hie
breath, the Venusian leader sullenly
obeyed. And Sid, holding the {wo
dread explosives in his left hand, ac-
cepted the token of submision with
a guoiet smile.

“Now, my lad, gather thosa
weapons and pile them beside me™
He turned to one whose eyes, fixed
immovably on his left hand, showed
such open fear that the prick of
Sid's sword was hardly needed fo ac-
celerate his movements. * And you,
officer, are going to descend the pit,
where you will tell my friends to 6ix
an ore-bucket to' the rope and come
u‘p‘in batches of four. Then, soldiers,
it you act faithiully, you can have
your freedom and ia—whercver ¥ou
like. For now, get busy!”

“Tll not do it!” the officer sud-
denly shouted, his e%"es glittering
bale?vu‘lly. “#Not thoug fou kil] me
with my own sword will I belray my
trust !
“1 tliink you will,” Sid answered.
He dropped the sword, and again
each hand held aloft a bomb for all
“Seize that man and lower
him to the pit, or- I swear that we die
together 1 4

And, despite that plucky officer’s

‘siruggles and protests, his men forced

him to Sid’s will, for they saw not
the need for an hergic dehance that
would most certeinly bring them to

‘a spoedy and painful end.

It was & long and monotonous

(Continucd: ¢verleaj.)
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five journeys und & score of Sid's ad-
herents had safely reached the sur-
face, a time of anxious strain. Then
Sid relaxed, knowing that the handiul
of soldiers were outaumbered, and
that, from them, nothing more need
be feared, :

With the last load came Osen, au
astonislied and overjoyed mwan. He
clasped Sid to his mrms, and, to that
undemonstrative  youth's  disgust,
kissed him effusively on the forehead.

“Yoaa, surely Vakia breeds herces,
i all are as you,” he cried. “You
have done tne impessible, and
brought eighty men from despair to
{reedons 1

“Have I, Osen?” Sid answered
dubiously. *'I doubt it, when I
vemember that Scund still holds ell of
Warp, and wo hold but this one little
zuard-house. By tho way, what have
vou done with our prisoners below
ihere?"

“Walled Lhem in a tunnel whera i{
will take them long to break out.”

“PBefore which time all Tarp will
know what has happened, for the
vhanging of guards will reveal our
secret.  But come, Osen, let us leave
these fellows for 2 moment whilst we
study tho possibililies of defence.”

Investigation proved that the stane
Luilding was wo-storied, the upper
room contuining stores for the pit
and weapons for ils guardians. From
this store-room a ladder opened the
way to'the flat roof that was common
to all Apadociun buildings.

“A poor place to Bght in," said
Sidt. =

“I can end that doubt by telling
you a secrel known to few, and only
known {o me by overhearing n
remark between Scund and Ixed, to
the cffect that a great store of ox-
plosive is buried in the pit, and can
Le fired from Scund's palace nt his
chozen moment.*

“Sid looked questioningly ot his com-
panton.

“Then why didn't he end our re-
bellion by touching it off ere this?”

“And wreck the place wherein all
his hopes are centred? No; that is
a last resource. Bub come, Yosa, let
us to the roof lo geo how it fares in
Tar." =

The fitst thivg they nobiced was
thut the roof of every building was
crowded. 1In the streets and squnres
below, the wotkers—for once 1dle—

sleod in groups arzuing. It was
sufficiently  remarkable that  the
soldiers, themselves in chattering

clusters, ignored this open defiance of
authority ; but when Bid pereeived
thul every face was turned in the
direction of Nayr he began lo get a
suspicion of the truth,

“Ozen, how vomes it that these two
great towns—whose ideals seein so
wido apari—have been built so that
cach overlooks the other?”

“That is n natural outcome of
Scund's poliey,” Osen answered.
“ Nayr is the older city, and was once
the most importaunt iu all Apadocia,
But Scund—Ilong before I was born—
suddenly ordezed this grim place to
be built. The tale is told that half
the people of the land were forced to
help in the building, and that Tarp,
as vou sce il, sprang up like magic.”

“ But why was it built?”" Sid asked,
“1t's an ugly place, and it cannot
compate with the beautiful city facing
us."”

EPhat is Beund’s secrel.. We only
knovs that ecme great work goes on,
and that the Closed Caics can alone
reveal thot sceveb.”

FIRST PRIZE ES5.
SECOND PRIZE £2 10s.
and 10 PRIZES of 5s.

INSTRUCTIONS,

Here is a splendid feoler com-
petition whick X am sure will
intercst, you: On this page you
will find & history of the Blackpool
Football Club in picture-puzzie
form. Whal you areinvited o do
is to solve the picture, and when
vou have done so write your solu-
tion on a sheet of paper. Then
sign the coupon which appears
under the puzzle, pin it to vour
solulion, and pest it to ‘‘Black-
pool " Competition, Boys' ERIEND
Office, Gough  House, Gough
Sauare, E.C. 4, so as to veach that
address not later than THURS-
DAY, April 19th. Ko,

‘The FIRST PRIZE of £5 will
bo awarded to the reader who
submils a solution which is ex-
actly the samg as, or pearest to,
the solulion now in the possession
of the Editor, In ‘the event of
tiez the prize will be divided.
The other prizes will be awarded
in order of merit.  The Editor
reserves the vight to add togethcr
and divide the value of sll or any
of: the prizes, bub the full amount
will be awarded. It is a distinct
vondition of entry that the deci-
sion of the Editor must be
accepted as final. Employees of
the proprietors of this journal are*
not eligible to compete.

This compelition is run in con-
junction with the “Gem,” the
“Magnet,” and the “Popular,”
and readers of those journals are
inviled to compete,

“Hmph! And I'll wager that ite
seeret is the gun we of Valda came
to find. But, Osen, suppoze that
Nayr and the surrcunding country
dectdes to tey and break Seund’s over-
lordship: and  free itself from his
abominable slavery, as we of the pit
have tried {o do. What form would
the fighting take? Have you stand-
ing armies, great quantities of ex-
plosives like we war with on Valda

“That no man can tell, for Scund
has long ruled in Apadocia, and nd
one krnows the extent of his power.
Matter that bursts we have in plenty.
both hiere and in Nayr, but no aclual
fighting in mass has tsken place for
generaiions past. Should it do so
now, as you appear to think, I fear
that few would live throngh it, for
Scund is rutkless in breaking any who
dare oppose his will.”

Before Sid eould answer a deep hum
broke out, the sound of a thousand
aeroplane * propellers  suddenly and
violently rotating  Not a puff of wind
stirred, but psight was dazzled, the
buildings of Tarp became simmeringly
unreal, and the distant beauty of Nuyr
slone stood out; elearcut and sulid.

Then Csen's pointing finger drew
Sid's attenticn to a hundred-foot stecl
tower that glistened in lonely majesty
over Scund’s stronghold. Even as

8id’s oyes stared upwards, a lurid
green glage broke from its epex, and
the car-bursting note took on a
thinner, shriller sound.
“Xe 517 Sid suddenly cried.
* Look, Osan, the Spire ol the Sun,
Nayr's sacred building, shivers and
collapses "

That was the begianing of an in-
human, nightmare business,

Scund Strikes Home !

Two days afrer Uensl's sensational
defiance of Scund, the ruler of Nayr
stood on the roof of his palace, sur-
rounded by his principal adherents,

All eyes turned towards the wesk
There, dimly visible on the distant
horizon, the grey city of Tarp—grim
guardian of all Apadocin—reared its
sombre head. )

In the streels of Nayr, and from
every flat roof of its buildings, & scene
of feverish activity unfolded. Bat-
teries of guns—strange weapons. of
thirty-foot barrel and three inch bore
—avere taking up positions on the out-
skirts of the city, whilst thousands of
labourers were throwing up protective
mounds of carth. On every roof and
nerial platform flying machines of all
shapes and sizes clustered, ranging
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from single-scater scouts to the giaut
air-frains that had first brought the
voyagers from Avath to Nayr.

“We cannot  tell,” Uensl
answering one of his people. “8
boasts that he is omnipotent. That
may or nmf not be, but he keeps his
secrets well. Wo can only wait his
challenge, then answer by striking
with all our might.”

“Tim, vou hear the king's words,
and from them you'll judge that if a
fight does come between the cities, it's
going to be very much on the knees of
the gods who wins,” remarked Ken.

“Well, it looks like blindmaii's
buff to we,” Tim admitied. “There's
no signs of movement from Tarp."

“¥Yes; beeanse Uensl is reluctant
to strike first. He rospects Seuud
because he knows him. _That the
king's got the blues is evident, and,
from that, I argue a pretty hefty time
ahead.” Kenn patled a machine be
neath whose shadow they stood.
“That's why I had this chap sltered
to suit my own ideas.”

Tim regarded the flier with mild
amusement. It owned the torpedo
body of the usual Apadocian machine,
but where they were driven by bor-
rowed power and almost invisible pro-
peller, this invention of Ken's had a
great spread of bamboo and canvas
wing, huge twin propellers, and a seli-
contained engine,

Tim's grin broadencd.

“ Ken, I've only zot one little body.
but I think rather a lot of it. D'you
seriously expect me to risk it in this
antiquated old bus?”

*Oh, I think it'll ly—"

“For goodness’ sake, listen fo him!
He thinks it'll Ay!” Tim's brows
arched in angwishetd amazement,

“1 raked pert of it.out of Nayr's
historical museum,” Ken answercd
surprisingly.,  *This model was in
use on Venus a century ago. Then
Scund found that he could conirol a
gigontic force such as we on Earlh
cannot even conceive, One of tho
lirst results was that ovdinary fiying
machines became as dead as our Doda,
and in their place came these Apado-
cian air fleets, who draw theic power
by wireless from the towers that are
dotted at regular intervals all over the
land. - You already know that Narr
alone has over fifty of these power
towers.”

“"That's so0,” conceded Tim. *But
why your retvrn to the prehistorie,
Kenny boy 7! :

“ Becausa I don't trust old mystery
yonder,"” Ken replied. “ Anyway, I'li
feol a bit safer having a maching-
under me that has its own engine,
bevause 1've always had an uncanuy
feoling that these deliver-by-wireles:
towers might let us down some day.
I've tried to make Uensl see nig
meaning ; he says an air accident has
not happened during his lifetime.”

But Tim wuas no longer listening.
He was staving towards distant Tarp
with a puzzled expression, Then Ken
also became aware of something
nnusual,

They stood staring, not as yet realis.
ing that cries of anger and surprise
were breaking out sll over the city.
All they knew was that strapge litlle
ggim were shooting through theis

dies, and that their eyes were play-
ing queer tricks, or else the very air
of Nayr was baginning to quiver and
dance, They noticed a tiny Rash of

was
cund

(Continued on the next puge.)
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liighest tower, and a quantity of
lnminons groen smoke that drove up
in_distinct puffs over the distunt eity,

Quite suddenly Fim gripped lis
chum’s arm. .

“Look, Ken! The Spire of tho
Son is dropping 1o ruin " 7

‘Almost the youths doubted the evi-
dence of their sight. The huilding, 2
model of architecture, its marble spire
tapering a hundred and ity fect into

the sky, was coilapsing before their
startled oyes. Iirst a ten-foot pin-

nacle snapped and dropped into the
square fronting the magn:ficent build-
ing,and the wail of agony that broke
ont attested to the damage it had
done to thosae below. Then, as if
invisible lightning impinged upon it,
aj tear zigzagged from sammit
to base of the spive, and, to the
horror of the tl ndz who watched
the whale structure shivered
theapped with a thunderous erash.
To lhe voyagers ltoin Eavth it was
1il {aniastically wireal. They had an
extraordinary persuasion that thoy
were dveaming, that presently they
would wake up, shake off the night-
mare that shackled veason and langh
at-the trick that sleep had played on
thom. :
But it they were unable to credit
ihat on which their eyes looked, the
consuming anger of Uensl and those
surrounding him, quickly proved that
iliere was nu doubt as to the sgency
responsible for this terrible disaster,
“Ths iz Scund's challénge ! Uensl
aded. * He secks to smash Nayse with
vays of wvibration. Tet our guns
answer him.  Signal tho Beel Lo pre-
pire for action !”
“CUome ‘on, Tim!" Ken cried.
“Into thu old bus! TLet's sce if we
can do anything for Thensla and Sid,

i‘i!l({
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Hmwiedly they serambled into the
well of the fier; the machine van half
the length of thio raof, lifted, aud teok
the air as smoothly as a bird takes

wing.

Acting on an organised plan, the
wiiole Hying strength of Nayr was
ascending m  sections,  For the

momont no attempt was made to turn
wowands Tarp, for it was Uensl's
scheme to fAing his whole force for-
ward in one irresistible mass, First,
thie single-scater scouts rose high into
the blue, tho ten-seater battle-pl
tuking position below, and moving in
slow, concerted circles whilst awaiting
the yise of the heavy air-trains that
had been converted into bomb-carry-
ng ; vossols of  super-destructive
gt :
High in.-the blue, the chums looked
down oir-a scene: that wrought high
excitement in' their breasts.

'he knowledge came to them with
<ickening cortainty that the fale which
had overtaken the Spire of the Sun
was fast gripping the whole beantiful
oty in its malignant cluteh.  Building.
.after building was breaking  and
falling in ‘vruins. The shyill screams of

~the harassed, (ervified populaticn rose
vven above the crash of splintering
stone, and fires burst out here and
here that soon obscured half the
oomed oty fvom the gaze of these
ahove,

Vhen Nuayre veplied. An answer
ridieulously” i juate—or <o, in
theiv ignorance, tha chums thought,
It was just the noise of bursting
erackers that ascended from Nayy's
twelve, long-snouted guns—consider-
ably less sound than an Earthly
twelve-pounder would lave made,
But. these smister weapons haid flung
shella -of titanic lestryetivencss fito
'I's'n'p; 4 fuct that was pavily evident

_ndien the chume tuned their eyes

o stricken Nayr o the grey city.

It was as 1f & wet =ponge liad heen
diawn over a chalked picture.  Half
the town simply vanished! A verit-
able volcano of stones, even whale
sections of buildings, were flung 1o
the four winde of heavon. And gps
these fell to eath o black pall of
dmoke spread over the place, and an
varsplitting  series of  delonations
loated hack ta them,

But Scund's- answer was ewifl and
yet move terrible, To now, the fleet
uf- Nayr bad been lifting in orderly
arvay, each unil taking ifa appor-
tioned place in the higher, lower, or
widdle level, Now more than a
“undied fliers cireled over Lhe city,
the signal for the departwre of the
advance scouts was bempg made from
Uensl's voof, and Ken had scivally
turned his machine in the divection
af Parp when he folt the wheel kick
obetinately against his touch.

At frst he thonght that the
niachanizmy played Iim false, Tle
oxerted pressure, and in response the
dipped and
thireatened to drive him down on
(hose below. Potting forth his full
sfrength, Ken somehow mannged to

“ THE BLUE WOLF!"” An Fxciting .New Story of the Canadian West- Starts in ** Chuckles * this- week!

surrounded hine  But the machine
roae stugaishly and jerkily, as thengh
bruvely  sbiaining  against o leavy
weight (hab had become attached to
1t

Then Tim called his nitention to
the bebaviour of their flect. Tooking
down, they ware confyonted by a sight
that was peabably fihique i the
exporinnce of mankind,

The three tices of Nicve wore still
sepurate and  distinel—a - height ol
about five hundeed feel botwveen each
tier, and a like distunce botween the
lowest and Lhe dames of Naye. But
though hardly ‘a bresth of wind

stirred the ntmesphere—exeept that

eansad by their own movements—the
flect stiuggled as if lubouring in a
cyclona.

They lifted, ralled, righted, daried
forward as if released from a Jeach,
then staggered, whirled round in epin-
ning eirceles, drove through the air
stern  frst—dangerons, mad things,
despite  all the cfforts of their
bewildered piiots.

“By the bones of Biafta? gasped
Tim. “What's got held of thew,
Ken!!

“The invisible land of Sennd,”
Een replied. " A terrible Gght's gaing
on betweezn the power towars of Nayr
and thosg of Tarp. Aund hecanse
Scund operates thal awful ray of
vibration, I fear he'll win." Ile filted
the nosc of their machine. "' Il vising
another couple af thousand. ™

And almast before the fom-inspiring
noise liad yumblad to silence a blind-
ing flash stiuek upwards fvom a'towey
facing Tarp.

Ay iat!” ovied Ben. Y ®cunid’s
burst ope of the atomie Lowers with
his @ fol vibratinge rays!*

* Aniliovery one he smaszshes,” Ti
added, “means o Further handi
aganil keeping the fest in the oip.
Why in soodiess don't-they by and
land, Kens!

“hupossible! You've read of ships
being unuble to berth alongzide ples
throtigh stress of weather, and that's
inst what is happening below s
Tliex're absolutely helpless. tossed up
aml lown as the eleciric battle ehbs
and fHows:  Abdd their fate, unfor
lunately. onfside  theiy  own
keeping.”

*“ And but [or your idea of pushing
an old engine inte this coutrgption
we'd be amosgst them !™

Byt Ken was staving inlently
towalds the outskirts of the city.
Followving his glance, Pim =aw a
secomd tower disappeary in a shect of
viushing fame. and beard &n avwe-
inspiring  roar that made kis flezh
pringle and-turn colil.

That was the begimnivg of the end.
With ruthless poisistency tho ray of
vibration searched and rooted ont
tower aflter tower amd directed. its
uncanny influence on each locatod
victun, antil (b was vanquizhed by

in
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city that had ‘been o deélight to the-
eye was now u desolating heap of
stioking rubble. In one short hoty 3¢
had been crushed ot of heing, its
inhalitants swepl (o death. 1L was
indeéed a truly i

appalling Jefeat.
. - - =ty . -

Bul il compleic dicastor had oyer-
takei Naoyr, Tarp bad not escaped
svitholess,

For a time the atleolion of Sid and
Osen was dividsd - hetween (istant
Nayr wnd the steel tower that
glistened over Scund's sirongholl.
Very quickly they  onderst the
comnection herween the hurid green
glore that shot from the tower and
the falling baildings of the ecity of
niarble,

“The inbuman monster !  aried
Sid. ' D'vou see whot Stund's duing
—actimally splicting the buildings of
Nayr as if (hey were wnde of eard-
board,

“Alveady I have tald you that the
Eternal controls the atmosphere itself,
e from b extrenets a trewondous
steength that. pevfores lalf the work
in Apadovia.™

“Mhat T Know,” Sid answered im-
patiently, “It's at we call alomic
fovee, Well, unloss Uens! hos some
card up his sleeve, 1t tooks as if Scund [
can wipe Nayr out at his leisare.”

“Eul why?" asked Oson. 3
serves b well, w/ that much o

paniu-stricken crowd !

THE DESTRUCTION OF SID’S ARMY

palace, there fickered white beams of light,

§f From tho Elack muzzles which suddenly protruded
& [rom tiny loopholes in the grey walls o
and wheraver they touched carne shouis and shrioks ‘rom the
(A startbing seideat from wext Monduy's losg inalalwioat of thix amuzing story,)

Bound's

Then Fim understood, and felt the
iey guin ol fear clutel al his hogyi—
vot for Timself, but for the Leipless
beinga below, as he remembered that
these Venusian ‘vesscls depended on
an nminlerrupted sapply  of wireless
power 49 k2ep them suspended,inail.

And Seund, with every particle of
strength that could emanale From the
towera of Torp, was lighting a
sinigter, silent buttle, with all the bdds
in his lavour.

Uhe, fifty aveat towers of Nayr,
which, by the magic of controlled
atomic  farce, could have supplied
ample power to the great fleet that
floated overhead, wore now foreed 1o
divide their strength.  As the waves
of Sound's conlia-cnevgy Leat on their
apparatus—producing what a *‘hroad-
casler ™ would name ‘*‘siatic”—the
towers of Nayr were compailed to
waleh half their force against theiy
oppotients, thereby starving the feet
whicl Noated pyer 1hens, and placing
it 1 helplezs, dive peril,

CcAud in (s supercharged  almos-
plhere the feet of Nayy rolled and
tossed impolently, and lhelplessly
strova to avoid disastrous collicion.
But at last the inevitable happened,
The chums, peering dawnwards: in
sprechless disay, watched bwo af the
heaviest pir-frains  hueh  heiplesely
towards each othey, miake agonising
elforts. (o avoll towchinz, ouly {o

ciash Droadside on ‘aad fall " like
stanes. :
The noiza of their ecollision wes

drowned by the voar of the bnreting
hombs as their cargoes expleded, io

- the shattering of its stoved-up encrey.

Al with each explosion the res
power of Nayy lessened and the gyra-
tions of the air fleel grew uiove und
mere wild.

Siriving
end cams

ling

valiautly to the last, the
with dramatio abmptness.

Jusi as a {eatlier’s weight iurns the
seale, so did the cellupse of the
cighteenth Naye tower cause the

reeislonce of the survivoia Lo be
instantly overborne, and result ia the
mnstantapeons eutbing-off of the Reet's
mdispensable {uel,

In hat awful gecond the whole
mighty force plinged to the eavth!
The voyagers—only survivors of the
foren ‘that had so proudly soared
wloft—closeld thelr eyes, and Jonged tor
stop thieil heaving agzivst the Torvor
which aitse a9 the teq =core inachines,
liesvily burvdened with explasive,
erashed down on Nayr.

In an anstaut the aie was full of
soundy & deafening und confusing oon-
flict of noizes—the clanporous din of
mietals, the exush of falling houses,
and the crackling and sonying. of

uewly awakened live.  Been at Uie
gveal "1 L at which Ken's quaint
machi a2 whirwind of heat

sirged np rornd thew, and ihey
were tossed and hefieted sbout in
immrent peril of havivg theiy fier's
winga ripped dloan wiway.

Bt it a raliel to baitle against
that vushinz wind, Tor it served the

good “purpesa of <« sling  their

minds frome the anuibilating disaster

below, 3
Aud without doulit there  was

material Bopade i hel vity,  Why
beeale w plive thal iz sa uselul 1o
lim ¢

0O, 1 forpot. ¥omi've  been

trapped in Tarp for years, wud Enow
fothing of eurside. ¢vents,  Well, I
cutt toll you thal” shortly, Lefore” T
caire here  Uensl had ‘decided to
challenze Scond's  autocrutic power
for the salic of his eislaved people.”
Sid frovenied as anotlier great building

of Nayr  collapseid “The brate!
Surely  Tensl fas some means of
replyng.

As Gl (o answer Bid's  plaint,

twaolve smashing blows bit  Tarp—-
tweive shells Doist with a devastating
effect that wis bavord Eseihly con-
coephion,

Sl sterad 10 1ounl eyed smazomont
ab the awfil wphesval thal suddenly
surrounded L, a sight =0 fasc
alingly grocsome that hie was havdly
conscions of personal danger.

He saw huge siones flung high
into the air, as if the groend beneatli
Tarp bud boeconre actively voleanic,
Directly facing thet ene great build:
g & into pwa dislinel halves, one
side sagaing (o a heap of yuing, the
other Tilting  bodily 1 grotesqualy
tilo space. Foy fully Bity feet’st roso
i one swill vesh, thon filted aud
broke inta a hundred fraatients that
thutleved  dowvn oo the  petrified
elaves Lelow,

(Haw will the dread batile end?
Order your copy of the Boys' Frigxn
s advance and wols sore yow read

pest doidayss dteritiog codtaliang)sts

A Disgrace to His Club!
By LESLIE WILLIAMS.
(Continved from page 552.)

e T

As he heard the veice Sir Richad
Elvington stavted as 11 ho bad been
shot. . My Pain laid a warning hangd
ou his #rm, sind the vhairman of the
Albion set himself to listuny onee maore,

* Your methods are too crude,” the
same voice went on.,  ““When you 1an
down those fellows the other day vou
were much too careless. You nearly
killed one of them. Quite unnpees-
sary—cquite! I don't want violence,
ot nat more than is essential.”

Robere James laughed, and al the
same time Sir Richard, outside he’
window, whispered to his componions.

“That's enough,” he sid. **Now
follow me.”

“And he jumped up, thrust open the
window, and burst into the presence
of the astonished plotters, followell
wstantly by the others.  Reid and
Jaiies made for the door, bhut Jdack
Kerr_atd Jim Brovwn collared thewmn,

Mouuwhile, Eiv Richayd and M
Pain Liad secured Mr. Danisl Gill, aud

T

U,

- when the struggle was aver the chur-

man cf the Albion expressed hinisoif
m no unecctain fashion.

“I've heard you discussing rour
dustardly plots with your razcally
cecermplices,. you scoundrel!” thusn-

deved Bir Richard furiously. Bt
Tll  deal lightly with ‘you [o)
-the sake “of the club, Either

you resign your dircctorship at onee,
ieave - Clayford for sgoad, il
romise to keep your mouih  shut
about the whole affaiv, or 1'll inforin
ths police, and you will Le tyied far
conspirney,”

Ciill grouned in despair, i

“As for you, vou villaing,” roared
the chzivrean, turping to Jomes ond
Reid, *“you may think yomselves
lucky not to be charged with man-
slanghter cver the Canford business,
Gt out of this part: of the counliy at
once. If 1 hear of either of you in
Clayford or Barchester nzain, 1']) sce
you salely in gaol!”

“But—-" began Gill in & whining
Lone, :

“Bilence!” stovmed Sir Richand
"“You have Leard my toves. Wii
your resignation here and now, or it
wiil be the werse for you!™

Gill was a coward at heart, anil he
knew Sir Richiavd ko be a man of his
word. He founil pen and paper, aiul
vrote a formal resignation of bis posi-
rian as director of tho Clayford club.
Sir Richard took up the paper, auil
then, stornly repeuating his swarning,
ke walked out, leaving the thice con-
spirators in a very uneaviable slate of
mind.

The chairman. of ihe  Albien
infarraad the directors of Selsdon aiid
Giel thak the aceidents to ihei

had | Leen the vesult aof o

ey
deliberate plot by the ex-directar, ail
added (hat Gill Jumes, and Reid had

all lefi Clayford.  The officials of the
othior clubs were at first inelined tapus
the whole of the fzels belore the Fool-
il Association s but, after o Jong
diseuszion, they agveed to save the
fair nuwe of Toothall by taking wo
action. fov they swere convineed thet
the-cther directors of the Albien were
qiile inneceid of all participotion in
the affaie, ned the mysters of (lay
ford. was  thenceforth buried in ilie
oblivion whicli it deserved,
THE END.

{"Bulldog ' Holdfost veepprals iy
o valtling fine. story, catitled by
Men of Vengeanee?! next dondiy.
Ou no account wiss ity Owder o)
repy of Boys' F'Rmiesp Lo diii)

Do yon like a yam with
achrill in every ling—

keefrs  you  Lircathless
with™ cxcilement o
first word to last? i
von do, vou'll like ihia
new thriller of the racing
traek, which commences
fn o this wesk's BOYS' |
MEIEALM (ont on i
Wodneaday, April 11th). i
Y Deldnd the Wheei ™ i lk
|
|

|
a story Lhat grips and I
i
]
i

the fingst motor racing
Ktory  ever wiilton—
don't 1niss a ling of jb !
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ANOTHER TOPPING TALE OF THE BOYS OF DANESBURY SCHOOL. |

The 1st Chapter.
Blackmail !

“ Jones minor seems to bave a hnudred-
hor-g-power hump, 1 notice,” observed
Harold Payne, one mar::tnﬁ. “I rather
likeqth:\t- chiap. Wonder what's up with
L2 -

“Can't imagine,” replied Frank Par-
glter, as he proceeded to toash a sausage
with considerable Interest. “But if he is
in #ny bother, why doesn't he geb his
brofher to lelp him oul?”

“Decanse Jones major, though enly
twelva months older thac Joncs minor, is
a prig-of thrée-cylinder dimensions!” said
Pavoe, “Anyhow, I vole we dig young
Jones oub after moming school, and see
if we can buek him up a bit." 3

They found the unhappy Jones moping
in & corner of the big playground. Payne
tonched him on the shovider. 3

“Look here, Jones, old chap!" be said.
“Purge and I rather want to bave s cliow
with vou. COare to come o my study?”

Jones, & tall, rather fechle-lookise boy,
lpoked up quickly.

 Here, what's up®" he asked nervousls.
Hi= faca went white gs paper. “You—
you haven't heard anything?" he joerked
out, after sn instant's pause. 4
No; but 'we'sc seen a bit,” replied
Payie. “And it's plain ‘you are o bit
up=et nbout something. Now, Parge and
1 don’t pose as plillanthropists, and we
usitally mind our own business. Bub we
can’t forget that you did us rather a
decent turn last half, and we like to
pay our. debts.”

Jomes shiverad. .

" Debts—debte!” he multered. “0Ob, T
loathe the very word!” _ 3

Pargiter and the other Fifth Yorm
fciiow exchanged glances. “You'd better
confide in us,” he said. *Come along to
old Payne's study!"

“Yes—ves, I'll come! By Jove, you
ate pood ehaps, both of you!" mur-
nigred Jones hoarsely.

A monient later the three of them
wire zented in the cosy little room,
decorated - with cricketbats, by
gioves, and other interesting trophies

"Il tell you everything,” began: Joues.
"“You muy be uble to help me out, or
you muy not. In any ease, it'll do me no
emi of goori to get the beastly thing off
my chest!”

“Then pgo ahead!" suggested Payne.
*And, ol course, whatever you tell us,
voung Jones, we shall regard as quite
confidential.” 2

“Then, It's like this" said Jones, in a
lot voice. — “I've been an nss! I was
Trightfully bard up last term, and I got
u circular from that money-lending chap
in Guildford—Jonas Bevis.”

“H'm! I've seen the blighter!” re-
murked Payne.

“I borrowed about Sffeen pounds from
the fellow,” went on Jones miserably.
“But 1've paid i back, every shilling.
and Lhe interest as well I ¢ oui,vht.. of
courag, that wheén I had done that he
wouldl leave me alone. Bat the black-
I lins now token to blackmailing me.
Lostils on spother ten pounds for what
Lz calls *expenses.’ Aod I've not gol
more than & few bob in all the world!”

“But why on earth don't you set the
pollce on him?" asked Pargiter.

“I can't. 1t would mean my dad get-
ting to know, and lie'd never forgive me!
He hates the very ides of moneylenders.
He'd thke me away from Danesbury, and
sev:d me to some beastly tinpot private
school.  And, you see, that is where this
low rotter Bevis has got the liold on me.
He thrzatens to write to my dad uniess 1
riise the money somehow!™

“Have yau threatened him with the
police?" asked Payne thoughtfully, “Yon
rould do that without actunlly going to
tiem.”

2 Of course; but the beast tells me that
some paper which 1 sigoed, stipulates for
ths  sc-called eéxpeases. . its e
vretehied busziness Wish 1'd
never been. born!"

He buried his hot face in his hands,

“Now then, buck upi" said Payne,
“Will you suthorise Pargiter and mysell
to interview our friend Bevis, and gee il
we ean come to fermsst

“Of course! And It's frightfully decent
of you. Buf I'm afraid it won't be much
good. * The fellow is hard as a griod-
stone!™

At length the wretchied Jones quitted
the study, looking somewhat brighter.

altogether!

boxing-,

By

The 2nd Chapler.
MNothing Doing !

Pargiter and Payne did not elieve in
letting the grase grow under their feet,
Thut. very alterncon, when tea was
ended, the two chums set out for the
office of Mr. Jonas Bevis

The moneylender lived in a narrow
strect close to the town-hall. Luckily,
the ofice was still open, and Bevis him-
=@l huppened Lo be disengaged.

*Ah, aznod-evening, young gentiemen!”
he cried, as:he rubbed Lis hands. “ Very
pleazed to see you! From:the school, 1

helieve?  Come Into the private ‘office,
and sit down!"
“H'm! The Ublighter thinks we've

come along to negotinte & loan!” whis-
pered Payne, with o slight grin. "“8trikea
me he is going fo have a rude awaken-
ing!” The moment they were in the
sitall office. Devis carcfully closed the
door, placed chairs, and then said, aimost
in a whisper:

“How much_do you want?"

“Nob 2 ehilling,” replied Payne. “And
if we did, we'd bolh sosner seg ourselves
shob than come to you for {p1"

“Here, take care whal you're saying,
you young dog!” snarled Bevis. “If you
don't want to Lorrow money, why have
Yyou come hero?” .

“To have o clint. Now Just listen, Mr.
Bevis, In the first place, I want to tell
you that we know all about younz Jones
and his business with you.”

“Well, that's no Ensness of

) sours!”
snnpped .

Bevis.

“Perhaps mot; buk we are going fo
make it onr budness! Now, you must
know that in lending money {o a chap
under age wvou are bmking the law.
Suppose we go straight from ere to the
police-station, and lave you arrssted on
thnd charge, and also on fhe charpe of
blitekwailing him for further moneys™

Bevis grinued, e P

Ol 5o that's your zame, Is 1L9" he said
softly.-“Well, 1 adwit your statement.
I doré say you could do what yom've
suggesfed.  Bub suppose I oared to swoar
that lia told me lie was over twenty-one?
He might easily pass for that, you know.
And why shoulin’t 1 have belicved him?
Ab, that touches you, don'f 62
ahout this blackmailing.
his word for that. You see, my clever
gentlemen, I have put nothing in writing
—nothing! S0 7o to the police at ‘once,
rmrll they'll jnu!gh in yonr fa‘ges':"‘ 2

ie ad s | act.
So subtly had he arranged matters that
iz had cerbainly protected himself from
the law, ‘or, at any rate, hie believed that
he bad done so.

A pause followed, Then Bevis sald, as
he suddenly quitted his chair:

“Now gb Lack to the sehool and tell
your friend what 1've told voit, And you
con gay to bim also that i the money
isn't forthicoming by the end of the week,,
I shell write to his father in London sod
tell him everything!”

For otc moment Pavne’s somewhat
hefty fist itched to knock the blackguard
dowr. In fact, he rose and made &
movement towards the moneylender, but
his chum caught him by the shoulder.

“Hold on, old mnn!" he said, “I'd like
to have n go at this snenking cad, but
we don’t want any 'bother or scandal.
Leave him alone for a bit, and I dare
s:;y we shall do him at the post, after
all”

62  Then
There is only

Two minutes later they were in the.
street, snd Bevis was grinning trium-
phanlly.

The 3rd Chapter.
The Colonsl Arrives.

“So that's that!” ohserved Frank Par-
giter somewhat gloomily, as they strolled
back to Daneabury in the gathering dusk.
“Well, we've done about as muech good
as il we'd never gone rear that old
hunks! What's the next move?!

“Leave that to me!" replied Payne.
“T'm done for the moment, but I'll come
up to time, don't you worty!"

As they drew pear to the gates cf
the school, they saw a hoy walking
burriedly fowards tliem.

“Hallo! It's Jopes minor!” said
Paynes; “and he seems u  bit rocky.
Wonder what's up now?y"

. In cnother minute Jones was beside

"It.'s all dp, yon fellows!™ le eried.

By a clever ruse Pargiter and Payne
of the Fifth Form at Danesbury
save Jones Minor from the hands of

PETER FOY.

a rascal.

B

e s oyt

“¥our governor basn't-tumbled, has
he?: asked the: Fifth Form' fellow.

“No, not yet: but he will before the
week 13 oub. Read that note.”

They stood under 2 Jamp-post, and
JTead these words:

" 27x, Lenuox Gardens, Kensington, W.,
May Tti.

“Uy Dear-Boy,—As I liave business
in Guildford to-morrow, 1 shall take
advantage of the journer to pop over
and se¢ you. You may expect me
daring the afternoon. However, as |1
liate coming up to the school, yYou might
call st the Dragon Hotel, where I shall
be having lunch, and I will stay thers
Eill you come along, I

Your affectionate dad,
** CLAUDE JoNEs."

T Well, what's the trouble?’ asked
Payne, as he handed back the lekter,
“After all, Coloucl Jones is not bound
to find out about Beviz simply because
he pars o Aying visit to Guildford.”

S SRR R ;-:w:tz\{-‘i\‘“‘m'kmmﬁ‘

Mr.. Bevis went pale, If thHe colonel
had | discovered his dealings with young
Jones, then his power over that yooih
was, of course, ended, and he conld
biackmail him no longer. However, the
moneylender determined to' put a bold
front on the business.

“Well, what if [ have?" he replied in
i voice which he tried to render blustor
ing.

“Come to this hotel—the Dragon—
where T am steying for the day, and. I
will go into the miatter with yom,” said
the voice very sternly, “For vyour own
snke, 1 advise you to come.”

Bevis felt more anxious than ever. He
knew “that he had put - himself in a
very datigerous position by blackmailing
tie voung fellow, and if Colonel Jones
choze to be'disagreeable, he might’ find-
himself at the Guildford assizes in less
than no time. S0, thrusting on his faded
hat, aund seizing his greasy gloves, the
little man departed very hastily for the
hotel. * . B

As he approached the entrancg, he saw
a youth standing by the door.

“Oh, there 'you ave,” said Frank
Pargiter. quietly I was asked to look
ont: for you. Come this way, and I'll
show ¥ou up.to the room."” " L

Fecling in n highly nepvous condition.
Bexis followrd Pargiter  up the . old-
fashioned stuircase of the quaint hotel,
At the door of No.-27, Pargiter knocked,

“Come in!" suid & very irate voice.

YOh, T hope he won't be in a bad
temper!” thougziit Bevis, as Pargiter
turned the handie.

Seated at a table in the centre of the
room wes the whitehaired, white-
motistached  old  gentleman. Seated
opposite, with his licad in his hands, was
Jones minor.

* Afternoon,
respectiully.

He was about to sit down when the
white-haired man stopped him,

“Stand up, sir! _Don't you dare to
sif till 1 give you leave! By Jove! 1
1'd make

colongl!” said  Bevis

wish 1 had you on' parade.
short work of wyou!

TAKING HIS MEDICINE !

itugh! Ugh!

Ugh [ he gaeped, half-choking.
you beasta !

Bovis spluttered and gurgled as the
oil was poured down his throat.
“ You're killing me,

Jones minor shook his head gloomily.

“Bevis gels to know everything that
goes on in the town," hLe =said, “and
one of his elerks is always hanging
about the DPragon. The chances are
about ten to one apainst me. And 1 fecl
in an awinl funk:?*

“In that case,” said Harold Payne, “we
Ems:'.t. try and think out a scheme,

on23.”

On thie following afterncon whilsé Ir.
‘Bevis was seated in his office, a clerk
entered and told him lLie was wanted
on the phone.

“Who iz it—who is it?" snapped Bovis.

“Colonel Somebody, sir. I think the
name was Jones, but it niight have been
Stones’ or Tones.”

A moment later the moneslender was
at the plione.

“Yes, yes:; whal ‘is If—what is it?”
he asked irritably.

“My name is Jones. 1 understand that
you have been ongaged in a certain
transaction with wy son,” said a stern
military voice.
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“I've just had a note {rom home.”
Payne gasped,

20

TR

“Now, aboul my som,' began the cld
man. “He bas confessed everything to
me, and I am very plad.  He behaved
lixe a young fool in ever borrowing
money from a low-down. pérson of your
bréed, but as he has paid back every
shilling and interest as well, 4t is time
that you ceased anncying him—perse-
cuking lim!"

“Persecute him! Oh dear—ol. dear!
Don't talk fike that, colonel ! said Bevis
in’ a eringing tone.  “‘Why, I'm quite
fond of the young gentleman, Only 1
thought his father ought to know whatb
wns. going on.”

“Silence, you hypocrite!” shouted the
colonel. “Don't lie to me! You wern
using my name as a means of trying
to extort further money from him! How-
ever, I'm not going to waste words and
time on you! Er—Pargiter, perhaps you
would Xindly bring the pen and ink over
bere. “Also:a sheet of paper.”

Bevis looked on with wondering eyes.
What was going to bhappen next? he
asked himself with considerable terror,
But he was soon enlightened, for the
white-haired old gentleman = suddenly
pointed to the table.

“Now sit down, take vp that pen, and
write as I dictute!” he commanded, “If
you refnse, T ring thal bell snd send
for the police! Blackmnil i3 a pretty
serions offence, Mr, Bevis, and the lend-
ing of money to boys under age is also
against the law.”

In an instant the wretched money-
lender was crouching over the paper.

“Now write these words!” cried the
otlier sternly. “I — whatever vour
Christinn nime is—Bevis, hereby with.
draw all claims of every kind against
Willlam  Clande Jones, "of Danesbury
School, -and I admit that I have Been
blackmailing him for moners not due
0 me”

“Here, hold on—hold on!" gasped
Bevis, white to the lips. “You don't
want me to write all that, surely?”

“The bell is quite haudy, Mr. Besis,
and Pargiter is quite resdy-to ring fb!”
_ With a stified ‘Esmnn. Bevis wrote the
‘incriminating words, :

A minute later the document was
signed and witnossed. * P

evis rose and ‘eyed the door eagzerly.

gob OVer -so nicely," he said, in his oily
voice, *I think I'll go. Your zom, colomel,
won't hear anything more from me, and I
rely on you not to use that paper agaiost
T s : SIS e
“Quite 50. But walt a moment! Par-

The moneylender, with a little
darted towards the door, but a vigero!
shiove from the hefty Pargiter sent hiin
spinning  against the wall, - ;

“Here is the key, colonel!™ i

“Thank you! " Now, Mr. Bevis,
attend to me for a moment:”

“Well, what is it?" asked Bevis, fn a
voice made sullén by fear.

“¥ears ngo, when I wns on o hill-
station in Indin, we had x case some-
thing like yours. A skupk of a meney-
lender had been blackmailing one of sar
regiment. We couldn't soil our hands by
giving him a good thrashing, but wa hit
upon another method which answered our
punpose.  We propose to apply that
method to you this nfternoon.”

“Here, Do violence—no violence!™ crimi
Bevis, shaking  rather energetically,
“There's such a thing as the law, you
know!"

*¥es, but you are not likely to appeal
to it.  Here, Mr. Pargiter, cateh hold of

"just

the fellow whilst I uncork the bottle!®

“Help! Help!" velled Bevis.

Bub before he could get n third e
past his lips he found himseif caught in &
firm grip, whilst the huge, hefty hand of
Frank Pargiter was firmly pressed over
his mouth.

“You little skunk,” suid Pargiter.
“We're not going to hurt you! We're
only going to give you some medicinet”

Meantime, the fierce old gentieman hind

taken from a cupboard an enormous
bot_]tled. He drew out the cork, aud
smiled.

“Cod-liver oil,” he observed. “dad {
prescribe o full tumbler, Mr. Bevis.®

Jones  minor, who thronghout {hs
recent interview had not spoken a word,
now joined the fray. Darking from his
chair, e helped to hold the moneylondes

whilst the oll was poured down . his
!l:r%at-t.l : 5

“Ugh, ngh, ugh!" gasped Bevis, splut-
teri‘r] g, huli-choking.  “You're killiug
me!"

“0h, it won't do
Pargiter, with o grin. “I€'s quite an ex-
collent drug, renlly. Only most prople
don't like it in quite such big doses,
Now, Mr. Bevis, ha¥e you bad cnongh ¢

—

“Well, now that all this' business .is

giter, kindly lock that door and give me . -
the key!! e

ra

1

B A

Fou any Wirmr sl ,

If not, there’s plenty loft in the bottic!™”

“Let me go! Let me go!" groaned
Bevis, “T'll take care never to interfers
with any of your iuferpal bays again!
But low the mischiel was I to know
thid tho colonel wns going to be brougit
into the bLusiness”

Wit another groan, and with his face

o sickly green, he shambled from: the—

room, and as the door eclosed on  him
Jones minor realized ‘that He was sife
from the attentions of Mr. Bevis for the
remainder of bis natural life;

“H'm! There’s ovly one littls bit of
consolation in this horrible business,”
thought Bevis. “That young devil lLas
l‘l".ld %o tell ‘his dad, and.T know he hated
the idea of it. The coltmel willitake it
out of him, 1'll be bound!”

. . . . - -

. Buf Mr. Bevis was wrong, quite wranz
in his prediction. For bardly had that
unbappy “gentleman reached the stroot
when s somewhal queer incident
bappened.

Jones minor gave 1 wild whoop, and
sprang about two feet into the air, Then
ke sat down, buried his face in his hands,
&nd langhed.

Pargiter was grinnin

“Splendid!” he muft
totion !

“Glad you think 51" observed Harold
Payne quietly, as he removed a cropped
white wig from his head, and a fieres
moustache from his upper lip. “Ruther
lueky, wasn't it, that we had these
props | left’ over from “last term’s
siow? Lucky alo that the genuine
colonel sent & wire last night saving he
couldn't. get down, after all. In fuel,
Inck hns favoured us all the time.”

On the way back to Danesbury Jones
minor said, rather huskily:

“I don't know how to thank vou
chaps, You've suved me from that brute:
I sha'n't forget! Wish I could do some.
thing to show you what I'm fealing !

Payne gritined, and gave bim a mighty
thump on the shoulder.

“So_you can,” he replied, “Come and
help Parge and me tonst some sausases
for ten, and give those moneylending
blighters a wide miss in future!"

{from ear to ear.
ered.  “A great

THE END.

{Look ‘out for another gréat story of
the boys of Danesbury School, Nalke
sure you ebtain next Monday's  Roys'
FaieNy by ordering it in advance from
Yeur neigsagent.)
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