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Arthur Edward Lovell makes a queer purchase af an auction sale!

The 1ist Chapter.

Wet !
“1t will be rather fun!” sald
Lovell. T
Jimmy Silver and Raby and New-

come looked doubtful. _
Lovell, of course, looked obstinate

at once.

If another fellow doubted the
wisdom of his opinion, that was quite
-nough to make Lovell, of the

Classical Fourth, absolutely certain

that his opinion was well founded.
“No end of fun,” he said.
“Hum!”

e 1L |

“In fact, quite jolly,” said Lovell.
1 h - 3

“Take my word for 1t.

“You see ” said Jimmy Silver.
“] see that youre going 1vO
argue,” assented Lovell * I never

met. such a fellow for arguing.”

“But, you know " began Raby.

““1 know you're going to chin-wag,
Raby. Doesn’t your chin ever get
tired 7" 5
" “Look here——" said Newcome.

“Oh, go it, the three of you!” said
Arthur Edward Lovell, in a tone of
deep resignation. . |
we're going to spend this hali-
holiday in chin-wag. Rather a waste
of time, if you ask me; but I don't
mind: if vou fellows don’t! Go it!”

Lovell leaned back in the armchair
in the end study. His three chums
looked at him, seemingly inclined to
tilt him out of the armchair on to
the carpet, and bump him there.
Lovell was quite a good fellow—one
of the very best—but he often made
his comrades feel like that.

Lovell was silent—but only for a
moment or two. Indeed, it was but
seldom that Arthur Edward Lovell
was silent for more than a moment
or two.

““It’s a lot of fun,” he said.” *“I've
been to an auction before. You bid
for things and run them wup, you
know, and it’'s exciting.”

“Must be exciting, if you get
landed with the goods and don’t
want ‘em!” remarked Newcome. *1
call that a mug's game!”

“You can call it what you like,
Newcome. I've never expected any
sense from you.”

“YLook here, Lovell

“Can we play footer this
drizzle ?”’” demanded Lovell. “Do
vou want to go biking in the rain?
Do vou want to stick in a stuffy
picture palace, blinking at awful rot?
Do yvou want to frowst over the
study fire like Peele or Gower? It's
2 half-holiday, and we’ve got to do
something. Well, there's that auction
on at Latcham. Let’s go!”

“But—--" said Jimmy.

“We may pick up some bargains,”
said Lovell. ‘I heard of a chap once
‘who bought something-or-other at an
auction for a few shillings, and it
turned out to be real genuine old
thingummy, and he made pounds
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out of it. Pounds!” added Lovell
impressively. “Now, I've an eye for
.a bargain.”

“Quite expert on genuine old
thingummy, and well -up in real
antique what-do-you-call-it?” asked
Raby. -

““Oh, don’t be an ass, Raby! - The

question 1s, are we going or are we
not going ?” said Lovell.. *“I say go.
Now, then.”

“ After all, we want to get out of

“T can see that.

sploughed on

| doors,” said Jimmy Silver resignedly.

“It will be a bit muddy walking to
Latcham. Never mind—let’'s go to
the giddy auction. I don’t quite see
where the fun will come 1n; but
Lovell seems to know all abouf 1it.”

Lovell jumped up.

“Now voure talking,” “he said.
“That’s all.right. The fact i1s I'm
quite keen on i1t. We want some
new things for the study—the clock’s
never been the same since that ass
Putty ‘put the glue in it. - And that
sofa would disgrace a self-respecting
dustbin. All - the chairs - are
rocky | L

““Are’ we coming back to Rook-
wood ‘carrying clocks and; sofas and
chairs?” ejaculated Newcome.

“IFathead! They deliver the
for vou,” said Lovell. *You
select what you “want; bid
them, and they're knocked down to
you, and you pay for them 7
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“There’s the rub. I don’t like:
that part.” i
‘““Ass! 'Then they deliver them

the next day, and—and there you
are,” said Lovell. **Now, sort out
yvour macs’' and let’'s get going.
We've wasted too much time 1n
chin-wag already. I really never did
see such fellows as you three chaps
for talking!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. made up their
minds to it. After all, something
had to be done with the afternoon.

It was wet, 1t was drizzly, 1t was
distinctly discouraging in every way.
Footer was off, cycling was not
attractive, and many of the Classical
Fourth were at a loose end.: Peele
and Gower and Lattrey were play-
ing banker in a quiet corner some-
where; but pursuits of that kind did
not appeal to the Fistical Four.
Tubby Muffin was snoozing over a
study fire, but theyv certainly did not
want to snooze. Hrroll and Rawson
were “swotting ” Latin—but Jimmy
Silver & Co. felt that they had quite
enough Latin with Mr. Dalton 1in
the Form-room—even a little too
much, in fact. The I'istical IFour
sorted out raincoats, and sallied forth
from the House. |

Anvhow, it was something to be
out of doors, wet and drizzly as 1t
was. They pulled down their caps,
turned up the collars of their coats,
and plunged through the drizzle to
the gates.

It was a long walk to Latcham.
The roads were muddy, the lanes
muddier. Naturally, they took the
short cuts; equally naturally, the

short cuts were .deeper 1n mire than
the roads. After a mile or two three
members of the party considered
that they had been prize asses to
start for Latcham at all; but® Lovell
with a determined,
cheerful expression, resolved to enjoy
the walk. Since 1t was his idea, it
was a good idea. But had it been
anyone else who had proposed that

" miry tramp to Latcham, Lovell cer-

tainly would have told him what he
thought of him, with more emphasis
than politeness.

“Well, this i1s pretty thick, and
no mistake,” said Raby at last.

“What's a little mud?” grunted
Lovell.

“It isn’t a little—it’'s a lot!”

“Better have ™ gone
grumbled Newcome.

“Railway fares are a waste, when
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we've got time to walk,” said Lovell.
“Buck up!  I'm not grousing!
Never mind a little mud.”
““Oh, rats!” | ~
“Keep smiling!” - said  Junmy
Silver cheerily.

CGrunt—from Raby and Newcome.
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| been lying on some straw

feet.

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

A SUSPICIOUS CHARACTER!

in [the shed sprang
The four Rookwood juniors stared at him blankly, and he stared
hack at them, with a fierce, savage, suspicious face.

Price
Twopence

Suddenly, from a narrow turning,
there was a trampling, and a horse-
man rode out into the lane, splash-
ing mud right and left. The Rook-
wood juniors jumped out of the way
promptly.

The rider pulled in his horse as he
saw them,
b Hi !I?
“ Hallo,

Lovell.

It was a mounted constable, with
water streaming from his waterproof
cloak. = He waved his hand to the
four schoolboys.

“Have you seen a man pass this
wav?” he called out.

‘i NG-JJ

“Seen anybody?”

“NO.”

The mounted man rode on. He
disappeared among weeping hedges
and trees,

“He’s after somebody !” remarked

it's a said

bobby !”

Lovell. *“Pleasant job, in this
weather—I don't think! Come on!
We've got miles to do yet.”
“Thank - goodness!”  exclaimed
Raby, a few minutes later.
“What g

“There’s a shed.”

“We're not looking for any dashed
old shed!” exclaimed Lovell. “We’re
going to Latcham.”

“Go to Latcham, or go to
Jericho !” retorted Raby. “I’m jolly
well going to get out of the rain.”

And Raby pﬁmged through a gap
in a hedge, and headed for the shed.
Jimmy Silver and Newcome followed
him.

Lovell stared after them.

“Look here, you slackers!” he
shouted. e T

(S Rﬂ,ts !."I'J'

Arthur Edward Lovell snorted, and
followed his comrades. As a matter

“ Look out!?” yelled Jimmy
Silvers, A man who had
suddenly to his

His eyes gleamed

like those of a hunted animal, and it came into the minds of the aston-

“Of course, it would be micer in
a Rolls-Royce car!” said Lovell sar-

castically. ““I'm going to buy a
motor-car some day, when some kind
old gent will give me thirty
thousand pounds for 1its upkeep.

Just at present we've got to hoof

it.  Keep on!”™

“Fathead !™

““ Ass !”

The rain was coming down harder
now ; the drizzle had turned to a

downpour. Even Lovell’s determined
cheerfulness paled a little, and his
three comrades began to look round
for some kind of shelter. But there

scemed no shelter at hand save
weeping, leafless trees—they were
following a mwy lane between

meadows, drenched with rain,
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ished juniors that he was, indeed, hunted.
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of fact, Arthur Edward was quite
glad to get out of the rain.

The 2nd Chapter.
A Startling Discovery.

Jimmy Silver & Co. plunged into
the shelter of the shed thankfully.
The rain was coming down in tor-
rents now, and their rawncoats were
streaming, their trousers were damp,
and their caps wringing wet. Three
members of the party were power-
fully tempted to turn on the fourth,
and roll him in the mud, for having
led them on this hapless expedition,
Perhaps Lovell realised that therve
was an electric atmosphere, for he
did not turn his eloquence upon his
drenched comrades.

“After all, it’s jolly wet!” he re-

marked, quite reasonably and
amicably. “It’s got worse since we
started. Of course, a fellow couldn’t

foresee that.”
“Of course you couldn’t, at anv
rate.” sald Newcome. §
“Never mind, we're out’ of the
rain, and it’s too fast to last,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Thank goodness
we found this shed!” |
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“Yes, rather!

H

|
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startled

22/11/24

It was not an inviting shelter,
really, but it was a case of any pert
in a storm to the Fistical Four of
Rookwood, The shed was apparently
used as a cattle-shelter. - One side
was open to wind and weather. In
one corner was a large stack of damp
straw, not clean. Outside was . a
trough, swimming with rain. . .

The four juniors stood well inside,
looking out at drenched fields and
trees. The rain came down in great
splashes. They stamped their feet
for - warmth, and wrung out their
caps. -

" Nice, isn’t it ?” grunted Raby. .

“ Rotten!” said Newcome. .

“Miles more to Latcham, and
miles back to Rookwood !” went on
Raby. “What a giddy half-holiday. !
: “Oh, don't grouse!” said Lovell.
“I'm as wet as you are!” 2

“To think that we might be in the
study now, with a good fire!” said
Raby. :

“Bad for a chap to frowst over a
fire I” said Lovell loftily. | .

“If I catch a cold, I shall jolly well
punch your silly nose, Lovell.” |

“Well, I daresay you'll catch a
cold—slackers and frowsters do, you
know,” remarked Lovell. “I must
say 1t’s chilly here. What about
getiing on to Latcham ?” *

“In this rain, ass?” |

“Well, we don’t want to be late for
the auction.”

“Blow the auction!”

“Bless the auction!”

*“ Bother the auction!”

Auction sales, 1t appeared. did not
seem attractive to Jimmy Silver &
Co. just then. Lovell grunted.

“We came out to go to the
auction,” he said. | J

“We came out because we were
silly asses, and let a sillier ass jaw
us into 1t!” snapped Raby. ;

“And you're sticking in this shed
because you’re slackers, and afraid
of a little wet!” said Lovell. It was
really impossible for Arthur Edward
to keep his eloquence bottled up for
long.

Raby and Newcome glaréd. They
were wet, they were muddy, they
were fed-up to the chin. And Lovell.
instead of showing any regret. for
having led them into this disastrous
outing, was adopting his customary
attitude of lofty superiority. Per-
haps it was not surprising that Rabyv
and Newcome became very ecross.
though Lovell did not scem to ¢x-
pect 1t.

“Well, if you like rain. have a
little more of it!” roared Raby.
“Yes, rather!” concurred

come. :

And Raby and Newcome collared
Arthur ldward Lovell, and hurled
him forth.

“Oh, my hat!” |

Arthur Edward Lovell went spin
ning out into the rain.

He brought up against the horse-

New-

trough, and pitched forward over it,
| and there was a heavy splash.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lovell lifted a dripping face from
the trough. |

He glared round at his comrades,

“You—you—you—-"" -

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Now, then,”
Silver pacifically.

But Lovell did not heed. - He came
charging back into the shed with a
terrific rush. 3 Ay oAy

The next moment Lovell and Raby
and Newcome were rolling over to-
gether in a struggling heap.

“Chuck it, you duffers!” .shouted
Jimmy.

“Buzz
Newcome.

“Outside, you fathead!”

“T'll jolly well——" panted Lovell.

Three excited juniors reeled and
staggered to and fro. Lovell lost his
footing, and went down bumping en
the stack of straw in the corncr . of
the shed, dragging down Raby and
Newcome with him,

A yell rang through the shed, but
it was not Lovell or Raby or New-
come who yelled. Loud and startled
that vell came from under the heap
of straw on which they had crashed
together. s

“What

“Who

“Great Scott!” :

Utterly amazed, the three juniors
sprang to their feet, staring blankly
at the heap of straw—now 1n
motion. Trom the straw protruded
a foot and part of a leg; from another
spot a hand and sleeve projected.
Evidently someone was hidden undeér
the straw, and no doubt he had been
when three schoolboys
crashed down on himn,

“Somebody’s there!” yelled Jimmy
Silver,

“Oh, my hat!”

The straw was tossed aside, and a
man sprang to his feet. The four

interposed Jimmy

him out again!” roared

)
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juniors stared at him blankly, and he
stared back at them, with a fierce,
savage, suspicious face. His eyes
gleamed like those of a hunted
animal, and it came into the minds
of the astonished juniors that he was
indeed hunted. ,

Only for a few seconds the man
stood panting and glaring. He was
-a short, thickset man, with a bull-
dog jaw and a broken nose, and
sharp, fierce little eyes set close to-
gether under thick brows. It was a
face that, once seen, was not likely to
be soon forgotten. But 1t was only
for brief seconds that the Rook-
wooders saw 1t. The man turned
from them, ran swiftly to the opening
of the shed, and bolted out into the
pouring rain,

. Almost in a flash he disappeared
from sight, running hard.

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Jimmy
Silver.

The juniors stared after the van-
ished man, and then looked at one
another. @ The sudden and unex-
pected happening had fairly
astounded them.

“The silly ass, to clear out into the
rain,” said Lovell. “We shouldn’t
have hurt him, I suppose.”

- “What the thump was he hiding
for?” said Raby.. “He must have
seen us coming here, and dodged
under the straw.”

f i]immy Silver looked very thought-
ul.

“He had jolly good reasons for
keeping out of sight, I should sav,”
he answered. “ You remember that
mounted bobby we passed some time
back—he was looking for somebody.
Looks as if it may have been this
chap he wanted.”

- Lovell whistled.

- “Shouldn’t wonder,” he said. “ He
was scared at being found here, any-
“how. If he’s some rotter wanted by
“the police, we ought to have collared
him.”

- “Rather too late to think of that,”
said Jimmy.

The man had vanished, and the
juniors discussed the matter for some
time as they stood watching the rain,
~Fortunately, the surprising happen-
ing had restored peace i the Co.
Lovell and Raby and Newcome did
‘not renew their argument.

The juniors stamped about the
shed, and waved their arms to keep
warm, and waited dismally for the
rain to stop. It did not stop. But
after a time 1t slackened, and they
decided to get moving.

“Are we going on or going back?”
asked Newcome.

“I'm going
gruffiy.

on,” said Lovell

“Oh, let’s keen on, as we've come |

so far!” said Jimmv Silver. “We
can get a train back from Latcham
to Coombe, you know.”

So they went onward, and tramped
through dreary drizzle and deen mire
to the town of Latcham, which they
were very glad to reach.

The 3rd Chapter.
Just Like Lovell!

“Here's the place!” said Lovell.

The Fistical Four were feeling a
little better now,

At the old inn at Latcham they had
had some hot coffee and cake, and
had been able to drv themselves at
a glowing fire. So they were feeling
better as they walked down the old
High Street to the building where
the auction was being held.

It was a large zinc building, and a

poster outside announced that Mr. !

Bunce was holding the auction there
that afternoon. The proceedings
were already proceeding, so to
speak; the Rookwooders were late
for the start. They moved into the
building among the crowd, which
was not large, the wecather probably
‘having kept a good many people
away. 'The auctioneer, a plump man
with a rosy complexion, was already
at Lot 37, and was tapping with his
hammer.

“Gentlemen, this handsome rose-
wood cabinet—this splendid resewood
cabinet, 1n excellent condition—I am
offered seven guineas for this first-
class rosewood cabinet. Gentlemen,
what improvement on seven guincas
for this desirable rosewood cabinet?”’

“Kight!” called out Lovell.

“You frabjous ass!” gasped Jimmy
Silver.

“PDry up, you blithering chump !”
hissed Raby.

" Lovell did not heed.

If that handsome and desirable
rosewood cabinet had been knocked
down to Arthur Edward Lovell for
cight guineas several problems would
have arisen. First and foremost
‘among them, where Lovell was to
get eight guineas from to pay for it.

Fortunately. it was not knocked
down to Lovell.

“Nine!” came from a podgy lhittle

l
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gentleman with a large, hooked nose
and a lisp.

ié Ten IIJ

“Twelve !”

Lovell grinned at his comrades.

“All serene, you see,” he said.
“It’s quite a game, you know. ©Only
you have to keep your eyes peeled
and not get landed with the stuff.”

“And suppose you. do get landed
with 11?7’ demanded Newcome.

“Oh, I shouldn’t! But don’t you
fellows do any bidding. You’re as
likely as not to put your foot in it.”

" And you're not?”’ snorted Raby.

“Not at all. I know my way
about,” explained Lovell. “T sha'n’t
get landed with anything 1 don’t
want. That’s all right. Leave it to

me !’

The chums of the Fourth had to
leave it to Lovell, because there was
nothing else to be done. Short of
gagging Arthur Edward Lovell,
there was no stoobping him.

Lovell's confidence in his own per-
spicacity was unbounded. He was
quite assured that he knew what he
was about. He was going to bag
some nccessary things for the study,
if possible, at bargain prices. And to
while away the time he was going to
help on the bidding, always taking
great care not to be the fellow who
made the final bid.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were very far
from sharing Lovell’s confidence. His
perspicacity they regarded as 2 minus
quantity. But there was no help for
1t, short of gagging their exuberant

perambulator might have

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

bid if he chose, and he looked well-
dressed enough to be good for the
money.

“Gentlemen, four pounds 1 am
offered,” said the auctioneer. “Four
pounds for this handsome haby-
carriage, in excellent condition,
hardly used. Are you making it
guineas, Mr, Isaacs?”

The hook-nosed gentleman shook
his head.

“Gentlemen, this handsome baby-
carriage going at four pounds. Going
—going——" '

Arthur FEdward Lovell breathed
rather hard. What on earth he
would have done with a baby’s
perambulator, knocked down to him
for four pounds, was a deep mystery.

But again he was in luck.

“Guineas!” came from the back of
the crowd.

“Gentlemen, I am offered four
gulneas for this excellent baby-
carriage. Going at four guineas.
(Going—going—gone !”

Rap!

Arthur Edward Lovell had quite
a serious look. Four guineas was the
top bid, and it had just saved him
from being landed with a perambu-
lator to wheel home to Rookwood.

“You thumping ass!” murmured
Newcome.

It was an unfortunate remark.

Lovell’s narrow escape from the
been a
warning to him. But Newcome's
remark roused all his
again. He was quite determined to

‘must have been

obstinacy

There was no doubt that the trunk

was solid and of great capacity. It
was nearly five feet long, and its
other dumensions were about two
feet. 'The man who had built that
trunk, long, long ago, had been a
believer in the maxim that there is
nothing like leather. TIts weight
very considerable
empty. Two men who had brought
1t forward looked rather tired when
they had set it down. It was a

trunk which a modern railway porter-

would have gazed at in despair and
wonder. If in its youth that huge
and heavy trunk had ever travelled
by railroad, it seemed that there
must have been giants on the earth
in those davs.

Many grinning glances were turned
on the big trunk as the auctioneer
extolled 1ts value. No doubt a
leather-dealer might have found his
money’'s worth 1n 1t. Mr. Isaacs re-
marked that if he bought that trunk
he would let it furnished—being
evidently a humorist, He started the
bidding with fifteen shillings.

“ Pound !” said Lovell cheerily,

“Twenty-five shillings !”

“Twenty-six !

“Thirty !”

“Two pounds!” called out Lovell.

“Gentlemen, this handsome trunk,
this well-made trunk, this capacious
travelling trunk of the most solid
construction, is going at two pounds.
What oftfers, gentlemen? Two
pounds 1 am offered! Did I hear
someone make 1t guineas?”

i

LOVELL’S TRU“K ! Mr. Dalton raised his hand.. ‘“Take that trunk away at once !’ he thundered.

‘““ But, sir——'' began Arthur Edward Lovell.
Come on, you chaps,’’ groaned Lovell.

e —— - e .

chum, which really was out of the

The . rosewood cabinet was
“knocked down,” and Lot 38 came
on view. It was a large perambu-
lator. 'T'he rosy-cheeked auctioneer
tapped gently with his hammer, and
proceeded with his paan of praise.

“This beautiful baby-carriage, a
triumph of the inost modern con-
struction, gentlemen, what offers for
this handsome baby-carriage?”’

“Ninepence !” came a voice, and
there was a laugh. It was the tubby
gentleman with the hooked nose and

the lisp who made that offer,
evidently in a spirit of humour,

The auctioneer grinned indul-
gently.

“Gentlemen, be serious. This
handsome, reliable baby-carriage

cost thirty guineas. What offers,
gentlemen, for this most desirable
lot ?”

“Fifteen shillings!”

“A quid!”

“Thirty bob 1”

“Thirty-five !”

There was a pause.

“Two pounds!” sang out Arthur
Edward Lovell cheerily.

Jimmy Silver & Co. exchanged
Arthur Edward was
“at 1t ‘again. But again Lovell
came off scot-free.

“Two pounds ten shiilings!

“Three pounds!”

“Four!” rapped out Lovell.

The auctioneer glanced curiously at
Lovell. Possibly he was puzzled by
a schoolbov bidding for a baby-
carriage. But Lovell had a right to

23

| ding

show his companions that he knew
his way about, and that their uneasy
fears were groundless.

Instead of keeping silent, therefore,
he plunged into the game more reck-
lessly than before.

Lot atter lot was brought forward,
and each time Lovell bid recklessly;
but, considering that he was not bid-
in earnest, he had amazing
luck, for each time he was outhid by

someone who really wanted the
article. -
Lovell grinned at his comrades

from time to time, as if to say, “I
told vou so.”

They began to watch him with
interest now, wondering how long it
would be before he got “landed.”
For such a peculiar game, kept up
too long, was fairly certain to end
in disaster. Lovell’s fate was likely
to resemble that of the lion-tamer,
who put his head into the lion’s
mouth every day until he put it in
once too often. It was certain to be
bitten off at long last.

The only question in the minds of

| the Co. was, what sort of an un-
desired " and undesirable article
Lovell would get landed with. They

wondered whether it would be a
perambulator or a suite of drawing-
room furniture, or a grandfather’s
clock, or a dinner-set, or a carpet.
“Lot 54. Large leather trunk. A
very strong trunk of very great
capacity. Old-fashioned, but, gentle-
men, the old trunks are of the
stoutest make. Not one of vour light,
modern fibre about this. A genume,
strong trunk of solid leather.”

* trunk.

' Lovell,

‘“Take it away!?” “Oh dear!

And the procession marched away.

The auctioneer looked round.

It he had heard someone make it
gumeas his ears had deceived him,
for there was silence.

“Gentlemen, gentlemen, two
pounds 1 am offered! Going at two
pounds %

Lovell had a cold feeling down his
back.

“You've jolly well done it now !”
murmured Newcome.

"Going at two pounds—going—
going 2

Arthur Edward Lovell cast an
anxious glance round him, Had he,
indeed, ‘‘done it " at last ?

He had!

“Going af two pounds—going—

going—gone !”

“ Yours, sir!” said the auctioneer,
with a smile and a nod to the dis-
mayed Lovell. “You will settle with

that gentleman yonder. Next lot!
Lot 55, a. wireless set, complete
. with )

Lovell was not listening.

He had not the remotest desire to
join in the bidding for Lot 55. Lot
?4 was enough for him—too much, in
act.

Arthur Edward Lovell was the
happy possessor of a gigantic leather
trunk, of no conceivable use to him
or to anybody else, unless he should
start in business as a leather-worker,
and cut 1t up into boot-soles and
saddles and such things. Which, of
course, was quite impracticable for a
fellow in the Fourth Form at Rook-
wood. Lovell stood and stared at the
His comrades stared at
He had ‘““done it ” now.

Price
Twopencs

already looking

afterwards.
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A rather dusty and oily gentleman
nudged Lovell.

_““You settle up now, sir, and, if you

like, we can arrange for the delivery
of the trunk, or you can send for it
later 1n the day. Two pounds,
please.”

Lovell had the sum of two shillings
and threepence in his pockets. It
was obvious, even to Arthur Edward
Lovell, that he had put his head into
the lion’s mouth once too often.

The 4th Chapter.
Back Up!
Jimmy Silver & Co. looked  very
serious.
Lovell cast an almost haggard look

- at his chums.

He was danded now; there was no
doubt about that. He could not
repudiate his own bargain. Exactly
how he would have stood legally, had
he repudiated it, he did not know—asse
a minor and a schoolboy, probably
he could not have been held to it.
But an honourable fellow, of course,
could not take advantage of that.
The fact that the bargain could not
possibly have been enforced on him
made 1t absolutely essential for a
decent fellow to stand by it. Perhaps
the thought of backing out somehow
crossed Lovell’s mind for a moment :
but, if so, it. was only for a moment.
He was “for it,” and he knew it.

Mercifully, his comrades forbore to
deal with him as he deserved.

At a time like this, when a fellow
had landed himself in a scrape by his
own wilful obstinacy, no doubt they
would have been justified in leaving
him to it, but that was not the part
for loyal comrades to play.

Lovell had asked for it, and he had
got 1t; and now it was up to his
comrades to help him through.
Among the Fistical Four there was
frequently argument and dispute, and
even punching was not quite un-
known in their happy circle. But
with them it was always sink or swim
together. .As a matter of course, the
three backed up the hapless Lovell
without even saying “I told you
50 !"—which certainly showed great
forbearance and self-denial on their
part.

“1Two pounds !” said Jimmy Silver.
“Wait a minute, my man—it’s all

serene. How much have you got,
Lovell 77 :
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wo-and-threepence ! whispered
LoWell.

“Oh, my hat!”

“I've got a ten-bob note,” mur-
mured Raby.

“Six shillings here,” said New-
come.
~ The oily gentleman eved the
juniors rather curiously. Bidding for
Lot 85 was going on briskly., Nobodv
was giving any attention to the happy
possessor of Lot 54, excepting the
oily gentleman, whose business it' was
to collect the hard cash. The juniors
withdrew from the crowd. They were
done with the auction now. Even
Lovell had not the slightest desire to
do any more bidding.

“That’s eighteen-and-three
gether,” murmured Lovell. “Have
you got anything, Jimmy? Of
course, I shall settle up.”

Jimmy Silver suppressed a sigh.

He had a few shillings in his
pockets, and a pound note which had
been specially sent him by his father,
for some new football things. |

But it was a case of all hands on
deck, so to speak. Lovell had to be
saved. The oily gentleman was
| suspicious, and if
Lovell had failed to take over his

alto-

| bargain, certainly there would have

been a most unpleasant scene.

1hat had to be avoided at any cost.
A Rookwood fellow was bound to be
as good as his word, and it was a
time for his friends to rally round
him, reserving their comments till
Afterwards, no doubt,
Lovell would hear what they thought
about the matter and about him—at
considerable length. But that was
in the future; the present was a time
for action.

Jimmy Silver produced a pound
note and three shillings. There was
more than enough to satisfy the oily
gentleman.

“Taking it away with you, sir?”
asked the man when his pecuniary
claims had been satisfied. *“ Like to
leave it till the morning? All goods
'ave to be cleared afore twelve to-
morrow.,”

“Leave the blessed thing where it
is,”” said Raby. “It’s no good to
you, Lovell. You don’t want it at
Rookwood.”

“It’s cost two pounds, Raby,” said
Lovell. *It must be worth some-
thing. Somebody else offered thirty
bob. Of course, I’'m not going te
chuck i1t away.”

(Continued overleaf,)
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“How the thump are you going to
get 1t to the school, and what the
dickens are you going to do with it
there 7 demanded Raby.

“Leave that to me!” said Lovell,
with a touch of his old loffiness,
which made George Raby breathe
very hard.

*Well, sir, I shall be wanted 1n a
minute,” said the oily gentleman,

“Could you send it over to Rook-
wood for me ?” asked Lovell.

““Where's that?”

The oily gentleman had apparently
never heard of Rookwood.

** Near Coombe.”’

“Oh!” The oily gentleman con:
sidered. ‘‘I'll manage 1f, sir. Seven-
and-six. You'll pay now, please.”

“You couldn’t do it for fifteen-
pence ?” asked Jimmy Silver,

“’Course I couldn’t!” said the oily
gentleman warmly, and he turned
away and left the juniors to deal with
the gigantic trunk themselves.

“We've got just one-and-three left
among us,” said Jimmy, looking at
his chums.

“It’s a jolly good ftrunk!”
marked Lovell.

“Oh, blow the trunk!
you going to do with it?”

“Take 1t to Rookwood, of course.”
\ “It won't go into the study.”
" “I can put 1t 1n a box-room. I’ll
advertise it for sale in the local paper,
same as Carthew did with his bike,
and very likely sell it at a profit.
There's a lot of leather in it, and
leather’s very expensive these days.
The fact is, 1t’s rather a bargain.”

Arthur Edward Lovell was re-
covering !

“You frabjous owl!” said Raby.
“Don’t talk to us about bargains!
Of all the silly 1diots o

“Of all the ecrass dummies
sald Newcome.

“Look here, are you going to help
me with this trunk or not?” de-
manded Lovell. “ We can carry it
among us.”’

“Carry it ?” gasped Raby. “Carry
that stack to Rookwood? 1 can see
myself doing 1t!”

“Carry it out of here, anyhow,”
said Lovell. “We've got to get it
away. We can get somebody to give
us a 1ift with 1t to Rookwood. Or we
can hire a horse and cart.”

“For fifteenpence?’ asked Jimmy
Silver.

“Well, we can leave it at the
carrier’'s office,” said Lovell. *We
can pay carriage on it at the other
end to-morrow. I'll borrow a few
bob of Morny.”

The chums of Rookwood looked at
the big trunk. If Lovell was going
to keep it, certainly it had to be got
away from the auction-rooms.
Taking it to the carrier’s office was,
pernaps, the best plan—but carrying
1t there was a big proposition. KEven
four sturdy fellows were likely to
find that gigantic trunk difficult to

Ie-

What are
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negotiate.

“Lend a' hand!” said Lovell
briskly.

“Look : here, leave it here!”

growled Raby. ‘“The rotten thing’s
no’ good—we’'ve wasted the money,
anyhow. What's the good of carting
it away?”

“PDon’t be an ass, Raby!”

“Look here, Lovell >

“Oh, let’'s lend a hand!”. said
Jimmy Silver resignedly. “It’s not
far to the carrier’s office, anyhow.”

Four pairs of hands grasped the
great trunk. A good many grin-
ning faces were turned on the Rook-
wood juniors as they bore it out inte
the street.

In the sireet they eset 1t down to
gasp for breath. Undoubtedly it
was a very heavy trunk. |

“Can’t we get a trolley or some-
thing somewhere?” gasped Raby.

“Where the thump are we to get

a trolley?”’ snapped Lovell. “Put
your beef mto it! It's only a hun-
dred yards!”

“Go 1t ! said Jimmy Silver. “Up
she goes!”

Up went the huge trunk. With a

There’s a grand photogravure plate of H.M.S. Spenser given away FREE in the * Magnet >’ Lib
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Rookwood junior at each corner, it
swung into the air, and the four
corners rested on four shoulders.
Thus was it borne along the High
Street of Latcham.

A light drizzle descended on the
trunk and ils bearers., But they .did
not feel cold mow. Their exertions
sufficed to keep them very warm.
Some members of the rising genera-

tion of Latcham gathered and fol-

lowed them. evidently interested in

the trunk. One youth inquired
whether 1t was a “moving job,” and
another asserted that they had

A | !
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SOLVE THIS PICTURE-PUZ

OUR STUNNING

FIRST PRIZE - - £5

and 6 other PRIZES of

MATCH FOOTBALLS.

———

On the right, here, is a splendid
picture-puzzle competition in which
yom can all join—and there 1s mo
entrance fee.

Remember that each picture in the
puzzle may represent part of a word,
one, two, or three words, but not
more than three words. Solutions
containing alternatives will be dis-
qualified.

ALL YOU HAVE TO DO 1is to
solve the puzzle, which deals with
H.M.S. Spenser. When you have
done this to your satisfaction, write,
IN INK, on one side of a clean sheet
of paper, exactly what you think the
puzzle tells you. Then sign your
name, IN INK, on the coupon, cut
out the whole tablet, pin your solu-
tion to it, and post to *““ Warships ”
Competition No. 10, Boys’ FRIEND
Office, Gough House, Gough Square,
London, E.C. 4, 30 as to reach that
address not later than THURSDAY,
November 27th, 1924.

The First Prize of £5 will be
awarded to the reader whose solution

1s correct, or most nearly correct, and

the six footballs in order of merit.

In the event of ties, the right to
divide the value of the prizes is re-
served, but the full amount will be
awarded. It 1s'a distinct condition of
entry that the decision of the Kditor
must be accepted as final. You may
send in as many attempts as you like,
but each attempt must be accom-
panied by a separate picture and
coupon, signed IN INK.

Employees of the proprietors of this
journal are not eligible to compete.
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""Ere they are!”

“Oo pinched the trunk?”

“For goodness’ sake, let’'s get out
f this!” gasped Ji Silver
of this!” gasped Jimmy Silver.

And the Fistical Four walked off,
with burning faces, at a good speed.

==

The 5th Chapter.
The Wanted Man !

“Shanks’ pony again!” growled
Raby.
“We've got 1o hoof it! Oh

dear!”

There was no help for it.

Kifteenpence remained to
Fistical Four, and fifteenpence would
mot cover the railway fares to
Coombe for four.
Co. had intended to take the train
back, @ That intention had to be
abandoned now. . It was Shanks’
pony, as Raby remarked; and their
only coneolation was that the rain had
stopped at last.

By miry lane and muddy field-
path the juniors tramped on, leaving
Latcham behind. Lovell had de-
clared that it would be ““fun,” at-
tending the auction; but, so far, his
comrades had failed to perceive any
fun in it. Indeed, three members of
the party agreed that, of all the
utterly rotten ways they had ever
spent a half-holiday, this was beyond
doubt the rottenest. With muddy

the

Jimmy Silver & |

Price
Twopence

“Yes, sir. I suppose you haven't
seen anybody dodging .or hiding
about these parts?”

“Man with a broken nose, by any
chance?” asked Lovell.
~ The mounted man gave quite a
jump.

“You've seen him?”’ he exclaimed.

“My hat! 1Is that the man you
want?’ exclaimed Jimmy Silver,
“We've seen him right enough.”

“Oh, good! Where—and when?
Quick!”

The Fistieal Four explained about
the meeting in the shed three hours
or more ago. 1The constable listened
very attentively, especially to their
description of the man,

“That’s  Nosey Jenks
enough !” he said,
here, then.
or later.”

“Nosey Jenks?’ repeated Jimmy
Silver.  “What a giddy name! 1
suppose he's a criminal, as you're
after him, officer?”’

“Burglar,” said the constable.
“Six months ago he got away with
a bundle of banknotes from the
Latcham -County He was

. right

We'll have him, sooner

Bank.
spotted, and caught; but he got rid
of the notes before our men laid
hands on him. He got away before
they could get him to the station,
and vanished—and we never expected
to see him in these parts again. But

and miry miles before them, they did | he was seen the day before vester-

ZLE AND WIN A PRIZE!

A FIVE-POUND NOTE AND SIX
FOOTBALLS — MUST BE WON!

ONE-WEEK PICTURE-PUIZILE COMPETITION.
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THAN CARS
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The Result of * Warships’ Competition Mo. 4 appears on page 327.

‘““pinched ” the trunk—and the latter

suggestion caught on. With crimson
faces the Rookwooders marched on
with their burden. |

“Look out!” yelled one of the
urchins. ‘‘There’s a copper!”

“Oh crumbs!”, murmured Jimmy.

The policeman at the corner looked
very curiously at the Rookwooders
and the trunk. But he did not sup-
pose that they had ‘‘pinched ” it.
By the time they reached the carrier’s
office J:%ine or ten youths of various
ages were following them in a pro-
cession, all eagerly discussing the
supposed * pinc-ﬁing ” of the trunk,
and the nerve of the ‘“pinchers ”” in
passing a ““‘copper 7’ yith it.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were glad to
hand that trunk over to the carrier.
They came out of the office feeling
that a weight was gone from their
minds, as well as from their
shoulders. © Outside, the youth of
Latcham greeted them.

agahl;

constable, -who looked
appeared in sight in the lane.

not leave Lovell in any doubt as to
their opinion on the subject.
**Hallo!  There’'s that bobby
17 remarked Lovell, perhaps
A mounted
very muddy,

glad to change the topic.

On a closer inspection, however,
the juniors saw that it was not the
same mounted constable that they
had seen earlier in the afternoon on
their way ‘to Latcham. Apparently,
more than one officer was patrolling
the countryside between Latcham
and Coombe, and the Rookwooders
wondered whether this search had
anything to do with the broken-nosed
man with the bulldog jaw whom
they had surprised under the straw
in the shed.

The constable was riding towards
the juniors, and he pulled in his
horse as they came up to him.

“Looking for somebody?”’ asked
Lovell. |
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an outline of the Warship, the history of which is told in the
above picture-puzzle.

| lared him.

day—and again yesterday—so it’s
prefty .clear that he's come back to
find the banknotes he hid somewhere
before he was caught that night.
He’s got a face that's easily re-
membered, with that nose on it.”

“I think everybody would re-
member his chivvy!” grinned Lovell.

" 1f you should happen to see him
again, let them know at the nearest
police-station at once.”

“Yes, rather!”

“He's taken to the fields, and he’ll
never get to a railway-station with-
out ' being nabbed,” said the con-
stable. *'But he’s giving us a hunt,
and no mistake. Where's that shed
exactly ?”’

The junicrs pointed out the direc-
tion of the shed, and the mounted
man rode away.

The Rookwooders walked on to-
wards the school.

“Lucky we came out this after-
noon, after all,” said Lovell, with a
glance at his comrades.

“How’s that?”’ grunted Raby.

“Well, we've been able to give the
police a tip about a man they want.
May lead to his capture.”

“Rats! I fancy he’s a good ten
miles away from that shed by this
time.  Must be, if he’s got any
sense !’

“Might be that shed where he hid
the loot,” said Lovell. “T remember
seeing something in the local paper
about the bank robbery, now. It
was rather interesting. too. The
thief was spotted getting out of the
bank by a top window, and they got
after him on the roof, and he got
through a window into an attic in
the next house—a house belonging to

>

a Colonel Thompson. It's really
interesting 3
“Blessed if I see it! Why?”

" Because 1t was Colonel Thomp-

son’s stuff that was being sold by
auction to-day,” said Lovell. “ He's
gone abroad, and his household

effects were sold by auction—we’ve
bagged his old trunk.”

“You have, 'you mean!” said
Newcome. “I wish the giddy
colonel had taken his dashed old

trunk abroad with him !”

“Hear, hear!” said Raby.

“They caught him a few minutes
after he got away from Colonel
Thompson’s house — I  remember

. reading it in the paper,” said Lovell,

unheeding. “It’s near the bridge,
you know, and it was suggested that
he threw the bundle of banknotes
into the river before the bobbies col-
But his coming back
bhere looks as if he hid them some-
where where he could find them
agan.”

“Shouldn’t wonder,”  yawned
Jimmy Silver. “Here’s Coombe at
last. I.ess than a mile to Rook-
wood now, thank goodness!”

““Might be fun hunting for those
banknotes, you know, next half-holi-
day !” said Lovell.

“Yes; just about as funny as
gomng to auctions and buying silly
old trunks!” said Raby.

“Look here. you ass

“Put 1t on,” said Jimmy Silver.
“We haven’t too much time to get
back before lock-up.”

Tired -and muddy, the
Four reached Rookwood
just. before old Mack shut the
gates. They tramped into the
House, not in the best of spirits.

It was some time before they got
rid of the mud they had brought
home with them. Then they had &«
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School

. rather late tea in the end study, and
E | felt much better.

Over tea Arthur Edward Lovell
was quite himself.
“It’s all right about that trunk!”
told his comrades.
40 T

“Oh, yes! I've very little doubt
that T shall get three pounds for it,”
sald Lovell. “It’s really a valuable
trunk, though it’s so jolly heavy.
When 1 sell it s

“When !” said Newcome.
(Cantinued on page 336.)
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THE FINEST SCHOOL STORY EVER PENNED!
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The 1st Chapter.

»

When it is learned at St. Kit’s that
a boy without a name i1s coming to
the school, and 1s to be put into
the Fourth Form, Vernon Carton,
captain of the Fourth, decides to
give the nameless boy a rough time
when he arrivess, When Harry
Nameless, on his way to St. Kit’s,
arrives at the stone bridge which
runs over the River Wicke it is to
discover St. Leger, who i1s bathing
-there, in difficulties. Harry imme-

diately dives 1into the water and
rescues the dandy of the Fourth.
‘From then on a firm {riendship

springs up between Harry and St.
Leger, and at the request of the
dandy of the Fourth the nameless
schoolboy 1s put nto his study,
which 1s also shared by Bunny
Bootles, the fat boy of the Form.

At the first opportunity Carton
picks a quarrel with Harry, and,
much to the captain of the Fourth’s
disinay, the nameless schoolboy gives

him a sound thrashing. To gef even
with Harry, Carton & Co. rag him
just before Colonel Wilmot, St.
Ledger’s uncle, arrives at the school
on a visit to his nephew. Colonel
Wilmot, seeing Harry in such a dis-
hevelled state, and larning that he
has no name, infsrms St. Leger that
Ha*ry 1s not a fit person to associate
with, and that St. Leger should drop
his acquaintance. The dandy of the
Fourth, however, takes no notice of
his uncle’s wishes, and he and Harry
Nameless continue their friendship.

Later, Colonel Wilmot pays
-another visit to St. Kit's, and openly
accuses Harry Nameless of telling lies
when the youngster denies all know- |
ledge of ever having seen the colonel
befere he—Harry—came "~ to the
school. It i1s the colonel’s idea that
he has previously seen Harry Name-
less whilst sitting on the magistrate’s
"bench. As a 7result of Colonel
Wilmot’s accusations against Harry
the nameless schoolboy and St. Leger
are sent to £ Coventry” by the
FFourth Form. So upset 1s Harry
with the state of affairs at the school
that he secretly meets Colonel
Wilmot and gives him his word
that he will leave St. Kit’s at the
end of the term. When St. Leger
hears of Harry’'s promise to Colonel
Wilmot, he decides to visit his uncle
in London, and get him to make the
journey to South Cove for the special
reason of seeing the nameless school-
boy's guardian, and obtaining his
assurance that there 1is nothing
against Harry’s character. Algy
securcs leave from St. Kit’s easily
enough, and he proceeds lLight-
heartedly on his quest.

The day before the Fortescue ex-
amination Carton & Co. duck Harry
Nameless, who 13 an entrant for the
prize, in the school fountain, and so
i1l is Harry next morning that he
fails utterly in the exam. But Carton
is made to suffer for his treachery,
for Harry gives him a thrashing.
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The 2nd Chapter.
Bunny Asks for It!

“Duarance, old top——"’ |
““ Buzz off, you fat bluebottle!™ |
“1 say, Durance——"
Dick Durance made a motion with
his boot. Bunny Bootles retreated a
pace, but he did not depart.
“1 say, old top, just listen a |
minute. I'm stony %
“Go hon!™

Special bumper number of the BOYS’ FRIEND in two weeks’ time! Look out for our F

| are—take 1t!’

‘““Broke to the wide, old fellow!”
sald Bunny pathetically.

“I suppose you would be while St.
Leger’s away.”

“1f you think I borrow money of

St. Leger, you ass i

“1 know youre not goin’ to
borrow any of me,” answered
Durance. ‘“Roll away and don’t
worry.”’

“Hasn't your uncle sent you that
pound note he promised?” grinned
Tracy.

“The—the fact is——"’
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The nameless schaolboy is accused of

theft!

Bunny; “so if you'd like to lend
me half a crown, old top——"
“d wouldn’t.”
“Xven a bob—"’
" “Not even a bob. You shouldn’t
e

so jolly generous!” grinned
Durance.

I know it’s a fault; I can’t help
being generous,” said the fatuous
Bunny. “I've given more than a
pound to that poor devil Nameless,
I can tell you. Yarooooooh!”

Bunny yelled as a grasp fell upon
the back of his collar. Durance and
Tracy roared with laughter. Harry
Nameless had come along in time
to hear Cuthbert Archibald making
that free use of his name.

“What’s that, you lying young
rascal 7’ exclaimed Harry.

“Yow! Leggo! 1 wasn’t saying
anything—"

UNTRUTHFUL BUNNY!

Yaroooooh!??

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

| dived under the table
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instead and
squatted there, still quaking.

Harry Nameless came into the
study and closed the door.

He did not glance under the table;
it did not even occur to him that
the fat junior was squatting there
in hiding. -

He took out his books and sat
down at the table.

Bunny groaned inwardly.

The beast had evidently conie there
to work, and Bunny had his prep
to do, too. He could have done his
prep in some other study, but he
could not venture to show himself.
A guilty conscience held Bunny
Bootles enchained under the table,
with Harry’'s boots only a few inches
from his fat knees.

It came as a great relief to Bunny
when footsteps approached the door
at last, and there was a tap. The
door opened, and from under the

| table Bunny Bootles recognised the

elegant trousers of Vernon Carton
in the doorway.

“Nameless !”

Carton stepped into the study as
he spoke, and he spoke in rather a
low voice.

Bunny was astonished.

Vernon Carton was about the last
fellow at St. Kit's that Bunny would
have expected to see calling on the
nameless schoolboy in his study. It
was all the more odd because all the
Fourth were now in their studies at
evening preparation, and Carton
should have been in the top study
at work. It really looked as if he
had chosen a moment for his call
when he was pretty certain to be
unobserved by the juniors.

Harry looked up 1n surprise.

“What do you want?” he asked
icily.

“ Nothir’
Oliphant.”

“Well 7%

Only a message from

*“ 1 can’t help being genserous,’”’ said the fatuous Bunny Bootles.

given more than a pound to that poor

Bunny velled as a grasp fell upon the back of his collar.

laughter. Harry Nameless had come along in time to hear Bootles making that free use of his name.  What's
that, you lying young rascal ? *’ exclaimed Harry indignantly.

Durancej and Tracy roared with l

““P've
devil Nameless, | can tell you.

““Yes, let’s:- hear the . facts,” said ]
Tracy,. with a * chuckle; : “1I like
Bunny’s facts—they're as good as
any fiction.”

“Of course, I'm telling you @ the
exact truth,” said Bunny. “The fact
is [ did get that pound note from |
myv uncle %

‘“And you've framed 1t and hung
it up in the study?” asked Durance,
sarcastically.

** No—no.”

“Where 1s 1t then?”

“T—I've lent 1t to Nameless

“Ha; ha) ha!l”
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“Honest 1njun,” said Bunny.
“You know how hard up his people
are ! He’s got the bailiffs m at

home, or something of the kind. And
—and I'm a kind-hearted chap So
I-—1 gave him my pound note.”
“Pile it on,” said 'T'racy.
1 did, yvou know. ‘ Here vou
are, yocu poor rotter,” I said to ham;
“you're a rank outsider, but here vou
And he thanked me
for 1t with tears in his eyes.”

“1l can see him doing it!” said
Durance.,
“Yes, and 1t's left me stony,” said

“You were saying vou had given |

me money,  you rotter.”
Bunny jerked himself away.
“D-d-don’t you speak to me!” he
gasped. “You're in Coventry, you
know. Here! Keep off, you beast!”
And Bunny fled incontinently.

“oStop! Tl

Bunny vanished up the staircase
with a speed that was quite remark-
able, considering that weight he had
to carry.

Harry Nameless followed up the
stairs with a frowning brow. He
was not pursuing Bunny Bootles; as
a matter of fact, he had to go fto
the study for prep. Bunny had
taken refuge in Study No. 5, and
he quaked as he heard the nameless
Filtf'}‘tﬁ{}l}ii'}}":'—; footsteps approaching the
aOor.
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Bunny knew what he deserved,
and he quaked.
“Oh dear! The beast is after

me !” gasped Bunny.

He scudded across to the window,
almost resolving to trust his fat per-
son to the ivy. But he would not
quite make up his mind to that. He

“He wants you to fag. If he's
not in his study you're to wait for
him,” Carton sneered. “You
needn’'t fancy I'd have come here
if Oliphant hadn’t sent me.”

He walked out with that, and
walked quickly away.
Under the table Bunny Bootles

grinned with relief and satisfaction.

This was a windfall to him.

It was unusual enough for the St.
Kit's captain to call on a junior for
fagging during the hour of prepara-
tion, but nothing could have hap-
pened more luckily from Bunny's
point of wview. It gave him his
chance to escape.

Harry Nameless rose  from
table and left the study
moments alfter Carton.

As soon as the door
Bunny Boofkles squirmed
under the table.

“Good riddance!” he murmured,

Bunny did not leave the study.
He coolly turned the key in the lock.
Then he sat down to prep, still
grinning.

“When that beast comes back. I’ll
talk to him !” .reflected Bunny, “71’ll

the
a few

had closed
out from

frowning angrily.

901

make him make it pax befor: L

let him in. = He's got .to .do his
prep, so he will have to make it
pax. He, he, he!”

And, quite satisfied with his
stratagem, Bunny Bootles set to
work.

Meanwhile, Harry Nameless pro-
ceeded to the Sixth Form passage.

He tapped at Oliphant’s door, and
as there was no reply from within
he opened the door and enteréd.
The study ‘was empty.

There was no light in the room
save a red glow from the fire in
the grate. Harry stood irresolute.

The message had been plain
enough; he was to wait if Oliphant
was not there. He wondered
whether he should venture to take
the liberty of lighting the gas.

He decided that he had better.
Oliphant could not expect him to
walt there in the dark.

He struck a match and lighted the
gas, and waited.

. Oliphant did not come, and the
junior grew impatient. He began
to wonder whether Carton had been
pulling his leg, and the St. Kit's
captain had not sent for him at all.

There was a sound of footsteps and
voices in the corridor. Harry recog-
nised Oliphant’s voice, and he rose
from the chair he had sat down in
to wait.

The study door was thrown open
and Oliphant came in with Wake
of the Sixth.

“Hallo, I didn’t leave the light
on!” exclaimed Oliphant. Then his
eyes fell upon the junior standing by
the table. ‘“Hallo! What the thump
are you doing here, Nameless ?” |

“Don’t you want me here?” de-
manded Harry.

‘The St. Kit's captain stared at
him.
“Eh! If I wanted you I should

say so, I suppose.”

“I was told to come here—"

“Somebody’s been pulling your
leg, then. Clear off!”

Harry Nameless quitted the study,
It was clear that
Carton had deceived him. = He
returned to the Fourth Form pas-
sage, and for a moment he thought
of going on to the top study to speak
to Carton. The trick that had been
played on him was a childish one:
it had wasted a quarter of an hour
that should have been given to prep.
He could not help wondering that
Carton should have descended to 2
foolish trick, worthy only of a mis-
chievous fag in the Second Form.

He paused, and did not approach
Carton’'s study. The absurd incident
was not worth a row.

He turned the handle of his study
door and found it locked, and rappe;j
sharply.

A fat chuckle came from within
the room.

“He, he, he! That you, Name-

less 7™

i " A "
‘ ”&ea, you fat duffer! Let me
in.

I8 1t pax?®

“What 7

“Make‘it pax, old top, and I'll
let you in! You ain’t going for
me, are you?”’ asked Bunnv Bootles
caufiously. ;

Harry burst into a laugh.

:‘N.?’ you c}}lffer_; open the door!™

It's pax?” insisted Bunny, with
great caution.

i YEE.,’

““All right, then.”

Bunny Bootles unlocked the door.
Harry Nameless entered No. 5, and
was soon deep in prep again, andd
the incident in Oliphant’s studv
passed from his mind. But it was
destined to be recalled. -

S T e e ity

The Thist,

* Thunder !

Oliphant of the Sixth uttered that
ejaculation 1n startled tones.

He was standing before his desk,
i a corner of the study near the
window. Wake, in an armchair by
the fire, looked round lazily.

“What's up, Oliphant?”

" Something jolly serious,’
swered the captain of St.
“Look here.”

Wake rose to his feet and camec
over to the desk. Oliphant’s tone
was a sufficient indication that some-

} L |
dll=

Kit'::.

thing serious had happened.

“Well,” he asked, “been
burgled 7

“ Looks like it!”

“What?” exclaimed Wake, in
astonishment.

His suggestion had been made

jestingly.
“Look at that!”
Oliphant laid his finger on a small
drawer in the desk.
“That's where I keep my cash,”
he said.
(Continued overleaf.)
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“You keep it locked, I hope?”
“The lock’s been broken.” |

My -only hat!’” = |
With a very serious face. now,
“Wake bent over the desk. There
was no doubt about i1t. The lock
on the little drawer was a common
one, of no great strength. ' It had
been snapped open by a chisel, or
some such instrument’ being inserted
in the top of the drawer.

The two Sixth-Formers
one another. |

“I—I say, this i1s jolly serious,”
said Wake.  *‘‘That couldn’t have
been done for a lark. Better see if
your money’s safe. Had you much
there?”

““ About seven pounds.”

““Look, then, for goodness’ sake.”

Oliphant pulled out the drawer
'with a very grim face. There were
a few silver coins in it; otherwise
it was empty.
T “Gone?” asked ‘Wake.

stared aft

“Yes; a fiver and two pound
notes.”™

“I—I say, this i1s—is horrible,”
muttered Wake uneasily., ‘“You've

been robbed.”

“Not much doubt about that!”
said Oliphant dryly.

“But who—who

“That’'s got to be found out!”

There was silence in the study for
some minutes, liphant made a
further examination of the desk as
if in search of some clue to the
thief.

B ]

But there was no sign of
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The Quality of Football.

The quality of the football in the
various sections of the I.eague 1s a
matter for continual discussion. The
“high-brows ”” of the First Division
make rather a habit of talking about
the lower Divisions as if there was
some distinct and definite line which
could be drawn between the football
as played in the sections. The Cup-
ties have frequently demonstrated the
hollow nature of this sort of argu-
ment, and the results of this season’s
League games serve to emphasise the
fact that, for effectiveness, at any
rate, there 1s precious little to choose.

Success Tor the Promoted Clubs.

By way of example, we had Bury
and Leeds United promoted from.the
Second Division to the First Division
at the end of last season. Both these
clubs were content, for the most part,
to rely on the players who had done
well in League II., and with these
self-same players they have up to now
managed to hold their own quite well
in the top section. T'hen Portzmouth
came-up from the Southern Section
of League Ill., and the Wolves from
the Northern Section, and here again
we find both these clubs making a
very good show in the class higher up
without any material change in the
men on the staff. Indeed, Portsmouth
have one notable feat to-their credit,
at least—they remained undefeated
for a longer period this season than
any club in the League to which they
were newcomers. So it really does
not seem, after all, that the premier
League people have any good excuse
for looking down on their brethren in
the lower sections. |

The Most Common Result.

A reader of these notes asks me
what is the most ‘‘ popular ” result in
big football, and by the question he
means the result most frequently met
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his wvigit, excepting the broken lock
of the monev-drawer. Wake broke
the silence.

“Have you got the number of the
note 7%

“Yes, in my pocket-boek; 1
always take the number.”

“That’'s good; i1t ought to be
fairly easy to get hold of it,” then.
I dare say there are a dozen fivers
about the school.”

“But who,” muttered Oliphant—
“who ¥

He paused, and his eyes met
Wake's. The same thought was in
both their minds.

“That kid who was here when
we came in ?

*“Nameless !”” said Oliphant.
was here: he said he had been sent.
We shall see about that. 1t
looks £AY

““The poor wretch is hard up. I
believe that's the talk of his Form,”
satd Wake. “ You remember 3

“I remember there was a yarn
that his guardian was on the rocks,”
said Oliphant, “and that a lot de-
pended upon Nameless winning the
Fortescue prize. Of course, he 1s
poor, and—and "—he made an wun-
easy movement—*‘vou know what
Colonel Wilmot said when he was
here. @~ He—he believed the fellow
was some rotter of no character.
He's beén sent to Coventry by the
juniors in consequence, and I can'f
sav 1 blame them, I suppose
Colonel Wilmot knew what he was
talking about.”

Wake nodded.

“It seems clear enougn,” he said.
“Poor little beast! 1 suppose he
was brought up among people who
do these things.”

“That’s no excuse for him. Every-
body knows it's wrong to steal, I

suppose, howsoever he was brought | Wake curtly.
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with. The query is rather a big one,
as I found out when 1 started to
analyse the results of all the games
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"THE BOYS’ FRIEND

up. But,” Oliphant paced the study
restlessly, “I suppose there's all sorts
of excuses for hum if he was dragged
up among dishonest people. It's a
pity he wasn't sent away from St.
Kit’s at once when Colonel Wilmot
put it to the Head. No need for
him to stay here till he disgraced
the school.”

“What are you going to do about
w7’

“Well, T ought to go to the Head
at once,” Oliphant hesitated. “JI—I
hardly know whether I'm entitled to
deal with the matter even as head
prefect. But—a- scandal 'in the
school is a horrible thing. Of
course, 1t's not as if 1t was one of
the other fellows. Still, that young
rascal 1s a St. Kit’s boy, in name at
least. We—we want to avoid a
horrible scandal if we can ¥

“ But i

“I'll give him a chance,” said
Oliphant resolutely. *““If he hands
back the money and signs a confes-
sion and promises to leave St. Kit's
by the first train 1n the morn-
ing_____.??

- “But will he?”

‘“If he doesn’t the matter goes
before the Head, of course, and
there will be the disgrace of an ex-
pulsion. But I should think he will
have sense enough to take it quietly.
He can make any excuse he likes to
the Head, so long as he goes at
once. Shall T give him the chance?
What do you think?”

“I—I think so,” said Wake, after
a pause. ‘‘Better keep clear of a
scandal if we can. It won’t do any
good.”

“Then fetch him here, old fellow,
and we'll go into 1t at once. See
that he doesn’t have a chance of
getting rid of the notes after you
speak to him. No doubt they are
in his pockets now.”

“You bet.”

Wake left the study and hurried
up to the Fourth Form passage.
That passage was silent and de-
serted ; the juniors were still in their
studies at prep. Wake tapped at the
door of No. & and opened it.

Harry ~ Nameless and Bunny
Bootles were busy at the table. They
rose as the prefect came in.

“You're wanted, Nameless,” said
“Come with me.”

played up to date. But I found the
figures more than a trifle interesting,
and, consequently 1 carried through
the analysis to the end. I confess
frankly that if 1 had been asked to
give an answer without gqreferring to
statistics I should have said that the
goalless draw was the result which
cropped up with the greatest fre-
quency; but such an answer would
have been wrong. The one goal to
nothing result i1s by far the most
popular, and 1t may astonish some of
my readers to know that week in and
week out something over one match
i every five ends in a one-nil score.
Two-nothing is the result which comes
next in order of numbers, with the
draw minus goals occupying third
position. Afterwards, in the order of
“popularity ¥ come one ecach, two-
one, and three-nil. - I was more than
a little surprised to find on going
through the analysis that the figures
three-two very seldom occur. Indeed,
only about one match in a hundred
has ended with this score up to now.

Are Bigger Targets Wanted ?

Mention of the matter of goals re-
minds me that there is a proposal on
foot to get the size of the target at
which forwards have to shoot, in-
creased. The suggestion is made by
a man who is high up in tne official
world of football, so it is obvious that
if and when he brings the matter for-
ward at Football Association meetings
it will be considered worthy of con-
sideration. Personally, I hate this

idea of constantly tinkering with the .

rules of the game, and I certainly see
no reason why we should make it any

Prios
Twopenocs

Harry looked at him quickly, sur-
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““And write out a confession, only

prised by the curt tone and grave | to be used in case of necessity——"

manner of the Sixth-Former,

f:ll’ ve nearly finished prep——" he
said.

" Never mind prep, now; come at
once!”

“Very well, Wake."”

A prefect’s command was law to
a Fourth-Former. Harry prepared
to follow him from the study, bus
Wake stepped back.

“Go first!” he said.
study.”

gl

Wake followed the junior down
the passage and down the stairs.
His eyes were upon him to make
sure that he did not attempt to get
rid of the stolen notes on the way.

But if Harry Nameless had stolen
notes 1n his possession, he was cer-
tainly very cool and self-possessed.
His face expressed surprise, but no
other emotion. He arrived at Oli-
phant’s study and entered, and Wake
followed him iIn.

He closed the door, and stood
agamst 1t, leaving the matter now
in Oliphant’s hands.

The St. Kit's captain fixed his eyes
upon Harry.

“You can guess why you’re sent
for, I suppose?” he asked.

“Not at all,” answered Harry, in
wonder.

Ohphant waved his hand towards
his desk.

“I've missed the money,” he said.

Harry started.

“What money?”

“The money you've taken from
my desk.”

For a moment the study seemed to
swim round Harry Nameless. He
stared dazedly at the captain of the
school.

“The—the money what—that—
that I . What do you mean?”
{1@ succeeded 1n stammering out at
ast,

“Don’t waste your breath denying
it,” sald Oliphant impatiently. “1
found you 1n my study when I came
in, and after you were gone I found
that that drawer had been broken
open and the money taken out. The
thing’s pretty plain, isn't it? I
don't want a scandal. I've decided
to let you hand the money back %

“The—the money i

“QOliphant’s

easier for the forwards to get goals.
I admit that goals are the spice of the
game so far as the onlookers are con-
cerned, but they are only the spice
because they are comparatively rare
and can only be gained by an effort

SMITH.
(Huddersfieid Town.)

W,

full of merit. If i1t is suggested that
the game will necessarily be improved
either as a spectacle or in a playing
sense by incrcasing the number of
goals scored, why not have the target
stretching from one side of the field
to the other, and as high as the posts
which are used 1in the Rugby game?
No. What big focotball wants is not
a greater amount of space between

1 First Division.
! Arsenal v. SUNDERLAND.
ASTON VILLA v. Everton.

BURY v. Preston N. E.
| HUDDERSFIELD TOWN v. Notts C.
| LIVERPOOL v. Leeds United.

Nottingham Forest v. Burnley.

BLACKBURN ROVERS v. Bolton Wan.

MANCHESTER CITY v. Cardiff City.
NEWCASTLE UNITED v. Birmingham.

Sheffield United v. West Bromwich A.
WEST HAM UNITED v. Tottenham H.

WHAT MIGHT HAPPEN

Below will be found our expert’s opinion of the probable results of the big games to be played on
Saturday, November 221:3:1: The likely winning side is printed in capitals. Where a draw is
anticipated, both clubs are printed in smaller letters.

Second Division.
BARNSLEY v. The Wednesday.
Blackpool v. Manchester United.
BRADFORD CITY v. Southampton.
DERBY COUNTY v. Stockport County.
FULHAM v. Coventry City.

Hull City v. Leicester City.
MIDDLESBROUGH v. Clapton Orient.
PORTSMOUTH v. Stoke.

|PORT VALE v. Crystal Palace.

South Shields v. Chelsea.
WOLVERHAMPTON W. v. Oldham Ath.

—— i ——

ON SATURDAY.

IST. MIRREN v. Motherwell.

First Division.

Scottish League.
AIRDRIEONIANS v. Queen’s Park.
FALKIRK v. Ayr United.
Hamilton Acads v. Dundee.
HIBERNIANS v. Abeérdeen. -
KILMARNOCK v. Hearts.
PARTICK THISTLE v. Cowdenbeath.
RAITH ROVERS v. Morton.
St. Johnstone v. RANGERS.

Third Lanark v. Celtic.
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““ A—a confession!”

“Then you'll clear out of the
school the first thing in the morn-
ing. You can make some excuse to
the Head—write to him after you're
gone will be best.”

Harry stared at him.

“Are you mad?” he asked,

“What ?”

“1f you'ra not mad, what do you
mean?” shouted the junior 'indig-
nantly. “I've touched no money.”

“Look here, Nameless—"

“You—you accuse me—me ' of
stealing!” Even vet Harry could
hardly grasp it. “Why, you're mad
—you must be out of your senses,
Oliphant! How dare you acctise me
of anything of the sort?” |

Oliphant knitted his broivs.

“Do you deny 1it, then?” he

snapped.

“Deny it!” shouted Harry
savagely. “I don't take the
trouble to deny it. I only gsay you

are either a fool or a liar.”

“What ?” roared Oliphant.

It was the first time a Fourth
Form junior had used language like
that to the captain of St. Kit’s. -

“A fool or a liar!” shouted Harry
fiercely, “and 1'll say so before all
the school.” | |

Oliphant’s jaw set grimly.

“Do you understand that you'll be
taken before the Head if you keep
this up?” he asked quietly.

*1I demand to be taken before the
Head, and if you don’t take me there
I shall go myself. Do you think I
would lie down undeér a rotten, lying
accusation like this?” exclaimed
Harry passionately. |

“That’s enough,” said Oliphant

curtly. ““Open-the door, will you,
Wake. I’ll take him to the Head at
once.” % Wl

Wake opened the door.

“Come !” said Oliphant roughly.

“I'm ready,” answered Harry
Nameless disdainfully.

And with his head erect, though
with a hot flush in his cheeks, ‘ie
walked by Oliphant’s side to the
Head's study. A dozen fellows saw
them go, and marked the sternness
in Oliphant’s rugged face, and the
flush in Harry’s and the blaze iin his

(Continued on the next page.)

the posts, but iIncreased forward

efficiency.

Plymouth in the Running.

In vpractically every season since
the War Plymouth Argyle have nade
a big struggle to finish on top of the
Southern Third Division; but each
time have been beaten at the post—orv
very near to 1t. Once again the
Plymouth side 1s making the run-
ning, and in Manager Jack they have
an old player who has been respon-
sible for bringing out quite a lot of
most promising voungsters. Indeed,
I know of no manager more ready to
give a lad his chance. London has
also been a happy hunting ground for
the man who holds the reins at Ply-
mouth, and from Barking he secured
in James Leslie a forward who seems
now to have made the inside-left posi-
tion his own. When he went to Ply-
mouth Leslie was regarded as an ex-
treme wing man, but has done even
better neaver the middle. He has the
distinction of being the enly coloured
player now appearing regularly in
first-class football, though there have
been other instances in the recent
past, '

A Corner Kick Artist.

When the rules were altered to.
make 1t possible for goals to be
scored direct from corner-kicks, I
warned my readers not to expect any
big increase in the number of suc-
cesses on this account. That I was
right in this prediction was proved by
the fact that nearly five hundred first-
class games had been played before
the first goal was scored direct from
the corner-flag. The honour of doing
this went, appropriately enough, to
William Smith, the outside-left of
Huddersfield Town, "and one of ‘the
most accurate corner-kick experts of
the present day. Smith is in every
respect a first-class winger, and he it
was who scored a penalty goal for
Huddersfield when they won the Cup

in 1922.
i

(For the best footcr information
you can’t beat * Goalie.” Don’t miss
his great new article appearing, in
our ncxt issuc!) ' i

Splendid new hobby supplement, four school stories, and magnificent “highwayman serial in this week’s * Popular.”’ Out on Tuesday!
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~Harry Nameless had been taken in to

- Oliphant.
. theft.”

. had been out with Wake, and the

~intact when he left the study.
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And in five minutes most of
the Lower School of Bt. Kit's knew
that something was ‘““up,” and that

the Head by the captain of the |
school.

Beforz the Head,

Dr. Chenies was chatting with
Mr. Rawlings in his study when
Oliphant knocked at the door. In
response to the Head’s ‘“Come in!”
Oliphant opened the door and walked
in with the accused junior. Dr.
Chenies adjusted his spectacles, and
glanced at themu.

“What 1s 1t, Oliphant? What has
happened 7” It was clear enough
from Harry’s look that something
very unusual had happened.

“1t's. a rotten thing, sir,” said
“I’'m sorry to have to re-
port anything of the kind. It—it’s
*“Theft !” exclaimed the Head, with
a start, nearly dropping his gold-
rimmed pince-nez,

“Yes, sir!”

“But surely Nameless has not
began Mr. Rawlings. The Fourth
Form master had a very high opinion
of his nameless pupil.

“1 think so, -sir; but I'd better
state exactly what has lmpijened, and
you can cquestion Nameless,” said
Oliphant, looking at the IHead,

)

“Pray do. so,” said the Head
quietly. _ ‘
Oliphant explained succinetly. He

money-drawer in his desk had been
On
his return he had found Nameless 1n
the room, not having sent for him.
Later he found that the drawer had
been forced and the money gone.

Harrv Nameless calmed down con-
siderably as he listened to Oliphant’s
explanation. IHe realised that, what-
ever became of the charge, there was
no question of Oliphant being a party
to any foul play. The captain of St.
Kit’'s had jumped to a conclusion,
that was all. And it was not, at the
first glance, a conclusion without
some grounds.

Dr. Chenies listened patiently to
the prefect, and when he had finisked
turned his glimmering glasses upon
Harry.

“What have you to say, Name-
less ?” he asked, gently enough. And
again 1t came into Harry's mind that
here, at least, he would get fair play.
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The Head had only one desire—to get
at the truth of the matter. That
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there was a thief in the school was
certain; but the junior upon whom

suspicion had fallen was to have
every opportunity of proving his
imnocence—1if he was innocent. To

his thoughts on that point Dr.
Chenies’ face gave no clue.

1 know nothing whatever about
the money, sir,” answered Harry
calmly., “ 1t seems to me infamous
that I' should be suspeeted.”

“You do not deny Oliphant’s state-
ments 7%

""No, sir; I was in the study.”

“What were you doing there 7”

“1 was told that Oliphant wanted
me, and that I was to wait till he
came 1n if he wasn’t in the study. 1
waited.”

*“1f that point is proved, Oliphant,
Nameless’ presence in the study will
be fully accounted for,” said the Head
mildly.

“Quite so, sir,” said Oliphant, He
roddened a little, wondering whether
he had been too hasty. *“Of course,
Nameless can say who told him to
come there, and if the fag bears him
out——"

“ Precisely. Who told you to go
to Oliphant’s study, Nameless 7"

“Carton of the Fourth, sir.”

“Oliphant, will you kindly call
Carton here ?”
Oliphant left the study, smitten

with still deeper doubts as to whether
he had been hasty. Harry’s answers
were calm and ready, and 1t seemed
incredible that he would be guilty of
the folly of calling a witness if he was
not certain of what that witness was
bound to say. A few minutes would
settle the matter.

Mr. Rawlings’ countenance cleared.
It would have been a great shock to
the IYourth Form master to find that
his opinion of the nameless schoolboy
was 1ll-founded.

There was silence in the study
while they waited; but in a few
minutes Oliphant entered, followed
by Vernon Carton.

The latter did not glance at Harry.
He looked cool and unconcerned,
only slightly surprised. He fixed his
glance upon the Head.

“Oliphant says you want to speak
to me, sir?”

“Yes, Carton. You have not told
Carton what i1s toward, Oliphant

“Not a word, sir. I simply told
him he was wandted.”

“Very good. Carton, did vou take
a message from Oliphant to Nameless
a short time ago ?”

“No, sir.”

**1 should said, a

rather have
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pretended message, telling Nameless
to go to Oliphant’s study and wait
there for him ?” -

**No, sir.”

Harry Nameless started forward.
e could scarcely believe his ears.

“Carton!” he exclaimed in a
choking voice. *“You %

“Stand back, Nameless!” said the
Head, and there was a note of
sternness in his voice now. *Silence,
sir!  Now, Carton, pray remember,
and speak very carefully. Nameless
states that you gave him a message,
supposed to come from Oliphant,
which caused him to go to Oliphant’s
study and wait there. Do you deny
that this is the case?”

“Most certainly, sir,” answered
Carton calmly. “ Nameless has been
sent to Coventry, sir, and I never
speak to him at all.”

“*Have you spoken to him at all
this evening ?”

*“No, sir.”

“You are sure, Carton?”

“Perfectly sure, sir.”

Harry’s eyes blazed at his old
enemy. And yet there was a sense
of unreality about the scene. Bitterly
as Carton hated him he could scarce
understand that the fellow wou
stand before the Head and utter
deliberate falsehoods. And what was
hig obiect? 1If Oliphant had not told
him of the theft, why should he
utter these lies? 1If he did not know
of the theft he could not know the
harm he was doing his enemy.

“Very well,” said the Head, turn-
ing to Harry  ‘“Nameless, do you
repeat that Carton gave you the
message you allude to which accounts
for your presence in Oliphant's
study #”

X 68, SiP

“You have heard Carton denyv it.”

“He lies!” exclaimed Harry
bitterly. ““It's pretty well known in
the school that Carton hates me.
He's lying now to do me an injury.”

“Carton does not even know why
you are being questioned, Nameless,”’
said the Head coldly. “Kindlv do
not make wild statements. This is
a matter for proof. @ Was anyone
present when Carton gave vou this
message, as you state?”

T NB, sie”

“Where do you say he spoke to
you ?”

“In my study.”

“You were alone there #

“Quite alone, at prep. One of my
study-mates is away from the school
at present.” |

“Ah, ves; St. Leger!
have another-—Bootles.
he?” *

“1 don't know.”

“He was not in the study?”

“No, sir.”

“It is unfortunate that you hap-
pened to be alone when Carton gave
you this message, uvon which so
much devends,’”’ said the Head. with
considerable dryness of manner.
“Very unfortunate, indeed. If
Carton played a foolish trick upon
you 1n sending you to wait in
Oliphant’s study, there is no reason
whatever why he should not admit
as much. Unléss you can produce a
witness of some sort, I am bound to
accept Carton’s statement that he did
not give you any such pretended
message from Oliphant.”

“He came in when all the fellows
were at pren, sir,” said Harry. “1
suppose he picked a time when there
would be nobody about.”

“Why should he?”

“T don’t know, unless because I'm
in Coventry, and he mayn't have
liked to be seen speaking to me.”

The Head made a gosture.

“1 fear, Nameless, that Carton’s
statement invalidates vour assertion
that you received a message calling
you to Olinphant’s study. It is quite

v
o

But you
Where was

possible, however, that vyou may
have been there for some reason of
vour own, unconnected with the

theft. Had vou any such reason?”

“No, sir: T went because of what
Carton told me.”

The Head coughed.

*““* At what time did you leave your
study, Oliphant?”

‘“ About half-past seven, sir.”

“And you returned——"

“At eight.”

“You are sure the drawer
intact when vou left?”

“Quite sure.”

“Then the theft must have been
committed between half-vast seven
and eight o'clock. At what time
did you reach the study, Nameless?”

“I had been there about a auarter
of an hour when Oliphant came in,
BIT.

“Then, on vour own statement, in
the previous quarter of an hour the
theft must have been committed by
some other person.”

“1 suppose so0.”
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" ACCUSED OF THEFT!

answered Harry, in wonder.

T he St.
upon Harry Nameless.
guess why you're sent for, | suppose 7’ he asked.
Oliphant waved his hand towards his desk.
‘““ I've missed the money,’’ he said.
‘““ The money you've taken from my desk.”

Kit’'s captain fixed his eyes
“* You can
‘“ Not at all,”

Harry started. ‘“What money 7 ¥

“Did you see anyone near
Oliphant’s study?”

“No one, sir.”

“What did you do while you

waited there?”

“I sat in a chair, sir.”

“Did you know there was money
in the drawer?”

“1 never thought about 1t.”
~ ““But if you had thought about it,
would you have known that there
was money there?”

“1 might have,” said Harry, flush-
ing. “I've seen Oliphant take money
from the drawer. So have fifty
other fellows, I suppose. 1've some-
times fetched things for him from
the tuckshop, and once or twice he’s
taken the money from a drawer in
his- desk.”

The Head made Carton a sign to
leave the study. The captain of the
Fourth went auietly out.

“1 believe, Nameless, that you
have much less money than most of
the boys at this school?” the Head
resumed, when Carton was gone.

“I—1 think so, sir.” |

“You have recently been in need
of money, I think?”

“That’'s no secret, sir, owing to
Bootles prying and tattling my
aftairs about the school,” said Harry
bitterly. * But it was not for myself
that I wanted the money.”

“No doubt." It was this need of
money that caused you to work very
hard for the Fortescue prize.”

“1 admit 1t, sir.”

“But you did not gain the prize,”
continued the Head, ‘““and the press-
ing need of money, I presume, con-
tinues.” |

Harry’s cheeks burned.

“I—I suppose so, sjr.”

There was a pause. Oliphant’s
face was very grim, and Mr. Raw-
lings avoided looking at Harrv. But
the Head’s keen eyes remained fixed
upon humn.

“1 will give you time to reflect,
Nameless,” said the Head at last.
“Take wvour time if you have any
confession to make.”

““1 have nothing to confess, sir.
I do not need to refleet to know
whether T am a thief or not,” said
Harry indignantly.

“Very well,” said the Head. 1If
you have nothing to confess the
matter must go farther. You are

ready, I presume, to submit to a
search?”

“l am ready to submit to any-
thing vou think necessary. sir.”

“Please touch the bell, Oliphant.”

Oliphant rang. and Tuckle, the
page, apveared. Tuckle blinked from
one grave face to another. Harry’s
cheeks burned hotly. Every nerve
i his body revolted at the indignity
that was to be put upon him. But
he realised that there was no help
for 15, and he kept cool.

“1f vou have any wmoney about
you, Nameless, kindly lay it on my
desk for the present,” said the Head.

Harry laid his money on the desk.
There were two nound notes and
some silver.

The
enough ; the watching eyes had made

P —————

“What money was missed from
your drawer, QYiphant?” |

“A five-pound note and two pound
notes, sir.”

*“Have you the numbers?”

*“1 have the number of the five-
pound note, sir. Not of the others.”
“Give me the number, please.”

Oliphant copied it from his pocket-
book wupon a sheet of paper—
0003579.

“These two pound notes are yours,
Nameless 77

“Yes, sir; they are all T have left
of five pounds I had when 1 eame
to the school.”

“Tuckle, will you oblige me by
making a thorough search of Name-
less,” and laying upon my desk any-
thing ‘vou find upon him?”

“Yessir,” gasped Tuckle.

And the search began.

The Proof of Quilt.,

Harry Nameless submitted quietly.
His position was humiliating enough,
but any objection would only have
strengthened the suspicion already
black enough against him. He
realised, too, that a search was the
simplest way of proving his inno-
cence. The theft had been discovered
so quickly ‘that it was improbable
that the thief would have had time
to conceal his plunder in some safe
place. If the notes were not found
about him or in his belongings, it
was a point very much in his favour.

A good many articles were turned
to light 1n Tuckle’s search. Several
letters —two from Algy—and a pencil,
a fountain-pen, a few stamps, and a
pocket-knife. The vocket-knife was
glanced at very kcenly by the Head,
It was a combination knife, with
several implements 1n it, and it
occurred to all present at once that
it might have been used in foreing

.open the flimsy lock of Oliphant’s
- money drawer.

But no money was found on the
junior, excenting the amount he had
placed before the Head, and which
he declared to be his own.

“That 1s all, Tuckle?”

“ Nothing else, sir,”
search had been

sard Tuckle.
thorough

sure of that.

Dr. Chenies rose.

“Very good. Then we shall pro-
ceed to Nameless' study.”

The Head led the way.

Following him came Harry Name-
less, Oliphant, and Mr. Rawlings.
Tuckle brought up the rear.

A hundred eyes at least watched
that stately procession to the Fourth
Form wvassage. There was suppressed
excitement all over St. Kit's now.
The facts were not vet known. Fut
the juniors did not need telling that
something very unusual indeed was
Lé on-.'l.’

At a

1espectful distance behind

the procession a crowd of juniors

(Continued overicaf.)
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fell.in and marched in pursuit. Half
the Fourth and the Shell were hang-
ing about the staircase end of the

passage by the time the Head
reached Study No. 5.

Bunny Bootles was there. He had
finished prep, and was making a
minute examination of the study cup-
board, in the hope that Harry Name-
less might have left something of an
eatable nature there. His search was
fruitless, and as he heard steps in
the doorway Bunny threw a scornful
remark over his fat shoulder.
~ *“You needn’t think I'm after your
grub, you beast. I knew there wasn’t
any. 1 wouldn’t touch it, anyhow.

Oh crumbs!” added Bunny, as he |

sighted the awe-inspjring figure in
cap and gown that loomed up in the
doorway. “I—1 didn’t know. Oh
dear! Is—is—is it you, sir?”

The Head paid no heed to Bunny
Bootles.

‘““Kindly point out your—er—be-
longings to Tuckle, Nameless,” he
said.

“Yes, sir.”

Bunny retreated into the window
recess and looked on at the scene
with wide-open eyes.

Little was said in the study.

Harry pointed out his few belong-
ings. Most of the furnishing of the
study was the property of Algernon
Aubrey St. Leger.

His belongings were carefully
searched by Tuckle, under the eyes
of the Head, Mr. Rawlings, and
Oliphant.

There was no result.

‘““ Nameless has a box in the dormi-
tory, I think, Mr. Rawlings?” said
the Head.

“Certainly.” ;

“We will proceed to the dormi-
tory.”

The procession restarted after the
interval, so to speak. But for the
grave countenance of Dr. Chenies
there would have been something
just a little absurd in it. They pro-
ceeded up the dormitory stairs, and
in the distance behind as before,
followed a crowd of juniors. Dr.
Chenies did not look back, and was
apparently unaware of the almost
feverish interest his proceedings
excited among the fags.

Oliphant turned on the light in the
dormitory.

Harry's box, which stood at the
foot of his bed, was turned out
methodically by Tuckle, who was
now warming to his work, Harry
having handed over the keyv. The
nameless schoolboy stood and looked
on with a scornful smile on his lips.

Again the search was in vain; the
trunk was drawn blank.

Then there was a pause.

A faint murmur came from the
passage outside, and Dr. Chenies,
turning his head in that direction,
saw the doorway crammed with
eager faces.

Those faces met the Head’s stern,
rebuking  glance, and vanished like
ghosts at cockerow.

“Mr. Rawlings, \
lockers in the Form-room, I think

“Yes,; sirn”

“We will proceed there.”

They proceeded.

The crowd of juniors in the dormi-
tory passage broke into tumultuous
flicht as the Head emerged and
rustled down the corridor.

They fled by all ways, and did not
gather again until the procession was
past. Then theyv closed up in the
rear like the waves behind a stately
ship.

Mr. Rawlings turned on the light
in the dusky Form-room. Harry
handed over the key of his locker.

Tuckle recommenced his labours
with keen interest. Tuckle was feel-
ing quite like a Scotland Yard de-
tective by this time, and was really
anxions to unearth stolen banknotes,
But there was a disappointment for
Tuckle. The locker was drawn as

~blank as the trunk in the dormitory.

Again there was a pause. The

your bovs have

?JJ

crowd outside the Form-room dodged | bewildered the hapless boy.

- was taken down, and Tuckle spread

-
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back in case the Head should come

overcoat, Name-

““*Where 1s 1£?7”

“Hanging in the lobby, sir.”

“We will proceed to the lobby,”
sald the Head. with dignity.

Arrived in the lobby, Harry’'s coat

a table to go through 1t
scientifically. Harry Nameless stood
looking quietly on. He had no fear
of the result of the search, and the
scornful smile was still on his face.

“The pockets is all empty, sir,”
said Tuckle, “but the linin’s torn
‘ere, sir, and there seems to be some-
thing inside, sir.”

“Make a thorough examination,
Tuckle.”

“Yessir.”

Tuckle shoved his hand through
the torn lining. considerably increas-
ing the rent in the 'process.

His hand came out with something

it on

' scorn 1n Oliphant’s.

clutched in the fingers—something |
that glimmered and rustled.
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JACK STRAW’'S VISITORS!

Leger walked up the little path to the porch.
‘f Qood~-afternoon,’’ said the colonel

_ LI ; |
the old seaman ¢iViity, Shaus ho Was aviient.y ‘“‘That’'s my name, sir,’’ replied the old fellow, nodding.

i ‘f Mlay | ask if you are Mr. Jack Straw ? ”’
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He held it up for inspection.

“Tt—it—it 1s a five-pound note,”
said Mr. Rawlings faintly.

Oliphant’s lip curled with contempt.
There was no doubt about i1t now.

The Head’s brow was thunderous.

“Take that note, Mr. Rawlings,”
he said, “and read out the number.”

“0003579!” read out Mr. Raw-
lings faintly.

“That i1s the number of your bank-
note, Oliphant?”

“That is the number, sir.”

“You may take 1t.” |

The Head turned to Harry.

“Where are the other
Nameless?”

Harry was standing with a bewil-
dered look on his face.

notes,

“The—what—the—other notes?”
he stuttered.
“Yes. Two pound notes were

taken from Oliphant’'s drawer, as
well as the five-pound note,” said the
Head, in a hard voice. “I presume
that the two notes you laid on my
desk are Oliphant’s.”

“They are mine

“Two pound notes are missing,
and two are found in yvour possession,
as well as the stolen banknote. 1
cannot accept vour statement that
they are yours, Nameless. They will
be handed to Oliphant, unless you
can produce two others.”

Harrv staggered against the table.

“T did not touch them—I did not

I " He stammered breathlessly.
The discovery of the banknote in his
coat had completely unnerved and

33

| banknote before!

THE BOYS FRIEND

“You need not add further false-
hoods to your guilt, Nameless,” said
the Head coldly.

“T-am telling the truth. I—"

“Oliphant’s banknote has been
found in your coat—hidden in the
lining. No doubt you placed it there,
in readiness to be taken out of gates
at the first opportunity and got rid

of. Have you the audacity, sir,” ex-
claimed the Head, “to utter any
further 1mpudent denial of the
theft ?”

“1—1 ” gasped Harry.

He tried to regain his self-control.

The Head’s angry condemnation
almost stunned him. There was
sorrow, as well as indignation, In
Mr. Rawlings’ kind face, bitter

Even Tuckle
was sneering. A murmuring whisper
came from the throng outside the
lobby . doorway. Condemnation—
condemnation on all sides, and he was
innocent—innocent! Was it possible
for an innocent lad to be adjudged
guilty? He could never have believed
1t. But

His eyes sought the Head's stern
face wildly.

“Dr. Chenies,
can't believe

“ Believe what?” said the Head, 1n
a grinding voice. ‘Believe that you
are a despicable thief ? Undoubtedly.
Believe that vou have brought dis-
grace and shame upon the school you

you do not—you

23

ought never to have ehtered? Most |
certainly !” |
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“Take him away, Mr. Rawlings,
please!” said the Head, with a look
of disgust.

The Form master’s hand fell
heavily wupon Harry Nameless’
*shoulder, and he was led away. Five

minutes later he was locked in the
punishment-room—alone. Alone with
his thoughts! His thoughts were
terrible enough.

Jack Straw at Home.

Algernon Aubrey St. Leger
glanced from the window of the rail-
way carriage at the little station
nestling amid the Sussex downs. He
smiled, and glanced at the tall, stern-
faced gentleman sitting opbposite.

“Southwood! This 1s the station,
uncle.”

During the journey few words had
been exchanged by uncle and nephew.
Now Colonel Wilmot only nodded in
response to Algy's remark, and
stepped in silence from the train.

It was a little wayside station, and
they were the only passengers that
alighted. Round them were the
green slopes of the downs. The sea
was not visible, though the taste of
it was in the keen air. A ruddy-
faced station-master directed the two
travellers to South Cove, with a
cheery smile and a broad accent.

“Three moile by the lane, sir,” he
said, “Tarn at the end by Goiles’
pond, and you see South Coove
afore you, sir.”
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| Jack Straw rose to his feet as Colonel Wilmot and Algernon Aubrey St.

surprised by the visit.

“Oh, sir! I--I—-"

“1 would to Heaven, now, that 1
had listened to Colonel Wilmot!” the
Head exclaimed passionately. *‘That
would have saved St. Kit's from this
disgrace. 1 defended you, unhappy
boy, and this is how you have repaid
me.”’

“1 swear [—

The Head glanced at the doorway,
thronged by a breathless crowd. This
time the juniors did not back away.

They saw that their headmaster
wished to speak to them.

“Boys "—the Head's voice was
deep—‘listen to. me! ‘T'his boy,

Nameless, 1s found guilty of purloin-
ing money from Oliphant’s study.
He will be expelled from the school
in utter ignominy, and will leave to-
MOrrow morning No boy is per-
mitted to sveak to him, or to hold
any communication with him agam.
Any boy doing so wil be most
severely punished. But I think I can
trust to your own sense of rectitude,
your own contempt and abhorrence
of the act of which this wretched boy
has been guilty.”

There was a low murmur in the
crowd. The Head made a gesture,
and the juniors backed off the scene.

He turned to Harry Nameless.

“Boy, you will be taken to the
punishment-room now, and confined
there until you are removed from the
school.”

Harry panted.

“Dr. Chenies, I am innocent! 1
swear that I never even saw that

1 I - b

t“ Afternoon, sir,’”’ said

‘;..'."!-

asked

“Is there no conveyance

' the colonel.

“I—I'm afraid there won’t be a
taxt here, uncle,” murmured Alger-
non Aubrey.

The station-master scratched his
straggling beard thoughtfully.

“There’s Willie Jones’ trap,” he
said. “He'll be back from South
Coove with the fish in an hour er
two, sir, and, after restin’ his horse,
I make no doubt he'd take you to
the Coove——"

“Thank you! I think I will walk,”
said the colonel. *“Come, Algernon!”

Uncle and nephew left the station.
Neither traveller was keen on. wait-
ing an hour or two for Willie Jones,
and then taking a passage In a
vehicle that had been used for the
conveyance of fish. It was a cold but
sunny day, and the hills stood out
clear against the sky. A keen breeze
came from the sea, and they faced
it for the three-mile tramp ito the
Cove.

Algernon Aubrey looked about him
with great interest as they walked
on.

These were the early surroundings
of his chum. In this quiet spot
almost all Harry's young life had
been spent. Over these green,
abrupt hillsides he had tramved and
rambled. Along this very. lane, pro-
bably, he had walked and eycled
hundreds of times—before Algy had
met him. It was a beautiful place,
far from the madding crowd’s
ignoble  strife. The few inhabitants
that were passed seemed

Twopencs

poor, | natural
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certainly, but healthy and contented.
The fever of town life had not pene-
trated within miles of South Cove.

The three-mile walk was little
enough to the colonel and to the
sturdy ‘junior, though it was a
rugged road. = There were steep
slopes and sharp aeclivities. Over
the last roll of the green “down ”
they came suddenly in sight of the
sea—blue and wide, curling in the
wind, with little crests of white,
stretching away towards the distant
coast of France. In a hollow of the
downs reposed the Ilittle straggling
village, and two or three boats were
drawn up beyond the tide.

A dozen children played near and
among the boats on the sand; an
ancient mariner, gnarled and grizzly,
stood and stared at the sea and
smoked a clay pipe, and at intervals,
with a regular solemnity as if it were
a religious rite, he hitched up his
huge trousers. He glanced at the
travellers without turning his head,
merely because they came in his line
of vision, without curiosity.

The colonel paused.

“I think we had better 1nquire
where Mr. Straw’s cottage is, Alger-
non,” he remarked.

“Yaas, uncle. Shall I ask this old

gentleman (g4
“Do so, Algernon.”

Algernon Aubrey raised his cap
politely as he approached the ancient

mariner. A slow stare rewarded him.
“Ixcuse me, sir,” said Algy
courteously.

‘“Ay, ay,” came a deep voice In
reply.

“Perhaps you know where Mr,
Straw—dJack Straw—lives 7”

T *AF: a},.u

With that reply the old seaman
turned his steady stare upon the sea
again. Algy coughed. |

“Will you have the kindness to
direct us to Jack Straw’s cottage?”
he inguired. |

“Ay, ay.” The old gentleman
hitched his trousers and detached a
gnarled mahogany hand and pointed.
“ Bear up by the cliff yonder, mess-
mate, abaft the inn, keep a straight
course for a dozen cables’ length, and
you'll raise her to port.”

“My only hat!” murmured Algy.

The direction seemed a little vague
to landsmen. However, they knew
that * port” was left, and they knew
how to keep a straight course. Ten
minutes later they sighted a hittle
cottage 1n a hollow of the chiff, with
a thin column of smoke rising from
its single chimney. It was a rugged
path up to the cottage. There was a
little garden, and in the garden, out-
side a wooden porch, a bronzed old
sailorman sat, smoking a pipe and
reading over a letter--apparently
with some effort. He was old, but
looked sturdy and strong as an oak—
his face was almost the hue of
mahogany from exposure towind and
weather, but his eves were bright and
blue and clear. IHe was reading with
the aid of a large pair of horn-
rimmecd spectacles, which he held in
his left hand.

He put down the spectacles, how-
ever,  at the sight of the two
strangers at his gate. At a distance,
Jack Straw’s eyes were as good as
they had ever been. He rose to his
feet as Algy opened the little garden
gate, and the tall, bronzed colonel
walked up the lttle path to the
porch.

“ Afternoon, sir,” said the old sea-
man civilly, though he was evidently
surprised by the visit.

“Good-atternoon ! said the colonel.
“May I ask if you are Mr. Jack
Straw 77

““That’s my name, sir.”

The colonel’s keen eyes were on the
old mahogany face searchingly. In
that weatherbeaten face there was to
be read plain honesty and truth too
clearly to be mistaken. Whatever
Harry Namecless was or was not, no

judge of character could be mistaken

as to what Jack Straw was; a simple,
honest, and kind-hearted old man;
one of ‘ nature’s gentlemen,” superior
in a good many ways to the manu-
factured article.

Colonel Wilmot was a judge of
character. He had come there pre-
judiced, and his prejudice melted
away on the mmstant.

“lT must ask you to excuse this
sudden wvisit,” he said. “I1 should
really have given you notice that I
was coming. But——" The colonel
did not care to explain, naturally,
that he had not chosen to give Harry
Nameless’ guardian time to prepare
a tale for his hearing. The first
glance at Jack Straw, too, showed
how unnecessary the precaution had
been. “May I have a few minutes’
conversation with you ?”

“Certainly, sir,” said Jack Straw,
politeness overcoming' his
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astonishment.

:scrupulously ‘elean.

-

. 22111/24
ent, © “ Please step into my
cottage, sir.’”

-1t - was a little dusky room, but
Jack Straw drew

out. two- chairs for his visitors, and

with delight,

théy thanked him and sat down.
Algernon Aubrey’s eyes were dancing
He could not fail to
abserve the impression Jack Straw

{rad made upon his uncle, and he had

taken a liking to the old sailorman at
first- sight. Jack Straw remained

standing, possibly a little awed by

-
-
-l

-

=
-

to call on me here,” he said.

was a difficult one.

the colonel. |

It was evident that he had not the
faintest- idea of his visitors’ identity,
or of the object of the visit.

-t Won't you sit down, Mr. Straw ?”
said -the colonel. “I am afraid I
shall keep you some time—if you will

~allow me.  Let me intraduce myself.

I am Colonel Wilmot, a governor of
St, Wit's School.” |
a854My -bay’s school, sir?*” said Jack

Ditraw.

The colonel coughed.-
“ Bxactly.” |

~ Jack Straw sat down with a cheery

smile upon his weatherbeaten face,
*“1 take 1t very kindly, sir, for you
“It's

an honour to me, sir. My boy, he’s

getting on all right at the big
school 77
_Colonel. Wilmot coughed again.

He began to realise thatshis mission
In the presence
of this simple old gentleman he felt

half ashamed of his suspicions of

"Harry Nameless.

)

“He's gettin’ on toppin’, sir,” said

Algernon Aubrey, answering for his

uncle. “I dare say he has mentioned
me to you, Mr. Straw—I'm his hest

“Chutn ; my name is St. Leger.”

- Jack Straw looked at the elegant

Alg;y’ in evident wonder. - |
Ay, ‘ay, sir,” he said. *“Harry
has - mentioned you a hundred times,
T should say; he's mentioned you in
this letter what I was readin’ when
voif ‘hove in: sight, sir. And you're
thé ‘friend of my boy ?” -

“Yaas; we're great pals.”

“T'm glad to hear it, sir,” said Jack
Straw. *My boy;, Harry, he makes
friends wherever he goes. But you
had something to say to me, sir?” he
added, touching his forelock to the
colonel, '

“Ye-g-e8 — yes,”

said Colonel

_'Wfi [rat,

‘Longhurst, c¢/o The

‘Mr. Longhurst and
naver in these columns,
and is the best obtainable. -

He began to wish that he had not

Every Monday

Published

acceded to Algy’s desire to visit Mr.
Straw. His mission was a very
awkward one. Yet 1t had been im-
possible to refuse; he had a stern
sense of justice. If Harry was to be
condemned it was only 1{1ir play to
make some investigation first, and
Jack Straw was the man of whom
information was to be sought.
Colonel Wilmot plunged into the
subject at once with an effort.

“I understand, Mr. Straw, that
your son——"

“Not my son, sir,” said Jack Straw.
“He’s my boy, but he ain’t any
relation to me, In these parts he was
called Nameless, ’cause his name
wasn't knowed, and 1t stuck to him.
But he's my boy, and he’s as good
to me as any son could be to his
father,”

“Yes, yes. 1 understand that he
has always lived here with you until
he went to St. Kit’s.”

“All his life, sir,
about four, I reckon.”

“He has been absent at times, no
doubt 7* RS

* Never, sir, 'cept for a day or two
when he was goin’ on his bike.”

“You are sure of that, Mr.
Straw 7

“Ay, ay, sir.”

Colonel Wilmot drew a deep breath.

“I will be frank with you, Mr.
Straw.” 1 saw your boy—Harry
Nameless—a few weeks ago at St.

since he was

Kit’'s, on the football field, and 1

recoguised him.”

Jack Straw opened his big blue
eves, as open and Iinnocent as a
child’s.

“IDid you, sir?” |

“Yes. Exactly where I knew him
before I cannot say, but his face was
quite familiar to me.”

“P’r'aps you've had a holiday here
at South Cove, and seen him about,
sir,” said the old seaman.

“T 'have never been within twenty

miles of the place, to my knowledge.”

“Ain’t you, sir? Then that’s
queer, ain’'t 1t?” szaid Jack Straw,
politely - interested, but evidently
attaching no importance to the cir-
cumstance,

Algernon Aubrey winked at a
walrus tusk that adorned the little
mantelshelf in the sitting-room. He
knew that his uncle was feeling dis-
tinctly uncomfortable. _

“His name I did not know,” said
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If you are in need of any informa-
tion- concerning health, sport, or
general fitness, write to Mr, Percy
Editor, THE
BOYS' FRIEND, The FYleetway
House, Farringdon Street, London,
E.C.4, enclosing a stamped
addressed envelope for a reply.
the sender,

letter and

| Training.
One or two weeks of “training”
for an athletic contest of any kind

isn’t enough, though many a fellow

with lighthearted i1gnorance thinks
differently. A fortnight of real
hard work,” and he’ll be as “fit as
a fiddle.” But he 1sn’t. He forgets
that the men who row in the Boat-
race put in weeks and weeks of train-
g ; that the boxer who wants to be
“fighting fit *—fit to win a long and
stubborn bout—gives himself at least

‘a month; that for a Marathon runner

three months are not too much, and
four' are much beter.

- Of course, the - half-fit athlete
doesn’t take so long to get into win-
ning condition as the fellow who 1s

unfit or who has never before entered

nooeompetition or race. 'l'o attempt
to-ecrowd a lot of vigorous work into

a:short time is. just stupidity. It
may even be dangerous. Getting
inte- condition ought to be an

unhurried business, for it is the little
at a. time that -tells, Rushing things
leads to soreness, stiffness, perhaps
muscular breakdown. It may interest
somé of my readers to know that the
Finnish wrestlers at the Olympic
Games last July, actually were 1n
training. for. three months before
theit competitions started. And the
Finns won about half of the available
prizes, 1n spite of the fact that
tawventy-odd- other nations were  up
;ag&inst _thenl.

-The longer the.distance—~and this
applies to boxing, walking, running,

cyeling, and swimming—the longer
should be the period of preparation—

that 15 a safe working rule. For a

fellow who has never cemipeted in a
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sprint race before in his life T would
advise not less than four weeks of
preparation, To try to cram the
work of that four weeks into two
robs him of his chances of success;
he doesn’'t have a chance to do him-
self justice. Kven the experienced
athlete can’t afford to hurry matters
—as seme of the world’s best-known
athletes have found to their cost.
Carpentier, when he met Battling
Siki, must have repented of his
neglect of this truth. The great John
L. Sullivan had the same regret when
he faced ** Pompadour ” Jim Corbett.
Corbett had trained for many weeks,
Sullivan - hadn’t—and he lost  the
championship of the world. -

Seconding.

seconding doesn’t often win a con-
test under amateur rules, because
the bouts, being confined to three
rounds, aren’t long enough for the
value of the work of the clever, ex-
perienced seconder to. get much of a
look 1in. But even in these contests
1t 18 quite possible for mistakes of a
second to lose his man the decision.

Real seconding doesn’t mean fall-
ing on the boxer immediately you
have got him on his chair, standing
close to ‘him, and swiping a towel
furiously up and down just in front
of his face. And frequently there’s
not a bit of need for a second to set
to work to give his principal’s arms
and legs a vigorous rubbing up and
down. Such attentions as these,
mixed with voluble directions to do
this and that during the next round,
which some seconds seem to think
constitute their special job, are much
more likely to do harm than good.
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the colonel after a pause. *‘1I could
only conclude that when I saw him
before he was passing under another
name,”

Jack Straw smiled.

“My boy Harry wouldn’t play larks

like that, sir,” he answered. “I
think you’re out of your reckoning
there, sir.”
- 1 had better be plain, Mr. Straw.
I have sat on the Bench as' a magis-
trate, and juvenile offenders have
sometimes come before me. As
Nameless denies having met or seen
e before, I have been driven to the
conclusion that he has come before
the Bench charged with some
offence.”

- .
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It wa: out now,

Jack Straw did not seem for some
moments to take in the full import
of the colonel’s words. But when the
visitor's meaning fully dawned upon
himm his rugged face grew crimson,
his knotted old hand trembled on his
pipe. Algernon Aubrey was grave
enough now. There was silence in
the little dusky room for a few
minutes.

‘When old Jack Straw spoke again
his voice was steady.

“You're mistaken, sir,” he said.

“I am not mistaken,” said Colonel
Wilmot- coldly. “The boy is per-
fectly well known to me, and there
must be some explanation of the fact.
If you can offer any explanation I

o ala o o o o

As a rule, the less fussing around
the second indulges in the -better for
the boxer.

Violent friction of arms and legs
for ten or twenty seconds doesn’t
help a boxer’'s muscles at all. I
harms the boxer to make him swig
a mouthtful of water, Let him rinse
out his mouth by all means, but don’t
let him drink it. Chiefly what he
does want is to get his wind back,
and much violent towel swinging
doesn’t help ‘him in this. . It's far

more likely to prevent himrecovering

his breath.  And don’t overwhelm
him with ‘a whole lot of advice.
Encourage him with a few words
certainly ; tell him the other fellow
1s 1n bad shape, if you like, and won't
stand much bustling about, but, un-
less you're a tip-top boxer yvourself,
and able to recognise a boxer’s weak
and strong points, abstain from tell-
ing your man what you think is the
best thing he can do. Remember
that he’s doing the work, and knows
the difficulties of 1t, probably, a lot
better than vou do.

If he's feeling the effects of a stift
punch to the head or jaw, that has
dazed him a bit, don't tell him to
throw back his head while you dash
water in his face. Put the bucket
on the floor, get him to hold his head
over 1it, and then squeeze out your
full sponge on the nape of his neck.
Don’t keep his head down too long,
but when he rises, lving well back,
keep the wet sponge firmly pressed
agaihst the back of his neck until you
hear the “Seconds out!” If there’s
another second (the A.B.A rules
allow one second only), he can be
usefully employed in rubbing gently
behind the boxer’s ears, or with one
finger inside the waistband pulling
the boxer’s knickers gently forward,
so as to relieve the pressure on the
front of the stomach, and so help him
to regain breath.

And never try to coach him while
the bout 1s going on by calling out
advice to him.
attention from
against the rules.

B Lot
s b

(Laok out for another helpful article,)

his work, and it's

You're taking his |

am willing to hear it. 1If you cannot,
I rétain my belief that the boy has
decelved .

““Harry wouldn’t deceive anybody,
sir,” said Jack Straw quietly. “Mr.
Carew—that’s our vicar, sir, who took
him 1n tow and eddicated him, will
tell you that. I never knowed Harry
tell a he.”

“He told me a lie in stating that I
was unknown to him.”

“He did not tell you a lie, sir,”
answered Jack Straw steadily.
“With all respect, sir, if you think
my boy would tell a lie, you don’t
know what you're talking about.”

The colonel flushed a little.

“I fear that he has deceived you,
Mr. Straw, as well as others,” he
said, rising. ‘1 cannot think, after
seeing you, that you have been a
party to his deceit. But that he is
guilty of deceit i1s certain to my mind,
and - his deceit can only have one
reason—the desire to cover up some-
thing he dare not make known.”

“That’s what you come ’ere to tell
me, sir?”

“Yes. I am very sorry to give you
pain, but I have my duty to do as a
governor of the school Nameless has
entered.”

“You're mistaken, sir,” said Jack
Straw earnestly. “If you knowed
that boy as I knowed him—as every
man 1n South Cove knows him—you
wouldn’t .think nothing of the sort.
You couldn’t. Do you think that if
he got into trouble, as you s’pose, I
shouldn’t know nothing about it?
What you says, sir, is an insult to my
boy, and I fear, sir, you must have a
bad heart to think such things.”

“That is enough,” said the colonel

Prios
Twopence

curtly. “I am sorry, but I have =
duty to do, and shall do it.” |
- And he turned to the door.

(Whatever you do, don’t miss the
extra long instalment of this. magni-
ficent schaol story in our next issuc!
Order your Boys' FRIEND in advance

~and avoid disappointment!)
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Fifty-three boys can win valuable
cash prizes for five minutes’ pleasant
thinking.

We are awarding £30 for original
designs made with Kliptiko sets.
Ideas are all around you—on the
railway, at the docks—and if you
already own a Kliptiko set you'll know
how wvery simple it is to make up
designs for yourself with this wonder-
ful engineering tov.

The first prize is £10, the second £5,
and the third £2 10s.; and there
are 50 other cash prizes for the best
designs.

And remember, you have an equally
good chance of winning a prize with
a 2/6 set as you have with one of
the more expensive boxes. So if
you don't already own a set visit
the nearest toy shop right away.

Send to us for full details NOW |

-l

l

ﬂo in prizes fora simple KLIPTIKO
_ design. You can easily win £10

Kliptiko—the most

economical of all

constructional Toys

This all-British Toy is fascinating
in its variety and simplicity. With-
out a tool, without a screw, working
models of sandwheels, cranes, etc.,
etc., just ‘‘clip’’ together. Each
part is interchangeable, and there
are no tools to lose to spoil the
set. For as little as half-a-crown
a Kliptiko Set will give you hun--
dreds of hours of amusement., All
good toy shops sell Kliptiko !

Send for FREE

coloured 500&(&! describfng Kli ffko-! |
TO!JS- Write io-day 1o address
below,

Wm, BAILEY (Birmingham), Ltd.,WATERLOO WORKS, WEAMAN $t., BIBMIHGHAH

Still obtainable—the ¢ HOLIDAY ANNUAL ! ** Packed with splendid stories and other fine features, Price6/-, Tip-top value!
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i LEAVING IT TO LOVELL!
§ By OWEN CONQUEST. E
- (Continued from page 324.) . E

L

“Yes, when! snapped Lovell.
“When I sell it T'll settle with you
fellows——"

“You’'ll get your new footer boots,
Jimmy, in time for football next
winter perhaps!” remarked Raby.

“T'll settle up out of my allow-
ance1” roared Lovell. “And when
[ sell the trunk I shall have three
quids.” ol

““Why not ask ten pounds for 1t?
inquired Newcome.

“1 don’t suppose 1

32

could get
ten.
“T1 don’t suppose you could get
three. So you may as well ask ten
as three,” said Newcome amicably.

“You silly owl!”

And the subject of the unfortu-
nate trunk was dropped in the end

study.

The 6th Chaptler.
Homeless !

““ Master Lovell !”

“ Hallo, Tupper !”

“Which there’s a big trunk come
for you, sif, in the lodge, sir,” said
Tupper. _

“Oh; good!” said Lovell.

It was the following day, after
morning class. Jimmy Silver & Co.
had come out of the F¥orm-room

and were sauntering in the quad-
1 L

rangle when Tupper brought his

news.

Tovell had been talking about the
{runk—apparently convinced, by this
time, that lie had made a great bar-
galn. _ _
ihat he had any use for the gigantic
trunk: but he averred that, on a re-
sale. he would make a handsome

profit, the only question being fto

find a buyer. :

That question, in the opinion of
his chums, would remain a question
without an answer. )

Jimmv Silver was not listening
very much to Lovell’s anticipadions,
however: he was thinking about his
football boots—for which the pound-
note had® been intended. That
irifling detail had quite escaped
L.ovell's memory.

“Let’'s go and get it,”” said Lovell.
“By the way, T shall have to pay
the carrier. 1 can borrow a bob or
two of the fellows.”

The Fistical Four walked down to
Mack’s lodge. By that time it had
leaked out that Lovell had made a
big bargain at the Latcham auction
the day before, and a good many of
the Fourth were curious to see 1t.
So quite a number of the Classical
Fourth gathered to look at the goods
now delivered by the carrier. |

The carrier had landed the trun
at Mack’s lodge, and he was wiping
his brow. The exertion seemed to
have tired hiun.

“TPhere it 1s,” said Lovell.

“YVes. ‘ere it is,” said old Mack.
“This ’ere <yours, Master Lovell?
This ’ere is agin the rules.”

“There’s nothing in 1t,” said
Lovell, with a grin. ‘““I'm mnot
smuggling tuck 1into the school,
Mack. How much?”

That question was addressed to
the carrier. :

“Tive: shillings, sir.”

“Give him the trunk, old man,”
advised Raby.
the value of it; and you don’t want
it here.”’

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

T.ovell glared at Raby.

“Do shut up, you ass! Morny,
old man, will you lend me five. bob
till Saturday?”

Valentine Mornington handed out
the required loan. The carrier took
it and wiped his fevered brow:again.

“'0t work, sir,” he said. “That
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Even Lovell did not pretend |

“That’s just about -

. YOURS FOR &el. ONLY

trunk’s ’eavy, sir. T've ’andled lots
of trunks in my time, but that there
trunk, ‘sir, is a regler corker!”
Lovell noddea.
‘““Makes a man thirsty, sir!” said

' the carrier. : a5
Lovell looked appealingly at his

comrades. Fifteenpence remained
to the Fistical Four. Jimmy Silver,
with a rather wry smile, handed out
his last shilling, and Lovell tipped
the carrier. That gentleman wiped
his brow again and departed.

The trunk was left in the doorway
of Mack’s lodge. Old Mack stared
at it disparagingly, and blinked at
Lovell.

“This ’ere can't be left ’ere!” he

said. “Blocking up a man’s door-
way. You see ’ere, Master
Lovell—" _ 3

“T] don't want it left here!

snapped Lovell. “I want it carried
into a box-room.” .

Old Mack blinked again. :

“Carry that!” he said. “I ain’t a
blinking giant, Master Lovell,
neither I ain’t a steam-crane, nor yet
a blooming derrick!”

With that assurance, old Mack re-
tired into his lodge, and closed his
door on the trunk and its owner.

Lovell glanced round at a ring of
grinning faces. That huge trunk,
once the property of Colénel Thomp-
son of Latcham, now the property
of Arthur Edward Lovell of Rook-
wood School, had to be moved; but
the question of transport was a
serious one. Certainly old Mack
would not have undertaken the her-
culean task without a very consider-
able tip—the threepence that re-
mained to the Fistical Four certainly
would not have induced him to do
50.

Some of the juniors, with grinning
faces, examined the trunk. Once
upon a time it had been a magnificent
structure, there was no doubt of
that. But time had told on it. The
lock was broken, the key was gone;
the inside lining was torn and
ragged in many places and rather
damp, as if the trunk had been
stacked for a long time in a lumber-
room—as doubtless it had. Putty
of the Fourth jumped on the.trunk.

‘““Gentlemen, what offers for this
magnificent mouldy trunk? Going at
twopence halfpenny——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

““Shut up, you ass!” hooted Lovell.

But Putty did not shut up. He
ran on in the stvle of the Latcham
auctioneer.

“Twopence halfpenny I am offered !
Gentlemen, let me point out the
advantages .of .this trunk! In a
time of house shortage, gentlemen,
a trunk like this is not to be despised !
Divided into apartments, it could be
let in flats—-"

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“You silly owl!” roared Lovell.
“Get off that trunk!”

“Any advance on twopence half-
penny? Threepence! Did somebody
say threepence! Going at threepence,
which is really below its value! It

is worth fourpence of  anybody’s
money £

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Going at threepence! Going!

Going! Gone! Yarooooooh!”

The humorous Putty was gone, too,
as Lovell hooked his leg and brought
him down off the big trunk.

“Now lend me a hand with the

thing, some of ~you fellows!” said

3 4

Lovell. “Half a dozen of you
“Catch me!” grinned Townsend.

“ Ask next door!” said Topham.

“Look here,»you slackers! Bear a
hand !”” shouted Lovell. “1It can’t be

left here !”

-

juniors

-
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“Oh, pile in!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Volunteers wanted !”
The Fistical Four collared the big

trunk.. Rawsan-and Erroll and Con- |
roy lent a helping hand. With seven

fellows holding 1it, the great trunk
was swung up and borne away.

s Stﬂp!!i

It was Mpyr. Dalton’s voice, as the
reached the House with
Lovell’s big bargain. The master of
the Fourth stared at the party in
amazement.

“What does this mean?” he ex-
claimed. “To whom does this—this
enormous trunk -belong?”

“Me, sir,” said Lovell.

“And where, in the name of all
that is absurd, did you obtain pos-
session of such an article?”

“1 bought it at an auction, sir.”

“Upon my word! You cannot
bring that rubbish into the house,
Lovell! Take it away!”

“Wha-a-at?”

Mr. Richard Dalton
hand.

“Take 1t -awav at once!”

“But, sir A

“Take 1t away!”

“Oh dear! Come on, you chaps!”
groaned Lovell.

The procession turned away from
the House, Mr. Dalton frowning atter
it. A crowd of grinning juniors fol-
Jowed the seven bearers and the
huge, shabby trunk.

“Whither now, O King?” asked
Conroy. § gy

‘““Perhaps Mack will take it in if
I tip -him?” said Lovell hopefully.

Back to the lodge ‘went the pro-
cession. But old Mack, with an
emphasis that was really uncalled for,
declined to have anything to do with
the trunk under any  circumstances
whatever.

“Try the sergeant!” grinned Putty
of the Fourth. -

“(Come on!” gasped-Lovell.

The trunk swayed on again to the
school shop in the corner behind the
beeches, kept by Sergeant Kettle.
The sergeant stared at it with wide
eyes. He stared still more when he
was requested to take it in and give
it shelter. His answer was as em-

ralsed his

phatic as Mack™, and even more so. |

The trunk went on its travels again,
its bearers panting and perspiring by

this time, and their followers howl- |

ing with laughter. Half the Lower
School of Rookwood had gathered to
look at ““‘Lovell’s Latest,” as Putty
of the Fourth had already christened
the huge trunk.

“1—J say, I can’t stand this much |
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longer !
thump are we
Lovell 7’
“Ha. ha, hal”
Lovell panted.
“Shove it in the wood-shed!” he
dear !

asped.
* Oh Go
Jimmy 8Silver, |

With a final effort Lovell & Co.
bore the enormous trunk to the
wood-shed. And they found the
wood-shed locked.

That was the last straw.

“Chuck it!” gasped Jimmy.

Crash !

The trunk was landed beside the
wood-shed. The juniors - mopped
their brows.

“T.ook here—

“ Good-bye !

gasped Raby. “-'h:flt tbe
going to do with it

| it
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exclaimed Lovell,

“The trunk can’t be left here!”
hooted Lovell.

“TLooks to me as if it can! Any-
how, we're leaving 1t!”

“You silly owls! You dashed
slackers! You—you—you——"

‘““Ha, -ha, ha!” |

Arthur Edward Lovell was left
alone with his' great bargain. He

stared after his comrades, then he
stared at the big trunk. - Then he
sat on it and ‘wiped his brow.

THE END,

(On no account must yow miss
“The Secret of the Trunk!’—next
Monday’'s amazing story of Jimmy
Silver & Co. of Rookwood School.
Order your copy of the Boys’ FRIEND
in advance and thus make certain
of obtaining it!)

groaned |

Price

Twopence
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Your Editor is always pleased to hear from his readers upon any subject.

Address your letters to:

Editor, ‘ Boys' Friend,’” The Fleetway House,

Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

IN TWO WEEKS’ TIME!

Only a fortnight to wait, and then.

comes the Great Bumper Number of
the Boys’ IFriexnp. This is the
specialest bit of special news 1 have
had the pleasure of bringing to your
notice for some considerable time.

FREE GQIFTS FOR EVERYBODY!

Look out for this great surprise!
Make a note of 1t, and pass the in-
formation  on. There - 1s an at-
tractive  novelty coming 1n the
old “Green ’Un” which outdis-
tances and puts 1n the shade
any bright feature yet handed
out to readers of the Boys’ I'rirND,
the weekly whiech always gets there
hrst. I am not giving inore away at
the moment, but be on the qui vive!

ON THE SPOT!

Sleepless vigilance 1s good! There
has to be any amount of it these days
in the case of a paper like the Boys’
FRIEND. lts job 1s to be always level
with all the requirements of 1its
readers, and well ahead when 1t comes
to lots of anticipations.  Anticipa-
tions are topping things when fore-
sight turns them at a touch of a wand
into satisfactory realities. You will
see that’s just where the “B. ¥.”
scores in two weeks' date. '

ANOTHER CHEERY ITEM!

This concerns the arrival of the
Bombay® Castle with the popular
ship’s company, not forgetting Dick
Dorrington & Co. It all comes right
in the wash, whatever the late King
John said in his hectic haste. The
remark holds true. I have been told
that Dick Dorrington & Co. seemed
to have gone for good. They had
not. That was a lugubrious way of
taking their temporary absence from
the festive scene. In two weeks in
our identical Bumper Number the
Bombay Castle will sail in merrily.
All’s well that ends well. ;

- —

OUR COMPETITION.

Don’t forget about our mammoth
competition! It is hardly likely!
There 1s a charm about that * fiver ”’
and those Six Footballs the Boys’
FrRIEND gives away each week cal-
culated to rouse from dewy slumber
the sleepiest sleeper who ever slept.
Fail not, either, to keep your eye on
our Companion Paper., the *“Mag-
net.” It 1s presenting a wonderful
photogravure plate of a fighting ship
with each i1ssue, and Boys' FriunNp
competitors, on the scent after. first-
rate prizes, will get many a wrinkle
from the “Magnet 7 pictures.

ST. KIT’S FOR EVER!

All the old favnur'_ites will appear
in the new serial of St. Kit's,
out for a treat in “Cantain of the

Fourth!” Coming soon !

“THE DOWN-WITH-FOOTEBALL
CRANKS ! ¥

By Victor Nelson.

This great complete appears in our
next issue. The measly spoil-sports
are. a graceless lot, being all in teo
bring disaster on a famous match.
There is a criminal intent in this
varn, but Don Darrel and * Bulldog *

1

IJG{]I!: ,

-stder the ecleverest model.
cash prizes will be awarded for other

Holdfast are a match for most mis
chief-makers, football apart.

““ THE SECRET OF THE TRUNK!*

By Owen Conquest.

This Roekwood story 1s calculated
to make you extra eager for next
Monday. Lovell 1s 1n the cart again.
He *“ buys 1t,” so to speak. Well, ol
course, he went to an auetion, and
found a cheap “line” m trunks.
There was a mystery as well. See
the “B. K.” It will give vou that
glad feeling one likes to have about.

“THE TEMPLE OF ALL THE

STARS!”
m
By Eric Wood.

Eric Wood—an old favourite— dips
his pen 1into enchanted ink next week.
This entrancing tale of wonders
which hover beyond the ken of most
folks is the winning result, 1t 1s a
corker !

i

FURTHER POINTS.

All sharp and keen ones these!
Our next 1ssue does not forget the
needs of all the wmwyriad {ootball
enthusiasts. " Goalie” 15 on ther
track, as usual, with nutty’ tips and
loads of expert information.

LOGICAL LONGHURST !

Our Health and Sport seer 4s
the friend of a legion, and his ad-
mirers are increasing every week.
M:. Longhurst contributes a capital
article in our next oen what to do 1f
you wish to figure with the fit.~ And
who does not?

THE ““HOLIDAY ANNUAL.Y

When Christmas comes you always
hear people say the cheery scason- has
taken them nnawaress Why? There
are plenty of calendars. Anyway, 1t
1s up to anyone with half an eye for
the future to buy a copy of the
“Holiday Annual ” for a friend. "The
latter will take the attention—and
the ** Annual ”—most kindly. It is the

| best book out.

AN OPPORTUNITY FOR ALL.

A T e D L S AT " ) TR LR P T T NI T Y W P

Boys, the makers of Kliptiko are
giving you the chance to win £I10
and many other cash prizes in their
latest competition.

You all know what ripping models
you can build m a few minutes
with Kliptiko—cranes, bridges, sand-
wheels, and a host of other
fine things—anyone who the
lucky possessor of a set knows
how he ‘can make thimgs *“on his
own 7 which don’t appear in the in-
struction books.

All you have to do 1s to get out
vour Klintiko set and your think-
ing-cap and build some new
mode! which the Kliptiko beook
doesn’t show. 'T'hen send a snapshot
of it, with a list of parts used, to
William Bailey, Weamen Street, Bir-
mingham, who will give £10 to tlie
boy who submits what the judges con-
Iifty-two
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clever designs. If yvou haven't a
Kliptiko set now, just get *“dad 7 to
pay a visit to the nearest toyshop.
Particulars on request. Be sure and
mention the Boys’ FrRigxb. |

Your Editor.

.. HEIGHT COUNTS () HOME CINEMATOCRAPHS

in winning success. Let the Girvan System Ll!; J FII.MS AND AGBESSDRIES:

increase your height. Send P.C. for partic. x | : .
nlars and our £100 guarantee to Enquiry %g;dh%‘gqgéy;?fﬁ?d (I,:;;Er r‘“p‘:ﬂf*e?fé'
Dept.,A.M.P..17,Stroud Green Bd., London, N.4 : Machinas from 776 Filuie. from

1/- per 100 f{eet, post Iree.

This handsome full-sized Gent’s
1% Lever Watch. seat upon re-

>\, ceipt of 6d. After approval
\} send 1/- more, the balance
:\\ isthenpayable by6monthly

| ‘ buys a No. 300A Mead
Y i Gramophone with giant

metal horn, extra loud :
soﬂnd-bnt.massixfenqk case
and 40 tunes. Carriage paid. 10 Days'Trial. @
800 model 37/8 cash dtn t]::r:nrd CbugprSE .
Inlaid Table Grands, and mahogany Cabine
WHOLESALE FACTORY

attended to. Entrance Dane Siress.

Rd., Colwyn Bay. (Large Parcels Magic Tricks, 2/6, 5/-.)

: FORD’'S (Dept. A.P.),
> - BAc models at < 2 FREE FUN!—Ventriloquists’ Instruments given Free ‘ . RED LION L
CHAIN \ mstnlments Of 2! h' PRICES. Write now for art Catalogue. i to all sending 7d. (P.0.) for Sample Trick and List of 5:3;::;1;; 13 {prgﬁ?w_ggﬁ#ﬂh
Simpson’s Ltd., (Dept. 122), 94, WCOMPAN’Y (Dept. Gds ), L0 L Tricks, Novelties, etc.—P. FEARING, Travancore, Seafield
FREE Sparkbrook, Birmingham., el

Quesa’s Road, Brightea, Sussex,

!

105 DIFFERENT STAMPS FREE, Inc. 1/-
SO. AFRICA and other fine British Colonials. Ask
for BLUE LABEL APPROVALS No. 3 and send Post-
age.—B. L. Coryn, 10, Wave Crest, Whitstable, Kent.

3 to 5ins., without

H- E l G H T I N CR EASED appliances, drugs, or

dieting. Complete Course, 5/-.— C. CLIVE, 8, Seafield
Road, Colwyn Bay. [Particulars, testimonials, stamp.]

All applications for Advertisement Spacein this
publication should be addressed to the Adver-
tisement Manager, BOYS' FRIEND, The Fleet-

way House, Farringdon Street, London. E.C.4.

MAKE YOUR OWN
ELECTRIC LIGHT

These wonderful Dynamos light brilliant. ps
ly4-6volt lamps&areveryeasy to work, 5s.

GREENS, Dept. A.M., 85, NewOxford St.. London 23y
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