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DAVE THE BARGE-BOY. // /4
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. ATALE OF ENGLIND'S WATERWAYS : BY DAVID GoeDWIH-
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' e [ “ HOORAY! HOORAY!” CRIED DAVE EXCITEDLY, FOR

£7°(D ' THERE WAS THE VANGUARD RIDING AT ANCHOR IN
= THE MAIN CHANNEL OF THE RIVER. BOTH BOYS
SHOUTED FOR VERY JOY.

£
r
B
sl

(The previous chapters re-written will be found on the | *'Keep it up!” cried Peter Craye—*light

't thi i is wa iven back, and tl
oo g b g il I don’t think they can reach from the outside. through drnug!xt. this was driven back, a 18

\fresh ones against the window-slits there. 1f | Bear a hand here!” . smoke thinne

?:"' Siege of the Old Chapel. _|/'some of that wet fern-brake ; that's the stuff " | on the floor, and jammed the end under the | *“ We've got to rush ‘em!” : ;
Y eye!” spluttered Cecil, Wﬁ‘”“‘; Both boys were soon coughing and choking | boards that filled up one of the side windows. “Look out!” exclaimed Cecil. “The win-
as the smoke began to fill his | desperately. The smoke seemed to rack their | Both boys swayed on ihe end of the bar with | dow!” A
lungs. “This is too thick alto- lun;-gi\' to-pieces, and their eyes were streaming. | all their might, and usﬁ clfme two of the planks A form loomed at the open space of the
o

gether. Dave, what's to be ake off your neck-cloth an’ wind it over | with a bang. A gu

done !’ : ; 3 your mouth,” said Dave. *There must be | through the open space, and the half-choked | to get through. It was Peter Craye, for he

_ Pile up the stuff!” said Halkett's voiee | some way to let the beastly stuff out.’” prisoners gas with' relief as they drank it | had had a ‘“‘leg-up’ from outside, and was

‘outside triumphantly. “Put some wet turf on| “T'll let them tan me into a haddock before | in. The smoke went eddying round the build- | just about to spring through and enter the

it as well. We'll have them smoked to a| I give in!” choked Cecil. “Will the d-’)orI ing. chapel. His dead-white face shone through the
T - burn down?” | ’he interior of the chapel was higher than | smoke, and he called to those behind him.

he stinging reek came curling through the | “No: too thick an’ too much iron. But | the ground outside, and Dave thought the be- In a moment Dave whipped the revolver

openings in great wreaths, filling the chapel, | we've got t t over thi how ; shall | siegers t be able to reach th indow,. | from his ket, cooking it with a click, and
B dranght Gove it i sards. gave ) l::o g 0 get over this somehow ; we sha siegers would not be e each the window poc!

_“'iff..l._." round the place for some wav of letting | have it all their own way. We must smash the | fresh fires were hoisted up on branches, send- | and flung himself kwards, so that he fell
it barsding out o' that window an' let it out, ' ing in still more smoke ; but now there was a | bodily out again upon those who had helped

an hour of this'll lay the brats out! Bring He seized an old broken crowbar that lay “Now’s your time!” yelled Halkett's voice.

fresh air swept in | planks, where there was just room for a man

ed | g0 unconscious if it ain't stopped, an’ they’ll | At the two narrow slits in the opposite wall | presented it at Craye. @ man gave a ory.
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in the Football Field—
A *he Rival

“ OW'S vour time !
N ey
¢ shouts 1
fhitcatic urst from a huandred

It was a moment of th;
the Clyfle College football

Clyfle was playing St. A
bad been a gruelling one, and, so far, honours
had been easy. In the firgi'half a goal had
fallen to cach team, and in ()0 cocond, ir: spite
of vigorous efforts on boiy ides thore had
been no further socoring. INow it wanted only
th(r!aioﬂminutea ;o tinhl:. " o

ylle seemed to have the ypper hand, doin

most of the attacking; buu Pl.ﬂ,e at. Am,.h,,ﬁ
defence was sound, and th, Clyffe forwards
simply could not get througy It looked as if
the match must end in & dryw when suddenly
with a fine combined effort 4o home forward
line broke through the Saint. gnd brought the
ball goalward with a rush.

* Buck up, Clyffe!”

The college lads shouted 4nd4 waved 1heir
caps. wakened to sudden wilg enthusiasm. It
was not to be a draw, after 4111 Arthur Law.
rence. the college centreforvard, had the ball,
and passed out to Sidney Sharp on the loft
as he was tackled, and Bhirp 1ot the outside
winger have it. In it cani,. again 1o Sharp
who dribbled it forward, wiile 4 st Anselm's
back rushed to bar his path.

ur Lawrence was lefi ,
irn a splendid ition to tal,
moment the Cly

iHing excitement on
ground.
nsolm’s. The game

fie lads hela
Sharp going to keep the bali,
to the centre?

. “‘;ljo me—to %1@ " cried A
in dsmay at the winger's g V.
Bharp, with a muttered w(..ﬁ“ff’hd(.fﬁl.;m k
on, and was tackled by thq |
brief tussle, was robbed of
seat Tight out to
m‘rﬂ Saint,

. The 3t. Ansclm's supporiars
lief. It had seemed a certy;
lege. But the Clyffe lads
and

from

rthur involuntarily,

gasped with re-
n goa! for the col-

the remarks that NIT addressed to Sharp

all Guarters were h. revorse of polite
and complimentars. He had thrown away
Clyffe’s last chance, witl, only two minutes
Bt wie dhe e

ut was the nce last? OQutside-left had

stopped the ball almost o1 the line, and
vented it from going into touch, and before
Saints could worry him
with a long pass to Arthu
eyea flashed fire as he tr.
Baints were almost u
them, as it 5
goal. and the leather j
of the custodian ere it
the net,

ho eent the leather in
r Lawrence. Arthur's
apped the ball. Three
pou him; but, cluding
¥ & miracle, he shot for
ust grazed the finger-tips
found a resting-place in

and then burst into a ring-

! Goal! Hurrah!'"
_The whistle went, and Clyfe left the feld the
victors in a hard<contested game. In the dress-
ing-room Jim Desmond, tho college centro-hyf,
slapped Arthur on the back. ’
“I farcy that last five minutos will have an
effect upon to-night’s voting, Arthur,"” he said,
*I never saw so neat a goal as that. and aftor
Sharp had thrown it away, too., His folly will
mlzeubm a man_t_ut_'otes. ulIlma I'm much
mi n. e was willing to lose the game
ut.!ner than let you kick the winning go.li"'
“Oh. I don't know that it was so bad as
that!” said Lawrence. * He docen't like me,
I;&?:k."l?'ut- ke was excited, and didn’t stop

. ““Ratn! H!.-'s a rank rotter.
is, and I sha n’'t feel easy in my mind until I
know for certain that there's no chance of his
b@mmp&m of Clyffe!"
Jim otd was not alone
As Sidney S8harp walked back ¢
& s t‘lt;m ;ir.h hi
generally, he heard many comments u i
selfish play, which had endangercd the f:ﬂlogi":
“mmi’[ and all of them unfavourable to him.
polf. He realised that he had made g seriony
:’:ﬁﬁodf'é. ! :Pprou‘hms eloction of a new
ptain was
Criating uestion that was now
t.

the
e whole sche

to
that's what he

in his opinion.
o the school, in
mself and the world

vacant 1-
Sidney Sl:or:
xcellent chance,
polling would

i

pretty close
Both the lads were

inmarked, and was
o a pass, ard for a
their breath. Was
instead of passing

Rat
ot
back, and after
the ball, which was
the touch.lire by the grun.

5 groancd in chorus, |

pre-
the
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The Captain of Clyffe.

A Stirking, Complete School Story.
By CHARLES HAMILTON, Author of * Football Fortune,” &c.
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cause it won't wear off before the election;
there's no time. You shouldn’t have done it !
“Oh, rats!” said Sharp irritably, “I knew
that if he took the winning goal it would help
him in the voting, ard I had a chance——"

Felton shook his head.

** Well, he took the winning goal, after all!”

“It was his confounded luck: It was a
fluke! But, hang it, he won't be electod’
Clyflc doesn't want an unknown beggar’s brat
for its captain, and that's what Arthur Law-
rence is, and the whole school knows it!"

Felton looked grave.

“*You've worked that for all it's worth. Sid.”
he said; *' I think I should let it drop. After
all, he can't help not knowing who his peo
are, and, so long as he's a decent chap amr
g sportsman, I don’t see that it's anvbody's

us!
the truth, I fancy vou've done your cause more
harm than good by harping on that string.”

Sharp sneered, but he did not reply. All
Clyffe knew that Arthur Lawrence's parertage
was unknown; that he was a waif found in
the London streets by Dr. Middlehurst, and
adogted by 1he kind-hearted old doctor.
Arthur's ungenerous rival never allowed that
fact to be forgotten, and he had. as Felton put
it, wdrked it for all it was worth in ocanvassing
for votes. But it was very probable that he
had done himself little good by these tactica,

The Election. -

WHICH will win?

That was th~ questior. the bovs
came round.

of Clyflfe were asking- themselves
as the hour fixed for the eloction
The election was held in the great hall of
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As Arthur

amaszsement.

the echool, which was
ages and sizes, an
and incessant.

entered, but it was nosiceable 1 that the show
for Arthur Lawrence was hearsrtier than
grecting of hie rival.
snap his teeth together.
matters were likely to go.

r.
buzz died
mond
ere was a cheer, and
hands. Mr. Mannerir

oounting.

Then Felton pro
were hiswes mingled with
an‘di the show of hands did not seem pe ~O "“t‘o-

hen cownting was com 3 y the boy
awaited the mulr-gin bn?o pleted, b1
Every cyo was fixed
rose to make is known.
A pin might have been h
great hall as be announc

away at last.

his candidatate.

and popular in the school. ~The elorric, & hletes

;:Ikmnfullnk;:‘srr. nndliil::i result was very doubt
s P Tea that h Y

::Im worse than they had been l:‘éfcc)}:ntm r'&gr
I match. An unsportsmanlike action is the
thing British lads can forgive, and he had

1 _unsportsmanlike.
ou've made a bad ; 3 e
his chum, ;‘elu:t. o, Bid.

0

ma re-

and it's 5 pity, be.

OUR WEEKLY cALENDA

R:— TUESDAY.

le |
a

iness to throw it up in his face. To tell you |

Lawrence ided In his men, Major Ou
Whoe

crowded | with bovs of all
d the buzz of f talk was eager

here was a cheer when the ' two candidates

the
Sharp rotuted it, and he
It i indicated how

Mannering called for silenence. and the
And theben Jim Des-
stood up to propose Arthuywur Lawrcnce.
a numercfous show of
g carefully supuperintended

There
the cheers ¢3 this time, |

athless exe'xcitement, |
upon Mr. Mannerinting as he

eard to drop P in the !
ed the resul, v of the !

A ringing cheer bursit forth from Arthur's
{ supporters. It was followed by *“He's a jolly
| good fellow!" in stentoriarn tones, and the ncat
| little apeech that Arthur made was punctuated
| by cheering. )
| Siduey Sharp set his teeth. and his face be.
| came as black as a thunder-cloud. as he strode

from the scene of his defeat. He could not trust

himself to remain in Arthur’s prescnce, lest he

i should give way to the rage that consumed
him. In the cool and quiet quadrangle he
strode to and fro, his face contracted with
anger, his brain full of black thoughts.

** I eay, old chap "—it was Felton's voice; he
had followed his chum with some vague idca
of comforting him—* I'm awfully sorry. It
can't be helped, though; and, after all, Law-
rence will make a very decent captain for the
&

Sh.a;p grated his tecth.

| 'He sha'n’t hold the post lonz!" he hissed.
© “I'll bring him down yet, the workhouse brat!
I'll make iim suffer for this!”’

*I don’t like to hear vou talk like that, Sid,”
i said Felton, * Take 1t like a spcrtsman ™
Sharp gave a sneering laugh.
*“I tell you I'll bring him down! 5
| be captain of Clyfie long! Yes; and I'll use
j auy means to get the upper hand of him!"
I I don't think you mean that,” said Felton
latifly. “But if you do, you'll have me
| against vou, and the rest of Clyfie. I fancy.
But vou'll be sorry for talking like that when
you are cooler, 8id."”
And he walked away.
with a spiteful scowl.

He sha'n'c

Sharp gazed after him
Then he gave a short,

! hard Jaugh.
I *Yes, you're right!"" he muttered. “I won't
talk lhke that. ut I'll do it. I'll keep a

uard on my tongue; but I'll use any means,
air or foul. to bring Arthur Lawrence down
to the dust!”

Can you

His Father.
LL TOP a minute. guv'nor!
‘elp a poor cove’”
Xn.hut Lawrence stopped. It was
a weck after the election, and the
rew captain of Clyfle was walking home to the
school after a visit to the village. Arthur's face
was very sunny as he swung along Clifton
Lane.
He had not found his new post an casy one,
cspecially as Sharp had shown very plainly that

tram started to his feet in
is that lad?" he cried, |

roi: without
bitter enmity,  Frank and-
self. he could not undersian
that rankled in the breast of his defeated rival
“Can you ’elp a poor cove?’

man came slouchin
and a look of disgust crossed Arthur's face a
a breath laden with the fumes of vile liquo:

t ood-natured him

]
look of keen scrutiny, and he did not move.
" Hang me,”" he said, with a
‘“it’s the same, the blessed same!
Arthur looked at him in astonishmen:.

hope even of disarming Sharp's
the black hatred
g into the lad's path,
was wafted into his face. The vagrant was a

dirty, disreputable-looking tramp, and his face

No. I can't!” he said shortly, '*Let me
But the man was starin into his face with a

low chuckle,

ise me, seein’ as

Dr. Middlehurst would
e took up twelve

I'm the father of the kid
vear ago.”

Arthur turned deadly pale. .
** What do you mean?’ he m_peated. in an
unsteady voice. ‘' Who are you?

“I'm Daniel Dunn. that's who I am, and
you're my son, little Danny.” .

The captain of Clyfle stood as if turned to
stone.

How often he had longed to learn the secret
of his birth! He had sometimes questioned the
doctor, but always the good old man had given
him evasive answers. He had found the child
in the London streets, that was all Arthur had
been able to learn from him, and he had
adopted him, giving him the name of a Irttle
nephew who had dwed, and of whom he had
been very fond. .

Now the reason of the doctor's reticence
struck Arthur all at once. )

The old gentleman had not told him more,
because, H he had done so. he must have told
him that his true father was a brute, a ruffian,
a drunken loafer! o
* You—vou my father!" he muttered thickly.
Daniel Dunn grinned.

“ Yes, my , I'm your father. I sold you
to Dr. Middlchurst—sold you for a five-pound
note, if you want to know. Ha, ha! fele

sorry for the little kid, but he couldn’t tale it
away from its lawful parent. Ha, .h‘a_.! He
give me a five-pound note for you!"  The
ruffian grinned with enjorment at the misery in
Arthur's face. ' It's a fact, and if you don't
belicve me, you can ask "im. Ask him if he
don’t know the name of Daniel Dunn. Ask him
if I don’t tell the blooming truth, my pippin.
‘““It can't be,” said Arthur hoarsely—"* it can't
ot

“Can’t it I'll show you. I'll come up 10
the school and claim you afore the lot of 'em,’
said Dunn. * We'll see if he'll dare to try and
keep a hinfant away from his lawful parent!
Come on.”

And he turnced and slouched off towards the
school

Arthur ran after him and caught him by the
shoulder.

“ Don’t.” he cried. ‘" for mercy’'s sake, don's!
If I am your eon, if you arc my father, have
mercy on me, and don't disgrace me before
them all.”

‘ Ashamed of your old dad, are you'”
rinned Dunn, ;'el'.llh soon cun} you 3' 'll.hu!

ou're in’ to the my declinia’
ycars, _vg;)nre. I'm ywrm. Btill, if you'd
liké 10 keep it dark. I've no objection, if rou
make it worth my while.”

Arthur 1lmost groaned with disgust,

This his father!

If it were true, then all the swcetness and
light of life was gone for him.

*I've no money with wme now,"" he mutterad
*“JI—I don’t want to be ecen talk-
Wiil you weet me to-night?"

3 g the spondulics with you.
Where shall I come? To school I’

**No, no. The boathouse; there will be no
one there. At eight o'clock.”

“T'll be there."

Arthur Lawrence hurried on without another
word.

Hie brain was in a whirl, and his face was
like chalk. As he entered the quadrangle he

unsteadily.
ing to you. 0
* Yes, if you'll brin

saw Sharp, who came to speak to him. ur
made a great effort to Eull himself together,
but he could not hide his agitation.  Sharp

looked at him curiously.

*1 want to talk to you about the house
match, _I..vs)ﬁnce.’: he ﬁ.xd. "IYou are going
to captain Mannering's House, I suppose '’

“Yes. And you nAibon_'a I-Iome.'P

Sharp noddedv. still eyeing him curiously,

‘* Exactly. I think—""

‘Excuse me,"” eaid Arthur hurriedly, “I've
got something to attend to now. I'll talk it
over with you presently, i you don't mind.”

‘ALl right,” id Bharp. “8ome of the

(™
fellows are coming to my study at eight to talk

it over. Will you come, too?
At eight?"’ stammered Arthur. ¢ I—I've
got an engagement then. There's plenty of

time, the match isn't till Saturday week. We'll
talk it over to-morrow.”

Without waiting for a reply, Arthur crossed
the quad and went into nnering’'s House,
to which he belonged. 8idney Sharp looked
after him in blank amazement.

“What's the matter with Lawrence !’ he mur-

he meant to throw every possible difficulty into | vored. ** Has he gone off his dot, or—" A
is way. But with good temper and patience | keen, and cunning look crept into his eres.
ke hoped to get through difficulties, and he was | © Ha Jooks as if he had something on his mind,

with a vengeance! s it ible that he is in a
scrapc—that our immaculate captain has done
somerhing to give me a hold over him® By
James, 1 must see into this! t an e -
ment for eight, has he? I'll know what that
engagement 1s, my bo’il“

e broke into a chuckle. He found the
thought that the captain of Clyfe might be in
disgrace a very amusing one.

e strolled away, and went into his stady in

L]
r

wae PU'X'F‘ with the continual use of strong | Abbott’s House, A letter lay on the table, and
drink, Arthur perforce stopped, for the man | ho picked it up and glanced over it. It was a
had planted himself in his path, but the young | letter from hus uncle, Major Outram. His
captain’s look was uncompromising. parents were long dead, cnéo.hin uncle was his

guardian, and he fully expected to inherit tha
major's fortune at some time in the future.
The major was a widower, and now childless,
owing to a strange misfortune which had be-
fallen him long years before, and v rich.

Upon one part of the letter Sharp's eve
lingered.

ele.(:uon: ‘What do you mean?” he said coldiv. *I I am sorry to hear that you lost the election,
Sid Arthur  Lawrerco, . eigitveeven 1y, votes; | have never seen you before.” - as I had ho very muoh to see you captain
Signey Sharp. seventyeight votes." “ Aln't you'” grinned the trarp. “That's | of Clyfle. Who is this Arthur Lawrence® I shall
. I rongratamlate Lawrence upon being o duly | all you know! I've seen you, my covey, vou | try to run down to the school on Saturday for
e mlefi' Captain of Clvffe by a majority of - nine | bet! You don't remember the old man. don't | the House match, as I want to see you the viotor.
votos,”’ said Mr, Mannering, . : yer? I reckon that if I came up to the school You assured me that you were certain to be-
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Some Splendid- New Features Coming Shortly!

come in at the election, o perha our
captain a 3 perhaps y

confidence as to beating g's House
is mi aleo. However, I hope to see a
good game.”

ame.
‘ The old fool I"” muttered the dutiful nephew.
‘‘He's as keen on f. 1l as any Fourth Form
kﬁmduuke}yumtbpwtmo out "of his
will if I don’t play up like an international.
Well, we shall geu nering’s lot. And—
and 1if this affair of Lawrence’s gives me a hold
o;:;-,;}um. as 1 hope, I may be captain of Clyffe
¥

Sharp Plays the 8py.
COLD, clear winter evening. The star-
light fell upon the river and the dark,
deserted house as Arthur Law-
rence made his way down to the
re%%e“om from -t}:ge'-oi;h:gl. ——
o young captain’s was , m
and set, He huﬁ.eﬂooted deeply over his meet-
ing with the tramp, and the man’s claim to be
his father, and he had decided that it was pro-
bably an unpudent lie. Might not Daniel Dunn
ve | some ciroumstances connected with
im, and so gained a foundation for his asser-
tion? Arthur resolved to make the rascal, at
all events, prove his clai
Dunn was waiting for him. The ragged
figure lurched out of the shadow of the buid-
ing as young captain came tow it.
Little did Arthur Lawrence dream that a

steakthy form had followed him from the school,
and when he met the tramp, the spy
crouched behind an anglo of the building close
at to listen to their talk.
s ht the rhino, my boy!"” asked Dunn,
whose manner showed that he bad been drink-
mi. “ Got the shiners for your poor old dad?”
rthur eyed him ily. .

* Before I yield to your demand,” he said
coldly, “I must be satisfied that you ml.l?
o my father. How are you geing to prove it?™

The hidden listener caught his breath. He
hardly reetrained himsealf from betraying his
presence by an exclamation of amazement and
exultation. This was more than he had dared
to anticipate.

‘“Prove it!"’ chuckled Dunn., * That's easy

enough. You've a birthmark on your right
arm, &'im‘m above the elbo{v, a lifttllo
red croes, now am't.m:

. Arthur’s fortitude foreock him. It was
true.

‘““Heaven help mel!” groaned Arthur, *I
su it's true.”

“True?! Of course it is. What's the matter
with it? Ain't I good emough for yer? R'elp
me, I'l take some of yer airs and graces outer
ver. I'll show yer up if yer don’t part up
some rhino!” .

Arthur shivered with q::Fug.

“I can ﬁvo you very little,” he eaid heavily.
““Dr. Mddlehurst is very generous with me,
ont what I have will seem very liitls to you.”

o ‘I“I: can you give me!”’ led the man.

= Ve a Sovereign now. ere it 1s.”’

Dann's fingers closed on the coin ily.

* That ain’¢t much. When I have more!”

‘“I can raise some money if I have time. It
will not be easy.”

Ain't it yer dooty to 'elp ver old fathert”
Come here on Friday might, and I will give
ou another eovereign,” sasd Arthur. * Stay,

I!twi.llbebesforuanottomm Where are
ou l‘t'-yingt I can send you a registered

r.

“8end it to the Black Bumll; Daniel Dunn,
that's me. And arter Friday!” X

“I will do what I can. s no good talking
longer now. Good-night!”

And Arthur turned on fis heel and strode
away, almost ing against the crouching
epy as he turned the cormer. Daniel Dunn

mblingly went his way. Arthur strode to
Elh-: -ohl:oﬁ. in the blackest mood of despair.

He shut himself up in his study, and tried to
think out the situation. The man wae his
father, there could no longer ba any doubt
about that. He was evidently quite willing to
face the doctor, which was a proof of the truth
OC'I I&: Mdo!im' What was the captain of

to

ly\nd the man was his fatber! Had he found
hie father to be a humble msechanic, unlearned,
but honest and honourable, Arthur would have
honoured and loved him. .

It had often crossed his mind that his father
was probably a workman, and he_ never
shrunk from the thought. But this drunken
brute—this vile wretch who extorted money
from his own eon under threats. How
could ho feel for him anything but disgust and
shuddering hatred? :

Thero came an imperative tap at the door.
Without waiting to m asked, the new-comer
opened it and came in. It was Sidney Sharp.

The New Captain.
RTHUR LAWRENCE stopped in his
ni:.tle- pacing, and l&areg angrily at

"
(3

‘ - “Whlt do you mean by bursting in
in this fashion?” he exclaimed.

“Sorry,” said Sharp ocoolly. “My business
won't wait.” ’

He dosed the door, and came towards Arthur.

Something in his look sent a chill to the heart
of the captain of Clyfle. There was something
t0 malignant, eo spitefully triumphant, in it.

‘ What have you to say to me?’ gaid Arthur

“Tv's sbout the captaincy.”

s a 3 A

% 'fbe captaincJT’P uuf Arthur, in amaze-

ment.

’ oun think you are a fit t

be captain of Clyffe?”’ 4 B &5
“T don't understand you."

“ Really, Mr. Dunn,
said Sharp, with an i

Arthur staggered back.

That name, of course, told him that his enemy
knew all; but he recovered himself in a minute,
and his flashing glance of contempt made even
Sidney Sharp quail.

‘80 you have spied upon me.”

““We need not go into details. I know you
as you are. Let us be plain. You beat me at
the election, 1 know; but do you think you are
a fit person to be captain of Clyffe, when at any
moment that drunken scoundre! cuse mo for
80 speaking of your father—ahem !—may claim
you before the whole school?”’ &

“I=I don't know. Yes, perhaps” you're

ht,”’ eaid Arthur dazedly.

is exprossion of utter misery might have
touched a heart of stone, md}f:rhape Sharp's
was not wholly untouched. His manner be-
came more civ

““You must see it as well as I do, Lawrence.
I think you ought to resign. If you do so, you
may depend upon my silence; {mt if you do
not, I frankly warn you that I shall consider it
my duty to -gow you up in your true colours.”

‘“Let me alone now,”’ said Arthur, with an
effort. “I'll-I'l think over it. Go!
mercy's sake leave me to myself for a bitd”

Sharp nodded shorily, and left the study.
Arthur 1 the room, his brain in a whirl,
trying to think. Before he went to bed his
decision was taken.

The next day Clyffe was stupefied to learn
that Arthur Lawrence had resigned the position
of captain of the echool.

_For this step he gave no reasons; not even to
his chum nd. His look, which was almost
haggard, showed that he was out of sorts; but
he would not explain, even to the doctor.

Dr. Middlehurst had been great! cased
when his prote beca; ulfl.un of Clyffe, and
he was astou by Arthur's resignation. He
remonstrated in vain, and was a little offended
by the boy’s apparently unaccountable obsti-
nacy; but no resource but to accept the
nn?nnhon, and a new election was appointed.

Of course, it was well known that it would be
a walk-over for Sidney Sharp; and such proved
to be the case, Bharp being elected by an over-
whelming majority.

The meanepirited lad had his wish at last.
He was captain of Clyffe. He wrote off glee-
fully to the major; but, needless to say, he
did not mention how Arthur's resignation had
been brought about. -

ou are very obtuse!”
ntlm:ile.m

For

—_—

“ Look ' here
- | pounds?” ‘he asked.

pature. His teeth ect, and a malignant gleam ! ]f:_':ae,

came into his eyes.

“ By James, he shall lose, or I'll know the
reason why!" he muttered.

And when the practice match was over, and
ﬁ_;tlhur walked up to the school, Sharp joined

“ Look here, Lawrence, I don’t want to be
uncivil,” he began, ** but 1've done you a favour.”
“I paid your price,” said Arthur contemptu-

y.
‘““Well, never mind that. I haven't said a
word about what I know, and one good turn
es another. I—1 want you to stand out
of the match on Saturday.”
““What?"
It was out now, and Sharp went on more

y.

“You heard what I said. You can
make some excuse—you feel seedy, or—

““You want me to give away the match, you
meant?’” .

‘“‘Well, T want to win.”

** And you think 1 am coward and cur enough
to betray my side?” said Arthur, his voice
trembling with rage. ““You rotten hound!”

Sharp started, and the colour came into his

_casily

cheeks.

*‘Better language, Mr, Dunn!” he said
threateningly.

“Don’s talk to me!” esaid Arthur. *Get

away, before I hurt you. You're not fit to live
in a school with decent fellows.”

““You refuse?’’ hissed Sharp, pale with rage.

Arthur did not trouble to answer, but walked
on swiftly, Sharp kept pace with him.

“Then listen to me!” hissed the schemer.
“Play lfi:m like, but I warn you not to win.
I ewear that if you beat us on Saturday I'll
e you before all Clyffe.”

rthur ltonped and looked him in the face.

1 shall play, and I shall strain every perve
to win,” he said between his teeth. * NoW Bake
yourself off, Sidney Sharp. One word more,
and I'll knock it back down your throat!”

With a muttered curse Sharp retreated. He
knew that the other would be as good as his
word. He gritted his teeth as he walked away.
Passing the coll;ge playing-ficlds, he went into
Clifton Lane, and made his way to the vilhf.
He entered -the low public-house known as the
Black Bull, careless of the fact that it was out
of bounds, and asked for Mr. Daniel Dunn.

The loafer had just finished expending poor
Arthur's half-crown in drink. He was not too

in , to understand what
wanted, u.l.phm of Olyffe drew him m

; do you want fo earn five
““Rather, me noblo juke!™ stuttered the

here, I'll show you how to do it.
himp' ith Arthur

#His-long-lost dad,” ned Dunn. *Right
war 3aum5htl;owd&:'£§:n w1 ey
* Never m ou've been getting
@ my own )y out of him? W hasn’s: much to
?‘M “can :f word for it; and it will
airs, my boy, 'or it may be.the worse for pay you better to deal with me. plays in a
Look here, T ¢an’t do_with , the few K _ on Saturday. I want you to be
you've let ‘ave. You mbet get me some [on “and if the "d"’.‘—&" bis
more somehot.” 2 @':_.J m want you to oclaim him. befare all the
His appearance showed: plainly “whete | o w his teeth. **1 want him
the money had gone. He looked as if he had sz only if the win, Will
hardly dmms_uﬁm breatliduring the pust week, | you do-itt” " .
“I can’t g'ha ou any more till the fitsst of | If Pm sure of the five-pun’ note.®
the month,”’Yeaid Arthur.; *I shall have some | .« you & writien promise, and you ean
more then, and you can have it all, W return it whén I give you &e note.” a
goodness kngwe what I shall do without i6.*" ‘ All rights" I reckon I shall be able to get it
“la pose shall have to wait, then,”” growled | out ** grinned Dunn,. ‘*Rely on me. I'll
Dunn; butfiun.,mwsetam be to round on 'im if only to pay ’im for
anyway. Half-a-crown’ will do.” e T 'sughty airs.” o
With a gesture of repulesion Arthur giv:ﬁ . ' I,‘Eh.n.rp went back to the

his last coin, and Dunn sksmbled off.
was very discontented. 2 _~

“I've about sucked that mug dry,” he mut-

“I fancy I ehall do better if I go to the
doctor, Oﬂ;—onb I might have to prove—
But then he’d never faco the disgrace. I shall
have him tight enough.”

Beveral Clyffe fellows had seen Arthur in talk
with the loafer, but there was an expression
upon hig face which prevented them from
making any remark about it.

It was time for a football practice match, and
Arthur threw himself into the play with glad
relief. Football ecemed to take the taste out of
bhis mouth, after an interview with that black-

; and while he wae playing the game he
could forget his troubles.

There was always a keen rivalry between the
two houses at Clyfle in sports, and at the
present time the interest of the whole school
was centred on the inter-house match, which
was to take place on the Saturday. )

Arthur, t.honﬁh no longer captain of Clyffe,
was skipper of his house team, and Sharp, who
bdong'd to Abbott's House, captained the
side.

Sharp had won the coveted position of cap-
tam of the school l:z.loul play, but he was not
so sure of winning house match by fair; and
his bheart was eet upon winning, both for the
purpose of nrengtheni.pg his position as cap-
tain of Clyffe an fethﬁ into his uncle's good
gracea; and he longed intensely to lower
Arthur’s colours on the football

He had come down to the ground io watch
Arthur now, and his brow blackened as he did
i« playing a scratch side
of Mannering lads, and Arthur eeemed to be in
his best form. As he watched him, Sharp's
doubt of his victory on Saturday began to
change to a certainty of defeat. )

The thought roused every evil instinct in his

He had la had

in a.sati of mind.
. note as a birthday present from

major, and he would have given twico as
muech, if he had it, to 5-u.re Arthur's
downfall after football victory; for that

Arthur would win he hardly doubted now.

The Football Match—The Blow Falis—A
Startling Discovery.
. HO—who is that lad1”
It was Major Outram who
asked the question. The bronzed

old soldier was beside Dr.
Middlehurst in the pavilion. The boys of
Clyffe thronged round the match L)

-ground.
teams were just taking the field, and as Arthur
Law! led in his men, Major Qutram started
to his ‘oet. staring at him with amazed eyes.
nodoctorlooko?nhianmln unbounded

astonishment.
*That? That is Arthur Lawrence, my

son! :

“gam- son!” The major passed his hand
over lis brow. ‘' Excuse me, I must have
startled you. His face struck me. He is so
like one I knew—ah, so like!”

His glance followed Arthur, as if fascinated.

The teams were lini up, the Mannerings
looking very fit in tlfgr rr'd shirts, and the
Abbott’s, too,

cutting & very good fi in
white-and-blue. Mr. wg:ltewu
;dueeﬂ:.g the match, put &ir:hmeh‘ohh.ij
i signal was given. ur, who
lo':: the toss, kicked off & ilr;llt [ l:,flﬂ wind.
The game wit. enty energy
on both sides.
The rank and file of the two teams seemed
ually matched ; but Arthur was head
and ders above any on either side. Sidney
Sharp saw it, and ground his teeth. i
Arthur played up like an International.
Again and again he broke through Abbott’s de-

Look Out for the Grand Easter Fiction Double Number of ‘The

and the backs seemed nowhere against
. Twice he slammed the ball into the nety
and the first half ended with Mannering’s two
up. The change of ends after the.interval
brought the wind into jur's favour, and his
side took full advantage of it.
. Bravely the Abbott's fought, but they fought
in vain,

Aguin and again the enemy broke them upy
and presently, when by a desperate effort

through” and his men were besieging the

i Jim ond sent the

out to Ar-tm' who |

with it} and,
dnbbling it nearly the [ admﬁ
for goal, and beat the custodian hands down.

}l‘he air rocked with the cheers that greeted bis
cat.

“Splendid!” cried Major Qutram, with
sparkling oycs. And doctor echoed
> endid !” ;

whistle went at last, and the score was
five for Mannering’s House one for
their adversaries. And then the ground was
invaded by a crowd of Manneringites, who
seized Arthur, and carried him back to the
dressing-room, amidst frantio cheers. .

But in the midst of his trumph Arthur’s
heart turned sick within him as he saw the evil,
bloated face of Daniel Dunn, and heard the
loafer’s raucous voice. -

“Well done, me boy! Yer old father’s proud
of yer! Lemme git to him! I'm his father, I
telf:erl He's my Danny, he is!”

Arthur struggled to the . The loafer
was pushing towards him. It had come at last,
then! The blow had fallen!

The boys of Olyfle looked at one another.
Dr. Middfehurst was hastening to the spot, and
way was made for him. The loafer grinned
at iim impudently. - .
" “I've come for my boy. He's mine, ain't

et

The doctor turned deddly pale. His band
fell tectingly upon Arthur's. shoulder.
N “He is mine now! You shall never claim

im!"”

The ruffian was about to speak again, when
a sudden and terrible change came over his
face. He turned to fly, but too late. Major
Qutram was upon him with the spring of a

tiger.

“I've found you at last!” i The major shook
the man like a rat, till his teeth rattled in
his head. ‘‘You brute! ¥ou villain! Where
is my boy? Speak before I echoke the life out
of your vile carcase! Where is my boy?"’

. “Lemme go!” gurgled Dunmn. “You're kill-
ing me!”

*In Heaven's name, what does this mean?"
gas; the amazed doctor.

['he major tightened his grip upon the
wri

ng rascal.
“It means that I've found this acoundrel
at last. Ho blighted my home. I sent him to
prison for a robbery twelve years ago, and in

revenge he stole my infant son. I found proof
that he had oom:u’u_ the outrage, but neyer
was I able to get on his track—never now,
But now he shall not escape me.” Wretch?
What have you doné with my '

‘“ Mercy !” the terrified wretch.
“There he stands! Lemme go!”

He pointed to Arthur Lawrence.

There was a general gasp of amazement.
The major stared from the loafer to the
amazed y. Arthur stood like one in a
dream.

{ *“1 saw it in his face!” gasped the major at
ast.

“It isn’t true!” broke in Sidney 8harp, in
a strange, oracked voice. * Uncle, don’t be-
lieve him. They're acting in collusion. Send
that lying scoundrel to gnson I

8harp was almost beside himself. He realised
oll.mli"ehn&on‘é;or’ Ih‘ll‘db”ntfhelgb?‘m

ing s long-lost son, of robbing
himself of all chance of being his uncle's heir, -
and he was mad with and spite: But his
interference had an unlucky result for himself.

n, you young ’ound!”
yelled Dunn. * , genelmen, n&n’- the
werry bloke as made me come ‘eres to show
up young Master as being my son!

e offored me five pun to come here and dis-
grace him if he won the football match !
‘“It's a lie!" soreamed Sharp. ' '
“Is #t 'Erc’s his own to e it!'"

Sharp snatched the r from ruffian’s

bhand, and tore it into fragments, ing. But
the action was enough; it wﬂm the
paper could have proved.

* Sidney, you have disgraced yourself,” said
Major Outram sternly. *‘Dr. Middlehurst will
h:owhowmdu]mda'gou. As for me, I

am firmly convineed that this lad is my son,”
The major gri Arthur’s hand, wiil. the
tears started to eyes.

“My son! My own lad[”

Daniel Dunn took the opportunity of slipping
away. But neitl father nor son noti or
cared for his going.

Arthor Lawrence had found his father at
last. Daniel Dunn disappesred, and was never
seen near Clyffe again. Sidney Sharp was
ﬁmdoomedhax%ulnoo,_' but Arthur, h
hleu-t softened by his e:l'l' !ﬂspp:lndau,
always 1 or N1
e
al (H waa 00
snpu!mh; and, though he lived down his
rle-aleuh;rl to his o]lgorocihon. and
Outram left the scl he had the

p'i“ Major
seeing his new-found son captain of Clyfle, ok
THE END.

Next week a d story of the boatra
{ U'ind you read ﬂ.) o6

Boys' Friend.”

@ was never ar was



