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EGG-RANOYED!

“Oh, yes, Gumboil am bery
egg-ranoyed wid me—1 neber
met a more bad-tempered old
hoss! Somehow, I hab got an
idea dat he don't like Easter ;
dere am teo many egas and too
much egg=-citement about it I’

The ist Chapter.
Pete’s Pals!
HERE- were still people in the

I scaport town of Seahaven
& who were puzzled about

Player Manager Pete, of the
Rovers—people who did not know
‘whether he was a stark, staring mad-
man or merely a big-hearted, eccen-
tric with money to burn.

Pete had done some extraordinary
‘things since he had been in Sea-
‘haven.
° For instance, there was  the
memorable occasion on which he had
forced Amos Gumbril, the mayor, to
-stand on his head in the middle of
Market . Square. This episode was
only one of many in which Pete had
figured, and:it was seldom indeed
“that Amos Gumbril was not involved.
‘For Pete-and Amos were enemies of
long standing, and the Rovers'
player manager was never so happy
as when hae was having a joke at the
great anan’s expense.

- “And Amos,.it must be remembered,
asked for all he got.

A wealthy, tight-fisted bully, he
was the most influential man in the
town, an unscrupulous schemer, who
had a - finger in - all manner of
financial pies. The great ambition of
his life was to own and control the
Rovers, the local football club; he
had been well on the way to realising
that - ambition until Pete had ap-
peared on the scene.

Gumbril’'s chagrin will be under-
stood when he heard that a total
stranger -had. bought up practically
avery share in the concern and had
installed himself as player manager.
"Amos had mever forgiven Pete;
neither had he lost a single oppor-
tunity of doing his mat an injury.
Indeed; he had created opportunt-
ties, stopping at nothing that he
might wreak his vengeance upon the
dusky-faced giant who treated Lis
hatred as though it were a good
.joke.

" Time and again did Gumbril plot
to get the. better of his enemy, but
on each occasion his deep-laid plans
recoiled upon his own head. Yet,
despite these significant happenings,
there were times when he tried to
console” himsclf with the thought
that his énemy was not wholly sane.

And then came the day when he
was finally convinced that Pete was
not responsible. for his actions.

It was a bright morning in early
April, and Amos ‘was swaggering
down Fore Street on his way to
Gumbril House, a block of office
buildings that occupied an importaus
position  1in Seahaven’s principal
thoroughfare.

Having reached his destination, he
saused on the broad stone steps and
gazed at the crowd surging up the
hill; an ugly light leapt into his
slose-set little eyes when he noticed
that Player Manager Pete was re-
sponsible for the mild commotion.

“What's the black scoundrel up to
this time, I wonder?” mused the
mayor, a tinge of angry blood
creeping into Yis bloated features.
“What’s he doing with all those
ilthy  little gutter-snipes? The
sooty-faced imbecile must  have
started a home for waifs and strays!
He's- mad; right enough, and he'd
look thoroughly at home in a padded
cell!” He gave a throaty chuckle
at the thought. “Tll see what can
be donc in the matter! But what's
his latost bit of lunaev?” he asked
Iimself, as Pele's mighty guffaw
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rang out above the din of traffic.
“What’s he going to do with that
menagerie?”’ i

The menagerie to which his wor-
ship referred was made up. of about
two score of ill-clad, grubby-faced
urchins. who had followed Pete out
of dockland, the slum ,quarter of the
town. The urzhins were of all shapes
and sizes—lean urchins, chubby
urchins, tall urchins, and diminutive
urchins, whose feet only just reached
to the ground. There were urchins
slightly soiled, and urchins who were
‘downright disreputable, but one and
all appeared to be excited and happy.
- “T tink we'll do a bit ob shopping
in here boys,” observed Pete, halt-
ing in front of a¢ high-class con-
fectioner’s.  “ Follow your uncle, and
be sure to keep your hands in your
pockets when you tink de young lady
assistants aren’t looking your way!”
He glanced round ‘at the eager-eyed
crowd. of youngsters. “Under-
stand ?”” he asked, with a slight
change of tone.

“Yessir!” came the shrill chorus.
“Den come on!” grinned Pete,
thrusting open the massive plate-
glass door and leading the way into
the shop. “And don’t forget dat
any gent who doesn’t behabe him-
self will get a biff ober de cranium!
M’yes!”

A narrow-shouldered, acid-faced
young man. came hurrying forward
as the army of grubby urchins
trooped into tlie shop close upon
Pete’s heels.

“Get outside at once, you thieving
little brats!” he shouted, his hatchet
features becoming red with anger
and indignatioti. “Clear out, before
I put the police on you!”

The youngsters had heard - that
tone -of voice before. ~Most of iheir
number swung round instinctively
and prepared to bolt with all possible
haste.

‘“Stay presactly where you are,
lads!” cried: Pete, in a gentle
bellow ; and he was only just in time
to stop the stampede. “Now, my
dear old hoss,” he ran on, turning to
the acid-faced young man, “I want
to know if you are de proprietor ob
dis establishment!”

The young man flushed anew and
fingered the few limp hairs that were
sprouting from his narrow upper lip.

“No, I'm not the proprietor!” he
announced, with a pompous air; “but
I happen to be the manager!”

“Quite so,” nodded Pete; “dou
how you happen to be de mana
I really don’t know! Personally, 1
don’t’ think you are capable of
managing an ice-cream barrow!”

“What do you mean, sir!” bleated
the young maun, as the girls behind
the counter = giggled explosively.
“Do you think I’'m going to allow
those light-fingered little ragamuffins
to have the run of the shop? It may
interest you to know that I am held
responsible for any goods that are
stolen!” he added, glaring round at
the grinning urchins.

“Quite so, old hoss,” grinned Peto;
“but I don’t see how dat gibes you
de right to insult all dese
customers !”

“What customers ?”” demanded the

youthful manager:

“Why, all dese gentlemen!” an-
swered Pete, embracing the army of
urchins with a sweep of his arm.
‘“’Smatter ob fact, dey have come
into your shop {o buy
fousand Easter eggs! . Still, if vou
would rader’ insult dem dan se
dem 3

“Not at all,
the manager, in a -mild p
you know, all our goods 1
class and on the expensive side,
did not imagine for one moment——

“Presactly!” grinned Pete. “You
tought my friends habn’t got any
money—eh?  Well, dey hab got
plenty ob cash, as it happens! Ain't
dat so. boys?”

“Yessir!” came the shrill chorus.

And the acid-faced young man
gasped in amazement as about fifty
one-pound notes were waved in front
of his goggling eyes!

SIr—110%

The 2nd Chapter.
Eggs!

13 AH, yah, yah!” roared Pete,
as the manager -steadied

himself against the counter.
“I forgot to mention daf
my friends are all millicnaires in
disguise! Now, old hoss,” he said,
as the young man remained flabber-
gasted and pop-eyed. “I suggest dat
vou serbe dese gentlemen wid your
own lily-white hands! Seems to me
dat is de bery least you can do, see-
ing dat yon hab gone out ob your
way to insult dem! M’yes! Furder-
more, I tink your boss would agrec
wid me!”
The manager thought so, too; for

free-four |

{ yell of laughter th
| the shop.

was smiling and obsequious as

his boss was a hard-headed, tight-
fisted business man, with the soul of
a cash-register.

“What can I get for you, sir?”’ he
asked, walking across the shop and
addressing Tibby Slack, a button-
nosed, tousled-haired little fellow,
whose head and shoulders protruded
from a pajr of his father’s old
trousers.

Tibby scratched his head as an aid
to thought.

“What ’ave you in the way of
Easter heggs?’ he asked, in what he
imagined to be cultured accents. °

“ About what price do you wish to

pay, sir?” asked the manager, flush- |
ing hotly ‘as he found himself sur- |

rounded by ‘a ring of grinning faces.
“Oh, don’t trouble yer

’ead about
the

begged

echoed through
“I didn’t know dat you
moved 1n Society circles, Tibby !”

“I've a very handsome egg at
fifteen shillings, sir,” said the
manager.

“Ah, well, T suppose I must put
up with that if you ain’t got nothing
better.” drawled- Mr. Slack, produc-
ing a pound note from the lining of
his battered - bowler hat. “You
might tell your guv'nor that Lord
Limejuice looked in this morning,
will you?”

“Yah, yah, yah!” laughed Pete, as
the amazed manager stared blankly
and hurried away to get change.
“Go ahcad and get what you want,
lads; dese young ladies will serbe
you !”

The crowd of urchins needed no
second bidding, and within a matter
of ten minutes there was scarcely an
Kaster egg left in the shop.

The narrow-shouldered manager
he
hurried across the floor and opened
the door with a flourish.

HATCHED!

““De way dat Qumboil hatches
himsslf out ob de big egg am’
’bout de funniest ting | hab
eber seen. If he’d had  a
couple ob feathers in his-
hair, ‘I should hab mistooken
him fer a spring chicken !’
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“ Good-morning, gentlemen he
said, with a low bow. “And thank
you very much!” .

“Don’t mench, my good feller!”
grinned the diminutjve Tibby, as he
and his cronies staggered out beneath
a burden of eggs. ‘Pleasure, I'm
sure! Crumbs, that’s torn it!”

The c¢jaculation broke from him as
one of his eggs slipped out of his
arms and rolled across the pavement.

“Permit me, sir!” cried the mana-
ger, making a wild dive for the
runaway.

So cager was he to be of service
that he did not look where he was
and a roar of fury echoed
h Fore Street as his sleek head
into violent contact with . the
_ waistcoat of Mr." Amos

h, vah, yah!” shouted Pete, as
hi staggered backwards,
kerb, and sat down
roadway. “What. are
about, Gumboeil, old

The question was provocative, to
say the least of it, and Amos was
wheezing and  fuming "as - he
scrambled to his feet with elephan-
tine grace and bore down upon the

" scared-looking young ‘man who had

inadvertently butted him - in . the
walistcoat. 5

“What the deuce do you mean by
knocking me over, you putty-faced
pin-head?” he roared, gripping the
young. man by the shoulders  and
shaking him until he rattled like a
bag of nails. “What do you mean
by it, eh?” His ugly jaw was
thrust forward pugnaciously as he
barked the question. ““Do you know
who I am, you rat?”’ 3

(Continued on next page.)
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' SMACK !

young, Gumboil !’

Qumbril, wedged in the crate of eggs, received the bladder of lard full on his head.
up the eggs which were rolling about and flung them at the mayor.

“ Yah, yah, yah!?

The crowd of urchins joined in the fun ; they picked
roared Pete.

‘* Enjoy yourself while you’re
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stammered his

“VY-yes,” sir!”
“You—

victim, in a state of panic.
you’re the lady mayoress
“Yah, yah, yah!” laughed Pete.
“Dat’s a good one, Gumboil, old
hoss I
“Lady mayoress!” snorted Gum-
bril, still shaking the young man.
“Take - that, you impertinent
hound
“That ” was a vicious swipe that
sent the recipient reeling. A threat-
ening murmur. broke from the
urchins as the young man tottered
across the pavement, and the mur-
mur became a shrill yell of anger
when his worship went after 'Lis
victim and gripped him fiercely.
“I'm going to teach you a lesson,
you spineless hound!” he bellowed,
swinging his ebony walking-stick
above his head and preparing to be-
labour his man. “I’m just in the
right mood to cut lumps ouf of you!”
Simpson’s Stores adjoined the con-
fectioner’s, and piled high in front
of the shop-window was a brave dis-
play of bacon, butter, biscuits, lard,
and tinned goods of all descriptions.
" “Look out!” came a frantic shout
from the grocer’s assistant,
as "Amos steered ' his wrig-
gling victim towards a mon-

12

ster crate of eggs. “Hil
Go easy, mister, or——"
But it was too late.
Overwhelmed by the
mayor’s superior strength,
. the . young man fell back-
wards, and landed with a

catastrophic force which sent
a shower of “Best New
Laid » flying in all direc-
tions, and a mighty shout
went up. as his portly
assailant fell flat on top. of
him, and the crate gave way
beneath their combined
weight, splintering into a
species of matchwood.
“Yah, yah, yah!” roared
Pete. “Enjoy yourself while
you're young, Gumboil, old
hoss 1

The  younger man was
thoroughly roused by this
time, and looked wild-eyed
and unpleasantly eggy as he
wrenched himself out of his
worship’s grasp and leapt to
his ‘feet.

.Amos, in some ‘extraordi-
nary manner, had managed
ta wedge his massive bulk
into -what was left of the
crate, so he was absolutely
helpless to defend himself
when his enraged victim
snatched a big bladder of
lard off its pedestal and
planted it firmly upon the

The low-voiced warning was quite
enough for his cronies, and Pete and
his youthful companions = had
vanished completely by the time two
frowning constables appeared upon
the scene.

The 3rd Chapter.
Rackstt’s Rents!
L ’M!  So dis is where you
H live, is it?” asked Player
Manager Pete, his dark
eyes upon the grimy, flat-
faced block of tenements that were
known as Rackett’s Rents. “M’yes!
Presactly! I must say dat it looks
to me as dough a coat ob paint
wouldn’t do dem any harm!”
A yell of ironical laughter went up
from 'T'ibby Slack and his cronies.
“Coat 0’ paint!” echoed Tibby, a
wealth of scorn in his thin volce.
“Why, there’s a great big ’ole in
outt roof, but do yer think old
Gumbril will patchsit up with a few
slates? Not likely, guv’nor! He

told farver that it wouldn’t pay ’im
to spend a penny on these ’ovels!

pay ‘is rent! ’E’s a real beauty, is
’is nibs, and:we all love 'im ’cause
’e’s got a nice, kind ‘face!”

Pete nodded his woolly head and
looked »up and’ down the narrow,
sunless street. Poverty and squalor
met his gaze on all sides, but the real
eyesore was the block of grimy tene-
ments' that were obviously in the
last stage of dilapidation.

“I see dat one ob de blocks is
empty,” he remarked, nodding to a
building that appecared to be in a
slightly worse condition - thah the
others.

“That’s so, mister,”

>

agreed Tibby

Slack. “A decent puff o’ wind
would ‘blow it down, but I don’t
suppose it'll be empty for long.

Poor people ’ave got to live some-
where, y’know, so Gummy ain’t
worrying!” Then: -“Perishing par-
snips!” he ejaculated, his bright
little eyes fixed upon the portly
figure that was swaggering down the
narrow street. “It’s ’is nibs ’im-
self, and I’ll bet ’e’s going tokick
up_old ’Arry about what ’appened
in%ore Street!”

Pete turned in leisurely manner

Amos was on his guard at once.

“Me!” he blustered, glaring round
at the crowd of open-mouthed
urchins.  ““Do you think that these
disreputable hovels belong to me,
you black maniac? I'll admit that
I’'m acquainted with the owner of
this—er—valuable property, and I've
no doubt that I could arrange
matters for you if you wish to do a
deal I”

“And you tink de owner would
rent de building to me for, say, fibe-
six months?”  pressed Pete, pre-
tending to fall for Gumbril’s bluff.

“T’'m sure of it, my dear fellow,”
exclaimed Gumbril, rather eagerly.
“Indeed, I know it! T suppose your
plan is to rent it from the landlord
and sub-let the rooms, eh?”

Pete nodded.

“Presactly !”” he said, with a mean-
ing light in his eyes.

“Youw're a cunning blackbird!”
chuckled his worship, leaning for-
ward and giving his visitor a playful
dig in the chest. ‘“Strictly between
ourselves,” he added, lowering his
throaty voice, “I don’t mind telling
you that being landlord in these

for you’ll have no difficulty in get-
ting tenants. What's more, never
hesitate to kick ’em into the streef
if you don’t get your rent on the
nail 1”

It was only with an effort that
Player Manager Pete fought dotn
an impulse to take the mayor by the
scruff of the neck and kick him from
one end of Rackett Row to the
other; but he managed to console
himself with the thought that he was
going to hit the great man where it
would hurt him most—to wit, in the

pocket.
“M’yes!” he muttered thought-
fully. “Y’ll bear dose words in mind,

old hoss. Now, den,” he said briskly,
coming to a decision, “T’'m willing to
rent dat building for six months.
How long will it take to arrange
matters?”

There was a gloating, exultant
light in the mayor’s close-set eyes as
he rubbed his podgy hands together.

“I've no doubt that my friend
could get all the necessary papers
through by to-morrow morning,”
answered “so I shall be able to
clinch ‘the deal on his behalf if you
come to my office at ten
o’clock. How will that suit
(l you. my dear fellow?”

LS
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“Dat arrangement will suit
dis child down to de ground,”
answered Pete, with a cherubic
smile. “T’ll be wid you at ten
o’clock—as de cow flies |

Pete was as good as his
word, for the Corn Exchange
clock was striking the hour
when he presented himself at
Gumbril’s office on the fol-
lowing morning. ‘

The mayor was showing his
big horse teeth in a grin as
he waved his visitor to a com-
fortable armchair.

“I saw the owner of
Rackett’s Rent last night,” he
announced, pushing a box of
choice cigars across his desk,
“and he asked me if I would
mind doing the whole of this
business on his behalf. As a
matter of fact,” he ran on,
lowering his husky voice to a
confidential tone, “he doesn’t
wish his name to figure in the
—er—deal !”

“Quite s0,” nodded Pete,
fully appreciating the other
man’s cunning. “So your
name will appear on de docu-

-ments as owner ob de pro-
perty ?”

“ Exactly, my dear fellow !”
cried Amos. “This deal will
be between you and myself.
And may I say that your
grasp of detail does you great
credit 7

hairless apex of the mayoral
dome.

Smack !

“Yah, yah, yah!” roared
Pete, as Amos failed utterly

MASCOTS FOR THE MAYOR!

An ear-splitting din broke out as Gumbril’s car moved off.
number of strange articles that were fastened to ths rear of
'included a milkman’s handcart, a cats’-meat barrow, a perambulator, and a plzatoon of pots and pans.
superstitious to want all dem mascots, Gumboil ! ** yelled Pete, as he tore along behind.

you a lot of unluck!*

the limousine.
“* You must be be

“1got an idea dey will

t was caused by a
They

bring

“You make me blush !” de-
clared Pete, looking rather
coy. “But about dose docu-’
ments !”

Ty

to see the humorous side
of the incident. “I don’t
tink I hab laughed so much

since Uncle Herbert caught his nose
in de mouse-trap !”

Scores of eggs were rolling away
across the broad pavement, and the
temptation to enter into the spirit
of the proceedings was altogether
too strong for Tibby Slack and his
yelling cronies.

“Come on, boys!” cried the button-
nosed urchin, aiming like a Bisley
marksman and smiting the mayor on
the chin with an egg that had passed
the first flush of youth. *Gummy’s
been askin’ for this!”

° “Up, the Rents!” shouted the
other urchins, diving for ammuni-
tion. *

Roused by this eryptic war-cry, the
brightteyed  youngsters began an
intensive bombardment which
speedily smothered the great man
from head tc foot, and he was bel-
lowing like an enraged bull as he
tore himself out of the egg ‘crate and
glared round &t his assailants with
goggling eyes.

“1 know who you are, you brats!”
he ‘bellowed, his massive body
quivering as he shook his mighty
fists above his head. “I recognise
you, and I'll make your parents pay
dearly for this outrage! You’ll all
be skinned alive for this business!

" I-—" Oooo00ch !”

It ~was the narrew-shouldered
manager of the confectionery who
swung another bladder of lard and
slammed it flush over his worship’s
bloated countenance, and the air of
Tore, Street was rent by shouts of
hysterical laughter as Amos clawed
blindly at the sticky mess and
emitted strangled, gorgling noiscs
which Manager Peie could uot aszoci
ate with any known language

“Come along, boys!” he shouted,
as he saw two blue helmets bobbing

their way through the press of
people. “Tollow your uncle!”
“Coppers, lads!” hissed little

*Slack.

“Come on!”

I do

fal v
spend a quid or so in
done up !”

s at

o,
thoughtfully.
dat he ow
after a short pause.

“’Course I'm sure!” growled
Tibby; “but I don’t mind betting
that ’e wouldn’t own up to it!” he
added shrewdly. “It wouldn’t look
nice, seeing that ’e’s the mayor o’
the town!”

“Den—-

“ A long-nosed, herring-faced agent
collects the rents for ’im,” cut in
Tibby. “But'old Gummy does show
up sometimes—’specially if any of us
are a week be’ind in paying! And
then he kicks up a row and boots
someone out! It don’t matter to
Gummy whether the pore bloke’s ill
or out of work—out *e goes if ’e can’t

£

rowd * of
Apparently, the mayor had managed |
to clean himself up, and he had
turned to the Rents to exact speedy
vengeance.

‘“’Morning, old hoss!” he cried, as
his worship glowered at him with
black hate in his close-set little eyes. |
“Hab you come along to admire dese
gems ob architecture?”

“Mind your own  business, con-
found you!” snarled Amos, his heavy
features purple with rage. “What !
the deuce are you doing down here, |
anyway?”’ |

‘““’Smatter ob fact,” answered Pete,
assuming his most innocent manner,
“I was tinking about renting dat
house ober dere!” He nodded |
towards the empty building. *“Are |
you open to rent it, my dear old |
Gumboil 7

e no need
farthing on
s

ons!
ed to find some-
morous in the
his bullet head
ith laughter.

the landlord is
out of pocket, my
chortled wheezily.
v! He ' doesn’t
1z his tenants !”

! mused Pete, run-
over Rackett’s Rents.
f it wasn’t for de wall-
places  would fall to

n't go so far as to say that,”
d Amos; “but I'm willing to
that the tenements aren’t |
exactly luxurious! However, you
needn’t worry your head about that,

! iseses =3enssEse l
THE MORE YOU READ OF PETE, BOYS—THE MERRIER YOU'LL BE!
What a wind-up Pete couldn’t
to the footer get the Rovers
season! Peto to Wembley, so
aiways doss h9 has a (?up
things in style, Fl;al all?h'l,n;‘
and his own Cup ;s;:-mr-i—d:: t; :

* Final is a real trophy. 'Muff

H scream ! 3 said !

H bvséfs':

: : 'GORDONMasxcwies,

Pete’s eleven turns out against Gumbril’s team for ‘‘ Pete’s Cup Final !'** The
game is good, what happens before it is better—but what happens after ihe mateh

H is the biggest joke of all ! Read how the trophy arrives in a gigantic packing

ease ; Gumbril unpaeks it, and— But you’ll read all about it next Wednesday !

il!lullull.!l:Hlllﬂl!lIllllllﬂSIIllil!lllllll!lllllllllll!ll!lllllll!tlllllll!lllllll!ll!ll!llllllll!ll!llllll!tnlEln!lllllll!llll!!llll-

“Yes, yes,” said Amos,
opening a drawer and produc-
ing some legal-looking papers.
“ Hverything’s straightforward, so
we’ll have the whole business settled
within ten minutes!”

Amos Gumbril spoke the truth for
once in his life, for in less than nine
minutes the tumbledown, dilapidated
house in Rackett Row was rented to
Player Manager Pete for a period of
six months.

“And that,” grinned Amos Gum-
bril, slipping Pete’s cheque into his
pocket-book. “is that!”

“’Smatter ob fact,” observed kis
visitor, pocketing the legal docu-
ments, “dat is not presactly dat!”

The grin died out of Gumbril’s
close-set eyes, for there was a note in
the other man’s voice that puzzled,
him.

“What do you mean?” he snarled,
with a characteristic change of
manner.

“Just dis,” answered Pete. “In de
first place, my dear old Gumboil, I
happen to know dat you are de land-
lord ob Rackett’s Rents!”

“Who told’ you that, you black
hound 7’ shouted his worship, with a
savage malediction. “Have ' those
filthy little guttersnipes been talk-
ing? Have the lying little brats—"

“You needn’t say any more, my
dear old hoss,” cut in Pete, “’cause
I would rader belisbe a little gutter-
snipe dan his worship de mayor cb
Seahaben! M'yes! T will now pro-
ceed wid my intelligent observa-
tions! In de second place, Amos, T
am ob de opinion dat 1t is your duty,
as landlord, to repair and redecorate
de house dat I hab rented for de
period ob six months!”

“TIl sece you to Halifax before 1'11
spend &  penny on - the place!”
bellowed his worship, thumping the
£ sk with a big fist. “YT've
heard of such a thing, you
blac oundrel [

“Dat’s a bery loose statement, old
hoss,” declared Pete, “for you are
hearing it now! What’s more, dat

(Continued on the next page.)
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(Continued from previous page.)

house is going to be painted an’d
renovated from roof to cellar! What's
more, it is going to be done to my
satisfaction. Is dabt quite clear, cld
hoss ?”

Amos appecared to be upon the
verge of apoplexy as he sat back in
his chair and glared at his visitor
with goggling eyes. The thick
veins on either side of his forehead
.stood out like lengths of .whlpcor._'d;
the masseter muscles of his massive
- jaw showed like bands.

“I'm not a fool,” he grated, after
3 tense ‘silence ‘““and you'll find that
“youw've made a big mistake if you
think you are going to get the better
of Amos Gumbril! No doubt you
think you've been very clever in
renting that Rackett Row tenement
for six months, but I tell you at once
.that yow'll never bully or bluff me
“into spending a pennypiece on the
filthy hovel! So now we know how
we stand, Mr. Player Manager
Pete !” %

“¥ou refuse—
" “ Absolutely! Emphatically! De-
cidedly I’ snapped Amos, with flash-
ing eyes. “Youll find the door
behind you!”

.7 “I know,” grinned Pete; “but I
ain’t ready to go yet, Gumboil, old
hoss! ’Smatter ob fact, we are only
just beginning to understand each
other. M’yes: You say you won’t
‘spend a penny on de tenement I hab
rented—"

“] won’t spend a farthing, you
bone-headed imbecile!” snorted the
.great man. “I’ve told you about a
thousand times—"

“Quite sc,” agreed Pete; “and now
1 am goidg to tell you someting—
- but only once! Amos Gumboil,” ke
ran on in grave tones, “l am going
to hab you hounded out ob dis town
in less dan twenty-four hours! Not
a word, Amos! Listen to me! Seca-
_haben 1s going to ring wid de news
dat its mayor is a slum landlord ob
de deepest dye; a callous oppressor
ob de poor; a hard-hearted” tyrant
who won’t spend a penny on making
his wretched hovels even habitable!
'l plaster de town wid posters;
I'll employ a hundred sandwich-men
to parade de streets! Your infamy
_shall be known to all, Amos Gum-
‘boil 1

“ You—you wouldn’t dare!” gasped
the mayor in a husky whisper.

Pete showed his strong, white teeth
in a smile.

“Dere’s nothing in dis wide world
dat I won’t dare, once I hab made up
my mind,” he declared. “I tought
you knew dat, old hoss! Now, den,”
he added briskly, “what’s it to be?
Are you going to hab dat place
renovated—"

“Yes, yes, yes!” bellowed Gum-
“Pril, leaping out of his chair and
shaking a mughty fist under Pete’s
nose. *“This—this thing amounts to
‘blackmail, you brass-faced scoundrel,
but you know that you’ve got me
where you want me!” !

“Presactly,” agreed Pete, getting
to his feet and smiling into his
enemy’s blazing eyes. “And dere’s
just one ting more, my dear old
Gumboil 1

“What’s that?”

“De whole job has got to be
finished before Waster Monday!”
answered Pete. “Dat is most awf’ly
important, old hoss!”

3

The 4th Chapter.
Ringing the Changes.
3 MOS8 GUMBRIL knew Pete

well enough to be perfectly

sure that his enemy was not

the type of man to make
empty, meaningless threats, So, that
being the case, his worship lost uno
time in sending a Dbattalion cf
painters, decorators, plumbers,
plasters, and carpenters to No. 3,
Rackett’s Rents.

He was taking no risks.

Truth to tell, he was in anything
but a happy frame of mind, and his
one idea was to fulfil his promise to
the letter and so seal Pete’s lips.
For he knew quite well that his
official position would be scarcely
tenable if it were known that he was
the landlord of Rackett’s Rents, the

most natorious eyesore in the whole
. of Seahaven. :

It was on the morning of Thursday,

the day preceding Good Friday,

.wasn’t for the rent!

when Player Manager Pete strolled
down Rackett Row and halted qut-
side No. 8. The dingy-looking house
that had been in the last stages cf
dilapidation was now spick-and-span
and pleasing to the eye, its fresh
paint and varnish gleaming bravely
1 the spring sunshine.

“De job’s almest finished, isn’t it,
Rupert?’ asked Pete, turning to. a
stout, red-faced man whose dusty
bowler hat and two-foot rule stamped
him as foreman.

The red-faced man nodded.

“Just about,” he answered. “We
should be away from here in less
than half an hour!”

. *You seem to hab made a good
job ob it, old hoss!”

“Orders!” returned the foreman
tersely. “We was told to spare ro
expense! Why, we’ve even put in a
bath-room ! he ran on, his watery,
blue eyes protruding from
their sockets, “A bath-

you would hab any serious objection
to libing rent free!”

Joe Slack looked flabbergasted for
a moment or so, and then a broad
grin overspread his honest counten-
ance.

“I’ve heard that you’re a rare one
for a joke—" he began.

“But dis isn’t a joke, old hoss!”
declared Pete. “I s’pose you hab
noticed dat Number Free has been
done up? Right! Well, I hab paid
de rent ob dat tenement for six
months, and I want you and de rest
ob de people in dis hLouse to move
your goods and yourselbes into
Number Free as soon as possible.
How many families are dere in dis

building
“Seven, sir!”
“Myes! Den tell dem dat dey

needn’t pay me auny rent for six
months if dey care to go into de

and I'll take your tanks for granted.
But now buzz off and shift your
goods into de odder tenement!
Scatter !”

It was little over an hour later
when Pete entered a public telephone
box and rang through to Mr. Amos
Gunbril.

“Ts dat you, Sunshine?” he asked,
as the mayor's husky bellow blud-
geoned its way over the wire.

“Eh? What’'s that?’ roared
Amoz. “Who are you calling ¢ Sun-

shine,” you black-faced, half-witted
hooligan? What are you .wasting
my time for, anyway ? Out with it!”
“I want to speak to you about de
tenement dat I rented from you,” re-
turned Pete; “de house in Rackett
Row, you know !”
~ “QOf course I know!” snorted Gum-
bril. “It’s Number Three!”
“Presactly !” agreed Pete.
“Well, old hoss, I under-
stood dat you were going

room, mind you!” he em-
phasised almost fiercely.
“Blow me if that place
ain’t fit for a dook!”

“I'm glad to hear it, old
hoss,” grinned Pete. “Do
you mind if I hab a look
round ¥

if anyting am worryin’ you,

old hoss, drop me a line. De

latest batch ob letters am
answered below,

at night;
you go to bed ?

hotr poker, old hoss.
* * *

de aforesaid big frog ?

for inflammation !

I hab won in frog shows.

bay.

up by de parlour window.

make him sing like a bulldog.

well up behind his ears.
* * *

B. T. Kennedy

black eyes in case you meet de same
boy again and he gibs you anudder
one. H’m! D’you mean to tell me,
old hoss, dat you go about collecting

J. R. (Rugby).—You hab cold feet
will T recommend you a
quick way to get your feet warm before
Slap dem wid a red-

Percy Naylor (Liverpool).—You
hab caught a big frog;:do I tink it
would make a good pet, and if so, will
I tell you how to feed and how to keep
Percy, old hoss,
you couldn’t hab come to a better place
I hab been a frog
fancier for years ; I hab got a room full % * *
ob silver mounted aquariums which
Dere ain’t
no better pet dan a well-trained frog ;
if you let him off his chain at night
and allow him de run ob de house, he
will keep any amount ob burgulars at |
Feed him on peppercorns and
raw rice to keep him fierce, and in de
day-time keep him in a big kennel hung
A couple
ob tons ob birdseed twice a day will
Let himy
hab a couple ob ten-pound dumb-bells
for exercise, and watch him in de
mornings to make sure dat he washes

(Walsall).—
Another boy gabe you a black eye. You
want me to tell you a good cure for

black. eyes? - What do you do wid
dem keep dem in an album. Any-

way, a good cure am a pail ob
whitewash administered ad lib. (*“ Ad
1ib,” old hoss, am Swedish for ““ sloshed
in de optic.”)

* * *

Len March (Newcastie).—Is it
true dat de middle ob de earth am a
mass ob red-hot rock ? I dunno, Len ;
if you sit tight for two-free minutes,
I'll turn myself into a worm an’' go
down an’ hab a look for you.

Jim Lyons (Penrith).—You am
goin’ fishing ; how can you catch cod ?
Just a minute, old hoss. (Sammy !—
‘What do vou want, ima —Dere am
an old hoss here dat wan
| he can catch cod.—Tellhimtostandin a |
draught!) Am you still dere, Jim?
Sammy says dat de—
minute. (Sammy, de old S
to catch cod—not cold !—Oh, cod ?
Tell him to try snail-bait or a worm.—
Tank you, Sammy !) Hello, Jim! I
got it right now ; Sammy says dat to
catch cod you must bait your hook wid
a pail or a churn.

MAKE A PAL OF PETE!

Write him to-day! You can

s to know how | fi

be sure of getting a reply—
especially if you want to know
something !

to ha’}J de place done

up—

“It has been done up!”
roared Amos. “From roof
to cellar! The workmen
didn’t leave the place until
an hour or so ago, you
maniac! The decorations
have cost me a fortune!”

Address your letters to Pete,
c/o The Editor, The BOYS'®
REALM, Fleetway House, Far-
ringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

Robinson Crutcher (Leeds),—
Yah, yah, yah! At first I tought dat I
hab got hold ob a letter from Robinson
Crusoe, old hoss. Funny dat your
name am like his, ain’t it? I dunno
whether Crusoe was de man dat in-
vented safety pins, or whether he was
de first man to go down a coal-mine
wearin’ a silk hat. Anyway, he was a
bery extinguished old hoss. Now den,
you want to know how to get rid ob a
red nose. I',nhook i‘t, and buy anudder,

-

.M. B. (Croydon).—“ What is the
biggest joke in the world 2 Easy, old
hoss. Gumbeil !

=

= *
Bill Pilkington (Walsall).—Some

eTe SHOW goe
time. Well, if you am really -
Bill, I don’t mind telling you how you
B Wrap a snowball up in
an old sock about de end ob January,
den sit down an’ watch it until about de
middle ob August. If de snowball
tries to get away, you follow it—you’'ll
soon see w.here lt‘gocs to!

-

8. Thompson (Wigan).— You
want to know if earwigs get deir feet
wet when it rains and dey walk about
on de wet ground. Dey don’t get deir
feet wet ; dey all wear gumboots. Ain’t
you eber seen dem wid deir umbrellas
up in de rain ? Dey usually put dem
up about de same time as de mos-
quitoes put on deir macintoshes.

The foreman shook his head in ‘a
vague kind of way; he was obviously
pondering upon the enormity of
havirig a bath-room in a slum tenc-
ment,

The workmen had taken their de-
parture by the time Pete concluded
his tour of inspection, and his dark
eyes were twinkling with a mis-
chievous light as he passed out cf
the door of No. 3 and met Tibby
Slack. Sy

“Is your father at home, Tibby?
he asked. :

“Yes, mister,” answered tihe
diminutive urchin.  “I've told ’im
all about you, and ’e says you ain’t
arf a lad! Do you want to see 'im,
mister 7’

“Yes old hoss,” grinned Pete. “At
once—or a bit sooner dan dat, if you
can manage it!”

«Chuck it!” grinned Mr. Slack,
tilting his battered bowler
hat to an angle, and striding

tenement dat’s just been done up;
but they hab got to get a move on,
oderwise 1 may change my mind!
Buzz off, old hoss, and desiccate de
glad tidings!” Pete meant dissemi-
nate, but a little slip like that
didn’t matter. “Tell dem dat dey
hab got to shift deir gquarters in
’bout two shakes ob a baa-lamb’s
rudder! Off you go!”

Joe Slack needed no second bid-
ding; there was something in Pete’s
manner which assured him that the
Rovers’ player manager was being
periectly serious for once.

Joe was absent for less than five
minutes, and his homely face was one
big grin as he burst into the little
kitchen with a crowd of bright-eyed
tenants at his heels.

“ (et a mobe on!” cried Pete, as he
was almost carried off his feet. “I
hab no doubt dat you're all pleased,

“Den I'm ’fraid dere has been a
mistake, old hoss!” declared Pete.
“Number Free is still empty, and it
looks as dough it's dikely to fall
down at any moment! De workmen
made a mistake in de house, p’r’aps;
in which case—"

“Stop talking, you woolly-headed
windbag ! bellowed his worship
from the other end of the wire. “I'm
going down to the Rents at once!
Ring off! Ring off!”

Pete was whistling softly to himself
when his worship’s thousand-pound
limousine swung round the corner
into Rackett Row and came to a
standstill outside the door of No. 3.

“Where’s that black villain?”?
roared Amos, leaping out of the
handsome vehicle and glaring round
for his enemy.

“Who are you looking for, old
hoss 7 asked Pete, his dusky
countenance a picture of

off along the mnarrow pave- childlike innocence,
ment. ,;* His worship emitted an

Tibby’s father, a red- d W TR ugly, grating laugh as he
haired, pleasant-faced man, 1 pointed a shaking finger to-
greeted Player Manager Pete ¢ s wards the mnew decorated
with a broad smile. ”M tenement.

“Of course, I know you by > ; “I  thought the place
sight, sir,” lie said, as his w - - hadn’t been donc up, you
visitor made himself at SRR hound!” he shouted, his mas-
home in the stuffy little Hab you eber heard about sive body quivering with
kitchen. “I always go down to .the de time when old Sambo got fu(r‘,v.v That’s No. 3—"

Rovers’ ground when I can spare the ﬁable(:nlzt ?"" Dean" d’l‘:te;u? h:";: . 1\:‘,0, it isn’t, my dear old Gum-
money ! But things ain’t too bright chase - de  aloom e o boil ” protested Pete. “De number

down at the docks just now, sir.”

“T know, old noss,” returned Pete.
“You put in four days a week—if
you're lucky!”

“That’s so, sir,” agreed Tibby’s
father, accepting a cigar from Pete’s
case. “I’'m not grousing, sir, and
we could get along champion if it
That’s the chief
worry ; our landlord won’t wait even
a couple o’ days—"

“ Presactly,” cut in Pete. ’Smatter
of fact, old hoss, I want to know if

countinghouse, old hoss!

“ Hi, Sambo ! shouted one
ob de guests. I want a clean
towel—dis one am awful !

“ Dat’s funny ! said Sambo.
“ Bberybody in de hotel hab been
usin’ dat towel for de last two
weeks, an’ you am de fust to
complain !>

Tell your pal dat one, an’

den watch him smole!

plate on de door says dat it’s No. 6—
and number plates neber lie!”

The red light of suspicion flashed "

into his worship’s little eyes.

“Then some blackguyard has
changed the plates!” he bellowed.
“This is the house I rented to
you—"

“Not at -all, my dear, misguided
old hoss,” put in Pete. *Surely dat
is de tenement you rented to me!”
He was beaming brightly as he
pointed to the tumbledown structure

that had recently been vacated by
the Slacks and the other tenants.
“Dat’s Number Free, as you can sec
by de plate on de door! Besides, it's
empty, which is anodder. proof!”

.Amos Gumbril removed his glossy
silk hat and breathed hard, and his
eyes were goggling from his head as
he glowered up at the grinning faces
which filled every window of the
newly-decorated tenement.

“Then—then what is this carrion
doing in—in a house that is fit for
decent people to live in?” he
demanded. “My workmen wouldn't
be such fools as to do up a house
that was occupied by—by these dock
rats—-"

“Yah, yah, yah!” roared Pete,
who had, of course, changed the
number ‘plates. “Seems to me dat
you are in a bit ob a mess, old hoss!
Still, you can’t blame dese people
for living in de house dat you hab
so kindly done up for dem!”

“But I didn’t do it up for them!”
blustered the mayor, his * pouchy
features turning a dull shade of
purple. “There’s been some trickery
about this business—"

“I can’t help your troubles, old
hoss!” interrupted Pete. Al
know is dat you hab got to renovate
dat oder house in double quick time,
oderwise I shall carry out de threat
dat made free-four days ago!
M'yes! I hope dat is quite clear to
your washup !”

The 5th Chapter.
Qumbril’s Mascots,

HERE was a strange gleam in
Pete’s dark eyes as he met
Gumbril’s smouldering gaze,
and Amos was seething with

white-hot fury as he realised that
his enemy had managed to get the
better of him once again. The mayor
was no fool, and he realised that
Pete had succeeded in ringing the
changes on him; but what incensed
him most was the fact that he wasn’t
in a position to hit back. To defy
Pete was to risk disgracing himself
in the eyes of the whole town, and
the expression in Pete's dark eyes
had warned him that it wouldn’t
pay him to take the risk.

“Very well, you black hound!” he

snarled, swinging round upon his
enemy. *“You shall get your own
way this time 2

“Meaning,” grinned Pete, “dat
your workmen will get busy at once!
M'yes!”

Amos nodded his bullet head,
stepped into the car; and slammed
the door with a violence which
threatened to wreck the vehicle.

“Yes, I suppose it does mean
that,” he grated, his purple counten-
ance framed in the window, “but I
warn you against running away with
the idea that you’'ve got the better
of me, you grinning ape!”

‘I hope' you ain’t cross wid me,
old hoss!” said Pete contritely.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Joe Slack,
from an upper window. “You're a
real lad, you are, Mr. Pete!”

“Take your face away, fellow!”

shouted  his  worship  throatily.
“Take it away! It offends me!”
“Your dial ain’t exactly an oil

painting, old man!” returned Mr.
Slack. “But you'd look real ’and-
some with a lemon in your mouth!”

This gem of wit was received with
roars of laughter. by the other
tenants.

“Silence, you carrion!” bellowed
his worship, his bloated countenance
distorted with fury.

“Who are you calling carrion, old

frog-face?” demanded a scowling
navvy from the top storey.

“You, you impudent hound!”
shouted Amos, thrusting his head
and shoulders through the open
window of the car. “I'll— Ow!

QOooooch !”

“Yah, yah, yah!” roared ' Pete,
taking a mighty leap backwards as
a deluge of Dboiling soapsuds
descended upon his worship’s bald
head. “Good shot, my dear!”

“Don’t you talk to my Willie in
that coarse manuer!” shrilled a lady
from a window above, shaking a
skinny fist at the mayor. “Say an-
other word and I’ll let you have the
bath ’an all, you rude man! I'm
a lady of few words, and I—"

“Stop it, woman, stop it!” bel-
lowed Ames, mopping his streaming
head with a bright red handkerchief.
“As for you,” he snarled, glaring
across at Pete’s beaming face,
“you’ll hear more about this affair!”

“And you're likely to hear -more
about someting else in a moment,
old hoss !” grinned his enemy.

“What do you mean by that, you
scoundrel?” blazed Amos, who was
almost past coherent speech.

“Nothing, old hoss, nothing!”
replied Pete.

(Continued on next page.)
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“Home, Harvey!” shouted Amos,
rapping on the glass partition and
glowering at his chauffeur. *And
drive like the deuce, you slug!”

A mighty cheer went up from the
wholo of Rackett’s Rents as the car
moved off, but a moment later the
cheers ‘were drowned by an car-
splitting, nerve-shattering din that
must have been heard all over the
town. Tibby Slack and his cronies
were responsible for® the deafening
riot of discordant noise, for they had
employed their peculiar talents in
attaching all manner of articles to
the back of Amos Gumbril’s new
thousand-pound limousine. Indeed,
they had displayed quite a lot of
ingenuity in making their choice.

For instance, a milkman’s hand-
cart, a cats’-meat barrow, and a
stranger’s bicycle had been pressed
into service, and amongst the other
things that clattered along behind
the car were a dozen dustbins, a
perambulator, a barrowload of fresh
nerrings, a platoon of old pots and
pans, and a big bath,in which sat
Master Tibby Slack.

“Keep on, you idiot!” roared
Amos Gumbril, as his startled
chauffeur was in the act of applying
his brakes. “The rabble’s up to
more mischief, but it’s got nothing
to do with us! Move, you maniac!
Get some speed out of her!”

Clatter! Crash! Bang! Splash!
Thud!
The tornado of barbaric noise

increased in volume as the car shot
forward and swung round the corner,
leaving a mixed trail of milk, meat,
and herrings in its wake, but it was
not until he heard the shrill shriek
of police whistles that Amos Gumbril
associated the ear-splitting racket
with either himself or his car.

“Pull up!” he shouted, as two con-
stables planted themselves in the
roadway and waved their -arms
about. “Jam the brakes on, you
fool 1

No sooner did the car come to a
standstill than one of the constables
wrenched open the door and fixed
the mayor with an arctic eye.

“What’s the meaning o’ this, my
man?” he demanded, feeling for his
notebook. “We don’t mind a
motorist having a mascot, but this
(is going a bit too far!” i

“Mascot?” snorted Amos, going
red about the ears. “I haven’t got
a mascot, you idiot!” y

“Now, now, that’s quite enough
o’ that!” warned the policeman, as
though speaking to a peevish child.
“What's the idea?  What's the
meaning of it?”

‘““What’s the meaning of what, you
lunatic?” snorted Gumbril, begin-
ning to lose all control of himself.
“Yowre talking through = your
helmet, so I think you'd better know
that you are in the presence of the
Mayor of Seahaven. I am Mr. Amos
Gumbril, fellow!”

“Well, what about it?” asked the
constable in a tone of mild surprise.

It was a perfectly simple question,
veb it seemed to take every puff of
wind out of the great man’s sails.

“Wh-what—what about it?” he
stuttered. ~ “I'm the mayor, you
thick-headed maniac!”

“I know you’re the mayor,” said
the constable quietly. “You told me
so just now. But that doesn’t give
you the right to scatter cats’ meat
and herrings about the streets of the
town. And neither have you the
right to flood the place with gallons
of milk. You look like getting into
serious trouble over this, my man!”

“Yah, yah, yah!” roared Pete,
strolling up at that moment and
raising his hat to the mayor. “You
know, Amos,” he said, wagging a
fatherly finger - under Gumbril's
ample nose, “I tink it was bery
stupid ob you to tie all dose tings on
to de back ob de car. I know per-
fectly well dat boys will be boys,
but I told you distinctly dat you
would fall foul ob dat magnificent
body ob men, de Seahaben police.”
He bowed gravely to the two con-
stables, and continued: “As you ex-
plained to me, you are passionately
_fond ob a practical joke, but——"

“Don’t pay any attention to the
lying  hound, officer!” shouted his
worship; leaping out of the car and
confronting his enemy with blazing
eyes. “The whole affair’s a put-up
job. and I don’t mind betting that
this black scoundrel is at the bottom
of it! You know the hooligan—""

)

“We certainly know the gentle-
man, sir,” cut in one of the con-
stables, somewhat sharply. “Mr.
Pete gives very liberally to police
charittes, which is more than can
be said for some exalted persons in
the town.”

“Yah, yah, yah!” roared Pete, as
Amos  stuttered and fumed. = “I
wonder who de intelligent officer is
referring to, my dear old Gumboil ?
Golly! Where’s de fire!” he
ejaculated, his eyes upon the yelling
crowd that came racing out of
Rackett Row.

“’Ere ’e .is! They’ve got ’im!
The covppers ’ave nabbed ’im!”

It was the wild-eyed purveyor of
cats’ meat who uttered the shout,
and the cry was taken up by the
milkman, the lady who owned the
perambulator, and the cyclist, an
insurance agent with a pronounced
squint and a walrus moustache. The
herring hawker—a burly young man
in a striped jersey-—was also among
those present. Tibby Slack and his
cronies helped to swell the clamorous
mob that was making a bee-line for
goggle-eyed Amos.

“What do you mean by it, .ch?”
demanded the cats’-meat man, rush-
ing up to his worship and grabbing
him by the lapels of his morning-
coat. *‘I s’pose you think it’s funny,
giving an open-air banquet to all
the blistered cats in  Seahaven?
The moggies are ’aving the time o’
their lives, they are; and it's
my meat that they’re eating!”

“And  what about my
’errings?”  blustered the fish
hawker, sweeping Gumbril’s
silk hat off its perch.

“And my milk?” wailed the
roundsman.

“And my pram?” shrilled a
hawkfaced lady, smiting at his wor-
ship with a rolling-pin.

‘“And my bike?” barked the in-
surance agent, his walrus moustache
bristling.

Amos Gumbril looked absolutely
flabbergasted as he gazed round at
the circle of angry faces. The thing
had happened with such startling
suddenness that he was knocked com-
pletely off his balance, and he looked
as cheerful as a fat worm at a wood-
peckers’ tea fight as he turned to
the constables for sympathetic advice.

93

“Wh-what can I do?” he stam-
mered.
“Pay up and look cheerful,”

grunted the younger of the consta-
bles. ““You've had your bit of fun
and 7

“I've had my what?” roared
Amos, a paroxysm of white-hot fury
surging ’t;hrough him.. “Do you

think——

“De officer is quite right, my dear
old Gumboil,” put in Pete sooth-
ingly. “De best ting you can do is
to pay up and look cheerful!”

“It is, an’ all!” snorted the cats’-
meat purveyor. ‘Not that I'd mind
takin’ the case to court!”

The idea of fighting the ‘case in
public did not appeal to Gumbril in
the least, and his fleshy hand w
shaking as he fumbled for his note
case. a

“Tll settle at once, you—you vul-
tures!” he grated. * What was your
stock worth, fellow?”

“Five pounds!” answered the
cats’-meat man. ‘“And I'm letting
you ’ave the meat at wholesale
price!”

Amos was muttering savagely as
a banknote changed hands, but he
was too angry and agitated to argue
the point. Indeed, his one idea was
to get out of the mess.

‘“Next!” he snorted.

“Six pounds!” said the milkman.

“Seven quid!” growled the fish
hawker,

“F¥our pounds for wilful damage!”
piped the insurance agent.

“Three pounds ten!” shrilled the
hawk-faced lady with the rolling-pin.

Amos was breathing hard as he
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The 6th Chapter.
Qumbri! Gets Hatched!
E Monday, and Player

T was Easte
I planned a

for the

y Rackett’s
Rents. a kind of
garden- ty to eat and
drink, 1 presents for his
guests. The affair was to take place
in the open space in the rear of
No. 3, ¢ Pete had spent the whole

1 decorating the courtyard
and pennants, highly-
mers, gay paper lan-

morning
with fi
coloured
terns, and oons of paper chains.
The big-hearted fellow was boy-
ishly happy as he toiled, and his dark

eyes twinkled with excitement as he l fully. “So you won’t subscribe a

gazed at the monster FEaster egg
that was to be run out on a hawser
and suspended over the cowrtyard.

he egg was a massive affair, a
bright red receptacle capable of
holding a full-grown man. The idea
was to fill it with toys and sweets of
all descriptions, and, as a climax to
the garden-party, it was to gape
open into two parts and shower gifts
upon the crowd of urchins below.

It was a happy idea, and Pete
liked it well, and he was about to
get to work upon the filling process
when Mr. Amos Gumbril came upon
the scene. Pete was standing upon
the iron balcony of the top storey
tenement, so his surprise was abso-
lutely genuine when the back door
opened and his enemy appeared.

“What's all this tomfoolery
about ?” demanded Amos, his little
eyes smouldering as he glared round
at the gay decorations.

“What tomfoolery, old
asked Pete in a quiet voice.

“Why, all this, you maniac!”
snorted the mayor, embracing the
scene with a wave &f pudgy

hoss ?”

his

hand. ‘“What are you going to get
out of it?” he asked brusquely.
“ Nothing ?”

“Dat’s just where you're wrong,
my dear old Gumboil,” smiled Pete.
“I’'m going to get quite a lot out
of it—a lot ob pleasure, dat is.
F'rinstance, I shall hab de satis-
faction ob knowing dat I hab
brought a spot ob sunshine into
de libes ob dese poor people who
are forced to exist in your filthy
tenements, Mr. Slum Landlord !”

Amos Gumbril snorted angrily.

“That sort of talk sounds noble
and fine,” he jeered. “But you
can't throw dust into my eyes, my
fine fellow. Only fools fling their
money about, and.you can’t kid me
that you're giving something for

nothing. I don’t know _v.;ha.t your
game is, but T'll bet it's pretty
shady.”

“Hab it your own way, my dear
Gumboil,” returned Pete in a meek
voice. ‘“’Smatter ob fact, 'm going
to gib de boys and girls an Easter
treat, and I should like to mention
dat all donations, no matter h’0’w
small, will be tankfully receibed !

Amos stared in blank amazement
for a moment or so, and then he

threw his bullet head back, and
roared with throaty laughter.
“You're—you're not suggesting

thas I should aid you in your mad-
ness, are you?”’ he asked, dabbing
his eyes with a silk handkerchief.
“1 wouldn’t dream of giving you a
brass farthing towards this affair!
»u treat this rabble the
f you! All they
rm treatment, and
you've burnt your
're much older!”
wred Pete thought-
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GUMBOIL HATCHES OUT!

in the big sheet, while on every.side went up roar after roar of laughter at the mayor’s discomfiture.

shot swiftly downwards.

As Pete pulled the cord, the giant Easter egg gaped open, and Qumbril
Below the crowd were waiting to catch him

fiber towards de festivities?”
‘ {9

“No, I won't, you imbecile!
shouted Ames. “What’s more, I
absolutely forbid you to go through
with this nonsense! There’s not
going to be any Kaster treat—and
that’s that!”

Pete lifted his eyebrows until they
almost touched the roots of his
woolly thatch. ;

“Is dat so?” he murmured, with a
broad grin. -

' | T TV T snapped the
mayor. ‘“This courtyard is my pro-
perty. so my word is law! You'll
take those decorations down at once,
my fine fellow; I refuse to encourage
vou in your latest lunacy! I won't
have my tenants pampered!”

“Hm! I'm sorry to hear dat, old
hoss,” said Pete, rubbing his smooth
chin reflectively, “’cause it makes
tings kind of rader awkward for dis
child! You're quite sure dat you're
going to stop my treat, old hoss? 1
mean, it ain't an idle rumour, or
anyting like dat!”

Amos gave a wild laugh.

““Sure!” he snorted, his throaty
voice echoing through the courtyard.
“I was never so sure of anything in
my life, you poor fool! All these
lanterns and streamers must be
@destroyed immediately, so I'll give
“you a helping hand by smashing that
ridiculous thing—just to start with!”

No sooner did the words pass his.
lips than he swung his heavy walk-
ing-stick above his head and leapt
towards the monster Easter egg; and

122

the stick had just started upon its .

downward journey when Pete darted
forward and caught the upraised
wrist in a grip of steel. ¢

“Just one moment, old hoss!” he
begged, as Amos struggled and
kicked in a frantic effort to free him-
self of the crushing pressure that was
numbing his wrist. “I should hab
been bery cross wid you if you
cracked my Easter egg! M'yes!
Dat’s an extra-special bit ob ‘hen
fruit, Gumboil, old hoss, so I should
like you to hab an extra-special look
ab it1”

“I don't want—-—" began his
worship, struggling like a madman.

‘““What you want hasn’t got any-
ting to do wid it, old hoss!” Pete
informed him. “It is my wish dat
you should go inside de shell and
make a noise like a chick, so it
stands to reason dat you hab got to
go inside! M’yes! Presactly!”

“T tell you that I won’t——"

“And I teli you dat you will!”
grinned Pete. ‘‘’Smatter ob fact,
de whole ting is as good as settled !”

Handling the big man as though
he were a fractious child, Pete held
him by the collar and the rear portion
of his trousers, and heaved him
through the open top into the in-
terior of the giant Easter egg; and
the air of Rackett's Rents was still
vibrating with wild cries for help as
the lid closed down over Gumbril's
neck!

“Yah. yah, yah!” roared Pete, as
Gumbril opened and shut his mouih
in an effort to find words. “What
are you laughing about, Gumboil, old

hoss ?”

“Let me out, you black bar-
barian!” yelled Gumbril. “Help!
Police! Murder! Release me at
once, you black-faced, snub-nosed,
lop-eared brute!”

“Yah, yah, yah!” shouted Pete,
“Now make yourself comfy, old
hoss, 'cause you're going for a little
ride! Are you ready, Mr. Gum-
boil ?” g

His worship’s reply to the polite
question was a flow of flowery in-
vective that could not have been
equalled even by the dock labourers
of Rackett's Rents. and he positively
excelled himself when the giant ecgg,
attached to the hawser, went sailing
away, bearing Gumbril upon the first
stage of his aerial voyage.

Loud were his protests and threats
as he was carried over the well -of
the court, and the egg was tossing
like a dinghy in a heavy swell by
the time it veached its destination,
and Pete left it to dangle in mid-air.

The courtyard was scething with a
velling, _bright-eyed crowd as Pete
ran down the winding iron staircase
and joined his guests, and within a
short matter of seconds the riot of
fun and feasting was in full swing.

Prodigious quantities of food and
drink disappeared miraculously in a
record space of time, and it was not
until Tibby and his companions
began to  breathe' with something
very like physical discomfort that
Pete made his way up the wind-
ing staircase to the top storey, and
disappeared into the back door of the
tenement. An expectant silence fell
upon the assembly as he was lost la
sight, but a yell of excitement broke

(Continued at foot of next page.)
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This cheery chat tells you

all about the Scottish Cup

Final, which takes place
next Saturday.

S another football season draws
to a close, so comes along
the Final Tie for the Scot-
tish Cup. A picture of the

cup is before you—quite an unpreten-
tious-looking trophy, isn’t it? Yes,
but what tremendous struggles have
been waged for its possession—
struggles which thrilled.

A Fiver Apiece.

Our picture shows the original cup
purchased exactly fifty-four years
ago for the sum of £50. Queen’s
Park, greatest of amateur -clubs,
headed the list of subscribing clubs
with a subscription of £5, and seven
other clubs followed suit with a fiver
apiece—Vale of Leven, Third
Lanark, Clydesdale, Eastern, Dum-
breck, Granville, and the Rovers.
The Scottish Football Association,
not then a year old, gave a subscrip-
tion of £10, and so the £50 required
was secured. z

Sixteen clubs took part in the first
contest for the trophy. Five of them
are still alive—Queen’s Park, the
pioneers of soccer in Scotland, Vale
of Leven, Dumbarton, Kilmarnock,
and Third Lanark. All have won
the Cup. Queen’s Park have been
holders on ten occasions. They won
the first three Finals, going through
all the ties and having only one
goal scored against them, a remark-
able record.

Queen’s Park were then in a class
by themselves. In the first Final
they walloped Clydesdale by 2—0;
in the second they outed Renton by
three clear goals; and in the third
they defeated Third Lanark by 2—0.
In the following season Queen’s were
beaten for the first time in any
game. In the fifth round of the ties
Vale of Leven knocked them out by
two goals to one, and went on to
win the Cup, defeating Glasgow
Rangers in the Final by 5—2.

All the Winners.

This precious old Cup has been
competed for forty-eight times. The
competition was suspended during
the Great War. This season’s Final
will be the forty-ninth. Celtic, a
club that came into being long after
Queen’s Park and Rangers were
famous, has won the trophy on
eleven occasions. Glasgow Rangers,
the most disappointing cup fighters
in, Scotland, have won only four
Finals, the last away back in the
first years of the century. Heart of
Midlothian cana also claim four Final
vietories Renton, Third Lanark,
and Hibernian two, and Dundee,

SCOTLAND'S

Dumbarton, Falkirk, St. Bernard,
Kilmarnock, Partick Thistle, and St.
Mirren one apiece. ~And what's
more, Celtic have figured in eighteen
Finals, Queen’s Park in a dozen,
and Rangers in eleven.

One of the most memorable Scot-

tish Finals was that between Celtic
and Heart of Midlothian, played on
Ibrox Park, in 1901. This was what
is known as ‘“Bobby Walker’s
Final.” In his day Walker was the
finest inside-right in Britain, and
was the football idol of Scotland for
years. He played the game of his
life for Hearts'in this last round,
and won the match and the Cup.
Yet never a goal did he score—no,
not one. Listen!

Wonderful Walker!

It was a wild, wet afternoon when
the teams lined wup. The ground
was soft—just right for Bobby
Walker’s plodding play. It suited
this prince of dribblers, and a merry
dance he led the mighty men of
Celtic—strong, skilful, subtle players
and schemers. Nearing the close
Hearts held the comfortable lead of
three to one. For every Heart’s
goal Walker had drawn the Celtic
defence, and made scoring easy for
his mates. Then came a brilliant
Celtic rally, and in five minutes the
scorcs were flush—three all. A
Celtic forward, Sandy M’Mahon,

THE SCOTTISH CUP!
This trophy cost £50 just fifty=
four years ago!

smilingly chaffed Walker, and told

quite satisfactory to the Celts.

But Sandy reckoned without the
wonderful Walker. Bobby had not
yet shot his bolt. He had one more

him that a drawn game would be .

BIG DAY!

card up his sleeve, and he played it
with consummate skill and artistry.
There was only three minutes of the
game to go. The ball was kicked

& off. It quickly came to Walker, who

was a genius at finding perfect posi-
tion, and he. .with a clever dribble
and subtie pass, opened ocut play so
beautifully that the Celtic defence
was bewildered; in their bewilder-
ment he got the ball again, dodged
a rushing and plunging Celtic half-
back, planted the ball adroitly down
the middle for the centre-forward to
tip it into the net. Heart of Mid-
lothian 4, Celtic 3. - What a Final—
full of fire and devil, with Bobby
Walker the wonder werker of the
twenty-two ! ;

In Ten Minutes!

You have heard it before—
“There’s many a slip ’twixt the cup
and the lip!”” 'I thought so. Well,
in the whole history. of Scottish
Final ties there is nothing to touch
Clyde F.C.’s slip. It was intensely
dramatic. Like this. In the spring
of 1910 Clyde and Dundee reached
the Final, and faced each other on
Ibrox Park. Clyde, five minutes from
time, held the very comfortable lead
of two clear goals. Spectators were
flocking from the ground in thou-
sands, sure that Dundee had lost.
But with three minutes to go Dundee
took Clyde by surprise, and scored.

WHERE MOST OF THE SCOTTISH CUP FINALS ARE PLAYED.

HAMPDEN PARK, GLASGOW. This is the venue for most of the Scottish Cup Finals, and it holds the record
for the largest number of spectators that have ever witnessed a football match—this was at an International match

between Scotland and England on March 23rd, 1912, when 127,307 people were inthe ground.

It is the home

of Queen’s Park, the famous Scottish amateur club ; they are nicknamed ‘* The Spiders.’?

®
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Here’s where you learn

quite a lot of things you

didn’t know about footer
over the Border,

With two minutes to go they sur-
prised them again, and the match
was all square. In the next minute
Clyde surprised themselves by miss-
ing two perfect pinches.

So sure were the reporters that
Clyde had won that they had phoned
—-Clyde 2, Dundee 0—to their offices,
and the papers containing Clyde’s
“victory ” were on sale in the
streets. So sure were thousands of
Dundee supporters that  their
favourites were out that they fled
from the,ground ten minutes from
time, and were far away from the
scene when Dundee pulled the tie
out of the fire by two of the most
dramatic sweeps ever seen in Scot-
tish football. Hundreds of sup-
*porters had hurried to the railway
station and embarked for home, and
when they were told the result they
could scarcely credit it. The replay
was drawn—0—0—and the second re-
play was won by Dundee by 2—1.
Truly a remarkable Final, in which
fickle fortune smiled on the men
from the banks of Tay.

Clever Celtic!

Glasgow Celtic won the Scottish
Cup in the third year of their exist-
ence. From their inception the
Celis' have had a top-notch team.
Only the best is good enough for
them. Why, in their first season
they entered four cup competitions,
and in every case the club that beat
them won the trophy at stake.
Third Lanark clovted them in the
Scottish Final by 2 to 1, on April 9th,
1892; they played their first winning
Final on old Ibrox. Their opponents
were Queen’s Park. Have a twig
at the tecams.

Celtic: Cullen; Reynolds and
Doyle; Maley, Kelly, and Galla-
cher; M’Callum, Brady, Dowds,
M’Mahon, and Campbell. ;

Queen’s Park: Baird: D. Sillars
and W. Sellar; J. Gillespie, Tom
Robertson, and D. Stewart; W.
| Gulliland, T. Waddell, J. Hamilton,
| J. Scott, and W. Lambie.

The amateurs played with great
calm and skill. They had the Celis
guessing in the first half, and looked
good winners when they ecrossed
over leading by a goal to nil. But
Celtic were a different Celtic in the
second half. They made rings round
the amateurs, and ultimately ran
out winners by 5 goals to 1. That
was the Celts second Final. They
have now played in eighteen, and
have won the Cup eleven times, a
record which will take some
whacking.
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SAMaPETE!
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(Continued from previous page.)

out when he reappeared carrying a
big linen sheet.

“Silence, ladies and gents!” piped
Tibby.

“I s’'pose you hab all heard about
Humpty Dumpty, the old hoss who
had a great fall?” cried Pete, with
a broad grin. “Well, I am about 10
introduce to your distinguished notice
a Humpty Dumpty ob your bery
own! All ob dose who remember
deir geography will know dat de
original Humpty Dumpty had a
great fall and landed upon de back
of his neck. Well, I hab every
reason to beliebe dat my old hoss is
about to do likewise—only more so!
M’yes!” He beamed down at the
sea of upturned faces. ‘Catch!” he
cried, dropping the sheet over the
side of the balcony. ‘“Now, den,
what you boys and girls hab got to
do is to catch my Humpty Dumpty
as he falls, so all ob you will hab
to gib a hand in holding de sheet
under de Easter egg! Dat’s de idea!

An’ when you hab caught Humpty |

Dumpty, you know what to do wid
him. M’yes! Are you ready?”

“Yessir!”

“Den watch closely, my pippins!”

Pete’s dusky countenance was one
big grin as he tugged at the length
of cord that was attached to Gum-
bril’s prison, and a shrill yell of ex-
citement went up from the delighted
urchins as the monster egg gaped

(Continued in col. 5—this page.)

GRAND CUP FINAL NUMBER!'!
SPECIAL ARTICLES—NEW FEATURES——NEWSTORIES!

car.

of his own!

Jvssrnensnconvans

OUT ON WEDNESDAY !

Stunning New Serial!

“LUCKY JIM!”

Coming next week—the opening chapters of a
corking new serial.
and he can play cricket, fight, and drive a racing
“ Some’ lad ! ‘* Some *’ story!

Arthur S. Hardy Again!

“ —EIGHT — NINE—OUT !”

The first yarn of a smashing new full-of-fun
boxing series.
behind~the-scenes stories—and no writer

more popular than Arthur 8. Hardy!

One of His Own!

“PETE’S CUP FINAL!”

Of course, Pete’s got to have a Cup Final !
can’t play at Wembley, so he organises a Final
This yarn is a real mirth-maker ;
you’'ll chuckle from start to finish !

“ALL THE WINNERS AT
WEMBLEY!”

Extra-special pictorial feature—all about the

Heaps of other fine articles, cartoons,

Jim’s lucky, all right—

You’ll enjoy these rollicking
is

He

Cup Final.

chats, etc.

SAM=PETE!

2 ¥ Sordon Maxwell

(Continued from col. 1—this page.)

slowly open and the purple face of
his worship the mayor peered down
into the crowded courtyard below.

He saw his peril at once—it was
only too real. .

“Help, help! Save me—save me!”
he bellowed, clinging on in a frenzy
of terror. “Police! Save-— Quch!”

Losing his grip, he shot out of the
egg and sailed swiftly through space,
his arms and legs waving like the
tentacles of a demented octopus, and
no sooner did he bulge the middle of
the sheet than he was rolled up in
its folds, arnd dragged across the
cobbles towards the street.

Stifled howls mingled with the
riot of shrill laughter as he was
rushed along Rackett Row and
dragged across to the bank of the
sluggish canal. But the wild howls
became a subdued murmur when his
worship was lifted up, swung back-
wards and forwards three or four
times, and then sent flying through
the air into the hold of a refuse
barge that happened to be gliding
past at that very moment.

Amos Gumbril’s luck was clean
out!

THE END.

(“Pete’s Cup Finall” next Wed-
nesday. It's a real riot of fun. The
next 1issue of the REALM will be
packed with topical Final features.
Order your copy now!)
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" ANOTHER SMASHING IN

QET TO KNOW—

Chick ‘Chandler, a clever voung foot-
baller and manager of Oldford Albion.

; Chick makes an enemy in

Fred Tomlin, whom he has deposed

from the centre-forward position. - The
young manager forms the * Push

Gang "—which consists of all the
young footer enthusiasts in Oldford—
whose aim is to stimulate enthusiasm
in the town for the Albion. Their
mascot is a goat named Buster.
Chick’s three chief lieutenants are Sam
Snodger, Bonsor-—commonly known as
Bones—and pretty ¢

rjorie Mainland. Marjorie, un-
known to herself, is heiress to £10,000.
The anly person, other than a lawyer,
who 'does know this is Fred Tomlin.

The Albion win their way into the
+final of the ¥.A. Cup, and go to
Cleesby for special training. Greg-
son—a ragcally Albion director—and
Tomlin plot- to prevent the team
winning the Cup.

Meanwhile, on the cliffs at Cleesbhy
the Albion players are Kicking a ball
about, when suddenly part of the cliff
crumples away and Darkie Green, the
team’s brilliant winger, disappears
over the edge. -

(Now get down to this week’s stun-
ning chapters.)

' Chick to the Rescue!

HICK. CHANDLER stood on
‘ the Cleesby cliffs, dazed wita
horror at the disappearance
of the footballer. It did not
require that hoarse speech of Sandy’s
to point out what that disappearance
meant, but it was the thought of his
colleague lying lifeless on the rocks
far:below that made Chick 'sick™at
heart;-inade him hesitate about ap-
proaching the spot where the edge
of the cilff had given way and taken
their companion with it.

(‘Help!!!

And, with a hoarse cry, Chick was
running for the edge.

“Steady, mon!” cried the more
cautigus Scot.

“But he’s alive and calling for
help!” cried Chick excitedly.

“Qch, but there’s no sense in you
going over yon treacherous cliff, too!
Get.:down on your stomach, mon, and
T’ll hold on to your feet.”

Sandy looked as relieved as Chick
himself; but even in his relief and
excitement he was cautious, and a
moment’s thought showed Chick that
his proposition was a sound one, So,
nearing the edge, he went down on
all fours, and Sandy gripped his
ankles,

“Help.!”

“Coming!” shouted Chick, though
tho had not the vaguest idea how he
was going to help.

All he knew was that, in some
miraculous way, . Darkie Green had
saved, himself from falling on to the
rocks below, and, judging by the
sound of his voice, could not be very
far down. g 3

The cliff showed no sign of giving
‘way further, and presently Chick’s
head and shoulders were over the
edge. There, twelve or fifteen feet
below him, was Darkie Green!

The inside-left’s face was as white
as the chalk of the cliff, and he was
clinging desperately to the roots of a

“Hang on!” shouted Chick.
“We'lk soon goet help!” i

“I can’t hang on much longer;
I'm nearly - done!” came Green's
agonising reply.

Chick’s keen eyes examined the
cliff. There was no foothold for his
unfortunate colleague; it was a sheer
drop of about a hundred feet to the
rocks below, but, on. the upper part
there “were "a few .firm-logking pro-
jections that offered a foothold, and
near to Green a small Jedge.

“I'm going down to him, Sandy,”
he said quickly.
help—half a'dozen men and:a length
-of rope—and, {for ‘pity’s - sake, bé
quick !” ; i
- “But, - mon, .it’s awfu’ risky, and
maybe the pair of you will——"

“Don’t  stop  there ' arguing!”
snapped - Chick. “I'm manager of
this outfit, and my. word goes!”

Reluctantly the Scot dashed off to-
wards a row of cottages in “the
distance, and without a moment's
hesitation Chick-lowered himself over
the edge. . A piece of chalk gave way
under his ‘foot; but he had got a
firm grip with his hands, and quickly
had another foothold. Neverthe
the sound of the big lump of cha
falling on to the rocks below was
certainly not an encouraging start.

“I can’t stick it!” came a hoarse
shout from Green.

“You must, man! T'll be with you
in a tick, and we’ll soon have help!™”

His encouraging cry nerved Green
to make another desperate effort,

Ik
ik

though he felt that his arms were
being pulled from their sockets, and
he was dazed by the shock of his fall
caused by the crumbling And

then that terrible weight
was eased, a hand was
right foot.

“Don’t look down!” said Chick
sharply. .“I can ease you a bit, and
they’ll soon be here with a rope.
How did you manage to save your-
self ?”

“I grabbed at this bush as I was
going over; that’s what gave .my
armpits socks as it caught up and
brought me up with it. Are you ail
right?”

“Quite ! replied Chick cheerfully.

Few people would have believed 1t.
He was standing on a narrow ledge
below and a little to the right of
his colleague, and only by leaning
out somewhat precariously was he
able to give him that support just in
the nick of time.

A man looked over the edge—a
scared-looking holiday-maker.
~ “They’re bringing a rope and a
crowbar—soon have him up!”

“Tell them to tie a-loop in the
rope for a foothold,” called Chick,
“and to be as quick as they can!”

He heard the man shouting. By
now his arm was becoming numbed,
for Gireen was no light weight, and
the task of maintaining his position
on the narrow ledge, and at the same
time supporting his companion, was
anything but easy. b

“Are ye all richt, mon ?**

“Buck up!”’ ;

Down came the rope, with a loop
made in it. ’

“Wait till I tell you to grab it,

of his body
under his

gorse-bush that was growing in a
great mass of hard chalk.

and then look slippy!” he com-
manded Darkie Green. And then, as

“You go and get:

The Albion are battling for promotion, and they’re booked for the Final.
lad who’s done it all is Chick ! Start now on this week’s stirring chapters !

STALMENT OF OUR STIRRING CUP-FIGHTING SERIAL,

The

Ibion
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the loop drew near his outstretched
hand, he called sharply: *“Now!”
The footballer grabbed the rope,
and almost at the same moment
Chick’s fingers closed on the loop
and drew 1t over Green’s shoe.
“Right away:!” he called, and
Green was being drawn up to safet®.
To Chick ib seemed a terrible time
before the rope came down again,
biut some largish pieces of chalk
came down unpleasantly close to his
head. Then at last came the rope;
thankfully he grabbed it, slipped his
foot into the loop, and every muscle
in his body seeming strained, Chick
was dragged up, and he gave a sigh
of relief when he saw the green grass
again. Kager hands helped him over
the edge, and a crowd of holiday-
makers sent up a rousing cheer.
“Rather a “near go!” was all
Chick said, then turned to make
apxious inquiries about. Darkie
Green.
The inside-left still

clever was

dazed from the shock, and his arms
were stiff and painful, but to his an

d
s great relief, he had not suf-
any serious injury.

tipped the men who had
ight the rope and thanke
holiday-makers for their ass
Then, shaking off the admiri
crowd, he hurried back to the hotel.
anxious to get the Albion trainer
busy on the man who had had such

S

o

an unperving experience, and to
make himself look more presentable.

“You saved my life!” said Darkie
Green hoarsely. “I don’t know how

| to thank you!” |

“My thanks, old son,” said C
cheerfully, “will be winning pro
tion this afternoon, and the Cup on
Saturday !” - !

Fighting for Promotion,

HE perspiring crowd, so tightly
wedged in the comparatively
small ground that they could
scarcely breathe, felt rather

sorry for themselves. A few- of the
more thoughtful felt really sorry for
the. players.

And the players
sympathy !

This was no ordinary end-of-the-
season match between two clubs with
little to gain or lose, when, in
weather so unsuitable for the great
winter game, staleness becomes ap-
parent to all and players unblush-
ingly slow up. It was a vital game—
vital to the Albion because, should
they win- it they would go up to the
premier division; vital to Cleesby
Town because, should they lose it,
they would be in the danger zone.

It was the sort of game that people
would go far to sée. and, with a big
holiday crowd in Cleesby, thousands
had been turned away, and the ex-
citement was intense. But they had
not seen the Finalists’ true form.

Darkie Green, upset by his terrible
shock that morning, was playing an
erratic game, made worse by his
terrible anxiety to do well. Two or
three players found the glaring sun
on this ground without a vestige of
shade too much for them, and the

deserved their

Albion had good cause to be thankful
to. Chick, the -cool and unflurried

T

Sandy McCrail, and their stalwart
defence.

And now it was getting on for
“Time.” Each side had scored once,
men on both sides were tiring, and a
draw seemed inevitable.

“Two for one, and the Cup won,
too!”

The members of the Push Gang
who had made the long journey to
Cleesby kept up the cry that had so
caught on at Saturday’s match, and
the Albion players were all out to
get those two points that would make
them safe for promotion, and leave
the result of their matches after the
Cup a matter of comparative
indifference.

But could they do it?

Suddenly there came a yell of
delight from the excursionists from
Oldfield. Sandy McCrail had neatly
robbed a Cleesby man of the ball,
dodged, swerved past another man,
and sent a long, swift pass to Chick
in the centre.

“Chick’s off with it!”

The packed crowd craned forward,
Two Cleesby men had been paying
the young manager of the famous
visitors a flattering amount of atten-
tion, thus greatly limiting his oppor-
tunities—especially in view of the
failure of Darkie Green to live up to
his usual form—but the Scot’s swift
pass had taken them by surprise, and
Chick was away. ;

“Stop him!” cried the supporters
of the home team, in an agony of
anxiety.

But Chick swerved neatly round
the man who rushed at him, trans-
ferring the ball from one foot to the
other, and amid an ever-growing
roar of excitement went on, with
only a back and the goalkeeper to
beat.

And the perspiring referee, rush-
ing after him, was looking at his
watch.

Panting players on both sides came
rushing up behind them, a man was
streaking in from the right wing.

“Shoot, man—shoot !”’-screamed an
excited Oldford spectator almost
hysterically.

And Chick Chandler shot between
the back and the goalie, who had
rushed out in a desperate endeavour
to save.

The shot was a trifle high, how-
ever, and, to the Push Gang’s dis-
may, it hit the crossbar and re-
bounded into play. Quick as
lightning Chick dashed past the

Cleesby defender, who, at the critical
moment, got his head to the flying
leather, and sent it hurtling back
again—into the net this time! g

“Goal !” 4

The excursionists and a greaf
number of the holiday-makers, whose
sympathies were with the club that
had created such a sensation that
season, sent up a wild shout of de-
light, and they were still cheering
when the final whistle went, almost
as soon as the ball had again been
kicked off.

“Mon,” said Sandy McCrail, as he
and Chick hurried towards the stand,
“we’ve done it! We're a’ richt for
the First Division!”

“Near go,” said Chick calmly.
“Almost as near as our go this
morning !” :

In the stand people were shouting
his name. The story of his heroic
rescue that morning had got about,
and thousands who had little or no
personal interest in the match re-
joiced at the triumph of the young
man, whom they felt deserved to
win.

There were no hot tubs to-day;
but, instead, a peeling off of sticky
shirts and shorts, a rush for the cold
shower, a vigorous towelling, and a
hasty change.

And then little Miskin came hurry-

ing in. :

“Splendid, boys—splendid!” he
jerked.  “Promotion! = Huge sue~
cess! Now the Cup! Great!” :

He shook hands with all the players.
and with Tomlin, the trainer, who
had once been so against the very -
young manager, but was now one of
his most loyal supporters. It was
not until he was outside with Chick
that he showed he was not quite so
happy as he appeared to be.

“You’ve done splendidly, Chand-
ler! No man could have done better.
If we’d been knocked out.in the
First Round for the Cup, and had
vet obtained promotion, your mana-
gership would have more than justi<
fied itself. But I've set my heart on °
bringing off the double event, and
making the name of the Albion
famous for as long as football ig
played, and wherever it is played I”-

“So have I,” said Chick calmly.
“What’s worrying you?”

“Green. He played a poor game
this afternoon; and perhaps because.
of that you didn’t all get together
this afternoon., I know conditions:
were bad for good football, and that
you won—which is the main.
thing—but you didn’t seem
0 me to shape like Cup-
winners.”

“I agree. But, apart
from the heat, you must re-
member that Green had had
an awful shock, and that he
was bruised and.  shaken.
Then don’t forget we've
had a heavy Easter pro-
gramme; and the keen
anxiety for promotion,: as,
well as fighting for the
Cup, has been a big strain.
We're a stale team, Mr.
Miskin.” ‘

“But do you think you’ll
be fresh on Saturday?’*
‘ asked the little chairman.:

{Continued on the next
page.) ]

A NAR UEAK !

the other.
and drew it over Darkie’s shoe.

RW S

Darkie Qreen, clinging with one hand
to the branch, grabbed the rope with
At the same moment, Chick’s fingers closed on the loop

“ Right away !’ he called, and’

those above began to haul on the rope.




Price 16/4/27 16/4/27 + Every Wednesday

\ The BINGO-BOYs &

"THEY ADVERTISE THE CUP FINALTL

No
WRSTING

B




Published
Every Wednesday

(Continued from previous page.)

“VYes. T'm going to let the boys
have an easy time of it for a couple
of days. They won’t see a football,
and 1 shall ease up a little in the
training.  I'm backing on getting
that Cup!”

The chairman beamed.

“If you do it will be a wonderful
performance !”

“I1¢’ll be a licker!” said Chick,
with a grin.

The Final Foul !

N the Thursday morning before
the big match at Wembley—
which was practically the sole
subject of conversation

among - football enthusiasts—Fred
Tomlin sat at his desk in the offices
of Messrs. Henley & Henson, anxi-
ously waiting for the senior partner
to go out and keep an appointment.
The previous evening the victorious
team had arrived back from (_)‘leesby,
and the great triumph of Chick—the
sight of him driving from the station
with pretty Marjorie, hemmed in by
an excited, cheering crowd—had
been like .gall to Tomlin. :
“T wonder what it will be like if
they win the Cup?” a man standing
near him had said.
But' Fred Tomlin knew that Old-
ford Albion would not win the Cup!
He chuckled softly to himself at

that. He and Gregson were the only

people in Oldford ‘who' knew what*
was going to happen on the way to
the Stadium, at Wembley—the thing’
that would startle the whole world,
and send a few crocked men into the
arena to battle with the formidable
team from Westwick.

Tomlin looked up. - Mr. Henley,
silk hat on head, neatly rolled um-
brella under his arm, was . walking
through the general office; and the
outer door had no sooner closed
behind him than Fred Tomlin had
slipped from his: stool, and was
hurrying towards the senior partner’s
office.

Earlier that morning he had seen
among the lawyer’s private corre-
spondence ,an envelope from the
South of France, and knew that it
must contain news of old Grover. 1f
Marjorie Mainland’s uncle was dead
she might that day learn that she was
heiress to ten thousand pounds, and
that would be a handicap to his
plans. On the other hand, the old
man might be lingering on; and if
he only lingered on for a few more
weeks, ‘and Chick ' Chandler was out
of the way, Tomlin might still get a
grip on that fortune, the greed for
which had landed him in such an
awkward position.

He had some papers with him as
an excuse to enter the room. Mr.
Henley was a systematic man; his
pile of private letters that demanded
his personal attention was on the
desk under a handsome bronze paper-
weight; and, moving swiftly to the
big mahogany desk, Fred Tomlin
began to search eagerly among the
letters.

“And may T ask what particularly
interests you in my private corre-
spondence ?”’

At the sound of the icy-cold voice
Tomlin jumped violently, and, with
frightened eyes, saw the elderly
lawyer standing in the doorway.

.. (Continued at top of next page.}

“I—I was just tidying. up.your
desk, sir!” he stammered.

SDon’t lie to me!” snapped Mr.
Henley. “I returned for a paper
I had’ forgotten; and' saw. you de-
liberately searchimg among. .my
private letters. You:won't do it
again! Dll' have no. spies. in my
office! You willigo to the cashier
and draw what is due to you," and.
leave my employ at once!” ;

“But, sir, —

“T’ll listen to no excuses. Your
work has been unsatisfactory for
some time .past, but I gave you
another chance. You have finished
yourself now.  Get out, and never let
me see you here again!”

Badly scared, Tomlin slunk out of
the room without even the satis-
faction of having found the letter for
which he had been searching. This
was a disaster! Not only was his
chance of getting inside knowledge
about Marjorie’s fortune gone, but
he had lost a good job; while his
father had bluntly told him that
Chick Chandler had not the least if-
tention of re-signing him for the
Albion, and his play of late would
certainly not tempt any other club to
pay him summer wages. ]

No one expressed the least regret
at his departure from the office, for
he had bullied those beneath him
and fawned to his superiors.  The
cashier—who had had an interview
with the senior partner—contemptu-
ously paid him the money due to
him, and Tomlin slunk out into Bank
Street, feeling terribly sorry for him-
self. -Only a comparatively small
sum in hand, his banking account
reduced to almost nothing by his
plotting, one job gone, and his isb
as a footballer ending in a week!

“Hobbs won’t get another penny
out of me!” he said fiercely.

Then Tomlin set off for the big
public-house kept by Gregson, the

‘'TEN SHILLINGS FOR BIRKENHEAD !

Jogging Along.

RAYNHAM UNITED (Upper Edmon-
ton) are not rich, but they are wise and
make do with what comes along in true
philosophie spirit. They play in old blue
and white shirts. Better teams joke about
them, . but Raynham goes on and aims
high. ' After all, jokes kill nobody. Good
luck, Raynham, and take a Football Game
this week!

Swansea’s Mettle.

MOUNT PLEASANT JUNIORS (Swan-
sea) hold fifth position in the League, and
have.the honour of having three of their
players in the first trial match. It has been
acaseof good luck and bad with them, for
thelast of three recent games was a draw.
1t might well have been otherwise, but the
ball burst in the second half, and this
necessarily hung up things a bit. Here’s
wishing you success, Juniors! You can
get a list of physical exercises from
Gamages, Holborn, London. (Football
Game.)

A Little Champion.

ENTWISTLE JUNIORS A.F.C. (Roch-
dale) have just won three matches, but

since then the demon flu has laid low half '

their players. Two members of the team
—J. Lee and J. Whittaker, each fifteen
years old—have been picked for the inter-
TLeague, Their goalkeeper, H. Fielder,
who is fourteen and stands three feet ten
inches, was left out *because he was too
small, but now the selection committee
arc calling themselves all manner of names
and wishing they had picked Fielder, for
hie really is the best goalie in the League,
and has earned the name of the “ Little
Wizard.” Entwistle has a good motto :
“Never be downhearted!”  (Football
Game.)
> Leeds Leads.

QUARRY MOUNT COUNCIL SCHOOL
F.C. (Leeds) have won the Schools Shield
twice .in succession, and intend to do the
hat trick. They have only lost one match
this season, and are level with York Road
and Bramley. They have a grand reserve
eleven, which still has to e beaten.
(Hootball Game.)

Sportsmen All.

CARNO VILLAGE ¥.C. (Carno, Mont-
gomery, Wales) would have broken a spell
of bad luck only their centre-half and right-
halt joined the Army. Then an unfortunate
aceident put the finest shot in the team in
hospital. However, four players have been
dratted in from the next village, and there

is to be a benefit match for the fellow in-

hospital. That’s good hearing, Carno!
(Football Game.)

Plucky Padiham.
CROSS BANK JUNIOR ¥,C. (Padiham)
started last season minus®¥ jerseys and
knickers, and the goals were made-by

PRIZE FOOTER PARS.

Each week the Editor will

putting jackets down. This season Padi-
ham progressed a lot, for not only did
they get a new pitch, but a field which has
real goal props. There was no League to
join, -but they played teams in the district,

-~ and they have won ten out of eleven games.

Best win, 20—0, at home.. (Football
Game.)
Dublin Does Well.

CRESCENTVILLE F.C. (Dublin) are
well fixed for a club-room. This is a shed
by origin, but with an oil lamp and three
long benches, it is nice and cosy. The
twelve members pay twopence a week,
and a team of friendly rivals loans them a
set of jerseys. Crescentville has played
up well in a set of six friendly games.
(Football Game.)

Mud'!

FEATHERSTALL ROVERS (Oldham)
have a ground which is quite a mud-heap
at the best, and when there is rain the slosh
is simply terrific. But notwithstanding the
depth of the mud, the Rovers manage to
score. In their first match their opponents
were a hefty lot, and the Rovers had a bad
licking. But they won next time and
every time since, and have collected sixty-
four goals in fourteen games. (Football

Game.)
Pep in Their Kick!

LYDIA JUNIORS F.C. (Birkenhcad)
filled up their first season with friendlies,
and they play so hard that they have
kicked four balls to bits. For theirfirst
game they borrowed a set of jerseys, and
drew first blood. It looked like a defeat,
3—1, and the Juniors heartily disliked the
look of it. So their prime goal-getter got
extra busy, and this champion—by name
Casey—notehed four in the second half.

X ‘ x
THEY WIN 10s.!

RAMBLERS F.C. (BIRKEN-
HEAD) have just had to rub
along haphazard, getting
games when they offered-—
they might be called the ‘* Rub
Along *® Ramblers! They
have pulled off- 15 wvictories
out of 17, and they are perfect
gluttons for goals, piling up
108 this present season with
46 against. They possess a
posh ~goalkeeper named
O’Brien ;  Murphy, the goal
scorer, ‘and. O’Brien make a
good partnership. In: one
match, when things looked
black, up came Murphy and
scored five. This turned the
tables—and they: looked much
better the other way up!

award TEN SHILLINGS for the most
interesting paragraph concerning a reader’s football club. ALL
CLUBS MENTIONED IN THIS FEATURE, other than that winning

. the first prize, WILL RECEIVE A TABLE FOOTBALL GAME! Al
letters should be addressed to the BOYS’
Pars,’” Qough House, Qough Square, London, E.C.4.

REALM, ‘‘Prize Footer

IS YOUR CLUB HERE ?

They stick to the old “Play the game!”’
slogan. They have won fourteen out of
sixteen. (Foothall Game.)

Hard Up For Fixtures.

POPLAR ROVERS (Coventry) will go
five miles for a game if the other team has
got a ball. (Secretary’s address: 12,
Poplar Road, Earlsdon, Coventry.) When
they first started they could not play at
all, but they speedily set that right, and
now win every match. For next season
they hope to have a home pitch, a club-
room, and jerseys. But the play’s the
thing. Their. inside-right is a fair marvel,
and it’s a treat to see him run. Take a
Foothall Game, Rovers | .

- Seventy-nine Qoals.

BELFAST JUNIORS (Belfast) play the
game in a manner worthy of their country.
Their colours are light blue with dark green
armlets and white knickers, ‘and their
forward line is .irresistible. The centre-
forward—Billy Hood—has bagged a total
of seventy-nine goals. (Football Game.)

Better Times Coming.

HOPTON UNITED F.C. (Hopton) got
together enough money to rent a ground
and buy posts and jerseys, but as Fate
would have it, they did not register any
wins at the start. Afterwards they . did
better and won half their matches. Tater,
however, they came into a bad pateh and
had te sell their ground and posts.: But
they are manfully deing their best, despite
all setbacks, (Football Game.)

Everyons a Trier.

HIGHGATE F.C. (Edinburgh) came into
being thanks to a raffle instituted by Miss
Drysdale, University Settlement. The
team includes Charlic Vesco, outside-right,
the thirteen-year-old wonder, & budding
International. - Dod “~Anderson, inside-
right, feeds the diminutive right - winger
and scores goals. Daddler Aitken, centre-
forward, is leading goal-scorer, with
cighteen to his credit. The lads have the
keenest possible sense of sportmanship.
(Foothall Game.)

Big- Scoring.

CRUSADERS (F.(: (Reading) played
friendly matehes until the Reading Section
of the REALM Lecague came into existence.
There was a bad patch. for the Crusaders
when they were beaten 13—1, but they
wiped ‘out that defeat with a win 20—0.
They are real hard fighters, true to their
historic mame, and they can swallow dis-
appointments, though it is as bad as biting
on granite to find the team they had
whacked dropped out - of the League.
Crusaders are on the look-out for a good
goalkeeper. - When ‘they find him, they
mean to give the club that whopped them
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treacherous - director of -the Albion.
He was working in the big plot with
Gregson. The florid publican had
money and influence, and his cun-
ning brain told him that he ought
to get something out of him.  If he
kept the right side of Gregson he
ought to be all right!

The publican was talking to a
group of men in his saloon bar, but
Tomlin’s face evidently told him that
something was wrong, for he quickly
left the group and beckoned the foot-
baller into his private room.

“What’s the matter ?”* he demanded
anxiously. “What’s up?”

Tomlin told him, carefully sup-
pressing the fact that. he had been
searching for a letter which might
tell him when Marjorie Mainland was
likely to come into the fortune to
which no one suspected -her of being
heiress.

“That’s nothing to worry about,”
said Gregson. “There’ll be several
vacancies in the Albion’s team on
Saturday after our little collision.
You and your friend Huddlestone
will, of course, come in again, and
T’ll see that you're re-signed as a
full-time pro.”

“But suppose Chandler isn't hurt?
That’s what worries me. We may go
and kill some chap who isn’t in the
way, and that lucky beggar get cff

Gregson
the

scratch aid
“The chap with
what to do.

n
knows
The charabanc that is
to carry the team to Wembley will

lorry

be a small sixteen-seater; my man'’s
lorry is a five-tonner, and it will take
the charabanc at speed. My man
reckons that, even ﬂnowing what is
coming, and being in_the heavier
vehicle, he’ll get hurt; but he’ll be
well paid, and he knows if he didn’t
do what I wanted it would mean im-
prisonment and disgrace.”

He chuckled cruelly. His hatred
of Chick Chandler, his fury at having
been defeated by such a youngster,
had driven him almost mad in his
desire for revenge, and he cared
nothing of the consequences to other
people so long as he achieved what
he wanted.

“It seems to me that there’s very
apt to be a slip up,” said Tomlin
gloomily. = He was in a pessimistic
mood, and the other man’s confidence
rather jarred upon him

“Nonsense ! It's all perfectly clear.
You’ve arranged to stay at the same
hotel as the team, you give the
driver ‘of the charabanc the Dbig
rosette so that- there can be ro
possible doubt about getting the

the route he is taking, and phone me
at a pal’s house in Wembley. The
lorry will be waiting near, I give
‘the driver his instructiohs, and—well,
a few crocks and such reserve players
as happen to be in town will fight
for the Cup, and if it’s the end of
Chick Chandler, I sha’n’t be sending
flowers !”

At first Tomlin was shocked and
scared at his callousness. Then he
thought of how Chick had beaten
him, how he had won Marjorie
Mainland, and he felt he did not
care what happened so long as Greg-
son’s plot succeeded. He left Gregson.
feeling in a rather more cheerful
mood, and that afternoon and even-
ing wandered idly round the to
which was in the throes of Cup-Final
fever.

Itw

i o find Chick’s name
on everyone ps, the whole town
talking about him; but that was
nothing to the jar that came the

following morning when big Huddie-

right vehicle, you find out from him -

i

| that slum.

stone, looking white and worried,
turned up at his lodgings.

“It’s Hobbs again!” he said in a
troubled voice. 3

Fred Tomlin scowled.

“He won’t get another penny out
of me, Huddy! TI’ve lost my job at
the lawyers’, and I’'m nearly broke.”’

“Well, I got this letter from him
this morning. It seems some pal of
his in Loadon wants to work him
into some big job a gang have got
coming on, and he wants to get to
London, but he’s broke. He reckons
that he’d pass unnoticed in one of the
crowded midnight football excur-
sions. Let him have a couple of quid
to pay his fare and have some cash
in hand, and you’ll be quit of him
for good.”

Tomlin was on the verge of re-
fusing, for two pounds seemed a lot
to him now, but he remembered that
if Hobbs turned nasty he could make
things unpleasant for him, perhaps
get him detained by the police, and
ruin the big plot against Chick -
Chandler and his plucky team tke
next day—a scheme, by the way,
which he had dared not confide even
to his bosom pal Huddlestone. i

“Very well,” he said, producing a
couple of pound notes; “but tell him
this is the last money he’ll get from
me. You get down to the ‘rabbit
warren °  with it, and look in here
for me by two o’clock, and we’ll go
to the station together.”

“All right,” said Huddlestone, “1I
tell you I sha’'n’t be sorry to be
finished with Hobbs. I reckon I’ve
taken a good deal of risk, and I
don’t relish going to see him. If the
police are still watching the place
they might want to know,what I was
doing there.”

“Pooh, they’ve nothing against
you, and they’re not all crooks in
You could easily say that
vou’d been to see a pal who was
down on his luck. Besides, our
police are too slow to catch anything
but colds!”

The big left-winger who had lost
his place in the team through trying

(Continued on the next page.)
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EVERYTHING BOOMING AT BOLTON !

Sotball League

Any reader interested in the League should write to the Football Editor (enclosing a stamped and addressed

envelope), who will send him the fullest possible information by return of post.

His address is: THE FOOTBALL

EDITOR, THE BQYS' REALM, Qough House, Qough Square, London, E.C.4.
This week’s CRICKET LEAQUE notes will be found on page 45!

Ebbw Vale Section.

The new Ebbw Vale Section is going
strong. The secretary is Mr. T. H. King,
5, Greenfield Terrace, Ebbw Vale, Mon.,
who is very keen.

1 am sorry that it was not possible to
fall in with Mr. King’s request to loan him
a Championship Cup for exhibition. These
cups are specially made for each winning
club. All interested can get an excellent
notion of what they are like from the
photographs on the registration certificates.
The E. V. Section has been received with
much local enthusiasm. ‘Monmouthshire is
very keen, and the response has been
even better than was anticipated.

Reading.

Things are humming with the Section in
the Biscuit Metropolis. Kennet Alliance
have had a star turn—not a game lost.
They brought off a victory (1—0) against
Thames United. The Kennet lads are
very smart and they mean to win the Cup.

B. W. L. minors are a lorig way down the
tahle, and deserve mibre luck—they are all-
round triers.

Whitley Hall are right at the wrong end
of the table, but they have a good forward
line, even if their defence is on the weak
:ide. That can be set right; give them
ime.

Forty-ninth Reading have shown rare
mettle in some ding-dong struggles, while
Crusaders and West Reading Swifts carry
on the good tale. There is not much to
choose between these ' teams. It has been
hammer-and-tongs work all the way. .,

Observers are on the watch as to what
will happen when Kennet Alliance meets
West End United. Both these teams can
set ‘a stiff pace.

Portadown.

Registration certificates have been sent
to two new clubs, who have come on the
roll of the Portadown Section. These are
Shamrock Rovers and .Glenare Juniors.
Good luck to them ! Portadown is making
fine headway. :

Mitar Bolton. :

Blackburn Road United A.F.C. have
joined the Bolton Section. Mr. Morlidge
tells me that his commijttee - have just
bought two sets of medals for a knock-
out competition, one set for the seniors,
the other for the juniors.

Bolton -Section is going great guns and.
will consist of four divisions next season ;
that much may be taken for granted.

The latest League table shows Bridge-<
water’ Celtic right on top. Bridgewater
boasts areal -tighting forward line- of the
invineible sort. - Farnworth K.S.R., Bolton
Central, Kay Street Mission, and Gregson
Albion come in' a .bunch:’ evidemnce - of ,
pretty level work. Green’s Eleven wants
more luck and more ginger in' defence.

Hope Hey United has nothing of which to
be ashamed. Harper Green are looking
out for a slice more luck.

Section “ A ™ shows Bolton Central
Reserves performing prodigies, with H h
United, Victoria Hall B.B.
Amateurs, and Halliwell c
strong. Victory Ama
the possession of a cor!

New Bury Celtic, Pee
gate Rangers want
get it.
programme these teams have shown ad-
mirable team spirit and real good shooting.

4
IR
better

Nevison Street Athletic.

Bolton will have a useful recruit in this
club. Nevison Street Athletic has a record
of 16 wins in 19 games, with a goal average
of 97 for and 25 against. They have a right*
back able to hold his own against long odds.
All the same, they have not been as happy
as they might, for their left-half was an
absentee on one occasion. Then the
centre-forward injured his knee and
entered the passenger class.

Bolton Again!

Mr. Morlidge tells me that the president
has bought a silver cup and handed it over
to the League. This is the Junior Cham-
pionship Cup. The champion clubs of the
two junior Leagues will play off for this
trophy at the end of the season. All gate
money goes to swell League funds.

Showers of Applications.
Bolton has been snowed under with
applications from clubs ‘who wish to join
the League next season.

|
.Only a Few Mare Weeks.

With the season running out one might
look for a certain falling off in interest; but
this is not the case. The last few weeks
before the ringing down of the football
) ¢ )¢

PRIZES FOR CRICKET
: PARS !

With the coming of the Cricket
season, the ‘“Prize Footer
Pars *’ feature will be replaced
by ‘ Prize Bats and Balls.”
‘ Paragraphs concerning cricket
clubs are now. invited, and
they will be judged in. just
. the same way as the football
entries on the opposite page.
Paragraphs and letters should
be addressed - to: ¢ Prize
Bats and ‘Balls,"” The BOYS’ .
REALM, Gough House, Gough
Square, London, E.C.4.

|
!

| and everything is going well.

curtain is charged with more excitement
than ever.

It is just now: that ene gets light thrown
on a good many puzzles regarding form.
In the final rush matters get cleared up.
There are some brisk three-cornered fights,

| and a ferrific pace is being set amongst the

clubs heading some Section tables,

Clubs which had lost hope thanks to
real hard, bitter luck in the early stages,
have rallied in the most amazing style.
That’s the way to wind up the season !

Table Turning.

Pleased to see some good pick-ups.
Clubs which have been-carrying the table
have jolted themselves back to some-
where near the top. Some teams with
prospects which were chilly in the extreme
have played themselves into firm positions,
which leaves something cheery to think.
over in the off months.

Dublin Section.

Reports of the Section’s games are re-
ported weekly in a Dublin sports paper,
Meathville
has been doing big things. This club has
even done better than the experts antici-
pated, and is right on top. Though some
way behind, Alton R. have kept their
pecker up and afforded some exhilarating
displays. Ardilaun, St. Audeon’s, and
Richmond have one and all proved them-
selves good stickers.

Walsall.

A new club has been enrolled ; this is
Heath Hayes St. John’s B.C.F.C.

The Walsall League table shows Pelsall
Old Town still on top, but this position is
being keenly disputed. Victoria Rovers
still hold an unbeaten record, but Pleck
Amateurs are hard on their heels.

In the battle for promotion in Division
“ B ” Pelsall Juniors and Leamore Juniors
stand well. Lane Head wants more luck.

Some of the clubs are still a little behind
with fixtures due to flu.

Lewisham.

The selection committee has been fixed
up for the inter-Section match with Bexley
Heath. This will consist of the League
secretary and representatives from Catford
and Brockley.

The two Catford clubs have challenged
the Brockley half of the Lewisham Section
to a match on April 23rd.

League positions show Glen on top, with
the Nines a good second. Bellingham,
Hildaine, and Myrtle are not doing so
badly. There have been some admirable

. performances here, despite sundry adverse
‘eircumstances.

Glen has a fairly long start, but there
are those who watch the doings of the Nines'
with much expectancy. '
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to let Chick and his colleagues down,
gtinned, explained that he would go
on to his lodgings, have a hasty
h&nuh, and pick up his bag and set
o

Outside, a motor-cyclist was fuss-
ing round his engine. He allowed
Huddlestone to get nearly to the end
of the street, and then got going, to
peter out again as the tootballer set
off along another long street, but he
got going in time to see him set off
along the road leading to the slum
that was so popular with Oldford’s
criminal population. Then he rode
ahead, apparently got lost, for he
asked a loafer some questions; the
loafer spent some time in giving him
the right direction, and the motor-
cyclist set off at a good speed.

Strangely enough the loafer fol-
lowed Huddlestone !

The burly footballer, quite uncon-
scious of the interest he was
arousing, of the net closing in upon
him, knocked three times at the door
of a dirty little house, and Hobbs
opened it. There was relief upon his
bearded face.

A

“What’s _
tenner

“No, nor a fiver,” replied Huddle-
stone, closing the door as he entered
the dirty, narrow passage. “He’s
lost, his job, Hobbs, and is pretty
nearly broke. He's sent me with a
couple of quid and it’s the last you'll
get out of kim.”

The crook’s face darkened.

“Here, don’t you two think you're
going to throw me over like that!
I know too much for that, my boy !”

“I tell you he hasn’t got the
money and V’m broke to the wide,
I haven’t had a winner for a week.
You can’t get blood out of a stone!”

Hobbs raved, he threatened wildly,
he said he wished he had never seen
Tomlin, and declared that he would
get his own back on him. What
right had he to lose his job when
he’d got responsibilities ?

s Wl’ljat’s the use of two quid to me

) L

he coughed up?

“Was that someone ' upstairs
whistling 1 asked Huddlestone
abruptly.

“ Whistling 1”” Hobbs was alert; he
turned towards the stairs.

The next instant the door burst
open, and the loafer whom the motor-
cyclist had been talking to, had
Hobbs’ arms behind him, something
clicked, and the crook was kicking
wildly !

“Don’t be a naughty boy,” said
the loafer calmly. “We shall want
you at the station, too, Huddle-
stone.”

Police helmets bobbed up in the
doorway. Burly Huddlestone, a
most ghastly coward at heart, col-
lapsed to the floor.

Fred Tomlin waited until ten past
two, and then set off for the railway
station.

*“Huddy’s made a mess of things,
somehow !”” he growled to himself.

But he had no idea how big a mess

it was.
O of football excitement lately,
and while the majority of
people, confident that the Cup would
come North, were saving themselves
for the team’s return, there was
quite an animated scene on their de-
parture for London to take part in
the great match at the Stadium on
the following day.

A contingent of the Push Gang, in
the charge of Sam Snodger and his
chum Bones, were travelling by the
express that conveyed the team, and
many more would travel by the
excursion trains at night. The Push
Gang’s cheers echoed round the sta-
tion,. and there was Inspector
Chandler, off duty mnow, his face
flushed with pride, sitting with his
wife and pretty Marjorie Mainland.
Chick was coolly chatting to news-
paper representatives on the plat-
form outside the reserved saloon,
while Sam and Bones were giving a
suspicious guard a glowing testi-
monial of the character of Buster—
the big white goat, and mascot of
the Gang—withont whom Bones was
quite convinced the Cup would not
come to Oldford.

‘“ Absolutely bright and breezy,”
said Bones.

“Yes.” agreed the guard, with an
unfriendly glance at the venerable
oune. “He looks as though he might
be a sight too bright and breezy.
I've heard of this goat before, and
the only condition on which T'll take
him in my van is that the pair of

ou stop with him to look after
ﬁim." :

“I knew there’d be trouble with
that giddy goat!” cried Sam fiercely.

Off to Wembley.

LDFORD CENTRAL had
been the scene of a good deal

CHICK’S WINNING GOAL !

Chick was ready. As the ball rebounded from the crossbar he dashed
past the Cleesby defender, and got his head to the flying leather.

With

a jerk, he sent it hurtiing back again—into the net!

“T’m not going to miss the fun of the
journey with all the chaps to look
after that thing, so don’t you think
it. Send him home with someone.”

“Send Buster home!” gasped the
horrified Bones. “We shouldn’t
deserve any luck at Wembley. Be-
sides, we’ve paid his fare.”

The two friends argued hotly, the
venerable one listened with mild
interest. In the end the guard com-
promised by agreeing to take the
goat if the tall, thin youth, who
was so devoted to him, stopped on
guard, and Buster, shoved in the
rear by Sam, was persuaded to enter
the van and be chained to a ring.

Chick, escaping from newspaper
men and a crowd of admirers, took
a bundle of papers to the carriage
containing his parents and. pretty
Marjorie, and then hurried back to
the saloon.

Darkie Green, now completely re-
covered from his shock on the cliffs
at Cleesby, was looking in the pink
of condition. In fact, the whole
team had lost that staleness that had
been so apparent in Easter Monday’s
match—the match that had pla
them among the aristocrats of il
great game, and made them the
most talked-of club in the country.

It was Chick who, for the first
time in his young life, was feeling
nervous. It would be such a splendid
thing if they could win the Cup and
establish a great record, and now,
on the eve of the match, he was get-
ting a little over-anxious. As the
train rushed South he went along
the corridor, sought out Marjorie,
and took her along to the dining-
saloon.

“Tell you what it is, little girl,”
he said. “I'm doing what I've told
umpteen chaps not to do—getting
jumpy.” )

“Qh, you’re bound to be a bit
nervy after the big strain you've
had, Chick,” said his pretty com-
panion cheerfully. “But you'll be
cool enough on the ground, because
yow’ll know that the Albion won’t
stand an earthly unless you are.”

Chick laughed.

“That’s very flattering, and I
hope you’re right. I say, I wish I
could have got you in at our hotel,
but I hope you'll be comfortable
where you're fixed. I can see my
mother has taken to you.”

“She’s a dear!” said Marjorie.
“I’'m going to do some shopping
with her in the morning, and your
father is going to look up a railway
friend of his, so I sha'n’t be seeing
vou until after the match, and. then,
I hope, you’ll be carrying the Cup.”

“Jove, T hope T am!” cried Chick
Chandler, his face lighting up.

The long train glided into Euston-

Station, the team set. off for a big
hotel off Holborn. . Marjorie and
Chick’s parents made for a smaller
hotel in the Strand, and the mem-
bers of the Push Gang made for
their various destinations. - Sam
Snodger and Bones, with Buster in
their care, changed into a local train
for Willesden,

Bones had an aunt living. in that
suburb, so close to Wembley that it |
would only mean a short walk with |
the goat to ti d in the morn- |
ing. She ma youngsters wel- |
come, and Bu was tied to a
stake on a pz grass that was
called by co

avir
found it

round, but
bardment.

He was

RUNNING A CRICKET CLUB.—No. 3.

that he was lonely, and he was not
going to be put off by a few un-
appreciative persons.

Sam Snodger, roused by the din,
came out lookipg furious, and as he
approached Buster—who was sur-
rounded by a number of missiles—a
coathanger, flung from an upper
window of the house mnext door,
caught him on the side of his head.

v le > appeared to
:d to sample

Wanted by the Police !
I “ RED I‘T’,\lLIN was

you to wear this,”
ing a huge orange and
e. “Let ’em see you're

he Albion.™

“This ought to let anyone see
that,” said the driver, with a grin,
as he pinned the big rosette to his
white linen -dustcoat. Reckon
they’ll take me for a director,”

“I suppose you'll strike a regular
procession as you get near the
Stadium ?” said Tomlin, with well-
feigned carelessness, ‘‘How de you
go from here?”

“Oh, I go the direct  route—
Oxford Street, Edgware Road, and
Harrow Road. Some chaps dodge
about to avoid the traffic, but there’s
nob much in it.”

Tomlin stopped chatting. The
driver took him to be an official of
the team, and was quite ready to
talk., 'Then the team began to come
out. ,

“You can come along with us, if
you like, Tomlin.” s oea

Chick had followed the team out.
He made the good-natured offer.

Not for a fortune would young
Tomlin  have ridden .in -that
charabanc!

*“Thanks very much, sir,” he said,
“but I'm expecting Huddlestone,
and I'd better wait for him,”

“As you like,” - said Chick.
“Right away, then!”

He was seated next to the driver,
and Miskin  was beside  him.
Tomlin stared after the charabanc
as it began to move away, a strange
expression upon his face, then he
turned abruptly and walked* back
into the hotel, wondering where
Huddlestone could have got to.

Tomlin made for a telephone-box
in the hall of the hotel, and soon
heard Gregson’s voice.

“Just left,” said Tomlin a little
hoarsely. “‘Oxford Street, Edgware
Road, and Harrow Road.”

“Right!” said Gregson at the
other end of the wire.

Tomlin left the telephone-box. A
man was speaking to the hall-porter
at the enirance, and as Tomlin
crossed the vestibule he came up to
him.

£ ¢ your Frederick
Tomlin ?”

i Yes.9’

“Well, T am a police-officer, and I
want a few words with you, Mr.
Tomlin,”

Fred Tomlin paled.

Trame

What was

up? If there was trouble, he must
bluff out of it. Anyway, he had
taken the step that stopped -the

Albion winning the Cup.
Only the survivors of a great team

would get to Wembley - that
afternoon !
(Look out jor the amazing ‘con-

cluding chapters of this grand siory
next Wednesday. And don’t forget
that a stunning new sporting serial
begins in the REALM next week—
“Lucky Jim I” It’s a winner!)

possible, and
Now, before you
or have any prac
kit

it.

We are well aware that fun
especially as you've had, perhap
a fairly hefty sum for the rent of :
s0 kit must not cost vou too much
start.

Essential Kit.
TLet’s consider what you need:

You
can’t have less than two bats; it stands
to reason, that you must have a batsman

at each end of the pitch equipped with a
bat, doesn’t it? Then you must have
two sets of stumps, complete with bails,
one ball will do for a time, and perhaps
you can manage with one pair of pads,
each batsman having one of the brace.

How much will that lot cost ? Let’s
look up a few catalogues !

A ball—one made of composition : nof,
of course, a real leather one—would cost,
you anything from cighteenpence to
about five shillings. The more you pay
for the ball the longer it will last, and the
harder wear it will stand.

Picking up Bargains.

Then as to.stumps and bails. Drop
round a few second-hand shops in your
district and ask if they have any old
cricket, apparatus. - It’s six chances to
.one that, among the odds and ends, you’ll
find a set or tworof stumps in quite good
order. Don’t be frightened to snap them
up if you think they’re fairly sound. Kven
if they look a trifle old and worn, a little
varnish will make them as good as new.

Of course, some of you will be able to
afford a new set; wvery good—lucky
chaps ! Youshould not pay too much for
the double set, however ; don’t jump at
those  that look the smartest. Those
are probably the worst for hard wear. Get
a good plain set of elm or oak, the former
for preference. And don’t necessarily go

{ purpose.
| will soon make those pads look as good

{ GETTING YOUR KIT!

This breezy article gives you many valuable
hints

about getting ericket gear cheaply.

all cut for those with metal top protectors.
Those without are quite as good, and will
nly cost you less.

As to pads—well, take another trip
to vour second-hand dealer’s shop: he
should be able to satisfy your wants in
t direction. Even though the: pads
elves look old, providing they are
ot broken or torn in -any way, and the
straps and buckles are good, or not too
worn to be repaired, they will suit your
A little pipe-clay or * Blanco

as new.

1If, on the other hand, you'd prefer to
have a new set of pads, get them full
size ; that is, of course, if you are not all
small lads. If the latter state of affairs
exists, try a size or two under maximum.

Your Bats,

‘Well, that’s ball, stumps, and pads:
now there is left the most important of
the whole of your kit—the bats.

It is here that you will find you must
spend the most of all your apparatus, too,
for everything depends upon having
first-class bats. It’s a pity that most of
you will not be able to afford willows
made especially for one of the big cricket-
ers of the day—Frank Woolley, Quaife,
Hobbs, ete.

However, make the best of a bad job
and get the best bats that you can afford.
Say, anything above half-a-guinea to be
spent on each bat. If, of course, you can
afford more, so much the better.

When sclecting your bats, try a few
see ‘how they feel. Swing ‘em; see if
they suit your wrists. Some types of
bat may be too heavy for your members ;

All about
THE BOYS’ REALM
CRICKET LEAGUE

on page 45.

s

14

that rests with you: And above all, see
that the bats are well sprung ; although,
a word of warning—don’t choose a bat
that is too pliable. %

Make sure that the splice is quite sound.
Sometimes there may be a knot in the
willow near the splice. Turn that bat
down. The knot may cause a flaw.

And when you've selected your bats—
two will be enough for a start—see that
they are well oiled, and keep them so.
A dry bat may soon rot and be useless
after .a short time. Take the greatest
care of your bats, for they are the most
important part of your apparatus,

-

Smaller items.

‘Well, that’s a whole kit, excepting, of
course, ericket bags and batting gloves.
Both are needed in time, but if you have
no more cash to spare, make do without
them until better times come along.
However, if, when you are at your second-
hand friend’s shop, you spot a .ericket
bag, or even @ pair of batting gloves, and"
they seem quite good, don’t hesitate to
%ml()l them up. They’ll come in mighty
handy,

One other thing before we leave the kit
question. TIf you have any friends who
arc members of fairly big ericket clubs,
just drop a hint to them that if their
clubs have any old balls, or even a bat
that is not required, your side would not
refuse the offer of them for a few shillings.

If you care, secretaries, you might even
drop a line to some of the big clubs in
your district, telling them that you are
starting a small elub and that if they have
any old kit with which they have finished;
vou would be glad of it. T’ve known cases
where a junior club has been able to
purchase a full kit very cheaply—in-
cluding their wicket-keeping gloves.

Put your letter together in a very
courteous way.

Then, again, if any of the members of
the side have kit of their own, so much the
better for all concerned. An extra article
of anything will not be amiss.
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SOMETHING LIKE
A THRILL!

The raggies pinch a train this week and take a joy-ride.
Wonky the pirate’s got a train, too, and chases them !

But
There’s tons

A ROLLICKING COMPLETE STORY OF FUN AND ADVENTURE IN CHINA!

The 1st Chapter.
The Kids of Kowpan!
WHOLE day’s leave!”

&6

A Merry “Shiner ” Bright

3 and his raggies, “Dusty
Rhodes and little Tich

Bailey, stepped down the after

gangway of H.M.S. Buzzfly, as

though walking on air. If any faint
regret marred their joy, it was that
Woo  Sam, the Chinese messboy,
could not get off duty to accompany
them. They had been temporarily
transferred to the gunboat from the
Rambler for special duty.

“Don’t you young lubbers go too
far!” warned Petty Officer Gurney
from the head of the gangplank.
*“There’s old Wong Kiang, the
pirate, and his band of Chink
ruffians somewhere in the country
beyond the city. And you know
shat you can expect if you fall into
their hands!”

““ Ay, boiling 0il!” rumbled Dusty.
“We're unlucky blokes, petty officer,
but I hopes as we sha’n’t be so un-
lucky as to get within reach of old
Wonky’s paws. Tootle-oo!”

With their bell-bottomed trousers
flapping, Shiner & Co. rolled along
the Bund—or water-front—with the
Leemoon Lake on their right hand
and the Chinese city, sweltering in
the sun, to their left. They had
planned everything for their holiday
in advance, and they came to anchor
near the Temple of the One-Eyed
Cat.

Near by, grazing in the shelter of
some palms, was Corny the camel,
mascot of the Buzzfly. Virtually he
was the property of Shiner & Co.,
and he bared his great square yellow
teeth in what might have been a
grin as he set eyes on his young
masters.

Corny was in a pleasant mood, and
to show his affection he rubbed his
great shaggy head against Dusty,
pushing that luckless raggie back-
wards into a patch of prickly pears.

“Pack it up. you yellow freak!”
hooted Dusty. X :

Laughing merrily, Shiner un-
hitched the line which moored
Corny to one of the palms, and led
him towards a thatched, barn-like
building” some distance from the
temple.

It was in this building that the
chums had put the fine new camel
saddle they had made for their
mascot, and, after giving a few cash
coins to the old Chinaman who had
minded it for them, they adjusted it
on Corny’s back. ;

It was a wooden saddle, painted
red, and with room for three people.
Corny seemed as pleased with it as

the chums, and allowed them to
clamber -aboard. y ‘
“QGood!” piped Tich. “Steer a

course for the open country, Shiner
matey! This is a jolly sight more
comfy than riding bareback on his
floppin’ hump!”

“What about Wonky ?” inquired
Dusty, in a pessimistic tone.

“Hang Wonky!” piped Shiner
cheerfully.

“Wish we could!” moaned Dusty.
“It's about time he met a sticky
end, after all the dirty games he’s
played!” e

“Those pirates have pushed off to
the marshes,” remarked Tich con-
fidently. “The country’s as quiet as
the mess-deck on a Sunday morning
when the skipper’s going his rounds.
Let’s keep on a westerly course;
we’re bound to bring up somewheres.
Then Dusty can buy us a bit o’ grub
with the money he got from selling

This Week’s Story:
SHINER’S
EXCURSION!

Bodger Lees and Horace Stoop his
fan-tailed  goldfish.”

i
|
|
|

The market gardens and rice fields |
were left far behind, some miles of |

rough country were traversed, and at
last a village hove into sight on the
starboard bow.

“What-ho!” cried Shiner,
ing Corny’s head round.

bring-

“What-

| he added
| chaps ke

robe and knocked the dust out of it.
It was quite a decent garment, and
of a blue colour, pleasing to the eye.

“You and ‘Tich stay here!”
grunted Dusty. “I’ll creep forward
wearing this robe, and if there are
any of Wonky’s pirates about, may-
be they’ll think I'm old Tin Lung,
the schoolmaster.”

Having tossed his round sailor’s
hat to Tich, Dusty muffled himself
well.in the robe.

“You see, I'll be the bait. mates,”
“You two
t, and if any

ho for a bowl of giddy old chop-suey | gul

for dinner!”

Corny loped along to the village,
and the bluejackets dismounted.

“Tar me!” ejaculated Shiner.
“Nobody seems to be at home!
Place looks a bit knocked about, too,
don’t it, mates?”

“T don’t like the look of it, mates,”
said Dusty, in a hollow voice. “Some
of these dwellings have been dis-
troyed, and not so long ago by the
look of ’em. The place has been
looted, too, and—and—— Whiskery
catfish! What’s that?”

From amidst the dust and thatch
of a destroyed building someone
came creeping on all fours. Open-
mouthed, the raggies watched as the
figure came towards them, and
breathed with relief when they saw
it was a scared Chinaman.

The man was scarce recognisable
as a human being at all. He was
smothered from head to foot in
brown dust, straw formed a nest on
his head, and pieces of it dangled
like uneven yellow bars before his
face. Straw adhered to his t
as well, and, in spite of the heat,
teeth  were chattering as he crept
forward.

“Spike me! What's the ma
mate?” inquired Shiner. »
been pulling this village about

The Chinaman extended
hands toward the water-bott
Shiner wore on his hip,
drink pulled him round somev :

“¥illage too muchee knocked about
by bad Wong Kiang and fliends,”
he announced. ‘““He muchee takee
plisonner, but Tin Lung hide, and
Wong no catchee!”

By questioning the Chink, who
proved to be the local Chinese teacher
of the mission school, the raggies
found out what had happened.
Wonky and his pirates had raided
the village—which was named Kow-
pan—and had taken the villagers
away as prisoners. They had also
taken possession of the section of the
Munchoo-Hoochow railway which ran
near the village.

Tin Lung inquired if the young
bluejackets were armed, and groaned
with despair when they told him they
were not. In quavering tones he
admitted his fear that some of
Wonky’s pirates were still lurking in
the abandoned village, having eaten
too well of what they had stolen.

Hardly had he expressed his fear
than a faint yell rose from some-
where near the centre of the village.
That proved the last straw for Tin
Lung’s shattered nerves; quickly he
discarded his long over-robe, and
beat it for the blue.

“Queer kind of cove, mates,” re-
marked Shiner. “Got the breeze up
properly, he has. Still, there’s cer-
tainly someone else here in the
village, and I'm going to find out
who it is!” 4

Dusty picked up the Chinaman’s

"

and added, with a
! anything happens to me,
{ mates, rite  to mother back in

| Pompey, and tell her as Flossie can

have the collection o’ match-box lids
I made on me last voyage.”

Aping the shuffling walk of a
Chinaman, Dusty ambled through
the deserted village street. There
was one fairly large building stand-
ing intact in the centre of the place,
and from it came the sound of voices.

Having made sure that Shiner and
Tich were following, Dusty crept up
the two or three wooden steps, and
found a door partly ajar confronting
him.

There were folk inside this place,
and Dusty was determined to see who
they were. Gently he pushed the
door a bit farther open, so that I
might insert his head. Even as
did so a del 1

descended on
struck him a
the neck

he had time to com-

a wooden bucket had
on the top of the door
e had fallen into the
. vigorous hands gripped
- the robe and dragged him

He dashed the water out of his
eyes, and gazed round about him,
and was amazed to find himself in a
mob of about thirty-five 'boisterous

| Shoo Ti,
i

| you?”

| rest of the school-children, and the

Chinese kids. Some of them were
armed with rattan canes, and, yell-
ing excitedly, they began to whack
the luckless Dusty over the head and
shoulders.

Crack, crack, crack!

“QOoch! Yow! Ooh-er!”

In the midst of the rumpus Shiner
and Tich bounded through the door.
The Chinese youngsters squealed ia
alarm; then, seeing that they were
British tars, burst into joyous cries.

“Hi, you little yellow freaks!”
cried Shiner. ‘“What are you doing
to our raggies?”

“We'll larn you to knock seven
bells out of him !” piped Tich.

The Chink boys—who could all
speak broken English, having been

educated in the mission school—
looked from Shiner and Tich to
Dusty, squatting on the floor. The

robe had fallen down from Dusty’s
head and had become torn open at
the front, revealing a sailor’s collar
and part of a jumper.

“Ow!” exclaimed young Fan Mo,
the ringleader of the school kids.
“It is nicee Blitish saileeman. Heap
solly. We tinkee you allee same our
teacher Tin Lung, who makee do
bunk.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Shiner.
“See the joke, Dusty? They had it
in for teacher, and when you bowled
on the scene in your giddy robe they
thought you were him!”

The joke also appealed to Tich
immensely ; ut somehow Dusty
failed to see it. He rose and wrig-
gled his shoulders, which still
smarted’ under the lusty thwacks of
the rattan canes.

‘“Spiteful varmints!” he muttered.

“No wonder old Wonky and his
gang left the beastly little wasps
alone !”

Suddenly one of the youngest kids,
a moon-faced child of the name of
: i, set up a wild howling.

what’s the matter with
demanded Shiner.

The rest of the kids took up the
chorus, and the mission school was
filled with their wailing. They had
remembered again their hard lot—
that their motheis and fathers had
been dragged off by the pirate horde,
and they did not know from where
they were going to get their next
bowl of rice.

“Here,

The 2nd Chapter.
Ail Aboard for Hoochow!

L 00K here, ’Arf-a-Mo,”
said Shiner to the ring-
leader of the kids, “you tell
Shut Eye and the rest of

the howlin’ mob as their kind uncles,

Shi Na, Dus Ti, and Ti Chi, will take

’em for a nice walkee-palkee to Hoo-

chow, but only if they turn off the

giddy tap and behave themselves.”
This Fan Mo interpreted to the

little Chinks mopped their slant eyes
on their sleeves. They were all
willing and eager to go with the tars
to Hoochow, especially as it was
pointed out to them that a landing
party of bluejackets would be certain
to be sent on the track of the pirates.
Then- their fathers and mothers
would be restored to them.

Before leaving the mission school,
Shiner got them into file and told
them it would be easier if they
marched properly into Hoochow.
Then he and his raggies led them

out into the dusty village street,
singing the refrain of ‘“The animals
came out two by two, they all came
out of the Ark.”

Some of the smallest, including
young Shut Eye, were hoisted on to
Corny’s red saddle, much to their
delight; Tich clambered up and took
charge of them.

All the others, with Shiner at their
head, and Dusty bringing up the
rear, ambled through the village, far
enough behind the camel not to get
the dust from his big splay feet.

“Shiner!” suddenly cried Tich
from the back of the camel. “There's
the railway right ahead, and some
sort of a station!”

“Crumbs! Can you see anyone
about, Tich—any of = Wonky’s
pirates?”’

“Not a soul on the horizon,

Shiner,” replied Tich. ‘ And—spike
me !—there looks like an empty train
in the siding. If only there’s a
Chink engine-driver about we might
get a lift for the whole bunch of
kids into Hoochow.”

“Wish we could !” breathed Shiner
fervently. “I don’t wonder at old
Tin Lung doing a guy! However,

mate, we’ll risk the railway. Quick
march for the station!” ordered
Shiner.

In a few minutes the station was
reached, and the Chinese school-
children all trooped on to the plat-
form, whistling Corny to follow
them.

Meanwhile, Shiner & Co. inspected
the one train in the siding, which
seemed in good order. The carriages
looked as though they had been buils
at the time of the Ark; but the
mechanism of the engine seemed all
right, and there was a good pile of
coal and wood in the tender.

“All . we want now is an engine-
driver,” remarked Dusty. “Bub
there isn’t one, so we're no better off .
than we were before.”

Shiner gave him a dig in the ribs.

“Leave it to Uncle Shiner!” he
cried. “My Uncle Ben, who was a
driver on the Southern, hasn’t
given me rides for nothing. If you
chaps’ll help me to get water in the
boiler, and a good fire going in the
furnace, I'll take the merry old half-
day excursion into Hoochow.”

“Good for you, Shiner!”
Tich.

“Now, stand by and watch your
uncles pump water in the boiler,”
Shiner said to the kids. “You'll
learn summat, too.”

There was a thick hose from the
top of the pump, and Dusty swung
this into “a hole at the top of the
engine, while Tich helped him.
Meanwhile, Shiner worked the old-
fashioned handle of the contrivance.
At once the water came through the
hose with a sudden rush, and the
hose squirmed out of the boiler like
a great writhing serpent.

Swoosh !

The powerful stream caught Tich
full on the chest and knocked him
head over heels off the engine.

Tich shook the water from himself,
and, trying to look dignified, strode
past the grinning Chink children and
rejoined Dusty on the engine. With-
out further difficulty they succeeded
in filling the boiler, and next they
turned their attention to the furnace.

With the aid of some wood and
coal liberally splashed with oil they

piped

(Continued on the next page.)

A CANING FOR DUSTY!

on him and got busy with their canes.
‘¢ See the joke, Dusty ?

Crack ! Crack!

They’re mistaking you for their

Crack ! Nosooner had Dusty, in his Chinese costume, -
entered the room than a mob of yelling Chinese youngsters piled down
¢ Ha, ha, ha! ”’ laughed Shiner, who stood in the doorway with Tich.

schoolmaster ! *?
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managed to get a fire drawing well.
While the three of them were stok-
ing like niggers the Chinese children
gathered round the cab, encouraging
them to more mighty efforts.

“Phew! Whooh!” puffed Dusty.
“I.don’t think I ever liked ‘a bunch
of kids less in me life! "'And to think
we're doing all this hard work for
their sake !”

*“Cheer up, old pal!” piped Shiner.
“I think the water’s just about on
the boil. I'll open the throttle a bit
and see. Stand clear below there, y’
little varmints!”

He opened the throttle ‘a bit, but
nothing happened ; the train neither
moved forward nor did a puff of
smoke come from the funnel.

“Take that iron rake and climb
for’ard, Dusty!” ordered Shiner.
“Summat must be blocking up the
smoke-stack.” Go and have a look—
see what it is.”

Dusty made his way forward along
the engine, climbed to the warm
boiler, and peered down the funnel,
while the kids below watched him
with interest.

.“T can’t see nothing down here,
mate !” he shouted back to Shiner.

So Shiner jerked the throttle well
over. The result was immediate !

Chooooh !

A blast of smoke and soot shot up
from the funnel as out of a young
volcano—full into Dusty’s face. His
hat went sailing aloft, and only by
grabbing on with one hand to the
funnel-rim did he save himself from
falling overboard.

“Ow! Glub-glub! You did that
a-purpose !” g
Led by Fan Mo, the Chinese

children doubled up and roared with
mirth. ¢ i

Never before had Shiner and Tich
seen Dusty in such a’nasty mood.
When they helped him off the engine
to the ground, he wanted to knoqk
seven bells out of both of them, in
spite of the fact that he could not
see out of either eye for soot.

Young Fan Mo collected three
heavy sticks and offered oue to each
of the chums so that they could
“makee plenty big slap-bang fight!”
Only Tich, however, availed himself
of the offer, and with his stick he
chaged the little Chink rascals info
the train. By then Shiner had suc-
ceeded in getting all the soot out of
Dusty’s eyes. 3

After some argument it was
decided that Tich should be fireman,
and Dusty, guard. Shiner was about
to swing into the cab when a
thought suddenly. struck him.

“What about Corny?” he asked.

“You take him in the guard’s van
with you, Dusty,” suggested Shiner.

Dusty thought that Corny would
be better up in the cab with Shiner
and Tich, but the other two got
their way. After a great deal of
difficulty they pushed Corny into the
guard’s van. . Dusty blankly refused
to go with him, however, and said
he would ride on the engine with
his pals, though he was too hot to
do any work with the fire shovel.

They started off again; Tich, in
singlet and trousers, wielded the
fire-shovel like a Trojan, ably helped
by Dusty’s advice. : :

Now and again, Dusty varied his
activities by sticking his head out
of the cab to yell at the Chinese
school-children, some of whom were
trying to touch the telegraph poles
as they went by. : .

Soon the train was chugging its
way through a narrow pass between
two ranges of hills.

Suddenly, as they rounded a bend,
the chums saw that there was a
switch line, and on it was another
train with armed men on the foot-
boards!

“Great  pip, what shall we do?”
cried Tich.  “There’s some of
Wonky’s pirates !”

“Go full steam ahead, matey!”
answered Shiner grimly. “There’s
nothing for it now but to try and
get past. The points are set all right
and we can go through on the other
line.”

He opened the throttle full out,
unheeding the yells from the pirates
on “the other ‘train. As Shiner’s
excursion passed, the raggies saw
that the stationary train was laden
with captives—captives from the
village of Kowpan, as was speedily
made manifest by the wild greetings
of the kids to their luckless parents.

‘And on the engine of the switched
train was Wong Kiang, the pirate

lcader, himself.
H gone rumbling by at about
; fifteen miles an hour, than
i Wonky blew two shrieks on
the whistle and started in pursuit.
He had brought the captives from

The 3rd Chapter.
Chased by the Pirates!
ARDLY had Shiner’s train

_l_llllllIlllllIIlIlIIIIlIlll!lIIIIIIIIlllIIIlIIllIlllllIllIllllIlllllllIIlIIIIIIIIllllIlIIlIHIHllllvlIllIllllIHII!IIIIIlllIlIIIIIIlIIIIlllllllllllllllllllIIIIIIIIIIIIllll'lllllllllllllllllllllllllIllll!

5/- for ALL READERS with SIX RIGHT!
L£500 must be won FOR TEN RESULTS!

CUT HERE.
FREE COUPON. wmm=
Foothall Competition No. 17.

Matches Played : SATURDAY, APRIL 23rd,
Closing Date : THURSDAY, APRIL 21st.

FREE POCKET-MONEY FOR YOU!

Here is 2 FREE COUPON containing ten matches
to be played on SATURDAY, APRIL 23rd, and the
splendid payments to be made are explained below.

All you have to do is to strike out IN INK the

names of the

accordance with the Rules

as final and legally binding.

Address

17

B.R.

contain this competition offer.

together.

games on the coupon.

will be divided at the Xditor’s

of a prize.

the village of Kowpan to this spot
in the pass, and was just about to
make them detrain and march to
his camp in the hills. The sight ot
those three young bluejackets, how-
ever—who on many former occasions
had outwitted him and caused the
capture of many of his own men—
Wwas like a red rag to a bull.

He started his train so suddenly
that his pirate guards had only just
time to scramble back into the com-
partments among  the unlucky
prisoners. ;

Tor a mile or two, Shiner held the
lead; then Wonky’s train began to
catch up on the other line.

In the cab, Dusty peered back
with gloomy face. e

“Stoke up! Stoke up, Tich!” he
yelled. “Spike me, old W onky’s
overhauling us!” -

“Here, come and do a bit your-
self I” puffed Tich. :

Both shovelled coal into the fur-
nace for all they were worth, while
Shiner looked out ahead to see 1f
the line was clear. Even if it were,
there could be but one end to this
grim race, unless the *excursion ”
could get up more speed.

A pile of coal and wood collapsed
forward from the top of the tender,
and Dusty drove his shovel into it.
As he did so, something that felt
like the hind hoof of a mule, shot
out and caught him in the belt, send-
ing him staggering back against the
furnace.

“Wow !” whooped Dusty.

He leaped forward with the back
of his bell-bottomed trousers ablaze,
and as he fell forward on the coal, a
blackened fist shot out of it and
caught him a hefty thump on the
nose.

“ Woops |”

Then—smack ! Tich brought the
shovel with a hearty thwack across
the region of the fire on Dusty’s
trousers, and the luckless raggie shot
head-first among the coal.

Tich’s blow had the effect of put-
ting out the small fire, but Dusty
was too hurt to feel grateful. More-
over, he felt himself grasped by a
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pair of black arms and suddenly
involved in a wild wrestle among
the coal and wood in the tender.

“Great whelks! Dusty’s nobbled
a pirate!”

Shiner’s exclamation was made as
the doleful raggie, black all over,
dragged an equally black Chinaman

to his feet.
“No!” hooted Tich. “It’s old Tin

Lung !”
It was indeed the village school-
master, who had taken refuge

among the coal of the tender and
had remained doggo until a small
avalanche of coal had brought him
down at the raggies’ feet.

“Me heap solly!” he cried. ‘““No
lun away from nicee sailee-boy any-
more. Me t'inkee Wong Kiang
wantee chop off Tin Lung’s useful
and honourable head.”

The excursion swung round a bend,
and for the first time Tin Lung saw
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the pursuing train. It had long
since cleared the siding on which it
had been switched, and was now
running on the same lines as the
raggies’ train.

“See the giddy old Puffin’ Billy
behind, matey?” demanded Shiner.
“Well, Wonky and his pirates are
aboard that. And if they nobble
us, you can say tootle-oo to your
cheery old figurchead right away.”

Tin Lung gave a velp of fear, and
would have fallen back on the coal
again save that Dusty grabbed him.
Tich promptly pushed a fire-shovel
into the_Chink’s hands.

“Stoke that furnace for your life,
matey,” urged the Little 'Un. “Both
me and Dusty have got bellows to
mend, and it’s up to you to keep the
home fires burning, so to speak. If
you can’t get another couple of knots
out of this giddy old half-day ex-

cursion. we shall find ourselves
coupled to Wonky's special afore
long.”

Egged on by the most doleful fore-
bodings from the raggies—especially
Dusty—Tin Lung shovelled coal with
the same magnificent energy that he
emploved when wielding the rattan
cane on young Fan Mo & Co. Even
so, he could not get the extra two
knots out of the ancient engine, and
the raggies braced themselves for a
sickening bump from the other train
behind.

“PD’you think Wonky will dare to
do it?” inquired Tich anxiously.

“0’ course he will!” moaned
Dusty. “You know what a reckless
bloke he is. He'll smash us even if
he smashes himself in doing it. I
believe,” he-added sadly, “as a rail-
way accident is allus worse than a

shipwreck. ~Stand by to abandon
ship—I mean, jump clear o’ the
train !

“Not yet !” cried. Shiner excitedly,
as he peered forward. “There’s a
double line ahead, and some blokes
near a signal-box.”

At a good speed, Shiner’s half-day
excursion rattled and bumped over
the points and raced towards the
signal-box.  The raggies caught a

glimpse of half a dozen blucjackets,
who looked like an advance guard, in
the shade on the far side. Petty
Officer Gurney, who was in charge,
was talking to the Chinese signal-

man.

“Hi!” bellowed Shiner from. the
cab, as the engine rattled past.
“Switch those points over!”

In utter amazement Gurney leaped
out from the shade of the signal-box
and saw the pursuing train rushing’
up. In a flash he saw that there was
likely to be a collision if the second
train followed on the same line as
the first.

With gratifying speed he shoved
the Chinese signalman into the box
and yelled to him to pull the switch
lever, ' The startled Chink did so,
and, instead of following on the same
line as the excursion, Wonky’s
train swung over on the other track.

What it was all about, Gurney had
not the foggiest notion. He had
caught one glimpse of the coal-
blackened, sweat-soaked raggies, and
had heard Shiner’s frantic shout. But
even after the pirate express had
passed, he was unaware that Wong .
Kiang, whom he was actually hunt-
ing, was the engine-driver.

In the cab of the excursion
engine, Shiner & Co. rejoiced ox-
ceedingly that the immediate danger
of a bump from Wonky’s express was
averted. Their satisfaction became
less as the pursuing train came
racing up on the double stretch of
line until the engine was level with
the carriages in which the Chinese
school children were riding.

“Ahoy there!” bellowed Shiner,
leaning out of the cab. “Take your
figurehead in, young ’Arf-a-Mo—and
the rest of you, too! Duck your
tuppenies under the seats ! g

Two or three shots suddenly rang
out from  the pirate train. These
had an immediate effect on the
school kids, who hastily withdrew
and scrapped desperately among
themselves to get under the seats, as
Shiner had advised.

Foot by foot, Wonky’s train drew
level with Shiner’s excursion, until
the two engines were rattling along
side by side. The pirate chieftain
shut off steam a little to keep level,
and looked out of his cab along the
barrel of a hefty-looking pistol.

“Makee put hands up quick!” he

ordered the tars, a grin on his yellow

face. “You allee same chuckee up
sponge?”’ ! ¥
“No, matey,” grinned; Shiner in

response; “we allee same chuckee
piecee coal !”

As he spoke, he let fly with a small
churik which caught Wonky full on
the nose and knocked him headlong
backwards on the steel floor of the
engine cab.

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Dusty and
Tich. “Pelt ’em!”

Yelling to Tin Lung to' keep
stoking up the fire, Shiner & Co.
bombarded Wonky and his fireman
with knobbly pieces of coal.

Smack ! Crack! Smack!

The pirates yelled with the pain of
the blows, and in a desperate attempt
to avoid the bombardment, Wonky
shut off steam to allow his train to
drop behind.

Crack!

A chunk of woeod aimed by Tich
bowled over the notorious rogue for
the second time.

“Bullseye, Tich!”
“Cigar or nuts?”’

Leaning ouf of the cab, he watched
the other train drop astern. Wonky
was leaning out of the other engine
and, having lost his pistol over-
board, was shaking his ‘fist vigor-
ously.

Suddenly he seemed to niake up bis
mind to a desperate course, and
crouched for a spring. Directly the
guard’s- van of Shiner’s’ excursion
came level with him, he leaped from
the cab, clutched a steel rail which
ran down vertically on -the van's
side, and swung himself through the
small window.

“Spike me!” ejaculated
“Wonky’s come aboard us!”

He started to clamber over the

tender.
S ran swiftly along the swaying

carriages of the train Dback
toward the guard’s van.

He was almost jolted from his
perch as the train ran over another
set of points. The double line had
ended, and the track was single
again. He pansed and watched the
other train, which had dropped well
astern; he saw it come swinging in-
wards over the points and on to the
single line also.

(Continued on next page.)

cried. Shiner.

Shiner.

The 4th Chapter.
Corny Does His Bit!

HINER reached the first coach.
Shinning to the roof of it, he
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Approachiug‘ the van, Shiner
paused on the swaying roof of a
carriage to listen. Above the roar of
the train came the sounds of violent
thumping, as though a scrap were
going o,

“Tar me!” muttered Shiner. 1
was a chump not to have brought a
ump o’ wood along with me!”

For all that, unarmed though he
was, he leaped across on to the
guard’s van and shinned down the
rail to the open windaw into which
Wonky had climbed.

. Meanwhile, Wonky had not been
idle. When he had successfully made
that leap from his engine and
climbed into the guard’s van of
Shiner’s train, he had got his subse-
quent actions figured out to a nicety.

Although he had lost his pistol, he
had an array of deadly weapons at
his belt, and his idea was to kill the
guard first--whoever he might be—
and then clamber forward on the
train and deal with the driver and
fireman.

Directly he alighted in the com-
parative gloom of the guard’s van,
he bounced up and drew one of the
knives from his array of cutlery. In-
stead of a guard, he saw an ungainly
- nightmare which half filled the van—
a thing with great square, yellow
teeth, serpentine neck, flopping
hump, splay feet, and brush-like tail,

“Yooh—wow ! shricked Wonky.
~ Dropping his knife, he turned to
clamber out of the guard’s van again,
when the big square teeth of the
Buzzfly mascot fastened themselves
upon the slack of his baggy blue
trousers. The pirate chief whooped
for merey; but Corny, already put
out about these new jolting quarters
of his, had been waiting for someone
to come along to make his protests,
With a curious twist of his sinewy
neck, he slung Wonky across the box-
like compartment.

Thereafter followed a few exciting
minutes—Wonky dodging about in
the confined space of the van, with
Corny slowly ambling round in
circles after him. How the pirate
escaped annihilation from those snap-
ping yellow teeth and kicking splay
feet was a miracle,

Crash! Bang!

Two hefty blows from Corny’s hind
legs loosened the back of the ancient
guard’s van.

Thud ! :

Another hefty blow, which missed
Wonky by inches, knocked a strip
of wood clean out of its place.

Only by the most amazing agility
did Wonky avoid any serious harm,
Inqidentally, Corny got so dizzy
twisting his neck round looking for
him, that at last he could do nothing
but blink and squeal.

A gloating grin spread over
Wonky’s evil face, and he tugged out
a big, flat-bladed dagger from his
armoury. The'camel should die!

Even as lLe flung up his arm to
drive home a blow, the window of
the guard’s van was darkened. Next
moment an athletic youngster, who
looked rather more like a sweep than
a bluejacket of the Royal Navy,
swung inside.

Wonky, whose eyes had become
accustomed to the comparative
gloom of the van, recognised the
Jeader of the famous raggies in spite
of the coal dust. It was Shiner
Bright, the boy who was responsible
for the capture of so many of his
lc;“lzln men—the boy he had vowed to

ill!

Instead of striking at Corny, Wong
Kiang gave a fiendish laugh of
triumph and leaped at Shiner. So
swift was the pirate’s attack that
Shiner was still on hands and knees,
as he had fallen when he ha
dropped inside the van. He saw
the silvery flash of the pirate’s knife
as Wonky hurled himself forward,
and he did the only thing possible
-—rolled swiftly over on the floor.
The dagger missed him by a frac-
tion of an inch, and the point struck
deeply into one of the floor boards.

Wonky tried to withdraw it; but,
failing at the first attempt, left it
quivering in the floor.

In a flash, he whipped another
wicked-looking blade from his belt,
and again launched himself at his
intended victim.  Up came Shiner
from the floor with the resilience of a
rubber ball; and, ducking under the
knife, he crashed home a snorting
left to Wonky’s nose.
© “What price the Navy! Take
that, you old crocodile—and that!”

“That * and “that” were respec-
tively two snorting hooks to the
-ribs. As Wonky staggered, gasping
with pain, Shiner could see—through
the broken back of the guard’s van—
the pirate train coming up fast
. astern.

A cold chill ran down his spine at
the sight. Did Wonky’s pirate, who
had taken charge of the throttle,

intend to bring about a smash? If
50, it was good-bye to himself and
Wonky and the camel in the guard’s
van!

Crack! Crack!

Corny’s hoofs thudded tremend-
ously against the wooden back of the
van, and already loosened, it went
hurtling out on to the line, leaving
a big square open space.

“Tar me!” ejaculated Shiner.
“You've done it now, Corny !”

Wonky, leaning against one of the
three remaining walls of the van,
was gazing wide-eyed through that
opening in the back. The wood-
work kicked out by Corny Lad fallen
right across one of the msetals, and
the other train was steaming full
into it!

Evidently the pirate in the cab
'saw the obstruction, but he was un-
able to pull up in time. The small
bogey-wheels of the pursuing engine
smashed the obstruction to splinters,
but, at the same time, jolted so
violently that they were flung off the
metals. For nearly a hundred yards,
the engine of the other train
ploughed along the sleepers parallel
with the rails, and then came to a
coughing standstill.

‘“Phew !” breathed Shiner. “Safe
from that quarter, at any rate!”

savage howl from Wonky
brought Shiner sharply back to the
yellow peril that was with him in
the damaged guard’s van.

The pirate chieftain leaped away
from the wooden wall so that Shiner
should be between himself and the
open back of the van. His slant-
eyes glowed red with hatred as,
dodging a snapping bite from Corny,
he flung himself at the boy he
hated.

Shiner side-stepped with a speed
which caused Wonky to half turn in
bewilderment. Promptly the nippy
bluejacket connected with a light-
ning left an inch above the belt. The
blow brought Wonky’s head forward
as though jerked by an invisible
string and——  Crack! Shiner’s
right knuckles connected with his
chin in a ripping uppercut.

Lifted completely off his feet,
Wonky hurtled backwards. He
struck against Corny’s rough flank,
bounded back off him and, spinning
round, dropped in a heap.

Corny bared his great teeth and
emitted a curious squeal; but, as he
made a swift movément as though
he would chew a piece out of the
unconscious pirate, Shiner quickly
yanked the captive aside.

“Behave yourself, old boy!” he
admonished = Corny. “ Wonky’s
bagged at last! Spike me, I want to
get him to Hoochow all in one
piece |

He rapidly cut the cord from two
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SHINER SCORES A HIT!

which caught the pirate full on the nose,

As the trains drew level, Wonky leant out of his cab, a heft: istol in
his hand—but Shiner w,as ready ! 7 '
and sent him headlong backwards into the engine!

He let fly with a chunk of coal,

or three old mail-bags with his jack-
knife, and bound the pirate chieftain
hand and feot. Hardly had he done
so when the train came gradually
to a halt.

Leaping out of the back of the
guard’s van, Shiner | 1 forward
to his chums in the e

“What have you stopped for,
mates?” he loudly demanded.

“Water’'s gone off the boil, I
think,” returned Dusty. *Summat’s
gone wrong with the works sSome-
where.”

“Well, we must get her going

again!” cried Shiner. “I’ve cap-
tured Wonky, me hearties, and we’ve
got to get him to Hoochow with all
speed !” '

Hardly had he spoken when Tich
uttered a yell and pointed excitedly
down the track. Coming round a
near-by bend in the railway from the
direction of Hoochow was a large
landing party from H.M.S. Buzzfly
with Commander Dill himself at
their head!

The Buzzfly had learned of the
raid by Wonky’s pirates on the
village of Kowpan and their capture

of the railway. Commander Dill
himself had come ashore at the head
of his men to make another des-
perate attempt to bag the elusive
scoundrel who was terrifying the
country. And the skipper and the
landing party were amazed beyond
words when Shiner dashed down the
track toward them and announced
that Wonky was already a captive!

There was much work, however,
for the Navy to do. Commander
Dill detailed certain of his party to
get the half-day excursion moving
again, and Wong Kiang, the school-
master Tin Lung, Fan Mo, and the
other kids, and Corny the camel
were taken to Hoochow.

Shiner & Co., to their great
delight, were allowed to join the
naval contingent, black and dis-
hevelled though they were. The
pirates had abandoned the other
train, and two or three other blue-
jackets were detailed to take the
refugees from Kowpan to Hoochow
to rejoin their children.

Meantime, the advance guard,
consisting of Petty Officer Gurney
and six gallant tars, bagged all the
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NOW’S THE TIME TO JOIN !

Things are moving apace with the new
formation, and this week has brought an
interesting query from Mr. B. Stevens,
the Secretary of the go-ahead Leicester
Section of the Football League.

He is ready and willing to run a Cricket,
Section in his area, but he says that the
average age limit of 18 years is a definite
handicap, He wants permission to run
a Senior Division with an average age of
up to 21 years, as well as a division of
18 years.

This is 0.K. under the circumstances—
for this reason. The REALM Leagues are
run for the benefit of junior clubs, but
if out, of the junior formation there arises
a need for a senior division, there is no
reason why one should not be formed.
The senior clubs benefit by being welded
together in the league, and the junior
teams are helped a lot because the more
divisions there are to a Section, the
stronger the Section funds.

Leicester.

So cricket clubs in the Leicester area
should get into touch with
Mr. B. Stevens,
7, Acorn Street,
Leicester.

Mr. Stevens is one of the keenest of all
the keen secretaries in the REALM Yootball
League, and I know that he is out to get
ahead of everybody else so far as cricket
is concerned. Clubs can be sure of his
ready interest, and I strongly advisz
Leicester teams to get into touch with
him immediately, because the new forma-
tion will be founded on the clubs which
have played under the REALM during
the winter season.

All letters should be addressed
to The Sports Editor,
BOYS®' REALM, Gough Houss,
Qough Square, London, E.C.4.
Letters requiring a reply—

CRICKET MEDALS GIVEN AWAY!

) Ghe Boys Joealm Criciet [eague |

should be

The stamps, or

Editor will
possible

The 1827 Championship Medal.

Liverpool and Bootle.
1t has always seemed queer that Liver-
pool has never come up to scratch in the
Football League—but the Liverpudlians
have a chance to show what they can do
in cricket, and the man who is giving
them this opportumity is

Mr. H. R. Pickering,
271, Bedford Road,
Bootle, Liverpool.

Liverpool clubs anxious to get into the
REALM organisation should drop him a

line.
Another for Notts.

Another new area is that around
Pinxton, which is on the borders of
Nottinghamshire and Derbyshire—this is
to have a Cricket, Section, which will be
under the control of

Mr. E. Vale,
Church Street,
Pinxton, Notts.

He is the man to write to—and don’t

forget to enclose a stamp for your reply.

accompanied by
dressed envelope.

S particulars
Cricket League on application.

Ay m

a stamped ad-
The Sports
send the fullest
of the

More Details.

In case you have not yet learned the
details of the REALM Cricket League, they
are given, in brief, below, For fuller
information, write to the Sports Editor,
whose address is above.

Any junior cricket club is eligible for
membership.

Each Section is awarded a set of twelve
handsome bronze medals, which - are
presented at the end of the cricket season.

A Section cannot consist of less than
eight clubs, but may embody more than
this number.

To be eligible for the medals offered by
the Boys’ ReALM Cricket League a
Section must have commenced playing
off its fixtures by June 4th, 1927.

All clubs must fill in the Boys’ REALM
Cricket League Club registration form,
in return for which each club will receive
a registration certificate.

There are no registration forms for
players.

There is no entrance fee to the
League.

The Secretary of an existing club may
wish to start a Section in his district.
In which case he should write to the
Sports Xditor asking for registration
forms; wupon receipt of his letter a
dozen forms and full particulars will be
sent to him.

The League is of immense assistance
in aiding clubs to make fixtures, because
it welds together teams which normally
play only friendly matches, offering them
trophies for which to compete.

It must be understood that the Sports
Editor’s ruling in all cases of dispute in
connection with trophies is final and
binding, and the registration of the clubs
is accepted only on this condition.

pirates who had made their escape
from the derailed train. A hard
march of the whole contingent and
half ~an hour’s snappy fighting
resulted in the capture of all the
others of Wonky’s-gang in their new
stronghold in thg hills.

_Later came the great day when
the commander-in-chief of the China
Station himself came aboard the
gunboat, and Shiner, Dusty, and
Tich stood out before the whole
ship’s company.

‘To the breast of each of them was
pinned a bright new medal, “for
their gallant and invaluable ser-
vices in action against pirates,” as
the admiral himself expressed it.

In the first dog-watch, Commander
Dill assembled the whole ship’s com-
pany again, and told them that the
Buzzfly  would shortly leave the
China Station and sail for home.

The whole of the Canton water-

front reverberated with cheers from
the excited bluejackets.
_ Commander Dill held up his hand
for silence. The captain did not
make a long speech, but what he
| was to the point and went
aight to the hearts of the
assembled company.

_He specially picked out Shiner &
Co. for a few words of praise.
~“You need no telling,” he said,
“what Boy Bright and his comrades
have done for us. They had a real
share in the capture of Wong Kiang,
the pirate.  And on several other
occasions they have distinguished
themselves.”

At his words another terrific out-
burst of cheering took place.

“Look here!” muttered Shiner,
under cover of the cheers.  “I think
it’s time we slipped off !”

“Same here !” agreed Tich.

The three raggies tried to creep
away. They might have succeeded
but for the fact that a foot was sud-
denly shot out and Shiner crashed
over on to his nose.

“Och !” he gasped angrily. “What
clumsy clown did that ?”

He picked himself up and found
himself gazing into the features of
Horace Stoop. But before he had a
chance to do anything strong arms
caught him. His chums were held
likewise. And the raggies knew it
would be unwise to resist. Com-
mander Dill was speaking again.
They could do nothing but listen.

“And so, my lads,” the captain
ended. *in three days’ time we shall
be sailing for home !”

Again the Canton waterfront re-
verberated with the lusty cheers of
the merry bluejackets,

‘““Ray! Ray !’ yelled Shiner,
dancing the hornpipe in his delight.
“What-ho for good old Pompey and
little Flossie and Sal!”

“And a whack of good old fish-
and-chips ! eried Tich.

“Ay!” -agreed Dusty, rather
mournfully. “Anyway, it will be. a
bit of a change from curry and
rice !”

THE END.

(A smashing new series 6f Hoxiny.
yarns commences tn next week’s
ReALM.  Don’t miss the first great
story— “KIGHT—NINE—OQUT !”—
specially written by popular Arthur

M S. Hurdy.)
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GINGER PULLS Raggs® Rents to be sold up! The Ramblers are to lose their ground !
’EM THROUGH!

How this Rousing Story Started.

PON the death of his uncle, Terry

. Tyrill—popularly known a8 Ginger

—finds that he is now the owner of

Raggs’ Rents, a block of tenements

in the poor district of Steelvale; he also
inberits the sum of five hundred pounds.

Raggs’ Rents are in a shocking condition
of disrepair, and Terry decides to spend
the five hundred pounds in renovating
them. He also decides to live there himself.

Terry makes friends with Sergeant Boom
—an old soldier who has a steel hook in
place of his right arm and a wooden stump
for his left leg. 3

Ginger joins Raggs Ramblers, a team
composed of boys from the Rents.

Henry Crocker—managing director of
Steelvale United—wants to buy the Rents,
but Terry—through hisslawyer—refuses.

The Ramblers enter for the local Charity
Cup Competition, and are drawn against

* Steelvale United. It does not seem as
though Ginger’s team can possibly stand
any chance against the professional club.

To everybody’s surprise, however—
and, to Crocker’s dismay—the Ramblers
succeed in beating the 3rd Division team !

‘. (Now read on.)

Qooed Enough for the United!
INGER TERRY and his chums of
the Ramblers never forgot the
sccues and demonstrations that
followed the - finish of their
selésationui match with Steelvale United
F.C.

The spec.ators went wild with delight
over the well-deserved, though quite
unexpected victory of the tenement lads.
Though Henry Crocker had deliberately
and spitefully placed his strongest team
in the field, they had been soundly
trounced in a manner that left no doubt
as to the inferiority of the professional
side.

Cheering like madmen, the people
swarmed on to the playing area, despite
the efforts of the police to keep them
in check and Terry and his companions
found themselves surrounded on all sides
long before they could reach the shelter
of their dressing:room.

The United team was utterly ignored
save for a few boohs and hisses, and
were allowed to leave the field un-
molested. By their unsportsmanlike
behaviour and foul ‘play they had ham-
mered home the last nail in their club’s
coffin. The next time the United played
at home there were not five hundred
people in Steelvale who would trouble
to attend th. ground.

As Manager Wallis McKee had prog-
nosticated. Henry Crocker had been hoist
with his own petard.

“Brave, vhe Ramblers! Well done,
the tenement boys!”

1t was useless for the footballers to
attempt to escape Despite their blushes
and protest:, they were lifted shoulder-
high and carried in triumph towards
their dressing-rooms.

It- was a great day for Raggs
Ramblers. It was several minutes before
the excited crowd would set the foot-
ballers down and allow them to reach
their dressing-room, and then it was not
before Sergeant Boom had made a brief

speech, which was punctuated with
bursts of laughter and shouts of
approval

The Ramblers had scarcely commenced
to change ~ut of their football kit when
a pompous-loosing official of the club
thrust his head into their dressing-room.

« Mr. Crocker says you're to pack up
and clear off these premises as quickly
as you car!” he said brusquely. “ You
deliberately incited those hooligans to
swarm on to the field and ‘damage our
pitech! Disgraceful proceedings! Mr.
Crocker is thinking about taking action
against you but he knows you ain’t gob
sixpenn’orth of coppers amongst the
whole lot of you!”

“You tell Mr. Crocker to go and eat
coke!” thundered Sergeant Boom, with
a menacing wave of his steel hook.

And the official vanished with ‘more
specd than dignity.

Tired, buft thoroughly happy and con-
tented, the foothall packed up their
kit and made their exit from the ground
{hat had heen the scene of their great
triumph that afternoon. There were
still many pcople waiting outside to give
them a final checr, and they were

i, ROBERT
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greeted in similar fashion at ffequent,
intervals as they passed through the
town on their way home. 4

Wanted—a Hundred Pounds!
F[\ HE Ramblers had decided to cele-
high tea, to be partaken of in
Sergeant Boom’s quarters, and
honours. “A whip-round was made, and
several of the footballers dispatched on
meat-pies and other toothsome delicacies.

Ginger was returning from a visit to
dejected figure  standing outside  the
entrance to the Rents. It was Sally
had earned her that nickname of Sun-
shine was conspicuously absent. The
pathetically, and her blue eyes were
heavy with unshed tears.
thing ?*> ‘queried Ginger anxiously, set-
ting down the jug he was carrying, and
shoulder. ¢ Has anyone been upsetting
you? Tell me who it was, and, by gum,

Sally Norris dabbed at her eyes with
a pathetic scrap of a handkerchief and

¢No, no; it’s nothing like that!*” she
assured shakily. <“Tt's Johnny! He's
cited over the match this afternoon that
he tried to stand up, and must have
came and took him away to the
hospital !**
pathetically. ¢‘But you mustn't worry
yourself, Sally. - He'll get the best of
him: as happy as a sandboy, and soon
fix him up again and send him back to

Sally Norris shook her curly head.

“They—they can’t do much for him at
told me so. He said that there was only
cne hope that Johnny would ever be able
famous specialist in London who might
be ‘able to cure him. Bat it's impossible!
come to Steelvale—over a hundred
pounds!”’
sternation.

“Phew! That doesn’t sound right!®
needed to set young Johnny on his feet
again, and we haven’t got it! And
got so much money they drive them-
selves potty thinking how to make a lot
of a hundred pounds, Sally!*

The pretty girl stared bewilderedly at

‘“A hundred pounds!*” she exclaimed.
““We could never find a hundred pounds!

“Nothing is impossible!” replied
Ginger stoutly. ¢ That's always.been my
into action mow. I'll get my think-box
working, and see if I can find a means
young Johnny on his legs again! In the
meantime, keep a stiff upper-lip, and
he is, and we'll run along and see him
as .soon as we’re allowed to. I'll send

Sally Norris smiled gratefully, and in-
stinctively she gave Terry’s arm an affec-

““You—you're just wonderful, Terry!”
she said shyly. “I don’t know what I
secem to be anything that you can’t do!”

“Oh,. isn’t there?” Ginger muttered
when 8ally had darted away into the
tenements. “1 guess T'm ry good at
off a heap more than I can chew tgis
time. A hundred pounds! Phew !
wanted for a good cause! I'll wait till
to-morrow, and see if Mr, Catchpole can

brate their great victory with a
to be followed by suitable musical
various errands to purchase cakes and
the nearest dairy when he came upon a
Norris, but the customary smile that
pretty girl’'s mouth was trembling

“Why Sally, what's the matter, old
placing a gentle hand on the girl's
I'll flatten 'em!”
smiled bravely.
been taken bad again! He got so ex-
strained himself! The—the ambulance

¢ Poor old chap!” said Ginger sym-
treatment at the hospital. They’ll make
you.”
the hospital,” she said. ¢« The surgeon
to walk again, and told me of some
He would want such a lot of money to

Ginger uttered a low whistle of con-
he exclaimed. ‘Only a hundred pounds
there’s some people in the world who've
mare. We must see if we can’t get hold
the young footballer.
1t’s impossible !’
motto, Sally. and I'm going to put it
of raising the necessary dough to set
don't worry! Jobnny’s quite O.K. where
him some books to-morrow.”
tionate, confident squeeze.
should do- without you! There doesn’t
grimly, to himselt, a few minutes later,
making promises, but I reckon I've bit
That's a big order, but, by gum, it's
do anything for me.”

Things .are as black as they could be—but Ginger gets a wheeze.
Read about his effort in the stirring chapters bhelow ! .

He had already mortgaged a consider-
able portion of his small income with
the. lawyer in order to purchase new
Soccer kit for the Ramblers, but he was
quite willing to stint himself still more
if it was possible for him to raise the
money that would enable young Johnny
Norris' to be examined by a specialist
with a prospect of his being permanently
cured of his infirmity.

The celebrafion high tea at
Boom’s that evening-was a great :
though Terry's enjoyment was somewhat

geant

marred by the thought of the conversa- |

tion he had had with Sally Norris that |

evening.

The - usval sing-song wound
evening’s pleasures, but this tim
was no unwelzome interruption by N
Bowker or the Doolan Stre
There - was no
hooligans had learned their 1
would not-dare to interfere w
Ramblers any more.

Ginger had mnot forgotten h
to visit Solomon Catchpol
next morning came
bout of tr.
lowed by a

on the door, and }
him with an orang
her hand.

“ Telegram for you, Master Terr;
announced. ‘‘Is there any answer

Ginger shook his head as he tore the
wire open and glanced surprisedly at its
contents. By an extraordinary ccinei-
cence, it was from the very person he
had been on the point of visiting.

He wanted to see Solomon Catchpole,
and it appeared that Catchpole wanted
to see him as well.

“Come  and see me this morning.
Important,” the old lawyer wired.

“Something to do with the fire, I sup-
pose,”” thought Ginger, as he put on his
hat and coat and left the Rents. ¢‘Pro-
bably the insurance company has refused

to pay out, or the police have taken

some action. ‘Hallo! 'What’s the matter
here 7

The young footballer had reached the
High Street. and his exclamation of sur-
prise was occasioned by the sight of a
large crowd that was gathered outside a
big ‘building that stood almost opposite
the town' hall.

There seemed  to be
excitement and agitation.

“Hallo! What’s happened? What's
wrong here,” asked the young footballer
of a bystander—‘“an accident?”

‘An accident! It's a dashed sight
worse than any accident!®” replied the
man. gloomily. ¢ The bank’s gone bust
and suspended payment! There was a
run on . it this morning, and they shut
up - their doors at once! And me out of
work, and all my savings inside there!
The officials ought to be lynched!”

Qinger Learns the Worst!
INGER uttered a low whistle of
consternation. He realised that
this news would come as a ter-
rible blow to many of the resi-
dents of Steelvale who deposited with
the Steelvale & County Bank. Many
would ' be left absolutely penniless, and
rumerous shopkeepers would be ruined
by the bank’s failure.

“ 1t may not be so bad as it seems,”
said ' Ginger encouragingly to the man he
addressed. “ Perhaps the bank is only
waiting for' fresh:funds, and will pay
everyone in full as soon as they arrive.”

¥From the bank it was only a short
step to Solomon Catchpole’s office, and
Ginger -had no thought of what lay in
front of him as he swung briskly up
the stairs and pushed open the glass-
panelled door.

His cheery words of greeting died away
on-his lips as he caught sight of the
old lawyer seated behind his desk.
Solomon Catchpole was hunched despond-
ently in his chair, with -his chin sunk
on his chest _and a haggard, careworn
expression on his face. There was a
dull look in his eyes, and with a pen-
holder he was stabbing nervously at a
blotting-pad in front of him.

“ Ab, it's you Terry, my lad!” he
in a queer, strained voice. * Take
! You got my wire, then?”
ded as he sank on to a

wire just as I was
ting out to make a
“I wanted to

SF

olied.

prepare yourself for a bit of a sho
Even then Ginger did not know wh
was coming -next.
“It's over that beastly fire, I sup-
pose?”” he ‘said resignedly. ¢ The insur-
ance company has refused to pay out?
It’s rotten luck, but it can’t be helped!”
Solomon Catchpole shook his head, and
drummed his fingers nervously on the
edge of his desk.
“No, it's nothing to do with the fire;

it’s worse' than that!”’ he jerked. «I
scarcely know how to tell you. I only
hope you won’t blame me. It was quite
unforeseen.”’

Ginger stirred uneasily.

¢“I—I don't quite understand, Mr.

Catchpole!”” he exclaimed. < Whatever
has happened, you may be sure that I

considerable ]

sha'm’t blame you., You mneedn’t 'be
afraid to tell me.”

+“Did you notice anything out of the
ordinary .as you came through the
town?” queried the old lawyer. ¢1I take
it you came past’ the town hall2”’

Ginger frowned thoughtfully, and then
sat up with a jerk as he realised what
his companion was driving at.

“ Great Scott! You mean that crowd
outside the County Bank?’> he ex-
claimed. ** Of course I saw it! Someone
told me that there had been a run on
the bank: and it had suspended payment.
But I don't gee how that——"*

“You don't see how that affects
you:* . interrupted the old lawyer
quickly, as though eager to get the

matter over. “Of course, you did not
.know, my boy. that every penny of the
money left you by your wuncle was de-
posited in the Steelvale & County Bank!
And it 1s the same with me! Everything
I possess is in the same bank! I have
banked with the €ounty for years. I
never dreamed that such a thing as this
could happen !> faltered the old lawyer.

“So I—i've no money left?” jerked
Ginger. And even at that moment he
was unselfish enough to be thinking of
young Jc'mny Norris, the cripple lad
whom * he had promised to help. “It's
all gone? Of course, I can see it’s no
fault of yours, Mr. Catchpole. But I
don’t exactly understand whate this
means. How do I stand? What is to
be done?”

Catchpole leaned back in his chair and
stared gravely at the young footballer.

“From what I can see, there's only
one thing to be done, my boy,” he
replled. “Bad luck has forced your
hand .in this matter. You will have to
study your own interests above all
others, and, if you will accept my
advice, you will fall in with Henry
Crocker’s proposal, and accept the offer
he has made you for the freehold of
Raggs’ Rents.” .

Accept Henry Crocker’s - offer- for -the
purchase of Raggs’ Rents!

The words stabbed into Ginger's brain
like dagger-thrusts. He stared aghast at
Solomon Catchpole, whilst a flood of
colour surged into his cheeks and a gleam
of indignation and determination crept
into his eyes.

‘“Sell the Rents to Henry Crocker!”
he exclaimed hotly. * Séll him the Rents
so that he can have the people evicted

and pull the tenements down! Not on
your life, Mr* Catchpole!" I'd rather
do that! I'd sooner sweep

starve th
a cro

or a living! I'd sooner sell
reet! I'll bave no deal-
Crocker!”

ed admiringly
hook his head

afraid you don’t
situation, Terry,”
ly. “You have no option in
matter. I admire the chivalrous
attitude u have adopted, but nothing
now can save your tenants from being
evicted and the Rents pulled down.”

“Is there noc se that can be
done, Mr. Catchpol Ginger appealed
huskily:

““I can see nothing.” replied the old
lawyer ' candidly. It is a case of
Hobson's choice, my boy. There is no
reason why you should leave yourself
penniless with an empty, condemned
tenement on your hands when you can
sell the property for a sum that will
put you on your feet and give you a
start in the world.” Z

1 must have a little while to think

(Continued on next page.)
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at the lad.

A gasp of amazement came from Solomon Catchpoie as Ginger made his

astounding proposal.

The manager of Steelvale United glared amazedly
“ You want to buy up the United ? > he gasped. * You must be crazy ! ”’
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" this over,” Ginger said; rising 1o his Teet’
2 und gripping tho old ldwyer sympathetic-
ally by the hand. “I am sorry you have
~Jost a lot of money in the bank as well,
= Mr. . Catchpole!” he added earnestly.
-+ But, after all, we are. not the only
ones, are ae? There's plenty worse off
than we. I'll come along and see you
again. to-morrow and let you know what
I've decided to do.”

Ginger: scarcely knew where he wan-
dered to during the next couple of hours.
He. was lite a boy in a dream as.he
vaced the streets, with his head sunk
on his chest and his hands jammed deep
in his pockets. At last, worn out, he
returned home, still with his problem

unsoelved.

I Solomon Catchpole’s office. He had
- made up his mind what to do.

" There was still a haggard-faced crowd of

- people. standing hopefully w©utside the
premises’ ¢f the County Bank; but the
doors and windows remained harred, and

. it had been  announced in the papers
that the bank would remain closed until
the Receiver had examined the assets
and the avditors had completed their
work.

Solomon Catchpole was not alone when
the lad -entered his office. He was in
company ‘with an elderly man, whom he
introduced as Mr. Burrage of the local

. Housing Committee.

The old lawyer was looking a little
mo ‘e cheerful, and he gave Terry a faint

= smile of encouragement.

‘I fancy we have overcome oune little
point that seems to have been worrying
you, young Tyrill,” said Mr. Burrage
kindly. -*“ Even though Raggs’ Rents will

- have to be condemned, the occupants will
not - be evicted homeless into the
* streets.””:”

Ginger’s face lit up at once.

“1 am able to offer them temporary
alternative accommodation,” went on
Burrage. “Some months ago the
councilk bought up several big houses in
Marsden  Lane. They have been con-
verted -into flats, and your tenants will
be allowed to occupy them at a nominal
rental until other tenements are
available.””

“ By James, that’s great news!” cried

~ Ginger, with a huge sigh of relief. " No
one will niind moving under those cir-
cumstanees. T-—I suppose you couldn't
find the Ramblers a football ground as
well 272

“Well, I can scarcely go as far as
to promise that,” smiled Mr. Burrage.

_ “That is beyond my province.”

¢ When you have sold the Rents you

~should be able to hire a football
ground,” suggested Solomon Catchpole
meaningly: -

Ginger hesituted for a moment, and
“then shrugged his shoulders resignedly.
= T suppose I've got to do it,” he said
'relucmn’clv “But I wish it was to
anyone else-but Henry Crocker! It goes
- against the grain to do business with
him !” “

Mr. Burrage took his departure,” and
- Solomon Catchpole, glad that the whole

affair had been settled, seized the tele-
phone  and rang up Henry Crocker’s
© private office.

‘“He’s  calling for his lawyer, and
© coming: “along -liere at onee,” he
“announced, as-he replaced the receiver.
* “We'll heve the whole business signed,

sealed, and settled in half an hour, bar-
~ring the transference of the title deeds.
Great Scott! What’s the matter, boy?”

Ginger, who had been standing by the
window staring moodily out into the
street, thinking what a wrench it would
be to part with Raggs’ Rents, had sud-
denly spun round on his heel with a
rueer cry of excitement, and, snatching
up his cap, leaped towards the door.

“Sha'n’t be long! Xeep Crocker here
until I come back!?” he jerl\cd “ Sud-
denly thought of something!”

He Dad indeed auddeulv “thought of
something > as he hurled himself pell-
mell down the narrow stairs. Quite by
chance he had caught a glimpse of John
Jackson, the late manager of the Steel-
vale United F.C., striding along the
opposite side of the street, and instantly
an amazing, astounding idea had flashed
into the young footballer’s brain.

His eyes were blazing, and his heart
was throbbing with excitement as he
dashed out into the street and across the
road, regardless of the traffic.

John “Jackson was still in sight, and
he caught him up just as he was ascend-
dng the steps of his hotel. His face was
set in gloomy, disgruntled lines, but it
Jit. up ationce as he saw who it was had
accosted.chim.

‘““Hallo,. Terry

Qinger’s Qreat Scheme!
T was ten o’clock the next morning
when he set miserably off for

lad!” he greeted

¢ @Glad to see you! My word,
team have made a

You knocked smoke
The finest game I've

heartily.
but you and your
name for yourselves!
out of the United! t g
seen for many a day! Come inside!”

He led be way into the smoking-
lounge, and Ginger’'s lips were trembling
with eagerness as lhe confronted 'the
football manager who had tried so hard
to get him signed on for the United.

“«(Can’t stay a minute, Mr. Jdd\aon”’

panted the young footballer. I want
to "ask you a question. Are you still
wanting to get control of Steelvale

United 2

“Wanting!” echoed Jackson bitberly.
“1've done everything I can to try to
persuade Crocker to sell me his shares,
but he won’t hear of it!”»

Ginger laughed happily.

“I've a proposition I want to put to

you,”” he said, and spoke rapidly- for
several mirutes.
- At the end of that time the other
occupants of the smoking-lounge avere
amazed at the spectacle of Ginger and
John Jackeon positively dancing .in the
centre of the floor, shaking hands, and
laughing and shouting like a couple of
schoolboys.

¢“You're on, Terry—you're on!”’ cried
Jackson, his eyes ‘blazing with dclig_ht.
“I believe I'd have done the same thing
had it come my way! Go -ahead and
fix things up. I'll wait here for you.”

Ginger was off like a .rockef, and

'pelte‘, straight back to Solomon Catch-

pole’s office. Henry Crocker and his
lawyer were already there, and the latter
was tramping impatiently up and down
the room, with bis hat on the back of
his head and a big cigar in his mouth.
¢ 0h, here he is!” he grunted, doing
his best to disguise his satisfaction as
Ginger came through the door. ¢ Come
to your senses at last, have you, my
lad? I knew you'd have to give in at
the end! Let’s get busy, Catchpole!”

“Mr. Crocker wanted to alter his
terms, but I wouldn’t hear of it!” said
Solomon Catchpole, as he seated himself
at his desk.

“ As it happens, 1've decided to alter
my terms,” said Ginger coolly.

*“What!” roared Crocker furiously.
“By James, I'm not standing
shuffling! I won’t increase my p
by a pennypiece!”

“You haven't been asked to
Ginger shortly.
price I'll accept
Raggs’ Rents, and you
leave it!>”

““And what is it?” queried
suspiciously.

“Fifteen hundred pou
all the shares you pos
vale United Football Club!*?

A gasp- of consternation -burst from
the other occupants of the room.
Solomon Catchpole made a feeble ges-
ture of protest, and Henry Crocker
glared amazedly at the lad.

“You want to buy up the United!”
he gasped. “You must be crazy!”

‘Perhaps I am, but that’s beside the
point,” smiled . Ginger. “You've heard
my terms. Are you going to accept
them? ' You have no real; interest in
the United. You've done your best to
ruin the club! Perhaps someone else
can make a ‘do’ of it!”

Henry Crocker chewed suddenly at his
cigar. Dog-in-the-manger to- the last, he
was reluctant to consent, but he knew
that it was only by purchasing Raggs’
Rents that he could save himself from
certain bankruptcy.

“Have it your own way!” he growled.
“You can—-"

“One moment!*’ interrupted Solomon,
Catechpole anxiously. ‘I am not going
to allow my client to buy a pig in a
poke! T have heard the United is in a
very bad way. What exactly is the
situation 2

‘“Not nearly so bad as is made out!”
lied Crocker desperately. ¢ The club is
certainly at the foot of the League and
the capital is practically exhausted, but
there’s no mortgage and a twenty-five
years’ lease. of the ground still unex-
pired. Leave the boy alone if he wants
to buy the club to play-about with!”

Ginger nodded reassuringly to the old
lawyer, and went across and whispered
in his ear for several minutes, whilst
Crocker stood looking on suspiciously.
He couldn't understand why Terry
wanted to buy his shares in the United,
but it meant that he was purchasing the
Rents at a considerably lower figure.than
he had originally offered.

For half an hour the two lawyers
busied themselves with legal documents
and title deeds that were as so much
Greek to Ginger. Several times he was
called upon to sign his name, and then
all the necessary formalities were com-
pleted.

“You want Mr. Crocker’s shares in
the Steelvale United Football Club trans-
ferred in your name?” queried Digby

Soaks, Henry Crocker’s legal repre-
sentative.

“No,” ieplied Ginger sweetly. I
want them transferred to Mr. John
Jackson.*?

x
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back on his
ut of the room, with
behind him.
Catchpole was com-
and bewildered by
behaviour, it did not

1any minutes to explain
o him. *

“I bought the shares for my friend,
John Jackson, because Crocker refused
to let him have them out of sheer
spite,” he informed him . hastily.
“Jackson used to manage the United,
and I know jolly well that, once he has
control of the club, he'll mnke a roaring
success of it and pots of money as well.
All the people who used to support the
United will flock back when they hear
that Crocker has gone and Jackson has
taken his place.”

‘of course,

. the
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“But—but where do you come in?”
queried Solomon Catchpole mguely i
thought you had taken the shares in the
nature of an investment.”

““And it 1s an investment—an invest-
ment for myself and -all my chums!”
chuckled Ginger. *You just wait, Mr.
Catchpole! 1 haven’t time to explam
now, but T can assure you that you
haven’t heard the last of Raggs Ram-
blers. And I haven't. lost any money
over this deal. Mr. Jackson is buying
the shares from me at top price, and
he’ll send the cheque on to you as soon
as the script has been delivered. And,
he is doing something in
return for what I have done for him;
but that’s a secret for the moment.”

Away went the -young footballer dash-
ing back to the Station Hotel, where
John Jackson was pacing impatiently up
and down the smoking-lounge, puffing
feverishly at a cigar. One look at
Terry's radiant countenance told him
that the lud’s mission had been suc-
cessful.

“You've got them? Crocker consented
to your terms? He didn’t suspect any-
thing ?”’ he quened eagerly.

‘““Yes, you're the new boss of Steel-
vale United, Mr. Jackson!” chuckled
Ginger delightedly. ¢ Crocker didn’t sus-
rect anything at first, but, by gosh, you
ought- to" have seen his face when I
asked to have the shares transferred in
your name !>’

“By James, this is the happiest day
of my life!’’ exclaimed John Jackson, a
trifle huskily, as he gripped the ]ads
hand.” ““You'll never regret what you've
done, my lad. T'll have Steelvale United
booming right up at the top of the tree

before I've finished with the club!
There’s “not much time left now, but,
~u“erm" snak you wait until next

will be at the top
d of at the bottom,
And we won't be

became more serious.
done my part, Mr.
said meaningly, “and I
ed if you'd come along
lents with me and do your
\l\ hat, I'm just waiting to
boys’ faces when they hear
happened and what’s going to
L‘.pptu' 2

‘I'm with you there!” chuckled John
Jackson. “They'll think I'm pulling
their legs at first, I dare say, but they’ll

| know better when we get 'em up to the

ground.”

Nothing would satisfy John Jackson
but that they should find a taxi to drive
them to Raggs’ Rents.

All Right for the Ramblers, "™

INGER was not surprised to find
Raggs’ Rents in a high state of
excitement when he and John
Jackson alighted from their cab

and strolled into the courtyard. The
placed was packed, and there was a
deafening babel of voices.

Ginger guessed that Mr.-Burrage had
already been. along to inform the
tenants of the change that was about to
take place, and it was easy to see that
news. was not unwelcome to the
tenement dwellers.

They were only too willing to transfer
to the big, well-built houses in Marsden
Lane that the council had converted
into flats.

But Sid Yates and Tom Carter and
the other members of the Ramblers’ team
looked none too pleased with themselves
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as they stood in a body outside the
porter’s lodge.

“We've heard all about it, Ginger!
Sergeant Boom told us as soon as the
housing bloke had been!” said Sid Yates
gloomily. “We—we're sorry to hear you
lost, all your brass in the bank failure
and had to sell the Rents!”

“Is that what you are all looking so
blessed ‘blue about,”” asked Ginger, with
a_ mischievous twinkle in . his eyes, “‘or
don’t. you want to move? You’ll find
Marsden Lane a dashed sight more com-
fortable than Raggs’ Rents"’

“Yes, I dare say,” replied the Ram-
blers’ goalkeeper, with a dejected shrug
of his shoulders. ¢ All the womenfolk
and so on are mighty bucked to be
moving. But—but what about the
Ramblers. Ginger? What are we going
to do about a ground? Where are we
going to play our heme matches?”

““Yes; what about a ground?”’ echoed
Tom Carter, looking as though he was
on the verge of bursting into tears.

“I'd forgotten all about that!” ex-
claimed Ginger, doing his best to look

perplexed and dismayed. ¢ Perhaps Mr.

Jackson here wouldn't mind us playing
our hom: matches on his football
ground ?**

All eyes were fixed expectantly on
John Jackson, and the latter entered
heartily into the joke.

‘““Only too delighted!’> he assented
willingly. “My ground is at your dis-
posal any time you require it!”’

“My hat!” cried Sid Yates delightedly.
““But where is your.ground, sxr" What
club does it belong to?” -

“The ground's at- the upper end of
Tiptree Lane. It belongs to Steelvale
United.”

- 8id Yates’ face dropped again, and
he and his chums stared uncertainly at
one another, wondering if this strange
friend of Terry Tyrill's was trying to
take a rise out of them. They were not
in the mood for silly jokes at that
minute.

Ginger stepped forward at once.

“Boys, what this gentleman has said
is perfectly true,” he said bluntly. * The
best way I can explain is by making a
proper _ introduction. Mr. Jackson,
please meet my chums of the Ramblers'
team. Boys, this is Mr. John Jackson,
the new bhoss of the Steelvale United
Football Club!*”

A simultaneous gasp of surprise burst
from Sid Yates and his companions, and
every eye was turned incredulously in
the direction of John Jackson.

“What! The new boss
United !’ ejaculated Tom Carter.” * What
d'you mean, Ginger? What about
Henry Crocker? = What's become of
him?*?

“He's cleared out!” smiled Ginger.
“He's sold his controlling "interest to
Mr. Jackson here, and Mr. Jackson's
going to put the United on its-feet
again—that is, if you're willing to help
him.*”

“Help hmmn!” echoed
“How can we help him?
to do with the United?”

“How would you like to have some-
thing to do with the United?” asked
John Jackson, stepping to the front.
“Have any of you fellows an ambition
to become professional  footballers?
What would you say if I asked you to
sign on for the United ?”

““Sign on for the United!” 8id Yates’
eyes almost popped out of his head.
“Great jumping Jerusalem,
trying to lead us up the garden, sir?
Ginger, what does this mean? Is—is
your {riend trying to pull our legs?”

“Pull your legs be hanged!® cried
Ginger. “Mr. Jackson means exactly
what he says. He saw us play. on
Wednesday, when we beat the United
to a frazzle, and it’s his opinion that
the team that beat the United is good
enough to take their place in the League
At least, he’s willing to sign us on and
see what sort of a show we make. 1
don't say ‘that we’ll all find a permanent
place in the first team; but there's
nothing wrong = with pla)mg for the
reserves, is there?”

“The United Reserves!’” gasped Hug-
gins, looking as though he was on the
verge of fainting dead away. ¢Suffer-
ing cats, I'd give my ears for the oppor-
tunity of playing for the reserves!”

“Mr. Jackson is not asking you tc
make such a big sacrifice. as all that,”
said Ginger grave'y.

And the subtle dig created a roar of
laughter, for Huggins. was endowed with
extraordinarily large ears, which stuck
out on either side of his head like bat’s
wings.

“I shall be in my office on the: United
ground to-morrow morning from ten to
twelve,” said John Jackson. “I shall
have plenty of professional forms ready,
and I shall be pleased to sign on the
whole bunch of you, and put your regis-
tration through so that all of you will
be eligible to turn out for the United
on Saturday afternoon. I'm willing to
put you to the test by playing your
entire team—exactly the same team as
beat the United yesterday.”

“On Saturday!” exclaimed Sid Yates,
clutching at Huggius for support. “But
the United are at home to Stockley on
Saturday! They're top of the League,
and have only lost one away match this
season !”

‘“Well, that ought to prove a pretty
sound test for you fellows,” said John
Jackson meaningly. <“If you can beat
Stockley, yor can take it for granted
that you'll all keep your places in the
first team.”

A sudden roar of mmgled excitement

of  the

Sid  Yates.
What-have we

and delight burst from the tenement
footballers. ANl at once it had dawned
on them that John Jackson meant

(Continued on next page) -
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exactly wiat he said. They had only
to present themsc'ves at the United
ground the foll wing morning to become
fully-fledged plOfeS°10n3.1 footballers, and.
on the Sacurday afternoon Raggs Ram-
plers wou.d have donned ncw colours,
and would take the field. to meet
Stockley, the strongest and most suc-
cessfur clut in the Northern Division of
the Third League

¢ pPon‘t cthank me;
Tyrilt here,” pleaded Jackson, as the
elated lads swarmed around him. “I
should never have ‘been able to get con-
trol of the United if it hadn't been for
aum.”

Cheer upon cheer echoed through the
court,yarrl of the Rents, and a lump rose
in Ginger’s throat as he suddenly caught
;.ght of the dejected figure of Sergeant
Boom, standing iorlom]y outsxde the
porter’s lodge. puffing flercely at his
uniighted pipe, and doing his best to
look - pleased at the unexpected good
fortune that had befallen the-team of
footballers he had trained so proudly
and thoroughly.

“ Guess they won't need me no longer!”
ihe old soidier was thinking gloomily
to himself ¢ Good luck to ’em, though!
i allu thought they was good enough
for professional football, instead o’
wasting their time on that mudheap at
the back of the Rents. Why—"

¢ Sergeant Boom!”

14 was John Jackson who had spoken,
prompted by a whispered remark from
Ginger,
attention at once, and came stumping
across, with his head thrown back and
his steel hook swinging by his side.

“YLads, you're not going to lose your
old trainer!” cried John Jackson, laying
a friendly hand on the sergeant’s
shoulder, and turning towards the crowd
of excited footballers *“He's going to
serv- the United in the same capacity,
and if he- does his job as well in the

thank young

fvture as he has done in the past, I-

shall have control of the fittest team in
‘the whole of the British Isles! - Three
cheers for Sergeant Boom, the man who
has made Raggs Ramblers what they are
to-dey and what they are going to be
before the season is out—the prlde of
Steelvale!

And agai: the cracked, crumbling walls
of the doomed Raggs’ Rents echoed to
a roar of cheering that brought people
flocking to their windows, to gaze down
wonderingly at the little crowd in the
courtyard below.

“ Three eheers for Sergeant Boom !**

“And for John Jackson!”

‘“And for Ginger!”’

The troubles of Ginger and his chums
were at an end. Though the Rents were
doomed, the Ramblers were only just
entering on a career that was to lead
them to a high and proud posxtlon in
the football world !

The Match of the Season!

OHN JACKSON himself saw to it
that the local newspapers were
immediateiy informed that the
controlling interest in the Steel-

vale United F.C. had passed into bis
hands, and the follewing morning the
whole town was thrown into a frenzy of
amazement and excitement when it
became kaown that thé new owner of
the club had invited Raggs’ Ramblers en
nlock to sign on as professionals with the
United.

It was a daring move that was
approved n every quarter, for Steelvale
had quite taken ithe Ramblers to their
hearts after their brilliant victory over
the United the previous Wednesday.

A sign of the times was the crowd of
foothall fans which, for mno apparent
reason, was to be seen clustered outside
the ground on the  following morning
when Ginger Tyrill and his chums turned
up to put their signatures to the forms
that, ‘were to make them professional
members of the club.

Sergeant Boom was the proudest and
happiest man in the world when he com-
menced his official duties as trainer that
day. There was little friction; the other
players who had made such a poor show
that season had quite resigned them-
selves to ‘the fact that their services
would very soon be dispensed with, for
John Jackson had already informed the
majority of them that they had been
placed on the transfer list.

Saturday witnessed one of the most
astounding scenes that had been seen in
Steelvale for many a long day. It
seemed as though ninety per cent of the
population was determined to gain a
good point of vantage to witness the
game between Stockley and the eleven
young footballers who had once been
scornfully referred to as the ‘ Ragged
Ramblers.”

Long before the gates opened several
hundred people were congregated in Tip-
tree Lane. Every minute their numbers
were augmented, and when at last the
turnstiles did start clicking there was
no cessation until long after the time
appninted for the kick-off.

and the old scldier sprang to’

The . stand ,was, packed; in the front
row sat Sally Norris and her crippled
brother, who had been released from
hospital the previous day.

The teams lined up, and the game
started.

The shrill of tlhe referee’s whistle
found Ginger quite. cool and composed,
and he slipped the ball across to .Tar-
raut, “'who made good ground before he
transferred to Swift, on the opposite
wing.

Swift lived up to his name, and he
went away down the line like ‘a flash;
but, though he eluded the halves, the
back tackled him before he cculd get in
his centre, and sent his forwards moving
with a well-judged pass.

In a trice the ball had been carried
to the otlier end of the field. The

Stockley

right wing combined
dazzling movement that beat Weir com-
pletely for speed, and Tom Carter couid
do_ nothing to prevent .a beautifuily
placed centre that the centre-forward
promptly rammed into the ret with a
drive that shook the posts.

it was dist blood to Stockley, and
Henry,. Crocker, seated in .the stand,
waved his hat and yelled like a lunatic.

“What - did I 'say?” .he. jeered.
“Stock’ey will wipe the ground with
those louts! ' They don't stand a dog's

chance !’

But . Crocker was wrong. Within the
next few minutes things began to
happen.  Undisturbed by their early

reverse, the United sailed to the attack,
and within sixty seconds . Ginger had
made the scores level with a scorching

ig;.a:

drive “that went into the net like a

:annon-ball.

The second half was even more thrill-
ing than the first. Honours were even;
there was nothing to choose between the
two teams, and just when it seemed
that the game was bound to end in a
draw. Ginger dribbled brilliantly almost
trom one end of the field to the other,
and secured a victory for the United
with a shot that the goalie never saw.

Henry Crocker left the ground - a
chastened, discomfited man. Meanwhile,
the crowd swarmed on to the pitch and
carried Ginger and his chums shoulder-
high to their dressing-rooni.

Sally Norris and her crippled brother,
seated in a wheel-chair, were waiting
outside the ground when Ginger emerged
half an hour later.

;. the
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‘“Terry, you were just splendid!” said
pretty girl, - tears of - pride and
delight - standing in her blue e&yes.
“But I expect you’ll be leaving Steel-
vale hefore the season’s over.”

“If ever I do,” said Ginger, “I hope
I'll_ have the right to take you and
Johnny with me, Sally!”

The girl’s cheeks crimsoned. Before
many years she was destined to become
Mrs. Tyrill, wife of the greatest Inter-
national centre-forward in the British
Isles.

So here’s good-bye and good luck to
Ginger and his chums of Raggs’ Rents!

- THE END.

(The opening chapters of a full-of-fun
new boxing series appear negt Wednes-
day: ** —FEight—Nine—Out!™ by popular
Arthur 8. Hardy.)
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B'ING Famous Clockwork Trains—
Engines, Tenders, Carriages, Brake Vans,etc.,,
in exchange for B.D.V. Cigarette Coupons

In addition to the train, there is available under the B.D.V. Gift

Scheme every

]

[

All d
high.

oors to open,

]

to roof 5 ins.

Bing
Truck.

Bing Passenger Car.
8 |nS
1%2in. Gauge.

N

Bing Signai Box. No. 60/629.

With steps,signal and candle hol-
der. Base 5% ins. by 4ins. Height
114 Coupons.

Longz

No.
bogie wheels,
doors, painted grey with black
Immg,‘) ins. long. 2%i
13in. Gauge,

No. 62/110/0.
9lé)né, % ins.

oupons, .
for each article.

L IIHH l

Open Goods
10/547/0.  On
with four flap

2%ins. high.
150 Coupons.

Bing Railway Bridge. No. 611/0,
Arched Viaduct with
fitted - with - rails.
Centre -arch 4} ins,

to slopes,
ins.. long.
high. 1%in.

Gauge. 140 Coupons.

Bing Lamp Standard w:r.h
Ladder. No. 10/641.
Weighted and fitted with
wick. 81 'ins. high.

80 Coupons.

retain their coupons for you.
can very soon have a complete model railway of your own.

Bassett-Lowke Scale Model Ral]ways. in addition, are also available under this
gift scheme and are illustrated in the Gift Book with full details and
number of coupons required.

Send for the B.D.V. Gift Book Té-day

Just write your name and address on a postcard (1d.
stamp necessary) and post to

B.D.V. Gift Dept.
‘54, White Lion

The m

The Gift Book is fully 1

Street,

possible accessory necessary to the building up
of a complete railway.

Collect B.D.V. Cigareite Coupons.
packet of B.D.V. Cigarettes.

the sooner you can get this train or accessories.

These couoom are in every
more coupons you can collect,

We can only illustrate a very few of the gifts on #his page. Send
for the free B.D.V. Gift Book, worth five coupﬁna, which explains
the Scheme in detail.
gift is clearly marked, showing the number of coupons necessary
Coupons are available for engines,
accessories, but if you already possess an engine, then begin
collecting at once for the accessories.

Ask your Friends to help you

Clockwork trains are a joyful occupation ;  they are the ideal indoor enter-
tainment on wet days.

Many of your friends are now smoking B.D.V. Cigarettes; ask them to
By a little co-operation of this kind you

llustrated and every

55, Godfrey Phillips Ltd.,
LONDON, E.i

BO D.

: THE KING OF CIGARETTES

10 for 6d. Plain or Cork Tips. 20 for 114d.

Bing Waysxde Station. No. 61.
With advertisements and candle
holders for lighting up. 214 ins.
long, 61 ins. high. 210 Coupons.

The partnership - Coupons now in .B.D.V. Cigarette packets are available in the Gift Scheme.

O.\\\\

O

Engine, 175
oupons.

Tender, 75

Coupons.

trains, and
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