Here is something quite new in School Stories !

An unusual story of Greyfriars School,

specially written for

“The Holiday Annual ™

By FRANK RICHARDS

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Painful for Parkinson !

ARKINGSON, of the Remove, groancl
He couldn’t help at!
He just groaned.

There were plenty of fellows on Litdle mids
at Greviviars: but nobedy heeded Parkin-
son. Their eyves were fixed on the football
field, where Harry Wharton & Ca. wero
going through a final practice—the match with
Rookwood 8chool being due on the merrow.

Harry Wharton & Co. were in great form,

They needed to be, to play Rockwood.
And Hnev were. And Renm\ o fellows Lrowded
on Little Side to cheer them. %

Parkinson did not cheer.

As already stated. he groaned,

. Had anvone heeded Parkinson, that one
m'ﬂ‘h'(r have wondered why he wm:med But
uolo)cds ever heeded Parkinson,
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Harry Wharton 111d just put in the pill,
with a reallv wonderful kick, and the Remove
fellows, glad to see their captain in such form,
gave hint an enthusiastic yell,

Parkinson contributed a dismal groaxn.

It wus not that Parkinson was not keen on
fouter, and not keen to see his side win when
Roockwood came along. He was keen on
both. He was glad to sec that the Remove
eleven looked like a winning team-—glad to
sec that Harry Wharton was great at centre-
forward, that Bob Cherry was 2 mighty man
in the half-way line, and-Bquiff a tower of
strength in goal. There was no envy in Par-
kinson’s heart.

He was as keen on soccer as any fellow in the
Remove. He would bave given a term’s
pocket-money to have performed the kick
Wharton had just performed—and a year of

 hislife to have been sclected for the Rookwood

match,
)



Like so many hapless mortals in tlus 1mpcr- -
foct universe, Parkinson had fixed his- hopes__

on the nnattainable.
Heart and soul, he ‘was-a footballer.
his body did not, so to speak, play up. The

spirit was meore than willing, but the flesh -

was decidedly weak.
He was rather new to Greyiriars ;
he had arrived at the old “sehoal,

but since
no fellow

had been more regular und assiduo_us at games .

practice. . He did not play ab it; he worked
at it. If assiduity, keenness, enthusiasm,
eoncentration of mind “on a single object,
could have made him a footballer, the trick
would have been done. Uniortunatcly, they
couldn’t. ;

Some fe]lows are born c111m33
was one of them.

It was something, for Parkinson, if his
foot actnally touched the leather when he
kicked at it. But if he did, the leather never
went in the desired direction. I might go

in any other direction—but never in-the one -

planned by Parkinson.

His football added to the micty of exist-
ence in the Remove. Nothing else came of it.
Indeed, since Parkinson had arrived, fellows

said that Coker of the Fifth was no longer the
biggest ass at Greyfriars, so far as football

_was concerned.,

. It was hard cheese ! If Parkinson had not
sared so mueh for the game, it would not
have mattered. But he did care for it,
passionately, There was pothing—simply
nothing—he would not have given, 1o become
a4 good footballer.
become a bad one.
all.

Had the treasures of CGoleonda been in his
possession, he would have handed them over,
cheerfully, without a sccond' thought, in
exchange for a place in the Remove eleven.

That is why he groaned as he watched the
cheery Removites at foothall. If onrly he
zould have done these things ! It only
he could have seen his name in the list posted
up in the Rag!

- But he couldn t!

Between Parkinson and the Remove eleven
there was a great gulf fixed—never to be
aridged.

He was 5o foothaller at

Bit'

“Parkinson

And he could not cven

There were many things that Parkinson
could dg. His construe was the best in the
Remove; and generally called forth eommen-
dation from Mr." Quel(,h his form-master.

THs French was as cood as Monsieur Char-

pentier’s own. At German he was a whale,
Remove follows almost shuddered to see him
reading German as if it wero English.  Mathe-
maties to him were a trifle light as air. That
he would always be a wonderful man in class,
that he would be nentioned with pride fo
visitors .to the school, that he would gather

-prizeslike leaves in Vallambrosa, that he would

bag a Balliol scholarship—all these things
were assured, and ditdd not ecomfort Parkinson
in the least. He had sct his mind, on other
things—which were unattainable.

Therefore Parkinson groaned, as he watched
tke Remove foothallers. and the groan came
from the bottom of Parkinson's heart.

He drove his hands deep indo -his pockets
at lagt, and tramped away. It was useless
to watch what be could never hope to share—
it was like the tortures of Tantalus—just as
his slogging and games practice was like the
unavailing labour of Sis¥phus ! ’

He tramped away moodily to the House,
and loafed about with his hands in his pockets

 doteful and gloomy.

Presently the Bemove foctballers came
{ramping into the changing-room, merry and
bright, with a buzz of cheery voices, Yarkin-
gon hung about. the changing-room. It was
a geneml gathering-place for the foctball
{raternity, and therefore Parkinson liked it
Sometimes he ventured a remark, as a eontri-
bution to the “ football-jaw ™ that went on in
the changing-room. His remarks were always
received with merriment. Parkinson and
foothall really were like il and water, and
could never mix. _

“ Hallo, hallo, halle ! ** Bob Cherry slapped
Parkinson on the shoulder with a mighty slap
that made Parkinson stagger. * Cheer up,
old bean.”

“Ow ! gasped Parkinson.

He rubbed his shoulder. .

“What's the merry trouble, ol man%”
asked Bob. PBob never could tolerate a
gloomy face His own was always bright,

“h! Nothing!” groaned Parkinson.
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“ There is somszthing vou can do for me,” said Parkinson.

1o-morrow !
hat!

“Got o pain 17

(1% WO-

“You Inok as if you were going to vour
awn {funeral, old chap.”

“1 almost wish [ were ! ” mumblLd Parkm-
- son dismally.

“My hat! That sounds ne end jolly,”
said Harry Wharlon, staring at him. “1Is
anything the matter 37 :

& Y(\ 1
" “Give 1t a name, old scout ” waid Frank
Nugent t,h('{-rliv

“Qo it ! said Johnny Rull encouragingly.

* Confide the terrific trouble to our esteemed
ael\e.,, my cxcellent and ridiculous Parkin-
80D, urgm] Hurree Jamset Rany Singh.

ANl the Famous ¥ive were sympathetic,
" They fiked Parkinson—-he was a nobody, bub
. he was a geed-patured and inofiensive no-

The fellows in the changing room burst into a roar of laughter.
Play you—ha, ha, ha!* (Sce Chapter i.}

Rockwood match
* Play vout Oh, my

* Play me in the

hody. Besides, it would have been un{,]:at.eful
not, to like bim. His football furnisked them
with a good deal of merriment.

*“ Anything a chap can do !~ asked Harry
Wharton. Ile was really concerned by the
dimlal woe in Parkinson’s loug face. -

*Well, yes. You could”

“T107 exclaimed thc captain of the Remove

“Yes—only you.”

“Well, my hat! Give it a name, then,”
said Ilarry Wharton. “ Il do anything I
can. WhatcanIdo?™

Parkinson gasped.

* Pl.w me in the Rook“ vod nlntch to-
DOITow.

Harry Wharton ]umpcd

Then le stared.

Then he burst into a roar, which was echoad
fron: end to eud of the changing room.
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“Play you! Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Nobody wanted to hurt Parkinson’s feelings.
Everybody liked old Parkinson, and laughed
at him genially, But the idea of Parkinson
in the Reokwood match was too mueh for
them. They yelled.

“Ha, ha, ba!” - ;

“ Help ! gasped Bob Chersy.

 Fan me, somebody !’ murmured Vernon-
Smith.

*“Ha, La, ha !” .

“ Sorry, old man,” gasped Harry Wharton.
“ Sorry |
you know.”

“ Ha, ha, hal” ;

Parkinson eyed the Remove footballers
gloomily. It was not & laughing matter from
his point of view. Certainly, he had not
expected the eaptain of the Remove to accede
to his extraordinary request. But this irre-
sistible outburst of mirth dejected him. 1%
seemed like the final funeral knell of the hopes
he had still nourished. :

He turned and walked out of the changing-

room. A roar of laughier followed hiri.

Parkinson turned in the dobrway.

* Look here—--"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You can chortle!” hooted Parkinson
desperately. “ But I'm going to pull it off
yet, somehow. I'm going to be a footbailer,
and some day you'll be jelly glad to get me to
play for the Remove ! ”

“ Ha, ha, ha !™

“This is Parky’s funoy
Peter Todd. “ Goit, Parky 1™

* Ha, ha, ha!"”

Parkinson walked away with the erriment
of the Remove footballers rivging in his ears.

day!” gasped

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Man in the Grey Coal.

Parkinson went slowly up the Remove

staircase, and slowly along the Hemove

passage to his study. s
He entered the study and slammed the door.
The winter dusk was falling thick, and
Parkinson put on the light and threw himself
into the armchair befoye the fire, which was
burning low. i

{

But you shouldn’t he so funny, .

It was nnnsually quiet in the Remeove pas-
sage. Most of the fellows werc downstairs in
the Rag, most of them discussing foothall and
the Rookwood match. Nobody was thinking
of Parkinson, that was certain. The hapless
fellow, whose {ootball ambitions were a source
of woe to himself and of merriment to others,
did not linger in the memory of the Re-
movites. Hebad been laughed at and forgotten.

He stretched out his fect to the fire, and
reliecved hiz feelings with another groan,
which echoed ecrily in the study.

He was feeling fed up—fed up to the very
chin! On the table beside him were his books
—some of them books that would huve made
the Remove fellows’ heads ache simply to
look &t them. Parkinson glanced at them with
Ioathing.

Why was it that he could do all the things
he didn't want to, and couldn't do the one
thing he did want to do ?

It seemed unfair.

All Mr. Quelch’s commendations in the
form-room he would have exchanged for one
cheer on the foothall field. Just ence to hear
the Remove fellows yell: “ Well played,
Parkinson ! ™ '

Buat it could never he. He was a trier,
He had tried hard ! Nothing had come of it—
nothing ever could come of it! Everything
was possible excepting the one thing he
wanted. That was barred.

He tired of dismal reflections at last, and
stretched out his hand for a book. He was
nof, in a humour for study. He picked up a
beok to read, and opened it idly.

1t was a book in German, and would have
been hard enough study for avy other feliow
in the Remove. Bué it was light reading to
Parkinson. As it happened, it was the old
tale of Chamnisso, the story of Peter Schlemihl,
the shadowless man.

Reading was a great resource to Parkinson.
Reading, he could forget his worries and his
troubles, more or less.

And it was an interesting story, a German
romance written in the days when Germans
were romantic, and had not yet developed
Hunnighness. :

Parkinson found himself quite inferestec
in poor Peter, and the dark and mysterions

0 )



% [nk is uselass to me,” suld the Man in the Grey

Coat. “My bonds are signed in another fluid—-

Bloodt” “Oh!” gasped Parkinson. (See Chapter 3).

Man in the Grey Coat, who offered Peter the.

{reasures of the earth in return for signing
away his soul. ;

Of course, it was a fabulous tale : no demon
ever did walk thecarth inthe gnigeof amanina
grey cost, seeking the sonls of poor sners.

Neverthelezs, it was a good story; and
Parkinson {found himsclf keenly interested in
the trials and struggles of Peter Schlemihl,
persecited by the Man in Grev. with Lis
mysterious parchment, and his pen di pped in
blood, and his offers of .untold treasures in
return for Peter’s signature.

He dropped the book on his knee at last,
and sat staring at the fire.

Parkinson was an imaginative fellow:
ke could imagine it all.

Peter Schlemibl had been tight in refusing
to sign the deadly parchment, and bargain

away his soul for the treasures of the earth.

Bui the offer of the gratification of every

dcsire must have been a powerful temptation.

Parkingon found himself wondering and
supposing and imagining.

Suppose, for instance, it was nob a fable,
and the Man in the Grev Coat really walked
the earth, like a lion sesking whom he might
devour. Suppose he put in an appearance at
Greyiriars, and offered Porlinson, not the
treagures of the earth, but great distinetion as
a foothaller—a place in the eleven; that
would have been Parkinson’s weak spot—
his Achilles’ heel where he might have been
touched. ' ;

" Buppose :
Parkinson allowed his fancy to resm.
Suppose—only suppose—it had been pos-

sible, and that the Man in Grey had appeared
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at his ethow, parchment and pen in hand,
with his insinuating address, offering Parkin-
son his heart’s desire, in return for that trifle
of a signature ? .

What would Parkinson have replied ?

Really, he wondered.

Ta become, at one jump, a wonderful foot-
haller; to be chogen amid wild aeclaim to
play for Greyiriars; to kick goals right and
Teft, and be borne off the field on the shoulders
of a hurrahing crowd. His heart beat {ast
at the bare thought of it, and his eyes lashed.
That would be worth something—worth a
lot of risk. ;

Reallv, had the Man in Grey had a real

existence, and had he appeared in Parkinson’s
study at that moment, the Remove fellow
could hardly have answered for himself!
‘He was not at all sure that he would have
imitated TPeter Schlemihl’s firmuess in re-
jeeting the insinuating offers of the Man in
the Grey Coat. He would have wished to do
50, of course., But e¢ould he lave done so ?

He waz not at all sure. :

He stared at the glimmering fire, allowing’

his fancy to play with snch weird thoughts.
Perhaps it was fortunate for Parkinson that
the story was only u fable, and that such
things were not possible. And yet

How silent it was in the Remove passage.
Generally that passage was rather noisy-—in
fact, very noisy! It was very silent now.
Parkinson conld hear ne sound, and he was
growing drowsy, and the fire was a red blur
before his eyes, If it had been possible—
if the Man in the Grey Coat had appeared at
his elbow—what would he have done ? He
wondered and wondered.

Suddenly he gave a start. ;

The lght was onr in the study—the room
should have been fully illuminated. But it
was growing dusky-—the light seemed to bo
. burning dim and blue, :

And suddenly Parkinson became conscious
of the fact that he was no longer alone in the
study. _

ft was not his study mate, Trevor, who had
come in, he knew that. Trevor always came
in noisily, with a bang of the door: and
Parkinson had not even heard the door open.
He did not even hear & footfall, Yet he knew

-—he was strangely and acutelv aware—that

there was someone heside himself in the room.
e felt a slight shudder run through him.
He had been wishing--ves. actually wish-

© ing—that the Man in the Grev Coat would

appear to him, and offer him the fulfilment
of his ambition at the price of 2 word written
on a parchment. Was it possible 7 Cowld
such things be truc? Had the mysterious
Man In Grey, conscious of his unspoken wish,
glided into bis presenee from the realm of
shadows ?

It was impossible, of course--absurd !
Parkinson tried to laugh. But he found that
he could not laugh—he could not speak.
He was thrilling from head to foot, with a
strange terror, in that mysterious and eerie
presence which he realised now was in the
ToOm, * ;

In the bluish shadow that now filled the
study he was conseious of a form before his
eyes. A shabby, elderiv man, dressed in an
old grey coat, stood in Parkinson’s study,

Parkingon trembled fremn head to foof,

1t was true, then! It was pogsible ! 1t
was not a fable! He rubbed his eves with
shaking fingers, and looked azain. It was no
deception,  The Man in the Grey Coat stond
helore him.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Sign !
1 Goon-m’uxmc, Master  Parkinson.”
The strange visitor howed politels
to Parkinson of the Lower Kourth,
over the old grey hat he held in his hand.

His voice was thin and reedy, very ¢ivil
in tone ; indeed respectful, deferential.

Parkinson was ‘not much accustomed o
deference, and he eould not help heing rather
pleased.

There was somicthing in the quict, matter-of-
fact greeting, too, that had a reassuring offect.
. After all, this could not be the man in grey
who had so sorelv tempted Peter Schlemihl.
He looked like anything but a demon in dis-
guise. An old clothes merchant of the shabby-
genteel variety woold have been s better
description,

' The old codger had wandored into Grey-
friars somehow, and got into Parkinsen s



stud y—no doubt he was going to ask whera he
was, or the way ont. That was a more probable
vxp]anatmm than thit he was the Enemy of
Mankind seeking to entrap Parkmson into an
unholy ecompact.

Parkinzon was reassured. HJs hair no longer
roge on his sealp, but he was C{mscmun Df a
feeling of disappointment, too. For if it had
been the Man in Grey of Chamisso’s romanee,

~ he eould have had the fulfiment of his ambition

* for the asking, at 4 price, it was trne; but was
there, after all, any price he was not prepared
to pay lor a foothall triumph ?

* Oh, good-evening,” answered Parkihsen,
in an off-hand manner. - “ How the deuce
did vou get in here, old 'un 77

“Did you not call me 2

Parkinson started again.

Had his unspoken wish been regarded as a
cali? Was his first surmise correct, then,
and was this the tempiing demon ?

Burely it was impossible !

But everything scemed so strange now, so
odd and cerie, in that peculiar bluish lhight
that pervaded the room, that Parkinson felt
that really he would have been astomshcd
at nothing.

““ Look here, who are you ? ” he demanded
sharply‘

The clderly man smiled.

“ Your friend in need,” he answered.

* Tf you deal in old clo‘rhes, gaid Parkinson,

“ yow've come in at the wrong door. Better
eut,”

Once more he started.

“*J—1 say, what’s that I your hand 2~

“ Merely a parchment.”

“ A—a-—a parchment ! ”’ ronrmured Parkin-
gon, and his heart beat very fast.

* That 13 all.”

“ And—and that in your other hand % ”

The elderly man had laid his old ha.t on
the table.

* Merely a pen.” -

5 ¢ Ae-a—a pen!” Agan a thrill of‘=super~
gtitious fear ran thiough Parkinson, “ Parch-
‘ment—and a pen ! ™ ‘He tried to be humorous,
to hide hiz terror. “ Any ink sbout 77

“ Ink would be uscless to me,”
in the Grey Coat.

* My bonds are signed in
another fluid.”

said the Man -

“ In—in—in what ? 7 breathed Parkinson,

The reply came in a whisper.

“ Blood I

*0h!” panted Parkmson _

it was true, then! 1t was the ‘tempting
deimon come t-hcrc to tempt him to his an-
doing, To offer him—what ?

Or was it & triek—some jape of that fool
Wibley, for example—Wibley dressed up like
the horrible magician iri the story of Schlemihl?
Was it? Waell, that was soon put fo the
test.

Parkinson glided his hand behind him and
gnpped a eushion,

Whiz !

The eushion ﬂow straight at the thin,
sallow face of the Man in the Grev Coat.

For a second the meagre features were
blotted out from sight. The cushion whizzed
on, crashed against the study wall, and
dropped to the floor. The Man in the Grey
Coat stood where he had stood, unmoved.

- The whizzing cushion had passed right throngh

him.
Parkinson’s hair rose agamn, :
He had no further doubts now. His visitant
was a visitant from another world ; he was
not of the earth, carthly. '
That waa clear, '

“Do you guess now whom T am, \Iastcr
Parkinson ? 7 asked the Man in the Girey
Coat, with a pale, meagre smile.

“Yes,” said Parkinson hoarsely.

“ Have vou anything to ask me 2"

Tarkinson drew a deep, deep breath,

*“Yhat can vou offer me ? 7 he asked.

Already he was dallying with the tempter
and the temptation,
" But there was something reassuring, almost
ridiculously so, in this thm meagte, elderly
man, with his shabby old grey coat. His
manner, too, was 80 deferential and insinuat-
ing that it was hard to {ecl alarm. If, indeed, he
were a phantom, he scemed at least & very
harmless and propitiatory one—one who' need
not inspire dread.

“ Anything you ask.”

“ Do you know what I want 2" o
“ T know, and your wish shall be granted,”
said the Man in the Grey Coat. “Your am-

bition shall be realised. To-morrow—=""
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With all Lis strength, Parkinson flung the cushion af the thin, sallow face of the Man in the Grey Coat

—-and the whizzing cushion appeared top

“ To-morrow,! "’ breathed Parkinson,

“ Your name shall appear in the Rookwoeod
List.” '
~ “Honest Injun? " gasped Parkinson.

+ *You will play in the match. You will
kiek more goals than have ever been kicked
in a football mateh belore.”

“ Oh, draw it mild,” said Parkinson. “1

can’t kiek goals! I told the fellows that
some day they'd be glad to playr me. 1t was
all swank, I can't kick goals! I can hardly
kick a cat—if I wanted to.” -

* You shall ecount, vour goals by the dozen,

if you choose,” said the Man in the Grey

Coat, calmly.
- % But—but——"
- “ 1 will give you jyour heart's desire, A

ass right through him ! (See Chapter 3.)

score never equalled before in the Association
game—-—" '

“Oh!” breathed Parkinson.

" Thundering cheers for Parkinson—-"

(14 Ah ! 71

“ A trivraphant procession from the field—
shoulder-high—--"’ .

Parkinson’s eyes danced,

1t was the gloriols vision of whick he
had often dreamed. Often ho had dreamed
it, bot never dreamed that it would ever
materialise. But now--the power was in
this grey-coated man’s hands. He was going
to nse it on his—Parkinson’s—hehalf ! For
the moment, the ambifious junior forgot
that there would be a price to pay for all this,
Human heings do not deal with demons for




_Grey Coat, in his insinuating voice.

ward with the parchment in it,
business precaution—I am a business- like man -

nothing. But he forgot that circumstance,
in his d‘a,?zlmo‘ vigion of glory.

“ Shall it be so ? " asked the Man in the
“ Bay
the word, Master Parlunaonf What I pro-
mise 1 can perform

“ Done.!” gasped Parkinson, \nthout even
stopping to think. He was not going to part
with that glonoutx vision if he could help it.

“Very good!” The thin hand came for-

—let us make a written note of it. You sign
here.”

Parkinson shrank back.

- He had forgotten, but he remembered now.
And a sudden glitter that came into the duli
eyes of the man in grey startled him.

“f T ean't!” he stammered. L

“ Why not 2 7 asked the old man’ smoothl\

“1—J—1 know who yon are, you know,”
said Parkinsen, shrinking. “ You're an aw-
fullv bud hat, yeu kno“
notu,c i <-|m:ll of sulphur 2

“ Not at all.” co

“ Qeems to me T notice it said Parkinson.
uneasily, * and-—and I don’t like the Jook in
your cye, 1—I think we'll eall it off, and—
and vou'd better go.’

The Man in the Grey (oat laughed.

“ Your heart’s desire, Master Parkinson—
in return for scratching your initials on this
piece of parchment ? Ts 1t much to ask

“ Well, no—but:

“* \Ierelv a tecord of the transactﬂon,
urged the man in grey, his eves shining again
for a second. :

“ Js—is—isthatail 77 -

“That 1s all! Your mltm-ls-—and to-mor-

row you play football for your school amid.

1"

wild cheers
* Gimme the pcn

The pen was in Parkinson’s fingers as he
gpoke. It seemed to leap there of its own
accord, as if by magie.
W hr‘re the ink ¢

Parkinson locked round, but could not aee
his own ink-pot. All seemed so strange in his
gtudy now, almost uncanny. In the bluish
shadows there were flickers as of tiny flames,
and there was a distinet smell of sulphur. -

you

“Mercly nsa’

I—-] sar, do yeu:

.

“ Your arme—-" It was a murmur from
the Map in the Grey Coat. *“ A slight
prick will be enough‘—lt will not hurt

¥

“.(h, I pemember—ink won't do——"

.Patlcmson hesitated.a second It is well said

that he who 11951tates 1% lost.
Parkinson.

Yisions of the morrow’s amazing triumph
danced before Lis dazzled brain, The fellows

So it was with

who had laughed at him in the changing-room.

What would they sav, when his score against
Rockwood ran up to a total never hefore
known in the Association game! He jabbed
the pen-nib into his arm, and the point came
away reddened. -A moment more, and he

" had scratched his initials on the parchment,

in erimson, and the thing was done.

('rash!

Was it a thunderclap !

Tt seemed to Parkinson that it was the
joudest thunderelap he had ever heard. It
shook the study, and cchoed with deafening
sound. TFora second all was darlk.

Fhen the room cleared—the shadows, the
blue light and the flickering flame-points.
were gonc——tha light burned ag usual, in
Parkinson’s study in the Remove passage;
he looked round, and all was normal. There
was the fire, dving low ; there were his books
—there was © Peter Schlemihl ” on his knee—-
hie was alone : the Man in the Grey Coat had
vanished. Had it all been a dream ?

The studv door opened, and Trevor of the
Remove came in,

He looked at Parkinson, and sniffed. Then
he looked round the study and sniffed again,

“ What the thump have you been burning
here 7 he demanded.

* Burning 7 * repeated Parkinson, with a
guilty start.
“Yes!

Trevor.

“ N-n-no.’

* 1f you do, you ]l ]ollv well have to ohange
into another studv, gaid Trevor, * but if
you haven't, what have you been up to?
Making hreworks? ”

“N-n-no.’

*Well, somebodv’s been burning sulphn:
here, 1 know. that! It's jelly thlck said

You taL ing up chemistry ? ”” asked

{ 75 1



Trevor, indignantiv. and he went out of the
stidy and slammed the door.

Parkinson was left alone again, but with a

heating heart. It was true, then—he knew it
was true: Trevor-had noticed the smell of
sulphur left behind by his unearthly visitor.
Parkinson tremhbled, What had he done ?

. Bt it was too late to think of that. What

Ie had done, he had done, and 1t was irre-’

voeable now. Ifc hardly knew whether he
regretted it. And then he thought of the
intoxicating trivmph of the morrow, and knew
that he did not regret it.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Amazing
“IDarkiNgoN 17
“ Trapossible !
“Bosh!"” ;

“1 say, you fellows, it’s too thick

“ There it is. though !

‘There 1t was !

In Harry Wharton's handwriting, in_the
football list posted on the door of the Rag,
appeared the name of Albert Parkinson.

It was Wednesday morning. in the break
between second and third lessons, At hreak-
fast-time Parkinson's name had not been
thers ; the list had been complete.  Herbert
Verpon-Smith, the Bounder of Greviriars,
had seen his name there, down to play at
inside-right. Every feHow in the Remove,
from the Bounder himself to Parkinsen, had
seen his name there,

Now if: was gone.

In the place of Smith's name, the name of
Albert Parkinson was written, in the well-
known * fist 7 of the captain of the Remove.

Vernon-Smith stared at it, scarcely able
to believe his eyes. Had he been dropped
for any other fellow, it wonld not have incensed
the Bounder so much. But to be dropped for
Parkinson—Parkinson !—that was the limit !

il

It was, as Bolsover major rematrked, the very:

outside edge!

Ty Wharton potty ?  asked Tom Brown,
in wonder. :

“ Potty isn't the word, if he plays Parkin-
son,” said Squiff. “He’s a dangerous
lunatie—rnothing more or less.”

“1t’s a joke—a giddy jape ! "

“Tt must be !

“ Jots ask Wharton whal he meana.

There was a rush to seck the captain of the
Remave, He was strolling in ihe qnadrangle
with—Parkinson !

Parkinson, who was nobody in particular—
less than nobody when it came to footbail—
was walking arm-in-arm with the captain of
the form, and holding his head very high.

They were talking foothall !

“ Beat them ! ” Wharton was saying. “ My
dear chap, we shall beat Rookwood all right
—now we've got you!”

Parkinson smiled, 'The effect of those words
on the Removites as they came crowding up’
was rcmartkable.

 Hallo, anything up, you fellows ? ¥ asked
Wharton.

T ghould jolly well say so! ™ gasped Bob
Cherry. “ Football matches ain’t a proper
subjeet for japing, Harry.”

“Who's been japing?” -

“ You have-—unless vou are really thinking
of plaving Parkinso )y

“ I’m not thinking of it—I"ve dedided on
it,”" said Wharton warmly. ““ Fm not likely
to leave out the best man at Groyiriars.”

* The-—the—the what 27

“ That ass——"

* That chump——" _

“ That frabjous foozler—" :

The Remove fellows simply spluftered.
They gazed at Wharton, and they gazed at
Packinson. What did it all mean ?

“ Oh, cut it out ! 7 said the captain of the
Remove. “ Sorry to drop you at the lass
minute Lke this, Smithy, old man—but
football’s football, and a better man having
turned up——"

“ A—g—a better man!” stuttered the
Bounder.

“ That's how it is, old scout.”

“Who's the botter man?” yelled the
Bounder.

“ Parkinson !

“ Pi-pip-Parkinson! Oh, my hat!”™

“ You're not serious ? ” hawled Bob Cherry.. .

“8ober as a jndge, old chap!” said the
captain of the Remove, raising hig eyebrows.
“Why?”

“ Why !~ gasped Bob. * He asks why 2"
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“ The whyfulness is terrific!” stuftered
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Don't yon know le’s a frumptions
foozler 7 ” shricked Johnny Bull, © Only
yesterday you said so yourself.” .

“ Yesterday isn't to-day, old man.”

“@rc . pip! Ias Parkinson suddenly
turned into a wonderful foothaller over-
night 7”7

Wharton psused. He seemed for the
moment, a little perplexed
himself, He had to admit
that his comradez had a

_might to be surprised. Yet
he was quite sure of his own
firm belief in Parkinson.

“ What’s made youchange
onrmind about the idiot ?”
awled Bob Cherry.

Wharton rubbed his nose
thoughtfully.

* Blesged if I can quite
cxplain that,” he said
franklv. “ 1t flashed into
sy mind quite suddenly that
Parkinson wasthemant™

“Let it flash out again,
then,” growled Bquifi,
“and the sooner the hetter.”

“Parkinson’s the man, I
tell you,” said Wharton
warmly. “Don’t I know
anvthing about footer?
Have I ever let you down?
Did you ever know me play
a dud in 2 School match # 7

“Well, no; but you'ro
starting now.”

“ Rats!”

* Parkinson’s no good !”
eoared the Boundor.
“Leave me out forany other
fellow you like—bnt not
Parkinson ! XNot that burbler!”

* Parkinson plays. He's going to win for
us.”

“ Are you potty 2"

“ Wandering in your mind §”
Parkinson merely smiled. He knew how it
was that the idea of playing him had flashed
into Wharton's brain, He wondered whether

Wharton had noticed a smell of sulphur at
the time.

“ Look here, you chaps ! ” said Parkinsen,
and his old tirid manner was quite gone;
he spoke with cocl and easy assurance.
“I'm the map you want—"

“Fathead ™ .70 -

“Assl” E
- “Ring off!”

“T1 prove it to you,”

gaid. Parkinson

The astoumded juniors found Parkinson strolling arm in arm with the
Captuin of the Remove, “Yes, Parkinson is plaving against Rookwood
this asternoon,” Wharton said in answer to their startled queries.
{Sea Chapter 4.)

eoolly. * Like to see me fake a kack, to.show
what I can do? Chuck that ball over here,
Temple.”

Temple & Co. of the Fourth were punting
a ball about. It was not like Cecil Reginald
Temple, of the Fourth Form, to obey the care-
less behest of a Remove fellow. DBub gome-
thing seemed to impel him to obey, and he
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punted the ball across to Parkinsen without s
wori. :

Parkinson stopped it with his fost. Instead
ot missing it by & yard or two, as the fellows
naturally expected, he stopped it.

" Now, look here,” he said to the staring
and glaring Removites, ** 'l show veu a kick |
Bee me send this ball over the cloek-tower.”

“Oh, don’t be an ass '’ sdid Bob Cherry,

¥ Fathead ! ” : :

“ Piffler ! 7 '

The clock tower was sixty or soventy feet
high. . It stood & good three hundred yards
from the spot where the excited juniors had
surrounded Parkinson and the captain of the
Remove. It was, of course, an impossible
kiek.  But Parkinson ssemed prepared to take
N

“ Oh, don’t play the goat,” said Johnny
Ball.

" Think I ean’t do it 7 smiled Parkinson.

“Tknow youcan’t, ass! You'd know it too,
it you weren't nine-tenths potty and one-
tenth idiof.” '

“If Tdon't do it,” said Parkingon, “1 stand
out of the Rookwood match this afternoon.”

“ Oh. good ' .

“ We'll keep you to that ! ”

“in it Parky | ?

“Ha, ha, hat”

Parkinson lounged to the ball, and kicked
i a ‘careless sort of way. The juniors ex-
pected the leather to glide a few feet and stop
in any direction but that of the cloek tower,
Amazing to relate, the ball rose frue as a die,
and flew—and few—and flew—till it was
difficult to follow it with the eye. Right over
the elock tower it flew, and vanished.

The whole crowd gasped. ‘

There was silence—a long silenee! There
was somethmg uncanny about this—some-
thing most decidedly queer! Parkinson
smiled genially. '

* Anything else 27 he gsked.

“ What did I tell you fellows 2 grinned
Wharton, “ Isn’t Parkinson the man—isn’t
he a rod in pickle for Rookwood 2

There was no answer. The crowd broke up
in silent amazement ; and no voice was raised
again on the subject of Parkinson’s inclusion,

{Continued on page 70,)
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Parkinson kicked in a careless sort of w:;y_. and the ball rase truz as a die.
it flew, and vanished ! The whole crowd gasped !

About dimner time, Temple of the Fourth
came in, with the football—he said that he
had picked it up a quarter of a mile away.
Comment was superfluous. Unless there was
black magic in it, Parkinson was tbe most
wonderful kick that ever kicked a footer.
When Jimmy Silver & Co., of Rookwood,

arrived at Greyfriars that afternoon fo play

the Remove, Parkinzon went down to Little
Side with Harry Wharton & Co., as a matter
of course. And all the Removites who were

not in the eleven rolled down after them, te

see the game—above all, 1o sce Parkinson
play ! Tellows of other forms, who had seen
or heard of that amazing lift over the clock
tower, came along too—even Wingate of the
Sixth came, to stare at Parkinson. There was
an unprecedented gathering on Little Side that
sfternoon for the Reokwood match,

iUyhi over the clock tower
{See Chapter 4.)

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
The Hookwood Match

: JIMMY Srver & Co., of Rookwood SchooL

looked in fine fettle. : )
Rookwood always sent out good foot-
ballers, either senior or junior, and. Jimmy
Silver and his wen were accustomed to giving a
good account of themselves.

The Rookwood match, indeed, was one of
the biggest of the Greyiriars junior fixtures,
equalting the St. Jim’s and Higheliffe matches
in importance, To be picked out to play
against Rookwood was a great distinction,

That was one reasen why Parkinson had
been so terribly keen on it. After he had.
played Rookwood—suceessfully—nobody would,
possibly be able to say that he was not a.
foothaller, .

And he was going to play successfully.
There was no doubt on that point.. The
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Man in the Grey Coat had taken care of that,

Black magic or white maghe, any old magic,
Parkinson didn’t care now. He was reckless
of everything but football fame,

The mere sight of the pink-and-white of the
Rookwooders had an inspiriting effect on him
like--as the poet puts it, * the impatient
steed of war, who sniffs the battle from
afar” :

That day 1he pink-and-white of Rookwood
was destined to go down hopelessly before the
blue-and-white of Greyiriars, On that point
there was no doubt—no possible probable
shadow of doubt, no probable doubt what-
ever. For the power of the Man in the Grey
Coat was unbounded—that day Parkinson
was to be a terrific foothaller, and to kick as
many goals as he fiked—and he was cortain to
like to kick 2 good many,

Jimmy Silver & Co., if thev had only known t,
hadn’t an earthly—not the ghost of an earthly.

Not knowing it, however, they looked very
merry and bright, and seemed to think that
they 'were going to win.

Parkinson, as a matter of fact, was eoing to
win. Harry Wharton & Co., for once, wers
going to he simply passengers in their own
team. It was an amazing, a thrilling thought
to Parkinson. As for the price he had to pay
for all this, he tried not to think of it, and
he sueceeded fairly well,

The remenibrance of the erimson signature
on the parchment gave him a sort of cold
feeling. down his spine. Bus he drove away
that remembrance. He was going to win for
Greyiriars, at his favourite game, amid wild
and exuberant applanse ; it was going to he a
cage of Helipse first and the rest mowhere.
That was a compensation, : :

He looked over the Rookwooders, and was
¢lad to see that they looked a good crowd.
The better they were, the more distinction
would he gain by beating them, He did not
want to beat “duds.” But that was alj right ;
1here were no duds in Jimmy Silver’s eleven,
Every man in it was quite cqual to his busincss.

Harry Wharton greeted the Rookwood
skipper cheerily. It was a fine, clear, cold
afternoon, ideal weather for foothall. Every-
body concerncd seemed to be anticipating
the game in great spirits.




Even the Remove players had given up
hewailing the faet that Parkinson was in their
raiks. That astenishing kick over the elock-
tower had convinced them, while it staggered
them. A fellow who Lould do that conid do
anything,

Parkmson obvzouslv, was a dark horse. He
had * come out, ” suddenly and unexpectedly;
But he had come ont,

“You haven't met Parkinson, I think,”
Wharton remarked, as he chatted with Jimmy
Bilver and his {riends, * Xew man here, and
I don't rmnd telhng you he’s a rod in pickle
for you.’

Jimmy Silver shook hands with Parkmson,
and smiled,

“ Qur inside-right,” said Wharton. “ on-
derful man ! I really think I ought to tell you
that much.”

* Thanks,”

Arthur Edward  TLovel,
grinned. Mornington closed one eye at Erroll,
and Conroy and Tommy Dodd and other
fellows smiled.

The fact wasz, Parkinson dld not look like a
wonderfu! footballer.

His person was weedy, and in football rig

smiled Jimmy Silver.

it looked acanticr and weedjer than Ver. le :

forehead was imposing, certainlv. Ilis powerful
brain almest bulged with €ireck. and (ferman,
and mathematies. -But these acquirements, of
course, did not show on the outside. More-
over, even il they had been visible to the eve,
thov would not have bpen of much use in
Soccor.

On his loaks, Parkinson Would not have
heen taken for a man great at games. The
Raokwooders almost. thought that Wharton
was  pulling their leg, as he gave them
. that good-natured warning to lock out for
Parkinson. Still, as he was in the Grey-
friars team, ke had to be taken more or
less serjously,

Parkinson noticed the smiles of the Rook-
wooders, and smiled himself.

Before very long they would be deing any-
thing but ‘nmlmn' He was well awazc of that.

Jimmy Silver won the Loss, and gave Grey-
friars the kick-off. As the footballers went
ta their places, Arthur Edward Eovell mur-
mured to Jimmy Silver :

of Rookwood

- bé terrifie,”

“They must be short of men here to
play that.”

Lovell actually alluded to Parkinson ag
“that” -

J immy grmne& :

“ He doesn’t impress me,” he agreed

* Looks as if he would break.if he were
pushed,” remarked Morningron, * There’s
Smithy standing cut, Wharton's left him out
to play that-—that—that I don’t know
what to call him.”

“It's odd,” said Jimmy.

“ Beats me | 7’ agsented Lovell,

* We shall be a man ahead in this game,”
observed Tommy Dodd. “T’If towch that
chap with my httle finger, to begin with, and
crumple him up.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Parkinson, in the Remove ranks, somehow
scemed to hear all this.  All his seases were
strangely acute that day, doubtless owing to
the unearthly infleence of the Mah in the Grey
Coat.

He grinned cheerily.

“ There’s a surpnse in store for thosa
Rookwood chaps,” he remarked to Hurree
Jamset Ram Smt'fh “his neighbour on the
Tight.

’l he dusky junior eyed him dubw&sly.

* Let us hope that the surprisefulness will
he said.

“ You can bet your seeks on that!’” said
Parkinson,

He glanced-round the field.

The crowd outside the ropes was thick, and
arowing thicker. All the Remove were present,
even Lord Mauleverer had eomc along, and
Billy Bunter had resisted the fascinations of
the tuck-shop. Even Skinner & Co. were, for
once, keenly interested in football.

Head and shoulders over the erowd, Parkin-
son saw ‘Wingate of the Sixth, and captain of
the school. Hé knew that Wingate's eyes were
upon him. And there were Coker and Potter
and Greene and many more ol the Fifth;
and Hobson and his friends of the Shell, and
Temple, Dabney & Co., and a whole erowd of
the Fourth.

Seldopd, or never, had a junior match at
Greviriars had o0 dlqtmﬂlushed and humerous
an audience.

K ¢ 81 ) ' T



And they were all intercsted in Parkinson.

Elation swelled in his breast. He seeméd to
lie treading on air. It was worth something to
experience this. Whethez it was worth the
price he had to pay, Parkinson had ceased to
consider. He gave hlmsﬁlf up wholly to the
jov ol the hour.

(Gwvnne of the Snxth was aecting as referee.
The sides lined
up, and Gwynne
blew the whistle,

T'he ball rolled,

And then he-
gan the greatest
gameeverplayed
at  Greviriars—
a gamp that ex-
eeeded the wild-
est anticipations
of every fellow
pregent.

,g' i . &

THE SIXTH
CHAPTER.

Parkinson aston-
ishes the Natives.

2 Ox‘_t he ball!”

Play up,
Greyfriars ! 7

Jimmy Silver
& Co. got away
very quickly.
Pink and white
cameupthe field
in great style.

Squifl, in goal,
was besicged,

But Johuny Bull and Mark LlnIev, at hack,
got the ball away, and a helty Kick from
Johnny sent it to midfield,

Then came Parkinson’s chance.

He was after the ball, and fellows who
stared at him did not even see his feet tonch
the ground, so amazing was his pace.

Tommy Dodd, inside right of the Rook-
wood team, had declared that he would touch
“that ” with his litfle finger and crumple
him up. Parkinson, in his lightning rush, came
across from the . hrevfrlars right ‘wing, and
Tommy Dodid, fa]lmn' back to defend, came
in eontact with him.

the Rookwood Captam
right.”

‘,,u'r \

r/fr /ﬂ

“ This is Parkinson,” said Wharton as he introduced him to

" Parkinson ecame spinning through,

Tommy Dodd of Rockwood had met many
a charge in his time. But never had he en-
conntered a charge like this,

He had never beeon charged by a ﬁw ton
lorry in {ull carcer. Had he been, this would
have reminded him of it.

Without even knowing how it had hap-
pened, or what had }1.1ppvnpd in fact, Tommy
Dodd found him-
self lying on the
-ground mix yards
from Parkinson.

Parkinson was
on the ball.

‘He was taking
it up the field on
his lenesome

. OWN.

The rest of
the Greyfriars
forwards were
nowhere. The
Roockwood backs
closed in to stop
Purkinson.

Fhey were
Tommy Doyle
and Towle, of
the TRookwood
Fourth, Hu-
manly speaking,
they wounld have -
stopped Parkin-

son. Both of

A them were higger
(Slélhe E hsipig:]?) “onﬂerful msuie- L el by
‘Parkingon, and

they were right ju his path. That this
weedy follow could deal with both of

them at once seemed Impossible.  They
even grinned, as he came right at ihem
with amazing specd. Rawson in goal behind
them grmnml too. Rawson did not think
that he would be vmn*ed but he was ready
in case of need.

It was the unexpected, the undreamt-of,
that happened.

Right and left recled Dovle and Towle, as
They
sprawled, and Rawson Jumpcd as the leather
whizzed in.
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Rawson's hand actually touched the leather,
But, as il endowedd with volition of its own

the hall wound away from bis L*lutchmg fingers,

and landed in the net,
“Goai'”
Tt was a wild yell from the Creyfriars

crowd ; a yell of amazement and wonder and
glec, :
“Goal! Tarkinson! Parkinson! = Well
kicked, sir! ™ S
“Goal! Goal!”

“ Good old Parkinsen!” '

Parkinson breathed deep with ]oy and
pride. It was the dream come true; it was
all he had ever hoped for, realised at last.
Parkinson, the goal-getter, was wildly checred
on the Greyfriars ground. His name was
shouted far 'and wide,

“ Parkinson! Parkinson!”

“Goal! (oal!”

*-0Oh, good man!'!”’

“ Well kicked, Parkinson!®

Rawson of Rookwood, with an extraordin-
ary cxpression on his face, tossed out the ball,

He could searcely believe it. But it had
happened. Jimmy Silver gazed at Parkin-
son; Arthur Kdward Lovel! blinked at hiny.
All the Rookwooders exchanged surprised
glances.

What sort of a fellow was this. whe scat-
tered Rookwooders tike chatf before the wind,
and kicked impossible goals in this style?
Evidently they had not bopu right to Jud(re by
APPCATANCES,

Harry Wharton elapped Parkinson on the
shoulder, as they walked back to thL centre of
thc ficld.

* Keep that up. old man '™

Parkinson smiled.

“Twill!! hesaid.

And he d ld !

Rookwood kicked off, and tricd to get go-
ing. But heforce they knew where th('y were,
so to speak, Parkinson had robbed them of the
ball, and was taking it home to the visitors'
gonl. Halves could not toueh him, backs
crumpled up before him, Rawson though he
performed almost like an acrobat, could not
reach the ball that hounded in.

= CGoall™

The Greviniara erawd had gcarcely recovered

he said.

breath’ after velling for the first goal. Now
they had to vell for the second,

Two minutes later thex' had to yell for the
third. To do justice to Parkinson, thev
needed thelr second wind.

Wingate of the Bixth stared at Pa,rkiu‘-.un,
and turned to Loder, w ho stood by him 1o the
crowid,

“That's a man for the First Eleven!™ he
said.

* A Romove fag ! ™ ejaculated Loder. |

“ Fag or not, Le's the best kick at goal
I’ve ever seen, and he plays for Greyfraira in
the next match ! said Wingate,

Jov irradiated the face of Parkinson. Some-
how, distant as he was, he heard it all. His
ambition had been to play for his Form.
Now, already, he was picked to play for the
Greviriars First Eleven—on his merits ! His
cup of jov was fnll,

The game went on. The Greviriars erowd
grew hoarse with q}mutmu and cheering, goal
afh*r goal.

HdI‘l‘V Wharton, Hurree Singh, and other
fellows who were uguallv dependﬂd upon to
grore, seened nowhere,

It was Parkinson’s game,

1ol after goal, and cvery one from Parkin-
son! CGwynne was almost staggering with
astonishment, when he blvw the whistle for
th{-‘ interval. ;

“ Fifteen to nil 1
“Ts this a giddy dream ?
nil! Oh, my hat!”

Really, it seemed like a dream. even to
Parkinson, '

In the interval, his eomrades surrounded
him, wildly enthusiastic. They congratulated
him, they smacked him on the back. Parkin-
son was the hero of the hour.

Was tlhis the same fellow who had heen
laughed at in the changivg room—the fellow
whosge desire to play in the Rookwood mateh
had sent the Remove fellows into roarz of
laughter ¥ He did not feel like the same
fellow. Deeply did Parkinson drink of the in-
toxieating cup of triumph, in these happy
1110m(‘nts

o on felows g,rumbled “hc'n I put Parkin-
sorcin ! grinned Wharton, © What do von
say now 17 '

he murmered to himaell,
Fifteen goals to
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“1t was a stroke of gemus, old chap!™
said Bob Cherry.
“1t was great ! ™
“The greatiulness was terrifie.”
“¥eeling a bit tired, Parky old man?”
asked the captain of the Remove.
Parkinsen langhed.
“ Tired 2 No fear!
And indeed, Parkinson was as fresh ‘as
paint. 8o were the rest of the team, for that
matter, but that was not surprising,
for thev really had had very Iittle to

§

" -before him like corn betore the sickle,
© there was muagie in if,

" But it was useless.  l'ottenham Hotspnr or
Aston Villa could nor have plaved Parkinson
that day. Corinthians would have gone down
Unless
i was past under-

was: there was

standing. But there it

Parkinson, [resh as paint, showing no sign of
fatigne after his terrific exertions, seoring away
at the rate almost of a goal to two minutes.

- Qoal alter goal ;

till the mounting total was

do. But Iarkinzon had exerted him-
self all the time; yet he showed no
. sign of fatigue. It was one more of
the wonders of that wonderful day.

“Feel up to taking a few more
gaals, what 7 grinned Bob Cherry,

“Yes, rather.  Asmany as you like.”
- “Oh, my hat!”

“Makeitupto ﬁftv' ? chuckled Squiff.

4c Don(‘ [ B

“* Touch wood ! ™ grinned Bob.

My dear chap, leaveit to me!”
said Parkinson, serencly,

And wlien the whistle blew, and the
Remove fellows went back into the
field, they really were quite prepared
Lo see Parkinson make the total up to
half o bundred. After what had hap-
pened, nothing from Parkinson would
have surprised them.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
Hero of the Hour

1A

OAL .

The first minute of the sccond

half had elapsed. And the sixteenth
goal was on record.

“ (oal ! Parkmson
" *Oh, good mant”

“ Bravo, Parkinson!”

Dismay had fallen upon Rookwood. Jimmy
Silver, whose favourite mazim was “ Keep
siniling,” forgot to smile.

Really it scemed futile to play up against
form like this. It was not that Rookwaod
were playing badly—not at all. They
were at the top of their form — every
Rookwooder there was pla}mu the game of

his life.

(]

Parkinson sent the Rookwood bocks {lving, then he sent the
ball humming bevond the goalie's clutching fingers into the
net.  He had seored in the first minote !

(See Chapter £.)

dazzling—goala at soccer meunting up like
runs at cricket !

The Greyfriars fellows were hoarse and
busky with cheering. But after a time, the
cheering died down.

Something strange. something unecanny,
struck the watching, breathless crowd, az they
gazed at the lightning figure of Parkinson—
here, there, and evervwhere, playing the game
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Amidst the plaudits of the cheering crowd Parkinson was borne off the field on the shoulders of

the Greyfriars team. . “ Bravo, Purkinson!

Skinner caught the general cnthusiasm and
yelled,  Wingate of the Sixth foreed a way
through the hurrahing mob, and shook hands
wirh Parkingon, in sight of all Greyiriars,

“ First eleven match on Saturday—yow'll
bhe wanted, Parkinson,” said the captain of
Greyfriars. '

That was the elimax !

A Remove fellow in ihe First Eleven—and
that Remove fellow Parkinson ! It was a day
of miracles.

“ Hureay! Parkinson! Parkinson ! Bravo!”

Breathless, fiddy, elated, dizzy with happi-
ness, Parkinson was set down at last.

And after that there were celebrations—
a feast of the gods in the Rag, crammed

with™ enthusiastic admirers of Parkinson
' { 86

Good old lj'arkinson!” they yclled. {See Chapter 7.}

Parkingon’s health drunk in lemonade and
ginger beer and ginger wine, with almost un-
ending cheers for Parkinson. The cheers
were still ringing in Parkinson’s burning ears
when he got away at last and went to his
study, bis cup «f happiness full to the very
brim, '
And then !

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER'
Very Lucky for Parkinson
ArK1IK80N shuddered.
“ | know you're there!” he said in a
low voice.
There had been no sound in the study; but
Parkinson knew that the Man in the Grey
Coat had eome for him. :
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The lighi. was burning with that strange
bluishk shadow, making the whole room
strange, ecrie, uncanny, and in the atmosphere
was that faint smell of sulphor that Parkin-
son remembered., No sound ;
the presence——the dread presence of the Man
in the Urey Coat, who had given him his
heart’s desire, and had now returned to demand
the price,

Vapue, shadowy, the figure of the man in
grey loomed up hefore Parkinmon’s eyes, in
the eerie shadows of the room. Tt grew in
distinctness ; it stood defined, clear. But
the Man in the Grey Coat was no longer
humble, deferential, insinuating. His pallid
face was wrinkled in a hideous, triumphant
grin; his eves burned like heated bhronze,
and seemed to scoreh Parkinson ; his lip was
curled ine a sardonie sneer, .

Parkinson sat and trembled.

What had he done? He had had his
trinmnph, he had enjowved it to the full—to
the very dregs he had deunk- the cup of
SUCEess,
the- ree knmnﬂ had come,

“Blave !
Tarkinson statted. .
But it was true; the erimsen sighature cn

the fatal parchment had made him the stave -

of thlS mocking fiend.:
“Blave! Rise and follow your master
Parkinson pented. -
“ Not vet! Not vet!” S
An invisible power. secmed draggmg at. th?
unhappy Parkinson. He clungin desperation
to thc arms of the chair.
¥ Where 27" he breathed.

1

Aguin the demon laughed. Flame ﬂashed.-

from Ins eves; his b1 cath on Parkinson’s

chedk was sct)rching, like the breath of a

: furnuce : ’ : ‘
“ Follow 1 7 . - '

A hand, of which the clutchmﬂ' ﬁnﬂ'ers, that
looked like talons, were ontlined in flickering
flames, grasped at Parkinson. Wildly, des-
perafelv ke clung to the chair—he shouted,
be shrieked—he fought madly—-he struggled
with franhc strength——-

= # *

“ 0w ! lou silly asa ! 7 :

“What’s the matter with him ? ”

but he felt '

Aitel the feast, the reckoning—and

T’uth‘ I should think!™
* nghtmare' B
“ The silly owl went to sleep with his «le

head hzmmng down—-""
* Wake up, you chump ! "
* Parkinson, von ags——17

Parkinson stared round him wildly. The
bluish light had vanished, the strange shadows
were gone ; the study had its normal aspect,
and the Man in the Grey Coat had disappeared.
Trevor, his study-mate, was grasping him—
halt & dozen other Remove fellows were in
the room, or staring 1n at the doorway. Par-
kinson panted and g Daqped and atared at them
wildly.

*“ Has he gone 7

“ Has who gone ?’ * asked H&rry Wharton.

* He—him—that man in the grey coat

SIR
« ‘““Hallo, hallo, hallo!
ing ! ”* said Bob Cherry.-

* Dreaming ! ” gasped Parkinson.

Wharton langhed.

“ You went to sleep in vour chair, old chap,
and vou seem to have had a corker of a night-
mare. Trevor was quite acared when he came
in and found you strugglhing and croaning, and
called us——" :

“Made wus jump. too,” said Nugent.
“ What on earth were vou dreaming about,
Parkinson ¢

* Dreaniing t * repeafed Parkinson,

Trevor picked up a book that had fallen to
the fender, and had been scorched by the fire,
and was stil smoking, It was * Peter
Behlemill.”

“frerman!” sniffed Trevor. “ Enough
to nmuke u# fellow dream giddy might-
mares,”’ '

“ 1id vou see him 77 gasped Parkinson.

“ Bec whom 17

“Him! The demon:

“ 0Oh, my hat ! This seems to have been
some nightmare!" said Bob Cherry. “It’s
all right, Parky, you've enly been dreaming !
Were you reading about ]011) old demons
when you went to sleep

“Yea—I—1 Parkinson tried to
pall  himself together. His brain was
sill in a whitl. “ You—you didn’t sce
him: [ ’

He's stlll dream-

LE
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Parkinson frembled a3 he gazed intn the leering, sardonic features of the Man in the Grey Coat.

~ He clung in ferror

“Ha. ha! No! TYou're not guite awale
yet ! Shouldn’t go to sleep with your head
hanging down.”

Parkinson rubbed his eyes. Apparenily
be had been asleep—in fact, it was clear
that he had bheen asleep. Had he only
dreamed the presence of the Man in the
Girey Coat . Was 'he not, after all, to pay
the terrible price of hiz amaring success
2t soccer ? His head grew lighter at the
thought, but he wstill {felt strange and
confused.

“Then he wasn’t here—I—I see—-" he
stammered. “It’s all right, you fellows. |
dare say I got a bit excited over the mateh,
and—and-—-* _ '

“Eh! What match 7™

{
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to the arm of his chair, then fought with @ mad desperation as the man's
talon-like fingers came out to grip him.

{See Chapter 8.}

“ The Rookwood match, of course,”

The juniors stared at him, guite strangely,
and exchanged glances. Tarkinson forced a
Jangh.

“ It all right! Don't worry! I'm a bit
dizzy—we rather kept it up in the Rag, you
know, after the game :

“Bh 7

“Yon won't think twice about playing me
in the next fixture, Wharton, what ? *’ smiled
Parkinson. ' '

“ Twice!” said Wharton. * More than
twice, I faney, Parkinson. The next fixture
is the Rookwood mateh to-morrow, and you've
already done your funny turn by asking to be
played in it. Don’t make ihe sanie joke
twice,”




Parkinson stared at him blankly. He
looked round the study at a eircle of wonp-
dering faces. Slowly, but surely, as the
_ mists of sleep cleared away, he comprehended.
He had not only dreamed that the Man in
the (irev Coat had come for him. He had
dreamed the whole thing. The Man in the
Cirev Coat had no existence outaide the pages
of " Peter Schlemikl,” and he never had
appeared. to Parkinson in the study--he
never had offered him the fatal parchment to
sign—Parkinson
had neot, after all,
sold himself to the
evil one to realise -
his heart’s desire,
The Rookwood
matck had not yet
been played—and
when it was played
" Parkinson of the
Romove had no
earthly chance of
playing in it.

i Oh. ! EH
Parkinson.

e understood
now! His face
(rimqonpd

“ I gay, are you
ill, Parky ¢” asked
Bob Cherry. *You
_seem Jolly queer!”

Parkingon stam-
mered.

“I—I—T've been
dreaming—an awful dream!” he gasped.
“ l—lﬂ—dreamt I'd played in the Rookwood
match

“Oh, my hat!” :
“ And—and scored fifty goa]s——

“ Great Seott !V

“ And—and "—Parkinson’s voice trembled
- and—and il was—was only a dream, and
—and

““ Ha, ha, hat”

“¥ifty goals! Ha, ha, ha, ha!”

The Remove fellows clearcd out of Parkin-
son's study, roaring with laughter. Parkin-
500 Wag Teft alone again, He picked up
* Peter Behlemihi,” and hurled the volume

{

said

chair.

““ What's the matter with you, yvou siily chump 7 demanded
Trevar, as he forced the struggling Parkinson back into his
{S¢e Chapter 8.}

arross the studv with & crash.  He looked at
the clock—it was searcely an hour singe the
fellows liad been laughing at him in the
changing-room. In dreamland evenis move
lefth'

In the mists and shadows of sleep, he had
enjoved his triumph ; waking, he was never
likely 1o experience anything of the kind.
Bitter disappointment was his first feeling,
But reflection followed, and as he remembered
the Man in the Grey Coat, the burning eyes,
the demoniac voice,
be shuddered. If
it had been real—-

Lueckily for Park-
inson 1t had not
beer real.

Thefollowingday
Jimmy Silver & Co.,
. of Rookwood, ar-
“rived at Greyfriars
for the foothall
“mateh, )
Harry Wharfon
+ & Co. played them,
"and “plaved them
hard,
It was a good
game, and Grey-
- friara remained the
victors' by thres
goals to two.
Parkinson
watched the game
with a strange

expression on his face. Nobody noticed 1t,

-hiowever—nobody ever did notice Parkinson.

Ile was thinking of the visionary game in
which he had seored such smazing——visionary
—triwmphs. This game was a good game,
but nothing like that—mnot to be compared
with that!

Parkingon was not in it—Parkinson was an
unregarded speetator. . Football trinmphs
were not for him; bub not for him, either,
was the ron elutch of the Man in the Grey
Cloat. And upon the whole he was satisfied
that the whole thing, {rom beginning to end,
had been a nightmare, was—and he realised it
—lucky for Parkinson !
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