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CHAPTER 1.
The Lyndale First Elecven—Straight from the
Shoulder.

15

: ALLO, Goring
; Cleveland, captain of Lyndale College, looked
up as Goring, of the Sixth, came into his study.
Th was a slightly worried look wupon the
sper’s face, as if he did not expeet the coming
to be a pleasant one.
e Goring caught that slight expression, and his own
v wrinkled a little.
1 wanted to speak to you, Cleveland.”
*All right; go ahead!
= I- s about the football eleven,” said Goring.
I thought it was. Well, T've made up my mind about
, Goring. I’'m sorry to disappoint you, but——"
soring's eyes gleamed.
i ur you have decided to put in Harry Russell instead

I admit there isn’t mucu to choose between you,”
the captain of Lyndale; ‘‘but without disparaging
~our play at all, I think Russell is our man. I know a
20od many of our Form think you cught to have the pre-
forence because you're in the Sixth and he’s only in the
Fifth; but as footer captain, I'm bound to pick the best
matoual wherever I can find it.”

“T've no ob_]@otxon to that, of course,” said Goring, biting
hln lip; “but I'd like to ba satisfied that you have picked
[uO best material, Cleveland.”

About that, my opinion is H1e only one to be con-
sidered,” said Cleveland sharply. * I'm sorry, as I said, to
dhappmnt you; but I've made up my mind.”

| £ ‘,ou ve madp up your mind I've nothing more to say ;
only——

”f)nlv what ?'
Gonnq pdused

"Well I don’t fancy you're doing the tcam any good by
;fmulflfmg your cousin into it, that's all’ Goring said spite-
ufly

Cleveland rose to his feot, his brow very dark.

““ Liook here, Gornn.,, I can make allowances for your dis-
appointment ; but if you mean fo insinuate that I have put
Harry Russell in because he's my cousin—-—""
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“1 didn’t say so.’

“ No, but you h.mcd it jolly plumlv' and I tell you that
such an idea would only came into the mind of a rotten cad,
and that’s plain English for you, Goring!”’

Goring flushed.

“There's no need to insult me, Cleveland. I didn’t mean
to accuse you of favouritism, but all the same——"

““Well, there’s no need to discuss the matter further,”
interrupted the Lyndale skipper. “I've decided, and
there’s the end of it. - You ought to take a thing lile that
in a sportsmanlll\e spirit, without cavilling. Russell would,
in your place.”

George Goring shrugged his shoulders.

“ Have you told Russell yet?”’ he asked.

“No ; the formal announcement won’t be made until after
the committee meet to- night. I’ve told you in 0rde1 to set
vour mind at rest, as you asked me.’

* Many thanks,” said Goring, with a slight sneer.

His lips were sel tightly as he quitted the Qtudy of the
Lyndale captain.

In a few days’ time an important match was coming off
at Lyndale, and the finest forward in the first eleven, as it
happened, had just left the school. That the vacant place
would be given to either Harry Russell or George Goring
was certain from the first, but which of them would secure
the coveted cap was for a time doubtful.

Both were keen footballers, and splendid players of the
grand old game. Of the two, Russell was more popular in
the school ; but Goring, who was a prefect, and belonged to
a higher I'orm considered the vacant place as his by right,
and the captam s decision was a deep wound to his vanity.

“Hang it!”" he muttered to himsclf, as he strode down
the corridor, in the direction of the Fifth Form studies.
“It's sheer favouritism, and nothing else; but perhaps
there’s a chance yet.”

And a cunning look came into his eyes as he tapped
at Harry Rus»ell s door.

“ Comie in!” called out a strong, cheery voice.

Goring walked in. .Harry Russell, the occupant of the
study, gave him a pieasgmt nod. Russell was in the Upper
Kifth at Lyndale, and he was a splendid specimen of young
British manhood—tall, deep-chested, s’rraxght as a pine. He
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- had handsome features, and a pair of very cordial and
pleasant blue eyes. : ; ; :

“Going out?’ asked Goring, as he noticed that Ruseell
was in cycling clothes, and just fastening the belt of his
Norfolk jacket. It was Wednesday, which was a half holi-
day at Lyndale, and a clear, cold October afternoon. :

* Yes,” said Russell cheerily. “T'm going over to Black-
field for a spin, and to see the match there. ' It's a League
match, you know. The Norihbrook Rangers are visiting
Blackfield United. Northbrook are z fine team, by all

- accounts, and the game ought 'to be a good one.”

“¥Yes, I know; I'm going, too,” said Goring. ‘‘But if
yow're not in a hurry for a few minutes—there’s plenty of
time, I believe; the kick-off’s not till half-past three—I'd
like to speak to you.”’

‘“ Certainly,” said Russell. ‘“Go ghead!”

¢ It’s about the vacant place in the first cleven,” said
Goring. ‘“It's between you and me, as you know.”

1 believe it is.” :

““And we're considered to have pretty equal chances, so
far as our own merits are concerned.”’

“Yes, I imagine so. You don't mean to hint that any-
thing beside our merits will be considered in malking the

- selection ?? ;

Goring laughed rather unpleasantly.

- “Oh, no; of course not{ Only the fact that you arc the

captain’s cousin naturally makes the thing look a little bit

?uﬁpicigus if he chooses you over the head of a higher Form

ellow.’

*“1 don’t see it at all.”’ :

“Well, that’s my view, anyway; and so I want to make
a proposition te you.”

‘“Make it, by all means, though I don’t quite see what
you are driving at.”

“1t’s this, Our chances being about equal, are you will-
ing to take your chance like a sportsman and pub an end
~ to unpleasant rivalry—that is to say, will you agree to toss
up for it if I do?”’ Goring produced a shilling from his
pocket. “‘ Best two out of three or sudden death, wh
ever you like,” he said. “ It's asfair for one as the other,
and will save Cleveland from a very unpleasant position.
The loser to withdraw his candidature for the eleven.
Nothing could be fairer.””
~ Russell shook his head.

“You won't agree?’

“No, Toan’t.”? —

““It’s as fair for one as for the other.””

I know that; but this isn’t a question to be settled by
chance. If P'm wanted to play in the eleven, I want to be

_ free to play. .The same with you. The decision rests with
tlﬁe“captain and the footer committee, and not with us at

Goring sneered.
~ “ Oh, you may as well out with it!” he exclaimed angrily.
“ You won’t take your chance, because you think you've got
& certainty.”’ :

“How do you make that out?’ asked Russell, with a
dangerous glitter in his blue eyes.  He was zenerally  a
quiet and even-tempered fellow, but Goring’s tone was very
hard to bear.

** Because you're sure of the ecap through fayouritism,
that’s how!” said Goring hotly.
muq}flf fm you like, but ¥ know your underhand——""

i n e ;.

His speech was suddenly interrupted, as Russell, with
faming face, stepped forward and struck him upon the
cheek with his open hand. :

George Goring reeled back, his face going white save
where the mark of the blow showed up a vivid red.

“ That for your cowardly lie!” said Russcll between his
teeth. “ You cur!? :

Goring was choking with rage.
- ““¥ou shall pay for that!’ he hissed. And he sprang at
the other like a tiger. But it was only to reel backwards
from a right-hander, delivered with terrible -forée straight
from the shoulder, and he went down with a crash that

shook the study floor. He lay dazed for a moinent, and

then slowly rose to his feet, looking like a demon.
“If you want this to go further, you've ouly got to say

0, said Russell quietly, as the Sixth Formier showed no.

desére to renew the combat; and he walked out of the
study. :

Five minutes later e was on his machine, pedalling
swiftly down the long country road te Blackfield, en route
to the football ground to see the League match between
Blackfield United and Northbrook Rangers, which was to
lead to consequences of which the Fifth Former of Lyndale
was as yet far from dreaming.

the Fawaus Detecti

 NEXT SATURDAY: Miwmwenmsr

“You can pretend eos

: . CHAPTER 2.
Spiit in the Enemy’s Camp.
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- H Harry Russell joined heartily in the cheer.

He had reached Blackfield, put up his machine
at the football ground, and taken his place amongst
the rapidly-growing crowd of spectators. *

Blackfield 'v. Northbrook was a match between two teams
in the Second Division of the League, and it excited great
local interest. At least six thousand spectators were on
the ground, most of them Blackfielders, but with a goodly
contingent of Northbrook folk, who had followed their

* favourites. Among the crowd Russell recognis§d several

Lyndale fellows, who had taken the opportunity of the
half-holiday to cycle over for the match, and among them was
George Goring. Goring caught Russell’'s eye, and imme-
diately scowled and looked another way.

* Hurrah ! :

The shout rang forth as the teams scampered into the

eld.
Blackfield were in red shirts, and the wvisitors in _blue.
and-white. Both teams looked fit and keen, but the North-
brook men were, if anything, the finer lot. Russell
especially noted the visitors’ capfain, a fine, fall, upstand-
ing fellow, with fair hair and merry eyes, se name he
saw by the programme was Frank Clyffe.
Blackfield won the toss, and chose a goal,
brook kicked off against the wi
rather keen. The afternoon was
there was a suspicion of fog in
ever, kept off. :
he game was a lively one from th
Both teams were keea
hot. Cheers greeted every b
the cheering for Blackfield p
It was the Northbrook
first suécess.
From a tuw
escaped with t

wi gin. Hetx
brock backers eame a
climbing up the back
“Goal!” yelled the N
And after a mor
joined in the ¢
captain.
¢ Goal—goal I
Harry Russel
He was a
splendidly himsel
in others. And he
than that of Frank C
“The teams lined
Blackfield, and
YA jolly good gam
fellow near him. “1I
and I've never mi
either. T should
Weston nodded
“ Yes, this is a bit s
Russell, what is Gorins
been rowing with ¥
“We had a little t
Weston grinned
*t And vou dot
hump on his dial?
* He came for me, an
1 suppose it was th
at being left cut.”
“But he isu’t left
hasn’t decided.”
cs, he has, only he
said Weston. “ 1 have it fros
and he told Goring so. I saw Gc
and I faneied there might be
Harry Russell's brow gark
So Goring had known tha: the deci
when ke came to Russell’s stady with
Anything in the nature of deceit or meann
disagreeable to Harry Rassell, and he £
of contempt for the rival who had tried o
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*“What's the trouble 7. asked Weston, -as Harry’s brow
@nconsciously darkened.

from the necessity of evading the question. He joined in the
cheer that greeted them, and all attention was immediately
turned to the game.

The change of ends gave the Northbrook men the advan-
tage of the wind, and they made the fullest use of it. Again
and again. they charged’ through the Blackfield men, and
ots were rained upon the home goalie, but he stood the
23t nobly.

At last, however, the ball came in from a Northbrook foot,
and the visitors were two up.

= Hurrah !V yelled their backers.
The fight was now hot, and mostly in the home half. But

Blackfield defence was good, and for a long time,
ough they could not get going themselves, they kept the
my at bay. It was getting near time, and the spectators
keen.
*“ Now, then; buck up, Blackfield i
“* One move, Northbrook-—just one more.”
~ Buck up, Blackfield !'" '
" On the ball, Northbrook on the ball I’
Finally, with a splendid bit of passing, the Northbrook
‘ards brought the ball through the defenders right up to

ome goal. A winger sent it in with a high, whizzing
~._and the goalie sent it out again with his fist. But,
Blackfield ! In an instant the head of Frank Clyfte
t the leather, and in 1t went, and it had lodged in the
e the goalkeeper knew that it was coming.

al i

inutes later the whistle went, and the game ended
¢ victory for Northbrook by three goals to one.
v Russell stood with the crowd to watch the plavers
o the field, cheering as loudly as any, especially when
o E Clyfte passed. The Northbrook captain happened to
eye of the boy, and he smiled genially. :
the players had gone in, Harry ‘went for his
and wheeled it out of the ground. As he did not
o be at Lyndale before seven, he joined some other
fellows in a visit to a tuck-shop known to some of
and ﬁyed with them until the time for their train.
ing had fairly set in when he lighted his lamp and
a his machine for the homeward spin.
Iz was a good ten miles from Blackfield to the school, and
T f the way lay by the road across Blackfield Mooz, a
and desolate place after dark. As Russell pedalted
Blackfield, he saw George Goring on his machine a
head, and rode on to join him. Goring recognised
d scowled.
at do you say to riding home together?’ asked
cheerily, as if nothing had happened between them,
never a fellow to bear malice.
ing was of a different nature, and he was, besides, in
temper, as a puncture which he had had to mend had
d him for the last hour.
cep your company till it’s asked for I’ he said.
. all right,” said Russell carelessly.
ing, scowling, pedalled harder and shot ahead.
| followed at a slower pace. Goring’s ill-humour did
‘ect him much, but he did not want to force his com-
upon the illtempered Sixth Former. He kept
ng’s light just in sight as he rode along the dim path
e misty moor.
0! he exclaimed suddenly—¢hallo!

What's the

idden shout had come from the misty distance ahead,
sound like that of a cycle falling in the road. Goring's
disappeared.
Hallo! He's gone down. What can be the matter 9"’
Quite forgetting Goring’s manner to him only ten minutes
‘ore, Russell put on a spurt to reach the spot to render any
tance he could. = And as he dashed on at a scorching
race, a wild shout came from the misty road ahead.
* Help—help ! =
It was not Goring's voice, but that of a grown man. But
the voice of the Lyndale fellow followed in Fainter accents.
“Help—help 1
With a whiz Russell dashed up and sprang from his
< machine, which went reeling to the side of the roadway. In
an instant he took in the scene before him, and sprang
forward with clenched fists and flashing eyes.

CHAPTER 3.
An Adventure on the Moor—Harry Russell Makes a
Friend.

IM and misty as was the road over the moor, a glance
was sufficient to show Harry Russell how matters stood
as soon as he was upon the spot. An athletic young
fellow, whom Harry recognised at once as Frank

" Clyffe, the captain of the Northbroolk footballers, was
NEXT SATURDAY: Jraviowoow:
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strugeling with two burly roughs, who were striving to get

“him down in the road.

Close by lay Goring’s machine, and near it Goring him-
self, apparently insensible. Goring had evidently jumped
from his machine to help the object of the footpads’ attack,
and had been struck down by the bludgeon of one of them.
His face was deadly white, and theve was a streak of bleod
on it.

Russell’s eyes blazed with anger and indignation. With
out a moment’s thought of the danger, he sprang to join in
the tussle. Frank Clyffe had just sunk into the road, under
a swinging blow from a heavy-cudgel,- and the two ruffians.
fastening upon him like wolves, did not for the moment
observe the new arrival upon the scene.

Crash !

Russell’s fist, clenched and as hard as iron. caught one of
them behind the car, and he went to the ground with a
thud, and lay dazed. The other, with a foul oath, turned
upon the young Lyndale fellow, his cudgel uplifted. Harry
would bave gone down under a murderous blow. but Frank
Clyffe clutched at the rough in time and dragged him aside,
and the cudgel missed its mark. The man cursed savagely,
and swung it up again, but this time Harry was too quick
for him. Springing forward, he drove his Bst full into the
brutal, bristly face, and the ruffian dropped like a log. The
first man, however, was on his feet again now, and he threw
his arm round Russell’s neck from behind, and dragged him
to the ground.

** Quick, Seth!” he panted.

Russell struggled desperately, but he was at a disadvans
tage, and the scoundrel’s grip was on his throat now, and his
senses were swimming. But Frank Clyffe was on his foet
now, and he sprang to his rescuer’s aid.

A stunning blow sent the rough to the ground again, and
the man called Scth, as he got upon his feet, was sent
reeling by amother right-hander from the stalwart foot-
baller. He fell close to Goring, who had just come to him-
self. The Lyndale Sixth Former. promptly gripped him, and
plumped down on his chest. The ruffian struggled madly
to rise, intent now only on escape: but Goring had the
acdvantage, and he meant to keep it. ;

" No, you don’t I” he said coolly. “T've got you, Seth
Ball -1 know you, you see—and I mean to keep you.”

Frank Clyffe turned anxiously to Russell, who lay in the
road gasping for breath, and Seth Ball’s companion took
advantage of his inattention to disappear in the mists of the
moor. Ball himself was still struggling, but Goring kept
him pinned down.

“ Are you hurt, my brave boy 2 cried Frank Clyfte, as he
bent beside Harry. :

“N-no,” gasped Russell; “only a bit out of breath. The
beast nearly throttled me, and 1 think he would have
finished me if vou hadf’t thumped him just in time. I'm
aulright now.”  And he rose to his fect with the footballer's
aid. .

Frank Clyffe gripped his hand.

I believe I owe you my life,”” he said, in a low, carnest
voice. ‘I stayed on in Blackfield, you sece, after the team
went home, to visit a relation of mine who lives on the
other side of the moor. These two rascals must have fol-
lowed me, thinking I was worth waylaying, and they jumped
out on me suddenly, and the chap who was with me took to
his heels and left me to face them alone. I dare say he
thought I was running, too; but I had no time, the brutes
were on me too quickly. They would have bludgeoned me
and probably finished me off if you hadn’t come along. I
like the way you sailed into them. You know how to use
your fists, and no mistake.”’

“I'm jolly glad T happened to be coming along,”’ said
Russell, cordially returning the footballer’s grip of the hand.

*“ Haven’t I scen you before 2’ said Clyfte, looking at him
closely. “ Weren’t you at the football-ground in Blackfield
this afternoon 7’

. Yes, I was there, and saw you play.
said Russell.

Clyffe laughed. .

“ Well, ’m not a man of many words,” he said; “but T
sha'n’t forget this. And if you ever want a friend, my boy,
you've only got to come to Frank Clyffe, at Northbrook I’

Russell nodded with a smile, little thinking at the time
what those words were to mean to him in the future.

“ Hallo ! Here’s Ganthony !”’ exclaimed Clyfte.

A man came through the mists into the road. e was a
mediam-sized, well-built man, with a dark face and heavy
jaw. He was looking somewhat sheepish.

“So you've come back ?’ said Clyffe ironically. “ You're
too late for the fun, Ganthony; though, of course, you
hurried so ag not to miss the fighting.”

“I came back as soon as I found that you had not got
away,”’ said the other sullenly. “ What ‘was the good of
stopping to face a gang of them? I thought you had cut
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“I hadn’t a chance. And I might have been murdered if
these two lads hadn’t come to my help,” said Clyffe. “Of
. course, you didn't wait till all the danger was over before
you showed up again, did you?”’ :

" No, I dido’t;” said Ganthony, with a scowl. “1 didu's
- know it was over.” : : :

Clyfte said no more, but his expression was one of very
evident disbelief. ; -

_* What are you going to do with this fellow #** sang out
Goring. “ Will you march him into Blackfield and give him
up to the police?”’

Frank Clyffe looked reflective. . .

" Too much trouble,” he said, shaking his head. “I've a
stout cane here, and I think a hiding will about fll the bill,
Shove the brute over on his face, and Pl tan him. That
will do him more good than prison, and save trouble.”

Goring grinned.

“Right you are! He's a regular scoundrel, and well-
known between here and Lyndale. Give the hrute socks!”

“ Lemme go!” yelled Seth Ball, as he was dragged over,
with his face in the road, and Frank brought the cane
into action. ‘“‘Lemme go, you beasts! dilbl s

He struggled furiously, but Ganthony lent his aid, and he
was pinned down fast, and given such a flogging as he had
never had in his life before. :

‘“ Now, let that be a lesson to you,” said Frank, breathing
hard. “ 1Let the brute go!” e

Seth Ball was allowed to rise, and, muttering inecher:
curses and threats of vengeance, he vanished into the o

Frank Clyffe shook hands again with Russell and Goring,
and thanked them both in his hearty way, and then they

nt
S

parted. The two lads mounted their machines, and rode
off towards Lyndale, while the footballers took the road
to Blackfield. The late exciting happenings had banished
the remembrance of the disagreement between Harry and
Goring, and they rode to the school together.

“Hang it, how my head aches!” exclaimed Gori
 That brute gave me an awful rap. T'm glad we tan
ais hide for him. He'll remember it.”

I fancy he’ll remember it if he ever meets you. en a
lonely road,” said Russell, with a slight laugh. *“But, I
say, what a splendid fellow Clyffe is, isn’t het I like him
immensely.”’ - :

~  Yos,” said Goring carelessly. “ Protty decent, for whas
he is, you know.”’

‘ What he is? What do you mean?”

“ Well, he’s a professional player, vou know,'’ said
Goring, with a shrug of the shoulders.

Harry’s eyes flashed a little. T : : ,
‘That's nothing against him,” he replied hotle A
man who plays the game for a living has nothing to be
ashamed of, provided he plays a clean, straight game,
That’s the point.”’

Goring laughed.

*“Oh, don’t fire up!” he said.
anything against the man,
bounder | :

 Oh, shut up I’ said Russell impatiently. ““He’s not half
such a bounder as you are, George Goring, at all events.
- He's ten times a better man than you will ever bo I’
~ And Russell put on a spurt and shot ahead. He had had
enough of Goring’s company.  The Sixth Former scowled
as he rode affer him, and they arrived separately
Lyndale School.

‘I don’t wont to zay
of course, though he’s a

CHAPTER 4,
Lyndale against 3t. Hilda’'s, :
i YNDALE was in a state of considerable excitemen

about the forthcoming mateh. It was the bigg

event of the season at the college, and from the most

high and mighty prefect down to the smalloct fag,
all the Lyndale fellows were keenly interested in the ques-
tion whether Lyndale would beat St. Hilda’s, or whetiher
the Saints would beat Lyndale, - :

Cleveland, who; as football captain, took the matter Very
much to heart, was satisfied with his team, It was com.
posed of seven Sixth Formers and four out of the Upper
Fifth. Of the latter, the best man was Harry Russell
~Indeed, his chums said that he was the best man in the
~whole team, not excluding the captain himself,

- In the trial matchies before the great fixture Harry
showed up to great advantage, and Cleveland was more
and more satisfied with his selection. :

But Harry’s place in the eleven had caused somo hoart-

burnings, several older fellows in the higher Form con-
sidering .that they had a better title to it, and chief

anong these was George Goring.

. Goring was not a bad fellow at heart, but he was over-

- sensitive and jealous, and disposed to think a good deal
too much of himself and his abilitics. He had the idea
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in his head that the eaptain had shown favouritism towards
Russell, and he refused to be convinced that it was other-
wise. As a matter of fact, nothing was farther from

Cleveland’s thoughts. He was Russell’s cousin, and they

were great friends, but he would have turned out his own
brother to improve the quality of the team, and most of
the Lyndale fellows knew it, and did him justice. But there

svas a discontented minority.

The guarrel between Russell and Goring had gone no

further openly, but there was bitter blood, and the prefect

lost no opportunity of snecring at the Fifth Former, and

hinting that he had won his cap in the college team by
underhand influence. Russell knew very well what he was
doing, but there was nothing he could take hold of, as it;
were, and so he was forced to grin and bear it. But his
dislike of Goring intensified, as was natural, and more

than once he was sorely tempted to pick a quarrel with

im. =
The day of the metch came round, and all Lyndale were

glad to see it dawn bright and dry and clear. The eleven

were in high spirits. i

The ground was in fine condition, and the
cellent fettle.  Lyndale looked forward to a vi

““We shall lick them, I fancy,” Cleveland re
Russell, as they waited for the arrival o
fellows. “ They gave us a fearful lieking
remember. the score, five goals to twe. I
a bit stronger this time, too; and Wade.
said to be a terror. But the team we've
best Lyndale has played for a long tin
could possibly be improved.”

‘‘ Goring thinks it could be,”
overheard the remark, with a

The Lyndale skipper's brow

““ Goring is a conceited ass!”

There was a shout. The St.
with the Saints aboard, wavin
cordial Lyndale greeting.

The Baints were certainly
said. :

Wade, their captain, was
he had the reputation of be
getting. Cleveland greeted
over the team critically. Str
the JLyndale skipper fancied that
heme eleven would hold their own, and =

The kick-off was for three o'clock, a
the ground was thronged.. All Ivndal
a_good ‘many Saints had come over, as
villagers. The deoctor had hencured th w
presence, and ali the Lyndale masters were e with Dr,
Dimsdale. Close by the ropes stood Georze Goring; wi
group of cronies, a bitter expression upon his face. z

“ It's perfectly sickening the way Cleveland cracks up
hat cousin of his!’ he said. “Tll lay a lof that we shall
ce Russell let the side down in the match.””

i

{1}
@

1
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had had his own pretensions to the coveted cap, “If he
does, Clevelaqd ought to be asked to resign.’’
** And he will be!” exclaimed Goring viciously.

L Oh, rats ! ? struck in Weston. = Gi

“ He’s got a chance, to lose for Lyndale!
“And that’s what he’ll do, you mark my

But most of the Liyndale felio i
a better opinion of Russell evidently.
a3 he came into the field with the = st, 1
some and fit in the school eolours.

Wade won the toss, and gave
to play against. Cleveland ki
the game was watched with se

Wade quickly showed that he
the first few minutes of the &
to the home goal, and, though hi
it showed his quality.
fine bit of passing, tock the
the Saints’ defence, and th
were forced to concede a

Cleveland nodded to Rr
it, and a few seconds later
for the leather had gone to Ci
it into the net with a fast =
earthly chance.

FEirst blood to Lyndale!

Wade kicked off at the restart with 2
He saw that he had 2 harder
counted upon, and he had told hi
play now showeéd that they were ** buc

The Lyndale goal was besieged, i
heavy, did net pause for a mome
bewildered by the rapidity of the shos
leather to escape him, and it lodged in
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“Goall” roared the Saints’ partisans.

Some lively but ineffective play followed, the ball keeping
mostly to midfield. Presently Wade captured it, and
dribbled it onward, neatly beating the home halves: but a
home forward had marked him, and with a lightning-like
rush; robbed him of the ball, and sent it again to the half-
way line, where Cleveland was upon it like a shot, and
gvay xlvit-h it in a twinkling. And that forward was Harry

ussell. .

The home forwards manfully backed wp their captain,
Russell sprinting in splendid style to get into line; and by
a fine piece of work, passing with almost machine-like
exactness, the Lyndale front line brought the deather right
up to the Saints’ citadel. >

And then a St Hilda’s back, losing either his temper

uy "Tﬁe’i)nioh JacK”-Every }Frida?e id, - a

eyes, hands, feet,
equal to that shot. .
The leather flew from Russell’s foot, and a roar of cheer-
ing followed as it lodged in a far corner of the net.
“Goal! Goal! Goall”
 Good old Harry I
' Bravo, Russell! !
Weston turned to Goring and his friends with a grin.
* What price that?’ he asked. * Who's letting the side
down now, George—hey?”’
“ Oh, rats!”? said Goring.
that kick!? ;
‘A penalty goal isn't much,” said Phillips.
“Rot!” shid Weston. “Look at the Saints’ goalie, all

and body ready: but he was_nob éjuite

“Anybody could have taken

f

7 A feeling of alarm erept into Happy‘s heart. He staggered forward and knelt down beside |

the Sixth Former., (See page 7.)

or his jhdgment, charged Cleveland from behind as he was
about to kick, and sent him sprawling. s
There was a roar at once.

= < Foul

“ Penalty I”

“Foul 1

The referee’s whistle shrilled out. Play was stopped.
The Saints looked rather blue, for the foul was undeniable,
and it had occurred right in the dreaded penalty area.

With tense looks the players stood round whils a hone
forward prepared to take the kick, Cleveland, who was
very shaken by his rough tumble, signed to Harry Russell
to take it. The whole field hung breathless on Raussell’s
movements. No eye - was fruer, no kick was surer, at
Lyndale School. The goalie was watching with all his
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eyes and hands! It was a splendid kick: Hurrah—
hurrah! Good old Russell I ; :

And he added his voice in stentorian tones to the rest.

The &irst half was now. nearly at-an end, and no mere
coring was done before the whistle went, so the teams went
off with Lyndale two up against the visitors’ one.

Naturally, the Lyndale fellows were in high good humour
with themselves and with things in general.

“I tell you, chaps,” said Cleveland impressively, * we're
the befter team this time, and welve got to give them a
licking that will Iast then for a bit. They’ve been awfully
focky since they beat us with five to two, and they want a
esson.” ‘ s : > :

“And we'll give ‘em one!” said Russell cheerfully. “Are

we downhearted > - =
“PLUCK,” I
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“No!” chorussed the team.

And they did not look downhearted as they lined up again
to face the merry men from St. Hilda’s, not so merry, now
as at the start. The change of ends brought the wind in
the faces of the Saints, and those same faces were less con-
fident now than they had becn. But there was plenty of
fight left in them, and they gave the home players a keen
tussle from the blowing of the whistle.

For a long time play was in midfield, neither team fairly
getting away, but ab last the Lyndalers worked their way
down, and brought the ball into the Saints’ half, and closer
and closer to the goal. A rapid. ineffective shot was easily
sent out by the goalie, and then a St. Hilda’s back skied the
ball, and .1t came down over the half-way line; hut a Lyn-
dale head was ready for it, and sent it back, and a Saints’
half, who captured it, was immediately robbed of it by
Russell.

The Fifth Former dribbled it a little way. Four Saints
were closing in on him, and he had no chance to pass
effectively, and, acting with the swift decision which is the
making of a footballer, he shot for goal. The goalie wasn’t
expecting it, and his hasty clutch was a second or so too late.
The ball was in.

“Goall”

Cleveland gave a chuckle.

“Three for us, kids! Scott, this is ripping !’

And that was not the end of the bad luck for St. Hilda’'s.
It was beginning to be plain that they were outclassed by
the home team, but they were very reluctant to admit it.
They fought well and bravely, and every success of the home
players was hardly won. But twice again in the next
quarter of an hour, the chieering of the Lyndalers announced
coals to the school,

“Five up!’ said the
“ Glorious !”

** And two of them taken by Russell,”’ said Weston; ©and
one other as good as taken by him. Who's letting the side
down now, Goring & Co. 7’

But Goring & Co. were silent.

Russell’s splendid play had set their predictions at naught,
and they had not a word to say for themsclves. And, in
fact, admiration of good play, and rejoicing in the school’s
success, had banished envy from almost every heart amongst
Russell’s rivals—from everyone, probably, except Goring.
He, perverse to the last, persisted in his bitter humour, and
only reflected that if the cap had been given to him those
ringing cheers might have been for him instead of for Harry
Russell.

The Saints had realised by this time that victory was
hopeless, but they meant to make it a fight to the finish.
And one last flicker of success cheered them. Wade, getting
through the home defence by a fine burst, ran the ball up
and sent it in, and a second goal was scored by the Saints.

But a few minutes later the Lyndalers were shouting over
another success. Cleveland, receiving the ball in a Jong pass
from Russell, slammed it into the net, and Lyndale were
six up.

Pheep !

The shrill blast of the whistle was heard, and the Lyn-
dalers were checked in the full tide of success. Time was up.
But it had been a glorious victory.

“Six to two!” shouted the Lyndalers.  Who's down-
hearted now 77’ :

But they cheered the visitors too, heartily, in recognition
of the gallant fight they had made, and when the St. Hilda's
brake bore her defeated champions away ringing cheers
followed them down the road. -

Lyndalers. to one another.

CHAPTER 5.

A Fight to a Finish.

1€ TOP !
The unpleasant, grating voice fell sharply on
Harry Russell’'s ear, and he frowned a little as
George Goring stepped into his path. After the
football match he had gone down to the village, and he was
returning along Lyndale Lane in the dusk of the October
«}z‘yemng, when he caught sight of Goring coming towards

im.

There was something in the Sixth Former's manner which
warned Harry that trouble was coming, and he was ready
for it. Goring stopped directly in his path, so that Russell
had no choice, whatever he wished, but to come to a halt,

* Well, what do you want ?’ he asked impatiently.

I want a few words with you,” said Goring, with a
sinister look. ‘I wanted to nail you after the match, but
those fools were making such a fuss of you, and then you
stipped off to the village.” =

I bad to go there on my own affairs, and I didn’t know
that you wanted to see me,” answered Russcll coldly; “and
I don’t see what you want now.” s .
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“Don’t you?” sneered Goring. ““Then T'll explain. T'm
going to give you a hiding, or you are going to give me one.
ls that clear 27’

‘ Perfectly. But what's the row 7’ :

““You know well enough. You did me out of my cap for
the cleven by treachery, and if you think I am geing to take
it lying down you are mistaken.”’

“ You said that before, Goring, and [ told you that you
lied,” said Russell. “I knocked you down once for your
lie, and I'm quite ready to do it again, if you want more.
I don’t seek any guarrel with you, but I'll stand words of
that sort from nobody.”’

“¥You'll have to stand them, though—and a licking besides,
i I can give it to you !’ said Goring between his tecth. “F
came here to meet you, so that we could have it out without
ny meddling or interference. There's plenty of starlight
for a fight, and we don’t want scconds or any fu Are you
ready 77

“Yes.”

Russell’s temper was usually good, but of late Goring had

ried it sorely, and now it we i Goring had sought
this quarrel, and Harry was determined that he should have
reason to remember it.

The spot was one where, as Goring had -
not likely to be interrupted. There was a wide bord
grass beside the lane, partly shadowed by the row of
trees behind, but partly open to the starlight. It was a
clear, cold evening, and the stars shone like points of fire in
the grey heavens.

The two lads removed their coats
with grim faces and gleaming eyes.
shook hands, and then the fight commenced.
time Harry Russell would prebably have shown his
superiority in a very few minutes, but the case was ex-
ceptional now, He had been through a hard, gruelling
football match that afternocon, and was now returning from
a somewhat long walk. Consequently, he was far from being
in his best form, though as full of grit and pluck as ever.
Goring, on the other hand, was very fit, and he was so full
of rage and malice that it lent him additional strength to
avenge his supposed wrongs. And so matters looked very
even when the tussle commenced.

"here were no rounds and no rests—-the two faced each
other and fought; that was all, and so Goring’s freshness
naturally told. He smiled grimly as he got his fists home
again and again on Russell's face, and his eyes gleamed with
exultation when a heavy right-hander sent Harry with a
crash to the ground. But that fall seemed to do Russell
more good than harm; it woke him to new energy., And
when he faced his foe again his eyes were glittering, his lips
were set, and his whole expression was that of a grim and
relentless determination. And Goring soon found that he
was not to have things his own way any longer.

Russell’s guard was by no means perfect, but his attack
was fierce and unsparing, and his fists vattled upon Goring's
face and chest to a lively tune. Confused by the rapid
attack, Goring gave ground, and Russell, rushing in.
stretched him on his back with a terrible right-hander.
Goring rose slowly, breathing hard.

The Fifth Former stood back, his hands down, #
ample time to recover ere the fight recommenced
3 few moments Goring came up to the seratch
wag more cautious now, but it availed him little.
was somewhat blurred by that last blow betw
and his wind was giving out. Harry sailed
and again Goring went heavily down.

*“1s that enough?” said Russell quietiy.
satisfied to let the thing end here. if you ar

“ Hang you!” muttered Goring, as he
his feet. Il lick you, or you shall ki

And he rushed at Russell again
seemed to carry the day, and Ru
The Fifth Former went down und
caught him on the chin and jarred e
And Goring, carried away by 1
defeat, struck him again as he
on the grass.

- “You coward ! muttered Ha

He sprang up as if endo
attacked Goring fiercely.
fence seemed to be nowhere

Biff, biff ! went Russell's s on his face and chest, and
his feeble attempts to get to close quarters only added to
his punishment. Finally both Russell’s fists came crashing
together in his face. and he dropped like a log.
Harry himself was exhausted, and could hardiv
feet. There was no doubt that the fight was e
Goring did not move. Russell put out a hand to the
tree to steady himself.

“Ave you done??
enough 777

Goring neither moved nor spoke.
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A feeling of alarm crept into Harry’s heart. He stag-
zered forward, and knelt down beside the Sixth Former.
Goring’s eyes opencd at the same moment, and he fixed a
re of hatred upon his conqueror. With a last effort of
age spite, he struck the ¥ifth Former as he bent over
im, and Harry reeled away from the blow. But he did not
sturn it.

" You cur !”’ he said thickly.

He picked up his jacket and put it on, and moved un-
<oadily out into the road. Goring still lay on the damp
-rass, groaning. Neither of the boys dreamed that an evil,
avage face was watching them from the shadows of tho

Neither guessed that close at hand, with spiteful
- and snarhng face, lurked Seth Ball, the poacher and
idian.

Russell turned towards Lyndale, and then looked back at

e

oring.
= T'Il-T'1l help vou, Goring, if you like.”

“ Curse you !’ moaned Goring feebly.

Russell’s eyes flashed, and he turned away and set off
- =ards the school. He did not turn his head again, so he
1 not know that George Goring had sunk back on the
=3 in a dead faint. He tramped on unsteadily towards
3 chool. THis head was dizzy, and he was exhausted, and
=t him an effort to reach the college gates.

My only aunt ! cried Weston, meeting him as he went

“What have you been doing to your face, Russell—
~ing into a motor-car?”’

. NO".'

You've been fighting somebody ?”

Don’t T look like it 7"’ said Russell, with a faint smile.
Well, whoever it was he gave you a tussle for your
» said Weston, surveying him critically. “ By Jove,
e been up against 1t, and no mistake! But who

no Y
was it? Yes, he was awfully vatty over the match

fuss-the fellows made of you,” said Weston, with a
: “1 hope you licked him.”

“T'm afraid I've licked him a bit harder than I meant
aid Russell. “ Some of you might go down the lane
3 help him in.”

h rats!” said Phillips, who was Goring’s chum. ‘You

"t completely crippled him, I suppose? He’s given

mething to remember him by, at all events.”

ght go, Weston,” said Harry, ignoring Phillips.
:d at him curiously.

go, with pleasure !’ he said.

n the road.”

ralked towards the followed by
wo others. Harry Russell hurried to

T as well as he could the traces of the

e, there was no getting rid of cuts
ings.

o fight soon ran through the school. The

was that Goring had only received what he
sking for. and that it served him right. Cleve-
came into Russell’'s room later, however, looking rather

“1 dare say

gates,

do look a sight !”” he said, with a slight grin. “I'm
this has happened, but I suppose it was bound to come,
ring took your success in such a bad spirit. But what
sou done to him, Russell ? It’s nearly calling-over, and
't turned up yet. Did you hurt him ?"’

Yes, I'm afraid I did. I had no choice.”.

“Well, I hope he’ll come in soon,”’ said the captain un-
easily. **Weston and the others have had time to get to the
village and back, and there’s no sign of them yet.””  And he
Aé.;uitred the room, with a puzzled and unquiet look upon his
iace.

After call-over, Russell went to his room to lie down
for a bit, feeling utterly played out, He did not sleep, but
simply lay resting, trying to soothe his headache and the
painful throbs of his injuries. HExactly how long he re-
mained there he did not know, but suddenly he was dis-
turbed. His door opened, and Cleveland looked in.

“ Russell !’

The Lyndale captain’s tone was hard and cold. It sur-
prised Russell, who had never been spoken to like that
before by his cousin. He sat up on the bed and stared at
Cleveland.

“ Yes; what is it ?” he asked.

“You're to go to the doctor at once.”

¢ What’s the matter?”’ .

There was no reply. Cleveland was gone.

Considerably amazed, Russell rose from the bed.

He looked in the glass. He looked a shocking sight-to go
before the doctor, but there was no help for it. He put on a
clean collar, and brushed his hair, to make as decent an
appearance as he could, and then left the room and made his
way to Dr. Dimsdale’s quarters. .
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CHAPTER 8.
Condemneds:

R. DIMSDALE adjusted his pince-nez, and fixed his
grey eyes upon Russell as he entered. The doctor's
face was usually kindly enough, but now it was hard
and stern. He had evidently taken the affair very

much to heart, Russell thought. A fight between a fellow in
the Upper Fifth, and a Sixth Former and prefect, was cer-
tainly a serious matter. But there had been no need for it
to come to the doctor’s ears at all, so far as Russell could see,
Who had told him about it? -

And why was Russell alone sent for? Goring had been the
aggressor, and at all events equally culpable, and he was not
in the room. .

And at the thought, a troublesome idea came into Russell's
mind. He knew that Goring had been hard hit. Was it
possible that he was—was hurt-—that he was not able to come
and be hauled over the coals?

Goring had made himself extremely obnoxious to Harry of
late, but that thought was a very unpleasant one.

For nearly a minute the doctor regarded the boy in silence
without speaking, and in that interval Russell’s uneasiness
intensified. He ventured to break the silence himself.

“*You sent for me, sir?”’

“ Yes, Russell,” said the doctor, at last, “I sent for you,
but I hardly know what to say to you. THow can I express
my feelings—my astonishment that'a Lyndale lad should be
guilty of such unheard-of brutality—my detestation of your
conduct? I wonder you are not ashamed to hold up your
head in my presence.”’ 3

Russell flushed red.

Ho felt that the rebuke was undeserved. Goring had been
the aggressor, and had forced him into the fight. But he
could not say so. He could not appear to desire to throw the
blame upon the other party.

e stood silent, red and pale by turns, while the doctor’s
eyes searched his face.

“Why did you do it?* said Dr. Dimsdale. 1 could undez-
stand, though I could not excuse, a fight between you, as I
have learned that there has been a great deal of mutual ill-
feeling of late. But what you di 2 :

<“T didn’t mean to hurt him much, sir,’’ faltered Russell.
““We fought, and he would not give in, and so it went on to
a finish.”

The doctor’s brow darkened. . -

“ Do you mean to say, Russell, that the injuries you have
in'ﬂigted upon Goring were all inflicted in fair fight?” he
cried.

Russell turned scarlet.

“Yes, T do,” he said hotly. * Who dares to say that—""

¢ Silence! That is not the way to speak to me.”’

“T beg your pardon, sir. But the fight was fair. Goring
himself will tell you so.” :

“ Qoring tells a very different story.”

Russell stared at the doctor in amazement. :

<] don’t understand you, sir,” he faltercd. ¢ Goring says
the fight was not fair?”

13 YGS'?.‘ i

““Then he lies!” cried Russell hotly. ¢ He lies! It was
fair on my side from start to finish. There was one foul blow
struck, and it was struck by him.”

Dr. Dimsdale frowned. ¢

 Goring’s condition bears out his statement,” he said drily.
Tt is impossible that his hurts were inflicted in a mere
fight. He has undoubtedly been beaten in a savage manner-
while he lay upon the ground, and he will not be able to
leave his bed for weeks, according to the medical gentleman
who is now attending him.”’

It seemed to Russell that his head was turning round.

Was the doctor mad, or was he? .

“J don’t understand this,” he said, bewildered. ‘I swear
that we fought fairly, and when I left him, T offered to help
him to the school, and he refused my help. I know he was
hard hit, but nothing like that.”

“You were evidently carried away by passion, and unable
to control yourself,” said Dr. Dimsdale coldly. I should
never have expected such conduct of you, Russell. But what
T chiefly sent for you for, was to tell you my decision. You
will, of course, understand that, after this occurrence, you
cannot remain at Lyndale.”

Russell looked dazed.

¢ Cannot 1#main at Lyndale!”

¢ Clertainly not. There is no place in this school for such
o ruffian as you have proved yourself to be.”

By

“You can offer no excuse for your conduct. You have
acted in a manner that would put to shame the lowest
hooligan in a London slum. You have brought disgrace upon
yourself and upon the school you belong to. I should
hesitate to flog a member of the Upper Fifth; but in any
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svent, a flogging would not meet this care. Vou ax
ta associate withe the other boys here. You mu
Lyndale.”

Russell stood silent, his chest heaving.

His chief feeling was that he was the victim of injustice.
Ie had defended himself, that was all, in a fight that was
forced upon him, and this was his sentence. And CGoring,
the aggressor, was apparently to escape scot-frea! The boy's
beart swelled, and his eyes flashed.

“Then you are going to expel me?” he cried. -

“You have left me no other course,” the dector said
coldly. “As I said, you are not to associate with the
Lyndale boys.”

** Aud Goring?”

“ Goring was to blame for fighting, of course. But Gor-
ing’s conduct does not stand on a level with yours. Ile was
not guilty of brutal hooliganism.”

“ Neither was I!” cried Harry indignantly. “I can’t
make this out; but if Goring says I hit him when he was
dowi, he lies. T can’t understand his saying s0.”

““He says so because it was true.”’

““It isn’t true, sir,” said Russell earnestly. “ Ask any of
tne fellows—they will tell you I am not that kind of chap.
Cleveland will speak for me.”’

“You are evidently under a strange misapprehension,”
said the doctor icily. “ Cleveland condemns mour brutalit
as much as anyone. It was Cleveland who informed me that
Goring had been brought home insensible from your brutal
attack.”

“* Insensible ?’ gasped Harry, in amaze,
when T left him.”

“ How can you tell me sich a wanton uniruth?” thundered
the doctor. “ Weston and Phillips found him lying senseless
in the grass by the roadside, covered with hruises and hlood.

e did not recover consciousness until a quarter of an hour
ago, after a physician had been sent for from the town.”

“And—and he said—"" gasped ssell.

“He said what had happened when I questioned him.
That while he lay fainting in the grass, only half-conseious,
you set upon him and used him savagely.”

“1It’s false—false, every word of it! I =

“Silence! Do you think I shall believe such a palpable
untruth? Goring was evidently speaking truthfully, that
was perfectly plain to all present, Cleveland included, and I
understand that Cleveland has always been vour friend. The
unfortunate victim of your savagery lies ill now—seriously
il If it will help to bring an honest feeling of shame to
your heart, I will tell you that he asked me not to puiish
you for this shocking outrage, confessing that in the firsh
place he challenged you to fight.”

‘‘Yet he accused me of—of—"

“Yes. Why do you persist in denial
clear?”

“And Cleveland turned against me?” said Harry hope-
lessly. =

He remembered the Lyndalo skippe manner when he
brought the doctor’s message, and had no doubt about that.
The captain of the school, his cousin and chum, thought as
badly of him as the rest.

* Certainly,” said the doctor. © Affer secing poor Goring’s
state, every right-minded boy must have turned against you.

“He was sensible

when the facts are

7

And after what has happened, you would find it the reve

of comfortable, I think, to remain at Lyndale. You would
undoubtedly be sent to Coventry by the whole school. I
shall not publi expel you, in consideration of the good
record you have borne up till now. Bubt you must leave
Lyndale in the morning, Russell. To-night T am writing to
your father to fully explain the reason of your going home.”’

Russell gave a start. His father!

That stern, upright man, to whom anything in the nature
of meanness or cowardice was abhorrent. Would he beliove
him guilty of this? How could he doubt it, when he would
have the doctor’s word for it—when all circumstances wore
so heavily against the unhappy boy? Indeed, in one dizzy
moment Russell wondered himself whether it was not true—
whether be had not, in some lapse of self-control, acted as
the doctor believed, e had not believed that Goring was
so seriously hurt; bul there was no doubting the evidence of
the boys who had found him and brought him in, of the
physician, too. What was the meaning of it all? There was
something mysterious in the affair that bafled Russell, and at
this time his brain was not of the clearest. He was dazed,
confused, and his head was still aching from the encounter
with Goring.

How could he face his father's anger, perhaps his con-
demnation? -

But there was no choice. On the morrow morning he was
to leave Lyndale, and face home with this black disgrace
fastened upon him for life!

Never !
The world was wide, and if he were driven out of Lyndale,

NEXT SATURDAY:

£ PHANTGM COLD,”
A Tale of Dr. Nevada,
the Famous Detective ;

he would not go home under such a clond. The world was
wide ! .

Something of pity crept into the doctor’s stern eyes as he
looked at the white, strained face, and saw the shame and
misery there. :

“I am sorry for this, Russell,”” he said, in & more gentle
tone, ‘‘but you have left me no choice, and vou must leave
Lyndale to-morrow. Until then, T should advise you to keep
to your room. You may go.”

Without a word, Russell turned and left the room.

He was dazed, bewildered, and tco miserable to feel angry.
He went blindly up the stairs, and in the Fifth Form corridor
a howl greeted him.

(13 BOO !!’

“Coward 1’

Russell panted, and a blaze came into his eyes.

Phillips was standing at the door of his study, with several
more fellows. He strode up to them, his face in a flame,

““ Hooligan !’

““ Who kicked a chap when he was down?’

““You must be mad !’ said Russell hoarsely.
yon ever know me to do anything of the kind?
fairly.’!

“Well, you've done it this time,” said Phillips. * There
were the marks of boots on Goring’s clothes, and he was
bruised all over. You can’t crawl out of it. Wou did it, you
hooligan, and you're going to be kicked out of Lyndale for it,
and serve you right.”

Russell turned away, sick at heart. It was useless to row
with Phillips, and every other face he saw was equally
hostile. He went moodily towards his own room, followed
by derisive jeers. In the passage he mief Cleveland face to
face. The Lyndale skipper stood aside, with a face like
stone, for him to pass. :

“You, too?’ said Russell bitterly. “I thought you might
have stood by your own flesh and blood, Cleveland, if all
these curs turned against him.” :

*“ They’'ve turned against you for a good reason,” said the
Lyndale skipper shortly. ‘‘In the name of all that’s decent,
Russell, why did you do it?’

** Goring picked a quarrel with me, and I had no choice

“Did any of
I ask you

“but to fight him.”

“ You know I'm not speaking about that.”

‘“ Ah, you believe his lre, then, that I hit him a
down?”

It was no lie, and the marks on him and !
prove it,” said the captain of Lyndale. “I'm su
vou, Russell. T know Goring was a bitter brute
a long time, but I never expected you to bre
that. You never used to be a blackguard or a cc

¢ And you think I'm both now?”’

1 know you are.”

“And it’'s no good my telling you that I fou
fairly, and never did anything that you wouldn
done in my place?”’ :

““ No good at all, when the evidence of my own senses is
against you,” said Cleveland, with a shrug of the shoulders.
“ You’re not the kind of fellow I believed you were,
Russell. I know I'm your cousin, and I'm jolly ashamed of
it, I can tell you! The sooner you get out of Lyndale the
better for all concerned!”’

And he walked away, leaving Russell pale with rage and
misery.

Straight to his room went Harry now, and he did nob
leave it again that evening. He had no des to face the
jeers and taunts of the boys who had mad auch of
him only a few hours before. And in the meo he left
Lyndale. The world is wide!

A T
CHAPTER 7.
A Friend in Need.

& ORTHBROOK !’
Harry Russell started as the porter called out the
name of the station.
Northbrook !

The name touched a familiar chord in his memory.

He had left Lyndale at an early hour, and taken the
train at the local station for the junction, where it was to
meet the London express.

To London and to home, however, Harry Russell was
termined not to go. He felt that he could not fac
What right had he te go home® with this black d
upon him? How could he face his father’s stern br
mother’s tears? He felt that he could not;
His career—the career his parents fondly plan
was ruined. But somewhere in the world il
place for him, as for everybody, and he woul
- He looked back at Lyndale, on the old gre
the trees, with eyes blind with tears as ti
within sight of the old school. But Lyndale
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think of that. He alighted on the platform; the die
was cast now. The train steamed out of the station,
and Harry Russell joined the crowd moving towards
the exit. A minute more and he was in the streets
of Northbrook.

Tt was a morning in late October, late and windy,
but the sun was bright and cheering. Harry Russell
stood outside the station, in doubt as to whither next
to turn his steps. He had come to Northbrook, but
where was he to look for Frank Clyffe? He had
not the faintest idea where the footballer lived.

But as he stood thinking a thought came into bhis
mind. Of course, why had he not thought of that
before? He had only to inquire his way to the
Northbrook Football Club’s ground, and there he
would find Clyffe, or, at all events, news of him.

He asked a newspaper vendor outside the station
the way to the football ground, and was glad to
learn that it was just off the High Street, and only
a quarter of an hour’s walk from the station. He
set off at a swinging pace.

He had to make one or two more inquiries before
he finally found the place. When at last he drew
close to the ground he heard a sound of shouting
over the wall. A practice match was in progress.

7
M

)

The rufiian was already on the ladder, so Harry draw himself up to the window-ledge and stood \
up outside, holding on to the wall. (Sec page 17.)

ith a heavy heart trying to think out some plan for
. He would not go home, that he was determined
But where should he go? What was he to do?

train passed through station after station, the
ar names making no impression upon him, wuntil at
Ih.,the sing-song voice of a porter announced ‘ North-

0.

* Northbrook !’

Harry’s eyes flashed for a moment with a new thought.
Back into his mind came the recollection of the football
atch at Blackfield, and the events that had followed it—
the adventure on the moor, and the words of Frank Clyffe—
“If you ever want a friend, you've only got to come to
Frank Clyffe, at Northbrook.”

Tf he ever wanted a friend! He had never wanted one
more sorely than at the present moment. He knew that
the footballer had meant what he said; the words had
come from his heart, sincere every one of them. And here
he was at Northbrook!

For a moment or two Harry hesitated, his brain in a
whirl with new thoughts that rushed into it; then he
sprang up and turned the handle of the carriage door. The
{rain was beginning to ®nove again when he sprang out.
His box was booked for London, but there was no time to
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“Ts Mr. Clyffe here?”

The groundsman who had come fo answer his inquiry
looked at him curiously.

*“ Vos; he’s at practice.

“1 want to speak to him.
he’s disengaged.”

A friend of his?”’

o -

“ Been in the wars—eh?’ the man asked, with a slight
grin, noting the signs of the previous day's combat on
Harry’s face.

“ Yes,” said Russell, flushing.

“Well, you can come in if you like,” said the man
civilly enough. * Stand there, and you can see them at
practice. That’s Clyffe at centre of the pinks.”’

Harry looked on at the animated scene with a good deal
of interest.

Tha Northbrook men were practising, two sides of half a
dozen opposing each other, one lot in pink and the other
in green.

The boy knew at once the Northbrook captain, with his
fine athletic figure and swift, elastic movements.

He watched him with admiration as he moved to and fro,

IN **PLUGK,” I™
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evidently streets ahead of any player on the ground, cithey
green or pink.

And another player Harry vecognised, foo—the man
Ganthony, who had deserted Clyfte when he was attacked by
the footpads on Blackfield Common. Ganthony was playing
in the  green - forwards.
rather inclined to rough-and-ready measures.

Russell watched the practice match h all his eyes, 5o to
speak, his attention fixed upon the Northbrook captain, a
hero in his view, and rightly so. He started as a hand
fell upon his shoulder.

He turned, and saw a burly, red-faced man, with a good-
humoured expression, which somewhat reassured the
Lyndale lad.

“Hallo! What are you doing here?’

“ T came to see Mr. Clyffe, sir,” said Russell.
ing till he has time to speak to me.”

*“ Oh, you are, are you?’ said the red-faced man, with a
grunt. *‘ Well, there’s no harm in that, I suppose. The
practice will be over in a few minutes.”

Russell wondered whom the red-faced man was, but he
did not like to ask. He seemed to know all about it,
though, for in a few minutes more the players streamed off
the field, and entered the dressing-rooms. The red-faced
man followed them in, and Harry was left standing alone.

In about ten minutes, however, the red-faced individual
reappeared, and beckoned to him.

** Come in here if you want to see Clyffe.”’ 2

Harry, his heart beating, obeyed. He followed the red-
faced man into a room where there were half a dozen
people, and his heart sank, Ile had wanted to see Frank
Clyffe alone, but here was the Northbrook captain among
a crowd. Ganthony was one of them, and he looked at
Harry as he entered, and evidently recognised him. An
ugly expression came over the Northbrook forward’s face.
Frank Clyffe was speaking to someone, and did not imme-
diately turn his head, and it was Ganthony who spoke first.

““ Hallo, here’s the young cockchafer!”” he exclaimed, with
a rude laugh.

Russell turned red. The other footballers turned to look
at him, and he felt uncomfortable and out of place. After
all, why had he comé there? For the moment he- wished
that he had never set foot on the Northbrook football
ground ; but it was only for a moment.

Frank Clyffe turned towards him with the rest, and knew
him at once, and an expression of real pleasurc came upon
the footballer’s handsome features. The captain of North-
brook came forward quickly with outstretched hand, and gave
Harry a cordial grip.

“Hallo!” he exclaimed heartily. “ 8o it’s you? Morgan
said there was some chap wanted to speak to me, but I
didn’t guess it was you, or I'd have come out at once. I'm
really glad to see you. It's very kind of you to look me
up like this.”

The footballer’s frank, cordial manner banished all
Harry’s doubts at once, and he forgot Ganthouny’s ill-
natured greeting. Ganthony, however, seemed hent upon
making himseclf disagreeable.

“That’s right,” he said, with a snecer, “kill the fatted
calf for him, Clyffe! What’s the kid doing here instead of
being in school, where he ought to be?”

“Shut up!” said Clyffe wrathfully. “Don’t mind him,
chappy,” he went on to Harry. “He can’t forget that you
came to my help the night he ran away and left me to
fight the footpads.alone. He’s never got over it, you sce.
Chaps,” continued Frank Clyffe, “this is the youngster
I've told you about, who chipped in, and I firmly belicve
saved my- life, when a couple of roughs had me ‘down on
Blackfield Moor. Ganthony could tell you all about it, only
hlc ha.(:i taken to his heels and left me to face the music
alone.’

A laugh at Ganthony’s expense followed, and the forward
secowled and muttered savagely to himself. The others took
vo farther notice of him, but crowded round Harry, all
cager to shake hands with him and give him a welcome.

5o that’s the kid, is it?” exclaimed the red-faced man.
“Give us your flipper, young ‘un! You're the right sort,
you are. As for you, Ganthony, the less you say the bettor.
The kid is worth a hundred of you, and that's plain
English! You're a rotter, if you want to know your
trainer’s opinion of you! You haven’s the pluck of a grass-
hopper, and your manners would disgrace a pigsty! So
you shut up !’

Ganthony scowled and walked out of the room. :

“TI'm just off to my digs,” went on Clyfte to Harry.
Will you walk down with me, and we can chat as we go?
I hope you're staying in Northbrook, for if so we can show
you a good match on Saturday. Burton are going to visit
us, and it will be a tussle.”

“I should like to sce it,” said Harry, with sparkling
ayes.
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“ You're staying in Northbrook??

**No, not exactly. I don’t know.” .

Russell spoke hesitatingly, and Clyffe looked at him
curiously. However, he asked no questions till they wero
out of the Northbrook ground, and walking away towards
the ““digs ” of the captain of the Northbrook team.

* Now, what's the trouble?”’ said the Northbrook captain
cheerily. ‘I can see that yow've been in the wars, young
“un, and that you've got something on your mind. If I can
be of any help to you, you've only to say so. What are you
doing in Northbrook?”’

“1 came to see you,” said Russell. ‘I remembered what
you said to me—you know—that night on the moor. I
don’t know whether you can be of any help to me or not,
but you said if I ever needed a friend—and Heaven knows
I need one now !’

“ You'll find
quietly.
L hope?”’

““Noj; but I've left Lyndaie.”

¢ And how?”’

“I've been expelled.”

Clyffo gave a low whistle, expressive of astonishmant.

“ Bxpelled 22

“* Yes,”’ said Russell, his face crimson. ** You see, I'm nok
disguising anything from you: But if f had deserved it
should hardly come and tell you about it.”

‘I am sure of that. I don’t think you can have done any-
thing to deserve being expelled,” satd Clyffe. “ You acted
like a plucky and generous lad that night I met you, and
1 formed an opinion of you I sha'n’t change without good
reason. There’s something wrong, I suppose—some mistake
somewhere?”’

T don’t understand it myself.” said Russell frankly.
“It’s a horrible business. I eannot face my people at home,
and I'm turned out of Lyndale.”

““Tell me how it was.”

Without concealing anything, so far as he knew, Russ
gave the Northbrook captain a full account of his rivalr
with Goring, and of the fight in Lyndale Lane, and of whaf
had resulted.

Clyffe listened with an expression of deep interest and
attention, here and there asking a question.

“It’s a strange story,” he said.. “ T need not say that 1
believe you. Bub it’s a deuced strange affair from be-
ginning to end, Russell, and no mistake.” He shook his
head in a very puzzled way. “For if you left this chap
Goring in possession of his senses, how did he comeo to
be insensible when the others found him? Could a young
fellow be deep enough and rascally enough to play such a
part and invent the yarn for the purpose of getting you into
trouble?’’ .

““He was bitter enough against me,” said Harry. * Bub
I certainly shouldn’t suspect him of anything of the kind if
—if there was any other possible explanation, He = }
fainted after I left him, and so have been insensi
the chaps found him. But as for the rest of the

“If he invented it he must be a thorough r
don’t see how you will ever bring it home to hi
remarked thoughtfully.

Harry shook his head.

“No chance of that!” he said bitterly.
satisfied of my guilt, and he expelled n
The other fellows all hissed me as I left,
cousin, the captain of the school, who had b
turned against me.”

“Then they must have considered the
ably strong, and that all was as Goring decl
business.” :

“But you believe me, don’t you?’ said Harry, with a
quick breath. e : g

*“I have said so, Russell. And you'll £rd me a man of my
word, too. Have you formed any plan as to the future yet 7’

“No. I don’t know what to do. But there’s one thing
I'm determined upon, and that is that I won’t go home
unless my name is cleared!”’

“ About that, of course, you're the best judge,” said Clyffe,
with a nod. ¢ Mcanwhile, until you decide what to do,
what do you say to taking up your quarters with me?’

Harry shrank a little. :

“ Oh, thank you!” he cried.
mean that—-"

“1 know you didu’i,”’ smiled Clyffe; “but I do.
you can’t do better, and I shall be glad to have you. Then
we can talk it over, and make plans for the future. I sup-
pose your idea is to look out for employment of some kind?

" Yes,” said Harry hopefully. “1 have a little monoy—
enough, I hope, to keep me until I find something to d

** Have you thought of anything you can do?”

¢ Not yet.” :

Frank Clyfie suddenly

me as. good as my word,”’
“ What's the trouble?” Not run aw

said Clyffe
from school.

S and
. Clyffe

*The doctor was
irom Lyndale.
n my own
cen my chum,

&

nee remark-
It's a queer

“But—but no—I didn’t

Come,

&
stopped and looked at Harry,
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roaning his eye over him with an alr of keen criticism, some-
what to the lad’s astonishment,

“1 wonder!” murmured the Northbrook captain—“T
wonder—-"!

Harry looked atb him in amazement.

“You play football 7’ queried Clyffe.

‘“Rather!” smiled Russell.  “ They thonght me pretiv
good at the game at Lyndale. That was the cause of Gor-
ing’s enmity, as I told you.”’

* Exactly. But T mean, do you play a first-rate game?
Are you fond of i, and do you put vour heart and soul
into 17"

‘1 play up pretty well, T believe,”” said Russell, ralher
puzzled by these questions. * But what has that to do with
1t? 1 can't play football for a living, can 177

“ Why not?” said Clyffe. Tdo &

Harry Russell gave a jump.

By Jove,” he cried, ‘“how I should like it! But it's
na good, Clyffe. They thought me a good player at Lyn-
dale; but public-school football is nothing like League form.
But, by Jove, how T should, like it !’

“I don’t want to hold out®hopes that may never be
realised,” said the Northbrook captain soberly. * But
you've got the build of a footballer, and are old enough. It
you really play the game well, there’s room for you in the
football world, and right here in Northbrook. You may
know that we're not a rich club, and some of our men have
been tempted away from us, and the powers that be are on
the look-out for fresh ialent. If you’ve kicked goals in
Lyndale First you ought to be good enough to go into our
reserves, with a bit of licking into shape by Morgan, our
trainer. Anyway, I'll speak to Mr. Wharton, our manager,
about it, when 1 go down to the ground this afternoon for
practice. I know he’ll give you a trial on my recommenda-
tion. ft won’t do any harm if it Qoesn’t do any good.  Ilow
do you like the idea?” )

“How do I like it?’ said Harry, with a lump rising in
bis throat. “1 don’t know how to thank you!”

““Pooh! That’s not nécessary; besides, you don’t know
that anything will come of it yot.” said the Northbrook cap-
tain, with a smile.

* Whether anything comes of it or not, I shall be equally
grateful,” said Russell. “Buat T'll play up my very best,
Ulyffe, and, anyway, try not to bring disecredit on you. If I
id only get into Northbrook Rangers second team it would
be glorious!”

Clyffe smiled at his enthusiasra.

“Well, we'll put it to the test as soon ax possible,” he

““Now, here we are at my diggings., And if youw'll
w me to advise you I think the first thing you should

e safe. e may be alarmed at vour not turning up, you

inow, and think all sorts »f things. You needn’t give him

vour address, you know, if you don’t want him to see you; in
iget, T'll ask Morgan to post the letter over at Blackfield.

Buf, you know, 1t’s wrong to cause your parents any

anxiety n‘lifl 11}:\\' are down on you, as you anticipate

il be.

letter was written and posted. In it Russell told his

and declared his innocence of wrongdoing, though

i a sad conviction that his protestation would weigh little

gainst the doctor’s leiter, which was by this time in his

her's hands. He added that he was safe, with friends.
letter posted, he felt it as a weight off his mind. And
nething of his old spirits returned to him when Frank
fie came back from afternocon practice at the Northbrook
cround and announced that ihe manager of Northbrook
Rangers had agreed to give the captain’s protege a trial on
the following morning.
CHAPTER 8.
Russell Joins the Rangers.

ARRY RUSSELL’S heart was beating fast as he walked
down to the Northbrook ground on the following
morning with Frank Clyffe.

He had had a good night’s vest, and he was feeling

; fresh and fit. With the new pro ts that had opened
betore him, his depression of the previous day had passed
away. He had not, of course, forgotten so scon the mis-
fortunc which had come into his life. But he had driven all
present thought of it out of his mind, and determined to
think of the game he was to play, and the game alone.

To find employment so soon, and employment so congenial,
would be splendid, and he was resolved to do his very bess
under the critical eyes of the Northbroolk manager. He saw
Clyffe glance at him with approval once or twice, and that
was crncouraging.

“You feel all right, Russell?” the Northbrook captain
ked, as they arrived at the football ground.

First-rate I”? said Hasry cheerfully.  “ A little bit ex-

cited; of course. I ean’t help wendering how if will tuen

out, vou know.”
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‘1f you want my opinion, I fancy it wil turn oub all
right,” said Clyffe, with a smile. “‘ But keep cool, and dc
your level best, and a fellow can’t do more. Flere's Mr.
Wharton

A stout, pleasant-looking gentleman with white whis
was coming towards them. Clyffe presented Harry, and My,
Wharton looked over him and shook hands with Lim cor-
dially. .

" So this is your friend, Clyffe,”” he said. “ Well, I must
say he looks a likely lad. Anyway, I shall be very please
to see what he can do.”

To the manager, Clyffe had merely said that Harry was a
friend of his, whe had been compelled by circumstances (o
leave school sooner than he had intended, and was looking
for employment, and would be glad to find it on the fco
ball field.. There was no need to explain further than that.

Morgan, the trainer, gave Harry a pleasant nod.

It seems we are to give you a trial,” he remarked.
“Well, I shall be glad if it tmins out all right, but I warn
you I am a critic. Never mind, we’ll see what you can do.
What position do you generally take?” -

‘“ Wingoer,” said Russell.
dale First.” :

“All right. There’s going ta be a scratch-mateh this
morning between two full teams, and I'll pat you in as
inside-right. You can take a rest, Ganthony.”

Ganthony shrugged his shoulders.
“Oh, 1 don’t mind?’ he said.
watch the kid, too.” -

“He may be able to show you a few points,”’ said ihe
trainer, who seemed to like giving the nnpopular forward a
*dig’ whenever he had a chance. “ Your play has not
been up to high-water-mark for some tiwme.”

Gaunthony bit his lip.

Frank took Russell into the dressing-rooms and found him
the necessary rvig-out, and very fit and bandsome he locked
in the Northbrook blue-and-white.

Harry’s cheeks were flushed, and there was a sparkls in
his eyes, as he turned out into the field with the players.

The seratch match was being played between two full
elevens, and so there was a good opportunity of testing the
new ecandidate and seeing what he could do. Harry found
himself opposed to the side captained by Frank Clyffe, who
were distinguished from their adversaries by green shirts.
His own ecaptain was a big, goodlooking Scotsman
named Clyde. He was rather sorry he was to play against
Frank, but the Northbrook skipper gave him a cheery word
of encouragement as the teams turned out.

“Bueck up, kid, and do your best!” he said.
can do more than that!”

“1 will !’ said Harry. And he went on with the deter-
mination to put into the game all that he had in him.

Mr. Wharton and the trainer stood looking on as the
seratch match started. Ganthony stood near them. watch-
ing Harry Russell with a sueer upon his face.

The Greens kicked off, and were soon rushing the ball
through the territory of their opponeats, and Frauk Clyffe
came sweeping down upon the goal, dribbling the ball in
fine style. But suddenly Mr. Wharton uttered an exclama-

tion.

“Hallo! Look there!”

Morgan the trainer rubbed his eyes.

*“The kid—he’s beaten Clyffe!” he exclaimed.

It was true! Harry Russell had robbed the Northbroolk
skipper of the ball in the neatest kind of way, and was off
ivifh it like a shot, dribbling it fairly through the Green
1alves.

A Jook of astonishment was on Clyffe’s face: he had net
expected that. But Russell was away with the ball. The
field was in pursuit, but only the backs had a chance to stop
him. Both of themn were rushing at him with deadly intent,
and the Green goalie Was watching keenly for a shot. S

One flashing glance Harry gave round him; he had out-
paced his own comrades, and there was no one well placed
to receive a pass. He retained the ball, and, with a rapidiiy
and skill that opened the frainer’s watchful eyes, he dadg
the backs, deceiving them and escaping them, and sprinted
right on for goal. !

Right on, the goalkeeper watching him like a hawk
tor anything. Now he is going to kick, and the goalie 3
gleam. But at the last moment he changes his feet, whiz
gocs the ball from his left into a far corner of the nct, beat-
ing the goalie by a foot or more!

* Goall” gasped Morgan.

¢ Bravo!” shouted Mr. Wharton.

The goalie gave a queer kind of grin as he picked up the
ball and pitched it out. Frank Clyffe gave Harry a slap on
the shoulder. -

“ Bravo, youngster!” he cried. “ It was as fine a thing as T
have ever scen! Now we know your quality you won't have
a chance like that again. But it was splendid—splendid I’

Harry flushed with pleasure. Fle knew that he had played
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well, very well, but praise from the Northbrook captain was
praisé indeed.

The teams lined up again, and the game restarted, the
Blues a goal to the good. As Clyffe had said, Harry had
no chance of another sensaticnal break, but he put in some
first-class play, helping his side very considerably. He did
not take another goal, but his passing was excellent, and he
showed himself a sound, reliable player.

Mr. Wharton's expression grew more and more approving.

*“ By Jove, Morgan,”” he said, ‘I like that youngster!
There’s nothing showy about him: he can be brilliant when
he gets a chanee, but he’s quite content to be useful, and he
never shoots when he ought to pass, though he’s a goad
shot. He’s not selfish. I like him!*

The trainer nodded emphafically.

“So do I, sir. I fancy that Frank Clyffe has done the
¢lub a good turn by bringing him here. Why, he’s hot stuff
—vegular mustard ! Of course, there's no two opinions about
taking him in.”

“ Hardly. I shall be glad to sign him on for the Rangers.
Youwll improve him in one or two minor points, perhaps;
but his football is sound-—-in. fact, splendid.  Look here,
Morgan, we can play him in the reserves on Saturday. The
socond team is weaker than I like torsce if, and they're
going to meet Blackpool Reserves, who are in good fettle.
I fancy this young fellow will be a boon and a blessing to
our side.”’ s

> Certainly, sir.”

When the players came off and changed, Frank Clyffe
beamed congratulations upon Harry.» The lad looked at
him anxiously. :

** You think T'll do, €lyffe 7”7

The Northbrook skipper chuckled.

*Think? 1 know youll do.
face 72

N

* Well, he’s delighted.
signing you on.”

Do you really
sparkling. “Th
owe it all to you. :

“Rats! Vou owe it fo your play.”

Morgan put in his head at the door.

“ Bring vour friend along to the manager's room, Clyffe,
please,” he said. -

* Right you are.”

And the Northbrook skipper led his protege into the
presence of the manager of Northbrook Rang

“Youwre willing to join us?2” asked Mr. W

“Willing, sir 17

The manager laughad.

“Well T take it you are willing,”” be said; “and T am
just as willing to sign you on. I may say that I am highly
satisfied with your performance to-day, Russell highly
satisfied. Rangers credit.

Did yeu see Wharton’s

el jump at the chance of

think so?’ exelaimed Rus

his eyes
is a stroke of luck for me, Ci;

2, and |

e

o & Sl . e
I believe that you will do the
We are glad to have you.”

“¥You are very kind, sir.”

“Not a bit of it.
professional ?
the salary 7”’

“No,” said Harry simply.

Mr. Wharton smiled his genial smile.

8o you're willing to leave that to me?”

“ Quite willing, siy.”?

“Well, I shall do the fair thing by you. Shall we say
thirty shillings a week for the start?” =

‘Tt is more than I expected, &

6

Of course, vou're going into this as a
Ilave vou thought about the screw —ahem b—

hen T take it you are satisfied with it? . Good! Then
we will fix it at that, and from this moment you are a
member of the Northbrook Rangers.”

Harry seemed to be walking on ,air when he Ieft the
_ manager’s room with his friend. forank Clyffe was ox-

tremely satisfied, too. He had done his protege a good
turn, and his elub one at the same time, and he had reason
to be satisfied.

“1 wish I could show you how grateful T am,” said
Russell, with something like a catch in his voice. “‘It’s

splendid I

“That’s - all right,”” laughed Clyffe. Northbrook
Rangers are lucky to get you. Thirty bob a week is all
right for a start, but you’ll be drawing the mwaximum pay
before long. Now, as to digs. My landlady is a good old
soul, and I think she can put you up, if you'd like to live
under the same roof as myself. What do you say "’

“I'll be jolly glad to.”” laughed Russell. -

And so it was arranged.
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The Reseive Match—Harry Distinguishes Himself,

ROM Fifth Form to Football League! Tt was certainly
a great change that had come into the life of Harry
Russell; but, though he had regrets for the way the
change had come, it would not be correct to say that
he vogretted the change itself. He loved the grand old
game, and to earn his bread by playing it was an honour-
able ambition, and there was a good chance of winning
distinetion in the ranks of the Northbrook footballers. And
so Harry threw himself into his new work with heart and
soul, and showed a form that quite won the heart of Morgan
the red-faced trainer.

Mr. Wharton was very pleased with him, and most of the
Northbrook men gave him a cordial welcome. There was
only one who seemed to take exception to him, and that one
was Gianthony. . The forward had disliked Harry ever since
that night on Blackfield Moor. He had run away from
danger, and his_conduct contrasted with Russell’s in a way
that was very humiliating to himself. He could not be ex-
pected to like the lad, but he did more than dislike him.
Trom the day of his coming to Northbrook, Ganthony wag
his enemy. : S

The trainer’s remarks had something to do with this strong
feeling on (lanthony’s part. Ganthony was not a fellow to
b liked, and he had got on Morgan’s wrong side. The fact
that Harry Russell excelled in the position which was
Ganthony's own was not allowed to pass without comment
by the trainer, and many a time Ganthony cast evil glances
towards Harry after some caustic observation from Morgan.

Harry did his best to keep out of Ganthony’'s way, as he
saw that the Northbrook winger disliked him. and so avoided
anything like a quarrel. But once or twice, catching Gan-
thony’s evil glances, he thought that an outbreak must come
sooner or lafor. Not that he feared it at all. He was not
in the least afraid of the winger; but he did not wish to
signalise his joining the team by a row with one of the
players, and o he was anxious temkeep the peace.

Satarday came. The Northbrook team were playing at
home, and the reserves were going to Blackpool to meet
that town’s second team. = And by the order of Wharton
Harry Russell went with them.

The Northbrook second team were not a strong lot. Their
skipper, Clyde, was a fair player, and the goalkeeper was
pretty good, but the rest seemed to Russell a “scrappy
Jot. And when he looked over-the Blackpool fellows he had
hiTS misgivings. e soon found that they were shared by
Clyde.

i We shall have a rough time here,”” said the skipper, in
the dressing-room assipned to the visitors. ¢ There are some
fine players in the Blackpool Reserves. . See to it, you
fellows, that you keep our end up.”

The Northbrook fellows promised that they would. In
his heart Hairry Russell resolved to play the game of his life
that day, and do his very best to snatch a victory for the
Northbrook blue and white.

Although it was only a reserve match, a goodly number of
spectators had turned up, quite a couple of thousand people
lining the ropes. : =

Hayry - who, of course, had never played before any crowd
so large before-felt a little strange as he looked out on
what seemed to him an ocean of faces. To his companions
—many of whom had played in the first team before League
crowds —the number seemed small enough. But Russell was
not nervous. He knew his own quality, and he was ready
+o do his best, and he had nothing approaching the feeling
of * stage-fright.”

The rival teams ran into the field, and the band, which
had been discoursing sweet music, marched off, and a cheer
ereoted the boys in red shirts from the home crowd. The
teams lined up, and the kick-off fell to the visitors, who had
the sun in their faces. The ball rolled from Clyde’s foot,
but in a moment the Blackpoolers were upon it, and it was
across the line, and with a rush the home players came up
the field. The crowd cheered loudly as the red shirts rushed
for the visitors’ goal, the blue and white falling back on all
sides.

It seomed from the start that Northbrook were outclassed,
and that Blackpool meant to make short work of them.
Right up to the goal mouth the homesters rushed the leather,
and they sent in rapid shots, which the goalie had all his
work cut out to save. -But he did save, again and again,
and his splendid defence gave the blue and white a chance
to deal with the enemy.

A Northbrook back sent the ball out, and it was headed
up the field, giving the eager forwards a chance. Clyde was
quickly on the ball, and he went away with it, dribbling
finely. till a Blackpool back charged him off the ball. Be-
fore, however, the Blackpoolers could take advantage of
that. a nimble figure in blue and white was on the elusive
leather, and rushing it down the field in a splendid burst.
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Seth Ball gritted his teeth !
and his eyes glittered. He [
would never have a better |
echance. (See page 79.) z
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as Harry Russell ! :

nt at him ran the home backs, and Russell made 8
f passing out, deceiving them completely and divert-
their attention from Clyde at centre, who was now

g up ready for a pass, and quite prepared to receive it. -
ead of passing out, Russell sent the ball into the

e, and Olyde raced it goalward. Only the custodian
od between him and success, but the Blackpool goalie wag
th his salt. Clyde sent in a good shot, but the goalie

and the ball came out acain from his fist; and then
cll, dodging the backs, who had turned their attention
to Clyde, was on the ball in a flash.

There was a shout from the spectators. The ball rose from
ssell’s foot and whizzed into the net, foiling the goal-
<eeper, who had not looked for so instant a roturn of the
leather. Tt was first blood to Northbrook, and some of the
crowd cheered the fine feat.

“Bravo I”” said Clyde, as they walked back to the centre
of the field. ““There’s no getting away from the fact that
we are outclassed, Russell; but T think we shall keep our
end up if you play up as well as that to the finish.”

Blackpool kicked off in a pgtim, determined humour.
They did not mean to give the visitors another chance;
and, as a matter of fact, Russell had no other chance in
the first half. He was marked by the home men as ‘a
dangerous player, and they put *“paid’’ to every attempt of
his fo get away. - .
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The Northbrook play became mainly defensive, but not
successfully so; for just before half-time the ball found the
visitors’ net, and when the whistle went the score was level.

After the brief interval, Blackpool lined up with the sun
in their faces, and this advantage for the visitors was well
used by them. The Northbrook men began to attack, and
Blackpool, for the first time, found themselves really hard
pressed.  They fell back round their own goal, and the
blue-and-white besieged the home citadel, and Russell sent
in a shot at goal that very nearly materialised-—but not
quite. Out came the leather again, and again he slammed
it in, but the ball rebounded from the goalpost into the
field of play, It was hard luck; and the next second a home
back had if, and as the Northbrook men came on, he wes
forced to play it behind the corner flag.

‘With no uncertain voice the Northbrook skipper claimed
the kick, which was conceded, and Russell was given the
task. 1In a breathless silence hs kicked, and the ball sped,
and the stillness of the pause was changed to liveliest anima-
tion. But the rush of the Blackpoolers was of no avail, for
Russell and his skipper perfectly understood one another,
and in a flash, as it scemed, Clydeé had slammed the ball into
the nes. .

Two up for Northbrook! >

Blackpool kicked off again, and showed that the prospect
of defeat had “bucked them up” to good purpose.  Their
attack was strong and well combined, and the weaker side
gave way before it. The crowd cheered a goal, and five
minutes later another, scored by the home players.” That the
visitors were outclassed, as Clyde had said, could not be
doubted, yet the visiting skipper hoped to pull the game out
of the fire; for thoush Blackpool was the better side as a
whole, they had no player like Russel] in their ranks,

And later on came Russell’s chance. From a tussle in mid-
field he escaped with the ball, and while three of the enemy
were almost upon him he sent in a long, low shot which
materialised.. Once move the score was level.
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It was close upon time now, and both teams were looking
the worse for wear, but the visitors were noticeably the more
“spent.

TThe Blackpoolers, determiined to snatch the game out of
the fire, rushed the Northbrook men, and by sheer energy
‘brought the tussle right up before the Northbrook goal. In
went the ball, but the goalie was on the alert. e sent it
whizzing out, and Blackpool’s last chance was gone, for the
Northbrookers, with a desperate effort, brought the play
back to mid-field, and kept it there. And suddenly a lithe
form in blue and white was seen streaking for the home goal.

Every eye was bent upon Harry Russell.

How he sprinted! '

And though the defeat of the home team trembled in the
balance, the crowd could not forbear a cheer as the plucky
player made his dash for goal. v

Three Blackpoolers were at his heels, but he outpaced
them, and he dodged a half who sought to stop him, and the
other halves were too far to be of any use.

But two backs were in his way, and they grinned at the
jdea of his passing them; but Russell was not thinking of
attempting the impossible.

He swerved with a suddenness that gave them no chance,
and took a shot at goal from a distance that was decidedly
risky ; but it was the only chance, for there was no chance oi
a successful pass.

And fortune, as it often does, favoured the bold!

It was a regular daisy-cutter, and the goalie threw himself
down in a frantic endeavour to save, but in vain.

The ball was in the net!

The next moment Russell went down under the charge of a
back, but he did not care—the goal was taken.

As he picked himself up, shaken and a bit dizzy, but flushed
with success, the whistle went. The game was over, and
Northbrook had won by four goals to three.

And Harry Russell, the new recruit, had done the hat
trick, and kicked the winning goal!

No wonder the Northbrook players seized him, and bove
him upon their shoulders to the dressing-room, while the
crowd, forgetting the defeat of the home side in a sportsman-
like appreciation of good play, cheered him to the echo.

0
CHAPTER 10,
A League Match—Harry Russell’s Triumph.
RANK CLYFFE met Russell with a hearty shake of the
hand when he returned to Northbrook in the evening,
and joined the Rangers’ captain at their ‘‘diggings.”
“I’ve heard about you,” he said.
you, my boy. The hat trick, by Jove!
match for our team!
you enough!”
Russell coloured.
““It’s very good of him,” he said. “T was lucky.
“It wasn’t luck, it was sound football,’ declared Frank.
¢1 can’t say how glad I am that I brought you into the
Rangers’ fold, Morgan is delighted. He’s been saying, in
his usual polite way, that yow'll be putting me into the shade
before long.”

“Oh, that’s bosh!”

“1 don’t know so much about that,”” said the Northbrock
captain seriously. “T'm not likely to nourish any ill-fecling
about it, if you do, Harry. I hope I'm a sportsman. I wish
I could say the same for Garnthony.’’

- ‘““He seems to dislike me,” said Russell.
him cause.” i

““ He doesn’t need cause, except his own jealousy and mean-
ness,” answered Clyfle. “ But old Morgan isn’t the most
tactfnl chap in the world, either, and he adds fuel to the fire.
He’s got his knife into Ganthony, who has been uncivil to
bim, though. He knows your success is a sore subject with
the fellow, and so he harps upon it. But, as a matter of
fact, what he says has occurred to all of us. You know we
met Burton to-day at home?”’

“Yes, and it was a draw.’

“Yes; but it ought to have been a victory,” said Clyfe
ruefully, “ Ganthony was to blame. He lost his tempes, and
fouled a Burton half in the peualty area, and the referec
gave a penalty kick against us. Some of the fellows have
been grumbling ; but, as a matter of fact, it was fair enough.
Ganthony fouled the man, and the rules of the game were
made to be obeyed, I suppose. That goal made us even;
?the}‘,wise, we should have licked the Burtons by three to
two.

‘It was hard lines.”

““ Worse than that, it was simply rotten,”” said Frank
emphatically. “You know, Mr. Wharton is nourishing a
hope of getting into the First Division of the League this
season, and every point is a matter of importance. Now we
count one for a draw instead of two for a victory, and it’s all
Ganthony’s fault. And Morgan’s been saying that he'd
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better stand out of the next mateh, and let you play in hig
place.”’?
L That will be humiliating for him.” :

“No doubt, as he thinks great guns of himself,”” said
Clyfle, with a laugh. *“ But if Mr. Wharton takes my advice,
that’s what he’ll, do.”

““Do you really think T'm-fit to play in a League maich,
Frank?” {

‘‘Rather! A good deal fitter than Ganthony. To be
plain, your play is better than his, and you can be deperden
upor to play a sportsmanlike game, and he cannot. And I
fancy, old chap, that next Saturday youw'll be playing in
Northbrook First.”

Russell’s eyes flashed. 5

¢ If Mr. Wharton thinks me fit, of course I shall be glau,*”
he said. “‘I'm sorry for Ganthony, though.” : L

It will do Ganthony good to take a rest for a bit in the
shades of the second team,” said Frank, with a laugh.
“He’s too swelled-headed, snyway. But it will mean thas
you have a bitter enemy among Northbrock Rangers, Harry,
and you must look out for yourself. Ganthony is a mean
fellow, and not above playing any dirty trick on anyone he
hates.”

¢ Oh, T shall be able to take care of myself!”
cheerfully. “T'm sorry he’s my enemy, bui I fancy it dates
from that affair on Blackfield Moor, and it isn't my fault.”

The thought of playing in the first team was naturally 4s
exciting one to Russell. He thought a good deal about if,
and threw himself heartily into his practice daily at the
Northbrook ground, .winning golden * opinions from the
trainer and Mr. Wharton. [ i

Of Ganthony’s black looks he took no notice at a8l, deter-
mined not to see them, and not to be drawn into a row with
the sullen winger if he could help it.

The week glided past, and Russell had fairly settled down
to his new life now.

Indeed, at times, it seemed to him that his old way of life
was a long, long way behind him, and he could hardly
realise that he had been a professional footballer for less than
a fortnicht,

When he arrived on the ground on Saturday morning, as
usual, the first person he met was Ganthony. The winger
scowled at him savagely.

*So you've succeeded in worming yourself in; you cad!”
was his greeting. :

Russell looked at him calmly and contemptuously.

1 don’t know what you are talking about,” he said.
“Don’t you? You don’t know that you've got my place
for to-day’s match, you underhand——"" :

Russell set his lips.

“1 know this much—that I won’t take words like that from
anybody ! he cried sharply.” “ I don’t want to quarrel with
you, Mr. Ganthony, though you've been trying to pick &
quarrel with me ever since I came to Northbrook. But I teil
you plainly that you had better measure your words when
you are speaking to me!”

*“ Harlc at the bantam crowing I'* said the other mockingly
“ Why, for two pins, I'd twist your cheeky neck, and 2

* Hallo, Russell”” The voice of the trainer broke in. “I
didn’t know you had come. The manager wants to speak to
you in his room.”

“ Very good,” said Harry, and he walked away from the
angry winger. Ganthony was turning away, too, with a
sullen scowl on his face, when Morgan tapped him on the
shoulder. Ganthony locked savagely into the red face of the
trainer.

* Well, what do vou want?”’

“You've been trying to pick a quarrel with Harry
Russell”

““Suppose I have?”

“ Well, I won’t have it, that's all. Mind, I'in not going to
stand any of your nonsense, Mr. Ganthony. You lost us a
poins on Saturday, and we could ill spare it. I can tell yOu,
the directors are not in a very good temper with you about -
it. Mark my words, if you don't mind your P’s and Q’s, it
will be the order of the boot for you!”

And the trainer followed Harry, leaving the incensed
winger grinding his teeth.

. The order of the boot !’ muttered Ganthony savagely. “So
it's come to that—and all through that young whipper-
suapper! By James, I'll make him smart! TIl make him
meet me, in spite of all the trainers in the world, and thrash
him within an inch of his life!”

. And this prospect seemed to afford Mr. Ganthony a good
deal of satisfaction. There was, however, one point he did
not count upon—that when he met Russell, it might be him-
self who would receive the thrashing. That had not cccurred
to him.

““ You are going to play in the first team to-day, Russell,”
was the manager’s grecting to Harry. -*“So buck up and do
your best for Nerthbrook,” -
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“ Trust me, sir,”’ said Bussell.
“Yes, I think I can,” said the manager, with a smile.
“¥ou won't do the hat trick against a League team, but I
you’ll do us credit.’? :
ssell locked forward eagerly to the afternoon.
The match was to be played away, at Burnley, and Burnley
ware a good team. Harry Russell went off in the train with
> Northbrook side, the manager and trainer, and his face
hed as the crowd at the station cheered the parting train.
{ the cheers he heard his own name loudly shouted, and
ve him a strange sensation. Following the Northbrook
“special ”? went other trains containing crowds of
iastic Northbrook fellows, who intended to see and
their own team on the Burnley ground. And when
Burnley enclosures were filled, at least three hundred
hbrook men were there, ready to yell and cheer with all
might against three thousand native throats.
- it looked the Northbrook team in the field. Harry
en his own name i the programme in the place of
ony’s, and he soon saw that the Northbrook supporters
v concurred in the change, for they cheered him by
when the teams came into the ground.
“Russell! Russell I
Give us the hat trick again!™* =
Harry laughed and coloured, and Frank smiled at him.
~ “You see, yow're a hero already,” he said.  *‘ You must
Iive up to your reputation, Harry.”” :
The visitors lost the toss, and kicked off, and Harry soon
that the Northbrook First were of a very ditferent
v from the second team. And his opponents were on a
immensely superior to his opponents of last Saturday.
t, he was in a new world—the world of first-class foot-
—and he felt that he required all his courage and all his
> excel among these giants of the foothall world.
he did not falter for a moment. He was a true British
ame to the backbone, and he meant to do or die.
exchanges were pretty even at first, and play kept
well in midfield, and it was the visiting team that first
oing in good style.

affer this.
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Bub the Northbrook lads were irresistible. :

Again the blue and white swept down the field, and the
grecn shirts were massed for the defence, and again the
defence proved inadequate. - :

The Burnley men fought to a finish, and the quality of
the home goalic saved them again and again, buf the North-
brook men were not to be denied. : .

The goalie saved with difficulty a fast shot from Frank
Clyffe, and ran forward to hurl the ball out; but he had
reckoned without Harry Russell. The young winger saw
his chance and acted with instant decision. The goalkeeper
had taken one step too many, and like a flash Harry charged
him, sent him into his citadel again, and the ball bounced
out of his hands, and it was a goal. :

And a Northbrook voice piped:  Hurrah! Are we down-
hearted?’  And in a stentorian roar. three hundred voices
answered: “ Not” 2 .

Frank’s eyes danced with delight as he clapped Harry on
the back. The referee’s whistle went; the goal had been
gained on the stroke of time. Northbrook walked off the
field winners of a fine game by five to one.

For the second time since joining the Northbrook Rangers
Harry Russell had performed the hat trick, and his
comrades could not make enongh of him. Mr. Wharton met
him with a bearty handshake and a beaming face. :

“Clorious, my boy ! he said. “ You have the makings ol
an International in you, there’s not the slightest doubt
about that. It was a lucky day when you came to North-
brook. You'll play in the first team, as a matter of course,
Bravo!” 5

And from the Northbrook three hundred, gleefully swarm-
ing round the victorious team, came cheer on cheéer for
Harry Russeil. The boy’s heart was beating hard, and his
face was Hushed and happy. He was the youngest man in

the team, and this success was his. If was probably the
happiest day of Harry Russell’s life. :

Clyffe captured the ball and
to Harry, who streaked through
urnley men, and gave it to his out-
ger as he was tackled.
vinger was promptly charged off
by a Burnley back; but before
ders could clear, Russell was on

passed to Frank, and ¢

next
was charged over, the
: e
ook capts with

1, completely el
\

roared the Northbrook three
2d, as one man.

initial sucecess was followed up
at half-time the visitors’ score

wo against the homesters’ one. il
acond half opened brilliantly, with z f,t,";:/“

ned attack by the.Northbrook
vho, passing with machine-like
brought the ball right down

e back played it behind the line,
nk claimed the corner, and play
ped for the kick. Frank himself
cave Harry the chance of his
In spite of the defenders’
the ball went in from the North-

winger’s foot, and again the

three hundred cheered and
e
Goal 1

“ Grood old Russell!’?

SHurrabi k% o

“Buck up, Burnley!” said the home
captain, as the teams went to the centre
of the field again; and Burnley did buck
ap, but it availed them little.

sAnother goal was taken by Harry,
after a brilliant bit of dribbling, and the’
Northbrook score stood at four to one.

It then wanted five minutes to time,

and the Burnley men had given up hopes

nately, to keep down the margin of

of vietory; but they still resisted obsti- *
coals.

The captain came fopwavd and gave Harry a cordial grip. |

{See page 70.)

“PHANTOM COLD,”

‘the Famous Detective;

NEXT SATURDAY:

A Tale of Dr, Nevada, AND

* JACK BLAKE DF ST. JIM'S,” L
e IN “PLUCK.” I?



16 PLUCHK — Every Saturday, 1d&,

CHAPTER 1.
in Dire Peril.

& ALLO! I wonder what his game is?”’
It was a few days after the League match in
which Harry Russell had so brilliantly dis-

- tinguished himself, and the young footballer, after
leaving the football ground, practice for the day being
over, had gone for a stroll before returning to his diggings.
Many a time Harry had walked of an evening in the long
lanes which lay in the direction of Liyndale, though he had
never ventured within miles of his old school, for fear of
being seen by someone who had known him in the old days.

. Sometimes Frank was with him, but on this oceasion he was
alone. And in the dusk of the November evening he had

. more than once glanced behind him with a peculiar feeling
that he was being followed ; and suddenly, as he happened
to look back, he caught sight of a pursuer in the light of
a lamp, and recognised Ganthony.

A frown crossed Harry’s face. The Northbrook forward
was evidently following him; but why? Was he intent
upon picking a quarrel with him, which he could not do on
the club ground in Northbrook? The doubt
decided.

The footsteps of the pursuer quickened, and he overtook
Harry, who stopped, as he heard him hastening up, in the
light of one of the lamps along the lane. The young foot-
baller faced him coolly.

“Well, what do you want?’ he asked. ‘‘ You have fol-
lowed me from Northbrook, and now, what do you want?”’

Ganthony smiled evilly. His flushed face and glistening
eyes showed that he had been drinking, but he was quite
master of himself. He had drunk enough to make himself

_savagely quarrelsome and spiteful.

“1 want to settle accounts with you, you young hound!”
he said between his teeth. ‘ You’ve done me out of my
place in the first team, and the manager says you are to
weep it. I have something to say about that, though.”

‘“Then you'd better say it to Mr. Wharton, not to me,”’
said Harry coldly. ‘‘I have nothing whatever to do with
the arrangements, as you know very well. I obey the orders
I receive, just the same as you do.”

“Oh, you can’t crawl out of it in that way !’ sneered
Ganthony. “ You've been currying favour with old
Wharton, and you've succeeded——""

“That’s a lie,” said Harry, “and you know it! But I
don’t want to bandy words with you. What do you want
with me? I don’t want to talk to you.”

* Ganthony’s reply was to aim a savage blow at his face.

Harry warded it easily, but he did not strike, It cost
him an effort, but he still kept his temper.

“I don’t want a row with you, Ganthony,” he said, as
ealmly as he could. He was thinking of the fieht with
George Goring, and of its results, and be was resolved never
to allow his temper to get the better of him again. ‘I
don’t want——"

“You don’t want a hiding!” chuckled Ganthony. *‘No,
of course not; but, you see, you have no choice in the
matter, young cockchafer! I'm going to give you the
hiding?' of your life, so you may as well make up your mind
to 1wl

Harry smiled contemptuously.

“I'm not afraid of that,”” he said. ‘I don't want a row
with any of the Northbrook team, that's all. T fancy I could
give a good account of you, though, if I did.”’

““Tyry it, then !’

And Ganthony flung himself savagely at the young foot-
baller. He was at least six inches taller than Harry, and
as many years older, and he had not the slightest doubt
of being able to get the better of him. Never was a man
more woefully mistaken.

Russell was in splendid form, and, though not so tall as
the older man, he was as strong, or nearly so, and much
more elastic and active, and had a good deal more real
pluck, as well as a knowledge of the manly art of self-
defence.

He met Ganthony’s attack with a guard that swept the
forward’s blows away, and let out his right full upon the
man’s prominent nose, and Ganthony staggered backwards,
seeing a whole Milky Way of stars all of a sudden. Unable
to save his balance, he sat down in the middle of the lane
with a thump, and stared stupidly at Russell.

Harry smiled slightly. He stood ready for the fellow te
renew the attack, and Ganthony was not long in renewing
it. Springing to his feet, he dashed at Russell like a mad
bull.

Harry gave ground a little before his furious assault, but
not a single one of the savage blows reached his face, and
after a few minutes of sparring, the young footballer got
in his left on Ganthony’s chest with a force that .made him
stagger, and, following it up with his right, laid him flat on

was soon

his back in the dust. This time Ganthony was much lo
getting on his feet.
Russell, unhurt and aquite fresh, looked at him calmly ag
he picked himself up. Ganthony was beginning to rea 360
that he was no match for the young footballer, but
in too great a rage to desist. He came on again more
cautiously, his eyes burning with hatred. .
£ Oh, why don’t you have some sense?” exclaimed
“1 could wipe up the ground with you if I liked,
know it! Why don’t you clear?”’
Ganthony gritted his teeth, and came on viciously.

A
And
at that moment there came a hoarse, savage voice from the
dusk, beyond the circle of light cast. by the lamp, and iy

cried :

*“ Go for him, guvinor! TI'll help you!”

And at the same moment a burly rough rushed at Harry
from behind, whirling aloft a stick in his right hand.

The footsteps behind him warned Russell of his peril
before he heard the voice, and he made a rapid spring to the
side of the lane.

The stick swept downward and whistled through the
empty air, and the rough halted suddenly. In the light
Russell saw his face. He had thought the voice familiar tc
his ear. It was Seth Ball, the ruffian of Blackfield Moor,

It was evident that Ball had recognised him, and was bent
upon revenging himself for the rough handling of that
night on the moor. -

The ruffian called out to Ganthony: ‘“ Come on, guv'nor !
And he rushed at Russell again, h

Ganthony was not slow to accept the invitation. He knew
now that he was no match for Russell, and a love of fair
play was not a trait in his character. SEn

With a savage satisfaction in his face, he rushed tec help
the poacher. -

Russell hesitated for a moment. It went sorely against
the grain to run, but he was pitted against two full-grown
men, one of whom was armed with a cudgel, and evidently
intended to use it. It was folly to engage with such heavy
odds. And so, ere the scoundrels could close upon him, a
rapid leap carried him out of their reach, and then he
sprinted up the lane.

““After him!” panted Ganthony. ' And they gave instant
pursuit.

Little use it would have been, under ordinary circum
stances, for either of them to give chase to the swiftest
forward in the Northbrook team.

But the lane was dark, and Russell did not know the
ground well, and so his running powers were at a discount.
The: laboured breathing of his pursuers was growing faintes
behind him, when suddenly, missing a sharp turning in the
dark, he crashed into a hedge. The shock dazed hiwm, and
he reeled back into the lane dizzily.

The noise had been heard by his pursuers, and they
guessed what it meant. They rushed on, and caught sight
of him again. Harry was in less condition now than before
for a fight against odds, and he again sprinted on, but at
a reduced speed. There was & pain iu his side, and he knew
that he had hurt himself when he erashed into the hedge.
His teeth came sharply together.

For fear of another such mishap he dared not go at a
great speed, nor did he feel fit now- for a burst. The
ground was rougher under his feet, and he feared that in
the dark and hurry he had left the lane, and taken some
by-path away from it. His breath came in a heavy panting,
and he could hear the footsteps of his enemies behind.

Seth Ball's voice came through the darkness, with a
chuckling note in it: 0

“We've got him now! I know this field; there's a high
fence round it, and he——"

He lost the rest; but the words sent a chill to his heart.
What would happen if he fell into the hands of these
scoundrels now ? ‘

He would put up a good fight certainly, but the end could
not be doubtful. One well-aimed blow from the poacher’s
cudgel would finish the matter. Ganthony had. no thoughs
of inflicting serious injury—at least, he believed not; but it
was different with the rough. Seth Ball was not likely to
stop short of the worst extreme of hooliganism; he migut
not stop short of murder. Harry knew the character borne
by the rough, and he knew how Seth Ball hated him,

Crash! : >

In the darkness Harry had again run into an obstacle
which he could not see, and he reeled back breathle

The shock was not so great as before, but the object was
less yielding than a hedge, and Harry’s hands, which he had
wisely held out before him as he ran, were bruised and
hurt. A dim, gloomy mass resolved itself out of the dark.
ness before him, and he had no doubt that he had run intg
a barn or outhouse of some kind. :

“ There he is!”

Harry’s head was reeling dizzily, and his foes were closa
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at hand. If Ball's words were correct there was no escape
from the field. He was about to turn desperately at bay
when a new thought flashed into his mind. He fell his way
along the wall of the building till he came to a door,
which opened under his touch. He passed in, into densest
blackness. There was a smell of dirty straw, but he could
see nothing. The absolute silence convinced him that the
building was untenanted by cither man or animal. He felt
his way round the wall slowly and carefully, and as ke did
50 he heard a muttering of voices without.

His hands touched the rough wooden rungs of a vertical
ladder. It was what he sought, and had hoped to find, and
he drew himself up the ladder into the loft over the lower
chamber. As he passed into the loft the sound of voices
;,Dh?wed him that Ganthony and Ball were in the apartment

elow.

* Do you think he hid in here?”’

It was Ganthony’s voice.

*“I reckon so, guv’'nor.”” -

“T’d like to find him. I owe him a little account.”

The poacher chuckled.

““So do I. Him and another. T've paid one!” He
chuckled again in the darkness. **Now I’'m going to pay
bim in the same way. He’s sure to be here.”

“ Got any matches?”

“Yes; and a lantern. T slept in this barn last night. and
I know my way about it. 1 expect he’s in the loft. We’ll
soon have him out. What have you got agin him, guv’'nor?’

“1 hate him!” Ball chuckled again.

o R”ight! Ie won't be worth hating when I've done with
him ! :

“ Here, look here, no murderising business, you know!’’
*xclaimed Ganthony, in alarm. *“I won’t stand that, my
man! Nothing of that kind!”*

““Don’t you be afraid, guv’nor. I won’t murder him. But

! give him what he’'ll remember to his dying day, and if

: cver plays football after I’ve finished with him, I shall

© surprised. I gave the other a hot time, but this is the

o I hate the most! This is the one who knocked me out;

d I've goi some of the marks still!” he muttered, with a

tse. *Come on, let’s have a look for him! What’s that—

't ve was & sound of patterving on thic roof,

‘Yes. Lucky we’re here!”

* Come on!”

A match flared in the dark, and there was & smell of oil

z]he poacher lighted his lantern. He moved towards the
adder.
arry Russell had heard every word, and his heart sank.
“ie was cornered there, and there was no chance of escape.
iic had hoped to find some place of concealment in the loft,
bt it was quite bare. He looked round him, and his eyes
‘ell upon a square in the wall less opaque than the rest; it
a window at the end of the loft, and wide open. e
ved towards it with beating heart, on tiptoe. The frame,
he now saw, was windowless. From without came a cold
1d and pattering raindrops.
was nothing else for it; the ruffian was already on
dder. Harry drew himself up on the window-ledge, and
od up outside, and holding on to the wall. His hands just
:ched over the edge of the roof. IHe murmured a prayer
e clutched hold and drew himself up. The poacher had
cded the ladder, but in the half-darkness he had not seen
Jarry draw himself up to the window.

The wind blew the rain in his face as he drew himself
up. He set his teeth, and threw all his strength into the
effort. Slowly but surely he drew himself upon the slop-
ing roof, and lay there, holding to the ridge, in imminent
peril of sliding off and falling to the ground some thirty
feet below. Barely had he gained the roof than he heard
the voice of the poacher in the loft,

““ Come on! He must be here!”

CHAPTER 12,
A Glimpse of the Truth.

USSELL lay quite still, hardly daring to bresthe. He
heard the footsteps of Ganthony and Ball in the loft,
moving to and fro, and caught glimmers of the lan-
tern-light through the opening of the broken window.

The two rascals moved about, muttering and grumbling.
Ui was soon clear to them that Russell was not in the loft,
and they had made certain of finding him there.

* Well, he’s not here,” grumbled Ganthony.
us the slip.”

BSeth Ball came to the little window and looked out. A
gust of wind dashed the rain into his face, and he started
back with an oath.

“He can’t have got out this way; he’d have broken his
neck. He must have dodged round the barn, arter all!”’ Le
growled.

““Then he's in the field, and——"7

“He's given

.showed mno disposition to do &o.

“And he can stay there!” growled Ball “ H:
the rain’s coming down! I mean to stick here till it’s over,
Mr. Ganthony; and, if you take my advice, you'lk do the
same.”’

Russell’s heart sank. He was lying on the sloping reof,
holding on for his life, and the rain, which was now falling
heavily, was drenching him to the skin. If the ruffians re-
mained in the loft until the rain was over, what was to
become of him? How long could he rctain his precarious
position ?

The rain was growing heavier cvery moment. It was a
November squall, and though it might not last long in its
present fury, it would not be over very soon. What was he
to do if the scoundrels remained in the loft? If only they
would descend to the lower storey, he might be able to ereep
into the window again without alarming them. Buf they
The loft was drier and
more sheltered, and he heard the scratch of a match, and
the scent of tobacco followed. The poacher had lighted his
pipe, sure sign that he méant to stay where he was.

“He’ll get clear oft,”” said Ganthony, looking out of the
window. The rain lashing down drove him away from it.

*“ Do you feel inclined to go out in that, Mr. Ganthony ¥’

“No; I can’t say I do.”

“ Then stay where you are. A time will come yet.”

Ganthony began to pace to and fro uneasily. Now that
the excitement of the chase was cver, he began to think of
the possible consequences of that night’s work. He was
already unpopular at the Norihbrook Club, both with
players and directors. He felt that it was in Russell’s
power now to ruin him. The silence was broken only by
his uneasy footsteps and his mutterings, mingled with the
lashing of the rain on the roof. The pecacher smoked on
stolidly, but presently he looked euriously at his companion.

o VVi’xa s ailing ye? Are you afraid of that young whipper<
snapper?”’

‘“Hang you, no!” said Ganthony irritably. ‘‘Only there
may be ructions over this. I wish you had never chipped
gl

“Keep your wool on,” said the poacher coolly, “I
chipped in on my own account, not yours. I recoguised
Harry Russell, and thought that my chance had come. It
will come yet. I mean to repay him for that affair on
Blackfield Moor. You know what I mean. You were there,
Mr. Ganthony, but you cut and run when me and my mate
jumped on the chap who was with you.” He laughed evilly.
*They’ve made that part of the country too hot to hold
me, and I’ve changed my quarters, and it was a bit of luck:

that I should come upon young Russell over here in North- .

brook. I saw in the paper the other day about Harry Rus-
sell, the new Northbrook forward, being put in to play
Burnley in your place, Mr. Ganthony, but I never guessed
it was the same. But now,” went on the ruffian shrewdly,
‘I know it’s the same, it’s not hard to guess why you
hate him, Mr. Ganthony.”’

“I don’t see that I need make it a secrst from you,” said
Ganthony, affer a pause. “ We may be of use to each
other, Seth Ball.”

Ball chuckled.

* That’s my idea, guv'nor.”

““ Russell has cut me out at Northbrook. He plays in my
special position, and the managing-director and the trainer
both think he cuts a better figure than I do. It’s all rot, of
course; sheer favouritism——"’

© Of course!” said Ball, with an unpleasant laugh.

“ Anyway,” said Ganthony savagely, “I’'m determined
that he sha'n’t enjoy his triumph for long. I followed him.
this evening to bring him to account, and I was going ta
give him the hiding of his life——"’

“Only it worked out the other way,” grinned Ball. “If
I hadn’t come along you would have got the hiding, Mr,
Ganthony.”

““ Well, he’s better form than I expected,” admitted Gan«
thony, biting his lip. “I sha’n’t take him on again. The
trouble is, that if he talks about this affair at the club, the
manager may make it an excuse to fire me. He doesn’t need

_me so much as he did now that he’s got Russell, and I know

he’ll be glad to be rid of me.”

“ A bad look-out for you.”

“Yes; but if he were deprived of Russell’s services, he
would want me back again,”’ said the other, with a sinister
look. ‘“Now, you hate Russell as much as I do, Ball. You
mean to go for him. Will a ten-pound note be any good
o you i

“Try me.”

““Then I'll make it worth your while to help me.”” (ans
thony’s voice sank to a lower toue, but it was very distinct.
*“ You said something about him not playing football again
after you had done with him. Make sure of that, Ball, and
1hex;g”s a ten-pound note waiting for you. What do you
say !

19y

“I'm on!” said the rufian promptly.

“Hark how -




- eome,

[

might—it was funny,

gt

¢ Mind,
hesitated.

I understand. I don’t want to put my neck in the noose.
DMake it worth my while, and I'm your man. I can’t live
on air, but the figure you name will cover it. I’ll hang
around Northbrook till I get a chance, and theén I'll go for
him. Will you help?”

‘“ Not for Joseph. I shall have to be able to prove an
alibi for the time when it happens, for suspicion will fall on
e of being mixed up with it.”

¢¢All richt. I can easily manage it alone. Hve me a
phance at him with my cudgel, and T’ll warrant he’ll never
kick a football again,” said the poacher, with a brutal
daugh. “ You can trust me. He won’t be the first chap
T’ve laid out. There’s a chap at the school he came from
Bow could tell you that.” :

“You mean the fellow who was with him that night?”
;'}a;gke%(lanthony, with interest. “ What have you done to
nimy .

Again that evil ehuckle.

_ ‘I gave him what I cwed him,” said Ball. ‘“He held me
while that footballer chap pasted me. I found him one
I tell you. He had fought with this
here Russell, and Russell left him knocked out beside the
Jane, That was where I came in. I gave him a dose that
T'1l bet he hasn’t got over yet, and won’t for some time to
When I get the chance—— Hallo, what was that?”’

** Only the roof ercaking.”

_ The poacher extinguished his lantern in case the light
should be seen from the neighbouring farm. The rain was
still pouring dowii,

“*Was that why you left the place?”’ asked Ganthony.

¢ One reason. I don’t know whether the fellow knew who

"

nothing dangerous, cnly—only—" Ganthony

- it was that was pasting him; I fancy he had fainted,” said

the brute coolly. ‘“But I thought I had better clear out.
Lhere were one or two other things against me, tco.”

Russell had heard every word, and his brain was in a
whirl. He had hardly been able to keep from betraying
‘himself as the poacher made the unexpected revelation, little
dreaming upon whose ears it was failing. Fortunately, his
involuntary movement had attracted no attention.

The mystery was solved at last! All that had been dark
to him in that strance affair of George Goring was made
clear as by a flash of ligt And, though he was shivering
‘with cold, drenched to the skin, he ro longer regretted his
plight, and he forgot both his danger and his discomfort
in the excitement of the discovery. And there he waited
patiently until, the rain being over, the two rascals left the
shelter of the bain; when, stiff and cramped, he descended
from the roof, and set off at as fast a pace as he could to-
wards Northbrook.

s

CHAPTER 13.
The Clearing of a Name,

& ARRY, what on carth’s the matter?”’

H Frank Clyffe jumped fo his feet in amazement.
He had reason to be amazed.

His door had suddenly opened, and Harry Russell
had burst in, drenched, dripping, covered with mud from
head to foot, and with his face red with excitement and
exertion. He was panting for breath, his chest heaving
spasmodically.

The hour was late, and Frank had been thinking of bed,
but knowing that Harry was out, he had stayed up till he
should come in. FHe gazed at the astounding apparition
before him speechlessly.” His expression was so bewildercd
that Harry, in spite of his exhaustion, burst into a laugh
as he sank into a chair. :

“I'm sorry to startle you, Frank!” he gasped. “I've becn
out in the rain, and .

*1 can see you have!” interjected Frank, recovering him-
sclf somewhat. “ Yow'll catch your death of cold, you silly
ass! Come up to your room instantly !”

“I've discovered -

G;“’f,ﬂow your discoveries! Come and get those wet rags
€55 84

" Yes, yes; but Pve found out—-""

““ Shut up, and come along !

And Frank fairly dragged his comrade upstadrs to his room,
d vefused to listen to a word till Harry had stripped to
the skin, and had been rubbed down roughly and thoroughly
with a hard towel, which threw him into a glow, and pro-
bably saved him from a severe illness. Then the inexorable
skipper bundled him into bed, and covered him up warmly,
and warned him pot to get up on peril of his life, and left
him; and returned in a remarkably short space of time with
a basin of hot milk,  which he forced Harry to consume the
greater part of before he spoke a syllable. -

‘“Now, you ass,”’ he said politely, when Harry settled baclc
contentedly on the pillows, “now tell me how you got in
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that state. Out in the rain, without even an overcoab; and
taking a swim in a ditch, by the look of your clothes. What
on carth have you been doing? How dare you risk the life
of Northbrook’s finest forward 2’

Russell grinned. - ; - -

“Now I've done all you asked of me, Frank, and you've
got to listen.” 5

(o ahead ! ;

¢ Pve made a discovery.”

“Very well; Il hear what it is now.” .

And Harry plunged at once into his story. Frank Clyffe’s
brow darkened as he listened to the first part, but gradually
his expression changed to one of keen interest. . When
Russell had finished, he gripped the young forward’s hand,

I congratulate you, old chap!” he cried heartily. I
always said there was some mystery about that affair, and I
was right. It's as clear as daylight now. Goring fainted
r you left him, and the ncacher found him so—or perhaps
seen walching the fight—and after you were gone the
rdly hound sot upon Goring. That accounted for the
injuries he received, though, as the Lyndale fellows had no
idea of what had happened, you can hardly blame them for
setting it all down to you.”

“They might have known me better,” said Russell. * Still;
I don’t blame them. T remember when I went in, after tie
fizht, asking some of them to go and look fer Goring, be-
cause 1 thought he was hurt. They naturally @wimped to the
conclusion that I had done it all when they found him
insensible. It never crossed my mind to think of Seth Baili
—the hound—the villain! But now I wonder that I never
suspected anything of the kind.” : ;

‘1t is easy to be wise after the event,” said Frank. “No-
body thought of it. But now, Harry, your name’s cleared
if you can bring it home to,the scoundrel.”

Russell's face clouded a little.

“True; but how am I to make him confess?”

“That will want thinking out, but it must be dene.
Jove, I have it!”

“ What's your idea?”’

Frank chuckled.

“T'l tell you. I faney it will work.” And the No
brook skipper went on to explain the plan that had
into his head, and Harry Russell's eyes sparkled.

“By Jove!” he exclaimed.” *“I shouldn’t have thuaght of

But T believe it will work.”

And now go to sleep,” said Frank.

to-morrow, so not a word more. Good-night!”

He turned out the light and left the room, and Russell
was soon slesping soundly. He awoke the next morning
with a cold, but the doctor, whom Frank had sent for,
declared that it was nothing sericus. However, he misse
football practice for a couple of days, and then went down
te the ground again. Frank Clyfle had said nothing of the
story, and Ganthony, though he did not guite understand
why Harry silence, was glad to escape so cheaply.
Until now, Harry had always avoided him; now Ganthony
did the aveiding. His motive was plain. He did not want

By

“You'll very likely
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any quarrel between him and Russell to precede the
murderous work of the poacher.
On the following Saturday Harry Russell was guite fit,

3

gue match, and kicked

{2}

ind he played again in a Le
nhing goal for his side. Mr. Wharton was now fir
cided, if he had not been before. Russell was to re
2is place in the first m, and Ganthony was defini
olegated to the shades of the second:

“ But only for a time,” said Ganthony to himself, between
bis teeth. N
A few days after the match, Har

=

eie
o+

tely

o

Russell, leaving the

stball ground after afternoon prac strolled out of
Northbrook in the dirvection of the op ountry. He had
rather given up eovening walking the affair with
Ganthony and Seth Ball, except in the town, and Ganthony
had wondered how Ball would find the chance he was look-

ing for, of getting at the young forward. Now, as he saw
Russell stride away, the envious footballer’s eyes gleamed
spitefuily. He saw a slouching figure drop behind Harry
Russell, following him at a distance. Seth Ball was on the
track. Ganthony clicked his teeth.

“ Northbrook Rangers will be glad to have the offer of
services for the next League match,” he said to himself,

a grin.
eanwhile Harry Russell strode on, apparently uncon-
scious of the shadower that hung on his track. He left the
lights of ‘the town behind, and plunged into the shad
anes. The evening was dull and foggy, and a heavy m
hung over the fields.

The poacher’s rugged face grew more dark and savage in
its aspect as he followed his victim. Never once did Russell
glance behind him; and onward he went into the darkness
of the misty, lonely lane. So careless, so unapprehensive of
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danger did he appear, that he broke into a lively whistle.
The clear, musical sound came ringing through ‘the mists
to the ruffian who, clutching his huuy cudgel, stole closer
and closer to the seemingly unwitting vietim.

Russell had stopped. He stood, dimly visible by a sign-
pest, where another path crossed the lane, and apparently
was trying to read the sign, almost invisible in the fog.
Seth Ball gritted his teeth, and his eyes glittered. He would
never have a better chance. He gripped his cudgel harder
and stole up behind his victim—and Russell turned round!
He did not appear in the least disturbed.

““ So it's you, you scoundrel !”

The poacher sprang forward, striking savagely: but Harry
swung up the stick he carried, and easily guarded the blow.
It is doubtful if he would have warded off the next as ea-ilv
for the ruffian was desperate and determined, but Seth Bal
had no chance to strike another., There was a footfnll in
the road, and a pair of strong arms were flung round the

soacher from behind, and he was dragged to the ground.
He struggled, in amazement and rage, in the grip of his
new adversary, but he struggled in vain. He was gripped by
4 man whose muscles had been rendered steellike by the
training of the football field, and he was pinned to the ground

help]oss prisoner.
‘The cord, Harry !’

Hauy Ru':bcll with a smile, drew a strong cord from his
pocket. Ball’s Fands were twisted behind him, and bound
together there.” Then Frank Clyffe jerked him’ to his feet.
l'he poacher’s face was convulsed with rage; he guessed now

that he had been trapped. The young footballer’s apparently
vcchless stroll, his careless whistling, his stopping at the sign-
post, were ail parts of the game. The ruffian had been
tricked and trapped in the neatest kind of way.
was puzzled, and nwd with rage. He broke into a torrent
of curses, which a vigorous application of Frank’s boot soon
t a stop to.

“Bring him along, Harry!
this little present.”’

The ruffian’s Jaw dropped. He had the best of reasons
© dreading the police, and he knew how many charges were
nging over his head once the law had fixed its relentless
clu tch upon him.

“* Held ‘ard, guv nor,” he said, his cuvsmg changing to a
shine: “don’t be *ard on a pore cove ! « I was put up to this,
I was straight; and if you lemme go I'll give you the name
of Thc cove wot stood me a tenner to knock out Mr. Russell.””
“TI happen to know it,” sud Russell. “I was on the roof

of the barn the other nxght

Thﬁ ruffian gasped.

*“ Then you—you know

£58 knu\\ how you malireated George Goring in Lyndale
Lane,” said Russell sternly. ‘Yes, I know that, you
cowardly hound!”?

]“'I~I didu’t mean to!
al e.’

Tl

The police will- thank us for

33

Lemme go, guv'nor, for mercy’s
< The police are down on me, and—and I’ll clear out—
I do anything—"’

“ Will vou tell the truth about that affair?? said Russell
abruptly, facing the ruffian. “ Will you tell Dr. Dimsdale,

the headmaster of Lyndale, what vou did to George Goring?
I want that matter cleared up.  Will you do 1

“He’d—he’d send me to chokey, and—"’

* Tl see that you have a chance to escape, if you tell the
iruth, But if you refuse, T'll get you the hardest sentence
the law can give you, and 1 fancy thmt when the police once
t ho]d of you they won’t be in a hurry to let you go
i “un

Seth Ball knew that only too well. He saw here a chance
of escape, zmd he was glad enough to seize it. A confession
1d coef him nothing, and a chance of escape was what
p.’mir‘d for.

‘Tl do it, he said;
your word. =

“TH do it, sir! I know you'll keep

CHAPTER 14.
Justice at Lost,
ARRY RUSSELL!’" Dr. Dimsdale opened his coyes
wide in astonishment,

““ And ulﬂat are you _deirg

here, may I ask?”
'Ihe hcadm
e

M}y,
R

L ha\c made a discovery, “&f concerning that affair of
Goring,” he said. “I have comé o tcl’ ,you about it.”’

‘““Indeed; and what is this disggFery?

“ have a written and witnessed confession, signed by tho
man who assaulted Goring after I left him in the lane,” said
Russell.

< After vou left him? T don’t understand.”

“ I you will read the paper, sir, you will understand.”
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The doctor took the document, with a puzzled puc]\or in
his brow, adjusted his pince-nez, and read it through. His
face expre:scd at first astonishment; then relief and concern,
and when he laid the paper down he looked very troubled.

‘I am afraid I—-that we—have done you a great injustice,”:
he said slowly. “I will send for Goring.”’

He rang the bell, and the servant who answered it was told
to send Goring to the doctor’s study. Dr. Dimgdale’s face
was clouded.

In a few minutes (zoung entered.
Russell, and then lookced at the doctor.

“You sent for me, sir?’

“Yes. Read thdt paper, please.”

Goung obeyed, and a strange look came aver his face.

‘“Now, Goring, your statement was that, after leaving
you, Russell returned and ill-used you while vou were 1n a
fainting condition,” said the doctor. * What do you say
now 77’

“I spoke as T believed,’”” said Gorir half-
conscious. - Russell had just turned away, and all med
dark, and I felt blows being rained upon e , and kicks, and
—and I lost my senses. It never occurred ‘to me, then or
a{terwardq, to imagine that it might not have been Rucse]]
But you'll remcmbor, sir, in the “sickroom I told you' that
T couldn’t understand how Russell had come to act .in such
a manner, and that I had provoked him, aud he must have
lost control of himself. T am jolly glad now to know that it
wasn’t Russell at all. T could never understand it.”” Goring
turned towards Russell, and held out kis hand. :

Russell grasped his old enemy’s hand “lely

“I'm glad you take it like this, Goring,” he said. “IX
never could quite believe that you had lied about me, veh
there seemed to be no other explanation~until I found out
the part Seth Ball had played in the matter.”

Goring left the study to spread the story over Lyndale, and
Russell sat down and related his late eventful history to the
doctor, who listened with keen interest.

““Of course, I shall be glad to come hack to Lyndale, sir,”
Russell concluded “but I cannot desert Northbrook Rangers.
I must play for {them till they don’t want me any Ionge :
and I am sure my father will agree to that.”

* Undoubtedly,”” agreed the doctor. “I could not counsel
you to desert those who proved to you such friends in need.””

And so it was arranged. And when Russell left the doctor’s
study he found that school had been dismissed, and the boys
of his old Form were waiting for him in the quad, with
most of the other Form boys with them. They burst into
a ringing cheer as he appeared, and Cleveland was the first
to shake him by the hand.

“We know the truth now, Harry,” said the captain of
Lyndale penitently. “ We were a set of duffers to think
badly of you, I know, but——""

¢ That’s all right,” laughed Harry happily enough. ‘‘Let
bygones be bygones. I shall be jolly glad to be back in the
the old scheool, though T've had a ripping time away’’

And therc and then he was compelled to relate his
adventures over again to a thrilled crowd, who listened
breathlessly.

“From Fifth Form to Football L.eague!” said Clev olan(‘i,
in an awed voice. ““My hat! You have been going it.
Harry. And you’re going to play for the Rangers still?”

““Yes, till the end of the seascn.”

“Then we’ll all come over Saturday and see you play—-
won’t we, chaps?’ And the boys of Lyndale cheered.

Russell’s father, as he anticipated, willingly agreed to allow
him to keep his engagement with the Rangc1< Mr. V\ harton
could not have spared him, for Ganthony had been “‘sacked ™
for good and all. The story of his rascality was known all
over Northbrook, and he left the town, and never ventured
to show himself there again.

And the next match of the Rangers, being fortunately
played in a town within practicable distance of Lyundale, was
attended by the Upper Forms of that college in strong force,
and loudest amone the cheers which greeted Russell’s play
~ was the Tinging urrah!” of George Goring.

The end of the season is not yet, and so we can say no
more of the ambition of No rthbrool Rangers, but one thing
iy certain: that if the Northbrook club achieves the proud
distinction of heading the table and passing into the First
Division, 1t will be due, more than to anyone else, to the
lad who won his way from Fifth Form to Football League.

He started on sceing

“1 was only

THE END.,
{Anoither of Mr. Charles Hamiiton's school stories
in next Saturday’s FLUCK., The week after next
PLUCK’S Special Christmas Number.)
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CHAPTER 1.
. The Asrrow Lineq— The Anger of Henry Lemoan —dJohn
Smrith Moakes a Suggestion—With Jabex Smaoll.

4 r R. BRONSON, managing director of the Arrow
. e Steamship Line, sat back in his office chair, and
1Y looked glum. Before him stood Mr. Marlow, his

secretary, an anxious expression on his rather sallow
* S50 far as I can see, siv,’’ he ventured, ““ Mr. Leman can-
not possibly take action agai}}st us. It 'is not our fault that

his son i3 a gambler, and:

“Think Pm a fool?’ Mr. Bronson snapped savagely, star-

ing at a letter which lay before him on the desk. ‘I know
well enough that he can’t claim from us the money that his
fonl of a son lost on one of our ships, but I do know—and you
would, 1f you weren’t a fool—that he can do our line a great
deal of harm if he publishes the facts. Sound well, wouldn’t
it, that the son of Leman, the millionaire, had been rooked of
ten thousand pounds while aboard one of our boats?”
Mr. Bronson, looking more savage than ever, glared at his
_secretary, who fidgeted nervously before his chief’s wrath.
“Don't stand blinking at me like & fool!”’ Mr. Bronson
~ suapped. “ Think of something, and remember that Mr.

~ Leman is calling here this morning.”

“1 T am thinking, sir,” Mr. Marlow answered hastily.
“1 have an idea—"" :

¢ Yes?” Mr. Bronson snorted, as if quite convinced already
that it would be of no use.

“Send for John Smith, of Daring & Co., sir,”” M.
Marlow explained, his words falling one over another.

““ Who the dickens is John Smith?”’ Mr. Bronson demanded
171 amazement.

Now that Mr. Mearlow had made his plunge, some of his
nervousness had left him. Besides, he felt that he had made
a really brilliant suggestion.

_ “John Smith is the man who has never failed, sir,”” he ex-
plained. “It was he who cleared up the Morton Towers
aifair, and they say that——"" .

Mz, Bronson rose guickly to his feet, and crossed to the
*phone that hung over against the wall.

¢ Find John Smith’s number,”” he ordered shortly, ¢ Don’t
bolieve in him, but must do something.”’

The number was found, and Mr. Bronson spoke for a
minate or two at the ‘phone. Just as he hung the receiver
up, an office-boy, leoking rather terrified, entered the room.

¢ Ny, Leman to see you, sir,” he announced.

It was pretty plain that Mr. Bronson, the terror of every
man in his employ, was nervous, though he made a great
show of being entirely at his ease, He sert= V1m0l hefare
his desk, took up a pen, and tried to look stern and
thoughtful. -

‘“Show the gentleman in,”” he ordered.  You will remain,
DMy, Marlow.” - :

A few seconds later, the door of the office was opened
sharply, and a bizg man, red in the face with anger, and

brandishing an ugly-looking walking-stick in his right hand, °

entered the room. He was a fine-looking man, with the
sizoulders of one who has had to use his strength, and his face,
though it was black with anger at the present moment, pos-
sessed a certain rugged handsomeness.

My, Bronson?” Mr. Leman demanded sharply, glancing
from Bronson to Marlow.
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“That is Mr. Bronson, sir,”’ Marlow explained hastily,
waving a trembling hand towards the managing director, and
at the same time edging nearer to the door.

Mr. Leman gripped a heavy chair by the back, in. a way
that made Mz, Bronson look nervous, but merely dropped it
close to the desk and sat down on it

“See here, Mr. Bronson,” he zaid slowly, but  very
distinctly, and with a slight American accent, **T guess you
know why I’m here?” -

“¥Yes,’ the managing director admitted, in a curiously
meek voice.

“1t's about Malcolm,” Mr. Leman continued, his tone
rising, and his eyes flashing. His American accent, too, grew
more pronounced as his anger increased.  That boy was
robbed of a cool five thousand last month while on bodrd cne
o’ your durned boats. Say, what do you mean to do?’’ L

“What can T do?' Mr. Bronson asked feebly.

¢ Giuess you can stop the boy losin’ more,”’ the millionaire
answered quickly. ¢ He’s booked to sail with you to-morrow
on the Levanter—-"’ .

“Touching at Gibraltar, Tangiers, and other places of
interest,”” Mr. Marlow murmured mechanically.

Mr. Lieman banged his clenched fist down on to the desk,
causing Mr. Bronson to start back in alarm. :

“You've got to stop the lad sailing !’ the millionaire eried.

The door of the room had opened quietly, and a man of
medium height, dressed in dark:grey, had entered. He
was an ordinary-looking man, unless one paid particular
attention to the set of the jaw and the look in the eyes; and
it was then that-one realised the possibilities in the man. ;

I should really let him sail,” the new-comer observed—
guietly, advancing into the room. !

Mr. Leman swung round on his chair, and stared angrily
at the speaker. :

““ Who the blazes are you?' he snapped.

¢ John Smith,”” the man answered quietiy.

*“ Guess there are dozens of ’em,” Leman sneered.

“But only one of Daring & Co.,” John Smith added
slowly, turning to Mr. Bronson. “TI think you asked me to
call. I presume that it is about the losses incurred by the
excited gentleman’s son?’ And the nodded towards the mil-
lionaire.

In his early days, before he had struck more than pay-dirt
in the Yukon, L.eman had known what it was to fight for his
own, and at times even now the fighting instinct came out in
him. He rose angrily from his chair, and advanced upon the
man in grey.

¢ Sit down,” the latter ordered quietly. :

“I guess yowll take them words back first!”” Mz, Leman
cried. ‘T don’t reckon to be called excited by any skunk
who—"" : -

““As you like,” John Smith interrupbed,. with a shrug of

v

the shoulders; “but I will tell yon one thing before T Eor~—-

Your son has realised the last of his securities, amounting to
about ten thousand pounds, and he will certainly have lost
that money before he refurns on the Levanter to England.”
Mr. Leman turned white, and dropped into his chair.
¢ Will you try to save him, Mr. Smith?” he asked hoarsely.
;‘II will save him if you wish me to,”” John Smith answered
alinly.
Mr. Bronson, who had taken little part in the conversation,
thought that it was about time to assert himself, :
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““You are very certain of success,”” he remarked,

Jobn Smith shrugged his shoulders, and turned towards
the door.

“Daring & Co. have never failed,” he answered.

“If you can save my son from further gambling—"’ the
mllhginmte began eagerly, but John Smith interrupted almost
angrily,

“T can save him if you wish it,”” he said. “ This talk of
failure is really a terrible waste of time.”’

““Then do it!”’ Mr. Leman cried.

John Smith turned to Mr. Bronson, his fingers on the
handle of the door.

 Kindly reserve a cabin for myself and a friend on the
Levanter,” he ordered coolly. * We sail to-morrow.”

Before Mr. Bronson could answer, John Smith had left the
office and passed out into the street. A private hansom was
waiting for him, and the driver touched his hat as he
approached

“ Laburnum Villa, Paradise Road, Sloan Hill,”* John Smith
ordered, as he stepped into the hansom, ““and look sharp.”’

‘“Very good, sir.”*

It was nearly half an hour later that the hansom was
stopped before Laburnum Villa, which was one of a row of
houses built of a pattern, each with two bay windows, a
small porch, and a strip of garden leading from the pave-
ment. The only difference to be discovered was in the treat-
ment of the gardens. Some were merely swept and kept
tidily, but others boasted of guite a show of flowers.

The flowers in the garden of Laburnum Villa undoubtedly
eclipsed those of any other house in the road, possibly owing
to the attentions of the short, round-faced, little man, who
was even now hunting industriouslty, a pipe between his teeth,
for caterpillars and slugs. He looked up, however, as the
hansom stopped, and just for a moment a startled look sprang
into his little eyes. Yet it seemed remarkable that anything,
bar danger, could startle this red-faced little man. The look
was quickly gone, however, and Mr. Jabez Small was smiling
pleasantly as he turned to meet John Smith.

“Quite a time since I have seen you, sit,’’ h
curiously soft voice. ‘ Why, it must be since——’

“ Since that affair of the gambling-house in Park Lane,”
John Smith put in quietly.

My, Jabez Small shook his head with the air of a father re-
proving a child ; but, nevertheless, the startled look had come
into his eyes again.

“ Why not come into the house, Mr. Smith?” he suggested,
ding” the way in that direction. “We are only semi-
ached, you know, and someone might overhear your—er—
o

e said, in a
>

John Smith, a slight smile on his lips, followed the little
nan into the front room of the house, which was distinctly
omfortably furnished, but refused an offer of refreshment.
Jabez Small, rearranging the flowers in a vase, spoke

-r his shoulder to his visitor. :

““ What can I do for you, sir?”’ he asked. ‘I do not forget
that you got me out of an awkward serape once.”

_ *You have got to go back to your old line, Jabez,” John
Smith answered.

Jabez Small stopped arranging the flowers, and faced John
Smith. The smile had left his face, and there was a serious
lcok in his little eyes.

“ Can’t be done, Mr. Smith,” he answered with determina-
tion. “ I'm respectable now—sidesman, member of the local
council, and all that.” -

John Smith shrugged his shoulders, and lit a cigar.

“You will sail on the Levanter to-morrow,”’” he continued
calmly, “and I shall sail, too. Between us we have got to
prevent a certain Malcolm Leman from being fleeced by a
cang of card-sharpers, and—""

“ And?’ Jabez Small queried eagerly, his eyes sparkling.

< And fleece them in return, my friend,”” John Smith con-
tinued meaningly, ““so that they have no funds left with
which to continue their campaign.’’

Jabez Small’s face fell, and he shook his head, just a trifle
regretfully.

“My position won’t allow of it, sir,”” he said slowly.
* Suppose we were found out, and—-"

John Smith stopped the little man by a motion of his hand,
and flicked the ash from his cigar.

“Why argue?”” he asked, with a slightly bored air. “I
have already told you that you sail with the to-morrow.”

" You can’t make me!” the little man snapped, standing on
his dignity. :

*“T should hate to use threats,” John Smith murmured,
“but T wonder what the dear, respectable people in this
neighbourhood would think if they learnt that Mr. Jabez
fmnll was the most expert card-sharp of his time, and
that—-

“ Don’t, sir,”’ the little man pleaded hastily, glancing round
10 make sure that the door was closed.
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“I'm really respect-

able now, sir, and it'd be a bit rough on me for you to givad
me away.” ]

John Smith smiled slightly, and drew his chair nearer fd
the other man, >

¢ Listen,” he said, “and you will understand that this is
really a most respectable business that I tell you that you are
going to join me in—the suppression of vice, and the triumph
of virtue.” &

 Humph I’> Mr. Jabez Small grunted doubtfully.

Very shortly, John Smith related the story of how Malcolm
Leman, the son of the millionaire, had been robbed of five
thousand by card-sharpers, and how he stood in danger of
being robbed of a great deal more. As Jabez Small listened,
his little eyes twinkled, and -his curiously-flexible fingers
fidgeted as if they held cards again. At the end of the ex-
planation, John Smith rose, took up his hat, and moved to-
wards the door. S h .

1 shall call for you at noon to-morrow, Jabez,” he said,
evidently quite convinced that the other would come. “I
take all the responsibility, you know.” -

“ And the money that we—er—win from the gang?’ Small
asked, with some eagerness. :

“ Once Malcolm Leman has got his ten thousand back, yom
can do as you like,” John Smith answered. ;

Jabez Small unlocked his desk, and produced a pack of
cards. He shuffled them skilfully and swiftly, dropped the
pack on to the table, cut, turned up an ace.

“ Respectability has not made you less skilful, Jabez,™
John Smith remarked, with a smile. “ Turn up the king
of diamonds.”

Jabez Small cut again without hesitation; and the desired:
card lay face upwards on the table. g

T shall be ready to-morrow, sir,”’ he said ; and there was
a twinkle in his eyes. ‘‘I shall put in some practice to=
night.”’

“ Remember that it is in a good cause,”’ John Smith re-
marked meaningly, as he opened the door.

Jabez Small ewept the cards up, and looked quite dignified.,

“ Otherwise, sir,”” he answered, “‘ I should refuse to return
to my old—er—profession.”

S

CHAPTER 2.
Cn Board the Levanter— Piay Commences — Joh
Smith Loses, but Jabez Small Wins—More Piay.

D INNER was just over in the saloon of the Levanter,

and the passengers, numbering close on a hundred,

sipped their coffees and liqueurs contentedly. The sea

was like a pond, with scarcely a ripple on it, sG
that everyone had put in an appearance at dinner. .

At one of the small tables sat Maleolm Leman, his
vouthful face rather white, lines at the corners of his mouth,
a restless look in his eves. The two men with him were
both gentlemen in appearance, save that they were almost
too well dressed. The taller of the two was dark and
swarthy, with eyes that held a slightly, shifty expression.
The shorter man was fair, rather red complexioned, and his
face held no expression of any kind. Even his eyes told
n}othing, for the lids had a habit of drooping half-down over
them. -

At the mext table sat Jabez Small, cool and contented-,
looking, John Smith opposite him. The latter was sipping
a liqueur slowly and smoking a cigar. Apparently his
thoughts were far away, and he certainly did not appear to
glance even once in the direction of Malcolm Leman and
his two companions. When he spoke to Small, however, he
proved that he had not been unobservant.

“Po you recognise the men?’ he asked, in a low voiee.

“VYes,” Jabez Small answered. ‘' The fair man is John
Trew; the dark man is William Cairn. Those are not the
names that they are usually known by, but they are the
ones by which they are known here.”

““And you—will they recognise you?”’ John Smith sug-
gested.

Jabez Small laughed softly.

< Respectability has changed me,” he answered ; “and
when they saw me I had a beard and moustache.” He
lowered his voice a trifle more. *“ When do we start
operations?’’

“To-night T hope,” John Smith replied.

At the next table Malcolma Leman finished his liqueux
quickly. : :

“We'll get away to the card-room,” he said, in a voice
sufficiently loud for the two men at the next table to
hear. “ This is the trip on which I have my revenge, you
know.”

“Hope so, 'm sure,” Cairn answered. ‘It was beastly
inconvenient for Trew and I to come, but we felt that we
owed you the revenge.”

“ And I'm going to take it,”” young Leman assured them
The three left the room.
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‘at poker?

Half an hour later, of rather more, John Smith and Jabex
Bmall strolled into the card-room, a fair-sized cabin next to
the dining-saloofn. The night was warin, and the place was
descrted save by Leman, Cairn, and Trew, who were already
Jousy with the cards. There was no money beside the men,
but cach had a slip of paper, which seemed to suggest that
they were playing for stakes which they did not care to
make public.

John Smith glanced at the face of Leman, for the faces of
ihe other two men told him nothing, and he learut all that
he wanted to there, Leman’s face was even more drawn;
the eyes were glittering—he was losing. Tven as John
Smith and Small strolled into the room Trew and Cairn
scrawled some figures on to their slips of paper, while
Leman muttered something savagely in a low tome. Then
he looked up and caught sight of the new-comers.

“1 say,” he said eagerly, “ wouldn’t one of you gentle-
men like to come in?’

_Cairn said something in a low volce, and there was a
half-angry expression in his dark eyes.

¢“1 hate this threc-handed business,”’ Leman said shortly,
turning on the man. * Why not have four, and try a shot
That’s my game, you know.”

Cairn shrugged his shoulders, gathered up the cards, and
Began to shuffle them mechanically.

- " Cards!’ Jabez Small chuckled, ambling across to the
table, his little eyes sparkling. ‘1 don’t think I’ve played
since a boy. Brought up strictly, you know—toys of the Kvil
Dne—and all that. But Ive made my little pilc now, and
W’'m ready to risk a bit of it.”’ : :

<A quick glance passed between Cairn and Trew, and the

~ latter rose from the table.

“ Won’t you both join in?’? he asked, in a pleasant
soice. ‘‘ This place is too hot for me, and I'm not keen
on playing any more to-night.’”

= *Come on, Smith!” Small cried boisterously, sliding into
@ chair. “ Show yourself a man!”

“All right,” John Smith answered carelessly, though he
“was really very pleased at the way affairs had gone;
‘‘though 1I'm not playing high.” 5

*‘ Farthings or nuts?”’ Jabez Swmall chuckled.
to our friends.”

The stakes were named by Cairn, and they were by no
mmeans high, though substantial enough to be worth playing
for.

::Can’t we raise ‘em a bit?” Leman asked cagerly.
> You wait till you see how I win,” Jabez Small chuckled.
“and you'll be wanting to lower ’em !’

The game started, and the deal fell to Cairn. He dealt
swiftly, with the manner of a man used to such things, and
the four took up their cards. A low cwse broke from
Leman as he saw ‘his.

“This is where I'm going to win!’ Jabez Small an-
nounced triumphantly, outraging deliberately all the rules
of the game. It was this mirthfully innocent manner of his
that had made him such a dangerous sharper in the days
gone by—the days before he turned, according toc his own
statement, respectable.

Just for a moment Cairn smiled. It seemed to him that
at least one extra man had come aboard to be rooked, and
he had no objection to commencing the process at onece.
John Smith was playing with the air of a man who doesn’t
care much what happens.

“You show!” Small chuckled at last. And Cairn, a con-
fident look on his dark face, laid down the king, queen,
knave, ten, and seven of hearts.

“I think that takes it!” he remarked.

- Jabez Small laughed with great enjoyment, and fairly
banged his cards down on to the table,

“How’s that?’ he cried.

They were diamonds, from the ace to the ten. He had
won. ;

Cairn smiled, and did not even look annoyed. e had
seen beginners start in this way before,

“We'll double the stakes if you like,”

“Yes,” Leman agreed eagerly.

“ You'll be sorry,” Jabez Small chuclled.

“T'll chance that,” Cairn answered.

Play recommenced, and this time it was John Smith who
won. It was a considerable stake, too. and Cairn looked
iﬂm}ost as wild as Leman, who was playing badly and reck-
tessly.

For an hour this state of affairs went on, and af the end
of that time Jabez Small was some three hundred pounds
to the good. John Smith had lost a hundred; Leman had
lost most of the remainder.

Small took up the cards to deal, then dropped them again.

“1 say,” he said boisterously, “can’t we have a shot at
something that’s more of a gamble? I used to play banker
for counters, and I'd rather like to play it for something
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more. Ghive you fellows a chahce of getting your mioney
back quickly.” - e : -

John Smith nodded in agreement. He knew well
enough that Jabez Small had been the most accomplished
cardsharper of his day; but he bad never seen him actually
at work. He could not help admiring the man’s beauntiful

assumption of innocence.

“Pm with you,”’ Leman 8aid quickly. “I svant some-
What do you say, Cairn?’

the latter agreed indifferently.
Never before had he lost
like this, and he reckoned that banker would be his chance
of recouping. It was a game at which, he rather shone.
One can, usnally shine as a* banker when one is able to turt

“Just as you like”

- up practically any card at.will when holding the bank.

* Best cut for bank.” | =
The four.men cut, and John Smith turning up the deuce
of diamonds, had the bank allotted to him.
" Care to sell it?” Cairn asked quietly though there was
an eager look in his eges. P
“Depends,” John Smith auswercd carel < What's

. the bidding 7>

** Five pounds,” Cairn said.

“Ten!” Leman cried.

Jabez Small drew his winnings, priucipaliy in no
his pocket, and whacked them down on to the table,

“ Twenty ! he chuckled.

“ Thirty!” Leman said sharply.

Jabez Small counted out somme notes, and bheld them to-
wards John Smith.

“Fifty !” he cried triumphantly.

Cairn shrugged his shoulders. unwilling {o risk more, and
even Leman made no further bid. Jabez Small tock up the
cards, and shuffled them clumsily. It was obvious that he
knew very little about such games, or-so Cairn and Leman
thought. The face of John Smith expressed nothing, but
inwardly he was thinking that this last venture of his was
to be successful, and that once more Daring & Co. was te
succeed, even in a curious case like this, ;

Still chunsily, Jabez Small cut the pack three times, and
laid the four stacks of cards in a row. °

“How will a fiver-a-card limit suit?’ he asked, with a

%, from

Leman promptly placed a fiver before each of three packs.
while John Smith contented himself with backing one for an
equal amount. . .

“ Can I put the fifteen on one card?’ Caivn asked.

“ Play it up!” Jabez Small chuckled. And Cairn placed
the three notes on the pack nearest to him. * All ready?
Gl = . i e

The first pack was turned up—the one backed by Cairn—
and that man smiled slightly as he showed an ace.

*Looks bad for me, but better luck next time,”
remarked. ,

The other two packs were turned up, showing a knave
and a king ; then Jabez Small turned up his pack.

An ace!

“Hallo!” he cried. sweeping in the stakes, for equal
values always count in favour of the banker. * Luck’s in,
after all g

“T'd like some of it,” Leman
His face was painfully drawn now. _

For the second time the packs were dealt, and for the
second time Jabez Small won, only Leman’s card beating
him. The young man tock his winuings eagerly, and a smile
came back to his lips.

1 knew that the luck would change.”” he said buskily.

But the luck had not changed, for he lost the next five
deals, Small scooping the pool every time—his winnings
amounting to between two and three hundred pounds. He
was excited, and showed it by a kind of boyish glee. :

“Ought to have gone in for this kind of fthing for a
living,” he chuckled; ‘‘should have been able to retire
sooner then.”

The very next deal Jabez Small turned up a deuce:
the other cards beat him, and so
passed to Cairn. The nature of the play changed now,
banker winning from Leman and John Smith; but Jabez
Small still went on winning; so heavily, indeed,- that the
bank made little or nothing.

Then Cairn lost the bank, and it passed to Leman.
became Cairn’s t8rn to win, but Small still kept on h
trinmphant way; but the bank was scon lost, and it was
John Smith's turn to hold it. He rose to his feet, however,
and yawned wearily.

¢ Enough for to-night, gentlemen,” he said. -
to-morrow, if you like.”

“On me?’” Jabez Small chuckled, gathering up his esten-
sive winnings. :

“Yes!” Cairn agreed. And for the fisst time there was a
savage look in his eyes. He had lost altogether more than
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“And he turned and led the ]

- cared about, while Leman’s losses had done him no good,
=< they had practically all gone to Small.

Once safely in the cabin that he shared with John Smith,
Jabez Small took his winnings from his pocket and counted
them. He looked tired, and the smile left his face.

“ Eight hundred and forty,” he announced; * and Leman
lost fully four hundred of it.”

“Good!” John Smith murmured, as he lit a cigar. Then

n idea occurred to him. * Don’t you think that Cairn and
Trew will get suspicious if you win so much?”’ he asked.
““ Oughtn’t you to lose sometimes?”’ :

Jabez Small shook his head knowingly, and accepted a
cigar. x

““That is their usual game,” he answeved, “and if I
adopted it they’d smell a rat at once. Noj; the thing for

e to do is to go on winning, and showing no surprise that
I do so. It’s a game that the average sharper doesn’t play,
znd that’s where the beauty of it comes in.™
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John Smith flicked the ash from his cigar, and smiled.
¢ Jahez,” he said, with conviction, * it’s just as well that
you've turned respectable.”
Jabez Small winked, and puffed away contentedly.
“There’ll be some who'll wish that I hadn’t had a relapse
into evil ways before this trip is over,” he remarked.
CHAPTER 3.

The Second Night's Play— Smail Wins Again— The
Captain Objects — A Heavy Forfeit—dJdohn Smith
Overhears Something.

AIRN banged his cards down savagely on the table, and
his face was black with anger.
“It’s fiendish luck!” h> snarled, glaring at Jabez
Small, who, smiling broadly with the most evident de-
light, was raking in the stakes that he had just won.
This was the second night of play, and once more the luck
had gone all in favour of Jabez Small, and Cairn and Trew,
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Hospite the advantages of extra cards, could do nothing to
stem the tide of iil-fortune.

“Tll be cleared out scon if matters go on like this!”
Leman muttered, his face terribly drawn and haggard. The
look of the gambler had gone out of his eyes, and it was
only a kind of wild despair which showed in them. John
Smith saw that, although he never appeared to glance at the
young man, and it gave him hope.

“Golng to have another cut in at banker,” Jabez Small
chuckled, “or have you had enough for to-night?’ .

I should stop if I were you, Mr. Leman,” a desp voice
said behind the young man; and, turning sharply, he found
that Captain Main, the commander of the ship, was stand-
ing behind him. There was a very stern expression on the
sailor’s weatherbeaten face. :

“Why?” TLeman ‘demanded angrily, for he was young
enough to object to receiving advico from anyone.

“You can’t go on losing like this,”’ Captain Main per-
sisted, taking no notice of Cairn’s black looks., * How much
do _your losses stand at at present?”’

Malcolm Leman shrugged his shoulders, and lit a cigarette.
ghel action revealed the fact that his fingers were trembling

adly.

* What is that to do with you?’ he demanded rather
rudely. ;

It was Captain Main’s turn to shrug his shoulders, and as
Le did so he glanced quickly from one player to another.

‘“As captain of this ship,” he said shortly, “I could stop
all play aboard of her. How much have you lost alreadsy,
Mr. Leman?’’

*“ About five thousand,” the young man answered, with an
exaggerated air of carelessness.

The captain’s brows went up in amazement. He opened
his lips as if to say something more; then hesitated, turned
on his heel, and left the cabin.

‘“ Interfering old fool!”’ Cairn muttered.

And so play went on until close upon midnight, and when
that time came and the men rose fro:m the table, Jabez Small
was once more the only winner, while the prineipal loser
was Malcolm Leman, who had lost nearly two thousand
more since starting to play banker. The stakes had been
reised this night.  John Bmith knew from this that the
young man was gebting near to the end of his funds, and
was not sorry. It meant that the whole affair would be over
the sooner.

Leman, locking fagged out and miserable, turned inte his
tabin; Cairn and Trew, looking distinctly cavage, went up
on to the deck; while John Smith and Jabez Small went
towards their cabin. Before they reached it, however, a
steward came up and addressed John Smith.

“The captain would like to see you, sir,”” he said.

“Good! I will be with him in a few minutes,”
Smith answered quietly.

“Looks like being trouble, sir,”’ Jabez Small whispered
a5 the steward walked away. ¢ Pity if the captain interferes
before we have finished cur little game.”

*“He won’t,”” John Smith assured him.

“You can’t tell,” Jabez Small protested.

John Smith shrugged his shoulders, entered the cabin,
and drew a square packet from oue of his portmanteaus.

‘I have never failed yet,” he said, and passed cut of the
cabin.

Up on the deck there were still a number of men and
women promenading; but John Smith, taking no notice of
any one of them, strolled along to the captain’s cabin, which
was situated under the bridge. He knocked softly, and
entered.

At a small table sat Captain Main, a pipe befween his
teeth, a look of determination in his eyes. As his visitor
entered he dropped his right hand for a second into the
drawer of the table, as if to make sure that something was
there. : .

John Smith clo the door, and calmly drew the red cur-
tains across the little windows.

‘1 should prefer the interview to be private, captain,” he
remarked. Ile seated himself in a chair, quite near to and
facing the captain, and puffed away at his cigar.

Captain Main bit savagely at the stem of his pipe, and
looked distinctly nuncomfortable. Never before—and he had
commanded passenger ships for a good many years—had he
been placed in the position in which he now found himself;
but he had no intention of going back. If the man hefore
him had looked nervous, or defiant—anything differont to
&his absolutely indifferent air—he would have known what to

o.

““ You sent for me, Captain Main,” John Smith murmured,
with a slightly bored air. . .

Then Captain Main, an angry expression in his eyes, his
right hand dropping once more into the drawer of the table,
said the thing that he had meant to say.

¢ There 1s card-sharping going on aboard this ship!”
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John Smith’s eyebrows went up slightly, and he ficked
the ash of his cigar neatly into a tray.

I know,” he answered, without the least sign of emotion.
“Don’t you think you might leave that revolver in the
drawer to take care of itself? I can’t see that you are in
any danger.”

Captain Main brought his hand up from the drawer, but
the revolver came with it, and he laid it before him on the
little table. °

“A fine weapon,” John Smith murmured,
Wesson, I believe??

The face of the captain was dark with anger, and he leant
forward across the table.

“There is card-sharping going on!” he said again, his
voice husky with anger; “and it has got to be stc pped 17

1 quite agree with you, captain,” John Smith an

Captain Main stared. " He had asked this man to his cabin
with the intention of acctising him of card-sharping, fully
expecting a denial, possibly accompanied by threats, yet here
was the man admitting——

* What do you propose to do?”’ John Smith inguired.

“There shall be no further play aboard!” Captain Main
snapped, fecling himself on firm ground at last.

“ 1 differ with you,” John Smith murmured.

“I am captain of this ship ! ”’ the sailor thundered.

“I am John Smith, of Daring & Co.’’ John Smith
answered. His tone was more alert, and he looked up and
met the other’s eyes.

Captain Main was staggered, and showed it. He knew the
name of John Smith. of Daring & Co., well enough, and of
their boast that they had never failed in anything that they
had undertaken. = But even if this man was really John
Smith, his friend Jabez Small was a doubtful person.

* Small is a sharper!” Captain Main said doggedly.

John Smith it a fresh cigar, and locked through the blue
smoke at the old sailor.

“ Most undoubtedly,” he agreed; then corrected himself.
“I am wrong. He retired from the profession of card-sharp-
ing some years age, and has only returned to it to please
me.

“To please you!” Captain Main roared, leaping to his
feet. “¥ou mean to admit that yon have agreed with this
man to fleece Mr: Malcolm Leman and the others?”’

** Precisely,” John Smith answered quietly.

“Then I'll have you in irons, and your friend, too!” the
captain snapped savagely.

“I think not, captain,” John Smith murmured, and at
the same time drew a sguare packet from his pocket. He
removed the covering of waterproof cloth, revealing a w
of notes beneath.

““Don’t you dare to try and bribe me!” the captain cried
angrily.

I wouldn’t waste time on it,” John Smith answered,
busily counting out notes, and thrusting a number of them
towards the captain. ‘‘ You will find notes to the value of
ten thousand pounds there.”

© Well?” Captain Main snapped, a look of amazement on
his face, as he mechanically counted the notes,

“ That is almost exactly the amount that Malcolm Leman
came aboard with,” John Smith explained quietly, “and
therefore that is the amcunt that he has to lose. I pay youl
that amount, with full permission to hand it to Leman if
you think fit, as a guarantce that I am working for, and not
against him.”

“1 don’t understand,” Main said slowly.

John Smith rose to his feet, and his shoulders weut up
into their suggestive shrue. i

*“I don’t see that you need,”’ he answered coolly. ““"The
money must be guarantee enough.”

Captain Main stared at the wad of immensely valuable
notes in his hands. :

““Suppose these are forgeries?”’ he suggested, with a
dogged air.

“ A rude suggestion,” John Smith remarked, a slight smile
curling his lips; ““and I can only say that you are quite at
liberty to have them tested at Gibraltar, which I believe we
ought to reach in two or three days’ time. Good-night!”

Leaving Captain Main perfectly astounded, John Smith
strolled out on to the deck, to find that the majority of the
passengers had turned in. Here and there a man and woman
still paced the decks, or sat in the shadows thrown by the
cabins, but many ts of the decks were absolutely deserted.

John Smith, when nearly at the end of the deck, put out
his foot to extinguish a cigarctte-end which had been thrown,
still alight, on to the deck. He sniffed sharply before doing
so, however, as if the curiously pungent smell of the tobacco
was familiar to him. It was, for the only man aboeard who
smoked cigarettes of that kind was Trew. Going on,
instead of turning into his cabin, John Smith reached the
end of the deck-buildings. He did not round these, how-
ever, but halted abruptly as a man’s voice reached him. The
speaker was evidently just round the corner of the buildings.
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“There’s cnly one thing for it”—it was Cairn’s voic
raised angrlly, and John Smith caught every word d1st‘mt1y

—*“this luck has got to be stoppcd by force soon, or there’ll
xc nothing to go on playing with.’

“ You don’t suggest murd— " Trow answered, in a lower
tone, but quite coolly.

“No!l” Cairn snapped.  There are
than that.”

John Smith turned, moved softly away, and entered his
cebin. He found Jabez Small, a .smlle on his ruddy face,
-(\'mﬁng out the night’s *.‘mnmga.

“We're doing well, sir,” he chuckled. -

John Smith seated himself on the edge of a bunk, and
fmt»cd his legs.

“Have you got such a t‘qm
ced quietly.

The smile faded from the card-sharper’s lips, and he pro-
ced 2 small, but ugly-looking weapon from his hip-pocket.
Is thore a chance——" he began hustll‘ ; but John Smith
rrupted.
‘Oh, Tonly w

easier and safer ways

as a revolver, Small?”’ he

anted to know,” he said cavelessly,

C’Hi—iF'TER 4.

, for the day
polt Street,
sout five in

. JABHZ SMALL, very red in t’ fa
g \*‘ﬂs a hot one, walked slowly along \"
i the main tl‘or thau of Gibraltar, at

the afternoon. John Smith, looking ¢ "mt.sy cool
dering the heat, was bCCAdQ him. Their boat had touched
famous Rock that morning, and the two had erf’luc
o go ashore, especially as Leman, Cairn, "l Trew
dy done so. The boat was timed to sail again that
Imxmg at seven.
1 this,”” Jabez Small said bcwagolv waving a hand
the names over the :hops for the heat had affected
3 aowv- rodden bnl*ls}‘ taxpayer
' Look at it—ov unded shop kept by a
ird or a Burmese! What do you think {xbout b

think, my friend,” John Smith answered; “it’s
wait till I go back!” Jalm 7 S‘nnll enmtcd S
i i ‘em in, oo,

had
.

! Sooner we're out of this bca,;:tly place

better be e,cttmd back to the ship scon,” he sa
t
abez Small agreed;

“it makes me sick to

little man paused abruptly as ‘a respectebly-dresse
approached them, and swung off his hat with a

1T,
Senors Bmith and Small?” he qgueried, “with a
tial air, speaking English with a foreign acoent,
the dickens——" Jabez Small began; but John
ﬂcnced him by a meanmg touch on the arm.
John Smith agr ew"cL
n Manuel Marcia,” the Spaniard continued, bowing
‘2 humble citizen of Spam living in Gib wﬂ)tw‘* i
m to be a good many of §ou—-—l-\mo’ on Bneland,’
Small muttered savagely.
It is that T know the Senors
niard went on, a rather eager look in hln (Ln‘x eves; “and
I have scen them this very day. Indeed, they have
red my humble roof, for we have met often in the
that are past.”
Vell?”? John Smith queried. He wondered wha
1 dmr“ up to; but his cleanshaven face expie
of any kind, not even curiosity.
is that the ncnor Cairn has met with an
f b t painful,” Manuel Marcia explained I
‘e movemens of h\S hands, the f of which
ned badly by tobacco, “ and so he seat me to search
. There are things that he would like from aboard
p before she sails.” :
uld not Trew have gone?’ John Smith asked guietly.
Senor Trow is of the most devoted of frieads, senors,’’
aniard replied, with an airy wave of his hand. “He
not ié;a_vo the Senor Cairn. That is why I have come to
=
Svnall nudged John Smith in the side, and whispered

3

accident,
cly, with
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“Doesn’t scund probable, sir.”

‘‘ Precisely, my friend,” John Smith agreed, in an equally
low tone, so thnf the Sp‘mmzd could not hear; “and that 18
why we are going to do as this man wishes.”

* Therve may be danger,” Jabez Small whispered quickly.

“There probably is,” John Smnith ad Imitted calinly, and
turned again to -“n Spaniard.

¢ Senor Marcx * he said quietly,
pany you.’

Manuel Marcia paused in the act of hghtmg’ a cigarette,
then bent lower over the match., 'There was a curious smile
on his lips, and a wicked look in his eyes. He flung the
match away with a sweeping, picturesque motion of his arm,
and bowed again. ‘

I am honoured,
ihis way.”’

Manuel Marci

“ we are ready to accom-

senors,” he murmured. It is not far—
, chatting affably, and pointing out various
places of interest, led the way down the main street, then
tmnec‘ to the right and ascended a hill. Here the houses
were of a poorer description, and distinctly evil-smelling.
Ragged children played everywhere, heavily-built Spanish
women lounged in doorways, in the small wine-shops, and
there were many of them, and dami--skmned men chattered and
drank noisily. A .n@mg flight of stone steps led upwards,
houses on either side, and it was btf@]"C one on the left that
Manuel Marcia halted. He drew aside, hat in hand,
motioning John Smith and Jabez Small to enter.

“ Dow’t seem safe,” the latter whispered.

“Vou have the word of Daring & Co. for your safety,’®
wererl, and turned and led the way in.
ed behind Manuel Marcia, and John Smith
ard a bolt g ano in ils socket. Heo gave no
, however. The Spdumrd passed them, and
flight of ricketty stairs, John Smith follow-
ing \nmuvt hesitation. - He knew "\‘Lll enough that some
treachery Was wmean nt, but that did not stop him. He was
really curi w what form it was to take, and as for
getting ont of tr — well, he had never failed to do so
hefore. Manuel Marcia threw open the door of a room, and
stood aside, bowiw low.

““Enter, senors!

John Sm

The door clos
ught that he
Sig n that he heas
1'>d the way up a

* he said.

: Iy followed bv Jahez Small, stepped inte
Insta pU" they were in the midst of a ‘lﬂhtmlz‘
g gang of men, and they knew the form that the
U’o,chm‘v c\f Manuel M.m?cm— boaght by Trew and Cairn—

strue

alf & dozen men on top of hlm he fouhht ﬁercely,
t.it did not secem any too certain that be would

,m' ured, until——

or Smith,” Manuel D

o 1101 in his \01%, "1 shoot s

farcia cried, and there was an
traxg‘xt«and it is not

ncad in the direction of the voice, and saw
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ipaniards had left the room the moment the
secured, even Manuel Marcia going
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“Fumph ! Jabez Small grunted discontentedly. *‘Is this
what yvou call looking ¢ after me, sir? I wonder what the

her mbers of our comwl would say if they could see me
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John Smith shrogged his shoulders as well as his bonds
would permit him.

“Tf T only had & cigar I should be contented enough,” he
answered. For one thmg, my friend, we can get Cairn
and Trew locked up for this should we find such a move

3
Laourn'x"n \, nld’f“
n Id you to,” John Smith said calmly, “as I
tell you now that you have the word of Daring & Co.
for your safets

& Bty ife

$ They have never fa ﬂu} ?* John Smith mterrupted sternly.

“May be about time for them to begin,” Small glcx\,od.
“ These be qctQ have tied the cords so that they’re cutting me
in halfl?

The door of the room opened,
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“eizarette between his teeth, a gool smile on his lips, entered.

He closed the door, and leant indolently against it.

““The senors honour me by making their stay long,”’ he
sneered: and Jabez Small would have answered angrily had
he not caught a warning look in John Smith’s eyes.

¢ [ think not, Manuel,” the latter answered coolly.

The Spaniard laughed evilly, and puffed away at his

cigarette. : :

“ Perhaps the senor has a way of breaking cords?’ he
suggested, with a sncer.

* Perhaps,” John Smith
much.”’

“Money !’ Manuel Mareia ejaculated, an ecager look in
his eyes. Then he threw out his hands with an angry
gesture, and spoke indignantly.

“ Tt would be well for the senor not to suggest bribery!”
he cried, with a beautiful imitation of ‘anger. “He must
vemember that he is dealing with a Spanish gentleman.”

“J was thinking of that,” John Smith remarked; and
Jabez Small, despite his bonds, sniggered.

If the Spaniard expected John Smith to say more he was
disappointed, for the Englishman lay motionless. In this
way five minutes passed, and it was Manuel Marcia who
broke the silence.

“1t is a bad time for money, senor,” he observed, with
the air of a man merely discussing an undesirable state of

murmured; “money will do

- affairs.

John Smith turned further on to his side, and looked the
gman straight in the eyes. He had never doubted but that
it would be possible to bribe this Spaniard-—he had never
known one who was not open to bribery—and he knew it for
certain now.

“What did Cairn pay you for doing this?”’ he demanded
shortly.

¢ Pay !”? Marcia protested, throwing his glance upwards ag
if calling upon Heaven as a witress. * Have I not told the
senor that 1 am a friend of Senor Cairn?”’

““ Then how much did you take in a friendly way?’ John
Smith persisted.

“Tf a friend chooses to make  me a present of five
hundred——""

“ Pesetas?”’ John Smith suggested.

“Pounds. I am not a beggar!” the Spaniard corrected
indignantly. But John Smith knew just as well that he was
1ying with regard to the amount. ¢ Should I refuse it?”

“ Anyway, you didn’t,” John Smith -said drily; ‘and
therefore my friend and I are prisoners, You say that you
have received five hundred to keep wus here. Now, I
suggest that I pay you—-"

*Yes?” the Spaniard queried eagerly, as the other
paused. .

“ Kive hundred more to let me go,” John Smith con-
cluded. ;

Manuel Marcia threw up his hands, and shook his head
vigorously. !

“Have I not told vou that T am a Spanish gentleman, and
canhot be bribed?” he expostulated.

“But a—er—present of six hundred

¢ Not even for seven,”’ the Spaniard answered quickly,
with a very greedy expression in his eyes, ‘‘even if the
money ig——"’

“Safe?”? John Smith suggested..

Manuel Marcia shrugged his shoulders, and lit a fresh
rigarette.

It is easy to promise,”” he said meaningly.

John Smith smiled. He knew now that it would not be
long before he and Jabez Small would be free men.

“Feel in my inside pocket,” he said. “ You will find a
cheque-book and a letter of credit, on the Cosmopolitan
Bank. They have a branch here.” :

The Spaniard drew the cheque-book and the letter from
his prisoner’s pocket, and fingered them gloatingly.

“A cheque for® seven hundred pounds if you free us,”’
John Smith said slowly.

““As a present?’ the Spaniard demanded, with great
digaity. -

“Of course,” John Smith agreed; and the other did not
notice the sarcasm in his tone. © Cut the cords; you have
my word that you shall have the cheque.”

*“In two hours’ * the Spaniard answered blandly,

o1

S

time,’”
turning towards the door.

“ Why not now?’ John Smith persisted.

“Because I still have a regard for my life; senor,” Manuel
Marcia explained. “In two hours it will be free for me
to leave for my own country.” S

Just for a moment John Smith hésitated, feeling inclined
to bargain that the release should be now; then he decided
that the time mattered very listle.

“ And I have the senor's word that he will take no action
g‘ainst me 2% the Spaniard asked. -

5
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1t was two hours later, almost to the minute, that Marcia
himself cut the cords binding the two men, laid Joh:
Smith’s cheque-book on the table, and placed pen and ink
there, too.

““The senor’s promise,” he said, with a nervous look in
bis eyes. He knew that one of his own countrymen would
have backed out of the kbargain, and he wondered
whether——

John Smith quietly wrote the cheque for the amount,
though his fingers were so numbed that he could scarcely
hold the pen, then led the way out of the house.

* Thank Heaven for that!’ Jabez Small remarked, as he
reached the street. ¢ Pretty expensive, though, sir.”’

“ Leman will have to pay for it,”" John Smith answered
coolly.

“ And what do we do now?”

¢ Rejoin the ship.”

““ But she has probably sailed for Tangier,"”” Jabez Small
waid, rather ruefully, as he thought of Cairn and Trew left
to rook Malcolm Leman.

* Most probably,” John Smith agreed: “but we shall
rejoin her to-night.”

“ Sailing-boat?’ Small
make me sick.”

‘1 promise you that it shall not be that,” John Smith
answered.

queried. © IHope always

not §

: CHAPTER 5.

The Levanter Gone—An Interview with the Admiral—
In Pursuit—A Surprise for the Gambiers—Missing
Money—Cairn Finds it—A Suggestion and Threats.

4 HE Levanter?’ a swarthy waterman said, in answer

to John Smith’s question. ‘‘She sailed two hours
back, senor—yes, surely nearly the two hours.”

“Jf the senor wished,” a second boatman said
cagerly, “it would be possible to sail after her, as she was
only bound for Tangier, across the Straits.”

**We're done, sir,” Jabez Small said dismally, his little
round face clouding; ‘“and I'd—I’d give up my position
on the local council to be able to stop those hawks rooking
Leman tonight.”

John Smith stepped into the nearest of the boats, Small
following him. :

“ Where to, senor?’ the boatman queried, with a lordly
air.

}" Tlhe fagship, and row fast,” John Smith answered

Snorily.

’I‘he) mention of the flagship caused a sensation. Two
more men got into the boat, and she moved away from the
quay rapidly. Her latecn-sail went up as she left the
shelter of the other boats, and she bowled away merrily to-
wards the little iron bridge gharding the inner harbour.
Then the sail came down again, the boat shot under the
bridge, and, once more under sail, she sped away towards
the flagship of the admiral, Sir Heury Turner, which was
reached in a short time.

“Wait here,”” John Smith ordered ; and stepped, without
hesitation, on to the gangway, at the top of which he was
stopped by a sentry.

“Send my card to Sir Henry,”” John Smith ordered; and
there was something in his manner which commanded
obedience. - Anyway, the card was at once despatched, and
» minute or so later John Smith was requested to go to the
admiral’s cabin.

Sir Henry Turner looked up, a pleased expression on his
face, as John Smith entered his cabin. It was dark now,
and the electric light was burning. He held out his hand
to his visitor.

“T am very glad to see yvou, Mr. Smith,” he said
cordially. “I have wanted to be able to thank you per-
sonally for your help ever since you cleared up_that affair
at the Admiralty. If it hadn’t been for you, I fear that
poor Kerr would have had a bad time of it.”

“He would have been dismissed his ship, Sir Henry,”
John Smith answered coolly.  The order had already been
written. T had seen it.”

The admiral’s red face showed amazement and a little
incredulity.

“ You seem to see and know most things,” he remarked.

“It is my business,” John Smith agreed coolly. It is
why we have never failed, Sir Henry.” -

Sir Henry Turner pushed a box of cigars towards his
visitor, and offered him the spirit decanters. Ho accepted
the former, but refused the latter.

“ There is no time,”’ he said quietly.

“Then you cannot stay this evening? We could have
given you a decent time, Mr. Smith,”’ the admiral said re-
grotfully. ¢ What has really brought you here?” : :

John Smith lit his cigar carefully. He was about to ask
a considerable favour, but he did not hesitate.
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ir Henry,” he said quietly, “I was able to do you a
favour not so very long ago, and I have come to you because
¢ want you to do me oune.”

* Anything you like,”’ the admiral answered reedily.

2 Thterg, is a torpedo-boat with steam up?’ Zohn Smith
708

sted.

" Yes,” Sir Henry Turner answered ; ““but I don't—-">

John Smith rose to his feet and took up his hat.

“Then I shall be obliged if you will have me and a friend
mine put aboard of her,” he said, ‘‘with orders to her

mmander to follow the Levanter. I particularly wish to
h her before she anchors off Tangier to-night.”

Henry Turner gasped, then puffed away jerkily at

cigar. -

‘I'm afraid it can’t be done,”” he said at last.

John Smith shrugged his shoulders, and moved towards
door of the cabin.

‘I had always thought,”” he remarked, ‘ that you were

one of the ungrateful ones connected with the

miralty, Sivr Henry.”

Fhe admiral jumped to his feet, and banged his heavy fist

vn on to the table with a force which threatened to
kit

oal i
gad, you're right, . Smith!” he eried. “And I'lIl
it now! Vou shall on that boat. She’s lying just
She’s about the fastest craft we've got.”
on to the deck went Sir Henry, and after him went
Smith. In a minute a messenger had been despatched
e torpedo-boat astern, and she had scarcely received
sefore she slipped her moorings and came slowly along-
= the flagship. Sir Henry himself descended to her
ing deck to give the necessary orders. These were soon
and he stepped back to the gangway of his own

Good-luck " he cried to John Smith, who, with Jabez
zll beside him, was standing on the deck of the torpedo-

he little craft vibrated from stem to stern the moment
: eleetric telegraph tinkled, and away she crept, pushing
blade-like bows finely through the water, towards the
rance to the harbour. The light from the lighthouse
the entrance fell across her for a moment, but her speed
sarly up, and when the beam of light came round
z=in the torpedo-boat was nearly out of its range.
‘If you would care to go below, you are welcome to my
. gentlemen,” the youthful lieutenant in charge of the
nnounced.
you: but T shall stay on deck,” John Small
cred. I don’t object to the breeze.”
“You'll have plenty of that when she’s fairly moving,”
= officer chuckled. **How about your friend?”’
Jabez Small, who was trying to look quite uncon-
ied, worked up the ghost of a smile.
I will stay here,” he answered. * Feels as if the beastly
ng’ll shake to pieces at any moment.”
Vell, you see, we're not a passenger boat in the ordinary
.’ the officer remarked, with a grin. ¢
in the Straits of Gibraltar the sea was smooth enough,
the torpedo-boat nosed her way through it in grand
< vlie, kicking the salt spume back over her until it reached
o men standing on ber deck, and it would have wetted
in Smith and Small to the skin if they had not been pro-
ted with oilskins.
*She’s a beauty!” the officer in command shouted, his
1 face alight, having some difficulty in making himself
rd above the wiud screaming past.
he’ll catch the Levanter before her anchors are down,”
Smith shouted back.
Take circles rouund her!”

da

the officer roared enthu-

hering weight with every knot, the torpedo-boat
d on as if bent on breaking a record or her own
until John Smith, peering through a powerful pair
-glasses, distinctly made out the Levanter right
Apparently she was moving slowly, the engineers
sably economising the coal, as they knew that it did not
r very much at what hour that night Tangier was
1ed, as none of the passengers would be likely to go
fore until the morning. .

1d over hand the torpedo-boat came wup with the
or, and, steered beautifully, swung alongside of her,
iing so close that John Smith and Jabez Small were
to jump on to her gangway, which had been left down.
d swung the torpedo-boat, her mission accomplished ;
¢ commander shouted a boisterous good-bye, and the little
leapt away into the darkness.

passengers had come in a crowd to the bulwarks to
ateh the torpedo-boat, and Captain Main was amongst them,
"How the dickens did you manage it, Mr. Smith?’ e
i surprise.  ‘‘Never knew that the Admirally had
1p ferry work,” X
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“That is one of the secrets of Daring & Company, captain,”
John Smith answered, in a low voice, so that the passengers
could not hear. He dropped his voice a tone more.  Where
is Leman to-night?”

‘‘ Being rooked, ag usual,” Captain Main answered bitterly.

“Then it’s a good thing we've turned-up,” John Smith
vemarked, and led the way down into the cabin,

. . : - . . 3 - .

Cairn and Trew, both looking particularly pleased with
themselves, were playing cards with Malcolm Leman. Now
that the latter’s funds were running low, nothing but the
gambling game of bauker would satisfy him; and he had
already lost some hundreds of pounds since dinner, much to
the joy of the two sharpers. They reckoned to have
flececed him entirely by the time Tangier was reached, so that
they would he able to leave quietly at that port before it
was discovered how it was that John Smith and Jabez Smail
had lost the boat at Gibraltar. B

“ Curse the luck,” Leman muttered, as once more Cairn,
who was holding the bank, swept everything before him with
an ace. ** Another three hundred or so, and I am.cleaned
out.”

“ Raise the stakes if you like,” Trew suggested, anxious to
get the affair over.

**Don’t you think that they arc high enough?
voice from behind the players remarked.
Jairn started, seemed to collapse in his chair, and turned
ly white. Trew started, too, but he managed to keep

> a quiet

0

101ve.
We thought that you had lost the boat,”” he managed to
say.
“So we did;’” John Smuh answered calmly, while the
vsuelly smiling Jabez Small glarved at the two sharpers.
* Got kidnapped in mistake for two other men, but managed
to escape.”

Clairn made a mighty effort, and pulled himself together.
It was plain, he told himself, that Manuel Marcia had not
given the game away. It was all right; these men knew
nothing of the truth.

“Well, now that you have come, you may as well join in,””
Leman said impatient'y. And John Smith was shocked to
see how really ill the young man looked, and he was glad
that t-hcg. affair was nearly over. My infernal luck can’t be
worse ! %

“We're with you,”’” Jabez Small agreed cheerily, taking
the signal from John Smith. ‘Tl just trot off to the cabin
and get some of those colossal winnings of mine.”

A quick glance passed between Trew and Cairn as Small
left the card-room, and it did not escape John Smith, though
he seated himself quietly as if he had noti¢ed nothing. He
really wondered what was wrong, for he saw that the two
gamblers were looking more than g little scared. He was
soon to kunow, for a minute had scarcely elapsed before Jabez
Small, his usually ruddy face a distinctly pasty hue, hurried
n,

“The money is gone!” he gasped.

“You can't have looked properly,”” Trew said,
voice. It isn’t likely that you have been robbed.”

Cairn, whe had been licking his lips as if they had sud-
denly gone dry, spoke huskily. = :
- “Ves, you ean’t have looked properly,” he said.
there aboard who would have robbed you?”

John Smith smiled, lit a cigar, and fixed his eyes on Cairn,
who shifted uneasily before his gaze.

** This is not your first trip on the ship?”’ John Smith asked
lightly. ) &

** No,” Cairn agreed, in a low voice. ;

“Then suppose you help my friend look for the money—
vou know more about these cabins than he does,” John
Smith suggested.

Once more a look pzssed between the two gamblers, then
Cairn rose to his feet.

“ Certainly I will help search,” he said, rather hastily, a
look of relief in his eyes; and as he passed Trew he took
something from him and slipped it beneath his coat.

This also John Sm*th noticed, but apparchtly his one
interest in life just then was the making of smoke-rings.
He did not even glance down from the rings as Jaboz Small
and Cairn left the cabin.

The latter looked really quite jaunty now, and there was
no expression of fear on his face, though it was still a trifle
pale as he followed Small into his cabin. In fact, his lips
wore 4 cunning expoession, as if a brilliant idea had just
occurred to him.

* Where did you pub the notes?’ he asked carelessly.

““In the bag there,” Jabez Small answered sharply, point- .
i:ng]tro a bag that stood on a shelf just below one of the
ounks.

Cairn crossed to the bag, lifted it, and an exclamation
escaped him. Where the bag had stood lay a wad of notes,
bound together by a broad clastic band.
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“You would nov make a good detective, my friend,’” he
remarked, with a laugh, as he took up the notes and tossed
them to Jabez Small, “ You must have dropped them out
of the bag when you moved it.”’

‘“ Anyway, they're found,” Small answered shortly. -

And be knew, as well as if he had seen the whole business -

done, that the notes had been stolen—the two sharpers think-
ing him a prisoner in Gibraltar—and only just been replaced.
till; unless he received instructions from John Bmith, he
had no intention of making the accusation. It was enough
for him that he had got the money back. It would teach
him to be more careful in the future, that would be all.

Jabez Small moved towards the door, but Cairp, stepping
hastily across the cabin, placed himself in the way.

“I have a fow words to say to you, Mr. Jabes Small,”’ he

. said, in an even, rather threatening, voice, ‘“before we
rejoin the others.”
- Jabez Small turned a trifle white, but that was all. In the
days before he had turned honest and respectable, he had
been in more than one tight place, out of all of which he had
come suecessfully, and he had little doubt that he would
come to no harm now. :

“Say them quickly,” he answered shortly, “or our friends
will be wondering where we are.”

““Let them wonder,” Cairn snapped, “and listen to mo.”
He grinned evilly, and drew negrer to Small. “1 know you
ito be a card-sharper,’’ he said, very distinctly. .

Jabez Small shrugged his shoulders, and smiled. This
man’s methods were so crude that he had no fear of them,
any more than he feared exposure now that he was under
the protection of John Smith,

“I know you to be a thief,’” he answered blandly, “and
that you stole these notes from me, thinking that you would
escape with them before I left Gibraltar.” :

Cairn laughed softly, and dropped his right hand into his
pocket. Jabez Small knew the meaning of the action, and
that Josses at cards had made Cairn a reckless man; but he
gave no sign that he knew.

“We know so much about each other,” Cairn sneered,
“that I have a proposition to make.”

“ Wel] 2> i

Cairn bent forward cagerly, and there was an anxious
@xpression on his face. :
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““We must become partners,” he said quickly, “finish the .
rooking of that young fool Leman, and divide.’’

Jabez Small laughed really joyfully, until the tears came
into his eyes.

“May I ask how much you have to divide with me?” he
asked, when he had finished laughing. e

From his pocket Cairn produced a small revolver, and
there was an expression in his eyes that was not good fo gee.

I should advise you to join us,” he said, in a low voice,
“or else % :

The door of the cabin opened softly, a hand passed over
Cairn’s shoulder, and the revolver was snatched from his

ngers.

“Or else?’ the quiet voice of John Smith demanded.

Staggered though he was, Cairn, by an effort, managed to
appear composed, :

“It’s a pity you came in so soon, Mz, Smith,”’ he said,
forcing a laugh. “I was just playing a practical joke on
your friend—you spoilt it.” .

John Smith knew what had happened, but he also knew
that the time had not yet quite arrived for him to sottle
permanently with Cairn and Trew.

“ My sense of humour is very limited,” he said.
pose we rejoin the others?’

“ Sup-

CHAPTER 6.

More Play—The Two Aces—John Smith Acts—Waiting
Tor the Two Men—Just in Time.

OR the first time since the commencement of the cruise
the weather was bad, and as the Levanter dropped
anchor in the Bay of Tangier, it was to swing her
bows round to a high wind, which brought with it a

deluge of rain. The consequence was that the decks were
deserted, the women flocked down to the saloons or their
own eabins, and many of the male passengers found their
.way to the room where cards were generally played. This
was the last thing that Cairn wanted, for to-night, he knew,
was the last chance that he and Trew would probably have
to turn the luck—by foul means—and he meant to make the
most of it. He thought that he knew for certain that Jabez
Small was a sharper, but he nevertheless felt confident that
he could out-sharp him.
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As John Smith and Jabez Small returned to the room with
Cairn, the first-named whispered to his companion.

““ Make the exposure to-night,” he said.
: “ Before the crowd?’ Jabez Small asked, in the same low
one, S :

The five men seated themselves at the table, and other
men drew round, attracted by rumours of the high play that
had been going on aboard. Leman, a wild look in his eyes,
addressed them generally before he began to play.

“ Gentlemen,” he cried, “to-night is my last chance to
turn the luck !’ :

Play commenced, Jabez Small holding the bank, and for
once that worthy won very little. Cairn and Trew won, how-
ever, but Leman still lost, until the expression on his face
became gloomy as night.

The bank passed to Trew, who did not hold it long, though
he managed to win during that time, and then it went to
Cairn. A smile was on the latter’s face. Hvén with the
crowd close round him he meant to win.

One after another the packs were turned up, and one of
them showed the ace of diamonds.

“ We’ll beat you this time,”’ Jabez Small chuckled.

“I may turn up an ace, too,” Cairn remarked, as he lifted
Lis pack.

n ace it was—a second ace of diamonds!
irn went white. A deadly si e fell over
rs. Jabez Small leant vard acr

ous smile on his lips. Joha Smith

the on-
6.4
round

> and moved
e table, though no one seemed to notice the action, Leman

red in amazement. :

hon Cairn leapt to his feet and played

only one that was possible. He threw out
pointed at the smiling Jabez Small.

: £1° he eried.

eat
L Jabez Small smiled, and his eves were upon John
'

game—

Stil

iith, who was standing behind Cairn. - He nodded, as if
ve a signal, and John Smith’s arms shooting ocut went

id Cairn in a hug that there was no shaking off,

stain Main, a look of disgust and anger on hLis face,
ished his way forward through the crowd.

‘Captain Main,” Jabez Small said quistly, ¢ oblig
v examining My, Cairn’s sleeves and pockots.”
Captain Main did not hesi , and Cairn, hugeed by John
was He touched the gambler’s

onach

eaen one

we acted to-night.”

‘T shouldn’t undress,” John Smith answered.

Why? DIm infernally tired I’ Small asked.

John Smith tock his revolver from his pocket, and ex-
ained the eartridges carefully.

“You had best do as I suggest,”” ‘he answered.

! soon understand.”

And what do you suggest?” Jahez Small asked guickly.
Turn in as you are,” John Smith ordered, “and don’t
5 to sleep.”

“And you?”

John Smith dragged a portmanteau to a spot near the
', where the switeh of the electrie-lisht was placed. He
ated himself on the bag, and leant back s comfortably as

could against the wall.

‘I shall remain here, my friend,” he answered.

A stariled look cams into Jabez Small’s eyes.

' You don’t mean that——"" he began; but once more the

ther interrupted him.

“ You will know soon!” he murmured, and switched off
‘e light, plunging the eahin into darkness.

This sitting in the dark waiting for something to happen
0t on to Jabez Small’s nerves badly; but John Smith,
ted by the door, his eyes closed as if in sleep, showed no
ce of emotion of any kind. His nerves were of steel, and
hey did not fail him aow.

In this way an hour passed, and there was no movement,
¢ the seratching of a rat behind the paneliing. Eight
Is—midnight—sounded oa the bridge. The door of the
in creaked, but John Smith did not stir. He felt the
move as a man passed him, and another followed. Then
n Smith, without moving from his seat on the portman-
put up his left hand and switched on the electric-light,
the middle of the cabin, blinking from the sudden

stood Cairn and Trew, and in their hands wore pads
1, which gave out a curiously sickly smell. Cairn was
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.
the first to recover himself, and he swung round, evidently
with the intention of making a holt for the door. ;

A revolver went up, held in the steady fingers of John
Smith. i

I should stay where you are,” the latter observed calmly.
“You might find it dangerous to try and get away.” 1

Cairn and Trew, their faces ghastly pale, stood helpless.
They had meant, as John Smith had foreseen, to make one
last bold bid for the money won from Leman, only to find
themselves in a tighter hole than they had been hefore. i

“ What can you do?’ Cairn said in a husky voice, trying
in vain to appear at his ease.

* Merely make sure of you until the morning,”” John Smith
answered. And for a second his eyes turned to Jabez Small.:

“Yon will find two pairs of handeuffs in my other bag,’>
he said.  Put them on these men, and when you have done
that throw those chloroform-pads overboard.”

Jabez Small fetched the handcuffs, and had no difficnlty
in making the two men prisoners, for all the fight had gone
out of them. But even then Cairn had a card to play.

¢ What good has all this done?’ he sneered.

“It has saved Malcolin Leman frem you,” John Smith
answered quietly.

Cairn laughed harshly, and scated himself on the edge of
the lower bunik.

** Perhaps you will find that you are wrong in the morn-
ing,” he said. -

John Smith rose quickly from his seat on the bag, and
tossed his revolyer to Jabez Small.  When he spoke hig
manner was hurricd—hurried in a way that no one had ever
seen it before.

uard these men
of the cabin.

Along the deck he went, stopped before a cabin near to
the bridge, and tried to lock in through the port. The cur<
tain had been drawn across it.  He tried the handle of the
door, { i then flung the door open, and

123,

he ordered briefly, and half ran out

softly as any thief,
prang into the cabin.

Two gquick steps he took
revelver in his right hand,
Maleolm Leman, o, pale
ive It to me—it is the

forward ;" then he stood, with a
a revolver he ‘had snatched fromy
as death, stood before him. )
only way!” the young man cricd

John Smith carefully closed the door o
the revolver into his pocket, and s «l
air.

Malcolin Leman laughed painfully,
shoulders. =

“1 haven't even enouch lef
said. “1I ceonld face most, i 3
have taken his advice long ago, but I thought that I
st. He told me that the men who played with me were
harpers and-—"?

“He need not know,” John Smith in %
go back as if nothing had happened.” He drew a roll of
notes from his pocket, and threw them on to the table.
“ You will find fifteen thousand pounds there.”

A tinge of eolour crept into Leman’s face. =

“ It means,” he said huskily,  that——2"

“ There is one condition before vou take those notes,”
Smith interrupted sternly. He drew the revolver [

ocket, and lsid it beside the note © Will you swear not
to make such a fool of yourself again? It must be a promise
that will allow me to give you that weapon hack with
safety.”

‘1 sweari” Leman ecried cagerly. “I have realised what
a fool I have been for some time, but then I could not stop—
my pride would not Iet me. But I swear now never te touch
grcard again 2

John Smith, as if quite satisfied, turned towards the doors
but Leman hurrvied after him, and held out his hand.

“ You have saved my life and iy honour,” he said grefe-
, @ suspicious huskiness in his voice.  What return can
ke? This money is really vours, as you and DMr. Small

and shrugged hig

left to pay my wine-bill,”
bitt not my fatber. I ou

e

terrupted. ** You can

you,” John Smith put in quaietly. “Let me
duce myself fully. T am John Smith, of Daving & Co.’
A look of understanding came into the young man’s eyes.
*“Then you >

“Daring & Co. undertook fo save you from yourself,’”
John Smith explained quietly.

THE EXND,

intro-

: ONE PENNY.
EBwvery Tuoescag.

N “PLUCK” i

 JAGK BLAKE COF ST. JiM’S,”
’ﬁxS.Ch('o'l;.rT“‘e

oy

)
3



PLUCH — Every Saturday, 1d.

Our School Serial.

Adventures Week by Week.

T T ’[s

LORD VICTOR STANBOROUGH =
FRED HAWLEY = - - - - o=

GLANCE OVER THE LIST OF CHARACTERS AND INTRODUCTION AND START THIS STORY NOVW.

Commonly called Vic.
An old Kingswood College boy, who goes in for one and every hobby.

A member of Study No, 13,

A sharer of Study Ne. 13. Accused sfsmoking in the dormitory.

CHRISTOPHER K. CONNELL = = -

“An Amurican.” His ambition is to make a name for the school, and
also for Study No. 13.

e

This‘story concerns the amusing and sometimes thrilling adventures of the “Uniteds” at Kingswood Coliege.

At the

commencement of the football season the three chums were chosen to play in the school’s trial game, on which a great deal

depends.

visit Kingswood on market day, and Fred buys a goat from one of Farmer Collins’s farm hands.

Bully Croft referees, and tries to spoil the ‘‘Uniteds’” chances for places in the first team, but faiis.

The “Uniteds
(Dur story aow continiues.)

A Gobat as a Pet,

ARMER COLLINS sprang to his feet, hurt both in
person and dignity. He was also muddy, and when
the other farmer he had been wrangling with began to
atter roars of laughter, Collins lost his temper. He

struck out viciously at the goat with his stick. On the spur
of the moment Fred put out his arm, and the heavy blow
partially numbed it; but Fred did not utter a word, and yet
he was by-far the most irritable lad Kingswood ever had.

But that was Fred’s way. He had taken a liking to
“Arthur, the goat, and was quite prepared to defend it at

any cost. Besides, Fred seldom lost his temper when merely
hurt; it was only when someone riled him. At first Collins
looked a little frightened.

** It was your own faunls,” he blustered, ““and I’1l 7

“I know it was!” muftered Fred. ‘You are not going
to hit Arthur, though: He’s mine now.”’

“ Yours?” bellowed the farmer. “Hand him over, you
little thief! Didn’t I tell you I wouldn’t sell the animal?
Hand it over, and I'll teach him a lesson. DIl

“Oh, dry up! You make me tired, ’cos you are always
going to do things and never do ’em. Come on, boys! Let’s
sbow Arthur round the market. Ho, ho, ho! He’s nibbled
a bit off the Yank's jacket now. Funniest little beggar on
earth—except Collins!" . \
" Waal, I'm jiggered !” gasped Chris. “ Look at my \bog.-s,
Vie. I'm ventilated all over! Stars and stripes! Cafl it
off I 1 guess he’ll have a bit off me ina minute!?”

“ Ho, ho, ho! No fear of that, Yank. He’s a respectable
goat; not a blessed American canned-beef sort of animal!
Look out, Collins! He’s going for you again.”

“Give me that rope!” roared Collins. “Hi, fetch a
]Ia'cl)%lcem’?n, someone ! T'll give the young thief in charge!

“That's 1t I'" orowled Fred.

; “Talk all the bunkum you
can think of.

Don't I keep telling you the goat’s mine 2’

PLUCK’S New Serial, “ Honour Bright,”

¢ And don't I keep telling you it ain’t? -Hand it over, or
T'll give you in charge, as sure as my name’s—"’

“Ho, ho, ho! Don’t old Arthur squirm? Whatls
matter now, Collins?”

** Hand over that goat, or—""

“Well, 'm not deaf. No need to yell at us, ’cos we can
nearly always hear an ordinary sort of shout. I wouldn’t
sell old Arthur for a fiver now !’

* Wouldn’t sell him ?” bellowed the farmer,
sell him? Why, he ain’t yours!?

““Oh, yes, he is! I bought him just now.”

Collins went blue in the face.

“How could you have bought him, when I wouldn’t sell
him ?’ he roared. ““Didn’t I tell you as——’

“The young gent is quite right,’”” broke in the slow voise
of Bill Steer, Collins’s farm hand. “ 'E boughi that ’ere
goat not ten minutes agone.”

* How could he, you fule?”

‘“?Cause ’e did. Sold the hanimal myself.
fule now 2"’

,“mely dared to sell the goat against my orders? DIl-

tho

“ Wouldn't

Who be the

Why, you told me to sell it this mornin’ I vetorted Bill
Steer, more slowly than ever, if possible. “If you've for-
got, 'tain’t my fault.”

Bill Bteer had been in Colling’s employ for many years,
and there had been many lively disputes between man and
master, but none of them came up to the scene that followed
Bill's words.

- Collins raved at the top of his voice, whilst Steer slowly
blinked at him and smoked his pipe. Whenever Collins
stopped for a breather, Bill chipped in with “ Who be the
fule now 2" And the remark so riled his master that he was
on the verge of personal assault.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Vie.
Collins. Vots we go, boys,
yours now, Fred.

** Nice sort of cool chap,
. s, because that goat is certainly
We didn’t know Collins had changed

commences the Saturday after next.
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hxs mmd and sent Bill Stﬂcr back to sell the animal, so
uon ’t see what we can do.”’

‘I know what I'm not going to do!” growled Fred.
© And that is, let Collins have the goat. A rotter who'd
hit at animals like he did isn't a fit owner for old Arthur,
aﬂ.d Ire has seen the last of him, whatever happens.”

" Seryes the grumpy old chap right. Did he hurt you
much, Fred ?’

** Oh, that doesn't matter! It’s one thing for a chap to
assault anether, because he can take lega 1 action against
him, or whatever they call it; but a fellow’s a rotter to ill-
use an animal! The poox brute hasn’t got any means of
getting his own ba{L Jo0, ho, ho! Relieve Arthur’s get-
ting quite fond of me.’

The goat certainly was trotting by his new owner’s side
like a dog, and had not even attempted to butt him. It
was a peculiar thing, but every animal that came in touch
with Fred scemed to like him, and yet the youngster was
not particularly popular with acquaintances. It took time
for poople young or old, to find out Fred’s good points, but
the lower animals seemed to discover them at once. It was
a case of instinct being more trustworthy than intellect.

Still, Arthur had his faults, for he butted everybody he
came near except Fred, and before the Uniteds and their
new frlﬂnd had been in the market ten minutes they were
turned out. Avrthur upset too many stalls and tempers.

The first thing the goat did when he got outside was to
ddenly wrench the rope from Fred's hands, dash across
the road, <.n(7 dig his horns into the small of the back of a
little man dr d in black. The little man uttered a most
undignified yell and leapt into the air. Then he spun
mund on his hecl.

The Uniteds were ready to sink through the earth, for of
all 11“6 dn7 s of people in the strect Arthur had singled om,
1 st for his attack. The victim was ‘ Buzzy”

/4

'Eh'\m was a roar of laughter as the little science-master
picked up his hat. nd that was '1bom tlm next worst t}nng
at. could ba\e happened. Buzzy would almost prefer
meuunfr a limb to bun«r aughed at. Arthur turned round,
Ln(! trotted back to Fred. An instant later Mr. Harris was
the road.

([I_ _____ 9
“Tie down, Arthur!”?

most roared the little master. “Do  you
that you dare to—to lead a dangeron
street like that? TI—I say, how dare you -

o ‘\ hose- -whose is that ereature 7’ he gasped.

€@

Mine !” muttered Fred.

? growled Fred. ¢ He’s rather
ssn't mean anything.”
Y : to make, because it caused the
¢ listening to laugh, and that, of course,

It was ra mm' a5
ple who were

idignation.
al 7”7 he demandsad.

“ How dare you
“ How dare you
‘Ln"r will be

> walk
3N ﬂn,‘n _You--you
TEiS. Jo you
- JC‘WLJ to keep a-
must be mad!
% whom you obi
Vs"@ul(?n’x, Wat
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llege 7’ gasped Mr.
e that you will be
700(‘ College? Boy,

e back to the dealer
Hawl ey 17

sle to take care of
azked Fred, his
nt. - “Td be
cause I could

{1 yUﬁ

v
wllyi o )hgm:, ,,u 1
o him home when we break up.”
* The man H awley éot him
fellow, sin, & 1
chum, “and 11*
Watson would be able
end of the term,
‘Nonsense ! The animal shall not
college ! "Fake him back to the dealer
“ How lang do you want him looked a
muttered a sullen voice from benm(..
** Hallo, Welby ! To the end of the
Th ze baily of King)awood College
and Croft; \\lw was with
by s cowled at him.
you suggest anything,
“We'd be

not answer for 4
him, glanced up

7* asked Vig
awfully glad if you could; isn’t that so,

“ Yes; ’cos I don’t want to lose Arthur if I can help it.
I've never had a geat, and they are jolly nice little chumps.
“Do not. be so absurd, boy !’ fumed Mr. Harris. I
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wonder a lad of your age can be so foolish as to waste hig
money as you do. Take the goat back mto the market
once ! 12

‘It you like; Hawley, muttered W el-JV ‘you can leave
the brute at my place—ten miles f*om here, z.uld one of the
farm-hands will take it for you. Ill write a lotter.’

Blank amazement followed the senior’s remark, Crefé
being meore surprised than any of the youngsters. But even
Mr. Harris was astonished, for somehow masters ‘always
scem to know which of their boys are chums and which are
fees. For a moment the Uniteds were too astounded to
speak. Welby glared at them. : =

“ Do you want the letter, Hawley ?”’

"“Yes. Thanks! Il go and get Bill Steer to take Arthus
over.’

And, without further remark, Fred slouched away. Welby
seribbled a note and handed it to Vie, then walked off, with
Croft {ollowing closely. A strange but very sweeping change
was coming over the Kingswood bullies.

“1 wonder Ha,wlw cares to trouble strangers!”’ snappml
My, Harris. ‘“Remember, Stanborough, the goat is not to
be brought to the colle’re on any account. I do not held
with lads keeping pets to the extem Hawley does.”

“ All vight, sir !’ grinned Vie. (“mne on, Yank!
do you think of Welby now, my son?

* What I have thought of him for some little time, ])m(nor‘
-—over since my fight with Croft. He's coming on, Vie-he's
coming on. We know he’s a sport on the hold, and I guess
it won't be long before he proves himself a sport off. What ,
say you?”’ !

“That you've just about struck it, Yank,” said Vie

quietly, as the two walked into fhe market. **Old Welby
1 as not far to go to become a sport.’

Which was distinetly true, for the Kingswood bully had
done well. He had not been afraid to risk his chumg’
sneers, nor the laughs of those who were Pot his chums, He
was aho\vmo the pluck he was famous for on the.football-
field, and pluck, if it is of the right sort, will carry a chap
tm»uyh almost anything.
certa,mly Welby

5

he muttered.

 What

os had not far to go to become a
"sport

(Another instaiment of this Story in next Scture
day’'s PLUCK Ous new serial, *“ Honour Bright,*
a story of schoo! and the world, commences i
PLUCK’'S Christrmas Number thie week after next.)

Sandow Anecdotes

Incidents from the Eventful Life of Mr, Sandow,

Mr. Sandow—the cclebrated strong man—did not have hig
greatness thrust upon him, but only achieved it by hard wm‘x
and persistent efforts. His ¢ rxveufmc at Brussels w
means of bringing him prominently before the public
securing a much needed engagement

Sandow had tried to secure an engagement in the town as
a strong man, but had failed, and as a last resource he
played the followmg trick:

He went round the town at midnight, and, by means of h
strength, wrecked every weight- 11ft1n;r machiy

:md

3
18

there was.

Next day the papers were full of <u“1m>es as to “the gang
of w rnchcm who had destroyed property in this manuer,
for, of course, they did not think one m‘m was able to do it.
When the excitemens had subsided, and the machines been
the feat, Sandow went round town again and repeated
the fmt. Then special police were put on to watch tha
machines and capture the offenders. Hearing of this,
Sandow intended to be caught, and one night when ‘¢ ﬂom'f
the round” of machine breaki inz, he was surrounded b
number of police. He allowed himself to be captured and

- taken to the station whoro he explained that he had paid his

money, and tried his strength in the ovdinary way. He
gave the names of =everal mﬂuen*lal friends of his in the
town, and when they identified him he was released

Through this feat of strength Sandow was inundated with

offers of engarrements at more than double the salary he had
previously asked and had been refused.

Any reader Wutlng to No. 1, Sandow Hall, Victoria Em-
bankment, L mon W.C., will be supplied with a free copy
of the booklet, “ Sandow’s Way to Strength,”” which shows
how Sandow obtained this magnificent strength, and gives
full 1nstructions how readers may obtain similar muscular
development and robust health,

BLUCK'S Haw Serial, ¢ Honour Bright,”’ commances ths Sat'urg;ay after next,
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“The Editory

All letters should be addressed, ‘
PLUCK, 2, Carmelite
House, Carmelite Street, London.”

N

B

T have an important announcement to make to you this
Saturday—one which avill give.-me much pleagure indeed to

male known to you.

¢ PLUCK ” No. 107,

will be our Special Christmas Number. Extra long stories,
 and more of them, and a new serial will go to make up the
finest Christmas Number that I have yet been able to place

before you.

Then 1 have revealed our next Saturday's programme—an
hen ed Y- Dresratin
extra popular one—I will state the contents of our Christmas

Number.

Your first long,
complete story in
next Saturday’s
Pruck will be a
narrative- of  the
adventures in Aus-
tralia of popular
and celebrated De.
Nevada.

This is well
up to the. high
standard of excel-
lence exhibited in
‘these stories. It is
entitled
S PHANTOM
; GOLD !’
and 15 written
around . Dr. | Ne-
vadals thrilling ex-
periences in Aus-
tralia, the land of
mystery, ‘across
which no luman
traveller has ever
made his way. The
_vast centre of Aus-
tralia ‘13 as unex-
plored  and  un-
Lknown as the dis-
trict wound the
South Pole.

Your second long,
complete story wall
be from the pen of
Mr. Charles Hamil-
ton, our popular
school-story writer.
Readers of his tale
in  this = number,
“The Lyndale
Fivst,” will, with-
out doubt, be more
than pleased that
we have another
from his pen to fol-
low so soon.

His story for next
Saturday's  Pruck
will be entitled
$JACK BLAKE

OF
ST. JIMES,”
and T will ask y
to read it carefully,
for this reason: It
will form the first
of a seriecs of school

The next number but one—that is,
OUT SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 1771, SOMIG TOTE § |
What say you, my friends?

slightest doubt, will speedily make himself one of the
popular characters who have ever appeared in PLUCE.

I am thinking of asking Mr. Harry Belbin to let
varns of the Captain, the Cook, and the E

The programme of our Christmas Number, out =
November 17th, will be: The specially-written

“CAPTAIN HANDYMAN,”

M_
Raxyird JxesETiec S
LI

ORDER YOUR
COPY TO-DAY!

By Captain Shand,
, lorz, complete story of adventure. I-s

written st Y.
“UNDER THI
GREENWOOD

TREE.”

By the Aut of
a2 E ut the
Brave.”

This wiil be a 10-
mantic tale of ad-
venture and mys-
tery.

A star  school
story,

SREEP BY

SIEE B2

And the cpening
instalment of our
new serial,
“HONOUR

BRIGHT!"

Nou might please
inform  friends of
our Christmas
Number (price 2d.},
and do not forget
to order your copy
in -advance, as our
special numbers sell
out so quickly that
regular readers
have sometimes
becn disappointed.

WHAT IS YOUR
WEEKLY
SALARY?
30s. or £37

If you cannot see

your way to ad-
vancement, and
wish to improve
your position with-
out risking your

present berth, send
a stamped addressed
envelope to  the
Principal,  “ Boys’

Friend” Corre-
spondence  College,

2, Carmelite House,
Carmelite  Street,
London, E.C.

z{;‘ocl‘:lfsd T:’f"l EIZ? Iy ! This picture depicts an incident from “ Jack Blake of St. Jim's,” by Chatles Hamilton, one | He will teach you
i Jack o, e 1 s : | to improve  your
who, I have not the | of the two Fomf) ete tales for next Saturday’s P’EUCK. 32 pages, Price zd. | P

e

Printed and published weekly by b

England. Subscription, 7s. per annum. Saturday, November 3id, 1906,

he Proprictors, the Amaneamateo Prauss, Lrp., of 1, Carmelite House, Oarmelite

Street, London,
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In order to introduce our XMAS CARDS into every ‘home, we are going to Give Away Free Prizes to any Person

c¢h as Musical Instruments, Boys’ Suits, Ladies’ Blouses, Leather Goods, Jewellery of all kirds, Rifles, Ladies’ or Gent.’s size
Gun-Metal or Silvered Watches, Real Diamond Rings, Phonog-mph, Camera, Silver hall-marked Umbrella, French Dolls, or any
; other present selected from our Xmas list. It meed mot cost you one penany of your owa money.
All you have to do is to send us your full name and address, and we will send you per .utm'n of post
72 Beautiful ¥mas and New Vear Post Cards and S@e*etj Greeting Ca
; gold-mounted and hand-painted. If you cannot sell or use the 11 or use what you can within
28 days, and we will reward you with a handsome present just the sa ! e ab once to

7 ACTE & CO. (Dept. 25), 85, Fleet Street, London, E.C.
SR = R

This encraving a)‘o ws you clearly how, by ing
S POM. ADE, you may obtain mmvmﬁcem

This g}ﬂend d Phonograph, which will repro-

3 ab any age, even at 15. Latest scientifie
duce Ban ong, or Sveech, W ith I\er sord I Contains Asiatic herbst Gives Moustaches
complete th Clase, il L\e sent £ an) to alll Age no object! No more boys! No more

smooth lips at 80 years of age! All smart! Send
mps to Mr. P. DALRET,

d atonce, as M. Darir could dle
with hiis soeret,
Tried. Approved. ZRecommended to all. Price G

address on receipt of t once 6d. in 1d
6d. DEPOSIT 4%, Graysin

nux, plain cover. S

Sold by ali High-class Stationess
cng Ngwww‘fgentsu

7 luvcom) 18
FREE, Note—Our cash-with-order price is only 7s.

£ Send vab once to RINGSWAY PHONOGRAPH CO,
. (Dept. 13), 300, Clapham Road, London, S.W.

Applications with regard te advertisement space in
“ Pluck,” “ Uaion Jack,”’ and * Marvel’’ should be
addressedto theAdvertlsementﬁhnager 2, Carmelite
‘House, Carmelite Street, E.C.

~ These balls are made on quite a new prin-
ciple. The sections are so shaped that it does
away entirely with the ends or caps.

THOROUGHLY RELIABLE, PERFECT IN SHAPE.
Will Last Longer than any other Make.

The ““LONDON” (match size) - - = Bs. 6d., postage 4d.
The “MATOH” (a sure goal-getter) = 9s. 6d., postage 4d.

SHIN-GUARDS
/  Strong Linen Canvas, cane protected= 1s., postage 2d.
Best make, Leather, cane protecied - 1s. 6d., pestage 2d.

E%‘&SS EN LA“‘E’@R « -« = < 1s. 3d, postage 2d.

‘Piuclk’ Novelty Dept., 12 & 13, Broadway, Ludgate Hill, London, E.C:

Foreign and Colonial Orders postage extra.
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COVERS PRINTED IN COLOURS.

Price 3. @m@h.

ﬁﬂm@@ BY TJGDE
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Nos. 7 and 8 of

(NEW ISSUES)

Copies of the foilowing aire still obtainable, price 3d. each: -

No, 1.
Ng, 2.

No., 3.

Jack, Sam, and Pete’s Adveantures in Africa. By 8. Clarke Hook.
Jack, Som, and Pete’s Treasure Hunt. By S. Clarke Hook,
Jack, Sam, and Pete in South America. By S. Clarke Hook.

No. 4. Birds of Prey. A Tale of Nelson Lee, Detective. By Herbert Maxwell,

No. 5.
“No. 6,

The Boys of St Basil’s. A School Story. By Henry St. John.
Pete’s Boyhood. By S. Clarke Hook,

| S
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