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"OHARA AND MORIARTY TAR THE MAYOR OF WRYKYN'S STATUE!

(A startling incident from P. . WODEHOUSE'’S magnrificent long school siory in this issue!)
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“BY CRDER OF THE LEAGUE !” A Long
Roliicking Scheo! Story {rom the pen of
World-Famous P. G. WORBEHQOUSE.
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v,

“THE MASTER STROKE ! Another Mag-
nificent Fooler Story, featuring Rello Dayicon
7 and the Duike, by WALTER EDWARDS.

- A
R it

i “TRAILING THE SPECTRE!” A Long
B Completie Story of the Chums of Rookwood
2 School, by OWEN CONQUEST.

4 '“THE SPACE DESTROYER!” Our Grig-
¢ ping Story of Mystery and Adventure in
| Far-off Worlds.

% TR B

“PAID IN FULL!” A Specially Written
12,000-word Boxing Yarn, introducing
Alpha Always, by CAPTAIN MALCOLM
ARNOLD.
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“ SOUTH SEAS TREASURE !> Super Sea-
Story by Popular MAURICE EVERARD.
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! NEW ARTICLES on FOOTBALL, and
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HEALTH AND SPORT.

! e AND e

; ANOTHER SPLENDID FOOTER
COMPETITION—£10 in Prizes—
EVERY WEEK!
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he Iﬂyelléd his weapon. Tom and Hal launched themselves, and the shot flew wide.
(A thrilling incident from our Greal Sca Story, included in this issue.)
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THE BOYS® FRIEND 6/1/23

The 1st Chapter.

The Fifteenth

“Qutside !’

“Don’t be an idiot, man! I bagged
it first.”

“My dear chap, I've been waiting
here a month.”

"“When  you fellows hava quite
finished rotting about in front of that
bath, don’t let me detain you.”

" Anybody seen that sponge?”

a Well look ‘here *—this in a tone
of compr romise—* let’s toss for 1t.”

“All right. Odd man out.”

All ‘of which, Leing interpreted,
meant that the first match of the
Kaster term had just come to an end,
and that those of the team uha
being day boys, changed over at the
pavilion, instead of performing the
operation at leisure and in comiort,
a8 did the members ot Housges, weré
discussing the vital questlon——-wha
was to have first bath?

The Field Sports Committee at
Wrykyn—that 1s, at the school which
stood some half-mile outside that
town and took its name from it—
were not lavish in their expenditure
as regarded the changing accommoda-
tion in the pavilion. Letters ap-
peared in every second number of the
“Wrykynian ” some short, others
long, some from members of the
sch{::crl, others from Oid Boys, all pro
testing against the conditions of the
first, second, and third fifteen dress-
ing-rooms. “Indignant” would in
quire acidly, in half a page of small
type, if the editor happened to be
aware that there was no hairbrush
in the second room, and only half a
comb.  “Disgusted 0. W.” wouid
remark that when he came down with
the Wandering Zephyrs to play
against the third fifteen, the water
supply had suddenly and mysteriously
failed, and the W. Z.'s had been
nbllged to go home as they were n
a state of primeval grime, and he
thought ' that this was “a very bad
thmg in a school of over six hundred
boys,” though what the number of
boys' had" to do with the fact that
there -was no water he omitted to
explain.  The editor would express
hls regret in brackets, and things
would go on as before.

There was only one bath in the first
fifteen room, and there were on the
present occasion six claimants to it.
And each claimant was of the fixed
opinion that,  whatever happened sub-
sequently, he’ was going to have it
first. Finally, on the suggestion of
Otway, who ‘had reduced tm&mg to a
tine art, a mystic game of Tommy
Dodd ‘was played. Otway havlng
trlumplmntlv obtained first innings,
the conversation reverted to the sub-
ject of ‘the match.

The “Easter term always opened
with a scratch game against a mixed
team of masters and Old Boys, and
the school usually won without any
great exertion. On this occasion the
match had been rather more even
than the average and the team had
only just pu]letl the thing off by a,
couple of tries to a r,rn:)al Otwa
expressed an opinion that the RL‘LGDI

PIHGEI

had played badly.

“‘Wh OT eLLrth don’t you forw drds
let 11'15 ball out occasionally?” he
asked.

Otway was one of the first fifteen
halves.

“They were so jolly heavy in the
scrum,’” said Maurice, one of the for-
wards. ' “And when we did let it
outt the outsides nearly always
mucked 1t.”

“Well, 1t wasn’t the halves' fault.

We always got it out to the centres.”

“It wasn’t the centres,” put in
Robinson.  “They played awfully
well. Trevor was ripping !”

“Trevor always i1s,” said Otway.
“I should think he’s about the best
captain we’ve had here for a long

\3‘
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time. lle’s certainly one of the best
centres.”

““Best there's been since Rivers-
Jones,” said Clephane.

Rivers-Jones was one of those
players who mark an epoch. He had
been in the team fifteen years ago,
and had left Wrykyn to captain Cam-
bridge and play three years in succes-
sion for Wales. The school regarded
the standard set by him as one that
did not admit of comparison. How-
ever good a Wrykyn centre three-
quarter might be, the most he could
hope to be considered was ‘‘the best
since Rivers-Jones.” *“Since ” Rivers-
Joues, however, covered fifteen years,
and to be looked on as the best centre
the school could boast of during that
time meant something Ifor Wrykyn
knew how to play football.

Sirce 1t had been decided thus that
the faults in the school attack did not
lie with the halves, forwards, or
centres, it was more or less evident
that they must be attributable to the
wings. And the search for the weak
spot was even further narrowed down
by the general verdict that Clowes,
on the left wing had played well.
With a beautiful unanimity the six
occupants of the first ﬁfteen room
came to the conclusion that the man
who had let the tvam down that day
had been the man on the 11ght-~
Rand-Brown, to wit, of Seymmu s.

“I'll bet he doesn’t stay 1n the first
long,” said Clephane, w ho was now in
the hath vice Otway, retired. I
SUppose thev had_ to try him, as hp
was the senior wmg three-quarter of
the second, but he’s no earthly good.”

“He only got mto the second be-
cause he's big,” was Robinson’s
opmion. ‘A man who’s big and
strong can always get his second
colours.”

“Tven if he's a funk, hke Rand-
Brown,” said Clephane. *"Did any of
vou C‘hﬁp% notice the way he let Paget
throu gh that time he scored for
them ? He simoly didn't attempt to
tackle him. He could have brought
him down like a shot if he’d mnly
gone for him. Paget was running
straight along the touch- line, amnd
hadn't any room to dodge. I.know
Trevor was jolly sick about it. And
then he let him through once before
in just the same way in the first hall,
only Trevor got round and stopped
him. He was rank.”

“Migsed every other pass, too,”
sa1cl Otway,

Clephane summed up.

“He was rank,” he said again.

“Trevor won't keep him in the teamn
long.”

“I wish Paget hadn’t left,” said
Otway.

Paget was the wing three guarter
who, bv leaving unexpected[v at the
end of the Christmas term, had let
Rand-Brown into the fpn.m, and his
loss was likely to be felt. Up till
Christmas Wrykyn had done well,
Paget had been their scoring man
Rand-Brown had occupied a similar
position in the qmnnd fifteen. Hao
was big and speedy, and in second
fifteen matches these qualities make
up for a great deal. [If a man scores
one or fwo tries in
match, peopie are inclined to over-
look in him such failings as timidity
and clumsiness. It is only when he
comes to be tried in footkball of a
higher class that he is sren through.
In the second fifteen the fact thut
Rand-Brown was afraid to tackle his
man had almost escaped notice.  Dul
the habit would not do in first fifteen
cireles.

“All the same,”
pursuing his subject, “if they don’t
play him, I don’t see who they're
going to get. He's the best of the
qeennd three-quarters, as far as I can
soe.”

It was this very problem that was

said Clephane,

nearly every

oy N Ch ol [i '
& fhe R’“Qby Came
y, 2 P G.WODEHOUSE

——""EIE‘_‘H
puzzling Trevor, as he walked off the
field with Pa.get and Clowes when

they had got into their blazers after
the ma,tch Clou es was in thrw same

Paget was ﬁta'}'mg there, ion He
hau been head of Donaldson’s up to
Christmas.

“Tt strikes me.” said . Paget, ““the
school haven’t got over the holida N
yet. I nevetr saw such a lot {1F
slackers! You ought to have taken
thirty pmnts off the mrt of team you
had against you to-day.

‘“Have you ever klmwn the schoaol
play well on the second day of term ?”
asked Clowes. “The forwards always
play as if the whole thinz hored thwrrl
to death.”

rllmgwerl it was unfortunate, but he
was not gomg to alter his opinions
for {liat, unless convinced at great
length that they were unsound. He
summed things up, and gave vou the
result.  You could take it or leave it,
as vou preferred.

o | thought he was bad,” said
mmam
“DBad !’ exclaimed Trevor. ¢ He

was a disgrace. Oi» can understand
a chd.p having his off-days at any

*game, but one doesn’t expect a man

in the Wrykyn first to funk. He
mucked ftve out of every six passes
I gave him, tm, and the ball wasn't
a bit hhpperv Still, T shouldn’t mind
that so much if he had nnlv gone for
his man properly. It isn’t being out
of practice that makes you funk.
And even when he did have a try at
you, Paget, he always went high.”
“That,” said Clowes thc}ughtfullv,

1.1'{*111& seem to show that he was
game.’
Nobody as much as ami]ed No-

body ever did smile at Clowes’ essays
in  wit, perhaps because of the
solemn, almost sad tone of voice in
which he delivered them. He was
tali and dark and thin, and had a
pensive eye. which em*onraged the
more soulful of his female relatives
to entertain hope-‘q that he would
some day take orders.

“Well,” said Paget, relieved at
finding thr.:d: he did not stand alone
in  his opinion’ of Rand-Brown's
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HARD ON G’HMM :

O’Hara droppod
all fours, and whiie he waa still on the

first and landed on

gruund Mﬂrtarty came down on fop of him !

“It wasn’t the forwards that mat-
tered so much,” said Trevor. *“They’ll
shake down all right after a few
matches. A little running and pass-
g will put them right.”

“Let’'s hope s0,” Paget observed,
‘or we might as well Hf_*ldt""h to Rip
ton at once. There’s a jolly SIght
too much of the mince-pie and Christ-

mas pudding abeut their play at
present.,
There was a pause. Then Paget

brought out the question {cwards
whmh he had been. moving all tbe
time.

“What do you
Brown?” he asked.’

It was prelty clear by {he way he
spoke what he thought of that player
himselt, but in discussing with: a
football captaih the capabilities of i_he
various members of his team, 1l 18
best to avoid a too positive statement
on¢ way or the other before one hLas
heard his views on the subject. And
Paget was one of those pecople who
like 1o know the opinions of others
before committing themselves.

Clowes, on the other hand, was In
the habit of forming his views on “his
own account, and expressing them.
If people agreed with them, well and
good ; 1t atforded strong presumptive
evidence of their sanity. If they

think of Rand-

DL & v

T b T e

performance, “1l must say T thourrht
he was awfully bad myself.”

“I shall trv somebody else next
maich,”  ‘said) Trevor. " “TIt'll  be
rather hard, though. The man one

would rmtn.nlh put in, Lr yece, left at
Christmas, worse luck.

Bryce was the 01:-:“* wing three-
quarter of the secoud fifteen,.

“Isn’t  there anybody in
third 77 qal-..ec] Paget.

“Barry.” said Clowes blleﬂv

“(Clowes thinks Barry’s good,” ex-
}“lmnorl Trevor.

“He 1s good,” said Clowes.

“The question 1s, mould he be any
good m the first? A chap might do
]nllv well for the third., and *wf.lll not
be worth trving for the first.”

“1 don't t'ﬂn'mnl;er much about
Barry,” said Pagét, “‘except being
{Gilnnrl Lv him when we plaved Sey-
mour's last year in the final. T cer-
tainly canre away with a sort of im-
pression that he could tackle. 1
thought he marked me jolly well.”

“There " wvou are, then,” said
Clowes. “A year ago Barry could
tackle. Paget. - There's no  reason
tor supposing that hels failen off
since then. We've geen that Rand-
drown can't tackle Paget. Ergo,
Barry 18 better worth plavmp' for the
team than Rand-Brown. Q.E.D.”

the

!

|

“AH rlght then,”
“There can't ba :mv harm in trving

him. We'll have another wrutrh
game on Thursday. Will you be here
then Paget ?"
% 6h VoS, lm slopping till Satur-
day.” ;
“Good man. Then we shall be

able to see how he does against you.
I wish he hadn't left, though, by
Jove. We should have had Ripton
on toast, the same as last teyrm.”

Wrykvn played five schools,
six school matches.

Ripton To win one Rsptorn match

meant that. however many losses 16

might have sustained in the other
matches, the school had had, al any
rate, a passable season. To win two
Ripton matches in the same yedr was
almost unheard of

This year there had seemed every

l1Lehhood of it. The match before

Christmas on the Ripton ground had

resulted in a win 1or "'Wrykyn by two
goals and a try to a try.
upset by
Bryce, who had hitherto been re-
garded as his understudy.

And in the first Ri ton match the
two goals had both l‘:een scored by

Pag et and ‘both had been br:]lnnt
blts of individual play, which a lesser

man could not have carried through.

The conclusion, therefore, at which
the school reluctantly arrwed was
that their chances of winning
second match could not be judged by
their previous success. They wolild
have to approach th{‘: Easter {erm
fixture from another—a non-Paget--
standpoint.  Under these circum-
stances it became a serious prcihlnm—-f
who was to gey the fifteenth place?
Whoever played in Paget’s steacl
against Ripton would be certain, if
the match were won, to receive his
colours. Who, then, would fill the

! vacancy ?

“Rand-Brown, of course,” said
the crowd.
But the exnerts, as we have shown,

were of a different opinion.

‘The 2nd Chapter,
T he Qold BEat !

Trevor did rot take long to resunme

a garb of civilisation. Ile never
wasted much time over anythwmng.
He was gifted with a boundless

energy, which might possibly have
made him unpopular had he not justi-
ficd 1t by results. I'he football ot the
schiool had mnever been in such &
ﬂnuriahing‘ condition as 1t had
attained to on his-succeeding to the
captaincy. _

It was not only that the first fifteen
was good The excellence of a first
fitteen does not alwayvs depend on the
captain. But the games even down
to the very humblest junior game had
woken up one morning—a¢ the be-
ginning of the previous term-—to find
themselves, much to their surprise,
organised going concerus. |

Iake the mmunortal C.-Jﬁtdm l“ml
Trevor was “a torror to the ghirker
and the lubber.” And ths yesem-
blance was fmthm increased by ih:.a
fact that he was “a toughish let.’
who Was “hittle, lmt steel and -india-
rubber.” At first sight his appeai-
ance was not mmposing.  Pater-
familias. who had Leard Young
Hopetul’s eulogies on Trevor's rer-
formances during the holidays, and
came down to watch the school play
a match, was generally rather dis-
appointed on seeing five toot six
where he had looked for at least six
foot one, and ten stone wheve he had
expected thirteen.

But then. what there was of Trevor
was, as previously remarked, sicel
- and 1ndiarubber, and he mt..tinlv

played focball like a miniature Stod-
dart. Tt was characteristic of him
that, though this was the first mateh
of the term. his condition scemed {o
be as good as possible., 1Je had done
all his own work . on the field
most of Rand-Brown's, and appa-
rently had not turned a hair. He was
one of those conscientious people who
train 1n the holidays.

When he had changed he went
down the passage to Clowes' study.

Clowes was in the position he fre-
quently took uv when the' weather
was good—wedged into his window
m a sitting position, one leg in the
study, the other hanging outside over
space. The indoar leg lacked a boot,
so that it was evident that its OWnNeY
nad at least had the energy to begin
tc change.

That he had given the thing up
after that, exhaustod mlh the efiort.
‘as  what  one na{m h‘ expected
from Clowes. lle ave made
a splendid actor; ]m was €0 good at

resting.
“ Hurry said

up . cand | dress.”

There is Humour and Pathos, Mystery and Adventure in *“ A MAN OF HIS WORD ! ’-—Sidney Drew’s. 12,000-word - Special next Monday !
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replied Trevor.

but

The school that
they played twice in the season was

But the
calculations of the school had been
the sudden departure of
Paget at the end of term, arnd also of

the'

and
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Trevor; ‘““I want you to come over
to the baths.”

“What on earth do you want over
at the baths?”

“1 want to see O'Hara.”

- "Oh, yes, I remember. Dexter’s
are camping out there, aren’t they?
1 heard they were. Why 1s 1¢?”

“One of the Dexter kids got
measles 1n the last week of the holi-
days, so they shunted all the beds
and things across, and the chaps went
back there instead of to the House.”

in the winter term: the baths were
always boarded over and converted
into a sort of‘estra gymnasium where
vou coula go and box or fence when
there was no room to do it in the
real gymnasium. Soccer and stump-
cricket were also largely played there,
the floor being admirably suited to
such games, though the light was
slways vather tricky, and prevented
heavy scoring.

1 should thmnk,”
“from what I've seen of Dexter’s
beauties, that Dexter would like
them to camp out at the bottom of
the baths all the vyear round. It
would .be a happy release for him if
they were all drowned. And 1 sup-
pose if he had to choose any one of
them for a violent death he'd pick
O'Hara. O'Hara must be a hoon to
a  Mousemaster. I’ve known chaps
break rules when the spirit moved
them, but he's the only one I've met
who breaks them all day long and
well into the night simply for amuse-
ment. I've often thought of writing
to the S.P.C.A. about it. I suppose
vou could call Dexter an animal all
right ?”

“O’Hara’s right enough, really.
man like Dexter would make any
lellow. run amuck. And then
()'Hara’s an Irishman to start with,
which makes a difference.”

There 1is usually one .}ouse in
cvery school of the black sheep sort,
and, 1 you go to the root of the
mialter, you will generally find that
ho Tault is with the master of that
House. A Housemaster who enters
mto the life of his House, coaches
tham in games—if an athlete—or, if
not an athlete, watches the games,
umpiring at cricket and referecing at
football. never finds much difficulty
in keening order. :
~ It may be accepted as a fact that the
jumors of a House will never be
orderly of their own free will, but
disturbances in the junior day-room
do not make the House undiseciplined.
The prefects are the criterion. 1If
vou find them joiming in the general
““rags,”” and even starting private
ones on their own account, then you
may safely say that it is time the
master of that House retired from the
business and took to chicken-farming.

And that was the state of things
i Dexter’s.” It was the most lawless
of the Heouses. Mr., Dexter belonged
to a type of master almost unknown
at a public school-—the usher type.
In a private school he might have
passed. At Wrykyn he was out of
place.  To him the whole duty of a
Housemaster appeared to be to wage
war against his House. f

When Dexter’s won the final for the

za1d Clowes,

A
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cricket cup in the summer term of
two vears back, the match lasted
four afternoons—four solid afternoons
of glorious, up-and-down cricket.
Dexter did not see a single ball of
that matched bowled. Ile was prowl-
g in sequestered lanes and broken-
down barns out of bounds on the off-
chance that he might catch some
member of his House smoking there.
As 1f the whole of the House, from
the head to the smallest fag, were
not on the field watchimg Day’s best
bats collapse before. Henderson's
bowhng and Moriarty hit up that
marvellous and unexpected fifty-three
at the end of the second innings!

That sort of thing definitely stamps
a master. 3

“What do vou want to see O’Hara
about ?” asked Clowes.

“He's got my little gold bat. I
ient it him in the holidays.”

A remark which needs a footnote.
The bat referred to was made of gold,
and 1t was about an imch long by an
eighth broad. It had come into
existence some ten years previously
in the following manner. The inter-
House cricket cup at Wrykyn had
originally been a rather tarnished
and unimpressive vessel, whose only
merit consisted in the fact that i1t was
of silver. Ten . vears . ago an 0ld
Wrykyman, suddenly reflecting that
it would not be a bad idea to do
something for the school mn a small
way, hied him to the nearest
jeweller’s and purchased another
silver cup, vast withal and cunningly
decorated with filigree work, and
standing on a massive ebony plinth,
round which were Ilittle silver
lozenges just big enough to hold the
name of the winning' House and the
vear of grace. "This he presented with
hiz blessing to be competed for by
the dozen Houses that made up the
school of Wrykyn, and it was formally
established as the House cricket cup,
The question now arose: what was to
he done with the other-ecup?  The
School Honse, who happened to be
the holders at the time, suggested
disinterestedly that it shonld become
the property of the House which had
won it last. ‘““Not s0,” replied the
Field Sports Committee, “but far
otherwise. We will have it melted
down in a fiery furnace, and there-
after fashioned into eleven little silver
bats. And these little silver bats
shall be the guerdon of the eleven
members of the winning team, to
have and to hold for the space of
one year, unless, by winning the cup
twice in succession, thev.gain the right
of keeping the bat for vet another
vear, How 1z that, umpire?” And
the authorities replied; *“O men of in-
finite resource and sagacity, verily is
it a cold day when vou get left be-
hind. Forge ahead.”  But, when
theyv had forged 2head, behold! 1t
would not run to eleven little silver
bats, but only to ten little silver bats,
Thereupon the Headmaster, a man
liberal with his cash, caused an
eleventh little bat to be fashioned-~
for the captain of the winning team

HELP!

losson

RESCUED FROM THE WRECKACE

hour in removing the screws from his desk, the first half-hour of the
was occupied in excavating WM. Qlandinois from its ruins!

¥ O’Hara, having
# spent the dinner

i

I

to have and to hold in the manner
aforesaid. And, to single it out from
the others, it was wrought, not of
silver, but of gold. And so it came
to pass that at the time of our story
Trevor was in possession of the litile
gold bat, because Donaldson’s had
won the cup in the previous summer,
and he had captained them—and, in-
cidentally, had scored seventy-five
without a mistake.

- “Well, 'm hanged if I would
trust O’Hara with my bat,” said
Clowes, referring to the silver orna-
ment on his own watch-chain; ““he’s
probably pawned yours in the holi
days. Why did you lend it to him ?”

““His people wanted to see it. [
know him at home, you know. They
asked me to lunch the last day but
one of the holidays, and we got talk-
ing about the bat, because, of course,
if we hadn’t beaten Dexter’s in the
final, O’Hara would have had it him-
self. So I sent it over next day with
a note asking O Hara to bring it
back with him here.” *

“Oh, well, there's a chance, then,
seeing he’s only had it so little time,
that he hasn’t pawned it vet. You'd
better rush off and get it back as soon
as possible. Tt’s no good waiting for
me. [ sha'n’t be ready for weeks.”

“Where's Paget ?”

“Teaing with Donaldson.
he said he was going to.”

“Then I suppose T shall have to go
alone. I hate walking alone.”

“If yow hurry,” said Clowes,
scanning the road from his post of
vantage, “you’ll be able to go with

At least,

vour fascinating pal Ruthven, He's
just gone out.”

Trevor dashed downstairs in his
energetic way, and overtook the

youth referred to.

Clowes brooded over them from
above like a sorrowful and rather dis-
gusted providence. Trevor’s hiking
for Ruthven, who was a Donaldsonite
like - himself, was one of the few
points on which the two had any real
disagreement. Clowes could rot
understand how any person mn his
senses could of his own free will make
an intimate friend of Ruthven.

“Hullo, Trevor,” said Ruthven.

“Come over to the baths,” said
Trevor, “I want to see O’Hara about
something. Or were you going any-
where else ?”

“1 wasn’t going anywhere in par-
ticular. I never know what to do in
term-time. It's deadly dull.”

Trevor could never understand how
anyone could find term-time dull
For  his own part, there always
seemed too much to do in the time.

“You aren’t allowed to play
games ?” he said, remembering some-
thing about a doctor’s certificate In
the past. ._

“No!” said Ruthven. “Thank
goodneas  he added.

Which remark silenced Trevor.
a person who thanked goodness
that he was not allowed to play games
he c¢ould find nothing to say. But
he ceased to wonder how 1t was tha

| Ruthven was dull. |

- gether in silence.

They proceeded to the baths to-
O’Hara, they were

- informed by Dexter’'s fag who met

 repeated the fag obediently;

thern outside the door, was not about.

“When he comes back,” 3zaid
Trevor, “tell him T want him to come
to tea to-morrow directly after school,
and-bring my bat. Don’t forget.”

‘“Come to tea and bring your bat,;’
di 2 '!
right—I won’t forget.”

The 3rd Chapter.
The Mayor’s Statue !

One of the rules that governed the
life of Donough O'Hara, the light-

| hearted descendant of the O'Haras of
| Castle Taterfields, Co. Clare, Ireland,

was ‘“ Never refuse the offer of a free
tea.” So, on receipt—per the
Dexter’s fag reterred to—of Trevor's

t invitation, he scratched one engage-

ment with his mathematical master

| —not wholly uanconnected with the
 working-out of Examples 300 to 206
' in Hall and Knight's Algebra—-post-

. ally

poned another-—with his friend and
Moriarty, of Dexter’s, who
wished to box him in the gymnasium

| —and made his way at a leisurely pace

towards Donaldson’s. He was feeling

| particularly pleased with himself to-

i day, for several reasons.

He had

| begun the day well by scoring bril-

liantly off Dexter across the matu-
tinal rasher and coffee. In morning
school he had been put on to trans-
Jate the one passage which he hap-

' pened to have prepared—the first ten

t formed the morning’s lesson.

lines, 1n fact, of the hundred which
And
in the final' hour of the afternoon
school, which was devoted to French,

| he had discovered and exploited with
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great success an entirely new and
origmal form of ragging. This, he
felt, was the strenuous life; this was

living one’s hfe as one’s life should be

lived.

He met’ Trevor at the gate. As
they were going in® a cairiage and
pair dashed past. Its cargo consisted
of two people, the Headmaster, look-
1ng bored, and a small, dapper man,
with a very red face who looked ex-
cited and was talking volubly. Trevor
and O’Hara. raised their caps as the
chariot swept by, but the salute
passed unnoticed. The Head ap-
peared to be wrapped m thought.

“What’s the Old Man doing in a
carriage, I wonder,” said Trevor,
looking - after them. “Who's that

with him 77 '
O’Hara, “is Sir

“That,” said 18
Eustace Briggs.”

“Who’s Sir Eustace Briggs?'’

O’Hara explained, in a rich brogue,
that Sir FEustace was Mayor of
Wrykyn, a keen politician, and a
hater of the Irish nation, judging by
his letters and speeches.

They went into Trevor’s study.
Clowes was occupying the window in
his usual manner. |
- ““Hallo, O’Hara !” he said. *“There
18 an air of quiet satisfaction about
you that seems to show that you've
been ragging Dexter. Have you?”

“Oh, that was only this morning at
hreakfast. - The best rag was in
French,” replied O’Hara, who then
proceeded to explain 1n  detail the
methods he had employed to embitter
the existence of the hapless Gallic

“exile with whom he had come in con-

tact. It was that gentleman’s custom
to sit on a certain desk while con-
ducting the lesson. This desk
chanced to be O'Hara’s. On the
principle that a man may do what he
likes with his own, he had entered
the room privily in the dinner-hour,
and removed the screws from his
desk, with the result that for the first

half-hour of the lesson the class had

been cccupied 1n  excavating M.
Gandinois from - the ruins. That
gentletnan’s first act on regaining his
equilibrium had been to send O’'Hara
out of the room; and O'Hara, who
had foreseen this emergency, had
spent a very pleasant half-hour in the
passage with some mixed chocolates
and a copy of Mr. Hornung’s *“ Ama-
teur Cracksman.” It was his notion
of a cheerful and instructive French

lesson.

“What were you  talking about
when you came in?” asked Clowes.
“Who’s been slanging Ireland,
O’Hara 7

“The man Briggs.” |
- “What are you going to do about

it?  Aren’t you going to take any
steps ?” .
“Is ‘it steps?”’ asked O'Hara

I3

warmly. ‘““And haven't we-——
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- Armed with brushes and a large
pot of tar, O'MHara and WNoriarty

‘we to do about it?

climbed up on to the Mayor of Wryky n’s statue, and commenced
to tar it from head to foot!

He stopped.

“Well?”

“No. Ye're prefects.” |

“What’s that got to do with it7*

“Ye won't report 1t?”

“1f you want a plug in the eye,
George,” said Clowes, “you’ve only
got to say so, you know. What do you
take us for? Go ahead.”

_ (z’Ha-ra explained that he “did but
jes ‘.JJ
“But really, ye know,” he said

seriously, “ye mustn’t let it go any
further. I shall get sacked if it’s
gﬂur}’g{ out. An’ so will Moriarty,
00 '

“Why?” asked Trevor, looking up
from the tea-pot he was filling.
“What on earth have you been
doing?u

“Wouldn’t it be rather a cheery
idea,” suggested Clowes, “if you
began at the beginning ?”

“Well, yo see,” O’'Ilara began, it
was this way. The first I heard of it
was from Dexter. He was trying to
score off me, as usual, an’ he said,
‘Have ye seen the paper this morn-
ing, O’'Hara? 71 said, no, I had not.
Then he said, ¢ Ah.” he said, ‘ye
should look at it. There’s something
there that ye’ll find interesting.’” 1
said, ° Yes, sir? in me respectful way.
‘Yes,” said he, ‘the Irish members
have been making their customary dis-
turbanees in the House. Why 18 it,
(O’Hara,” he said, ¢ that Irishmen are
always thrusting themselves forward
and making disturbances for the pur-
poses of self-advertisement? ¢ Why.
indeed, sir?’ said I, not knowing what
else to say, and after that the con-
versation ceased.”

“Go on,” said Clowes.

“ After breakfast Moriarty came to
me with a paper, and showed me what
they had been saying about the Irish.
There was a letter from the man
Briggs on the subject. ¢ A very sensi-
ble and temperate letter from
Sir Eustace Briggs,” they called it:
but, bedad, if that was a temperate
letter. I should like to know what an
intemperate one is. Well, we read it
through, and Moriarty said to me.

“Can we let this stay as it is?” And
I said ‘No, we can’t!” *‘Well’
said Moriarty to me, ‘ What are

I should like
to tar and feather the man,” he said.
“We can’t do that,” I said: © but why
not tar and feather his statue?’
S0 we thought we would. Ye know
where the statue is, I suppose? It’s
n ‘chﬁ recreation-ground across the
river.
: “I know that place,” said Clowes.
‘Go on. This is ripping. I alwavs
knew you were pretty mad, .but this
sounds as if it were going to beat all
previous records.”

“Have ye seen the baths this
term,” continued O’Hara, “since they

(Continued on page 323.)
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HERE’S A GREAT YARN BY WALTER EDWARDS !
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Dayton and the sinister Duke!

The 1st Chapter.

FEasy for the Duke !

It was Christmas night. The clock
of St. Jude’s Church had just struck
the hour of mnine, and its deep-
throated chimes were still reverberat-
ing upon the chilly air when a party
of nine men hurried through the
vestibule of the Hotel Majestic.
There were four police officers and
five prisoners, and they were on their
way to the waiting taxi-cabs at the
kerb. ,

The people in the sumptuous lounge
—perfectly-gowned women and well-
groomed men—had followed the little
party with lazy interest as it passed
down the statrcase leading from the
famous Blue Room: and then the

eyes of the women had widened and
the lips of the men had tightened at
the sight of the slim, handcuffed
figure 1n the grip of the grim-faced
msoector.

The captive was quite at ease, gnd
the glance he flashed round at the
silent assembly was both insolent and
contemptuous.

He was in waifer s garb. vel there
was an indefinable something about
his demeanout, a sangfroid about his
easy carriage and the iimperious poise

of his head which stamped him as a |

leader of men.

His features, finely-chiselled and
mask-like, were clean-shaven, and his
smooth skin had a curious
pallor. The Lps were thin and cruel,

yvet the eyes, wide-set and inscrutable, |

were the most remarkable feature of

a remarkable face. l

IVOry I

Reaching the portico, the man
turned and glanced over his shoulder,
and his ‘mocking, valedictory smile
caused more than one person in the
crowded vestibule {o repress an in
voluntary shudder of repulsion. For
the light in the uncanny eyes was
reptilian.

A moment later he was gone, and
a name, which was feared throughout
the world, travelled from lip to Lip:

“The Duke!”

Striding across the broad pavement,
the inspector, with scant ceremony,
bundled his charge into the first taxi,
and the other prisoners and their
escort disappeared into -the remaining
vehicles,

A second later the Duke and his
hirelings were being driven swiftly
in the direction of Bow Street Police
Station. There was no fuss, no sensa-
tion; yet the grim-faced inspector
had brought off the most dramatic
arrest of recent vears, and Scotland
Yard had every reason 4o fee! proud
of its servant. The Duke was as
elusive as a phantom—time and again
he had snapped contemptuous fingers
under the very mnose of the police —
vet even he, genius that he was, kad
been run to earth at last.

Settling himself comfortably 1z his
corner, he closed his eyes, and a
sinister smile flitted across Nis thin”®
lips as he reviewed the events which
had led up to the present situation.

The affair had started with Chelsea
Villa’s Christmas morning game
against Murlem Vale, when he had
attemp’ed to wipe out the
texm. His object was to kill the Hon.
Rollo Dayton, and the fact that the
other plavers would perish with the
famous amateur did not cause him to
stay his hand. Human life meant

~dressing-room, which but a moment

|

whole |

nothing to him, even though that life |
might be his own. It had been his
boast that he would never be cap-
tured ahlive, yet

The taxi swept round a corner, and |
the slanting rays of an arc lamp fell
upon his manacled hands.

Using bombs for his terrible pur- |
pose, he did no more than wreck the

before had been occupied by the foot-
ballers. Reollo and his friends e:caped
by a miracle. |

Learning of the failure, the Duke |
had merely shrugged his choulders
and evolved another scheme.

It came to his cars that the Rarl of |
Stranbrooke, Rolio’s father,

eleven to a little dinner that evening,
so he laid hiz plans with his usual
skill.

The team had to leave for the
North by the mitlnight train, having
a Boxing Dayv fixture against Bridge-
town Rovers.

Christmas night found the Bloe
Room at the Majestic ringing wiln
cheery chatter and laughter, for the
ILarl proved to be an ideal host, and
had been reacherl
hurled his bomb-

the coffee stage
before the Duke
shell.

A master of disguise, he revealed
himself as the ancient head-waiter
who ‘had supervised the meal, whilst
the other ‘“waiters” exchanged thesy

napkins for vicious-looking auto-
matics,
The Jdiners found themselves
covered.

The Duke warned Rollo and the
others against the slightest show of |
resistance, afterwards mentioning
casually that every dish had been
“doctored” with a tasteless poison.
Their death would follow 1n a matter
of hours.

The players were dumbstruck, and
Giles. the burly custodian, toppled to |
the floor m a heap. Some of the
other fellows were also upon the verge
of collapse for they knew the Duke
to be capable of any villainy, no
matter how diabolical or cold-blooded.

Rollo Dayton, however, was made '
of sterner stuff, and he reasoned that
if the Duke spoke the truth, if he
really had signed their death-war
rants, the best thing they could do
was to die fighting.

Rollo was that type of youngster.

So he rallied the players and leapt
straicht at his enemy, and so tn-
expected and fierce was the attack
that the bogus waiters were overcome
and disarmed before they could do
any damage.

Furthermore, the hirelings, who
proved to be a spineless erowd after
the rough handling they received,
whined for mercy and confessed that
there was no truth in the tasteless
poison story. The Duke had a strange
sense of humour.

There came a further surprise, for
the door was suddenly jerked open
and the grim-faced inspector and his
men marched into the room. The
management, it seemed, had heard
sounds of a violent struggle, and had
telephoned for police assistance.

The inspector’s eyes had opened
wide when he saw the state of wild
disorder, the overturned chairs, the
broken glasses, and the prostrate

waiters; but Rollo Dayton quick]yi

explained the position.

this Enthralling

was |
going to entertain the Chelsea Villa ;

Yarn, feaiuring Rollo

& A L g SR )

stery

It was some time before the in-
spector could believe that the much-
wanted Duke had really fallen into
his hands, for any member of the
Force would have given « year of his
life to have had such luck. The cap-
ture meant certain promotion.

Using special handcuffs and taking
no chances, the grim-faced officer
had jammed a revolver into the
Duke's ribs ard led him out of the
Blue Room and down the broad stair-
case, where the dramatic appearance
ot the notoricus criminal had caused
a stir.

The scene passed through the
Duke’s brain as he remained still and
supine in the corner of the {axi, and
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TREAGHERY !

police officer.

extending

he was still smiling as he opened his

eves and glanced across at his tight-
lipped ecaptor.

The fact that he was a prisoner at
last did not seem to perturb him in
the least. He was no more than
amused,

Then the smile died, and his voice
was harsh and commanding when he
spoke.

“Burchell 17

The man 1n uniform sat up, alext,
respectiul.

“Yes, chief?”

“Remove these things!”

The c¢riminal extended his slim,
muscular wrists, and the bogus
police-officer unlocked the steel hand-
cuffs with professional dexterity.
The Duke nodded and settled himseli
once again.

“Poor, credulous fools he mur-
mured dreamily, well pleased with
the simple manner in which he had
tricked Rollo Davton and the other
members of the Chelsea Villa Club.

T!l,'i

THE BOYS® FRIEND

‘““ Remove these things!' snapped the Duke,
his manacled hands to the hogus
T.he accomplice unlocked the steel
the criminal nodded and settiled himself once again !

Duke.

The 2nd Chapiler,
Going North !

Meamghile, Rollo and the others,
cquite oblivious of the clever manner
in which the Duke had made his
escape, were congnatulating them-
selves 1n the Blue Room of the
Maaestic. -

Not for one moment did they
dream that the Duke, who had the
manager of the hotel in his power,
had timed his dramatic get-away to
the second. Taking no risks—he had
learnt not to do so when dealing with
the Hon. Roile Dayton—he had
stationed Burchell and his other hire-
lings outside the door of the Blue
Room, and Burchell, acting upon in-
structions, had carried out his part of
the affair in masterly fashion.

The plan was simplicity itself, and
in its very simplicity lay its success.

Rollo, who was polishing his gold-
rimmed monocle with a silk handker-
chief he -had surreptitiously taken
from Dr. Dagnall’s pocket, cast his
mild blue eyes round the lofty room.

“Well, old eggs,” he said in his
lazy drawl, “that was a priceless
Little ‘mill > whilst it lasted!” He
glanced down at his bruised knuckles.
“1 fear I was rather rough with the
Still, he shouldn’t have put
his fat head in the way of my fist—
what ?”’

“*There’'s one thing about it, old
man,’”’ put mm Daggers, the Harley
Street specialist, “we’re certainly
having a nice quiet Christmas Per-
haps we shall get a little peace in
Bridgetown, especially as our old
friend is under lock and key!”

“We've nothing to worry about,
old egg,” returned the fair-haired
amateur, with conviction m  his
mellow volce. ““ What's more, we
stand more than a sporting chance
of bagging both points against the
Rovers.  Thay've scarcely got one
forward worth the name.”

“Em b o VM not, 8o
began Crispin dubiously.

72

sure

handcuffs, and

And a
through the room.

The speaker was Hercules Samson,
the diminutive outside-right, and the
eyes behind the horn-rimmed glasses

deep ~bass voice

blazed scornfully he addressed
imimself to Crispin.

“That you should even contem-
plate the bare possibility of defeat
passes my comprehension, my dear
sir,”” he cried, “ for have vou not the
assistance of the world’s greatest
winger, the football genius of the
age? 1 refer to myself!”

Crispin nodded his tousled head. -

“Well, there 1s that to 1t, Sammy,”
he agreed. “Stll, accidents will
happen.” ’ |

MUPIS | se. ) réthivnied
“But. gentlemen, we shall win

The quaint little fellow struck his
narrow chest a resounding blow as
he made the statement, and the room
rang with laughter.

The conversation became general
after this, and i1t was about half-past

S

FHercules.

]!'!'

rang
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eleven when the players, well pleased
with themselves, collected their hats

and coats and prepared for their
journey to the terminus.
Special arrangements had been

made for their reception at Bridge-
town, rooms having been booked at
the Station Hotel. Reaching their
destination at about gix o’clock, they
were to have breakfast, and then rest
until 1t was time for them to leave
for the football ground. |

They were decorated with coloured
streamers and paper caps as they
passed through the thronged vesti-
bule, and 1t was 1n this manner that
they piled into the taxicabs and were
driven stationwards, shouts of good
will following 1in their wake.

“Good lad, Dayton!” cried a some-
what festive-looking gentleman whose
dress tie had straved under his right
ear. ‘‘Play a straight bat, old man,
and don’t forget to chalk your cue.
Great game! Great game! I adore
Ludo!” |

The remark did not reach Rollo,
for his companions—Daggers, Storm,
and Perne—were making the air
hideous with a combined vocal effort
which ran to quantity rather than
quality. '-

The footballers reached the {er-
minus in good time and made for
their reserved sleeping saloon; aud
ten minutes later the express was
gliding over the smooth rails on 1ts
long journey through the night.

““ Nighty, night, old eggs!’’ sang .

out Rollo, as he snuggled down in
his bunk. ¢ Pleasant dreams!™ "
“Same to you!” growled Giles,

who could have kicked himself for

having fainted in the Blue Room.
“Only a size larger!”’ _ '_
“T wonder how the Duke likes his

little wooden plank?” chuckled Dag-

TOrs.

The others also wondered, but their
wonderment would have turned to .

amazement could they have known
that the criminal was already on his
way to DBridgetown, travelling by
road.

“ s

The 3rd Chapter,
By Whose Hand?

Dan Marney, mine host of'@ the
Station Hotel, was beaming as he
welcomed the Chelsea Villa players.

“(Glad to see you, boys!” he cried,
his eyes twinkling with good humour.
“Walk right m!"”  Having _ex-
changed hearty grips, he showed them
into a spacious sitting-room. The
place was comfortable and homely,
and a cheery log fire wasg blazing 1n
the Opet grotao, ol R PORG },'l'nl‘l'ﬁ
ready for a bite of somathing 7"

“A bite?” growled Giles, wlipping
out of his greatcoat. “I'm hungry
enough to eat you, Dan!” :

Mine host gave a frightened yell
and scuttled from the room, to be
followed by the laughing players who
had suddenly discovered that they
were ravenous. ‘ .

Three or four minutes passed, and
then the door of the sitting-room
opened, to admit a man who had
arrived during the mnight and: had
been accommodated with a bed. IHe
halted upon the threshold for come
seconds and listened intently, after-
wards closing the door and turning
the key in the lock. |

The man was the Duke. |

Teaving the Hotel Majestic in the
company of the . bogus police-
inspector, he had been driven.to one
of his criminal haunts in Soho, wheyo
he had quickly changed into a suit
of tweed and a thick overcoat.
Then, upon the stroke of tem, his
powerful touring car had picked him
up at Tottenham Court Road and had
whirled him northwards at a speed
which would have made the average
man blanch. 19

Moving swiftly, and making
scarcely a sound, the criminal turned
his attention to the footballers’ bags,
opening one after the other with a
skeleton key; and in less than a
quarter of an hour his dastardly work
was finished and he had vanished as
noiselessly as he had come, leaving
no visible trace of his wvisit. it

The players, having made a hearty
breakfast, spent the remainder of the
morning etther resting or playing
billiards. and when, after lunch, they
set off for the football ground they

looked none the worse for thewr mild

dissipation of the previous night.

It was a perfect afternoon for a
came, cold and bright, and all roads
seemed to lead to the Rovers’ com
pact enclosure. | ‘

The holiday spirit was still abread;
and this, coupled with the important
fixture against the ‘famous Cup-
holders, put everybody in a cheerful
frame of mind |

The turnstiles had been clicking
merrily for well over an hour when
the Londoners passed through the

' School Story of Harry Wharton & Co., and a Gripping Detective Yarn in this week’s ‘ Magnet *’ Library !
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- Imanager rather excitedly.
. !
one, two, three——

. his  triumphant )
“What did I tell you?” he demanded.

dares to insult the world’s

_ I)H'.

6/1/23

~_players’ entrance and met McDufl,
. the Bridgetown manager, who con-
“ducted them to their dressing-room.

He waved his hand round the well-

appointed apartment.

**I think you’ll find everything you

_require,’” he said hospitably. “ Any-
_way, Just say the word——" A little
. puzzled frown puckered his brow.

. By the way, where’s the eleventh
man

53

" Lewis, the Chelsea Villa skipper,

looked surprised.

“What do you mean?” he asked.

“We're all here!l”

“But you're not!” protested the
b rI_ThE’,re'H
ile pointed to
cach player in tufn and then fixed
caze upon Lewis.

“But you’ve forgotten our right

“winger, Samson,” put in Rollo Day-
~1on,

n, with a smile. He nodded to-
wards the little fellow as he said the
words, and McDuff, following his

glance, almost gasped.

“ Wh-what !” he exploded, his eyes

~goggling with surprise. “Do you
_- l'nehan- to say Why, I thought

that was your mascot!”
Hercules Samson certainly looked

somewhat quaint, for he was arrayed

His fancy

in his usual original style.

‘had run to a vivid kilt on the present

.oceasion, a scanty garment which
showed off his knobbly knees and
. pipestem legs to advantage. Iis

spare body was encased 1 a natty

‘little jacket, and upon his birdlike

head was a bonnet which threatened

.to slip past his ears and smother him.

He was standing stiffly in his enor-
mous brogues, gazing up at the

flabbergasted MeDuff through his

_horn-rimmed glasses.

“Who is this impertinent jacka.

napes. sir?” he thundered, appealing
R el

John YVaughan, the Villa
“Who 1s the person who
greatest
avinger, sir?” He shook a skinny
fist under MecDuft’s nose; he could
just reach that ornamental organ.

“1 will thrash you within an inch
of your life! I am a raging lion!
1 will show no merey!”

MeDuff, who towered above the
wild-eyed little fellow, ran bewildered
fingers through his hair, not knowing
what to make of matters.

“1 think it 1s only right that you
should apologise to my friend.

Big

manager.

Hercules Samson. McDuff,”” drawled

Rollo Dayton. “I warn you! He’s
been known to destrov a tram ticket
in his terrible wrath !’ |

The diminutive winger gave another
bellow and swung round upon the
speaker.

“You, also, Dayton,” he eried, his-

eyes flashing. ““ You shall be thrashed
as well! I avill break every bone in
5

your body ! | !
He advanced upon the fair-harred

ciant with clenched fists, and Rollo,

letting out a frightened yell. swung
DNaggers off the floor and held him in
his arms.

““Nunno, Herky, not that!” he
begged, 1 stagy accents. ‘‘You
would 'not strike a child with its

father in its arms!”

Py ! »

['he dressing-room echoed with a
great roar of laughter, and the merri-
ment was at its height when the door
was swung open and the referee
looked 1n.

A grin overspread his homely
features as he caught sight of
Hercules.

“CUrikey! Look what’s dropped oft
the Christmas-tree——"" he began;
and then he fled, with the infuriated
little winger in hot pursuit. Hercules
came up with his man on the baleony

-

of the clubhouse, and the kick he.

aimed at the fellow’s coat tails was
powerful and well placed, causing the
recipient to fly through the air and
land. on his hands and knees.

Hercules, standing with
arms, olared down at the referee and
snorted; then, turning majestically,
he strode back to the dressing-room.
to find his team mates in the act of
changing.

McDuft made himself scarce, and
the winger, noting the fact, gave a
wolr smile. '

“The thrashing can wait!” he
murmured, beginning to disrebe.
The other players grinned, but

nincle no comment, knowing that even
an innocent remark might cause a
further conflagration.

The conversation turned upon the
forthcoming game, until Giles' stri-
dent voice rang through the dressing-
1'001), |

“H'm!” he growled, staring into
his bag., * Very funny, 1 don’t fink !
Ile roised his blazing eyes and glared
round nt the astonished faces. *“Come
Out with it! ‘Who's done 1it?
Who's the funny bloke ?” -

T'he Ton. Rollo Dayton jammed his
monocle mto position, and regardad

folded

Every Monday

| late.

!

Publishad

the goalkeeper with a tixed stare.

. ““What is th: matter, mv gentie
idiot?? he asked patiently; and,
before Giles could trame a reply,
Crispin ripped oul a yelt which

brought every eye in his direction.

He held up a jersey which had been
cut to ribbons. -

“*Who the dickens did this?" hne
shouted wildly, scarcely able to articu-
“I'll skin the blhighter alive !”

“And this?” yelled Terle, bringing
a bundle of rags to light. “T'heso
were my knickers and jersey !V

“And look at my boots!” bhlazed
Storm, hurling his mutilated feot-
wear across the room, and just miss-
ing Samson's head, . *“They're ripped
to bits!”

“What about mine, then?”

““And mine?”

“Kvery blessed thing has been
hacked to ribbons! Who the blazes
¥

b

hag—-—- |
A chorus of indignant voices rever-
berated through the dressing-rooin,

| but the din died down when Rolls

called for silence,

He was gazing somewhatl ruefully
at the pile of useless rubbish which
had been his footer rig.

‘“Flave any of you got anything in-
tact?”’ he asked, witn a grun smile;
and proof that the wanton destruc-
tion had been carried out thoroughly

| was soon established.

Nothing had been spared. The act
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THE BOYS’ FRIEND

“Sort 'em out for yourselves,” he
said briskly. *“They’re supposed to
be white knickers and blue jerseys—
MeceDuft says so. You can see that
they aren’t exactly 1n thewr first filush
of youth, but they’ll have to do. The
crowd 18 shouting its little head off !’

“But what about boots?”’ asked
Storm, glancing down at his light
walking shoes. “I'm a full-back,
y'know, and I shall smash my httie
tootsies 1f- =
__-;-«lHHHlHHIIHl|Ii'Iill,llHIHIIHIIIHIIIIHHHmmmlﬂg

GREAT TREAT MNEXT WEEK!
A magnificent 12,000-

word story. by

SIDNEY DREW !

U B R R T B
“I'm afraid I can’t help you, oid

man,” put in McDuft. * Nearly ail

the spare boots are being repaired.”

Storm groaned.

“Thank goodness, I didn’t come 1in
dancing pumps!” he muttered, join-
ing in the scramble round the heap of
footer 1ig.

The Londoners dressed in record
time, and they looked a very scratch
lot by the time they were ready to
take the field.
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Kach man seemed to
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Twopence

knees, = The fact did not appear to
worry him much, however, and he
was as self-possessed as usual when

hia strutted on to the lield 1nme-
diately behind his skipper.
The crowd, good-natured  and

cheerful, gave the visilors a rousing
reception, but i1t did not refra:a from

-making a few personal remarks about

their appearance.

Lewis slammed the ball towards
the open goal, but the referee allowod
but a second or so to pass before he
whistled the respective captains to
the centre,

Jenson, the home skipper, called
correctly, and decided to "take ad-
vantage of the shight breeze. There
was very little 1n it, etther way.

The official programme gave
teams as tollows.

the

Bridgetown Rovers (Black-and-
white jerseys, white knickers):

Black: Doone, Jenson (Capt.);
Booth, Dane, Cork:; Henson, Dnrill,
Mason, Slade, Horner.

(Chelsea Villa:

(xiles; Storm, Gideon ; Perne, Liewis
W. (Capt.), Crispin; Terle, Britton,
Dayton, R., Dagnall, ¥. G., Samson.

The whistle shrilled, and Rolio
touched the ball to Britton, who
shouldered Drill away, and made

ground, eventually passing to Terle
when he was being hard-pressed by

Booth and Dane.
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FGR Rgilﬂ i Rollo Dayton’s fist struck the point of the jaw with an eminous BEIEI{,
= and the figure was lifted clean out of the chair. It flew thraough
the air and fell in a heap on the floor. * A—a dummy !’ gasped Rollo, staring at what he had supposed
to be the Duke Ly ‘
have chosen the wrong gapyment—it The Londoners’ left-winger, who

had been callous and deliberate.

“But who would sink to such a
low-down trick?”
nall helplessly.””
the business.

4 rag b E:J g

“1t’s the sort of dirty business one
might expect from the Duke; but he's
tucked away in his little cell.” put in
Crispin, forcing a grin. ‘Of course,
some of his satellites ”

A roar of voices welled up from
the enclosure.  Bridgetown Rovers
had taken the field.

“Up, the Rovers!”

“Set ’em alight, lads!”

“Now, then, Chelsea !”

“Let’s hear from you!”

Lowis, the Villa skipper, looked
across at Rollo Dayton,

“What's going to happen now ?” he
asked. '

And

“There’s no point in
It 1sn't even a decent

at that moment the door

~opened and the referee hurried into

the room.,

“Now then, hurry up, you chaps,
the ” he bhegan, when the words
froze upon his lips, and he looked
round’ at the Londoners in blank
astonishment.

The 4th -Ohapten
The Villa Ore Up !

Something had to be done, and
quickly. L

Rollo explained the facts to the
referee, who dashed away without a
word, to return, imn a minufe or so,
with Mc¢Duft and & bundle of cioth-

111

e

£. |
He threw the bundle to the floor.

The best New Year’s Gift for All Boys and Girls is the 1923 “ HOLIDAY ANNUAL *’ !

demanded Dr. Dag-

| MNo. 650.

being either too large or too small—
but there was mno time to adjust
Imnatters. |

“Now then, Villa!” roared the
crowd. | '

“*Wake up, Chelsea!”

Hercules Samson, of course, had
picked upon a jersey which would
have fitted Rollo Dayton to perfec-
tion - it reached to the little winger’s

and Sports
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was wearing o pair of patent-leather
shoes, scarcely seemed to touch the
ground as he sped.down the line, and

the polished manner in which he pro-

ceeded to walk round Doone brought
wild shouts of admiration from all
sicdles of the ground. : |

And all the while he was workin
his way towards the centre, for he
guessed that to slam a pass acrossg
from the corner-flag would prove fatal
to the life of his light shoes.

Doone, who was beaten again and
again, began to lose his head, and
the mild jokes and caustic remarks
which reached his ears did anything
but improve his temper.

“At him, Joe!” shouted a plan-
tive voice. “He’s all over yer!”

“You’'ll never stop him like that,
Doone!” roared another spectator.
“PBite him, lad!” |

Thoroughly roused by the taunts,
the big back rushed at Terle with
the ferocity of a mad bull; and once
more the agile winger eluded him,
swept forward, and tried a slanting
shot at goal.

There was mnot a great deal of
power behind the kiek, but the ball
swirled angd swerved like a mad
thing. Black’s strong hands sought
to grasp it, but it refused to be held,
spinning in his fingers as though
charged with life,

The goalkeeper fumbled; a rush
was made for him, he lost his head.
Then, when all seemed lost, he
hugged the ball to his chest, clasping
it in his right hand.

321

Rollo and the other forwards were
on top of him by this time. He had
to clear; there was no time to' kick.

Back swung his long arm, and—-

Pheep! e

He had taken the leather over the
line. Chelsea Villa was one goal up!

The home plavers looked anything
but nleased with life as they lined uf»
for the resumption of play, though
it 1s to their credit that they did no
more ' than sympathise’ with ‘therr
custodian in his misfortune.

Mason, a stocky hittle fellow with
a pugnaclous appearance, passed to
his left-hand partner and set off to-
ward the Villa goal: and Slade,
tricking " Daggers, pushed the ball
along to him. .

‘The centre-forward was not par-
ticularly clever, bhut he had a hard.
bustling method which as often: as
ot took him straight throuch the
enemy defence.

Hard as nails, and strong as an ox,
he was willing to give and receive
powerful charges, and it was usually
the other man who came off second
best. :

l.oewis tackled him snd was sent
spinning for his irouble., and then
Crispin  and Perne arrived to try
conclusions,

Barging forward like a baby tank,
Mason used his enormous shoulders
with deadly effect. and. trv as they
would. the half-baecls could not get
their feet to the ball.

=till the stocky fignre forged ahead,
with the Villa plavers swarming
rounid him like so mwany whippets
round a mastiff and 1t was at this
stage that the burly Storm ambled
into action, | -

The Villa’s right-back was about
as gentle as an elophant, vet his
mightv charge. which v=« calenlated
to shift » brick wall, did not kneck
Mason off the ball. Instead, Storm
sucereded In Jarring every nerve in
his bodv, and Pv {he time he had
recovered from the shock Mason had
almost shattered the erassbar with a
terrifiic shot.

The ball - rebounded into  play,
shooting across at an angle, and a
mighty wvell broke from the thou-
sands of spectators when they saw the
orotesque figure of Flercnles Samson

pounce unon it, swing round, and
tear offt down the hine with that
graceful kangaroo action which so

delichted the foatball “fans ” down
Chelsea way ! |

e e TET I

Dayton Means Business !

Hercules Samson’s birdlike features
were quite serene as he sailed along
the line to the thunder of encourag-
mg shouts; but the ground seemed
to rock when, instead of beating
Cork in the orthodox manner, he took
a flying lecan over that astonished
individual’s head. |

The amazing feat was new to the
Bridgetown crowd, and it the
cdiminutive Hercules was out to make
an impression, he certainly succeeded
in doing so. | |

His name was upon every lip.

“Up, Bamson!”’ "

“TLet’s have one, boy

“What a lad!” '

The winger was alinost on top of
the corner-flag by this time, and in
Jenson, the home skipper, he found

22
!

himself up against a very hard pro-

position. Jenson was by way of
being a veteran, but what he did not
know about defensive nlay could have
been inscribed unon a pin-head. He
had not becen capped five times for
nothing. | |

(Cool and confident. he trotted out
to meet Hercules, who stopned dead
i his stride and stored at the back
as though he were a ghost. Jenson
also came to a standstill. his ‘broad
brow puckered, wondering what was
AMmIss. | _

Then Hercules shot out a skinny

Ainger and pointed straieht at the
back’s chest, and Jenson glanced
| down.

Something whizzed past him, It
was Hercules.

On went the winger, his features
still masklike and serenc, and, having
beaten Doone with ease, he pre-
pared for a shot. Black did not
hesitate, but rushed out, thus re-
ducing Samson’s chance of scoring
to a minimumn. ,
The winger did not attempt to
shoot, however, but back-heeled, and
Rollo Davton, who was following
him up, took a flving kick, sending
the leather flashing under the bar.
It was a svlendid movement., and
Daggers  and the other players
swarmed round Rollo and Hercules,
thumping them and ringing their
hands. i
“Hold on, you asses!” begged the
fair-haired  amateur  breathlessly.
“Tt was Herkv's eoal. after all ™
(Continued overleaf.)
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“Pardon me, your goal, my dear

sir1”? cried the winger, in rumbling
kindly"

tones. “ Fr—Dr. Dagnall,
refrain from such violence! You
would scarcely wish me tc thrash you
before this crowd!”

The spectators were still exercising

their leathern lungs, but the little

winger took not the slightest notice
of the ovation as he strutted across
to the touchline.

Mason and Slade, working like a

well-oiled machine. tried time and
again to pierce the Villa defence by
sheer force, but Storm and (ideon
- had taken their measure.
- Tireless, grim-faced and deter-
mined, the two forwards stuck to
their task in a manner which brought
round after round of cheers from the
crowd : and when, five minutes from
half-time, Mason succeeded in -beatb-
ing Giles with a shot which the cus
todian did not even see the volume
of riotous sound which rose from all
gides was heard all over the town.

“Goal 1"’

That one magic word burst from
pvery lip—it was a vocal explosion
—and Mason was grabbed by his
delichted club-mates, hoisted shoul-
der-high, and rushed down the field.

It was a great moment.

No more goals were scored that
half. but the Rovers had every hope
of equalising during the last forty-
five minutes of play.

The Londoners found McDuff, the
‘home team’s manager, wailting for
them in the dressing-room. He
looked both angry and puzzled.
There was something  very
‘black scow! upon his heavy features

“Hail, old egg!”  cried Rollo
Dayton cheerily. “ Why the beaming
smile ?”

MecDuff snorted, _

“T've heen thinking a {.ifﬂd bit
about this rotten trick.” he said,
nodding towards the heap of muty

lated rubbish which had been jerseys, .

knickers, and boots. “ You surely

know some scoundrel who is capable
of such a low-down thing ?*’

. Your waitor 1§ always pisaseu 10 Near irom iilgé reauvers upon any sSuo;ec
Editor, * Boys® Friend,”” The Fleetway House,
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| THE MASTER-STROKE!

g By WALTER EDWARDS, i
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' shoot an mquiring glance in his
direction.
“Eh? What’'s that?”  asked

e “l. !II -'l- m m‘h -l

o T R e e

Rollo nodded.

“We certainly do, old son,” he
answered. *‘ But that person happens
to be in prison at the moment. He’s
a bright particular pal of mine—"

“You mean the Duke?”
McDuft eagerly.

“1 do,” returned the amateur.
“We saw him nabbed last night at
the Majestic.”

He touched briefly upon the scene
in the Blue Room.

“Yet we've heard nothing about
it,” remarked the Rovers’ manager
in a volce which made the players

put 1n

Daggers, who was washing his hands.
“What are you driving at, Mac?”

“This,” answered McDuff. *“It
looks to me as though you have been
led up the garden once again, for had
the Duke—the most notorious
criminal in the world--been nabbed in
a fashionable hotel, the news would
have been all over the country by
now. What’s more, you would have
been called upon to go to the police-
station to charge the Duke and the
other fellows! I wouldn’t mund
betting thit your friend was snatched
away from under your classic nose!
And that. Dayton, is that!”

The players were looking at each
other 1n wide-eyed bewiiderment.
They did not know what to think.
Moreover, they had an unpleasant

feeling that the astute manager
might be right in bis surmise.
Rollo Dayton looked unusualily

grave as he ran his hand over his
smooth hair.
“H’m, so you think the Duke 1s at
large, and that he is responsible for
this dirty business ?” he asked.
“1 do!” returned McDuff. with
conviction
“Then in that case,” cried Rollo,
his eyes flashing, ‘the tricky little

beast must be in Bridgetown at this

very moment, for the only possible
chance he had of monkeying with our
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Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

A HAPPY NEW YEAR,

My chums know what 1 am wishing
them one and all at this opening of the
New Year of 1923. 1 hope it will prcve
" a better, brighter, and happier year than
any yet; that clouds will speed up m
their rolling-by manceuvres, and that the
worries which will come as we framp on
. .down the route, may be swept away.
There's plenty of fine work to be done
in this New Year. Let’s get to it, and
make of 1928 a record, so that when iis
$urn comes to glide off the scene, it may
'be remembered as the year of good per-
formance and magnificent tries.

CREAT NTWS,
W . 4
¥our next week the programme of stories
in the “ Boys’ Friend ” is absolutely second
to none. Ta start with, there will be a
superb yarn of Rookwood School, by Mr.
Owen Conquest. This tale is another

conquest for him.
over past triumphs

¢« RUN TDO EARTH ! Y
e e R R O S VA T BN
That's the title of the coming story.

Of course, it brings in al the Lest known
favourites of the school.

The author has scored

|

 stunt of his.

Jimmy Silver

is all there, and so-is Mornington. i

doubt if Mornington ever stood higher
in popular estimation than now. Life is
211 ebb and flow, ups and downs
Mornington has had a bit moere than *his

share. But he has acted as a true sports-.

man all through. There is always some-
thing particularly displeasing about the

fellow who takes the smnqth with a.
grunt of satisfacticn ana whines no end

when it comes to the rough. -
TRUE BLUE. -

_HWW

Mornington does play the game. He
has a temper, but, as a rule, it is well
in leash, and who would give twopence
faor a chap who had not got, the spitit
in him to be angry when there was call

Would you like another story of Alpha Always ? Let your Editor know, there’s a good chap/

for resentment? The mere way in which
Morninegton took the blow at his former
prosperity showed him for what he is—
true blue. It is not the cowl which
makes the monk, nor the money that
makes a man: even ii to the right kind
of fellow money permits an extra notable
part to be played. Now Moruington did
rather well in that bootblacking, dramatic
He is as clever as he can
be, though not as clever as Uncle James.

Stitl, next week’s yarn, with its thrilling |

mystery element, is mnot al. about
Maornington. You will say it shows Mr.
Owen Conquest in good form. The cele-

hrated writer shows us each week what |

an inexhaustible mine of interest Rook-
wood 1I8.

T+ AT REVMIINDS ME,

Talking about school stories, 1 doubt

it any recent series has had a bigger

‘reception than that accorded Mr Wode-

house. The stories from his pen have
simply swept their way iInto success.
"And whe ecan be surprised? They are
marvels of clear thinking, humour, human
nature, and brilliancy
WODSHOUSE THE WONDER.
Somehow one is always safe with
“P G.»* Wodehouse draws his characters
with perfect naturalpess. You are sure
to have met jolly shrewd fellows like
Pillingshot, and as for Scott, the languid
prefect, with his muffins and his nice taste
in mysteries, why, he is a cut direct

from life. Mr. Wodehouse 1is always
happy in his smart delineations of
character. There is seldom {found such

adroit portraiture. |
“ BOYS FRIEND ¥ SUCCESSES.

If you spot some of the more famous
stories either of the past or of the fiying
day, you can see in a flash that it is the
magic touch that does the trick. That's
where art comes Iin—the

that——"
“Well 2 smiled McDufE.
“We'll find the Duke, even though

we have to search every house in the

town "’

The 6th Chapter,
The Duke &cores !

The Chelsea Villa players, for once
in a way, were not sorry when the

“final whistle blew

‘l
i

The home side had started the
second half in great style, sweeping
down the field and carrying all before
them ; and in Storm and Gideon they
again found themselves up against a
brick wall.

Time after time the stalwart backs
broke up the attack, and after a
quarter of an hour of strenuous effort
Mason and the other forwards showed
signs of being tired. Their pace
slackened, they lost their dash.

The Londoners, however, continued
to play their usual sound game; and
it was not long before Rollo, Daggers,
and Hercules were continually in the
picture, and their clever passing
movements brought shouts of appre-
ciation from the delighted crowd.
Twenty minutes ticked away with-
out either side notching a goal, and
then the Villa scored three in as many
minutes, Black being beaten once by
Rollo and twice by Dagnall in quick
SUCCESSICH.

There followed a period of ding

dong play, the home side contenting
itself with playing for safety.

Yet Hercules was not to be denied.

That he was a football genius was
undeniable, and his two goals—scored
in the last five minutes of play—will
never be forgotten by those who saw
his amazing performance.
The Villa players tubbed and
dressed without the waste of a second,
and in less than half an hour from the
shrilling of the final whistle they
were gathered in the sitting-room of
the Railway Hotel.
Dan Marney was there, a worried
expression upon his ruddy features.
“But it couldn’t possibly have hap-
pened here, he

Dayton !”  was ex-
postulating, his forehead moist. *‘No

stranger can get in here without ring-
ing the bell; and, anyway, you
weren't at breakfast for more than
half an hour.”

reliable Ars celare artem-—the art that

conceals art. That means being just true
to nature.

“ BPY ORDER OF THE LEAQUE!'®

Another instalment of a really great
story from the pen of Mr. Wodehouse,
forms® onc of the principal items of
to-day’s bill of fare. A public-school
story of the kind which made Mr. Wode-
house world-famouns, it has a strong Rugby
foothall interest, with an intriguing
mystery running all through it—the
mystery of the Secret League, which
exerts such a sinister influence in the
school. 1 am expecting this story to
make quite a furore, from the reception
which my chums have already given to
Mr Wodehouse's charming short
“completes.” “By Order of the
League,” is P. G. Wodehouse 2t his best
21l through, and that is saying something

indeed. No other weekly paper in exis-

tence can claim this star author as a
contributor, while the quality of the
stories now appearing in the “Boys'
Friend * is far above anything obtainable
elsewhere. As soon as you Lave read this
fine issue through, you will realise that
his is s0.

s R E A D g

what your Editor
has to say about

coming attractions!
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DAYTON, THE INDOMITABLE,

Rollo has had rome rough houses. His
bad times have been innumerable, and he
is not by any means out of the wood yet.
Next week’s tale from the prolific pen
of Walter Edwards, is chockful of
cunning. The art and craft of the Duke
have not run out of stock, as it were, and
the story next Monday will be reckoned
a fair treat for address and well-con-
structed drama.

¢ THE FIRST ROUND ! ¥
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That description puts things in a nut-
shell. Walter Edwards goes plumb for
the things that matter. The narrative of
the fight for the footer cup is as dashing
a bit of writing as anybody need wish for.
I know it is not necessary for me to say
4 lot about Walter Edwards He speaks
for himself. He is a master oi what he
writes, and he shows good judgment ip
giving that unprincipled rogue, the Duke,
a good run for his money. '

SOMETHING SPFCIAL,
It is a bit far down in Chat to start a

W

TG

THE BOYS® FRIEND

(;lcsthes was while we were at break-
ast !”’ .
| “That’s so,” put in three or four
|} voices.
“Right!” snapped Rollo briskly.
“We’ll finish the game, and after

m.-'_r z i e e e PSS TR B S SRS e

i

““ How many people are there stay-
ing here?” asked Rollo quietly.

Marney gave a short laugh.

“That’s just 1t!” he exclaimed
triumphantly. “We're empty.
There’s nobody-—"" He pursed his
lips and looked wuneasy. ‘“H’m,
there’s certainly one gentleman. He
turned up late—car broke down on
the road. Nice fellow.”

The fair-haired amateur shot an
excited glance at Daggers, '

“D scrive him, will you, Dan?” he
asked eagerly, ““This i1s really im-
portant !”

‘Mine host ran his fingers through
his scanty locks.

- “H’m, 1 don’t know as I took much |

notice of him, Dayton,” he confessed
slowly. “‘It certainly struck me that
he didn’t look the picture of health.
Sallow complexion, y’know-——"’

“Clean-shaven?” put in Rollo
briskly. * “Good features? Queer
eyes ? Pleasant voice—almost a
purr ?”’ |

Dan Marney nodded.
“That would be the feller,” he

agreed. “‘But you don’t suspect him
of this rotten, low-down trick, do
you?”

Rollo Dayton nodded his fair head.

“Is this beauty still in the hotel ?”
he asked

“He 1s, ’ answered Marney, a wave
of hot blood manthing his face, “and
if there’s going to be any scrappin’,
'l make one! 'The despicable
hound !”’

“We've got to go about this 10b
very carefully, Dan,” declared Rollo,
gravely “He’s a tricky customer
but we’re not going to take any
chances this time! Where is he ?”

““1 saw him about twenty minutes
ago,” returned Marney, “in his
room. The door was slightly open,
and he was sitting i the armchair
before the fire.”

Excitement was glinting in Rollo
Dayton’s blue eyes.

“Lead the way, old man,” he said,
lowering his voice, “and don’t make
a sound! You fellows had betier
walit here for a few seconds’; we don’t
want to waken him!” \

Treading stealthily, Dan padded
along the passage and turned to the
right, Half-way down a door stood
alar. |

Dan Marney came to a halt and
pointed, and Rollo understood.
Motioning the landlord to remain
still, the amateur crept towards the

i

big things for next week’s rumber But
that matters nothing. The important
thing is to remember that Sidney Drew
appears in the coming issue of the “ Boys’
Friend.” The old favourite is simply
great in his new story, “A Man of his
Word.”” This is8 a grand, long, complete
yﬂ,rﬁl of twelve thousand words all of the
bes?.

| DREW, THE DRPAW.

If it is ever your good luck to meet
Sidney Drew, you would sct him down
as an author at first glance. He has
ust that indefinable something about
him whieh makes the truth leak out. He
has, got the travelled expression, the
keen eye of the man who has seen a
heap of interesting things and—this is
worty of note—he will let you see In the
twinkling of an eye that his inelinations
run to breezy, health-giving outdoor
subjects—sport of all kinds. Fishing i8
his speciality—sea-fishing; 4nd I'll be
bound he has fished up some of his
deepest and most amazing plots out of
the depths of the briny. The new yarn,
“A Man of his Word,” gets you in-
terested from the first line.

FULL OF FINE FFA TURES,

O A R L A T B WL e P R R U T S

Needless to say, that those two ripping |

serials, “The Space Destroyer,” and
“Qouth Seas Treasure,”” will be repre-
sented next Monday by splendid
instalments. You should tell your chums
about these stories, and the other prime
attractions being offered in the old
“Green ‘'Un.” Let friends know what a
guperlatively good budget of fiction -is
to be found in the old paper. You will
be doing them a kind turn, to say

nothing of me as well.
QGEORQGES CARPENTIER’S

SCHOOLDAYS.
N T BT G TR, ST

We are all interested in the famous
French champion, who has kbrought so
much that is of high repute to the Noble
Art. In the “Boys' Friend ” next Monday
you will find the story of the schooldays
of the great boxer—of his life in Lens, the

‘little mining village which was destroyed

invariably | reference to what ig really ‘one of the §is made, His name

comparative few.

by the Germans during the war. You
will learn how he climbed the "adder; all
about his small beginnings the rebufls
he experienced, the slow advance to
recognition, and then the rush into the
dazzling light of world-wide celebrity.
is a story that appeals to anybody, a
story with grit, a real life story which
I am proud to have the opportunity of
giving to my chums = Carpentier made
good. It is amazing to look into such a
historv. A - fine fellow is doing
excellent work, but he is only known to a
Then that magical
psychological something happens, and he
is of bousehold

It

Price
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door and peered in, and he had the
| greatest difficulty in stifling a gasp
- of triumph which leapt to his lips ‘as
' he: recognised the sleek head of bhis

enemy. |
Rollo, trembling with excitement,

retraced his steps along the passage
and led the way back to the sitting-
room, where he answered the score of
questions which were hurled at

eager
him. _
“He's there, right enough,” Rollo
declared, breathlessly.  We'll rush
him, and the first thing to do will be
to relieve him of his revolver.”
‘““And after that——"
Daggers, with a broad smile.
“Well, if he cdres to give in quietly
he can do s0,” answered Rollo.

| “But if he tries any of his tricks

there is no need to be too gentle with
him! Are we all ready ?” :
They were, and they were quivering
with excitement as they followed their
leader along the passage and came
to a halt outside the door of the
Duke’s room. ;

“Now then!” whispered  Rollo
Dayton, and rushed across the carpet.

The room shook as the big fellows

charged, and the supine figure in the
chair moved ever so alight%y. |

The Duke was awake, on the alert,
perhaps, and Roll6 took no chances.

Getting within striking distance, ne
swung his mighty fist upward with
all the strength of his body.  His
knuckles struck the point of the jaw
with an ominous eclick, and the figure
was lifted clean out of the chair. 1t
flew through the air and fell’to the
floor in a crumpled heap.

It remained perfectly still; the head
rolled under the table!

“A—a dummy !”’

The words tumbled from Rollo’s
lips as he stared with goggling eyves at
the headless effigy at his feet. A
sheet of paper was clasped in the
pink, waxen fingers. !

The amateur, like a person “in a
dream, reached down for the note.
It read: 30

“ Another score to me, I think, you

poor fool !—Tur DUKE.”,

THE END.

(The Hon. Rollo Dayton, Hercules
Samson, and the Duke, all apprar in
next Monday's bumper footer story,
“The | First Round!’ ' Ask. aour

newsagent to save a copy . of the
Boys’ FRIEND for you every weekl!l)

!
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currenicy in every corner of the world.
Look out for the new feature,
“MY SCHOOLDAYS,”
Written by Georges himself,
It will increase your admiration for the
grit and pluck and endurances of the
smart young Frenchman.

EXTRA T''RNS,

heep your eye. on the capital _
and Sport articles of that sure guide, Mr.
Percy Longhurst. I bave as well to men-
tion the Football Special by *“Goalie,”
the competitions, etc., all right up to
standard. . g
RESULT OF EVERTCN COM
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PET iTION, ¢

In this competition no competitor sent
in a correct soiution. The first prize of
£5 has therefore been divided between
the following two. competitors:

W. BOYD BARRIE,
19, Barrie Terrace,
s e R ARG TOSSAD 3
ROBERT CARPENTER,
5, Strickland Street,
Elswick, Newcastle-on-Tyne,
whose solutions contained one error each..

The second prize of £2 10s. has been
divided between the following two com-
petitors, whose solutions contained two
errors each: )

Leonard Carpenter, 5, Strickland Street,
Elswick, Newcastle-on-Tyne; Charles H.
Morton, 8, Brunton ‘Terrace, Howarth
Street, Sunderland. e

The ten prizes of 53. each have been
awarded to the following ten ¢competitors,
whose solutions contained ‘three -errors
each : ' |

John Hudson, , |
Kentish Town, N.W. 5; Frances K. Mor-
ton, 8, Brunton 'Terrace, Sunderland;
Arthur Diver, jun., 55, Rutland Road,
Southh Hackney, |
19, Barrie Terrace, Ardrossan; Mrs., A. F.
Climie, 19, Barrie Terrace, Ardrossan;
Arthur Wm. Diver, 55, Rutland Road,
South Hackney, E. 9: James Horn; 119,
High Street. Rothesay; J. Pattinson, 17,
Clementine Terrace, Carlisle; . Alfred
Cooper, Ivy Cottage, Wordsley Green,
Wordsley, near Stourbridge; Bernard
Wallis, 14, Egerton Road, Bishopston,

Bristol. _ 2
SOLUTION . 3

The Everton club was formed a long
time before it was realised that it was
destined to rank as one of the finest
football clubs in this country. At one
period Everton was the wealthiest club
in the League, in which i} has generally
gained a prominent piace.

(The Result of Southampton Competi-

tion will be found at foot of col. 1 on

next page.)

Your Editor.
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Health -

103, Queen’s _Gre'scent;_

E. 9: Mrs. A, Buarrie,



* though thev
muscles and tend to teach balance and

s Y

- Wordsley “Green,

ﬂ

only, not the hips,

~ - pver backwards.
wﬂl be quite enough.

“ have ‘no need to s

of ehest expanding movement.
kiiee, bent, as high as you can without

~ knock-knees.

divided among
“ooeompetitor g,
T WO aemora

g i f?ﬁd,
g -"IZ' Harolil Road.

cliffe Street.
4 "wi (George's
* Rosebery Road,

" Rocking,

6/1! 0.) |

%@%@W&ng%MM%
L

Conducted by %
Percy Longhurst.

L]
%M@%M%@%%%M%

AN ALL-ROUND TABLE
| (Oantinuaci )

There is ancther bit of hody bending
you mmay do—two bits, in fact. One 1is
'ueudmﬂ' back and forw ard from the waist
but just below the
c¢nestbone

This movement
should not be,

is often neglected, but
as 1t gives exercise to the

upper -part of the spine that otherwise .
would not be given
“e—onby ‘a slight movement—is made side

The other exercise

to side after the .body has been bent
Of thesc last two bends, five each way
But do them!

1100 up.” Of this I
ay much, as 1 dealt
with it very thoroughly in a recent issue.
But 1-will repeat this—begin with 2 few
steps—say 15 or 20 if not used to exer-
ﬂtﬁﬁmﬂﬂd gradually work wup  to full

"Next comes the

Tlié legs are not neglected in my table,
and the next two are mainly leg exercises
also benefit the abdominal

muscular control.

Knee Raising.
For this exercise you stand upright.
Arms may be by sides, or used in a sort
Lift right

at;ounmg fnrwarﬂ at waist. Some of vou,
I dare say, will be supple jointed enﬂu"h
t6 be able to make the point of the lw..nu:
touch the front of the shoulder. Any-
how, let the knee be brought up high.
Bring it down smartly, and lift left knee
similarly. Work both legs thus alter-

nately until each has made at least ten:

movements.

. Deep Knoe E!ﬂnding.

You all know how to ¢do this. Tt id a
ine exercise, very greatly improving the
shape of the thighs, and devcloping also
the ealves, It gives good exercise to the
]uuga and heatt, It is, too, one of the
exercises that help to prevent and cure
But do it properly,
d.l.l*rhﬁif !

You ecan place hiands on
together, and feet well turned out, and,
keeping body upright, lower by bending
knees until yvou are almost sitting on the
heel§; ‘Then rise ercct on tiptoes, and
rexseat. always opening knees as widely as
vou can to right and left. At first vou
will probably need to hold a support with
one hand to keep balance.

This is one of the favourite training
exercises - of Indian native wrestlers, 1
have seen one such Keep on at it, work:
ing away like a maclune rather than i
creature of flesh and blood, until the per-
lerﬂtli}ﬂ Tan off him 1n streams. And

nien his trainer rubbed him all over with
mustard. .

The other way i8 to open the knees but
very little; lowering the body, and
to rise on the toes, but keep flat-footed.

Begm with ten mf these mmfementa and
slowly Increase until you can go ‘bhll“h’
times without feeling t:red
(The  .concluding exercise’ of the
Rﬁun({ Table will be given next week.))

hips, heels

All-

-|. P

RESULT OF SOUTHAVMPTON
" COMPETITION. ;

in thlb campetltiﬂn one mmpetxi’or sentd
m a correct solution. The first prize of
5 has therefore been awarded to:

WILLIAM SBCOTT,
e 4&4 Parliamentary Road,
Glaggow.

The second prize of £2 10s. has been
awarded to the following competitor,

whmﬂ solution mntamed one error:

1 'i\?ilﬁﬁ""]i'.. 1‘*‘111313{}4:;:-1{: 87, Walnut Tree Close,
Guildford.

The ten prizes of 5s,
the following
whose solutions
ach e

F.‘-“‘Txentledy,
Jonn Kennedy,
{rPﬂt’HE Dt:iwuﬂ
on-Tyne :

contained

4, ¥leshers Vennel,
4, Fleshers Vennel. Perth ;
30, Aln Street, Hehburn-

Harrv Morgan, 927, Victoria

I*‘nl_ estone }J:neat Bunyard, 381,

Sittinghourne, Xent; R. A.

Baddow Park, near Chelmsiord,

Perth :

(amp,

S5 Eesex ; John. Cuteliinkus, 1%, Low Albion
30 Strect.
A8 MeGuinness,

. South Bank, Yorks: B. W,
R28, Oldham Road, Bardsley,
Ashion- uudﬂ Lyne: 1. Jackson, 199, Rad-
f}]d‘ﬁm_ Louie Pagan. 224,
Koad, Bolton; P. Broomfield,
Felixstowe; J. Donetta,
122, 8¢, ?ild,'[“«"% Road, HEdmonton, N.9:
Llam Love. 20. Enmore Green. Shaftes-
bury., Dorset; ‘Samuel Rishop,
Wordsley, near Stonr-
: fis; Raymond W, Kernick, 62,
Ivor . Read, Sparkhill, Birmingham;
Ntanley Barrie, 19, Biarvie Terrace,
,.--'m]r.tr:aw'f-:sa,m;i114 F. 8 W, W-iﬁ'i:en. Bridge End,
.ibi":,“h.

SOLUTION.

Southampton ' Football Club,
numerons other famous clubsg, owed

bhridge. Staffs;

like
its

of ¥ vouths  associated with a religious
iIIHtItlItIDH 1t began at St. Mary's
Churel, Gll‘th‘lmptﬂﬂ, and was naturally

called ‘~t Marv's Football Ul}h . The
eleven made wonderful pregresg, and have
a brilliant record.
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All lovers of King Soccer should make a pamt of reading °‘‘ GOALIE'S’’
chaity articles week by week. Besides being interesting, they include many
tips that should pmve helpful to the young player!

The Championships.

Last week we had something to say
about the successful clubs m the firsh
half of the season. We mentioned that
Liverpool and Leicester City were re-
gurded as the most likely candidates
fur the championship of their separate
sections of the Leacgue. Butb just as there
are successes of the present season, sO
there are failures, which incidentally, Is
inevitable in this game of foothall. There
must be clubs -at the tep and clubs at
the bottom, ﬂlbhﬂuﬂh tlw latter fact is
not very consoling to the supporters of
those clubs which hapfmn to have struck
a bad pateh.

B . .

l.ondon’s Wlany Disappointments.

So far as a general statement can be
made, there is plenty of justification for
suggesting that the League clubs of
London bave been, in the collective senge,
the most disappointing up to this half-
way house. Last season, it will be re-
membered, ‘the Arscnal only escaped
relezation by a sensational win away
from home on the last Saturday but one

J. FERRIS
(Preston North End).

58 the campaign. Naturally, everybody
thought that the Highbury people, aiter
such a fright, wonld see to it that the
team did not have another such experi-
ence. But it is not in mortals to com-

mand success, and though the Arseunal
players have 1111{inubtfidl3= done their best
to deserve it in their matches up to now,

it is already clear that there is a terrific’

hﬂiat i frnut of the Reds if they are to
steer elear of the last two pmces at the
end of the season .

For this mrnparatue failure of the
Arsenal there is at 1east one good reason.

Sir Henry Norris, who I8 chairman of the
club, l’l{}lﬂb the opinion most strongly

that no footballer, however good, 18
worth more than a thousand pounds by
way of transfer fece, and though B8ir
Henry has not yet succeeded in per-
sueding the other big fﬂﬂthall ¢lubs of
the v.idmn of this' view, the Arsenal
have, so far, tried to carry ‘out the policy
as set down by Bir Henry, and have reso-
Iuteiy rafused to pay recerd prices to
obtain the transfer of ready-made
players.

The One Big Problem,

In addition to the Arﬂenal. hoth the
Spurs anpd Chelsea of the London cinbs
have been very disappointing, for the
former were runners-up in the League
last season, aund were expected by many
people to make a very hold bid for the
championship of the First Division this
time round. But they, too, have struck

WHAT

Below will be found our expert’s opinion of the probable results of the big games to be played on

Saturda}', January 6th.
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MIGHT HAPPEN ON

a bad patuh, while Chelsea, after making
an extremely good start, which seemed
to suggest a great time for the club, and
possibly its first ﬂl‘tampionship suceess,
failed to keep up the promise It is
rather a peculiar and significant fact that
all these three London [Iirst Division
clubs have, alinost since the start of the
season, been faced with the same problem
—the question of who should play at
centre-forward, and of finding a man who
supplied the completely satisfactory
answer.

Pity the Oricnt.

Just as London’s First Division clubs
hHVL failed to do auythiug worthy of
“writing home about,” so the Second
Division teams of the Metropolis have
also been disappointing to a large extent.
West Ham United made many alterations
in their staf? during the summer, but
obviously did not find the solution to all
their forward troubles. Then Crystal
Palace, as we know, went for a further
length of time than any other club in
the big Leagues without scoring a single
victory, though it must be said for the
Selhurst erew that they. pulled them-
selves together in fine style, and have
done good work since the turning in the
long lane of misfortune was discoveredd,

But it is rather tragi¢ to recall tihat
when the Palace got rid of the wooden
spoon they handed it over to another
London c¢lub in Clapton Orient.

Of course, we don’'t expect great thlm'ﬂ
of the Lea Bridge club, because they
always seem to be struggline with finan-
ctal difficulties, But they have, up to
now, mapaged to Lkeep their place in the
Second Division, though they look like
having a hard row to hoe to escape
reiu*nxtmn at the end of the present
SEus0N. .

Some Biriking Failures.

Turning from London for a moment,
one of the most disappointing teams has
been Cardift City, This side did so well
in the latter part of the last campaign,
and also sturted the present season in
such excellent form, that many people
jumped to the couciusion that it was
their turn te win the championship.
Alas, they were unable to reproduce their
early form, and in spite of many changes
in the team-—or perhaps partly because
of these mnny changes—the name of the
club has steadily dropped down the
League laiiﬂel. and they, like the Arsenal,
Oldham Athletic, and possibly Smhe-,
have a tren-mudmm fieht ahead of them,

Huddersiield, the Cup winners, have
pulled up after a start which was none
too good, but Pregton North End, who
were in the last Cup Final dgmnat
Huddersfield, have not been any too
happy. Not go long ago the management
took the step of caﬂln" the players to-
gether, and ot asking them lf they had
any grievances, or any suggestions for
the gPI]ET‘Iil good of the Elﬂf.. The fact
that none ﬂf the players expressed any
sort of dissatisfaction served to stop
many rumours which had been going the
rounds about unhappy playera in the
camp at Deepdale.

What One Man Means,

Perhaps the real secret of the compara--

tive failures of the Preston North End
club is to he found in the fact that they
no longer have the regular assistance of
Joseph MeCall, one of the greatest centre-
half-backs of modern times, and also a
man with a fine influence on the rest of
the teanm. MeceCall, however, is getting

on in vears, and no longer foels equal to |

the strain of a long season in the trying
position of centre-half. Personally, 1
think there iz much reason to hope that
the “ Proud Prestonians ' will pull through
all right, for they have some extremely
IILUI}: lads .on their hooks who are bound
to improve with experience, And at lasu

|
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The likely winning side is printed in capitals.

they seem to be E,’E‘*ttll'lf! the very bhest out
of Ferris, an inside-right whom they
geenured from Chelsea not so long ago.
Ferris has played for Ireland, but could
not. get a regular place In the Chelsea
side.  Nor did he impress when first he
went to Preston. Lately, however, he has
shown himself in tip-top form, and one of
his best games was reserved for that visit
of Chelsea to Deepdale.  Naturally,
fellows like to do E:peciﬂily well against
their old colleagues, and what is more,
they generally manage to show up in
good form.

A Qreat Cantre-Half.

Practically since the start ol the season
rumour has been busy with the name of
George Wilson, the famous centre-half-
hack of the Wednesday. 1t has been said

more than once that he «did not alto-
vether relish  Second Division football,

and there seems little prospect of the
Sheflield ecluh, which bas its home at
Hillsborough, wetting back into the First
Division at an early date. Wilson was
horn at Blackpool, and it is said that he

QEORGE WILSON
{The Wednesday).

learned his football artistry on the sands
by the seashore. Wilsou deserves to be
mentioned along with MeCall as among
the great centre-halves of the pres sent
day, and, like McCall, has played several
times for England. Ceutru forwards up
against Wilson are never allowed a great
dea]l of rope, but it is true to-day, as
ever, that one man cannot make a foot-
hall team.  Barson, the centre-half of
Manchester United, 1s another great
player who iz proving the truth of the
forecoing,

({n
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past
which _
strenuous struggle for possession of the

next  Monday's
“Goalie”
ihe

splendid  fooley
deals with the first round
English  Cup, wmentioning from
erperience the surprising resulls
are bound to crop wup in this

stleer bouble. On no account
niss our next issue,
in advance!)

must you
so order your copy

SATURDAY.

Where_ a draw 1s

anticipated, bc:th clubs are prmted in smaller letters.

2 - First Division. . Senonﬂ Dms;om
STOKE v. Arsenal.. CRYSTAL PALACE v DPradford City.

Preston North End ¥, Aston Villa.
Birmingham v. Sunderland.
WEST BROM.. A.-v. Blackburn Rovers.
CARDIFF CITY v. Bolton
BURNLEY v. . 8heffield United.
LIVERPOOIL v. Chelsea. '
HUDDERSFIELD TOWN v,
{ Oldham Athletic v
4 Tottenham - l{utwm;r v,
I\ EWCASTLE U. v.

: ﬂ“ef‘t 0n,

M ddlegbrough.

Wanderers.

- MANCH }*JJ{’I‘L]‘ CI'TY.

Nottingham Yorest. '

Fulham v. Southampton.

LEEDS UNITED v. Port Vale.
LEICESTER CITY v. Barnsley.
MANCHESTER UNITED v. Hull
NOTTS COUNTY v. Derby County.

City.

THE WEDNESDAY v.
| SOUTH SHIELDS v.
Etockport -County v.

Blackpool.

Bury.

ROTHERHAM CO'NTY v. Clapton Orient.
W’hampton W'ders,

WEST HAM UNITED v. Coventry Git:,;:

First Division

(Scottish League),
ALBION ROVERS v, Clyde.
CELTIC v. Aberdeen.
FALKIRK v. Ayr United.
HAMILTON ACADS. v. Partick Th.
Hearts v. Third Lanark.
Kilmarnoek. v. Dundee.
MORTON v, Airdrieonians.

RAITH ROVERS v. Alloa.
RANGERS v. Motherwell.

3. Mirren v. HIBERNIANS.
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(Continued from page 319.)
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' shifted Dexter’s house into them? The

beds are in two long rows along each

wall. Moriarty’s and mine are the
last, two at the end furthest from the
door,’

“Just ' under
Trevor. ‘1 see.”

““That's it. Well, at half-past ten
sharp every night Dexter sees that
we're all 1, and goes off to sleep
at the Old Man’s, and we don’t see
him again till breakfast. He turus
the gas off from outside.”

“Well 1 '

“Well,

the gallery,” said

directly everybody " vas

f asleep ldbt night-—it wasn’'t till aiter

one, as there was a rag on—Moriarty

! and I got up, dressed, and climbed up

into the ballery. Ye know the gal-
lery wmdnw They open at. the
top, an’ 1it’s rather hard to get out
of them. But we managed 1t, a.nd_
dropped on to thu gravel out51de

“Long drop,” said Clowes.

“Yes, I hurt myself rather. But
it was in a good cause. 1 dropped
first, and while 1 was on the ground,
Moriar ty came on top of me. That's
how 1 got hurt. But it wasn't much,

-and we curn across the ground, and

over the fence, and down to the river.
It was a fine night, and not very
dark, and werythmg smelt ripping

~down by the river.

\
I
-

“Don't get nmetmal
“Stick to the point.”

“We got into the boathouse——

" How? asked the practical
Trevor, for the boathouse was wont
to be locked at one in the morning.

“Moriarty had a key that fitted,”
explained O’Hara bllEﬂ‘i’ “We gDL
in, and launched a boat —a big tub—
put in the tar and a couple of brushes
—there’s always tar m the boathouse
—and rowed across.”

“Walt a bit,” interrupted Trevor,

“vou said tar and feathers. . Where
ui vou get the feathers?”

“We used leaves. They do just as
well, and there were bheaps on the
bank. Well, when we landed, we
tied up the boat, and bunked across

said Clowes.

*2

to the recreation ground. We got
over the bheastly, spiky railings and
went over to the statue. Moriarty

and 1 handed him the
Then 1 went up
and we began.
1t was too dark

got up fivst,
tar and a brush.
with the other brush,
We did his face first,
to see really well, but I think we
made a good job of it When we
had put about as much tar on as we
thoug,ht would do, we took out the
leaves—which wo were carrying 1n
our pockets—and spread them on.
Then we got into our boat again, and
came back.” |

“Well, I'm ]mnged* 7 was Trevor’s
comment on the story. L

Clowes roared with  laughter.
O’Hara was a perpetual joy to him.

As O'Hara was going, Trevor asked
him for his gold bat.

“You hay ent lost it, I hope?” he
said.

O'Hara felt in  his pocket, but
brought his hand out at once and
tfﬂnﬁf‘{-‘f‘t‘{"d it to another pocket. A
look of anxiety came over his face,
and was reflected in Trevor's. _

“T conld have sworn jt was in that
pocket,” be said.

“You haven’t
Trevor again.

“He has,” said (lowef ﬂnnﬁden{lv
“If you want to know where that
bat 1s. 1 should say you’d find 1t
somewhere between the baths and
the statue. At the foot of the statue,
for choice. It seems to me—correct
me if T am wmng-——fhat vou have
been and gone and done it, me broth:
av a bhoy.”

(Y’Hara gave up the search.

He was too penitent for words.
Clowes took it on himself to point out
the bright side.

2 T'hfhre s nothing to get sick about,
teally.” he sad,  “If the thmg
doesn’t tirn up, though it probably
will, you'll simoly have to tell the
old man that it’ﬂ lost. He'll have
another made. You won't be asked
for it till just before sports day either,
so you will have plenty of time to
find it.”

“(Oh, T suvnose i1t'll be all 1"!}2‘1’11’
said Trevor. “but I hove it won t be
found anywhere near the statue.”

O’Hara said he hoped =0, too.

lost it queried

(Where has O Hara lost 1Trevor’s

gold bat, and what will the loss lead
- to?

On no account must Yyow miss
next Monday’'s exira long instalment
of this fine yarn. Ask your news-
agent to save a copy of the BOYS® .
FRriexo for youl)

apread the fame Hﬁf the BOYS® FRIEND far and wide. It’s easily the best boys’ paper in the world.
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The 1st Chapter.

- Stanton Hilliard, alias Stanton May-
nard, has stolen {romm his cousin, Sir
Leonard Maynard, the plans of the loca-
tion of a French privateer, which, loaded
with loot, sank in deep' water in the
South Seas. In company with Sebastian
Marks and Otto Greenbaum, two accom-
plices, he hires John Brereton, a deep-sea
diver, and his two nephews, Tom and
Hal. It is not until they have bheen at
sea some weeks, that the diver and the
boys suspect Hiliiard of being ¢onnected
with the burglary at Sir Leonard’s house,
though they were present at the time
John Brereton befriends Briskett, the
galley-boy, whom Jonkers Petersen, the
capvain, has iil-treated. The diver and
his ' nephews decide to see the thing
through, hoping to be able to return the

treasure to its rightful owner, when it
Whilst at Suva, they

has been raised.
are avtacked and robbed, bul are rescued
and their money returned to them by
Abimelack-Hoover, a queer eharacter, who
wasg found as a stowaway on the Glentarn,
their snip. Hooper, wiio poses as a deaf
showman, down on his luck, is appointed
personal servant to Hilliard and his
friends. Camel - Island, their goal, is
sighted at last, and the wreek is located.
Hilliard- and - Greenbauin  go ashore,
accompanied by Hal DBrereton, but to
their surprise they find that the island
1s not only inbtabited, but that the
natives are rnled by Cardross, an English-
man,.' Cardross demands three thousand
pounds. before he will allow them to
start salving the treasure After a great
deal of argument on the part of Hilliard
and Greenhaum the money changes hands
and the two rogues return to the ship
Next morning John Brereton descends to
the wreck. To his surprise he finds that
it 1s in not nearly so deep water as
Hilliard & Co. suspected. Moreover, he
discovers that divers have been at work
on the wreck quite recently, and that all
the treasure has been removed. “I’m
BOIry, sir,” he says to Hilliard. when he
reaches the surface, “but you’'ve got to
face a great disappointment. Someone
has been working on the wreck before we
came, and there's not five bob’s worth of
treasure in her!”

The 2nd Chapter,
" The Mask Falls !

In all the world there was no spot
8o quilet as the deck on the Glentarn
when John Brereton’s amazing words
fell on the ears of those about him.
The  sounds of business everywhere
became suddenly hushed: even the
ceaseless boom of the breakers on the
outer reef, and the cries of the gulls,
whirling like flecks of snow against
the golden glories of the sky, died
to a stillness in which the dropping
of a pin might have been heard.

“Not frve bob’s worth of treasure
inside her!”

+ ‘It seemed years since John Brereton
had made the staggering pronounce-
ment, and,” split into little groups,
one stared "at another in open-
mouthed: astonishment, Tom at his
brother; Greenbaum at Hilliard, Hil-
liard at Marks, the diver at all of
~ *¥Yes, I'm sorry to say it’s only
too +true,” jerked out John, with
difficulty = recovering his breath.
“Someone was on the spot afore we

came, and whatever gold was in her
ain’t there now. “Those are the facts,

gentlemen, and you’ve got to face
’em. HEvery bit of plate and coin has
been rizzed, and we’ve had our
journey for nothing.”

Otto Greenbaum gave vent to a
roar, the embodiment of anger, dis-
appointment, and ungovernable pas.
sion. He lifted his podgy hands and
shook his trembling fingers in John
Brereton’s face.

“If dat am de truf, den 1 kill you,
I kill everyones. You make of me a
ruined man, ‘hein, and I lose all my
fortune. You—you—"" gk

John Brereton’s long arms dropped
glowly to his sides.

““No use taking on, my friend.
Pm simply breaking the bad news as

gently as Jcan,” he said quite calmly. |

 §

caressed his

Hal and Tom shivered.

and spending so much hard cash.
But the fact remains—the treasure
ain’t there, and I can’t produce 1t.”

““Can’t or won’t; which?”

The interruption came in a quiet,
silky tone from Stanton Hilliard, who
stood a little way off, one arm folded
across his chest, the elbow of the
other resting on his wrist, while his
long, white fingers thoughtfully
beard. And, all the
while, his brilliant eyes were fixed on
Brereton’s surprised face, into which,
following the pallor induced by im-
mersion under water, two pink spots
of ¢olour were slowly deepening to
Criréﬁon.

Without moving a muscle, the diver
looked squarely at his questioner—
from the neb of his white-topped cap
to the caps of his snowy deck-shoes.

“T beg your pardon, sir. Were you
speaking to me ?”’ he asked calmly.

At the tone, so deadly cold, both
Thev knew
when John Brereton spoke hke that
{rouble was brewimmg-—for someone.

Slowly Hilliard inclined his head,
and still his eyes were fixed steadily

on the other.

“T repeat what I said a moment
ago,” he said easily. ‘“You can’t—
or. won’t . produce the treasure.
Which 77 ‘

The - diver shifted his immense
weight from his left to his right foot,
the unconscious adoption of a {ighting
attitude.

“Do 1 understand. Mr. Hilliard,
that you doubt what I say?”

The question cut the warm air like
a sudden blast of cold wind, the har-
binger of the approaching storm.

Stanton Hilliard smiled mysteri-
ously.

“My friend, permit me to bring
one very important fact to your
notice,”  he retorted. *“ While you
were down there,” jerking his head
in the direction of the unruffled sur-
face of the lagoon, ‘1 happened to
be standing by the gear, watching the
depth register, and I noticed .that at
no time were you more than forty
fathoms down. To my certain know-
ledge the wreck lies deeper, and my
suggestion 1s, that you never reached
her at all, but hit upon the plan of
telling us the gold is not there, in
order~——"

“Stop!” Brereton’s voice broke
like a clap of thunder. “1f you value
your life~——""

But even as his immense fists
doubled up and he took a quick step
forward, Tom moved to his uncle’s
side and, ‘closing a restraining grip
on his wrist, drew his arm back. -

“Tt’s all right, Uncle Jack. Let
him get on with it. He's entitled to
his point of view, no matter whether
we like it or not. Nothing is to be
gained by flying into a temper.”

By a clever manceuvre he managed
to interpose himself between the two,
and the swift drooping of his left
eyelid flashed to John Brereton a
warning to be cautious. The diver
fell back, and Hilliard took courage.

“You never reached the wreck at
all,” he continued; ‘““and now you
want to make out the treasure doesn’t
lie in her.”

“Tell him exactly what you dis-
covered,” said Tom again.

Brereton nodded.

“In one respect you're quite right,
Mr. Hilliard,” he explained. I
didn’t- go nearly as deep as 1 ex-
pected—because the ship doesn’t lie
seventy odd fathoms down at all.

Scarcely forty; and at that depth T

found her, and searched her from end
to. end. The iron chests which held

‘the plate and bullion are still there,

but each one had been blasted open
and . the contents removed. Now

“T'm sure you must ‘a,l_I be terribly | then, my lad,” eyeing Tom .rather
disappointed after.coming all this way }'angrily, “does that please you?”

A Magnificent Story packed
full with Startling Incidents !
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Tom, however, had no time to
reply, for Greenbaum interrupted

with a shrill cackle—

“It may plis him, but it don't
satisfy me, my friendt,” he laughed
deristvely, “You don’t pull that sort
of stuff over our eyes. I prefer to
beliecve Mr. Hilliard here. The gold
18 there, and you know it—"’
“Right,” snapped John, flinging
his nephew aside with a force that
sent him reeling half-way to the deck-
ratl; ““I may take an insult from an
Britisher on suffrance, but hanged
if I stand one frem a German.
There’s one for calling me a liar, and

g Y :

" CAUCHT RED-HANDED !

another for making signs to your em-
ployer while I was talking to him.”
The *““one” was a left arm hook to
the head, which caught Greenbaum
so smartly that his teeth knocked
together like castanets, and the other
was a straight jab to the jaw.

It took Otto on the point, lifted
him a good three feet in the air, and
sent him, a mass of whirling legs and
arms, right on top of Jonkers
Petersen. Caught unawares, Peter-
sen doubled up and crashed heavily

to the deck, momentarily stunned by

the terrific impact of his head against
the planking.

By the time his scattered wits
returned, and he sat up, with his
right hand towards his hip-pocket.
Brereton had thrust Hal also aside,

S m

John Brereton laid a heavy

| on

good fellow,” the diver growled, * what
- my cabin 7%

and with clenched fists was advancing

on Hilliard.

““Now then, we settle this matter
once and for all!” he shouted.. “Off
with that spick-and-span coat, and
put 'em up! I'm going to give all
three of you in. turn the . biggest
thrashing of your lives!’ Never mind

about my engagement, or {ricking
you. You called me a liar, and
you've got to pay for it. What!

a - smart ackhander
Hilliard's grey cheek—“and that!”—
following” 1t up with a rattle to: the

You won’t -ﬁiht_? Then take that »*—
erimsoned

I
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“tights, and as

-between a ’cello and

1 fiddle. - - -

right ear,
like a man
~ Hillilard ducked, turned, ran, and
jomed the rising Petersen.

“Here. give me that shooter!” he
shrilled. " “We've got ‘em now!
They’'re all "unarmed. Fleischner,
Rattree, Bawling, close on the other
two while I down the big fellow !”

Too mad with rage almost to know
what he was doing, he snatched the
pistol from Petersen, and, without

“Now stand up to me,

{32

i walting to take aim, emptied a couple
shots flew wide, -

of barrels. Both s
scattering the mob of deckhands who
had rushed up to see what all the fuss
was about. Brereton was powerless
in face of a straight shot, and Hil-
};i_ard raised the smoking barrel a third
ime, '

“I'm going to kill you, John
Brereton!” he said, in a sibilant
whisper, as he crouched down and
steadily decreased the distance be-
tween him and his victim. “I'm
going to kill you because either of
your nephews can do the work we
want Just as well as you.  Stand
back, both of you!”—momentarily
bringing his weapon into line with
Hal and Tom. *1I shall need you
both later. But this—this finishes
your uncle! TI'll repecat the words
you used to me—take that!”

He pulled the trigger at the very
instant when Tom and Hal launched
themselves on him, and the shot flew
wide as Hillbiard thudded to the deck
with the two Breretors on top of
him. '

But Petersen,

as swiftly

just

hand
 Say, my
werée you doing inside

Rattree’s shoulder.

e e S ———

[ Rattree, and Fleischner were on top

of them, and in a moment the deck

| was transformed Into a cockpit of

fighting men. -

The diver seized the pistol, and
caught Otto Greenbaum such a smart
tap over the head that he dropped
out of acticn, blood pouring into his
eyes. -

A second smack at Fleischner, how-
ever, was not so fortunate. The
mate had drawn a claspknife, and as
the blow descended the tip of the
blade ripped a nasty gash in
Brereton’s forearm. The weapon
thudded to the deck, and was lost to
view. 1n the maze of kicking legs and
shuffling feet, e

And then, above the groans and
shouts, as hard knocks were given and
returned, there came a strange sound,
the cadence of liquid notes drawn by
a master-hand from 'a wonderful
siringed instrument, and as if by
magic the rough-and-tumble sorted
itself out, drew apart,
bloodstained, and amazed, to see com-
ing slowly towards them an appari-
tfion in black, ‘playing a weird-look-
ing . instrument, which was a cross
a one-stringed

‘The apparition was Hooper—Pro-

fessor Abimeleck Hooper, clad from

shoulders to feet in close-fitting black
he ‘moved towards
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‘them, apparently quite unconscious

of their presence, he took up a posi-

tion in the centre of the ring, and
to the strains of the music sang these

words :
“The homeland calls to you and me.

I hear its voice through boundless /

space, |
Through sun' or storm, by land and
sea,
The homeland calls—just calls to
me.

““There 1s a land which is our home,

Where all are strong and all are
free.

I hear its voice where’er I roam—

The voice of home, that calls to
me‘!‘}

There was infinite tenderness in

every note that floated away on the

morning breeze, and an exquisite sad-
ness 1n the voice of the singer that
hushed the sounds of strife, and for
an Instant caused the quarrel to be
forgotten. They just stood there in

an awed group, some with blood on

their faces, some with swollen cheeks
and cut lips, some burning to be re-
venged, yet all touched by the ten-
derness of the words of the songt -

The professor might have been
unaware of the rumpus, as, making
a final sweep with his bow he drew it
across the strings, and, perching him-
self on top of one of the deck ventila-
tors, played something that made the
feet of the younger members of the
crew itch to dance to the tune. _
““The White-eyed Kafr!” shouted
Rattree, wiping a scarlet stain from
his faco. “I say, George, let’s have,
‘ My fiddle is my sweetheart,” *

For the first time = Abimeleck
Hooper looked up.  He made a grave

!t bow, and, tapping with his bow the

|

=

I

i

]

breathless |

strings of the fiddle, announced, in a
solemn voice: -
“Ladies and gennermen, by special
request, ‘ My fiddle i1s my sweet-
hesyt 7 |

And 1n an nstant, as the sad, wail-

g notes floated over the placid
walers of the lagoon, a number of the
deckhands had taken up the relrain,
and there poured nto the deep
silence of the morning the haunt-
ingly familiar words: ¥
“My fiddle 18 my sweelheart,
And I’'m her faitéful bean.”

Iiven Greenbaum had ceased to
moan about his “t’ick ear,” and tried
in a cracked voice to join 1in the
chorus. The strange interruption
had given every one pause to think,
John and his nephews time to cool
down, Hilliard an opportunity to
reflect on the recklessness of his
charge, Petersen time to brook on

the pain and injury the diver  had
caused him. -

“De fight am a washout !” muttered
Greenbaum, under his breath, when
the firemen and stokers, drawn by
the lilting strains, appeared from the
bowels n% the ship. “Dis fellah am
holding a consick, and vair soon he
send round de hat. I gueth it’s'about
time for me to get along.” e

With a backward, venomous glance
at Prereton and the boys, he ecrept

 furtively away, an example followed

a minute or two later by Hillhiard and
by Marks, who, ever careful of his
own skin, had taken the precaution to
keep well out of the conflict. Al
Brereton, too, drew to the deck-
rail, where Tom and Hal joined him.
Amidships, surrounded by a group
of enthusiastic lookers-on, Abimeleck
Hooper was endeavouring to fulfil in
turn all the demands made upon his
apparently inexhaustible repertoire.
“YLiot's ‘have f Annie Laurie. *
someone shouted.
“That row started mighty sudden
Hal remarked, looking up from: the
task of binding 'his uncle’s wrist.
“T’m rather sorry, aren’t you, Tom?
Because 1t means we’ve come to ' a
dead end with Hilliard and his lot.””
John Brereton laughed and glanced
aft, to where Jonkers Petersen was
just disappearing down the main
hatch. | s b, |
“I’'m not sorry at all, because
we’'ve never been at anything else
than a dead end with Hilliard and his
lot. It's a declaration of war, that’s

e
; J

| all, and it was bound to come sooner

or later. Only the other side, and
not us, declared it.” —

Tom looked worried.

“Well, what will happen next, do
you think ?” he asked.

“What will happen. Be packing
up that gear and I’ll tell you what
will happen.” 'The diver, who was
still feeling the strain of his under-
water umnmersion, produced a pouch,
and drawing a pipe from his pocket,
sat down to enjoy a quiet smoke while
the two lads packed the diving ap-
paratus away. ‘‘Henceforth it’s wapr
to the knife between us. Hilliard
thinks we want to cheat him out of
the treasure by pretending it isn’t
there, He doesn’t trust us any more
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thu.il we trust him. And growing
impatient, he has shown his hand.
He was quite prepared to put my
Lhight out, and forcing  vou }Ounkera
to dive for him after I'd gone,

“As if we should,” snapped Hal.
“T’d seec him at the bottom of Davy
Jones' locker first. What do you
think he’ll do, Uncle Jack ?”

Brereton stared away over the

olittering strotch of water to the
dd;'zhng whitencss of the coral beach,
backed by the dim mysterious green
of the nia,nd forest.

“They're deciding down there,
now,”’ he flung back t{:ﬁely “ Hold-
g a sort of council of war on us. It
was a miracle old Hooper came along
with his weird musical interruption.
I suppose neither of you two was
armed 7"’

The boys lmkcd at each other
guiltily and each had to LGHfD&S

“Tthadn’t a weapon on me.’

The diver eyed them sternly.

““ Aind what did' I tell you weeks

ago? Never move a yard on board
thls ship w ithout ‘a phtol I know
Um: pruar*hmg summat 1 wasn't

practising at the ‘moment, but then
a man can 't very well go under water
with a Smith and’ Weblm at his hip.
Hﬂwmel be warned for the fu’mre
Frf:}m':_:-nﬂw onwards we carry our lives
in ‘our hands. We shall be left alone
just ‘as long as it pleases Hilhard,
(;reeubmun, Marks, and Petersen to
neglect us.  When the hours of grace
expire, there’s no telling w hat 11111
happen. And 1 wmldm boys’
glancing to where Abim eleck Hf};pm
still performed to a delighted audience
on his one-str mﬂ'ed violin—*‘ how
much of the pmfeﬁsﬂr’s timely

interruption was due to accident and

"’,l'.l!

how much to pwfneflihaii{m
“Tmpossible to say,” Hal Brereton

replied. CHe's the utmngmt creature
I’'ve éver known.”

“We'd best not linger,” said the
diver, risineg. “I shan’t feel at all
secure until T’ve got a six shooter
znd’ a dozen th].!h of shells 1 my
pocket. Yﬂr.x mark my word, blood’s
trning‘ o be shed on board the
.1{«111{1111 —our  blood or theirs—

before we are muich older.
** As bad as that ?”’ Hntuwd Tom.
“Sure of 1t !”” was the laconic reply.
“71 feel it coming, and T wish to rro:::d
ness I could decic:e whether ’\lnmeie{h
Hooper 1s for or against us.’

“Why not ask him? He appears to
be in. a good mood. Snakes, you
wouldn't imagine a fellow with his
mournful visage cmﬂd sing such a
milv good comic song.’

Ho- tmld us he was a man of
mystery,” said the diver, moving aft.
““And by jingo, he jolly well 1s!”

" "The Nysterious Hooper.

An atmosphere of tension hung
over ihe ship all through the day.
The excitement temporarily caused by
the prospect of -raising the treasure
had for the time being been diverted
to the two opposing “factions. That
matters could not be allowed to rest
where they were, was as plain to
John Brereton as it was to Hilliard
and his associates. And as yet no
one knew where, or how the next
spark would arise.

From the start the diver maintained
an attitude of unconcern, though
more than once he was tempted to go
straight- to Hilliard’s cabin and
dem.-.md satisfaction for the insult of
the morning.. The more patient
counsels of Hal, however, prevailed,
and the rest of the day was mainly
spent in lolling about the deck. So
far no attempt had been made to land
again ;on the island, and the wood,
the canvas, and the stores still lay on
the ‘beach "where ‘they had been left
the previous evening.

Nor.was there any sign of Cardross
or his native servants. Not once was
the quiet of the forest unbroken; over
hill and strecam, forest and beach,
brooded an eternal silence.

Brereton could not pretend he did
not feel unecasy. No one spoke either
to him or to the boys, and though
there . were comings and goings
between the engine room, the
lazarette and the saloon where
Hiiliard, Greenbaum. Marks, and
Petersen were closeted, scarcely a
word passed.

In a moment it seemed the three
divers found themselves cut off from
all contact with their fellows. Not
even Hooper nor
boy had approached them. At length
towards sundown John signed to 111:
nephews and .indicated by a jerk of
hﬁ head his: intention to seek the
shelter of their cabin.

“They haven’t even taken the
trouble to send any food along,” he
said, as they went quietly down the
companion. ‘1l avonder if it’s
Hilliard’s intention to starve us into
a state of subjection.” | -
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““Maybe,” agreed Hal “who was
Ieachng “The brute thinks we've
been trying to-deceive him about the
depth at which the privateer lies, and
he’ d like us to go down on our knees
and ask for foregiveness.”

The diver laughed ironically.

“Make no mistake about that, lad.
He knows I’'m not deceiving him as to
the depth of the wreck, bacause this

a,f:temcran he sent Iletsc her for’ard to |

take a sounding. What he thinks 1s
that the gold is still down there, but
we don’t want to raise it—till another
time. Now, mark me 1f that 1sn’t
the line he takes. 1 b

He broke off
turned and laid a restramning hand
on his arm. .

“Go quietly,” said the boy, bend-
ing his head close to Brereton’s in the
ﬂ'lDGm of the narrow passage. ‘1
tathel fancy I heard someone in our

cabin. lnd by Jove, there 1s, too!”
__as there was a sudden crash of
glass. * Hi, Tﬂm, see that he doesn’t

slip that way !

Both Tom and Brereton dashed
forward together, and reached the
door in time to see the seaman,
Ratlice, emerging.
heavy grip on his shoulder.

“Say, my good fellow, what were
you doing 1inside my cabin ?” he
growled. * Your place is down under,

.Hf

abruptly as Tom |
| guv’'nor.
chance to get clear, or t‘he old man’ll |

The diver laid a |

THE BOYS" FRIEND

“Now, see here, I'll worse than
rope- end you !” grmﬂed John, thrust-
ing forward his under-jaw aggres-
sively. *You saw how I treated your
captain this morning. Unless you
answer my questions I'll break every

' bone in your miserable body and drep

your carcase into the lagoon. You've
smashed my shaving glasm
it happen ?”

'lhﬂ fellow knew he was beaten.
He gave a timid glance round, and

then '-sa]d in an awed whisper :
““The cap’n, he sent me to find if

you had any shooters among your
things—wanted to know if you was
auntd I didn’t want the job,
I didn’t really. Give 111{‘: a

triangle me. You don’t know what

- that means, sir—to be strung up and

lashed till there’s not a pint of blood
in your body! I'll dr:: anything, so
long———""

Brereton felt genuinely sorry for
the unhappy wretch. Rattree was
trembling from head to foot, and on
his craven features was the expression
of a hunted dog.

“All right;

came !” the diver snapped.

get back where you
“You

can tell vour precious skipper you:

didn’t find any arms, because there
ain’t such a thing to be found. And
take my advice and keep out of

oy e =2 - - L : = By, Wy, e i ¥

How did

= Ay

nervous, lhey want to test our
strength .before opening ~the ball.
What’s to be done—take the offensive,
or.wait t1ll they show their hand ?”

Hal did not answer for some
seconds, but when he did speak’ his
tone was very grave.

“Seems. to me, Uncle Jack, what |

Hllhard

they want is to get rid of us,
W(}n’t believe the

fairly

without as with us.
he'll do will be: to
diving apparatus.”

“Then let him,” said John grimly.
“He’s quite welcome to try diving
as a pastime 1f he wants to. But the
thing I don’t like is being cooped up
here, knowing all the time those
scoundrels are hatching some sort of
mischief. Now, if only we knew what
their game was "

Tom moved to the port-hole and
stared out. 'The lagoon was now a
pool of darkness, reflecting only tiny

get hold of the

| spe(,lﬁ of light here and there as the

stars pecped out one by one. Against

the sapphire of the sky the island,

with 1ts fringe of palms, looked

sinister and forbidding.

“T'm game to find out,” he said
quietly. “‘Listen, the crew are sing-
ing in their quarters, and there’s a

THE PEACE MM(ER

3 Above the groans and shouts there came a strange sound . .

cadence of liquid notes drawn by a master hand from a stringed instru-
ment, and as if by magic, the rough and tumble sorted itseif out, drew apart, breathless and amazed, to see
nomlng along the deck the figure of Abimeleck Hooper dressed in black tights, and playing a wa:rd-laoking

instrument !

the

Imkmg to the fires. Now, what is
ltl??'.!

Rattree looked from one to the
other, and a defiant expression settled
on his grimy face.

“Nuthin’  at  all, guv’nor. The
skipper sent me a,lcmn* to see if you’d
like a meal—said him and the {}WHBIS
would be pleased to welcome all three
of you to a dinner in the saloon, so
I—1 ]uqt come along with the

message.

“Oh, did you!
inside &nd deliver
snapped the diver.
what 1t -was you
moment ago.”

Then why not walk

it properly ?”
““1 want to know
knocked over a

“The cabin’s dark,” protested the |

man. “I couldn’t see.”
- Brereton hauled him unwillingly
in.

“We’ll soon remedy that. Light
the lamp, Tom. Hal, close that door
and put the bolt on it. Now before
you go, by friend, I'm going to get
an explanation from you. 1 see ”—
as Tom applied a match to the wick,
which suffused the mmpartment with
a dim yellow glow—'"you’ve been
raking round among our privaie be-

longings, turning out boxas and
drawers. \That’ the game, eh?
Quick, now ’—viving the captive’s.

arm a twist which drew a how! from
his lips. “Nothing less than the
truth 'mll suffice. Wi ho sent you, and
what was your business ?”

Rattree looked from one determined
face to another, and his courage be-
gan to ooze out of his finger-mails.

“T’ll be rope- ended for  this !” he
whimpered. “Cap’n Petersen is.
brute. at best. I’w told thg truth, I
swear,”’

land you iIn
t. let on that

trouble which will cml
difficulties. I sha’n
I've seen you.”

Without waiting to hear Ratiree’s
mumbled thanks, he bundled him out
into the darkness and closed the door.
Then setting his back to 1it, he ad-
dressed Hal and Tom.

““ Hilliard and his gang are getting
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pretty general air of slackness every-
where,
a cask to keep them in good humour.
Will
look round?”

Nothing

policy of aheer inaction, so, preaslng
an extra handful of shells into Tom’s
hand, Brereton . vned the door and
remained on guard in the passage.
Minus his boots, Tom crept silently
up the steps and reached the open
deck., There was no sign of life any-
where. The vessel lay like a wounded
bird on the dark smrfﬂ{:e of the

lights.

Away to the left was a line of
white, where the ebb tide drained
the last of its strength away on the

.coral ledge, and shorewards the tiny

wavelets made a  gentle murmuring
as they broke rhv*thmlcall
sandy foreshore. To-night. no look-
out man stood in the baws, nor did
the bridge resound to Petersen’s or
Fleischner’s heavy tread. The ship
mitght have been a ship of death, save

for an occasional burst of la,u hter

floating from the  direction ﬂt the

lazarette. .
Rounding the wheel-house and |

passing ‘the chart-room,.

Tom gained
the main companion, 0111

to. find the

tiny double doors closed and locked. |

He turned . away and walked aft,
drawn by the muffled sound of voices
engaged in earnest conversation. A
few feet distant the eave-like flaps
of a glass. ventilator crossed with
brass stays sent two streamers of
light from one deck-rail to the other.
And from below rose the shnill tone
of Otto Greenbaum.

Prloe
Twopence

gold 1sn’t there,
and now he knows the wreck lies in.
shallow water he’ll decide he:
can ralsa the bullion just as easily

The first thing

hein.
. dose big

| prospect of parting
| money evidently alarmed him.

i on the table,

Petersen must have broached |

you hold the door while I take a |

| signedl
was to be gained by a | = -

i friendth

on the |

| own st.upidity, and turning

powder,

L9

“ Theems tn me, my frlendth tha
besth thing we can do is 1o make
sure of the gold, wherever it ith,”
he was saying.  “Thupposing vat
Misther Brereton thays 1s right, and
dair aindt no svag in the hulk then
someone’'s taken 1t, and that some-
one 1s likely to be Misther Cardross.”

“Cardross be hanged!” grunted
Marks. “You talk like a fool. What
does a fellow who lives year in and
year out on an island fucked away
in the South Secas want with gold?
Can’t you see his game? le's fc:rund
the treasule-—-ras 11ke as not brought a
few coins up with him, though Rat-
tree swears he couldn’t find a trace
of one in their cabin. Now, here’s
the position. The Breretons know
the gold is there, and we know it’s
there i we let 'em off this ship
alive, they’'ll join forces with that
dago on the island, do us down for
our Jlawful rights, and the whole
expedition will be a washout. So
what’s to be done?”’

“There’'s no doubt as to what's to
be done,” broke in Stanton Hilliard
harshly. “ By fair means or foul,
we must stop their mouths betﬁ&en
now and sunrise to-morrow morning.
What’s 1t to be—a square deal or
put their lights out?”

“Put their lighth out!” snarled
Greenbaum. “Ve don’t vant no
more dealings. Ve had von deal
yestherday vith Misther Cardross, and
it costh me tree thousand paundth
Our friendth here, Cantain Peter-
sen, will take on the dethroying part
of the bithness.” |

“QOh, vill he?’ snarled Petersen.
“ Vou vas take too much on yourself,
It am no easy matter to kill
fellars, espeshul that old
ﬁmd A hel::a put dem out of
I want my shares, hein—

one.
Ze way,

| vun quarter Gf all ze monies bmught
to de surface.’

‘Tom began to feel so interested
that he allowed himself to cross the
intervening distance to the hatch and

- to look d-awn into the brightly-lighted
| cabin.

At the long, marrow table, running
almost the entire 1@11;2111 of the
saloon. save for the buffet at the
end, Marks, Hilliard, Greenbaum,
and Petersen were seated. The
table had been set for the evening
meal, decanters and spirit bottles laid
out and everything in readiness for
a feast worthy of the great occasion.

“Well. Otta ’—Hilliard pressed the
points of his slim fingers together,
and rested his elbows on the snow-
white cloth—*what do you say? Is
Captain Petersen to come 1 for a
fmtrt.ll share, provided he gets the
Brereton fellows ont of the way?”

Greenbaum mopped his bald head,
on which little beads of moisture
glistened like tiny diamonds. The
with so much

“] dunno vat to tink. He may

: draw two hundred thousand poundths

' for killing three men. It 1s a

lﬂt of monish.”

“Then,” shouted Peberesen bring-
ing his huge hst down with a crash
“vou do the dirty
business ynurselves Perhaps 1 lc-se
tree, four, five of my crew, and
scoundrels get away scot free,. I’ll
haf no more to do wid it."

“All 11, Greenbaum sighed re-
“Ve'll ggree, vun yuarter
share. And now shut zé mouth, for
heah come zot fellah Hooper vid %e

| dinnah.”

Tom watched open-mouthed at the

' dexterity shown by the professor, as,

with one plate of soup on his head
two In hls right hand, and a bundl-e
of serviettes in his left he made the
complete circuit of the narrow table

. and set down his burden without so

lagoon, not even showing her riding | much as the loss of a single drop.

“Glass. Vun more glass for my
here!” shouted Petersen,

making a megaphone of his handa.

Abimeleck Hooper started ‘back,
pained expression settling on his th:ln
face.

“Beg pardin, sir, but I'm not a
' sall asq?” he rntpsted mildly.
A glass, I sald " eried the 5k1p

per, pl{-hng up a tumbler and bang-
imng 1t on the table.

Hooper nodded, laughed at his

to the

. buffet, withdrew a cork from 2» bottle

of wine. The light overhead showed

‘his every action, and Tom could not

repress a start of surprise as he saw
the deaf professor take from his
pocket a small package of white
the contents of which he
poured smartly into the neck of the
bottle.

(There will be an exira long mstal-
ment of this stirring story of the sea
in next week’s Bumper Number of
the Bovs’ Frienn!  Don’t forget

| to -arder your copJ 2 advgncel)
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+darkness in the Haunted Room, had lost
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a broken voice.
gaw it!” s
¢“ But——"? said Raby.

“ 1 saw it, 1 tell youl!®’

¢ What is the matter?”

Mr. Silver, in dressing-gown a
slippers, looked in at the doorway.
face was very grave. .

“Lovell thinks he's
sir,”” said INewcome,

“1 saw it!"” repeated Lovell.

Mr. Silver fixed a curious look on t
white-faced junior, sitting shivering

there was nothing alarming to be seen,
apart from Lovell's terrified face.

Raby caught Lovell by the arm.

““ What's the matter, old chap?”’

“ Pid you see it?”’

¢« What 27

“Did yvou see it?”’ panted Lovell

“ Did we see what?’’ asked Newconie.

““ The ghost!”

Lovell covered his face with his hands,
as if to shut out a terrible apparition.
The chums of the Rookwood Fourth
stared at one another, They had won-

The ist Chapter.
T he Alarm.!

I saw it—1 tell you I

n

1is

seen -the ghost,

he
011

“ Help !” dered what would be the result of | the edge of the tumbled bed. :
Jimmy Silver opened his eyes, and | Lovell's reckless temerity in sleeg.aimzl “It vifns Ii?nlis}h of }';Ju to oceupy this
sovell,” he saic

room,
wrong to allow it.
to hlame, Jimmy,

alone in the Haunted Room—whether in
the dark hours of the night he wnuld!
| be seized with sudden fright. Appar-
ently their misgivings had been justified,

blinked round him drowsily im the dark-
uess of the roomni.

From somewhere, far off in the
Decewsber night, a crv rang in his cars— |

as you

gently. “] was
I am afraid you are
made ¢t
arrangement with Lovell while youn were

he

unless 1t was a dreaiu. Jimmy led Lovell to the bed, and | at Rookwood, and I did not wish to
Jimmy Silver was not much given to | Lovell sat down on the edge of it, | disappoint your guest. You must remove
to another room for the remainder of the

trembling in every limb.

¢ My hat!” murmured Raby, glancing
round bim uneasily, ¢ He-——he thinks he's
seen something !’?

dreannng, but certainly his dreams had
heen busy that night. Round the fire-
side at the Priory that evening ghost

stories had been told, and Jiummy was

night, Lovells”
“1-<F wang
faintly.

to.” murmured Lovw

¢ll

“T—I wouldn't stay blere alone

worried, too, by the fact that his chum, ] did see it!” muttered Lovell !‘rn: anything. But it wasn’t ﬂﬂfﬂl‘!ﬂ}', SIT.
ﬁl'thlll‘ Edward ].Jﬂ'ﬁ"ﬂ‘”, had ]}ﬂrt&ihtﬂil 11'.1 h“ﬁki[}’. 6 Dﬂn't yvou fﬁ”[}'w'ﬂ thiuk 1 I _h'ﬂ“’ !E'_Sﬂ“r ]t’ qult'e Iﬂﬂlnlj”, Kk I
sleeping. in the Haunted Roow. Jimmy | fypeied it? I saw it!” | ‘I't_’lIr. ;”',IFEF did not reply to tha i t
had fallen asleep thinking of Lovell, and | ¢« What did you see?” asked Jimmy }""1-"-',!“ vious hat the old genvleman
he had dreamed o1 the Phantom Prior, | Sjlver quietly. atbri :mtm] .the *v.'hnlef ;m’,url t?’ HE’-‘I"'HE-:*}._
t‘abledl to walk n his old haiuuts when | s« A fizure in white. It was in the M}E—:{;’;f“ vave a haggard look at s
the C']riﬁtnlilﬁ su.w was on the gl‘t}uud. 00} when 1 Wﬂkﬂ up !’ cuid L(}V\Ejl 1 f : .*l- : : b : ‘

Qutside the rambling old house the :vitlTn' shudder, ¢ lt—-ig stood beside my | | *.'““1 TE:I_IOW:?;J t-hlﬂk gf?ﬁﬁ been scared
December  wind raved and bhowled, | hed, pointing——"’ about nothing!” he muttered.

* Well, old fellow " said Jimmy.
“There's no such thing as ghosts, ¥y

awakening every ecuo, and drifting the He broke off, shivering {rom head to
$ . , E

Ol

c1

suowflakes agaiust the window-panes. fesind % P8
The sound seemed almost deafening tvo  Jeli _ i) . e T now,” said Raby.
Ii vy R sat up i bed and listened “ You were dreaming, old C‘hdp. , T “1. don't say it was a ghost—now.”
I el e il ) B ot " | mured Newcome ¢““There's nothing : : :
Was it ouly a dream, Or—— l:”':‘l?' ",, ; ‘ said Lovell. “I-—I thought it was wh
‘ 16¥E . . I saw it.- But 1 saw it. ghost or not”
" Help, help 1™ Mornington was iighting the lamp. = . 5

Mr. Silver’s brow grew stern.
“Burely one of you boys has not he
playing a trick!” he exclaimed.

“No fear!” answered Jimmy.
the door was loeked when
Lovell had to unlock it to let us in.”

Loud and sharp, nigh above the howl |
of the winter wind, came that frantie
¢ry.

It was the voiss of Lovell--Lovell, who | 4
wuas sleeping alone in the Haunted Room
at the further end of 'a deserfed |
Ceorridor!

Jimmy leaped from his bed.

something was wrong with Lovell—
something very wrong. Jimmy switched I
on the electric light in kis room. A door
from the next room opened, and Valen-
tine Mornington looked 1in, with a

~startled face.
oY mrre
Lovell !

“ Something's up!”’
lessly.. ¢ I'm going to see.
Morny !” .

The night was bitteriy cold, but Jimmy
Silver stayed only to throw on a coat
over his pyjamas. Then he opened the
door on the corridor and ran out, with

. Morny at his heels,
Raby and Newcome emerged into the

The light filled the room, and showed up
the canopied bed, the glimmering old
oak furniture. the almost extinet embers
the wide hearth. But it showed
nothing to aeccount for Lovell's terror. |
“ 1 wasn't dreaming!” said Lovell in
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thought was in the minds *{}f all the
juniors—that Lovell, awakening in the |

his nerve, and was shrieking for help in
unreasoning terror. Jimmy Silver fairly
raced into the next eorridor, and along
it to the old ouk door of the Haunted
Room. No light gleamed there; all was
dark within. Tue corridor itself was
dark: the electrie light was not installed
in that disused portion of the old house,

Jimmy groped for the dﬂﬂf*lllﬂﬂf‘“e- E.C. 4, so as to reach that
Withui the wild eries of Lovell Were | sddress not later thap THURS |
. “'ti‘iielp,‘iwlp. help !’ L DAL, Januar;y i

A flash of light came in the corridor.
Mornington had turped on an electric
pocket-lamp. !

7 YJimmy turned the handle, but the door _ _ : Bvak
did not open .- He wrenched at the big be awarded to the reader who

kunoh, but the door remained fast. It Sllbn;itﬁ“ ﬂ*, sﬂlut.ir:m which = 1s
wir locked ‘on the inside. exactly the same as,\or nearest to,
“Lovell!” shouted Jimmy. the solution now in the possession
““Help!” of the Editor. In the event of §
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Thump, thump, thump! . and divide the value of all or any
Jimmy Silver hammered on the door. | of the prizes, but the full amount
¢Let us in, Lovell! Urlock the door, | will be awarded. It i1s a distinct
old chap!” ~condition of entry that the deci-
sion of the editor must be
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The juniors heard Lovell groping bhis -4.1*

~ way in the dark rcom, and there was a Wi | . .. ,
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Jimmy glanced round him hastily. B.F.

The room presented its usual aspect:
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“Then no one c¢an have entered the
room,” said Mr. Silver. “Come, you had
better return with Jimmy to his room,
Lovell, at once.”

There was a footstep in the corridor,
and Eustace Spencer, Mr. Silver’s secre-
tary, looked in. His fat face had a
startled expression, and he was blinking
through his big spectacles with a look
of scared Iinquiry.

“I thought I heard a call for help——"
he bhegan.

“Probahly you did, Spencer,” said Mr.
Silver dryly. “Lovell has been frizht-
ened, and he awoke all of us. Jimmy,
vou will see that Lovell does not remain
in this room. Good-night, my boys.”

And Mr. Silver departed, still pelite, but
obviously a little <cross—to call a re-
assuring word through Phyllis” door, and
then to aecquaint Mrs. Silver with the
fact that the alarm was due to nothing
more than a {foolish boy'’s fright.
Lovell’s, white face reddened as the old

centleman went; he could read Mr.
Silver's opinion ecasily enongh.

“Come on, old chap,” said Jimmy.
“You can bunk in with me for the
night.” |

“You must excuse me for remarking

that you have acted very thoughtlessly,
Master Lovell!” said Mr. Spencer, blink.
inz at the Rookwonod junior through his
spectacles. “ You have alarmed the whole
houge,”

“T know that!” said Lovell grufily.

“T think T had better go and speak
to the servants.” said Mr. Spencer. “I
can hear one of the maids screaming.
Really, Master Lovell, you should not do
these things from a spirit of bravado.”

Eustace Spencer walked away with that,
leaving Lovell with a dceper colour in
his cheeks. And he was not comforted
by seeing a grin on the faces of his com-
rades.

The 20d Chapter.
 The Watch in the Night!

Valentine Mornington was roaming
ahout the Haunted Room, looking into
corners, and making 2 keen examina-

tion of the room. The other juniors
hardly heeded him. Jimmy and Raby
and Newcome were gathered round

Lovell-—upon whose face there wasg a far
fromn pleasant expression. The secre-
tary's words had stung him. Possibly
it was from a spirit of bravado that
Lovell had insisted upon occupying the
Haunted Room, but it was no business
of Mr. Silver's secretary to tell him so.
What bhusiness was it of Spencer, any-
how? Lovell asked himself angrily.

“Weld, let’'s et moving, old fellow,”
said Jimmy. “It's pretty cold, you
hnow."

“Cheeky cad!” muttered Lovell.

Ll

“Ift I wasn’t a guest here, Jimmy, and
that fellow wasn't 1o  your father’s
service, 1'd jolly well punch his nose for
his cheek.”

“Well, you've woke him up in the
middle of the night.” said Raby. “I

| dare say he felt a. bit ratty.”
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- said Morningten quietly.

Feics
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Twopence
“Jimmy’s pater isn't pleased,” said
Neéwcome. “Dash’ it all, Lovell, you

oughtn't to have c¢amped in this rooni.
You can't say we didn’t tell you so.
You were bound to get nervy when you
woke up m the dark.”

Lovell's eyes gleamed.

“You think ‘it was just nerves?” he
asked. b 10

“1 know 1t was.” |

“1 tell you I saw-—"" - |

“Oh, rot!” said Newcome impatiently.
“You saw some dashed - shadow, or a
flicker from the fire. What's the good
of spinning us ghost stories?”

i

“*Look here——-" vl A |
“Be reasonahle, old fellow,” said
Jimmy. “Now there’s a light, and we're

all here. you must know
a ghost.” -
“] know there was something.”
“Only fancy!” said Newecome.
Lovell’s brows contracted: -
“Well, let’s get off to bed, anyhow,”
said Jimmy Silver amicably. “No good

there wasn't

freezing here  It’s beastly cold, ghost
or no ghost.” | - LR
Mornington looked round.

“You chaps don’t feel inclined 'to sib
up for the ghost?” he asked.

“What rot!” i

“You believe | saw something, Morny?”
exclaimed Loveil. '

“1 think you must have,” said Morn-

ington. *“You're rather an ass, but youre
not a funk. You wouldn't have yelled

out for nothing.”

“Oh!” said Lovell, greatly comforteéed
hy this unexpected support.  “You're
not an ass, anyhow, Morny.” _

“But it's all rot!” said Newcome 1m-
patiently. “Look here, I'm jolly well
zoing back to bed!”

“Same here!” said Raby. 2

And they started. 1t was cold enough
in the Haunted Room, and there was
a bitter draught through the open door-
way from the corridor. Raby and New-
come were fed-up. '

Lovell rose from the edge of “the bed.

“Come on!” he said. _

Jimmy slipped his arm through his
chum’s as they left the Haunted Room.
He could see that Lovell was still very
much shaken. He took Lovell to his
own rtoom:; and then, perceiving that
Mornington had not followed, he went
hack along the corridor. - | o A

Valentine Mornington was standing in
the middle of the Haunted Room, look-
ing about him with a keen, thoughtful
face. 1

He nodded and smiled to Jimmy.

“Going back to bhed?” he asked."

“Yes; I'm turning in with Lovell. You
don't want to hang on here, I suppose?”
asked Jimmy. ~ |

“Yes.”  Sgh %

“Morny!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

“Come in, and shut the door,” said

Mornington quietly.

Jimmy obeyed, in astonishment.  Morny
knelt by the old hearth, and began to
relicht the fire. The ecaptain of the
lockwood Fourth eved him. |

“Look here, Morny, what’s the game?”
he asked. “You don’t: want to dig wm
this room, after ILovell's been nearly
friechtened out of his wits.”

“That’s exactly what I want,” answered
Mornington. “And I want vou to stay
with me, Jimmy. We’ll have the fire,
and keep the light on: and as we’ll be
together we can handle the giddy ghost
if he comes.” s T |

“But there's no giddy ghost.”

“There's someth<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>