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A thrilling long tale of the Wild West
featuring Kid McBride, by

RICHARD HOLT.

THE TEAM THAT COULDN'T
PLAY !

An extra special football story featuy-
ing Don Barrel, the boy millionaire, and
‘ Bulldog ” Holdfast, by

| . VICTOR NELSCN.
N——-="1§  LOVELL THE SLEUTH!

Another tip-top holiday story of Jimmy
Silver & Co. of Rookwood School, by

OWEN CONQUEST.
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Our fascinating story of a wonderful
; boy cricketer, by
ARTHUR 8. HARDY.

AND

Splendid new artiicles on Foctball, and
Health and Sport, etc.
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THE NEW HAND ARRIVES ON BOARD THE LORD OF TE DEEP!

(An amusing incident from Sidney Drew’s great new story inside.)
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UNCLE DAN IS SAVED

(A thrilling incident from the stunning long Wild WVest story in this issue.)
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N\ > Arthur Edward Lovell gives free rein to

The 1st Chapter.

In the Mysterious Bungalow.

Knock! Knock!" Knock!

“There he goes!” murmured Raby.

“The ass !” muttered Jiminy Silver.

“The crass ass!” growled New-
come,

Knock! Knock!

The knocking of the hammer came
echoing through the deep summer
dusk. Jimmy Silver, Raby, and New-
come listened 1o it as they stood In
the shadow of the trees by the road-

side. And as they listened they grew
more and more anxious and exasper-
ated with their comrade, Arthur

Edward Lovell, |
Half a mile down the shadowy road
behind the juniors lay the village of

Sihle}'-b}?-thb-lﬂi]l. where they had
left their *‘jiggers” at the inn.

Before them, at a short distance from
the road, lay the Siblev Moor Bunga-
low—dark and dese Meda.

Faintly but clearly the sound of the
knocking hammer came echoing from
the bungalow.

Arthur Edward Lovell was there!
And if Mr. Phidias Smith, the tenant
of the furnished bungalow, should re-
turn and find him there——

“The ass!” groaned Jimmy Silver,
“We were duffers to let him go 1n.
It’s half an hour since Mr. Smith
passed us going down to the village.
He may be back any minute.”

“If he catches Lovell in his house
he____.ﬂ

“Oh dear!”

“The ass!”

“The chump!”

“The duffer!”

Steadily came the distant hammer- *

ing, echoing through the silence of
the summer night. Jimmy Silver
could picture Lovell at work—as well
as if he could see him. Lovell was
bending over the mysterious box In
the sitting-room of the bungalow—
he was knocking a chisel under the
nailed lid to prise it up, working by
the glimmer of a tiny electric torch
in the dark room, evidently deaf and
blind to all considerations but the in-
vestigation he was making.

Jimmy Silver turned his head and
stared away anxiously through the
shadows- towards Sibley-byv-the-Hill.
Supper was due for the Rookwoor
ramblers at the (Golden Cow 1n Sibley-
by-the-Hill, and they were hungry.
But they were not thinking of supper
now.  Arthur Edward Lovell had
given them more pressing matters to
think of.

More than one adventure had fallen
to the Rookwood cyclists before they
arrived among the hills and dales of
Somersetshire. - But this experience
fairly put the lid on. But for Lovell
they would have pushed on to Devon-
shire that morning. And they wished
now that they had pushed on and
taken Lovell with them, even if they
had had to tie him on the motor-
gcooter.

“The blithering dummy!” mur-
mured Raby. “There’s nothing in 1t,
. of course. He saw a man nailing up
a box last night. As if a man has
never nailed up a box before!”

“There might be anything in the
box, from a grandfather’s clock to a
tailor’s dummy!” groaned Newcome,
“But Lovell’s been reading in the
papers about bungalow crimes.”

“And if Smith comes back
See anything of him, Jimmy?”

“No, thank goodness!”

“He won't be long most likely,”
said Raby. *“We know he was ex-
pecting the carrier this afternoon, and

1

the carrier never cams:.
he’s gone to the village to see about
it, and it can’'t keep him long. He'll
come back and catch Lovell——"

‘““ And take him for a burglar, find-
ing him in his house!” groancd New-
come. “May charge him with 1t !”

“Oh dear!” |

“We can butt in and explain that

Lovell is only a born idiot. But
L] 1 & & ’

Smith mayn’t believe us.”
Jimmy Silver knitted his brows.
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LOVELL&S DRAMATIG STATEMENT ! Mr. Stubbs, the village policeman, turned ﬁ anw and stolid

The knocking of the hammer was
still audible from the bungalow—it
could have been heard by anybody
passing on the road. The thin muslin
curtains at the sitting-room window
did not hide the light; the glimmer
of Lovell’s little electric torch could
be seen from the distance. Anyone
passing the bungalow certainly would
have become suspicious at the sight
of that moving, glimmering light in
a house wrapped in darkness and the
sound of the hammering. Fortun-
ately, it was a very lonely lane.

Jimmy wondered whether 1t was
possible that there was anything in
Lovell's suspicions.

The man in the bungalow had re-
fused the juniors shelter the previous
night in a heavy downpour of rain.
That was rough and inhospitable, but
it did not make the man a criminal.

Lovell, through the curtained win-
dow, had =een him nailing up the box
—a long box that looked the size and
shape of a coffin.

It was odd, perhaps; but Lovell’s

his suspicions in conneciion with the
lonely bungaiow!

Ten to one ; theory that a ecrime had been com:

mitted and that the bearded man of
the bungalow was concealing the
body had only made his comrades
chuckle.

All the more because they chuckled
Arthur Edward Lovell had been con-
firmed in his startling theory. 7That
was Lovell’'s way. He was open fo
argument ; but only open to be con-

Smith spun round and stared at him,
fingsr, and pointed at him, rather dramatically.

vinced by argument that he was in
the right! Lovell decided that it was
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lance upon Lovell as he came into the room. Npr, Phidias
He stared still harder when Arthur Edward Lovell raised an accusing
‘‘Take that man into custody, ccnstable!’ said Lovell

firmly.

up to him to be the sleuth who should
bring the crime home to the criminal,

Inquiry at Sibley village had re-
vealed that the man of the bungalow
seemed a rather queer character. He
lived alone, had his meals taken 1o
him from a cottage, and was supposed
to be an artist of some kind. Cer-
tainly the juniors had noticed that he
bad a rather wild and unkempt look,
which might or might not have beeu
artistie,

His name was Phidias Smith—and
one half of his name at least was
rather unique, though the other half
was quite well-known and reassuring.

Taking it altogether, Jimmy was of
opinion that Mr. Phidias Smith was
a rather queer sort of fellow, dis-
tinctly ill-tempered and undoubtedly
inhospitable. And what the mysteri-
ous box contained was no business of
anybody but Mr. Smith, in Jimmy’s
opinion. But Lovell was convinced
that it was his business, too.

Knock! Knock! Knock!

“Look hers, I'm fed-up with this!”
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exclaimed Jimmy Silver at last.
| “Lovell’s got to chuck it before Smith
comes back. Let’s go in and hook
him out while there's time.”

“Good egg !” said Raby heartily.

“Hallo! Somebody's coming up
the road!” whispered Newcome.

The knocking at the bungaiow

ceased the same moment. Lovell,
apparently, had finished with the
hammer. :
The juniors stared through the

summer gloom towards the village,
their hearts thumping. Was it Llr.
Phidias Smith returning to his
bungalow? :

Footsteps rang on the road. They
were coming nearer and nearer.

Whether the approaching man was
Mr. Smith or not the juniors could
not see. But there was no time to
ascertain. For if it was Mr. Smitn,
he was drawing rapidly near and
there was barely time to “hook™
Lovell out of the bungalow.

“Come on!” breathed Jimmy.

The threa juniors ran across the in-
tervening stretch of moor and reacned
the gate of the bungalow gard-u.
They ran up the garden path to tho
porch.

Just as they reached the open door
of the building there came a sudden
cry from within—a cry so full of
startled horror that it made the

| juniors halt with thrilling nerves,

“T,ovell I” breathed Jimmy. “What
iE__________!]'

That horrified cry rang and echoed
through the silent bungalow, On'y
for an instant the juniors
Then, with thumping hearts, they
rushed in.

The 2nd Chapter.
Horrible !

Arthur Edward Lovell stood quite
still,

T
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The glimmer of the little electric
torch lying on a chair was on the
mysterious box—now open. One end
of the carefully-nailed lid had been
wrenched up, and the straw packing
was spurting out., Lovell had leaped
away from the box; and now he
stood staring at it, his face as white as
chalk, horror thrilling him in every
nerve. It seemed to him that he
could still feel the i1cy touch of the
cold, cold face over which his fingers
had groped under the straw packing.

That face, hidden by the straw, had
chilled his touch like cold stone as
he groped over it. He shuddered
from head to foot as he stood staring
at the box.

His suspicions had been strong.
Yet he knew now, as he stood
quaking with horror, that he. had
never really expected to find a dead
body in the box. He had suspected
it, All the little circumstances which
to his chums seemed trifles light as
air, seemed to Lovell to point to the

guilt of the mysterious man in the

Twopenos

halted.

165

bungalow. And yet the actual dis-
covery came as a startling shock.

He stood as if frozen, rooted to the
floor. And as he stood, like one in
a terrible trance, his chums came
bursting in at the door with alarmed
and excited faces.

“ Lovell 5

“What——"

“Qld chap—"

The look on Lovell’s face was more
than enough to banish all anger and
annoyance. Jimmy Silver & Co.
could see that he had been through a
terrible shock., :

LTheir eyes turned on the box.
What was it that Lovell had seen,
or touched 7

“ Lovell !”
“What is 1t ?¥

Lovell's dry lips parted.

exclaimed Jimmy,

“ Tt—=it ” He shuddered. “l1—
I—1 touched it—there, under the
straw ! I—]——" His voice broke,

quavering.
Heavy footsteps rang on the weedy
path from the gate to the bungalow

porch,
Mr. Phidias Smith was coming
back! 'The man whose footsteps the

juniors had heard on the road was,
after all, the man of the bungalow!
That was clear now. And he was
almost at the door!

Jimmy Silver made a jump for the

electric torch, caught it up, and
turned off the light.
The Rookwood juniors stood. in

darkness.

But they knew that the bearded
man at the door had seen the hLght.
His footsteps stopped in the doorway.
They heard him muttering to him-
self,

““1 must have left the door un-
locked! Yes, I know I did! Con-
found that carrier! Some thieving
tramp has got in!”

There was a sound of fumbling in
the dark hall. It was a sound of the
man fumbling 1n the little bamboo
hall-stand. The juniors, breathless in
the sitting-room a few feet away,
heard umbrellas and sticks moving.
They knew that the man was groping
for a stick to use as a weapon, under
the impression that tramps had pene-
trated into the unlocked bungalow in
his absence,

Jimmy Silver was seldom at a loss
in an emergency. ‘- Uncle James ” of
Rookwood gencrally could be relied
upon to know what to do in any
given set of circumstances, and how
to do 1f.

But for once ' Uncle James” of
Rookwood was fairly beaten. He did
not know what to do.

What Lovell had discovered in the
box he did not know. But if i1t was
proof of a erime the juniors had a
dangerous and desperate criminal tao
deal with in that lonely bungalow on
Sibley Moor. And if it was not so,
they had an angry householder to
deal with, into whose residence they
had entered unpermitted, and in
whose power it was to hand them
over to the police if he chose. In
either case Lovell had landed himself
and his comrades into a decidedly
unenviable situation.

And the Iistical Four were not
given much time for reflection. Mr.
Smith, having selected his stick, was
coming up the hall towards the open
door of the sitting-rcom. Criminal,
or only queer character, Phidias
Smith evidently was not wanting in
courage. Certainly, he was not
afraid, and equally certainly he was
very bad-tempered and very angry.
He muttered to himself in a deep,
growling voice as he groped along
the davk passage, and he was mut-
tering savage threats mingled with
several very expressive adjectives.

Dark as 1t was in the house, the
juniors were able to make out the
figure of the angry man looming up
in the open doorway of the sitting-
room,.

““Now, you thieving scoundrels!”
roared Mpr. Smith,

The juniors breathed hard.

They were trapped in the room.
Mr. BSmith's rather bulky figure
blocked the doorway, and they knew
that he had a stick in his hand, and
was not only prepared but very keen
to use 1it. They realised very clearly
that he was “acting like an angry
householder who discovered thieves
i his house—not in the least like a
criminal in fear of discovery. Even
Lovell realised that.

The angry man fumbled in his
pocket with his left hand and jerked
out a matchbox. The juniors heard
a match scratching. Then Jimmy
Silver acted quickly.

What was to come of the strange
afair he did not know. But he was
well aware that it was safer not to
be recognised by Mr. Smith.

He made a sudden spring forward
and knocked match and match-box

(Continued overleaf.)
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¢¢ Danger Ahead! ” is the thrilling long story of Jimmy Silver & Co. on holiday appearing in next Mondgy’s BOYS’ FRIEND. Don’t miss it!
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from the man’s hand just as the
match was lighting. The man
uttered an angry, startled exclama-
tion, and his stick swept round in a
circle. It just missed Jimmy as he
jumped hurriedly back, but 1t did not
miss a china vase which stood on the
table. There was a terrific crash.

“Oh!” gasped Raby, starting, as
the vase went to the floor in crashing
fragments.

A loud exclamation of rage came
from Mr. Smith. Perhaps he was
thinking that, as a *“furnished
tenant,” he had to pay ‘“damages?™
when his term at the bungalow was
up.  And perhaps, if he had been a
furnished tenant before, he was
aware that a five-shilling vase, once

broken, may figure in a bill of

damages as a twenty-five guinea

work of art !

“You villains!” he roared. “ You

scoundrels! By Jove, TI'll break
133

every bone in your bodies

He came groping savagely across
the room in the dark.

Jimmy Silver set his teeth.

The right or wrong of the matter
really became quite a secondary con-
sideration just then. The pressing
matter was to get out of the room
and the house somehow.

Jimmy grasped the side of the
gate-legged table, which was between
him and the looming shadowy figure
of the angry man.

He up-ended the table with a
sudden jerk towards Mr. Phidias
Smith.

Crash!

The table shot over at Mr. Smith,
and a tool-box, an inkstand, and

several other articles crashed on him.

The hapless man staggered back
and sat down on the mysterious box
that Lovell had investigated. He
stumbled backwards over the box, as
he sat on it so suddenly, and the back
of his head came in contact with the
floor.

A fiendish yell rang through the
bungalow.

Now was the juniors’ chance.

“Hook it !” panted Jimmy.
- The Fistical Four dashed for the
door. They crowded out of it, and
raced for the front door of the Louse.
While Mr. Phidias Smith was sort-
ing ‘himself out and picking himself
up the chums of the Rookwood
Fourth dashed out of the bungalow
and fore along the garden path.

They heard a roar of rage behind
them, without heeding it. They ran

on breathlessly into the road, and

down the road towards the village.

Breathless, they stopped at last by
the shadowy roadside, under the
trees, and listened. There was no
sound . of pursuit. Mr. Smith was
not following the supposed tramps
out into the night. Across the dark
moor came a glimmer of light, which
they knew came from the front
window. of the bungalow.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Jimmy
Silver. “We're well out of that!”

“Oh dear!” murmured Newcome.
“Oh, you ass, Lovell !”

“Might have been taken up as
housebreakers !’ said Raby. “Lovell,
you born dummy !”

“Oh, what a game!”
Jimmy.

“Thank goodness he never saw us.
We'd better get back to the Golden
Cow, and get the bikes and clear,”
said Raby. “It’s a fine night, and
we can get on the road all right. The
sooner we're out of these parts the
better—after this!”

“¥Yes, rather!”

“You don’t know vet what I’'ve
found out,” said Lovell, in an un-
usually subdued voice.

“Oh, some rot!”
come.

“Was it a grandfather’s clock in
the box, or some giddy relics-of the
Mo%mmith rebellion?” jeered Raby.

“No !

“Well, what did you find there?”
demanded Jimmy Silver.

groaned

grunted New-
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previous page.)

Lovell’s voice was low and husky
as he answered:

“A dead body!”

The 3rd Chapter.
A Dangerous Charaoter!

“What!”

Jimmy Silver and Raby and New-
come fairly howled out that ejacu-
lation together,

They stared at Lovell in the
shadows. Even in the dark they
could see that his face was white
and strained.
~ "“A—a—a dead body!” babbled
Raby.

EEYES.J‘!

“ Impossible !”

“Lovell!” gasped "Jimmy Silver.
“You're dreaming, old man! It’s
unpossible—really 1mpossible ! Do
you mean to say that you saw a dead
body in that box?”

“1 didn’t see i1t—it was covered
with straw and canvas packing. 1

felt 1t !” said Lovell with a shudder. I
1 passed my hand over its face—icy §¥

cold—cold as stone.”

“Loveil !

“These things don’t bappen,” said
Newcome, shaking his head.
very well in the newspapers; but
one -never comes across such things
oneself,  Look here, Lovell, are you
trying to pull our legs?”

THE BOYS’ FRIEN

seemed 1mpossible for such happen-
imngs to come within their own ex-
perience.

“You—you see,” said Jimmy, “if
once the police are called in, it be-
comes so jolly serious.”

“It can’t become more
than 1t 1s,” said Lovell,
case of murder.”

“Yes, if—f——"

Lovell moved out into the road,
and set his face towards the village.

“Where are you going?” exclaimed
Newcome,

“I'm going to fetch the village
policeman.”

serious
“at's. 8

“For goodness sake, hold on a

bit,”  exclaimed Jimmy  Silver
anxiously. :
“There’'s no time to waste. That

villain will see that the box has
been opened, and he will take the
alarm. He knows by this time that
he is found out. It’s our duty to see
that he doesn’t get away.”

“Ye-e-s—bu df |

“He’s got the light on now,” said
Raby, staring across the dark moor
towards the bungalow. “Listen!”

Knock! Knock! Knock!

It was the sound of the hammer,
echoing faintly from the lonely bun-
galow, in the silence of the summer
night. Apparently the man was nail-

ing up the box again.

“He’s hiding it,” said Lovell.
“Nailing it up again to. hide it.
We’re wasting time.”

“I can’t believe it all,” said Jimmy
Silver. “I simply can’t! We've

got to make jolly sure before we call
Let's go and

in the police, Lovell.
see what he’s doing.”

YOU MUST HAVE

r

Perice
Twnpo nece

could see that he looked disturbed
and angry, but he did not look
alarmed or ill at ease. He was frown-
ing blackly; but obviously his looks
were those of a bad-tempered man
who had been annoyed, not of a
criminal in dread of discovery.

He finished his hammering, as the
juniors stared at him from the dark-
ness without, and rose to his feet,
tossing the hammer angrily into a
corner of the room with a crash.

Then he picked up a wide-brimmed
Homburg hat and jammed it on his
long hair and put a stick under his
arm. KEvidently he was preparing
to leave the bungalow.

“He’s going to run for it, now,”
muttered Lovell. “We've wasted
time—he will escape now, unless we
stop him.”

The man crossed to the self on
which stood the petrol lamp, and
carefully turned it out. The light
died away, leaving the room in dark-
ness.

They heard the front door opening,
and heard 1t shut again, and a key
turned in the lock. This time Mr.
Smith was not forgetting to lock the
door after him.

Lovell caught Jimmy Silver by the
arm excitedly.

“He's escaping !” he breathed.

“He’s going out,” admitted
Jimmy.

“You dummy, he’s escaping—we’'ve
got to stop him.”

*“ Lovell —”

““Back me up and collar him!”
breathed Lovell. “He may have a
revolver about him, but if we collar
him—quick ¥

The man’s shadowy figure came out
of the porch and started for the gate.

Lovell made a movement towards
him. There was not the slightest

x5 doubt in his mind that the murderer

=%, | force. Ji )
awewws  § pared to ““collar ¥ Mr. Phidias Smith.

was now seeking to escape, now that

¥ he knew that the terrible contents of

the nailed box had been seen.

Jimmy grasped his chum by the
arm, and held him back by main
Jimmy was by no means pre-

e * § Jimmy's opinion was that there had

been enough lawless proceedings

alreadv—unless the man really was a

g @35 § murderer, which Jimmy still could not

“1 touched .if_'.j” said LGVE‘,H, in a B R TRRReNS T R RIGEERER £

shuddering voice. “1I sha'n’t forget B, sl dall o Lt | bE']‘lE‘i‘.'E}. :

it 1n a hurry. I was feeling in the B34 VenFugmy Sy P s “Jimmy, you S8y

box, under the straw, to find out L #Sefd g ““ Hold on, Lovell

what 1t was, and my hand passed T st E‘{“ you i ST :

over the face; I felt the eyes, and fihsiases s e paENe Tt 8 ““We'll follow him,” whispered

nose, and mouth—all stone cold. ” Poiar RSRase R DIORER N e viisaked Jimmy.  “We'll keep him in sight.
His voice broke, and he shivered i3 siiztifes oo e oand Shut up, Lovell!” !

from head to foot. B g nitoTe ol Lovell grunted impatiently. It was

. : B e R I T
Jimmy Silver struck a match, and Fii 7 5v8a -
It was only too Biiiiaiis

looked at Lovell.

clear that Arthur Edward was not

jesting. His face was almost chalky-

white, and his lips were trembling.
The match went out.

“Well!” said Raby, with a deep ;:;: ORI
He, too, was convinced by gz Masars

breath,
Lovell’s look.
mean it——"

*“*A—a dead bc:udy !” breathed New-
come. “I—I can’t believe it!
not sense. That man 1s an 1ll-tem-
pered brute, but he wasn’t acting
like @ murderer. He was just act-
ing like an ill-tempered man.”

-*“ A dead body!” repeated Lovell.
“That’s what he was nailing up In
the box last night.”

“It’s too thick,” persisted New-
“You saw him at the window.
Well, would a man in his senses nail
up a body in a box, in a lighted room,
where anybody might peep 1n through
a thin muslin curtain? Do you think
the man’s mad?”

“He may be,” said Lovell. by
don’t know! I know that there’s
been a crime committed at-the bun-
galow, and.that that villain has hid-
den the body in the box, and nailed
Wi up. I suppose that’s what he wanted
%11@ carrier for—he was going to
send 1t away, and get rid of it before
lfrlis ’}rictim was missed and searched
or. |

“No doubt he was going to send
the box away, as he had nailed it
up,” said Newcome, *but——"

“You—you're sure it wasn’t fancy
—nerves, or something, Lovell?”
asked Jimmy Silver hesitatingly.

“You can think so if you like,”
sald Lovell. “I’'m going to the police-
station, anyhow.”

“There 1sn’t a police-station at
Sibley,” said Raby. “There’s a
village policeman at one of the cot-
tages, though. But—but 22

“ But——" muttered Jimmy Silver.

The three juniors were perplexed
and bewildered. Lovell’s statement
was positive; and Lovell, after all,
was not a ‘“‘nervy” fellow; it was
scarcely possible that he had fancied
that his fingers felt a dead face in
the mysterious box as he groped
there. And yet the juniors could
not believe i1t. That such things had
happened, they knew—they had seen
reports In the newspapers of such
happenings. And yet somehow it

“If—if you really
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“I've made sure.”

“Oh, don’t be an obstinate ass—a
few minutes won’t make much dif-
ference,” said Jimmy Silver im-
patiently. “We've got to be quite
sure before we risk making awful
asses of ourselves.”

*“ Look here i

“Oh, come on.”

Lovell unwillingly assented, and the
Rookwood juniors started back
towards the bungalow. )
sound of hammering showed that the
mysterious man was bestowing no
attention upon the intruders he had
chased out of the bungalow From
the front window, the brilliant light
of the petrol-lamp streamed out into
the night, like a searchlight stream-
ing into the gloom. It added to the
incredulousness of Lovell’s chums.
Unless the man was actually mad,
could he be hiding the result of a
crime, with that briﬁiant light stream-
ing from the window, and only a thin
muslin curtain between him and any
possible watcher?

They approached the bungalow
warily, and stopped opposite the
lighted window.

The muslin
obstruction to the view.
interior of the

their eyes.
Knock! Knock! Knock! Knock!

The bearded man was on his knees
beside the long box, and he was
nailing down the lid with great care,
where 1t had been wrenched up by
Lovell. |

There was the mysterious box; but
there was no chance of seeing the
contents. The man’s profile was
towards the window, and the juniors

curtain gave little
The whole
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The steady

room was clear to

“Come on!” muttered Jimmy.
The juniors followed the bearded

~# man to the road. Stars were twink-
8 ling in the summer sky, and it was
4 easy enough to* keep him in sight.
‘A T'o their surprise he turned in the

direction of the village and strode
on towards Sibley.

“He’s going to the village,” mur-
mured Raby. ‘That doesn’t look as
1f he’s trying to escape.”

“Let’s get after him,” said New-
come. ‘‘Our supper’s in the village,
you know, and the nearer I get to it,
the better I shall be pleased.”

The Fistical Four trod cautiously on
the track of the bearded man. Once
or twice he paused and glanced back.
To Lovell’s mind that was a proof
that he was a fugitive from justice,
fearful of pursuit. But the other
fellows wondered whether he had
heard their footsteps, and naturally
taken the alarm, after his experience
in the bungalow with unseen in-
truders.

- At a bend in the road the man
vanished behind a clump of trees.
The Fistical Four hurried on, anxious
not to lose sight of him.

As they came past the trees there
was a sudden rush of footsteps.
Before they knew what was happen-
ing the shadowed man was rushing
among them, laying out right and left
with his stick. Too late, they realised
that he had become aware of their
pursuit, and laid in wait for them.

“Oh, my hat! Yaroooh!” roared
Lovell, as the big stick whacked
across his shoulders with a terrific
whack.

“Ow! Whoop!”

“Take that, you rascals!” roared

- Mr. Smith. “ And that—and that——"

“Yooop! Ow! My hat!” |

The juniors dodged frantically, yell-
ing. 'The bearded man was among
them, hitting right and left, and
utterly recklessly, with his big stick.
It was clear that he fancied he had
been followed by a gang of tramps
who had broken into his bungalow,
and in the gloom_ he could not see
that he had to do with schoolboys,
He was ““out ” for vengeance, and he
evidently did not care how much
damage he did.

13/9 /24

“Hook it!” panted Newcome.

“Collar him !” roared Lovell.

“Collar him, what?” shouted the
bearded gentleman. “By gad, you
ruthanly gang—highway robbery, by
Jove! Tll give you collar him! Take
that—and that—and that!”

Whack! Whack! Crack! Whack!
They did not collar him. Jimmy
Silver and Raby and Newcome

dodged and fled, and Arthur Edward
Lovell, finding the whacking big
stick devoted to him solely, realised
that 1t was not good enough, and
followed his comrades with a breath-
less sprint.

“Scoundrels !” roared Mr. Phidias
Smith. “Come on, you rascals! I’l]
give you in charge! Scoundrels!”

“Oh dear!”

“Oh crumbs!”

The *“scoundrels ” did not come on.
Mr. Smith, in a raging temper,
brandished his stick and shouted to
them for several minutes before he
resumed his way to the village. And
the Fistical Four, breathless, bruised,
and bewildered, groaned over their
injuries at a safe distance.

The 4th Ohapter.
Denounced !

Arthur Edward Lovell was the first
to recover. He was hurt, but he did
not forget that he had taken up the
cause of justice, and that a desperate
criminal was still at large. Indeed,

Lovell's bumps and bruises had
banished whatever possible doubt he
might have entertained of Mr.

Smith’s guilt. Lovell, as he rubbed
his aches and pains, was prepared to
believe that Phidias Smith had been
guilty, not merely of a murder, but of
whole massacres.

“Come on!” said Lovell.

A chorus of groans answered him.
Jimmy Silver & Co. were feeling
aurt. They rubbed their injuries and
groaned,

" Look here, he's getting away,” in-
sisted Lovell anxiously.

“Let him!” howled Raby. “The
sooner he gets awayv, and the further
off he gets, the better I shall like it!
The beast has nearly cracked my
collar-bone.”

“Blow your collar-bone—"

“I caught the stick on my nose!”
moaned Newcome. “I believe it's
smashed! 1 don’t believe I've got
any nose left! Ow!”

“The beastly ruffian!” said Lovell.
“But we’ll make him sit up for it.
Let’s get to the village policeman,”

“Ow! T'm fed-up! Ow!”

“Well, I'm going.”

Arthur Tdward Lovell marched on
towards Sibley, and the three groan-
ing juniors followed him. They were
feeling hurt, and they were feeling
savage. Just then they would not
have been displeased if it had turned
out that Mr. Smith had done some-
thing to be hanged for. Hanging,
indeed, seemed too good for him.

They entered the village, and
passed the Golden Cow, which was
their resting-place at Sibley. Mr.
Paurkiss, the ruddy-cheeked landlord,
was standing in the doorway. Supper
was waiting for Jimmy Silver & Co. -
at the Golden Cow, and they were.
hungry. But they resisted the vemp-

' tation and passed on.

In their rambles about Sibley the
previous day, the Rookwood cyclists
had seen the abode of the Sibley
policeman. It was a little ivy-covered
cottage a hundred yards or so from
thé Golden Cow, with a large garden,
where Mr. Stubbs, the constable,
spent most of his time in cultivating
vegetables—crime being an exceed-
ingly rare occurrence in the little
Somersetshire village. Indeed, it was
doubtful whether Mr. Stubbs had any
closer acquaintance with crime than
he might have gained by the perusal
of his Sunday newspaper. Sibley-by-
the-Hill was a remote hamlet, and by
no means up to date in any respect.

A light burned in the cottage, glim-
mering through pots of geraniums
that nearly blocked the window. The
door was open as the Rookwood
juniors came up the path through the
well-kept garden, planted with rows of
handsome cabbages. Lovell marched
on ahead iff determined mood: but
his comrades followed more slowly,
still hesitating to take a decisive step.
Lovell had no doubts; but the Co.
were worried by all sorts of doubts
and misgivings.

But there was no stopping Lovell,
that was certain, so the chums of
Rookwood followed on, dubiously and
hesitatingly.

Police-constable Stubbs was at
home, and apparently had a visifor.
A deep, booming, angry voice was
audible as the juniors came up to
the cottage door. To their utter
amazement they recognised the
strident tones of Mr. Phidias Smith,
of the Sibley Moor Bungalow.

Don’t miss the great school story of Tom Merry & Co. of St, Jim’s in the ¢ Gem *’ Library. Out on Wednesday.
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: He——" gasped Lovell. *“ Him!"
Here !” murmured Rabv.
It really was amazing! "The nerve

of the man, in coming to the con- |

stable’s. cottage, was startling—to
Lovell, ‘at least. ' Mr.
powerful voice could be heard out-
-side the cottage, as he talked to the
village policeman.
. “* A gang of tramps—a set of scoun-
- drels! My bungalow broken into—
at least, entered! I left the door
- unlocked when I came to the village
1o see the carrier 49

Jimmy Silver & Co. blinked at one
another,
~ In the glimmer of lamplight in the
cottage they could see Mr. Stubbs.
He was a plump, comfortable gentle-
man, with red whiskers, and he was
in his shirtsleeves, and had a pipe in
his hand. With placid calmness he
- histened to the stormy plaint of
Phidias Smith. 1t was not easy to
disturb the equanimity of the steady,
stolid Semersetshire man. Mr. Smith
- was gesticulating as he talked, doubt-
less 1n an excited access of the
artistic temperament. But artistie
temperaments were unknown
Sibley-by-the-Hill, and a

suspicious expression on Mr. Stubbs’

- giving that his excited visitor
* been drinking !.
** Anything took, zur?” asked Mr.
~Stubbs, when his excited visitor
paused for breath. ,

“ Nothing ; but——"

““ Anything broke?”

“Only a vase. which—which I
- myself knocked over in the struggle
—at least, while I was attacking the
scoundrels, But my
been broken into—I mean, entered—
by a gang of ruffianly tramps. They
followed me in the dark to the village
and attacked me—at least, I attacked
them. Théy are close at hand now.
What ave vou going to do about 1t 7"

Myr. Stubbs rubbed his plump red
nose thoughtfully.
first crime 1in his

constabular ex-

periefice, he was a little perplexed to

know what he was going to do about
1.

“P'r’aps they're
suggested brightly.
Mr. Phidias Smith gave a snort.

“ Are vou a constabile?” he hooted.
“1Is there anv law and any order 1n
this place? Am I to be robbed and
perhaps murdered? Are my boxes
to be smashed open by thieves?”

“1 dunno.”

“What?”’ roared Mr. Smith,

“I dunno, zur,” ‘answered Mr.
Stubbs placidly.

Phidias Smith seemed on the verge
of a fit of apoplexy. The village
constable continued to regard him
with placidity, and a slight suspicion.
Slowly, methodically, Mr. Stubbs
filled his pipe, ramming the tobacco
well home with his thumb. Then,
still slowly, and with method, he
_ scratched a match and lighted -the
pipe. This, apparently, was all that
Mr. Stubbs could think of in the way
of action in the emergency. _

Jimmy Silver and Raby and New-
. eome, in the garden, were grinning.
They were rather entertained by this
interview between the . excitable
townsman and the stolid countryman.
- The artistic  temperament raged in
vain against that rural stolidity like
- the waves beating upon a .massive
rock. . But Arthur Edward Lovell
did not.grin. The situation was, in
Lovell’s’ opinion, far too serious for
grimning. |

“The, audacious villain mur-
~mured Lovell. - “When there’'s a
body- in his box all the time!”

“Is there?” murmured Raby.

“Youwll see.” |

And Lovell strode up to the cottage
door and stepped into the lamplight.
The die was cast now!

Mr. Stubbs turned a slow and
stolid glance upon his new visitor.
Mr. Phidias Smith spun round and
stared 4t him. He stared still harder
when Arthur Edward Lovell raised
an accusing finger and pointed at
him rather dramatically.

_ “Take that man into custody!”
said Loyell firmly.

“Oh, my hat!” murmnred Jimmy
Silver, ountside the cottage porch.
“He’s done it now [» |

Lovell had done it, there was no
mistake about that! Even Mr.
Stubbs’ Somersetshire ' placidity
seemed a little ruffled by a faint sur-
prise. As for Phidias Smith, he
jumped, as if he had received an
electric shock. Lovell’s words were,
indeed, quite enough to- startle any
gentleman who had been endowed by
Nature with a full share, perhaps
more than a full share, of the artistic
temperament ! -

“What ?” shrieked Mr. Smith.

Lovell's accusing finger
pointed.

gone, zur!” he
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“Take him into custody, con-
stable 1?7 -

“The boy i1s mad!” said Phidias
Smith " dazedly. There were three
fellows outside the cottage rather in
clined to agree with Mr. Smith on
that point. |

“This here a joke, zur 7> asked Mr. |

Stubbs, breaking into slow and placid
speech at last.

““No!” -snapped Lovell. “That
man, who- calls- himself Smith, has
told you ‘that somebody entered his
bungalow and broke open a box!
Well, T did it !

“You!” roared Mr. Smith.

“Yes, 1! said Arthur Edward

- Lovell, with"disdainful defiance.

“It was a tramp! You do not look

: 1 thought——" Mr.
Smith spluttered .with wrath, *“So

1t was not a set of thieves, but a

prying, mischievous schoolboy. You
young scoundrel il
“You villain retorted Lovell,
undaunted. |
‘““ Wha-a-at ?”
“Villain !”
Mr. Phidias Smith gasped.
"It was you, you young rascal—you
msultmg  young  scoundrel ! By

|33
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- placid face seemed to indicate a mis- |

had |

your body ! |
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*Stone cold!” gasped Mr. Smith.
“Oh, heavens! Ha, ha, ha!”

Lovell stared at him.

Was 1t hysteria? Had the desperate
man’s nerve broken down utterly
now that he was discovered and de-
nounced? It seemed so, to Lovell,
for Mr. Phidias Smith had burst into
a wild yell of laughter.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Stubbs blinked at him and
blinked at Lovell. Mr. Smith fairly
rolled in his chair, roaring with
laughter. All his anger seemed to
have gone—all his excitement and
wrath. He was in the throes of a
fit of helpless merriment, and he
laughed and laughed till the tears ran
down his cheeks, while Lovell stared
at him blankly.

The 5th Chapter.
Awful—-fur Lovell!
Jimmy Silver & Co., outside the

cottage porch, looked at one another.
From the bottom of their hearts they

t were glad now that they had not

“collared ” Mr. Phidias Smith on
suspicion, and that they had not
joined their headstrong chum in de-
nouncing him. Doubts had haunted
them all the time, in spite of Lovell’s
positive statement of what he had

You ass !’
wild excitement.

. | ]
&
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Mr, Stubbs put the coat on, slowly
and methodically. Then he put on a
hat with equal leisure.

Then he called out:

. “Missis !

A voice answered from the kitchen.

“T'm gom% out, missis; I ain't
going to be long, and you can keep
the stew ’ot for me.”

Then Mr. Stubbs picked up a belt

and a truncheon, and fastened them

on. 4

“You’ll both come with me,” he
sald. “I’'m bound to leok into this.
I know it’s all bunkum, but dooty is
o_:inEty, and I'm bound to look into
1t,

“"I'm ready!” gasped Mr. Phidias
Smith.

“And I!” said Lovell sternly,

The plump constable walked out of
the cottage,
bearded gentleman. He blinked at
Jimmy Silver and Raby and New-
come, but without curiosity. Mr,
Phidias Smith stared at them, and
burst into a fresh roar of laughter.

“The rest of the

gang!” he ex-
ploded. “Ha, ha, ha! And I took
them for a gang of thieves, and
they’re only silly schoolboys who

ought to be whipped by their school-
master !”

T'he Rookwood Co. turned pink.
They said no word; in silence they

‘ What—what j§——’

. _ § Foran instant the h (R Aanat g
Then ""mA'“Yss.!:VA;'!.gaEPﬁﬂ:FIEEmIIA 'I.L " the Rookwood jungzr‘:agazaad :’{ 2;1: stilll:slﬂ?'lriltzsﬂg : re if'luthb:ba;xﬂ.

““It’s a statue ! " yelled Jimmy in

and started towards Lovell.
the placid Somersetshire man moved.
He extended a powerful arm and
pushed Mr. Smith back. It was only
a push; but there was immense
strength in the countryman’s brawny

“arm, and Mr. Smith staggered across

the little room and collapsed, gasp-
ing, mto a chair. The artistic tem-
perament was simply rnowhere when
it came into contact with rural brawn
and muscle.

“None of that, Mr.
Stubbs placidly.

“Oh!” gasped Mz, Smith. *Oh,
heavens! Ow!» |

“Now, young man,” said Mr,
Stubbs, with .placid sternness, “you
own up that vou entered the gentle-
man’s house ?” |

“Yes, I did,” said Lovell; “and 1
found out what he had nailed up in
a box there. It was a dead body !”

23

zur,”’ said

“What?”
Even Mr. Stubbs stared at that.
As for Mr. Phidias Smith, he

stared across the room at Lovell like
a man in a dream. He seemed un-
able to believe his ears.

“What—what—what did you say ?”
he stuttered.

“1 saw him last night, from.the
window, nailihg up the body in. the
box,” said Lovell. “1I went there to
investigate to-day. .1 opened the box
and felt the dead body %

“Come, come !” said Mr. Stubbs.

“A dead man, icy—stone—cold!”
said Lovell. “ Mr. Stubbs, I demand
that that man shall be taxen into
custody, and that you shall come to
the bungalow at once and see what I

' have discovered.”

Then |

discovered in the nailed box. Now,
as they listened to Mr. Smith’s gur-
gling yells of merriment, it was a
relief to feel that Lovell, who had
insisted upon putting his foot in it,
had put in only his own foot, For
the bearded gentleman, rolling in the
chair in an excess of mirth, weeping
tears of laughter, was most assuredly
not acting up to the character of a
denounced assassin.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Mr. Smith,
“Ha, ha, ha! Stone cold, hay?
That’s good—that’s distinctly good !
Ha, ha, ha!” s

Lovell knitted his brows. Mr.
Smith’s merry mood seemed abso-
lutely unaccountable to him, unless
the man was a lunatic.

“Do you deny what I found in the
box ?” he demanded.

“Not at all! Ha, ha, ha!”

“] felt a human face, stone cold,
under the packing. Do you deny
it 7’ shouted Lovell,

“Not in the least!
certain that it was stone cold!
ha, ha!” shrieked Mr. Smith.

He pulled out a handkerchief to
wipe his eyes.

Astonishment was now penetrating
the placidity of Mr. Stubbs. He laid
down his pipe, and took a coat from
a hook on the door.

“I'm bound to look into this, zur!”
he sard.

“Look ‘into 1t, by all

asped Mr. Phidias Smith.

eavens! By all means! I'll walk
with yvou to the bungalow! Let this
bright boy come along and {)pint out
the body. I don’t deny anything; it’s
stone cold, and vou will find 1t so!
Ha, ha, ha!”

I’'m absolutely

Ha,

means !

15 Oh,

followed on, with crimson faces.
Their chief feeoling at that moment
was a keen desire to kick Arthur
Edward Lovell. The mystery of the
lonely bungalow had not been cleared
up yet; the explanation of Lovell’s
strange discovery was still a mystery.
But one thing, at least, was perfectfy
clear to Jimmy Silver & Co. Mr.
Phidias Smith was not leading the
village constable to the discovery of
a dead body in a box. If that had
been the case, he would have been
dodging round the nearest corner at
top speed, instead of leading the way
to the bungalow with a jaunty step,
In a merry mood.

Indeed, Jimmy Silver & Co. were
assured that Mr. Phidias Smith could
have cleared the matter up with a
word, if he had chosen to do so. He
did not choose to do so, from a mis-
directed sense of humour, and per-
haps -a desire to overwhelm Lovell
with confusion, The juniors had
already seen that Mr. Smith was not
a good-natured man.

Lovell was perplexed, as well as the
Co. But he stood by his guns. He
knew what he had discovered, and
there was no getting away from that.
He grimly anticipated the sensation
that would come when the lid of the
mysterious box was raised, and its
dread contents exposed to view, Mr.
Phidias Smith’s mocking merriment
would come to a sudden termination

then.

Under the twinkling - summer
stars the party marched down the
leafy lane to the road on the moor.
Constable Stubbs trudged ahead,
placid and unperturbed. Mryr. Phidias

Smith followed him, still grinning—

Price .
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ke a demon in -a pantomime, as
Raby whispered to Jimmy Silver.,
. The Fistical Four walked together
iIn  silence. The Dbungalow was
reached at last, |

Lovell watched Mr. Smith sharply.
At the last moment, perhaps, the
bearded gentleman’s prudence might
overpower his audacity, and he might
bolt across the moor.

But the bearded gentleman showed
no disposition whatever to bolt., He

groped in his pocket for the key, and
unlocked the front door of the
bungalow.

“ Better wait while I get a light,
constable,” he said.

“Right, zur!” -*

“Mind he doesn’t cut off by a bacgk
door!” breathed Lovell.

Mr. Stubbs did not heed.

Had Mr. Stubbs had to deal with

| a dangerous criminal, it is probable

that he would have been taken very
much off his guard. Asmatters stood,
however, it was probably of no con-
sequence.  Certainly Phidias Smith
had every opportunity of slamming
the front door in the face of the
constable, and " bolting by a back
door, had he so chosen. But he ¢id
not choose,

He entered the sitting-room, and
the party heard him pumping up the
Feiiml lamp. Then there was a bright
g ht.

“Come called out Phidias
Smith.

With a steady stolid tramp, Con-

in !

stable Stubbs marched in. Jimmy
Silver & Co. followed him,
“That’s the box!” exclaimed

Lovell,

- Mr. Stubbs looked at it stolidly,
Certainly in size and shape it was
suggestive of a coffin. But it did not
seem reminiscent of a coffin to Mr,
Stubbs. He blinked at it slowly.

“That there’s the box what came
to 'ere by carrvier last week, ain't it ?”
he asked. * I think I ’members it.”

“That is so,” assented Mr. Smith,
with a grin, -

“1 thought so,” said Mr. Stubbs,
with a slow nod. I seed 'un in the
carrier's cart, I did.”

“It 1s a box which I had made
specially for my purpose,” explained
My, Smith. “An ordinary packmg-
case would not have been strong
enough. You see, it would have
been rather serious if the box had
been jolted open on the railway, con-
sidering what 1s 1mside.”

Lovell gasped. Was this the very
limit of criminal impudence? Or-—or
had he made some ghastly mistake
somehow ?

“I'm bound to see in that there
box, zur, after what the young
gentleman has told me, zur.” |

“Quite so. I have no objection.”
Mr. Phidias Smith looked round .{for
his tools. “I have nailed it up twice.
I shall have to nail it up a third
time. But I must let you see what

| is 1n it, or this absurd story will be

the talk of the village, and all the
neighbourhood will suppose that a
dead body has been found here.”

Mr. Smith handed a hammer and a
cold chisel to Lovell.

““As you opened the box once on
your own account, you prying young
rascal, you can open it again for Mr.
Stubbs,” he said.

Lovell took the tools mechanically.

Knock! Knock! Knock!

Once more the sound of hammering
echoed through the lonely bungalow,
and out on the moor. '

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked on,

speechless. What was going to be re-
vealed, they simply could, not
imagine. But they had' not the

slightest expectation of seeing a dead
man there. Phidias Smith sat down
and lighted a cigarette. He grinned
as he watched Lovell—a fiendish grin,
Lovell thought. Was the man mad?
Or what did it all mean?

Knock! Knock! Xnock!

Lovell worked feverishly.

The stout lid was loosened at last,
With a wrench, 1t came - up 1in
Lovell’s hands.

The careful packing of canvas and
straw and shavings was revealed.
Nothing else, for the moment, was ta
be seen.

“Leave it to me now,” said Mr.
Phidias Smith. *“I don’t want to risk
yvour damaging it with your clumsy
hands.” |

Lovell stepped back.

Phidias Smith knelt beside the boxz,
and began to unpack the straw and
shavings. He did it slowly and care-
fullv, and rolled aside wrappers with
exasperating leisureliness. Mr.
Stubbs watched him stolidly, not in
the least excited. Jimmy Silver &
Co. watched eagerly, Lovell trem-
bling with impatience and uneasiness,

There was a sudden ecry from
Lovell.

“There it 1s! Look!

(C'ontinued on page 176.)
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Your Editor is always pleased to hear from his readers upon any subject.
Address your letters to: Editor, ‘“ Boys’' Friend,” The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,

ANOTHER GREAT COMPETITION !

Look out for this splendid new
treat next week! I have a magni-
hicent offer this time for you all!
The plain fact is the new Competi-
tion is the finest ever. A Iive-Pound
Note and Six Match Footballs are to
be won each week, and the Right
Away sounds next Monday. So get
ready, and try your skill.

so far as I know, the rotund Eskimo
has nmever been in the oyster trade,
though he likes a bivalve now and
then, finding it nourishing and a
cure for thinness. But none the less,
the genial Gan has. his serious
moments, as you will see.

“DANGER AHEAD'! "

| You never know your luck! These
philosophers generally manage to hit
off the truth. Little did Jimmy
Silver & Co. think that their harm-
less little holiday on the open road
would furnish such a sensation as is
described with gusto in the next
1ssue. Lovell, of motor-scooter fame,
figures most conspicuously. Lovell
1s wise 1n his day and generation.
With him 1t 1s a case ot discretion |
first, then valour. You can’t beat
1t. Mr. Owen Conquest’s new yarn
goes with a roar. There is a merry
twinkle i i1t which will bring keen
enjoyment, and after reading the
tale, you will jump on those ignoz-
ant fellows wljﬂo say that Englsh
countrysides are not teeming with
adventure. People who talk non-
sense of that sort simply de not
know.

—

A POPULAR MOVE'!

This competition 1s just what my
chums were looking for. I know
that much from the letters I get—
letters which are sometimes critical,
or learned, bright and cheery, full
of suggestions, and always welcome.
The keen competitor will feel a
prize 1s coming his way, as the man
sald when the mad bull was after
him. There you are! A “fiver ” of
ithe crinkhiest, and six ‘‘leathers ™
for seven winners every week. Tell
all your pals about this opportunity,
and watch for the full details, which
vou will find set forth in the very
next 1ssue of the Boys’ FRIEND.

-

A GRAND SCHOOL SERIAL!

This is another extra special thing
for next Monday! I have had hints
from lots of readers about the need
felt about such a feature. Have 1
not? Well, i1t will start in the new
number of the “B.F.” Anad what of
the title? Here 1t 1s!

“CHUMS OF ST. KIT'S!"

By Frank Richards.

Not for serried rows of neat little
bags bulging with bullion would 1
zive away the secret of this fine story.
It will suffice to say that 1t 1s written
in the happiest vein of the ever-popu-
lar author. Frank Richards has made
the fame of Greyfriars world-wide,
When you read the opening of his
rollicking, mirth-creating, infinitely
cheery serial, I know what you will
be saying. It i1s simply this—that
St. Kit’s will run a neck-and-neck
race for popularity with Bunter’s ”
school.

FAVOURITES ALL!

" There is a bunch of new charac-
ters, and you will promote each omne

- — =

‘““ CLEARING THE AIR!”

B st S b collSbolieli o Belininlrin O

If you never met a really angry
prefect on the warpath with righteous
indignation sizzling .in his noble
breast, well, you never really under-
stood what trouble is. Prefects,
when they are double-crossed, are
inclined to be most fretful. Just
| see what happens in Mr. Michael
Poole’s latest. It will be in your
hands *come Monday, and it casts
the vivid glare of the light of publi-
city on the doings of Linky Beck
and his staunch supporters. It is a
good yarn. I have just read a letter
concerning Mr. Poole, but I am not
telling him, as the compliments would
embarrass him.

‘“A DOUBLE TRIUMPH ¥

By Victor Nelson.

Intense interest will be felt in the
| doings of Don Darrel and “ Bulldog >
Holdfast in next week’s dramatic
yvarn. On this occasion there is an

to the favourite class. Frank | undisputed win for Don Darrel, who
Richards is bound to get a three- | scores twice over in his fight for the
times-three welcome to the old | mastery over a rascal, by name

Eustace Cardmore. Cardmore fondly
imagines that he has all the running,
but the story, which deals 'with footer
and racing, shows how very far out
the trickster was. in his calculations.
It is a tale with plenty of grip in it,
and the author has possessed himself
of a rattling sporting theme.

“Green 'Un.”

A SPECIAL SCHOOL STORY
NUMBER!

That is the right and proper desig-
nation for mnext Monday's Boys’
FRIEND. We start with the new
serial. Its slogan will be “St. Kit’s
for ever!” Then we have a rousing
Rookwood yarn, and to make the
trio all complete, Mr. Michael Poole

contributes a breezy St. Katie's story.

S“QOALIE!

This well-primed individual has
girded up his loins ready for all the
tremendous demands sure to be made
on him now that the football season
is getting into its most exciting
phase. You might think that the
calls on ** Goale’s ” store of know-
ledge might tax his strength, and
all that sort of thing, but not so!
The celebrated footer authority has
been through the mill, and he knows
how to act on that bright little Latin

““ VAL HILTOCN—APPRENTICE!”

Sidney Drew’s yarn about the new
hand, and Gan Waga & Co., for the
new 1ssue 1s full of pleasing thrills,
and humour extra dry and good. Gan
Waga i1s nof what you could reason-
ably call an austere man. In fact,
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THE MYSTERY RIDER!

(Continued from previous page.)
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For a momens or two he watched
them go, then he turned. At the
same moment the rancher’'s gun was
thrust hard under his ribs.

“Hands .. gp!” snapped  Seih
Masterman.

The cattle-thief gave a yelp of
terror and his hands shot skywards.
He swung round, and the moon shone
full on his face

“Good heavens. it’s Pinto!” cried
Kid McBride. :

The man’s face was ashen-pale.
He was trembling like a leaf.

“Sure, i1t 1s him!” remarked Uncle
Dan. “But if I came and told ye, I
shouldn’t. have been believed. Tis
best to figger cut these things for
ve'selves.”

“Hootie him!” said the rancher.
“We'll get him across to the sher’f
in the morning.”

But Uncle Dan shook his head.
He dived into his pocket, and
brought out the grimy envelope that
he had showed the Kid at their first
meeting.

“Guess ve're too previous, boss,”
he said. “I holds the trump kyard.
This yvar is a warrant issued for the
arrest of Robert Dawson on a charge
of illegally disposing o’ certain catile
as b’longed to me.” The little man
turned savagely to the trembling
Pinto. ““Do you deny you’re Robert
Dawson?”’ he snapped out.

The prisoner made no reply; terror
showed in his beady eyes. _

“No. I guess not,” went on Uncie
Dan. “That black steer as is tattooed
on vour back will give you ‘away!
But you knew 1 was after you; three
times you tried to pick me off with a
gun when you thought I wor aslcep.
And once you would have strung me
up if the Kid hadn’t taken a hand
in the game. But nd8w I've got you,
and vou comes back wi’ me to the
Rio Grande!”

There was no doubt in Seth Mas-
terman’s mind as to the truth  of
Unele Dan’s statement. A glance at
the cringing Pinto would have dis-
persed any doubting.

“Guess vou'll come back to the
ranch " and rest a bit?’ suggested
Seth Masterman to the little man.

Uncle Dan shook his head. |

“T'1l have breakfast here, and then
we rides south,? he said simply.

And half an hoar later, as the
dawn was showing grey over the crest
of Pike's Peak, Seth Masterman and
Kid McBride sat on their ponies and
watched two figures—one aflame
with grim satisfaction, and the other
tied and broken—melt away down

the southern trail.
THE END.

(Good news! “Clearing the Air!”
—a stunning new story .of “Jolly
Roger ” and the* boys of St. Katie’s
Sehool appearing in next Monday’s
Boys’ Friexp. Don’t miss it! Order
your copy of the “Green *Un” in
advance and avoid disappointment!)
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tag about being prepared. Look out

for his football tips as the season
swings on 1its fascinating way.
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THE “ HOLIDAY ANNUAL!"”

In order to be properly and com-
fortably in the know about a whole
picturesque horde of useful subjects,
you have got to see this grand new
volume of the “H.A.” 1t is as wel-
come as the little stranger, but it
1s sheer bosh to reckon the * Holiday
Annual ” as a stranger. It is an old
friend of the trustiest kind. Try it
when you ‘are feeling down, or up,
or at any other old time, and your
respect for the book will roll up in

volume.
Your Editor.

Price
Twopence

Y
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Jimmy Silver uttered a startled
exclamation.

What Lovell’'s groping fingers had
felt a .couple of hours ago was re-
vealed now in the brilliant lamplight.

A white set face—white, rigid,
motionless—stone cold to the touch!

Mr. Stubbs gave a startled grunt.

For an 1nstant thére was a horrified
tension. But only for an instant.
Then Jimmy Silver gasped :

“Lovell! You ass!”

“What—what is iz

“ It’s a statue!” yelled Jimmy.

“Wha-a-at?”

Mr. Phidias Smith looked up, with a
mocking grin. Never had he looked,
to Lovell’s eyes, such a very sardonic
and unpleasant gentleman.

“While you were prying into my

affairs, 1t does not seem to have
occurred to you te pry into" my
studio,” he remarked. ‘““Had you

done so, you would probably have dis-
covered that I am a sculptor.”

“A—a—a sculptor !” babbled
Lovell.

“ A sculptor !” breathed Raby.

“For three months,” said Mr.
Smith, “I have been at work upon
this marble statue. I came here to
work in seclusion—not expecting to
be visited by a mob of inquisitive
schoolboys.”

Jimmy Silver & Co. wished at that
moment that the floor would open
and swallow them up—especially
Lovell. But the floor did not oblige,

Lovell gazed at the marble face.

No wonder it had felt icy cold and
rigid under his groping fingers! No
wonder Mr. Smith had vyelled with
laughter when Lovell stated that the

face he had touched was stone cold !

It could scarcely have been anything
else—as it was stone!

““Are you satisfied, Mr. Stubbs?”

asked the sculptor, with grim irony.

“If you prefer to take me into cus-
tody for having packed up this statue
for transit on the railway, I am at
yvour disposal.”

Mr. Stubbs did not answer. His
stolid face was relaxing. It took
him some slow minutes to realise the
humour of the situation. But he
1*{;;11159{1 it at last. He grinned. and
his grin grew slowly wider, and he
laughed, and then he roared :

““Haw, haw, haw !”

“Are you young gentlemen satis-
fied ?” further inquired the bearded
gentlemen, still ironical. “Is there
anything further in my house that
you would like to poke your noses
into ?”’

Jimmy Silver gasped.

A
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LOVELL THE SLEUTH!

(Continued from page 167.)
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BOOKS OF SPORT, SCHOOL AND ADVENTURE, (

Iit’s Worth Your While—To Qive Them A Trial!

soiry! We—we—
That dummy !”

breathed

“We—we're
Oh, that ass!

“That burbling 1diot!”
Raby.

“That—that gasped Newcome,
He seemed to fail to find a word to
express his opinion of Lovell.

“Haw, haw, haw!” roared Mr.
Stubbs. | |

The Rookwood juniors backed to-
wards the door. Mr. Stubbs reduced
himself to gravity at last.

“ A stone stattoo!” he said. *‘“‘Oh
lor’ ! Mr. Smith, zur, if you want me
to take these boys in charge for tres-
passing 1n your house——"’

““Oh, my hat!”

Before Mr. Stubbs could finish,
Jimmy Silver & Co. had done a
“fade-through ” more quickly than it
ever was done on a film. T'here was
a patter of footsteps, and they
vanished.

3

Jimmy Silver & Co. did not stay
for supper at the Golden Cow, in
Sibley-by-the-Hill. Hungry as they
were, they forgot supper. "L'hey were
only too anxious to shake the dust of
Sibley-by-the-Hill from their feet.
Three bikes and a motor-scooter were
soon going strong, and under the
summer stars the Fistical Four of
Rookwood headed for Devonshire,
So great was their haste that the Co.
did not even tell Lovell what  they
thought of him till they were a dozen
miles from Sibley-by-the-Hill.

Then their long pent-up eloquence
found vent.

They halted to rest; but there was
no rest for Lovell. Three eloquent
voices addressed him, and the re-
marks of the Co. were frequent and
painful and free. |

The next day, however, the Rook-
wood cychists had recovered their
good humour. But the topic did not
rest. It became the subject of merri-
ment—though the humour of it very
quickly palled on Arthur Edward
Lovell, It was, Jimmy Silver & Co.
agreed, just like Lovell—it was, in
fact, Lovell all over. And they
rubbed 1t 1n.

And long, long before his comrades
tired of the subject, Arthur Edward
Lovell was thoroughly fed-up with the

topic. Lovell had quite given up the
idea of being a sleuth!
THE - END.

(Thrills  galore in “Danger

Ahead !”—next Monday’'s long story
of Jrmmy Silver & Co. on holiday.
Don’t miss 1t!  Order wyour Boys’
FRIEND in advance and avoid disap-
pointment!)
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No. 729.—PLAY ON!
A Powerful Yarn of the Footer Field and the Boxing Ring.
By ALFRED EDGAR.
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