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A POWERFUL NEW DETECTIVE
ADVENTURE STORY STARTS TO-DAY

“THE DIGGER 'TEC!”
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THE BOYS® FRIEND

AN A1 STORY OF JIMMY SILVER & CO. OF ROOKWOOD SCHOOL ON HOLIDAY !

The 1st Chapter.
The Wet Blankol.

o HO'D lave thouglit 1™
W Thus Arthur Edward Lovell, iu
dismal tones.
“Nobody !” said Jiuunmy Silver,

Jimiwy and Raby aud Newcowe looked, as
they felt, sympathetic.

It was, as the Rookwood fellows expressed it,
hard cheese.

Lovell’'s wordt enemy, if he had had one,
would bave admitted that it was excoedingly
Lard cheese.

Nobody would have thouglit'it.  Nobody
could have forescen it Certainly Arthur

Edward Lovell hadin’t.. Bat nobody could have.

If was just ove of those hapless things that
huppen, and cannot bo helped. _

1t was all the more unfortunate thet it should
happen at Chrisimastime, when Lovell was
bome for the holidays, and had brought his
three chums home with him. . Y

That, so 1o speak, put the lid on. .

“Was I to Llame?” demanded Arthur
Edward, appealing to his chums

Three lLiads were shaken at once,

For once, Lovell was not {0 blame.

Generally, when Arthur Edward found him-
self in a scrape, tho fellow at the bottom of all
the trouble was Arthur Edward himsell.

On this occasion, however, it could not bo
denied that Lovell of the Fourth was more
sinpned against than sipnming.

“Who'd have thought it7” repealed Lovell.
“We got into the giddy traiu to cowe hoio
for the Christmas holidays—tlic most disagree-
able old blighter in the wide world gets in
along with us—he rags us and nags us, and we
give him tit for tat—and then—it turns out that
he's my Uncle Peter, whota I hadn't seen for
vears—comiog lLere for Chrislmas along with
us. Oh dear!”

“Horrid !” said Jinnmuy,

““* Awful !” agreed Nowconie,

“Where is he now?” asked Raby.

“Goudness knows—gone out, Iylmpc," egid
Jovell. “It jsn’t like home with him in it.
;It]:'l"v.urril:d you fellows s lot through the
ola.

“’“Ol:, no,” eaid Jimuwy, “a bit snappy, that's
ﬂ. .ll

“A trille fart,” murmured Raby. ““Dut
there migt bu. some good in him somewhere,
Lovell. Your mater’s fond of him."”

“Well, he's her brother,” said lovell. “He
may have Leeil s good brother; but I can’t say
much for him ns an uncle. I've got a lot of
unecles, you know, and I've been pretty well
broken m to sland 'cti: but Uncle Peter really
18 the giddy limit. T tlhought he was going (o
clear right out of the 'huusr:, when he found
that the chiap who had cheeked lim in the train
was his blessed nephew.. Wish he had !”

“Yee, rether.”

“But he didn't,” mumbled Lovell. “Ta
stuck on. lle nuver soes me wilthout glowering
at me, It worries the wmater. The pater doesn’t
like it, either. 1've tried to be jolly civil. You
fellows liave been jolly decent. DBut he's a
thamping wet blunket, isn’t hie?”

“Oh, let him rip!” samid Jimmy Bilver
cheerily. “Wo're having a good time liere,
Lovell; and every chap bas oue or two rusty
and crusty relations who make life a worry.
1l we're jolly nice to him he may come round
belore the Lols are over; and he may pat you
on the liead aud give you bis blessing when
you start for Rookwood aganin.”

Tovell grinned.

“Not jolly likely ! he said.

“Keep smiling, old chap!” /.

As a watler of foct, Jimmy Silver & Co.

n .
le Pefer!

By Owen Conoucst:

(Author of the Tales of Rookwood appearing in the '* Popular.”)
The Fistical Four’s plot against Uncle Peter is not quite a success !

__...1_11.—

wore in a cheery mood, in spite of Uncle Peler
in the role of weét blanket at the Christmas
galhoring at Jovell Lodge. i

The Decvinber darkiiess was falling, and tho

~ four juniors wero gathered round the fire in the

dining-roow; clistting in_the lirclight, laking
their case in eomfortable arnichairs altor a
trawmp on Lthe snowy slopes of the Mondip Hills,

Only Lovell was rather worriod. ;

Ile could have stood Lis Uncle Peter on lis
own, as it wure; fearsomo as that old gentlo-
LAl was,

But o had a feeling that Unclo Poter had a
barassing ellect on liis guesls, ‘whicl’ naturally
worried bimm a little.

An_ truth, Uncle Peler was not a polished
gentleman; le had mnover studied graceful
tuahuers on Chesterlieldiay lines.

lle did not like Loys, and made no secret of
tho fact. ]
~ Disliking boys, it would have beoen rather
iudicjuus of him to spend his Christinas iy somo
wine where boys did not exist. Doubtless he
had been unsware that Arthur Edwiard was
bringing homo friends from Rookwood Scliool
for the vacation.* IHe could not liave been
rlunaed to Gud four Fourth-Form [ellows in the
wuse, s well as Teddy Lovell of the "T'hicd.
And the unfortunate weeting in tho Craih and
the “trouble that lad happened these,. - had
deeply incensed hun. S S A

“Ho was angry, ‘and did mot conceal tho fact.
He regarded ‘Arthur Edward as a chiceky youug
rascal, -and made that opinion well known.
Mrel Lovell,” with the rémembraneg’of tmany
past kindnesses from the testy old! gentleman,
boro with Lim patiently. Mr. Lovell bore with
himn chielly for his wife's suke. Arthur Ydvard
bore with bim because ho ‘conld not Lelp him.
self. DBut really Lo was hard to bear with.

" Keep smiling, old {ellow!” ropeated Jinmimy
Silver, as ho glanced at Lovell’s frowning faco

in_the ruddy glow of the firelight. *“Don't
think that Mr. Wilmiugton is worrying us. He
isn't.”

“*Not g bit!” said Raby loyally.

“1lo’s entertoining, in bis wuy,” said New-
come. “"The way hoe roars out, for instance,
scomething like u lion or a tiger, when le's
annoyed—"

“Han, ha, ha!”

“You see, he had tweuly yoars in Iodia,”
said Lovell., *“I dare say it toached his liver.
It does, you know. And he wouts to treat
cverybody as if everybody was & dushed coolie.
I've heard him say that he used to kick his
punkah wallas. I dare say & punkal walla isu't
much class; but it's rotien bad form to kick o
chap who can't kick back.”
~*““I'hat’s so |” agreed Jimmy.

“ Huli !”

The Rookwood juniors juniped.

dhioy knew that exspressive grunt.

Arthur VEdward Lovell stared round the
diigky room in lorror. His comrades followed
his lglnnu:, altnost equally horrifled.

They had comne into the dining-room by tho
French windows from the garden Lhalf an hour
sinee, and they had scen 10 one i the room,
and supposed that it was guite wnlonanted,

That irritated grunt told that they wero mis
taken.

It proceeded from an otlowman in a recess ol
the loug room; a spol, ss Lovell now reme-
hered, where Uncle Peler sometimes took o
littlo rest,

Evidently Uncle Yoler bad bLeen taking «
nap on that ottoman when the juniors came in
and set down round the fire, without perceiving
him in the falling dusk,

“0l, y hat ! mwurmured Neweome,

The jupiors stared across the room

Through -the dusk, they were aware of o
forin rir:jll;r from a I"ULHIIIIIL'IIt aititude on the
olloman, Lo a sitling posture, and of two glint.
ing eyes that glared at them over gold-rinnned
glasses,

It was Uncle Peter.

Mr. Wilmington had doubtless been asleep
when the juniors entered.  The sonnd of voices
had awakenod hiny at last. o horrified silence,
Jimmy Silver & Co. wondered Low much he
had heard of their conversation.

Arthur Edward Lovnll almost groaned.

o was already aboul os deep in disgraco
with lils terrible unclo 4s ho could be. DBolls
his father and his mothor had warned him, not

olice, but many times, to bo exceedingly tactful

and respectiul and couciliatory in dealing witls
the testy gentleman, :
And now——

“Oh, dear!” mumbled Lovell.

“Tlah !”

Mr. Wilmington snorted again, snd rose from
the ottomun. e camo across 1o the four dis-
tmyed juniors, snd stood in tho lirelight, his
qU CEI:'&; fi.;i‘.‘u rud'with nugnr.l

‘ that is how my .nepliow spooks of
o his friends, is it 7" {lgmnlll:lﬂd UIE‘?E I’Elﬂr.mu

“Sorry !” gesped Lovell.

A :l[iuit !"] 3

“l—I  didu't know you * we istening,”
gasped: Lovell. 15 A reens

; It was rather an wifortunale way of pulling
: ;

“What?” I'Uﬂl'ﬂt'l’ Uncle Peter.

“1—1 mecan——

tuportinonce, Arthpe.” :

“Oh "
:'_{ allmll ot trouble your mother with it.”

“Ishall deal with you as an unclo lins 8 right
to deal with o disrespectful ‘and impertinent
uophiew,” ' g 8

Binacll 1TS =2t SLR i

* Yarooool !* réared Lovell, =

Ile iumpud_:qwny ik v

Uncle. Pater had boxed his edrs!

“You—you—you——" gusped Lovell. “ How
dare you?'™

“What 7"

“If you weren't my uncle 1'd jolly well hack
your shins!” roared Lovell furiously.

“Lood gad! Is that how boys speak Lo their
cldors in Lhese davs?” snorted Uncle Peter.
“Good ged! DBoys are not flogged enough !
That is tho reason. Iy my young deys 1 was
logged ~flogged soundly. 1t has mnade me
what I am."”

-hfﬂ ||h: =

UNCLE PETER SHOWS HIMSELF!

Lovell stared round the
horrifRed.

tho ottoman to a sitting Bﬂltul‘l. and uIJ?wn nllsnltllng tgun
mmy ver
heoard of their conversation.

rimmed glasecs. It was Uncle Peter!

dusky room In horror.
Through the dusk they were aware of a form risin

Price
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“‘Ihat doesn't (e e e
B\Vll:ntrwh';lrnn’ much for it,” mid Lo ol 0%
SJuclo Peter made a stride toward 2V N
?nll::inumkﬁ , junior'dodg-d.m:mh;lf} -

“Let's get out of this, you chaps!™
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exclaimed,
-1"'-‘ I-hﬂ‘ lri‘tkll Fuur Hﬂt nut' Ulu.:ll:& v

was left in politur : i halke
rooin, and bLis lugr’)" m!;:;iofodtiiadé; 5‘
of the Rookwood Fourtl; us tiey went. i 3
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The 2nd Chapter.
Tremendous!

‘“ Iwzlgot " |
$ L was the following day, aud '
Edward Lovell and his L‘h{i::mu 1
ware umFing howe for lauch, w

I P

1
their skates danglin '
g over thecir
had been down to the =i

fllur skating, and had
threo of them, at least, having [ ]
' v . or 41
cxistence of Mr. Peter Wilmirg.gw,f“_ 5 -
But every now and then a thoughtful shadows

might have beeny discerned o
Arthur Edward Lovell. s s ”‘"-'1""“:_

[rosty morning, as well as ahliﬂlg' ¥
¢ o

-
.

(rozen stream at Frag
ounjoyed their wory)

“Well, what have you got. o) '
Jimn_:y Silver, “ Nu{t ﬂgld: fw? 1
“No, ass ! About Uncle Peter—?’ y

“O0b, Uncle Peter!"” saj “ Whet
Lthink of him till we get b’:r:llti lgilhu i:od g
“ Well, you sce, 1'm bound to,” Raid oil.

“The mater's been at me
bothered about Uncle Poter's ilinli“ng. .
much. It's a bit diflicult for us to on
lt,,l but old Peter was n boy once . '-
%) suppose he was,” admitted Jimmy. “J
doesn’t look it; but 1 suppose he must he
been, once upon a time,” { .
“Well, when o was a boy he was a godl
chap, according to the mater,” said ILosall
“She gavo mo o long jaw sbout it last nizlds
He wenl out to India as a young man fos hie
peoplp’s sake.  You sce, they wero rathe
short of money, and there werc a lot of sistas
and only one brother, and Lo staved single &if
his lifo' to look alter them. That's  preliy s
decont, you kuow, especially as it's made Bins
such @ rusty, crusty old card.” - ;B E;
“I know he'd got some good in him. oer
your mater wouldn't think so much of high™ '
sald Jitmy Silver. *“Let's all be as nicg 0
hun e84 we can.” | L PR
“He put in tweaty years in India and camiat
hionie rich,” went on Lovell. “According. 19

11 I-bc'l-nu

L

what the mator te)ls mo he was & so t of¥i”
carthly providence all the time. Well, tha ﬁ
jolly decent. The mater's very fond of himet
or,” of colirse, sho wouldn't be bothered 3§ k:
such o hunk at Christivas time; aud the
v pater has n lot of respeet for him, though T
liko hitn. Well &

don’t seo how he can possibl L2
the mater would be no f-nc{ bucked if Unele ™=
Peter camne round and forgave me and tookss
a Jiking to wre, I'm going to please the ustef SR

f Ican.” s
“That's right !’ _ N
“The question is—how ?” said Lovell. Aedes

“That questiou wants a bit of answeri
remarked Raby. “‘Uncle Peter may have S
good heart. but he's got a dashed bad tempers st
and as for his manners . A

Raby left Jiis rewsark unfinished.

[
-
-'. L]

“Huh!'" The Rookwoaoaders Jumped. Thay
know that oxpressive grunt. Arthur Edward
His comrades followed his glance, equally
from a recumbent nl.{ltudo on

that glared at them over gold-
he luf

Co. wondered how much
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“Well, I've got it,” said Lovell.
thought of u way. No being civil to him;
he only suaps at o fellow. No good asking
alter his health ; he only snorts. But, according
to what the maler says, ho has—or had—a good
t'ﬂ:;ﬂ;‘ 1I"m thinking of appealing tp his grati-

ude. |

~ His which ?”* ¢jaculated Newcome.

“Gratitude,” said Lovell.

“My only hat! low?” asked Jimmy in
wouder.

Lovell emiled, the emile of superior wisdom.

“I've thouglht it out,” he said. *“ Unole Poter
wes bttacked in India once by footpads—ho
calls them dacoits. He carries a lot of money
about him—1've scen o wad of bank-notes in
his purse when ho's opened it. He'a never
got over those dacoits, and be's.slways ready
ta be pounced on by footpads—nerves, vyou
know. You fellows may have uoticed that
when he goes for a walk he always takes a big
kuobby stick with hiin. It's no good telling
bim that there are no dacoits in Somersotshire
—he knows better.”

. - The Rookwooders grinned.
. “Well,” went on Lovell, “Mer, Wilminglmn
- would never be surprised at being attacked by
- Tootpads. And since the War, of course, thero
vo been a lot of [oolpads about, and so there
~ would be nothiug mnllly surprising in a gang
~of them seotting on Uncle Peter one night.”

!

‘i'ﬁ*’*‘-w. s
¥ i " A

S E, 1

. T Whatt® s

~  “That’s the idea,” said Lovell. *Three
yis ! E?lm set on old Peter and get him down
= and begin robbing him. I rush in—"

R You ‘rush in?”
o dazcdly.

= "I rush in,” assconled Lovell. “Knocking the
¢/ meoundrels right abd left, I rescue him,”

s EOII. my only summer bonnet!”

. Raising him from the ground, 1 help him
back to the house,” continued Lovell, evidently
- greatly taken with bis wonderfu! idea. “He

. ‘thanks me in broken tones—realises that his
= gephew is the goods, after all, as it were, and
= “fells the pater and the mater how mistaken he
%}J. 3 been in me.  In [ect, the giddy clouds roll
“F By, and everything in the garden will be_lovely.
i&j at is, if old Peter has any gratitude in his
~ ' ‘Pomposition at all.”

o sJimmy Silver & Co. stopped and stared at
- ovell,

ﬁl " In the end study at Rookwood they had n{le_n
their

repeated Jimmy Silvet

heard weird schomes propounded by

¥
3‘*% ium—often and often. -Generally they had
i © #t on those echemes. But of all the weird
ST mes that Lovell ever had propounded, this
T wek his comrades as the weirdest.
* Not wandering in vour mind, are you, old
Nap?”’ asked George Reby, with an air of
S jeitude.
S ¥ ook here, Raby—"
% =The question is, has the poor chap any
" mind to. wander in?’ murmured Newcome.
" “look here, Newcome——" ‘
.~ " Patience !” said Jimmy Silver. “1If thie is

% sudden fit of insanity it's no good arguing

-+
sy

% with Lovell. We shall have to help him home
*  and send for a doctor.” |
“Took lere, Jiﬂlﬂ]}f Silver—" roared

*? - Lovell.
= A it's a joke—" went on the captain of
- the Rookwood Fourth. -

g “¥¥ ]t isn't @ joke, you frabjous ass!” hooled

-' "

_—

g &
=

“Lovell. “TI've thought it out, and I've got
38 It's a tremendous wheeze.”

¥ But if you're not potty, and it isn't a joke,
fhat the thump do you mean?” demanded
“deinmy Silver. ““Do you think that a gang of
foolpads arc going (o pilo on old Peler just
Shen you want them to, and let vou knock
Sfhemn right and left just es vou like? More
~Pikely to knock you on your silly head.”

2 “Shall T put it 1to words of one syllable 7”

E:’ ‘#8kcd Lovell, with deep sarcasm. *“ You
3 night possibly understand it then, You
fellows are going to be the foolpads.”

; *f i 14'1? s
3 o 'LTl IH
" “0Oh, scissors!”
“That's the stunt!” said lovell. “ Some-
thing like a stunt—what "
!} “Oh dear!” said Jimmy Silver, “Yes,

something like a8 stant—but more like the
wanderings of a giddy lunatie!”

“4“You silly ass! It's s regular catch! 1
suppose you fellows can blacken your faces.”

“Blacken our faces!
“Yes., Yootpads do that so that they won't
be recognised. You can hide in & hedge and
wait for old Peter to trot by and rush on
himn.”
. “Rash on your Unele Peter!”
" “Yes, and wop him over.”

“Mum-mum-mop  him'  over!”
Raby.

“That's it! If he
won't matter. It wil
realistic.”

“Oh crumbs!” ;

“And what about Lis big stick " demanded
Newcome. " You've just been felking about
thio big stick ho carries around for footpade.”
" ““You way got s lick or two,” said Lovell,
with & nod. “But if you handle him short
and sharp, he won't have time to get in more
than one whack or so.”

“You—you—you frabjous fathead!” gasped
Jimmy Silver. “Do you think that we want
vvon one whack from Uucle Peter’s big stick ?”

“I hopo you're not a funk, Jimmy."

** You=—you=—you——"

“Look here! You jolly well rush him,
Lovoll, and tuke the whacks from his big
stick and ‘'we'll rescue him!” ssid Raby,

stuttered

ets n bump or two it
make it all the more
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“Ha, ha, ha!”
“You silly owl, what would be the good of
that!” dewmanded Lovell. “I'so gol (o get
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garding. himself as monarch of all | - | :
veyed, did not secem to consider it nt::-u::lr; ;Ll:gg. urllflzrwl:i:::;l:ulzfl ‘Ill:“r;pecte“ dﬂ';ﬁ

to concoal the fact that ho was cross while a

into his good graces, not you. I'm his gic dy guest in his brother-in-law's house

nephew. You won't sce hin again after this Really, ho scemed to think that he was still
vac, I may have him Janded ‘on mie every at his bungalow on  the Hugli, where
vacalion now t!llnt he 8 I'El,liilmlllﬂﬂrﬂ nmli.puukiﬁh
sutll(tﬁl duwnl il: l*.u\;:lru:l. }\'nllnu treinbled  at s

*Oh, my hat! ‘hat o rown. It 1
prospect [ said  Jimmy THE BEST ruﬂm:; o “lT:n'p'l;}::Eul Iltii
b.!:-%;:“ TR e NEW YEAR GIFT! llullknll wallas must have
i ey : i \
enough, said  Lovell. THE (1926) HOLIDAY - Mr. Lovell was rather

“He spent his leave a good
deal at our place years ago
when he camo over from
Tndia, whon 1 was o kid.
I remember him smack-
ing my head when I was
quite a nipper. . The mater
says he's a very affection-
ate man, though his man-
ner is agamnst him.”

“It is—it aro!” said
Jimmy. “There's no
shadow of doubt on that
point.  His jolly old
manner is awlully against him. X

. &h")ll]l]
saspect him of being about es affectionate as
a wild tiger [resh [romn the jungle.”

“Well; the mater knowe. It quite touched
me when she =pun the yarn last night,” said
Lovell. “8Sho's Jistressed st Lier brother not
liking me. Sho wants us to be fond of one
aunother. - Well, if I can makeo the old codgor
altached to mw, il's iy daty,  Chup ought (o
please his mother il he can, I suppose.”

“Cortainly,” said Jimnmmy. “I'm with vou

STANDING UP TO IT!

Uncle Peoter was cross-tempered,

of courage; he was not in the least diemayed.

ANNUAL! "

J-Clnmmtd with splendid stories
and other fine features.

subdued, ns was natural in
the circumstances. Heo was
& ruddy, cheery man, but
his brothersin-law had a
rather depressing  cffect
on him. Mrs. Lovell was
rather troubled. She was
deeply attoched to her
brother, whoso good
qualities ¢hio knew as no
one elee did. - Certainly
Ahey did not show on the
surface,. Sho would hLave
liked  to  geo him  dise
play Kiod alfection for her sons Arthur Edward
hnd '['t*lll]}'. 2he would have liked to seo Arthur
Fidward and Teddy very (ond of their Unelo
Ueter. It did not geem likely (o come (o pass,

The Rockwood juniors were very quict and
sedate ol lunch, Lovell was vory upcom-
{ortable,

It waus really rotlen that his friends from
school should have lo stand the cross lcmper
and  Huvnishe manners of a rolation of |is,
Lovell felt i[ ]it'l‘lllf'.

Leddy Lovell had gone away (o stayv with

.
~—

" What—stop—who—highway robbery, b ad ! " spluttered
Uncle P-tnrpn:lh. blac 4 ) .
surly, and had the manners of a bear,
He swung

figure rushed on him,
But he had plenty
up his big stick and made a terrific

~faced, mufMied

swipe at the black-laced assallant.

all the way thcro!” But thore are ways of
dmug these things.”

“1've thought of a way, IL stands to reason
thet old Peter must heve some gratitude in
bimn,  if le’s affectionate and g0 on, as the
meter says. Baving bim. from robbery with
violence is simply bound to touch. his heart,
I'in relying on you cheps to back me up.” ,

“Oh dear!”

“IU's as ‘casy as fulling! off & form,” said
Lovell. . ¥ You know old Peter goes for long
walks alone,. He's fond of his own company--
goodness knows why! Nobody else is, Well,
you embush bim on one of Lis long walks—
casy as anylhing. I do the rest.”

“Buppose something should go wrong, and
he should tumble to it?” demanded Laby.

“That's all right if you follow iny direc-
tions carefully,” expluined Lovell. “Bo long
as you don't try to mansge ;‘hingu for your-
sclves, nothing will go wrong.”

“Ohb, my hat!”

“It's @& tremendous stunt—tremendous!”
said Lovell impressively, |
Arthur Edward Lovell was evidently not to
bo reasonod witl, So lis comredes gave up
tho hopeless attempt to ressou with him, and
they went in to Junch,

The 3rd Chapler.
Cut and Driled!

UNCH at Lovell Lodgo tlhat day was
vot the brightest of functious, ;
Uncle Peler bad not forgolten the
episode ol Lho previous day.
lle wus cross.
Thoe dietslorial old gentlewnan, too much
accustomed to haviog lis own way end re-

gome Third Form friends over the remainder
ol the vacation.” On the day he had departed
Uncle Peter had been almost amiable. No
doubt he would have become quite amiable
had Arthur Edward departed also,

Jimmy Silver and Raby and Newcome were
t'urf' circumspect, They felt for Lovell, and
undersiood his discomfort.

All the juniors were glad when lunch was
over and they were eble to get away from
the grim countenance of Mr, Wilmington,

Lovell seemed in rather low spirits,

The tromendous stunt he had elaborsted
should, in his opinion, have set inatters right
~warried out loyally by his comrades. Dot
the three juniors had made it clear that they
were not going to carry out that tremendous
stunt, It was rather too tremendous for their
liking.

Lovell regarded it as tho Jast word in
diplomatic strategy. His comrades regarded
it ns the maddest wheeze that had ever been
thought of outside the walls of Colney Hutch.

This was a difference of opinion that was
not easily reconviled,

According to Lovell, everything was ceortain
lo go woll if his comrades cavried out his
instructions Lo the very lelter. According (o
his comrades, nothing was likely to go really
woll if Arthur Edward Lovell had a bamd in
the planuing of it. This was auvother serious
difference of opinion, ‘

Iled Lovell insisted in his wusual high-
handoed wey—which bore o distant resew-
blance to the mauner of his Uncle Peter—Llis
cinuns would probably liave remuined firm.

But Lovell, though Lo somewhatl resembledd
Lhis Unclo Peler, had had his manners formed
at Rookwood Scimal; not umong khidmutgais
aied punkuh wallps on the banks of the

awe'll hope for the best

chums *to enter
Lovell at home
Lovell in the end

glrnnf disinclination of his
into - his wonderful scheme.
was a Jittle different from
Illll:;.lyt at tgtt:?kwood School.
.But a surrender on tho part of Art
Edward unaturally. had its eﬂ‘ectpm: Ilil"qhult:::
In the fablo of “Esop, When the north wind
competed with the sun to deprive the traveller
of lis cloak, the fierco gusts of the wind mado
the traveller draw his cloak tighter about
him, while the smiling radiance of the sun
induced him to throw it aside. So it was
::{l.h ;iovnll and the Co. Surrender effecicd
Ji:l;:n tgg. not have done,
[ ¥ Stiver & Co. began to wonder whetlier,
;ﬂt::":ll;ﬂ.él:ru mi ll!-l m:;t boh something in
e, and whether the
EIEFI"_I”, help him out with jt. TrENBHE hat,
ou gee, 1t's the potticst idea a
over thought of—aven Loyell!” Raby  rr.
mnrked—-nu& of hearing of Arthur Edward
ufl::-uurm. I!-ut_n[d Lovell geems keen o it~
s Alter all, if it leads to more (eoubls witl
t:::ei?l!t};n?:ll?l un-.'_ltr.-l. Iin_ ling & right to have as
“ “, tEp
e EIIRRE.'!‘II{;.L 1ia unt:_-lu as lio vants!
"!'l"tm;.i Silver grinned.
ats even Lovell’'s r
]IEIII]F:{I nlunt,:'; !m #nid, "ml:.i n"f. i::u:::
lll::l}t:uiﬁllmlll!:;ltg lllmi.'it might woek.” '
may Leight,” said Robv. “ Al
Im_tv happencd: before, Whs not lngni::'!'mriﬁ
U the old chep's keen on it, let's pile in
and do as he wants,” said Newcome, * After
?JEHLI:T:%] “l?::’l:;l bo 8 certain amount of salis-
.:\nggﬁludlim.” ping over that ferocious old
_Something in that!” agreed Jimm
- We'll bring him dmrnui'nllnp i th{:‘ snow,"
said Newcome, evidently looking fporward to

silly ass

that. “A terrific wallop | 1 ) 5
up for having to at-nnﬁ ' h;;1}2 m:::::l
growling. If Lovell wants us o handle his

jolly old uncle, why not1"”
“Then Lovell can bult in witlhy bhi
stunt,” said Raby. “IJf it workz.l l:ll ;tlg{;?cl;?

it doesn't—well, il's Lovell’ : ’"
“Thal's so!” et

Jimmy looked ; i :
16 ign?n;' l::q:ll;;ﬁly at his chums.

Aud Raby and Newcome answered together;

M'l":’l‘!I l uIII‘
Ihe three echums sought Arthur Edward.
& curious mixture

That youth met them with
between a rerrnlchful frown and a hospitable
smile, As a fellow who was, as he considered
left in the lurch by his pals, he was reproach-
ful; as a host, he was bound to be hospitable
and. smiling, It was a misture of feelings
that - produced quile & curious expression aon
Arthur Edward's speaking countenance.
Pull: lis mind was npeefrily sel at rest,
*“*We m“pla;;mg up, old man,” said Jimmy
Silver. Mind, wo think it's a fatheaded
u-hlcez.e. But we'll play up if you like.”
“It's a potly stunt,” said Newcome. * Dat

rely on us.
“1t’s simply idiolic,” gaid Raby. “But
idiots if you really want us

we'll all be sil)
to be, Lovell 't say fairer than that.”
= |

Lovell grinned cheerily.

“The wheeze is all right,” he said.
will work like a charm if you fellows play
up. {-_)}'!?:u a little sense, you kunow.”

)

“IU'Ill make all the arrangements. You
follows will only have to carry them out. Don't
tr_:: H:;I It.t""k for yourselves, you kuow.”

“Then it will be all right,” said Lovell.

T H!m lﬂ

“Old Peler is going down {o the village

after tea,” went on Lovell. “We've pot a
chance of working the oracle to-day—a
splendid chance! Io's calling on the vicar

about a blanket fund. Ilec's standing blankets
for the poor—he finds England jolly cold after
India, and T suppose it makes him sym-
pathetic, Well, there's only one way he can
walk back from the vicarage, and it will be
dark, of course. Three fellows with blackened
faces rush out on him, and collar him—maoney
or your life, and all that—"

““Yeo-e-os !"

“As it happens, I lmeon to have walked
out to meet him on the way home,” 2aid
Lovell. *“See! ‘I've got it all cut and dried.
I cateh sight of him at the—the physiological
moinent——" | :

“The _psychological
Jimmy Silver,

“Any old moment,” said Lovell cheerily,
“1 mean just when he's downed by the giddy
footpads. I rush in and rescue him, knocking
you right and loft—"

“Not too much of your giddy knockin
and left,” said Raby. “\We're not bﬁ
skittles.”

“You musin’t mind a lhum|.:- or two, to give
the thing a touch of realism,” said Lm*elﬁ

0

“Theu we'll jolly well give you a thump or
two beck!"” said ‘hﬂb}' warinly. *“Real [ool-
pads would.”

. ** Look here, Rabys, if you are going lo plav
the goalt—="

“Orpder!” said Jimmy Silver. *“Ti's all
right, Lovell. -We're on. We'll jolly well
got his stick off him at the first rush—thal’s
rather important—>"

“Jolly important!”
ewphasis.

“Then we'll rall Lim over and give hin
hands-up and mwoney-or-your-life!” said Jimmy
“You rush in, and we clear, And—and-—
It way turn out sll

moment!” murmured

right
nlugn;r

said Nowcome, with

right.”
(Continued overleal.)

Another stunning holiday story of Jimmy Silver & Co., of Rookwood School--‘‘ Lovell Does the Trick!'—appearing in our next issue!
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“It miay !"” mnurmured RNaby,
“It will, il you fellows don't make a muck

of i1, said Lovell confidentlys * You've
mmplf- got to have a little sense and do
ﬂlﬂtalj’ as 1 tell you!”

“l ]I“

“Then it's all eut and dried,” said Lovell,
with (Fmt salis/aclion,

Aud his comirades agreed that it was,

Arthur Edward's face was very bright; he
had no doubts. Jimmy Silver & Co, had a
Foml many doubls; but they hoped for the
est. At all ovenls, it was soitled now, and
all cut and dried.

The 4ih Uhlpﬂh
Not According to Plan.

"y HAT & game!” murmured Raby.
“"Oh dear!”

" Keop snnling " groaned Jimmy
Silver,

Really, iL was not casy to keep smiling, in
thie circumstauces,

In the deep winter. dusk the tliree Rook-
wood juniors lurked in a gep of a frozen
hedge at a liltle dislance from the gate of
Lovell Lodge. {

It was cold, and a _fmnnui wind came down
fromn the Mendip Hills, ut the chums of
Rookwood were wlnuly.wrtﬂnd up against
the wind; they did not mind that very much.

It was the task they were engaged upon
that dismayed them. They had agreed to
E:y up, under Lovell's masterly lead.

yally tﬁﬂy_wnru keeping to their word, But
they were dismayed, wer were dubious, they
were worried.  The enlerprisc was so very
extraordinary; the stunt was so exceedingly
tremendous,

It might work. I it worked, it might have
“u: resulls expected so conlidenlly by Lovell.

ut

There was a “but.” 1In fact, there wore an
Alinite number of *“buls.” Tho objections to
the scheme were as inpumersble as the stones
n the Mendip Hills.

But the trio were “for it " now, and they
wcant to do their best. The rest had to be
[t o the fickle goddess Fortune.

So {ar, the task had been accomplished with-
out bilch. The four jupiors had gone out to
look at a valley by moonlight. 'Flllir excited

Your Edilor
always plessed
to hear lrom his
feadera upon any
subject,

A NEW START.

A new programme for tho New Year!
is the grand slogan of the Doys’

That
Friexp.,
Don’t forget it. Now days mean new measurers.
There will be yarus of such downright excel-
lence in tho Boys® Friexp in the days of 1026
as will out-distepnce all triomphs, Leot's lisve

that quite clear, There's jolly good reason for
looking for something beolter in & brand new
time. You will get it in the Boys’ I'mexp,

QOO0D WISHES FOR 1826,

You never want to take good wishes as readl.
I offer the best to all my myriad chums all
over Lthe world, - Starting ou & New Year is
starting on & brilllant freah sdventure. We
are plunging shead into o land of splendid
wssibilitics. We will mako thoso possibilities
[md-ruck facts belore we lLiave done., Here's
good [ortune to everybody !

THIB WEEK'S ISSUE,

This week's grand number of the old papor
is worthy of tho time, It is full of good
things. You have the first of our grand new
series of fifteen thousand word sporis stories,
“A Lad o' the Lowlands!” by Jobhn W,
Wheway, is a football yarn of which anybody
can bo proud  The gripping instalment of
“The Digger "T'ec!” by Hamilton Teed, loads
us into novel surroundings, and Alfred Edgar
has a good yarn to spin in No, 1 of the series
entitled ¥ Garage Jim 1”

NEXT MONDAY.

Another bumper programnme (o look lorward
to! Arthur 8. Hardy wriles the second of our
long sports mm]rlutun. In “The Substitule
Contre-Forward ¥ you will Gnd all the best
traditions of Footer.® Jim Gryce, of the

.Our Companion Pgpers—The ‘‘ Magnet '’ Library, the ‘* Gem ’’ Library, and the ‘' Popular.” Read them every week!

-:‘lr«lm?
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no suspicion on the part of the old folks at
home.

In a secluded spot behind (roes and bushes
threo of the juniors had carefully blackenod
thoir faces, to disguise theip wdontity, in tho
approved siyle ol [ooipadls.

Cortainly, with their Llackened faces, they
wore 1ol - recognisable.  ''heir own parents
would nol have known them, TUnpecle Peler
was absolulely cortain uot to recognise them.
Moreover, lovell liad sorted out some old
clothes in the way of overcoats and mufMers
and boots, which nltered theig usual “appear-
ance almost as much as their blackened faces.

They were nol vory burly for footpads;
although sturdy fellows for their age. thoy
were, of course, youthful for that line of busi-
ness, 1’robably the highways and byways had
never been haunted by such diminutive fool-
]md: before. It was to be hoped that Uncle
‘eter would not potice it in Lthe darkness and
tho surprise and the gonoral excitement. :

Lovell gave the finishing touchi to the
decoration of his chums aund then loft thom
and went back towards the Lodge.

He was to romain in cover till the attark
took place.  Then he way to happen to be
wilhin hnnrmf. and to rush in to the rescue,
Like Cemsar of old, he was to come, to sce, tb
colquer.

With helty blows lic was o knock tlie foot-
pads right and left—at least, that was his in-
Possibly tho threo awatour footpads
had some other mlentions on that detail.

Defecaled  single-handed by  the
rescucr, Lhe trio were to flee, to wash their
faces, and resumo their ordinary altire, and
io walk back to tho Lodge, where they would
liear with surpriso aud admiration of the
altack on Uuncle Teter and hLis lerovic rescuc
by Lovell.

By that time, of course, Unclo Poler’s crusty
surliness would have melled away under the
influcnce of gratitude, like snow in the sui-
shine, That, at least, was Lovell's confident
expoclation.  Possibly lio was righl—ifl all wont
well. 'What chiefly worried the juniors was (ho
r.lmﬂl and uncasy doubt that all mightn't go
well, .

They had seen Unclo Poler start on his walk
to the 1':lllfu, ond had noted, without
pleasure, the hefty stick he carried undor his
arm. Once upon. n Lime Mr, Wilmington had
been atlacked by dacoits in the Indian jungle.
Ever since he had’ boen ready for such hap-

nings, so the attack was not fll-.'nly to surpriso

im or to strike hin as a “spoofl " affuir, If
all went well, he would nolt suspect a spool,
DBut would all go well? _The more Jimmy
Silver & Co. thought about Uncle Poter's big
stick the less they liked the idea of it.
They asgreed ithet the big slick was to be
reft anay [rom Unclo Poter at the first rush.
Xhat was all very well; but suppose-Uncle
Peter did not play up, as it were!?
the big slick was not reft away as pro-
gramme—and soppose it landed willh terrifie
smites” on the craniums of the Rookwood
jundors? It waes a big slick, a helty stick—the
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Address your
latters to; ‘dlhﬁ
BOYS' FRIEND,
The Fleotway
House, Farring-
don Street,
London, E.C.4.

Rovers, hus a sirikipg part o play in this
boldly original story u? l.!m {ight i the Third
Illound of the Cup  Other good things for
nexl week include * Lovell Does the T'rick!” u
rattling lLoliday tale of tho Rookwood chums,
“Taming a Road-Hog!” by Allred Edgar, and
an powerful iustalment of Mr., Teed's serial.
In the telling account of what happened to the
genus road hog, thel cheery miechanic, Jim
Fryer, is bound o got much applause.

FOOTBALL NEWSG AND QOSSIP,

“Goalie” has somo very suggestive remarks
lo. make next weck about football in generul.
Surprises have been plentiful as the season Las
swung on. "T'ake noto of the observalions of
this export., He is the man to follow. I must
draw atlention to Nos, 19 and 20 of the
“ Behoolboys' Own Library,” out ¥riday noxt,
No. 20 Las a special appeal to my chums of the
"B, in that it contains a long, spiffing
yarn of the Fistical Four of Rookwood. Get
o 10 this, By tho way, in two weeks' timne

look out for “H.R,H., Inside-Right!” by
Sydney Horler

T S —

ALWAYS ADVANOINQ,

But these splendid [eatures T have been men-
tioning are merely a suggestion ol the excol-
lent fare which will mark the Dovs’ Friexp
in 1026, That tried old favourite, young ns
he i1s in years, Dou Darrel, to wit, will be
making his welcome wppesrance There are
now sensalions coming st Rookwood. Mr,
Owen Conguest has been talking to me of late
of cortain now ideas he has in view. Theso
promise & scries of yarns as humorous and
exciting as anything yet. It has always beei
the business of the old “Green 'Un” to \rni;r'h
in with fresh notions. 1t is the paper with the
vovel point of view, and it is this way of look-

FRIEND

Suppaoso.

kind ‘of stick (hat no fellow would willingl
cateh with the top of his head. Jimmy Bﬂ?ef-
& Co, disliked tho idea of that big stick
intonsely. |
_'Tho only solace in the whole allalr was thiat,
' all went well, not only would Mr. Wilmington
lcarn lo love his dutiful nophew, but in the
wocess of educating him on that poiut he would
bumped over in the snow and rolled in it

Undoubtedly there was solace in that anticipa-
tion,  Still, the amatour {ootpuds wished tﬂnl.
ho had lelt the big stick at Lono—or, allerna-
tively, as the lawyers say, that he would forget
it and leavo it at tho vicarage.

With blackened faces and old dark mufflers
drutsn round their necks and up to their ears,

the three juniors lurked in the shadow of the

hedge and walled and watched for Uncle
Poter.

Exactly when he was (o return from the

vicarage they did not know. They had to wait -

tll he turned up. It was not o pleasant vigil.
Lovell had spoken of thaot as a trifle. It was
not a trifle 19 Lhe anxious nnd worried juniors
huking: under the hedgo in the bitter winter
wind. They lolt more and more inclined every
moment. thoy waited to bring down Uncle
Peler with a terrific buinp when they rushed
him; but they were feeling alinost as keenly
disposed Lo deal with Lis neplhew in the same
uanner, ’

The moon was up, glimmering on hills and
fields and lnnw‘y hiedges and lanes. It sailed
higher and higher in a steely sky. The light
was an advantage in ono way—an jrasciblo
Anglo-Indian had to be seen to bo collared. Dt
it had its disadventage—the ambushed juniors
found that they were growing too visible to tlie
oyo as they lurked in the gap in the hedge.

They had (o go back through the gap, into
the field behjod the hedge. 1t was no use
standing there lfor Unclo f‘utor to seo Lhem a
dozon yards off when he came along.

This made the prospective attack o little
more diffioult. Insiead of a sudden rush, carry-
ing oll before it, there had to be first & scramble
through the gap out into the lane, and then a
rush, DBut it could not be helped.

With snow over their shins to add to their
general discomfort the three hapless juniors
wailed on the ioner side of the hedge, spying
through the gap to watch for Mr. Wilmington,

"How long?” mumbled Newcomo at lpst,

“Oh dear!” groaned Raby. *““That ass
Lovell—" fad

“Supposo we chuck it, and go and look for
Lovell and give him'a jolly good hiding?” sug-
gestad Newcome, Arthur Newcome's temper
scomed to be deteriorating.

Jimmﬁ- Silver grinned ruefully, |

“Stick it out!l” he said.

“Suppose the old Hun stays for supper wilh
the vicar?" groaned Raby. 1t would be like
Lim. We knaw he's every kind of a beast.”

w“ [jh',n.,i'l.‘t Iﬂ' b j k3 : "“},... .

“Suppose—" went on Raby, in a Ueceply
pessimistio mood. |

ing at the world which is arresting and certain
in ils appeal (o all. Of course, the startiug
imto a new land like that of 1926 is in itself
perhaps os a treasure huut as can be
imagined. ere 18 all the fascination of fet-
ting geoing again with a now impetve. DBut
apart from all that the Boys’ Frizxp will not
fall short of adventure in all parts of the
world., Its recent varus of exploration have
had a real booin; those to come will do even
better, Then as for its school tales, wull,
Itookwood, in the hands of the talented and
versatilo Owon Conquest, can speak for itself,
Kach new Jimmy Silver tale i1s crisper and
brighlor end more pungent than its forerunner.
Last yoar wo had the pleasure of witnessing
the doings of young Noughts and Crosses, other-
wise Claronce Cufly, also the sad delingquencles
of Marcus Manders, Look out for further
trenls, :

r

!

OUT IT RIQHT OUT,

My counsel (o a chum iu lraiu.iu*l is to give
up tebacco while in training. e has written
me soveral letters on the subject. 1 asked
Mr. YPerey Longhurst Lo send him the regular
truinjng schedule, My correspondont now
asks wo whether 1 think just a little smokiug
would matter. Personally 1 think it might.
It sounds too much like the thin end of the
tricky wedge, It is a good rule, when' there
is anything at stake, to make a sharp divide.
Smoking has its uses, if tho frame is set, but
ils possibilities for untold mischlel, when the
physique 18 not all it should be, are very
numerous indeed, My friend can bet his boots
on it that slopping smoking won’t do his
guneral health any harm,

JUMPING TO IT,

Another pal tells me that he shrinks [rom
one thing that looms ahead of him in tho early
days of this jolly old New Year of which we
have been talking. Heo is sixteen, school is
ovor, and he has beon found a job, and he 1s
going to work. There you lhave the wholo
plaguoy business in a nutshiell. The new re-
cruth 15 not over pleased with the idea. Of
course, in a sense he is not. The new start
means dropping all sorts of pleasant, casy-
going babits. A certain sense of freedomn has
to bo jettisoned, but s larger sense of freedom
comes in its place. 8o many fine follows have
not got jobs to to, It will be all right.
Just the first plunge. Weo havo all been through
it. lu about a weok my chum will be smiling

Prics
Twopence

; dismayed. He swupg up his big stick and

2/1/26 . .
“Hush I o} as ,

Raby's suppositions were inlerrupted 0
heavy troud in the snow, ' e
J llr[nmy Il-lhl\tml"mmd throug
“It's ol Wilmington 1™
:Jﬁﬁﬂdf: | 3 73 i g4 SR
nelo Peler was coming up the lane: on hic
homeward way (o Lumll“.[pld“:‘ Iﬁ:'lﬂﬂ‘:ﬂ: g
n-:Euhml Illhu"hl,’“it{; irlinking, bheartas 5o 5
‘ertainly Mr, Wilmington | | 'r.m’ i 3o
that three Rookw 7 o1 ﬂn :
the ledge ready
conldn’t possibly have had an on
kind. But lio was & wapy oi] bird, e b
his stick in his band, prodding the snow
i as he camo along, and his sharp. el
eyes were well about him, scaunip m

of trees and hedges as | iy th
old gentleman had mi’:'tnrtl.c:rn:‘olhh‘h‘r' tb:
of caution imn upon him b Il%. 1

adventure “'ilﬂ dacoits in the Indian ungle.
Jt did not look us I it would ln'luj to take
him by eurprise. But the Rookw s were
for it now : it was neck or nothing.
:Itendy‘.'”. whispered Jimmy Si ver,
Ye-c-es!” muttored Newcome, .
“Oh dear!" murmured Raby.: 00 SRR

a li'u"ﬂ“- "}'ﬂur h"hfl" .qi Jlm “dest 1
nml}}.“ “We've got Lo get u“‘:"{:;l;-tith'
Hnow . 5 | |

;’Jﬂbl. u}l right,” it _ e
. Uncle Peler was alinost alirea X
s the hedge. Jimmy Silver, ‘l','.k“:'r ELE:" o
in botlt hands, so to speak, lea desperately -
through the gap and rushed him down.  op
Raby end Newcowe scrambled after N
Unfortunately Raby caught liis fool in a iratl -
ing root of the hedge, and went headloug jnto ©
the rnow. Newcome, following Lins, sprawled
headlong over him, UL
Jiruiny Silver reached Uncle Peter alone, o o
Doubtless the rush of thiee sturdy junios,”
all at once, would have bowled Unclo Peler
mnr{HJunul)"l ru;ll idu’l. ) et a s
" What—stop—who—highway robbery, Iy "
gad!” spluttered chlu‘l’ult{ as the blgek- =
{aced, mufiled figure rushed on him, o8
‘Uncle Peler was cross-tempered, surly, aml .
had the manners of a bear—a bear whaose
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cducation has been neglected. DBut Lo Ligsh
plenty of courage; he was not in the b
n terrific swipe at the black-faced t. SO
Had that swipe landed on Jimmy Silveris =
head he would have scen niore stars than evére
seen by an astronomer, and of larger size (han
dreamed of in the wildest astrouomical visionss &
Fortunately he dodged it. But the stigk™
swiped again, and Jimmy Silver rushed g
under it and closed with Uncle Peter, Thgt
was the only way (o escapo the swipe, unless
took fo his heols, Gty 24
“Help! Robbery! Murder! Help!™ roared”
Uncle Peter,: 0 o -:.!,‘ e T R
He- roared for lielp; but, in point.of facl, he,

. (Cantinued on the next page,). - SEES

ab his reluctance to join up with the vas
of the workers of the world.
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OLD COPIES.

Tom Fish, Hazel llouse, Guathwaite, ng-"
Penistone, Yorks, osks how Lo is to get holi
of the back copies of the Boys' Friexp, e
will ind thits very difficult ndeed, Secod-
hand booksellers sometimes have the old issugsas
in_ stock, but there is no certain moans:
scouring papers published a long time ©

and which have been out of print for ye

A YOUNO FARMER.

A correspondent 1n the Midlands is Je
mined to mako farming lui'. and a8 a slart
has established a smnall allotment, where ho gt
grown vegotables with some sugeess, while Hig= 3
chickens have paid their way. Jn o compars-
tively short timme he will come into a small
legacy of £80, and he asks me whether
thould buy a pieca of land up to the {ull extens
of his windl‘n“. I do not think that would be
wise. He had far better keep a ljttle mqq
of capital behind him as a sort of insurunce, L
think there is no doubt, from what he says,
that he will succeed in his veuture, since he
has that most valuable quality—enthiusiasui,
aud he attonds to delail. {4 i DS s

A —————— .

A ODAPITAL LETTER,

RR. Barrott, of Brightlingsca, writes (o mo a4
follows: * Please excuse mio werikin to you,
but I feel it is necessary to let you know how
I enjoy the ‘B  As you will see, T am o
girl, 80 no doubt you will be surprised to re-
coive this. My brother, who is twenty-iwo,

Lhas taken the * B.F. over since 1 h{lll 1o

road 1t, and I am nearly sixteen now, A\ good
while, is it not? I think that the stories aro
absolutely it. My brother and 1 discuss the
various characters as if they really live, a3

they scem to, Wo like especially the yarns
about the DBombay Castlo and Rookwaod f
School. The Don Darrel series were fine, too, |
I should like somo more of his adventures,
Wishing you the best of luck.,” I am wuch

obli to my DBrightlingsea reader for hLer

kind remarks, Dut I must tell her that I was

not surprised, though gratified, by her remark

that she was a girl, for the Dovs' Fuiuxp
appeals to all, It always has done that,

Your Editor.
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didd not need much Lelp. Jimmy Silver was
him, but his arins would not go round
. ter's portly figure wrapped in a hugo
irdined overcoat. Ho liold on to Uncle Peter a
wood deal like an Alpiue clitmber hivlding on to

xrmriu
\'ncle

the Matterhorn.
“ Back up, you chaps!™ gasped Jimmy,

: It was nwuprofessional langusge for a footpad.
Liut Jimmy was seriously in noed of help—much
more i need of it than Uncle Peter, who was
rouning for it witly a voice that showed that

tge liad not withered his vocnl powers,
I 3‘““.00.1111: aud Raby scrambled up breatli-
cesly,

They rushed into the fra

Jimmy Silver had miw‘j‘Unclu Peter, E}‘&

e had caught a Tartar in thot helty
i:uullnmnn. Upcle Poter lind seized Jimm
)y the back of his collar with his left hand,
and held him as in o vice.
he brandishod the big stick.
4 eircle, and Raby and Newcome jumped back
in_hot haste, just in time to escape its sweep.

“Come on, you scoundrels!” roared Uncle

eter. “Help! Help! Come on! ' Robbery
with violence, by Jove! Help!”

“Owl" gasped Jimmy, alinost sulfocated, as
Uncle Peter’s grip held his head almost buried
in the huge overcoat. * Wow! Help!"

There was a rush of footsteps. Down the
snowy lane camo Arthur Edward Lovell at top
*peed, rushing to the rescuo y

it was Jimmy Silver who needed rescuing.
But Arthur Edward, of course, was not there
for that purpose. He attacked the footpads.

" Yarooch I roared Raby as Lovell's fist took
lnm under the ear.

“ Whoop 1" yelled Newcome, sprawling in the
snow ubder Lovell's lelt.

}IL was realistic; there was no doubt about
tha

It was toa realistic for the Rookwood foot-
pads. ' Newcome and Raby ecrambled wp,
breathing vengeance, and fairly hurled them-
sclves at Lovell

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Lovell as ho went
spinning in his turn and crashed down into the
eDOW.

“Arthur! My nephew!” exclaimed Mr.
Wilmington.  “Great  gad! Stick to the
villaing, my boy! 1 can help you!” '

He plunged forward. dragging Jimmy Silver
after him by the collar, the hapless Jimmy
struggling in vain to escape from a grip that
was as hard as that of an iron vied.

_He flourished the stick in his right hand, and
Newcome and Raby just dodged it. Lovell sat
up in the snow. -

He shook a furious fist at the footpads. It
was time for them to run—high time! They
had forgotten their role for the moment under
the exciting , influenco of Lovell’'s overdone
realism,

However, they remembered it now, and bolted
{hrough the gup in the hedge into the snowy
field. They supposed that Junmy Silver would
follow, and Lovell supposed so. But Jiunmy
Silver, gladly as he would have followed, wns
not in a position to do s0. The grip on lis
collar held hiin fast. ;

Mr. Wilmington brand:ished his stick after
the fleeing {ootpads,

“Come back, yoa scoundrels !” he roared.

Thoy vanished, |

“ Robbery with violence, by gad !" gasped Mr.
Wilmington. *Thaok you for coming to my
Lelp, nephew.”
“I—1 heard you !” gasped Lovell.

“I'veo got ono of the rascals!’

“Eh?'

Lovell staggered up.

“1've got one of the scoundrels! Help me to
iﬂ him to the house, and your feéther will tele-

hone for the police. He shall be given into
cusiody and charged,” said Mr. Wimingion,
wilh great eatisfaction. *“He will get three
vears for this! By gad, I'm almost giad that
it happened, as I've got one of the scoundrels,
snd he can be mado an example of !”

Lovell simply gaped. He did not share his
uncie’s satisfaction at having captured one of
the scoundrels ; and no words, in nn‘y language,
could have done justico to the fee ings of the
unh:fpy scoundre! whom Uncle Peter had cap-
ture |

The Bth Chaptler,
Not @ Suoccess.

IMMY BILVER could-have kicked Limself,
Kunowing his old pal Lovell as he did
he was well aware, from experience, that
any wheeze propounded and planned by

Arthur Edward was practically bound to end in
disaster. 3 v

Yet, in spite of experience, he bad let himsell
in for this!

It was no uncommon thing for a fellow wha
aided Arthar Edward Lovell in a stunt to
“come & mucker.” But this mucker was abso-
lutely unnerving, -

Jimmy made a desperate ellort to wrench
himasell loose from the grasp of Uncle Peter,
lle might us well have tried to escape from
the coils of a boa-constrictor,

Mr. Wilmington's grasp wes on his collar ps if
riveted there. His large hand grasped the
collar of Jimmy's coat, his mufller, and his shirt.
collar, It was n large handful, and Mr, Wil-
mington's extensive hand had closed on it and
held it as if his fingers were the teeth of a bull.
dog. There simply was no escape [or Jimmy
Silver. Ho was a helpless captive to Uncle
Peter's bow an<l spear.

Lovell stared ot the twa,

Published
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With his right hand
It swept round 1n

ITo was so utterly dismayed and confounded
that he could de wothing but stare. _ Uncle
Peter did not recogniso Jionny, so far. Indeed,
Lovell did not know him; he only koew that
ono of lis comrades had been captured. It
really did not matter whichs Ope was onough !

“Let us have n look at (he ecoundrel I said
Mre., Wilmington ; and ho held Jimmy uat arm’s.
leugth, ns if he had been an infant; heedless of
his ‘wild wriggles, and turned his face to the

is  disguised—
A yuurzr follow

ly more

moonlight, “The scoundrel
hlackenoed his face, by gad!
for this kind of work, I'uur:;,'—hlr
than a boy. Ypung reprobate !’

Lovell tried to collect his senses,

“Shall—shall I-hold him, uncle?" he gasped.

Jimmy Silver had a gleam of hope. _

But Mr. Wilmington shook his head.

“No, you could not hold him, ‘Arthur.  Ile is
a very muscular young scoundrel ; he would get
away {rom you. I hav> him safe enough.”

“Oh, my hat!"

T wish we could have ‘canght the olher
rascals,” said Mr. Wilmington. = “Dut the
police will soon be on their track. You acled
very bravely in coming to my help as you did,
Arthur.”

“Oh " ws{)ed Lovell. _ :

"Pussihry the other rascals mlﬁht have helped
this yvoung villain to escape, if you had not
interfered when you did.”

“0Oh dear!"” ‘

“Yes, my boy, I probably owe it entirely to

UNMASKED !

oountenance whiter,

THE BOYS® FRIEND

But what was to be done was a hidden mystery,
long before Lovell’s dazed brain could even
begin to solve that mystery the lights of Lovell
Lodge gleamed through the winter darknoess.

Mr. \Wilmington ‘hurlel open the gate, and
Hmmhcd his prisoner up the gravel drive to the

O\Ss0, 1

Lovell tottered after him. |

He dared not think of what was going (o
hoppen now, It was only clear that his tre-
wendous stunt was not guﬁlg to be n succoss,

Mr. Wilmington rang a lerrific peal on the
bell, and then banged on the knocker with his
free hand. Ilis other hand never relaxed for an
instant its grip on the prisener he had caplured,

Tho door opened. '« .

+ The parlourmaid who opened it stared, and
gave a little shriok, ‘at tho sight of the black-
faced prisoner wrigflins spasmodically in Mr,
Wilmington's muscular grip. |

Unclo Peter strode in. dragging his prisbner
with him. _

“Call Mr. Lovell 1" he rapped out.

- U[|mn my word | What—what is this?"” Mer.
lovell came out into the hall in amazement.
“\What—who—""

“ Goodness gracious |

What has happened 1™
exclaimed Mre, Lovell.

“I havo been attacked by footpads!"” thun
dered Uncle Peter. .

“Peter |”

“My dear fellow |”

“Arthur came to my help—most gallantly to

|

Jimmy's unhappy
* You

the wator—and leavin

may know the young scoundreal by sight, Lovell ; he may be a nativo of these parts. Do you

know him 7 "

**Bless my heart and soul ! " sald Mr. Lovell Taintly, Me know him! It was

Jimmy SGilver |

you thet I have been able to capture this
rascal.”

“Ob crumbs !”

“Come along with me, Arthur, Those das-
tardly ruffians may return, Let us lose no time
in gelting to the house and telephoning for the
police,” ¥ .

**1—~1 say, uncle—"

“You bave raised yoursell very much in my
estimation, Arthur” said Mr. Wilmington, as
he started for the Lodge, fairly dragging the
hapless prisoner along by the collar. I did not
think you had g0 much pluck, by Jove!l 'L'he
way you knooked those ruflians over was
splendid, 1 mean it—splendid | There i more
in you than 1 believed, You sre something
more than the silly, cheeky, namby-pamby
schoolboy 1 suppo you to be. 1 had the
lowest possible opinion of you, Arthur—indeed,
I could not wholly comprehend how my sistor's
son {-ﬁullfl be such a worthless young noodle !

“1 think much more of you now, Arthur—
very much more! 1 shall try to understand you
better. It was plucky, by Jove! And very
(ortunate, teo, as you are really responsible for
the capture of this miscreant. We ghall be
better [riends after this, my boy.”

Lovell suppressed o groan.

It was the object of his tremendous stunt to
become better friends with his formidable uncle.
But he could not suppose that that desirable
result would accrue when Uncle Peler recog-
nised his prisoner. ‘

While he was speaking Uncle Peler was
marching at o great rate towards Lovell Lodge.

Jiml;hy Silver, wriggling hopelessly, ‘was
merched on in his iron grip. When he -did not
walk he was ruthlessly dragged; he had to go,
Lovell followed in a duzed frame of mind.

A wild idea came into his head of charging
his uncle from behind, and thus giving the
prisoner a chance of escaping. But he realised
that thuat desperato expedient would nake
matters worso rather than better,

Something had to be done; ho know that.

the iron grip of Uncle Peter, o

my help,” said Mr, Wilmington. “He showed
great courage, and by his intervention enabled
me to capture one of the gang—a desperato
young rascal! look at him!"”

Mrs. Lovell gave her son o look instead ol
looking at the prisoner, Arthur Edward ought
to have appeared extremely bucked. Praise
{rom Uncle Petor was praise indeed. Instead of
which he scemed to bo sunk into tho very
deopest depths of dejection. %

“ Look nt this scoundrel !"' continued Mr. Wil.
mington, holding Jimimy Silver at arm's length
in the lighted hall. " A mere hoy, from his
build, but a desperate young villain,  There
wore two others, but they got away, He is
disguised with o i)lncknnnd {nco—a rogular foot-
md dodge. The dacoits use the same trick in
ndin. But we will see what he is like before
he i1s handed over to the police, Lovell.”

Jimmy Silver gasped. 1

“1 will telephone for the police,” said Mr.
Lovell, staring blankly at the wretched prisoner.

“Let us see what the young scoundrel is like
irst, so that we may identify him on another
occasion,” said Mr. Wilmington, ‘It appears
to be soot that i1s rubbed on his {ace. A spongo
and & little hot water——"

“Cortainly ! Certainly 1"

Jimmy Silver shuddered,

He was not recognised yet; but evidently he
was going to be recognised. Not that it made
much dillerence; for he would have had to
roveal his identity Dbefore the police were
called in. Matters could not possibly be
allowed to proceed so far as that!

He had a f[aint hope of getting loose from
bolting up-
stairs, and escaping by a window. But Mr.
Wilmington ook no chances with his prisoner.
He did not relax his grasp for & moment ; and
Lie was stil]l gripping Jimmy's collar, whon a
maidservant brnuqhh a basin of hot water with
e b;}ong‘n floating in it,

Mr, Wilinington grabbed the sponge and
;ubbed it unceremoniously over the prisoner's
aco,

Let your Editor know what you think of the stories in this issue, boys !

Prics
Twopanos

feeling quite giddy.

III[{PGII now !
With a hegvy

sponge over Jimmy's (ace, and the sgot came .

- off, blackening tho water,
unl

his broth
scoundrel by sight,
“of these parte.

as if ho could
indeed

son's, Mabel |
taking to highway robbe
house attempling to rob. another
lence !
ﬁnung rascal

sense of

have
said.
magine,"

‘to your uncle—"" ‘

With a heavy hand, Uncle Peter rubbed the sponge over Jimmy’'s face, and
the soot ocame off, blackening _
“ Now look at him,'" sald Mr. Wilmingtan to his brother-in-law.

421

*G h!” gasped Jimmy.
Arthur L’dwlnl Lovell Iunnnd,- on Lhe wall,

What was going to
hand, U nelo Petor l‘ubbml ihe

. and leaving Jitumy's
thappy countenancoe whiter., ‘
‘Now Ioo'x at him,” said Mr. Wilmington, 10
er-in-law, **You may know the young
Lovell ; he may be a native
! Do you know him?"
Bless my lieart and soul 1" said Mr. Lovell

{aintly.

He knew him!
Mr. Wilmington thirew the sponge into the

basin, and. fixed a l Ji '
el a deadly li.llm on Jimmy’s

ashe d face. Then

3 Silver1” he exelaimed.,
Jimm,z [ said Mrs. Lovell blankly.

Uncle Poter stared at the Rookwood juniors

mmlj believe his eyes, as
he scarcely could,

“Silver ; . James Silver!
By gad|

0 jumped,

A [riend of your
A- Rookwood bo
ry—a guest in this
est by vio-
Upon my word| Why, the hardened
Is actually grinning| Grinning,
y 8ad! You young wmiscreant, have you no
shame 7" |

Mr. Lovell gasped. : -
“I—I hardly think the—the—the attack can
bﬁm eeriously intended, Wilmington,” he
It is some. schoolboy hoax, 1 should

“What?"

“You say there wore two others—now. that

I recognise Silver, I can hazard o guess at
their identity—"'

“What! Threo Rookwood boys engaged in
hlr?hwuy rnbbup' " thundered F;Jnulglgl'etﬂ.
hree guests in this house conspiring to rob
n.n:nthur guest| Good heavens!”
- It was a Jark!” Jullud Jimmy Silver,
I C:lll.t you understand that it was only a
ark |"

“I do not believe it!"” hooted Mr. Wilming.
lon. *Your own frioend, Lovell. came to my
rescue—he’ could not have suspected——"

Arthur Edward Lovell staggered forward.

;Il‘_lhul time had cofme to own up. Lovell realised
at.

“J—I—I—"" ho stuttered.

‘:}Vuil!'l' snorted his unc]u.d o

“I—I—I was in it|" e vell.

“What?” 24

“It—it—it was a stunt,” groaned Lovell.
“I—I thought it might make us better friends,
Uncle Peter—"

“Stull and nonszense!” roared Uncle Peter.
“1 seco now that it. was a disgraceful—a
rullianly practical joke, and that you were a
party to it, Arthur. Tt confirms the opiuion
I have hitherto held of you—a silly, impertin-
ent, worthless young rascal.” -

“Poter!” pleaded Mrs. Lovell.

P';A worthless young rascal!” roared Uncle
etor, - |
“Wilmington!” . exclaimed Mr. Lovell

sharply, ' It was a foolish practical joke—{ool-

‘ish and thoughtless—quite unjastifiable, but—
Let my son explain. Why did you (Fln.y this
’

srespoect

‘I—I meant it for the best,” groaned Lovell.
“The mater. wanted Uncle Peter to like me
better, and—and I thought he: -would if ‘I
roescied him. [rom footpads. ‘That’s all,

Mr, Lovell stared blankly at his son. Then,
as the full egregiousness of Arthur Edward’s
wonderful stunt dawned upon him, he burst
into a roar of langhter, He could not help it;
he laughed till the tears ran down his cheeks.
Even Mrs, Lovell could not help smiling.

But Uncle Peter did not smile.

He snorted. |

“A laughing matter, by gad!" A laughing
matter—~what—what? Great d! I 'am
attacked and insulted, and made a fool of—
and it is a laughing matter ! Good gad! Oh,
good—very good indeed! Huh!" _

“ Petor—""

HWilmington——

“Vory —oh, very goad!"” suorted Uncle
Peter, *I leave Lhis houso to-morrow—I will
not stay here to be insulted! Huh!"

“ Uncle—" gasped the dismayed, Lovell.
S‘llihlr' Wilmington——" mhupe;lt,,!_lmmy

ilver, sy

Uncle Peter turned on thewm, He grasped
Jimmy again with one hand, Lovell with the
other. He brought their two heads together
with o resounding concussion, _

Crack! '

i O“f I"

“Wow!" k :

Uncle Poter tramped up the stzirs and dis-
appeared.

extraordinarv trick, Arthur? Such

father.” ’

That was the happy slata of affairs when
Raby and Newcome—with washed faces and
many misgivings—came sneaking in later at a
back door., Unele Peter had not been placated,
that was clear; he had wot learned ta love
his nephew, Arthur, that was clearer,! All the
at was in tho fire, thal was cloarest of all!
By the widest stretch of imagination, Arthur
dward Lovell’s wondeeful stunt could not be
called a suceess, |

: TUE END.

(“Lavell Does the Trick!” ta next Monday's
magnificent long complete slory af Jimmy
Silver & Ca. on haliday., De sure you read i,
chumy, Order )uaur copy of the Doys' I'RIEND
to-day and avoid disappointment!)
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