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THE 1st CHAPTER.
King John's Plot.

EIGH.Q01" said Allan-a-
Dale, sitting up with a
yawa and atretching his
aros to thoir fullest oxtent.

'Tis a beautiful world, after all's said

ond dons.”

1t was Eostortide, which fell enrly
in April that year, and tho woodland
was looking itw beat.

The sun was just rising, and Alloo.a-
Dalo sat on bis bod of loaves watching
tho groat red orb roll stowly above the
distant treo-tops, turning gold snd

vllow a8 it cleared the thin mist that
uy in the valley.

Al round about him his brother
nutlaws Iny strotchad in sluraber, each
man with hie bow boside bim and bis
wallot for & pillow.

among the avos uatil
he found one of last year’s acorns,
and teking oaroful aim, he fung it at
Modeap, juster, who was lying on

hin back, snoting lundg. i

Iv fell into bz mouth with a plop,
und woko him up, spluttering.

* Como along, ono!’? said Allan,

inging to his foot. ** Art for a swim

is moming t"

** Ay, marry, t.h:t am [t said Mad-
oap, surreptitioas| .pemmu'ngma
u(pl.aoﬂricpaf Leignura sphou, which
that worthy had fickod off in his

sloed). i
adcap suddenly bounded up like
o ball, and Bung shoe with all his
mifht, but, Allan dodgi

foil with o sounding thw:
‘Tuck’s shaven pate.

The 'good man murmured * Beno-
diciwu!’ " and tnnowsd(: londe;ﬂ than ever,
and the two friends ran laughing
down the glade,

The carth ::.s carpoted with yellow
primroses, t RTAMs was Rreen
lmz and il dimnonded writ
;;H“.erlng vanlmpn: and J.llmg down
on 8 fallen Iog, they flung oft their
jerkins and untied thoir hose.

The clear brown streamlot widened
into & deop | a3 it swung round &
l:noll oro: with oak-trees, and the
next minute ita surfaco was broken
by two heavy plunges, which throw
up the silvery spray in a buge shower
ai Allan-a-Dale and Madcap dived in,

“ Ah,"” aaid Allan, as he caws to the

agidn, it
on Friar

murfaco and dashed the wator out of.

liia ayes, * what lifo 80 free ax that of
the bold forester! The baron in his
castle knows no delight w equal this.”

* No: i'i is well cnmu,:bui:] the sum-
mer-timo I grant you,™ eaid Madcap,
limbing oir to & boulder coversd with
velvet moss. ** Bat hold, Allan, what
in that smoke rising yonder? Me-
thinks we have had neighbours in the
night. and not known it* )

Allan swam to the rook and stood
upon it—e perfoct modoel for the
sculptor, a3 ho shaded tle sun from
fiia eyea nnd followed the directicn of
the jester’s finper,

‘ How now 1" he muttered,
must be sesn into, and whoover they
be thoy ars right early astir. Let

thom from ¢l
They had soon drawn on their hose
of Linocoln green, gartered it with the
Jeathern th and donned jerkin,
and hood, an ing up thoir bows,
without which no true fareetor ever
thought of moving, set out with long,
lithe strides towards the birch wood.
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-a0 that as they a

a8,
h

“This '

Tho ground was blue with wild
hyacioth, and underncath their shoes
o{ untanned doerskin the dead loaves
of yestor-year crunchod and craockled,
roached the wreath
of smoke they had to oxercise tho
8 They u'ep“uﬁon;;wﬂ\i hands and

¢ on
knmynnl.il they reached the top of
the bank, which at that place was well
soroonod by bushes, and pooping down
they saw three armod men Bitting
borrde a fire, whith one of themn wus
feeding from a pile of brushwood.

They had made their camp in s
sandy hollow not tweaty from
tho high.road, and totherod to thy
roota that protruded frosn tho bank.
side atood their horses with the girthe
unslacksd.

* May tho black JQeath ssire thoes
puking pilgrims and mo;l,lg morchants
who bave t us out of all night "
said one of the moen *'Tis well
cnough for my lord to Jic on his conch
of down with no thought for us who
rust our harnoss in tho night dows to

ne pu -

‘PPeaoo, wblor | ® said one of
his companions. ' YWe should have.
had rich pickings if the cavalende had
oo thie w:go; hut methinks they
have taken other road, fearing,
no doubt, to full in with Robin Hood
and his rascals, of whom rumour hath
it thas bhe hath loft the Yorkshire
moors for Sherwood onco more,”

“ Marry como up!" eaid tho third

. " Bold in of Sheswood

orest srould think twice did he but

l|lm'low tho guest wo have at Bwanloy.
arat,*

Tho other two looked at him.

«* What mean {‘:u. Walter 1" said

ons of them, * cannot be of very.

¢ cstate, sinoe be cames with bug
our attendants.”

“If you had been in London town
as I have, John of the 8word," said
the third man, smiling mnumP-
tu . u m would lmow t.lxe k{ug of
Englund when yoo see him ! **

. ““lHow!" mcﬁod the other iwo.
*Moan you that our guest is Kin
John hinwelf 2 * &

“ Ho is nono other,” said the eoldier
bluntly,

* But, man alive, do you not know
that my lord roeans to pillago this
train mw whio vgo joinng
ocompany with the pilgrims who go to
the nhnyne of our Lady of Boverley
thia Eaatertide, and would he do this
if the king wore horo t ™

** 8wool imnootnt 1 replied Walter,
with & oontemptuous smile, * The
thing most likely is John's own pt-
ing. I was on guard two nij ta ago
when tho pair of them did walk in
the garden, and thia is what ! hoard

1 b in the dusk without
sooing me, master was i
¢ But, my lioge,” enid !»-—by‘p:hicb 'i

king—"* half of the
and ‘twill causo
Pomfrey do Forlin.
* replisd King Joha, *if there bo
scandal, it will be your own mnking.
Thore must ba no blocdshed, and 'tis
these rich Floemings' which
must be bled. The wholo thing will bo
laid at the door of Robin Fitzooth, the
outlaw, whose colours your men will
woar. But one thing is cortain—
monoy I must havet’ T
on out of carshot, and I hcard no
T balidom, Wal
y my idom, ter,
enough to sot tho kingdom n{:;

ing {rom one end to tho other! 1 Lke
not the business,” seid ono of his com.
ponions.

“ Noe L™ waid tho moldier: "but
we are P de Fortinbras' men,
and must do his bidding, Sines the
rogues aro not Here, wo ahall sec naught
of them till noon: so V¢ us back w0,
the ambush at Longley Bottbm, which
ware the instnictions we received.'

Thoy rose to their feet, and leaving
the firc to smoulder, mounted their
horscs and rado aw:F.

“ By our Lady Charity,” eried
Allan-a-Dale, when thoy had govo,
“hbore is Strange news for Robin!
Come, Madenp, wo must rm swiftly |
as a ved buck t

They sprang down the bank. and in
ton minates rached the glade whore !
the outlsws wore now sstir and pro- |
paring o broak their fast. ‘

When Robin Hood heard their tale
hia frown becamo black an a thundors '
clond, and a murmur weut through
the liatening band that waa like tho
low roar of distant surf boiling on ¢ha
sand of the scashore.

" Then has it como to this,” he
criad—* that the King of Merrie Eug-
land bas turnod robber upon tho high-
way ! QGadsooka! I am in the mind
to square acoounts with him upon this i
businees, for John end { have many '
an ancient soore to settle | **

* The shame of it,” cried Friar
Thuck, his tremendous voico beltnwing
through- the glade—''to attadk pil-
grims upon their way ta our Lady’s;
shrine! Robin, we cahnot seuffer’
thin. Does anyong know how many
ruffians rids under the banner of Pom-
ﬁ? de Fartinbras 1™

Ay, that do I!" cried several
voleos. ' Since he married the widow
of Swanieyhurat he hath kept & troop
of eighty, for the most part old ro-
tainors of Bir RHumphrey de Brionne,
who tock service with Fortinbras after
tho baron's death.”

Robin backwards and for.
warda thoughtfully for a fow moments,
and then ho said =

* Qo, Allan-a-Dalo, ewift foot to
Bollingwood, and tell onr ald comrads
Guy what you have bheard, Say
slso that Fortinbesa is out of his
reckoning, sinoce the pilgrims aro not
duo to pass this way until to-morrow,
I will meot him st the White Onk at
ths hour of noon to-day : meantime,
we must lis ocounecealed. Morcover,
thore are shoos to mend and many a
thomn-rent jerkin that needs the noedlo
after oar long march from Barnsloy-
dale. © Hoigh.o! for the good days
of King Richard ) Hig brother John |
is but a sorry knave !

Before Robin had dons spoaking,
Allan-a-Dale  was speodi
theo!
frown his covert and the wild boar from
its lair.

It was a Jovely April morning.
Overbiead was a bright blue shy,
acroes which the south wind was rolling
lmﬁo masses of camulus cloud. The -
turf was springy bencath hia loot, the
bracken was unfolding ita fronds, and
the sweet scent of the spring woodlaud
seemed to pervade the air.

Allan-a-Dale heard and- saw and
smolt all those thin? without realiving
thom, far his mind wan set op the
cvoming sdvoniure, whioch he knew
would be a dos vne, and his
thoughts went bask to the old days,
whon ho and Guy of the Groenwocod
bad had such glarious times togother,
snd to those more wcout days but &

r or two back when Basil Butterly

a¢l been his comrade.

He had not gono vory far whea the
noto of a hunting n came on the
wind, followed =oon after by the
baying of hounds, and before he bed
accomplished anothor mile & ifi+
oont stag broko without warnin ;rom
o coppice of young besches and went
}::mn ing down the groon vista before

im,

* Beliko na not,” said Allan.a.Dale
to himsolf, * King John gooe a-hunting
to«ley.”” Aud the thought had baroly
ontored his mind whon ho heard the
wample of hoofs and tho voices of
men king loudly closo at hand.

Hen ipf)od into the centre of a Livllow
tree, and from thonos he saw John,

(e o, MAMing tha deue | TDOD
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atiended by half & dozen cormpanions,
Sweop past.

Ho marked the bad-temp=ered face
with the cruel lip, the slight
mouatache and forked boardll, and his

r8 itahod to fit an arrmw to the
string and foatlier a cloth.y ard shait
in she tyrant's hieart,

We have had sevoral Tbad kings

during the toug mm:‘ies- of anr |

history, but there is littlo deoubt that
EKing John was the worse of them all.

Instoad of the finery in which he
urunlly hedecked himmelf, =the King
was woaring & plain tunic of blue cloth,
and might have passed for am ordinary
gentleman,

* Ho, ho, Master Kiog,
Allan.e-Dule, * you litth kow
a rod lies in pickle for your mhoulders,
for 1 doubt not Robin Qondf~nllow baa
slready devised a brave schasme."

When thoe cortege had di-npq‘onmd
among the trecs Allan-a-Dude alippad
forth (rom his t.:'qncellment and anoe
more 8 Ll ie way.

.U r’L“':,iml'ml!:m.tIemunta olC Bolliug-
woogo(l‘l;mtle, Guy of the Green ,
whom doubtless iny readera have not
{orgotten, was walking wittm hie arm
resting on the ahoulders of hmis gallant
eu?uiro, Basil Batterily.

. Ha, 1ad,” said the youmg baron,
" *tis on & morn like this tiwat I jook
forth over yonder wavin
their spring beauty an
that 1 am not a carcless

ray Lord G uy;" said

more 1"

“And I, t
the tad. ‘?? sometimoss  wonder
whothor you would not gue=ss rightly
whither 1 had gone if some- day you
found that I wes missing,”

Guy launghed weerily.

S Yo mn wid hot - g .'\Oﬂld
woon be alter you to bring y=ou back.
But gur tnlk minds me that wo have
heard naoght of Robin since- tho onks
turned goldon. He tarries long o the
North."

Baall started, and looked —down the
winding path that lod to =he litulo
village and the forest beyonad it, and
thoro ho epied & figure inm Lincoln
groen footing it right deftlyr towards
thom.

*“Why, marry, hore cemcth a
foreater 1 he cried, .** Amd hark
he soundethi the old blast upon his

ht

alrmoat aigh
foroster onoe

. bugle-borm 1™

{t woy indeed Algn-a-Dale, and,
quickly dosconding the stepms that ledl
to the yroon court of the outesr halium,
Guy unhooked the wicket hirnse!, and
followed by Basil, weae forthh to meat
hia old sompanion,

Tho greetings over, Allan’= tsl8 was
sabn ]told, ‘t:": then uhI:ml-nd .l:loczld
surged into young n's hand-
somo cheoks and the veins mstood out
hit 1ompies.

"By the rood,” he cri-ad, “ not
only will i mest nt Robin at ths
White Oak at mid-dey, but o I1d Robert
of Rouen ahall ride at my back with
fifty mountod « 1 cmre not a
snap of the finger for King Mohu, and
half the barons of E d t=hink with
mo. But come, old friond !
but wait the summons to lbroak our
fast, and | will wagor that no bread
haa passed your lips this me-mil\%"

A3 Guy led the way, s=nd Hosil
linked his arm in that of Allmn-a-Dalc,
more then ono of the graoma and
men-at-arms who were slrc=ady astir

abgut the stables cried ** W-slocoma 1™
to tho young forestor, rou::emberigg . of

well tho stirring scenes throwmgb whi
they had pn:m together.

They did not sit long at meat, for

the news Allan-a-Dale bedl brought -

was 100 8eTI0us i al} conscienae,

“* *Tis tresson, my lard,’” said old:

Robert of Roven, whoes boarc] was now
snow-white, but whoee eyo wans as keen
and his gris as firm in the saddle as
in tho old days when he ta=ught Guy
all the secrota of tho tilt-ymrd—* "tis
trcason to take ATms agninmt the
King, yet my old head goes —with your
young one in thia matter, and il this
th were known I doubt not John
would logse his crown within a woelk*

" Alna 1™ said Quy, " th cre is no
time to &cquaint othors o=f hia fell
P , but we must do ocar bext w
thwart this out , which is =an offence
8gainst our y barsell. 1 koow

Num
2d.

wands in all’

Wo do -

not what good Robin hath in his
! mind, but 1 doubt not that his counseal
will bo wise as ever, And now,
friend Robert, get tha lads undex
arms ; and porhaps ‘twere well that
my colours did uot appear [n this
busin at lsast for the proesent.
80 lot thom mount in plain armour,
, with no plumes or falfals of any sort."”

i Tho old man-at-arms strade nway
t upon hin mission, and ahout cloven
o’clock of the forrnoon a sober-looking
eavalcade padised out of the preat

ma. the run glittering on. their
berks -

s spear. .

Guy rode at their hoad, wenring n
quiltod gambeson of black silk aver
his plastron de fer, or irop breast-

The villagera flocked to their doors,
' erying s * Long live our good baron |

but for onoe the young lord took no
notios, but broke into a fast trot as
he took the romd to the forcst.

‘The rounds in thoso days wero at the
very widest but eight fost from sido
to nide, with no attempt st paving of
any sort.

Luckily there waa very Littlo wheeled
traffio.  but even mounted tra-
vellars found it diffioult enough to
got along when & string of perhaps
{orty or fifity bhoavily.lnden pack-
horsos had by. charning the
mud up in wet weather, and the dust
in dry.

'(I]‘holeuma;k sot;’n he‘f t the hipihwn)?
and plun, & bridie-path through
tharn and thicket : cuu'tl‘:g tho bird-
life in the branches and red deer
in the fern: now oromsing a patch
of sunlit sward; now pluuging into
the doop shedow of the spreading

until at J=3i Guy waved his

ar1 s Robin ¥ood, Friar Tuek, and

Will 8earlot rowo to their foot with o
j shout of welcoms, .

] THE Inc CHAPTER,

| A Visit to the Monastery.

' T waa a pictureaque sight, if ono
oould only have peopad through
tho bramble and witnessed it

{ unobserved. N

Guy ond Rohert of Roaen, with the
youtlaw and his two followers, sat
in a group at the foot of the Whito
Oak, wi 8 o littde distance away
BuﬂtMBumrﬂy :‘xid A}llan-pD-.lo lay
on n 8 chatte! ily
of old Lm. and farthar wﬂnagy !:i!'l,
whare the littlo brook wont gurpling
along tho hollow at tho bottom of tho
slope, the menat-arma stood by their
h which eropped tho fresh young

",
‘Tho couneil was a Jong ono, but when
at lagt they rose to their fest, it was
ory

ovidony 10 tho onlookers that the
had decided wpen some plan, and,
beckoning Allan-e.-Dale, the outlaws
strode away at a quick pace, and wero
s00n lost in tho tanied undergroveth,
Guy onst ono lingering glance round
the glade he knowso }. and,. calling
Lis men to horee, rode back to Bolliug-
wood Castle, and silence onee more
m‘lc:md nmundhtbo W:‘i)mnk. .

‘o squirnls gam along tho
brancles, the blue jaye Gew screaming
baokwards and (orwards, & woud
pigeon was cooing loudly somewhere
out of sight, and thero was pothing on
:-Ll:: "tgih‘t spring day to denoto

L happenings were on tho ove
taking placo.

- Two brown-frocked monks, mounted
mo'bk mtles, ‘rode into the littlo
: of Bocohholm just about the
,timo of sunsot, and behind thom,
porhaps a hundred yards or moro along
the road. & wandering minatrel followed
:.bom. Journoying iu the ssme dirce.
jon.

The vil strost was bugy, for thero
bad riddull.)ga into it not lon{i before a
company of twenty wmorchants, end
with a of pilgrisus, to the
‘purnber of fully o hundred and fifey,

Theso latwor had gono up to the
monastery, which waa buift on rining
ground above the village, and some
of tho merchants had gone with thoin,
while the rest filled '-ga littlo inn to
overfiowi;

Accommodation for travellers was
scanty in those days, and there wero

ber of “The Union
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fow inns, but the good monks oponed!
their hospitable doors to ail and sundey, *
saving rogues and vagabonds, and every
one was welcome to enter, provided
he was equallg willing to take his
departure on the third day.

If he made any demur, the sturdy
brother who heold the office of porter
gub hira out by the shoulders, but that

id not often happen.

One of the mounted monks, a very
stout man, who had his cowl drawn
well over his face, ruade some inquiry
of the first peraon he met, who pointed
to the monastery, whereupon the stout
monk thanked him and rode with his
companion up the hili,

The wanderin, minstrel  went
straightway to the inn, and loug
after eunset his instrument could be
heard by the village churls who
gathered round the door to leten
whils he played and sang for the
amusement of the travollers within,
who threw him money from time to
time,

* Ah, welcome, brothers,” said the
porter at the monastery gates, ' though,
by St, Christopher, I hardly know
where we can bestow thee for the
night. Our lhouse is full of a goodly
train of pilgrims, who dgo to pay their
Easter vows to our Lady of Boveriey.”

“ We shall take up but little space,
good brother,” said the stout monlk,
*‘gince we atay not for the night;
but telt me, who is the chiefest man
in authority among the pilgrims,
and “—he added, under his breath—
“I pray he may prove a soldier rather
than a churchman,”

“ Why, my Lord Abbot of Beaulleu
is surely of the test consideration
amongat them,” said the porter;
“and next, Sir Thomaa lo Broton, a

piows knight, who was with King|

Richard in the Holy Land.”

“Then Sir Thomas Ja Breton i8
our man,” said the stout monk, drop-
ping to the ground like a sack of flour,
and  towering & head above
the porter, who was of no amall build,
‘8ay that two brethren would have
speech with him on & matter of groat
moment which will not brook delay,
and oblige e, brother, by not peeping
80 curiously into my hood, my face is
not to be seen for the pregent.”

The porter laughed, for the MMO:;%GI
monk's voice was ellow and good-
humoured, and, bidding thom t-nter,i
he ‘clatteredd away in his sandalled
shoon in search of 8ir Thomas, whom,
he eaid, was then at meat, leaving
one of the lay-brothers to conduct
the two mysterioua tisilors to a
pleasant chamber that overlooked the

n. |

Bir Thommas le Breton was not long
in coming; he was a short, broad-
ahouldered
his armour amxl wore o sarcoat of
yellow leather about which his aword
was gitt. That weapon Sir Thon.as
never abandoned.

His face was thin and burnt a
curious dusky red by the sun of the
East, and irom tomple to chin it
was deeply furrowed by the scar of
an old scimitar alash inflicted by the
hend of Saladin himself,

“ Qod rest you, brothers,” said the
Crusader; -“it puzzled me mightily
what you can want with me.”

““Twill puzzle you more, Sir Knight,
when you have heard all,”” said the
monk, who had not yet spoken; * we
have come to warn you not to continue
upon your way until another day

has passed.”
UALY 6nid Bir Thomas, i there

is danger in the path that must not
turn us aside; moreover, we have
little enough time as it is to reach the
ahringe of our Lady on the blessed
Easter Day."

‘ You have not heard all, Sir Knight,"
said the other monk, whose enormous
bulk had alveady attracted tho soldier’s
attention.

8ir Thorias smiled, and the setting
sun which glowed full into the chamber
gave a red aparkle to his oye,

‘“I can hear no more,”” he aaid,
*““unless it be that Robin Hood the
Qutlaw hath been seen on the road we
must traversc ; and yet, if all accounts
be true, he would scom to molest pil-
grima.  His prey, the rogue, is more
generally e rich baron riding scantily
attended.”

- “You may well,” said the silent
monk ; * but what if I tell you that
Robin Hood himse!l now atands before
you to warn yoa that the King of Eng-
land is your enemy { "

Both monks flung back their cowls,
and Sir Thowmas le Broton, recciling &
step, laid his hands upoun the hilt of
his_aword. -

He gsaw before him a handiome,
open-faced man, brown-haired and
bearded, his ruddy cheek speaking of
health and fresh air.

man, who had laid aside |

The face of Robin’s companion you
know almost too well to need its,
description ; but the huge, good-:
natured features wore euch an earnost
expression, that,
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as the Crusader'

looked from one to the other, he be.
came convinced that danger there was,
and that of no common sort.

* You are surcly the holy man of
Capmnnhursf., whom the vulgar ecall
¥rar Tuck ¥ he said, admiring the
enormous stature and brawny muscles
that filled out the brown frock.

*1 am indeed that unworthy man,
Sir Knight,” said the friar, with a
twinkle in his eye,  though I fear me
gou have hoard naught good of me

ut Rtout blows.”

* And what bettor, friend, does a
soldier wish to hoar t True, thou art
somewhat an indifferent chiurchmen ;
but enough of that. What is this you
tell me of King John t "

In a few words Robin made him
acquainted with a)l they had learned,
and at the name of Swanleyhurst the
Crusader started.

** Tarry Lero for & moment’s spnce,”
he said abruptly ; * there i3 one who
travelled wit.ﬁ me who must hear this
story, too. Nay, he iz a (iood soldier,
and you need not scruple to speak
before him.”

8ir Thomas le Breton presently
returned with s thin, gaunt man, hollow
of eye and cheek, and, like himself,
bearing the imprint of the eun of
Paleatine.

“ Now, Bir Qutlaw,” said he, rest.
ing hin hands upen the cross-hiit of
his aword, “ tell me of Swanleyhurat,
for that place concerns me more just
now than any spot on tho earth's
surface.”

“There is little to toll of Swanley-
hurat, siz,” replied the outlaw, * save

same tent, braving the same dangers,
awd fighting valiantly as became
soldiers of the Cross, until he fell

-away from the path, lured by the

wines of Damascus and the fever of
ﬁambliug. In vain I reasoned with

im; in vain, when he sot forth to
roturn alone, did I ride after him and
exhort him to remain stedfast to the
oath he had taken. HHe turned upon
me liks & lion, wounded me sadly, and
left me for dead in the desert sand, to
fall a prisoner in the hands of the
Ethiopians, who neverthelers proved
kinder than a false friond. Long have
1 doomed him deed, for few tried to
ecrosa the desert mlone and rurvived ;
but now I learn the deeper blackness
of hia treachery, for I am Roger of
Swanleyhurst 1 "

His listeners started with amaze-
mont, and then Robm spake.

“Sir Kuight,”" he said. ""we are
indeed woill met, since I come to
bring you the revenge that alone can
roleass you from your vow. I am but
o pliin-spoken men and an outlaw,
an all the world knows, yot have T at
my back nigh upon fourscore stmt
bowmen of the best, and fifty mounted
spores, whore leader for the present
must be nameless. I pray you give
hoed to my counsels, and we will give
these rogues so profitable a lesson
that they shall never want for another
ono.”

Robin Hood's plan waa this:

It waa poriectly plain that the king
and his wicked favourite, De Fortin-
bras, intended to ambush the train of
pilgrims  and merchants, and rob

Norman love song to the company in
the inn when the hoot of arm owl fell
upon his esr.

In » moment one of the atrings
snnﬁped' between his fingers—perhaps
he had given it too sovere a= pluock—
and, looking ruefully
ment and then at the compan_y, he got
off his stool, saying :

“Tarry yet a little, my massters, and
T will try to repair the d’t’\msg-e." And
going out of the room, as if in search of
something, he -slipped out into the
roadway, where he wis joine-d by his
leader.

** Allan,” said Robin Hood. as they
turned their backas upon thes village
and walked away in the dark-ness side
by eide, ** all goes well. Pay— heed to
my instructions, and got tlmeo baok
with them to our comradea in as short
8 timo as fleet foot may camry thee.
Lot every man disguise himse=lf a0 he
resembloth anything rather tihan what
he is. They are to play thes part of
pilgrima, yet must each one well
armed, and sll who can do so let them
hide their hows beneath thei r gownas,
One hour before sunrise thesy must
be {ondar at the monaster-y gate ;
in the meantime, let word be carried
to Bollingwood bidding friend Guy
and his following lie boysond the
thicket of whitethorn whers the path
winds out of Longley Botto m, there
to wait for the sonnd of mmy horn.
And now, away, Allan, and Cod

speed thee and all of us, for t-here will
be peril with the dawnings of to.
morrow"s day.”

The night had set in black as pitoh

Robin sped a shaft under the neck of Pomfrey's horse, which plerced John's steod to the heomrt,

that its lord is concerned with our

liogm, tha king, in thid wanton attaolk
upon your y." )

“ And who, Egay. may the Lord of
8wanleyhurst 1" said the gaunt
man, grasping the guard of his sword
with such & grip that hia knuckles

w quite white. ‘1 am but lately
grr:m abroad, and thought that Swanley.
hurst had lost its master.”

Ay, that it bad,’” said Rolin,
* until it found another one! ’'Tis &
rich estate, and such things do not lie
long fallow in England. Sir Roger died
during the last Crusade, and Dame
Editha, his wife, married a Norman
soldier of fortune, yclept Pomirey de
Fortinbras.”

A curious sound, like the angry
aigh of thie wind in the branches on a
winter’s night, broko from the lips of
the gaunt man, and his eyes flashed

fire.
“ And doth he use hier well orill "
he said. rpeaking very distinetly, and

_riveting Robin with his picrting gaze.

“If folks lie not,” said the outlaw,
“the poor lady hath cause to regret
their union, for 'tir said he useth her
moat exceeding ill."”

The gaunt man lifted his sword
from the ground and kiesed the cross
fervently.

* Now, by this symbol,” he ex-
claimed, “1 do swear & solemn vow
that wine shall not pass my Iig:, that
sledp slhill not close my eyelids, until
this sword has severed that union in
twain! Pomnfrey cde Fortinbras was
my companion in arms, sharing the

Serial Stories.

them, allowing all the blame to fall on

the outlawn.

Robin proposed that he and his
band should disguise themselves aa
pilgrima and jein the train, the women,
and those teo infirm to defend them-
selves remaining bohind at the
monastery.

At a little distance from tho place of
ambuah the Baron of Hollingwood,
with his fifty horsemen, would wait in
readincsa, should their help be needed,
and the attack would give the injured
Lord of Swanleyhurst an opportunity
gf confronting his false friend Fortin-

TAR,

Friar Tuck was ready with weighty
arguments to forward the plan, but
they were not needed.

That King John would be there in
person _mattered not one whit in the
eyes of the two knighte; he would
be certain to taka himself off at the
firat discovery of the stratagem.
And the red rim of the sun had scarcoly
dirappeared belnw the horizon before
Rooin himself left the monaatery gato,
leaving the frinr behind him.

8till wearing his monk’a frock, with
the cowl drawn well over his faco,
Robin swung down the hill, and as he
made in the direction of the hostelry
vet another acheme entored his active

rain, a scheme #fe daring, and so
fraught with porsibilities, that he came
to a atand in the gloaming, and amote
his broad chest with clenched fiata ns
if to chide the tumultuous beating of
his heart.

Allan-a-Dalo was singing o gay.

but it was all one to Allam.a-Dale,

Mo liad pans Almast hafors Hahin
missed him, slinging his inmstrumont
upon his back and striking =atraight
across oountry for the outlaw—s' lair,

THE 3rd OHAPTERS

Lady Editha’s Resolv-e.

HE dawn broko grey amnd sullen
round the old Baxor home.
stead of Bwanleyhurst .

The house itself, long and low and
built of sun.dried clay in & fraamework
of oaken beams, had been erected
among its barns and outhoumes upon
an igland of considerable exton=t,

The island owed. its origin to an
artificial moat, which, since sthe days
of King' Alfred, had served ms & pro-
tection against an attack by an
enemy, and unpon its surface already,
preening their white featherss, floated
the graceful swans to which ®he place
o ita name.

Boyond the moat, which wa-s croased
by a woaden bridge, which could be
raised or lowered at will, & d ense belt
of woodland shut in the views,

There the Baxon Thanes lmad lived
and died, undisputed lords in their
little kingdom, but now th-e simple
villeins and lmppﬁ'o sorfs lmad been
uul[l)planted by t rade  Norman
followera of Pomirey de Fort inbras,

How Damo Editha had come to

ive her hand to the bold msoldier of

ortune no ono knew, but it wras com.
mon gossip in the countrymide tha,
she had rued the day, and tha t alremly

at hiss instru..

her once well:filled coffers were -drain.
ing low and that many of her broad
acres had been mortgaged to the Lom.
bard usurers, R

Riot and revel were the order of the
day under the rule of Pomfrey do
Fortinbras, and more than once Deme
Editha had bethonght her of seeking
the protection of the good Bisters of a
nunnery somo eight leagucs away.

She was up betimes on .this par-
ticular morning, the saddest Easter
she had ever known, and stood looking
sorrowfully through her lattice as the
mists rose from the moat and the
beams of the rising sun pierced the
woods with shafta of fairy gold,

Her lord and master had not sought
his couch that night, but had sat up
in the hall beneath with four atrange
guests who had arrived the day before.

There was some mystery-about thetr
coming, and one who seemeqd to be the
chiefest in rank among them had eyed
her ingolently with a bold glance that
brought the hot blood to the cheek
even of her brutal husband.

“ Alacknn.nd fgul ﬁ;gd the day that
my good Roger departed on his hope-
le!a quest ! %ng ichard’s zeal bropl:e
many & woman’s heart, but he came
back again, whilo mmy man——""

Bhe looked down as a footatep
sounded below, end Pomfrey de
Fortinbras went forth from the door
which was immediately beneath her
chamber window.

- Hia gait was a little unsteady as he
pressed his hands to his brow like a
lx;mn whose head is heavy with strong
quor,

* Ho, there { " he called. * Not yet
awako, you lazy dogs! The sun i=
up, and we must be in the saddle in an
hour ! Coms from your kennels, or 1
will whip you forth I "

This gentle adjuration brought
several men running hastily from one of
the outhouses, their hair dishevelled,
and straw clinging to their jerkins,
while at the same time innumerable
dogs began to howl and bark,

**To horse, brutes, and that right
soon, if ye would not be flogged till
the blood spurts!® contin their
amiable lord, as the fresh morning air
revived him. *And do not forget
that your faces must be covered for
the work wo have on hand. None
must be able to awear to us when the
8heriff of Nottingham geta wind of the

. business,”

The Lady Editha felt a tremor rune
through her limbs at these strange
words,

What manner of work could this be
that demanded concealment from the
eyes of other men ! Not honeet work,
she thou&ht; and, bending forward.
she leaned out of the window and spoke
down to her husband benecath.

“ What brings my lord abroad so
early betimes when {e has not sought
hia couch the night ? * she said.

Ho started at the sound of her
voice, and she fancied, and truly, that
his face Enled as he Jooked up at her.
. **Work for men's hands and not for
puling women to meddle with,” he
retortod, after & pauss, ** Get thee t
bed again, Editha; this cool air wili

il thy beauty—though, by my troth.
there is little loft to apoil row."

“ My lord kmows beat whose handi.
work that may be,” shoe replied sadiy.
“The neglooted flower soon,. withers.
and the wife who sobs bhalf the night
through mmnst scon show grey hairs
amid the gold,*’

“-Hark ye,” snarled Pomfrey de

portlnl:m. coming directly under the
window, ‘' the wiie that obeya not her
lord must bLe treated like & dis.
obedient hound and be well whipped.
I bid thee to thy room, and there to
stay, else——" The savage said no
more, but struck his thigh with the
whip he carcied, and his look was
sufficient.

The Lady Editha loft the window, just
a8 John, whose step Do Fortinbras had
heard approaching, came to the door,
and with blinding tears in her eyes
sho sought her own chamber with a
growing resolve in her heart to leave
the rufflan for good and all.

“I will wait until they bhe ridden
forth,” ahe murmured, * and then, if
they have left no horse behind them,
I will faro on foot to tbe nunnery and
take sanctuary where he can never
trouble me nore."”

She did not see the ruustering and
the mounting, the tightening of
girths, the hast{ quaffing of ale and
mead in lieuw of breakfast, the facesx
blackened with oharcoal from the
embors, and the defile out of the
cleared space in front of the house,

The dull thud of their horses’ hoois
sounded hollowly on the wooden
bridge, the sunbeama shone upon helm
and hauberk, spur, and sword boas;
and then, with King John and the
Nozman soldier at their head, they
broke into a trot, and disappeared
down the aisles of the wood in the
direction of Longley Bottom,

of our Grand New
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Longley Bottom was a shallow
v bxrdered by & ewift running
stream, The voad dipped sharply iute
it on the south side, and, after winding
among thick clumps of gorse and thu!n.
roae t.l;rot:’gh a dn.nrrom 8;18:;“%‘
o i [ away RO .

Pla the middlo of the velley another

road forked st right angles and ¢
s bridge in the direction of Morlt?f
Abbey, which could ba seen on the hill
to osatwards, .

All was peace at Merloy now since
Anselm rimhed ‘ot Bollingwood,
and the geutls White Abbot ruled in
hia stead,

hia
Beyond the gorge, about half & bow-
shobey away, gotood the thicket of
whitothorn of which Robin Hood had
spoken, and thither, soon after sun-
nse, came Guy of Ballingwood and his
retainers, all clad in plain ermour,
with no devico to botray them.

Guy stationed them out of sight at
the back of the thicket, al} _of them
in their saddles, and, dismounting him-
self, he and Basil Butterfly wont
forward to the edge of the little copee
and lay down among;ihe undergrowth,
from whence they o fine view of
the valiey spread out below them.

‘‘ Now, lad, we can see all and any
who come by yonder roads,” said Guy.
*“ This minds me of my old forester
days, when the green sward was my
sillow and the lattice of boughs over-

my_ counterpane,” .

Thoy had not been very ‘tcmﬁ in
that place when Basil said, ** Look t ™
And there, sure enough, coming over
the opposila sdge of the valley, rode

a olump of speara,
“This looks like business in very
truth,” eaid QGuy., “I had not

them yet awhile; see, thoy
are the ruffians of De Fortinbras,
and they divide, some going down
to the bridge, where there is shelter ;
& good doren havo turnod off into
the wood by the roadside which the
pilgrims must pass, and the rest como
on hither, doubtless to conceal thom-
.selves among these birches below us.™
He was right ; end so near did the
niain body aKpronoh to whore t.hog;
lay hid that thoy could hear the roug

. Jokes of the coarse Norman roldiery.

And now a dre wait ensued,
hour alter hour went by, and Baxil’a
impatience was becoming almost un-
It of young
troos on the other side of the Bottom,
nn arm waved somothing whito—
evidently the signal! that the proy
waa in sight.

Pomfrey de Fortinbras, who was
with the main body in the gorge,
now rode among his men, and they
heard him warn them that on no
nccount was any blood to be spilled.

“ R«member,’ he said, accompany-
inghis words with some tecrrible
Norman oaths, “’tix the merchanta
we want; they are the crows worth
plucking, the pilgrims may go hang,
and will seattér like a flock of sheep
when wo show our noses.”

Guy and Basil exchanged a smile
of trinmph,

‘“The braggart makes gver sure ™
whispered Guy; *there will be
inore blood spilled than he wots of ;

Wik mew wo will felura to our srogp
W10 aro doubtless very weary by this
tine.”

They glided cantiously back and
gninod their horses unseen; the
rufiang in the valley had no inkling
of the vengeance that lurked in their
rear, and had not had the thought
to post a ringle sentinel,

wn the hill into the Longloy
Bottom wound a little cavalcade of
merchanta on homeback, followed
bl‘: tho motley band of. pilgrims
chanting a pious song as they came.

Lven at that distance Guy could
recognise Friar Tuck's thunderous
base, and ho smiled grimly as he
lowerod his visor.

“ 1 trust,” said Basil, * thnt bold

Robin will give ua chance t w * our
swords upon those ruffiaps,’
** Never fear, boy," said the young

Daron of Bollingwood, standing in
hid stirrups to gain a view of what
was poing forward. “My soul is
Mﬂer or the elash of arms thia day.”

Nearer and nearer came the sound
of tho chanting, and all seemed
well until the foremost riders had
reached the cross.roada,

Then, without warning, there trotted
from the birch trces Pomfroy de
Fortinbras and his troop of blacka-
moors, brandishing their weapons
and uttering strange eries which were
intended to affright the travellors,

At the same moment a lond yell
from tho rear showed tho movin
column that its rctroat was cut off,
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while from the bridge there oped
yot another band dgo disguisoﬂomﬂ-
men; truly a very complete and
terrible ambushment.

Btil the merchants did not draw
rein, and two men in armour with
closed visors pricked their horses
with the and rodo a W or
two forward. They were Sir Thomas
le Breton and Roger of Bwnnleghmt, ‘
and Sir Thomas, opening his
lifted up his voice and spake,

* How now, sira,” he cried; * back
a little from the road, I beg of you,
for we aro bound upon a holy errand,”

“Go wupon your way,” roplied

we toake no war on pil.

R
'Pomfre{
gims, wat would have & word with |

oee sleek merchanta u‘;d their
money-bage. On, boys, and scatter
these pious folk; uo doubt the shavel-
ings of the ab yonder will givo
themn shelter. Now, mossi un.
buckle your wallets and no bones'
about it, if you would save your hides ;
if you make any resistance, my men
ahall cut you into collops with their
stirrup leathers.”

“By my halidom,” cried 8ir
Thomas, * who art thou who speakest
20 loud, and doeth this foul thing upon
the highway 1

Y am Robin Hood, if thou wouldst
know,” replied Pomfrey de Fortinbras,
“ g0 stan ide, old man, I do not
wish to nse thee roughly.” )

A single voice from the middle
of the pilgrims rose up in & burst
of marry, mocking laughter, and in
an instant gowns and hoods and dis-
guises were flung aside, and, instead of
tho band of pious votaries from
whom they had expected no resistance,
thero, in the dappled sunshine of the
April morning, stood the lads in Linocoln
green, and the man who had laughod

came ®triding carclossly [forw. to
where the Normen vobber eat spell-
bound on his horse,

“Back, wmy liege,”” whispered

Pomfrey to & man in a blue sureoat
at his elbow;n; y::h ca.nbepnu behind
my spears the gorge un-
observed,”™

King John, who had turned ashen
whito behind the faise board which
disguised bhim, wrenched his hores
round and awsy, but not before
}i?-o'bin's quick oye had muarked his

ight.

to his lips went the bugie-horn,

and l:lu'eo c.lea‘;‘ blasta did he blow.

It was a signal that had a douhls

me and in an instant the air

. mdwit.h thoolwﬂg of tow-
& roar wen

% rage up

thern, " eried Robm.,
“ Bpare not & mother's son of them ! ™
And quick as a flash of thought the
rogzoa wero fighting for their lives,
obin’s arrow feathered itself in
the throat of a burly man-at-arms.
Ho hesitated to make a target
of the King of England, although the
world would have been well rid of a

bad men: he bad other thoughts in|.

his head, and, fitting another arrow
to his string, be kept his eyo apon the
blue figure spurring up the go

Then a :xl:nlo sproad over his face
as he.saw John rein in and ocome
galloping back, for over the crest
of the hill poured & surge of mail-clad
horsemen, with a thunder of hoofs
and a hoarso ehout of triumph.

‘ Quick, Allan, Little John, and
ou, friar—yonder is our prey, and

ve him we must 1 **

And the four outlaws, diseng

agin
}hnmngum from l&c ﬁnmluul;m
orward to inte t the flying ki

But Pomfrcr;epda Forti.ngm 8‘lu:md
already scen John's peri), and, reinin
hia horso out of the press thmugg
which Roger of S8wanleyhurst was
making viclent efforts to reach him,
he apurred to John's help. :

“Over the bridge, my liege ™ he
shouted, forgotting for the moment
how n it was that the king
should not be frecognised. * Seck
sanctuary at the abbey yonder, and
wo will keep the To me,
Raoul, to me, Walte of you this
wnly | I

t was & bold attompt, but it was
destined to be unsuccesful.

Robin sped a shaft under the neck
of Pomirey’s bhorse, which pierced
John's steed to the heart.

Its death-plunge flung the monarch
on to the n sward, from whence
Friar Tuck’s huge hands hauled him
to his foet like a thing of no woight.

“ Now, friend John,” he said,

“ thouw had best come with me out|ing upon lia caak;
of harm’s way: not that 1 had any | not
king ! staff

particular regard for you,
though you be: but sincefon have
caltaﬂ for this tune, you sha
privilege of paying the pipart Tut,
man, do not st %o withptggralw will
I souse g):a in the rives,”
An ing and friar di reared
into tho bushes, opt
"Twas jn vain that John threatened
fearful vengeance,
Friar Tuck took the precaution of

elmet, I

FRIEND-—1ID.

have the  rousing blows,

N
}ﬂuokin

orring his dagger to his own belt ; and
then ﬁo

held bim by the aleeve of his

.gown, fuming all the while that the

cuntody of his prisoner was losing him
the joy of as fine a flght as he could
have wished for.

It all ha ed in eo short a
of time th’a’.momfmy de Fortim
alone witnessed Jobn's capture, and
since ill news never comes singly,
according to the old proverb, Pomirey
himself found bis own bonds remark-
ably full

“Hold1"™ ered a sepulchral veics
behind him as Allan-s-Dale ekipped
nimbly aside to avoid & terrific sword-
thrust, and the next moment a grip of
stoel had closed upon the Norman's
wrist, and a man, who had ridden u,

alongside him, was throug!
the bars of his helmet with eyes that
burned like living coals. ** False

friend, end bave I found thee ** said
tho voice, as the horseman flang up
his own visor and oxpored his thin,
sunburnt vt to the Nornan's

e. ‘“Have you forgotten Roger
of Bwanleyhurst 5o soon 1

An unenrthly sound buret from tha
Norman’s closed helmet as he tried
to disengage his wrist by a sudden
wrench ; but, releasing it, Roger of
Swanleyhurst dealt him a buffet with
his mailed glovo that flang him half
out of his saddie.

“I could slay thes whero thou
aﬁ:até Po de Fort-inbm.’: bh:
said, droppi is visor again ; ' bu
I am nopx}::rl:iw. Taks thy sword,
and may the saints watch ovor us, for
one of us dies to-day 1" '

Ho reined back his home aa he
wuttered these worde, and those of the
outlaws who were within drew
asido to give them room., .

Basil Butterfly, who was returning
from a victorionr charge with half &
dozen of the Bollingwood men, aftar
driving eight of Pomfrey’'s followers
to their doath in the swift river, pulled
up to watch, and one by ons Guy's
spearmen, hoving disposed of their
andversaries, came up and joined the
circle, until a great ri had heen
formed, in the centre of which tho two
combatants rode warily yound and
round.

Over his haaberk of jezerant
armonr, or overlapping rings, Roger of
Swanlevhurst wore a crimson aidk
sarcoat with a large white eross on tho

bLreast, ths of English
Crusader, which made him a conspica-
ous figure.

His ch alro bore honsings of

crinison on which the white crors was
displayed, while at the saddiobow
hung o steal mace. .

“ By my halidom,” said Robin in
Littdo John's car, * he hath the bear-
ing of & gallant soldier, while the other
knavo sjtteth his horse moro like to &
<sack of flour than one who hath been
trainod to arma.”

Pomfrey de Fortinbras had not yet
recoverod from the shoek of finding
Roger of Bwanlevhurst alive, and the
cold sweat po
;wad belmet till he coald scarce see

in verRary.

Then on & sudden, like & man
awaking from & dream, he plunged the
leaf-shaped spurs into his horse’s sides
and, with a wild shout, the two com-
batants met, hewing and alashing at
each other for several minutes until
they were fain to cesee from very
wearinesa. .

Aitsr 0 nause for breathing space,
Roger of Swanloyhurst bhepon the
attack ; but as their swords met with
a clanging ring, like the hammer of &
blacksmith upon the anvil, Roger's
blade flew into three pieces, and for
an instant he was et hia onemy’s

A ory went vp from the onlookers,
and Bir Thomas lo Breton, reversing
his own weapon, was abont to ride
into the ring and offer it to his follow-
pilgrim, when the Crusader, botly

ursued by Pomfrey, managed to un-
ok his mace, and, slipping the steel
chain ‘round his wrirt, wrencbed hia
horss round, and, making him rear on
oud, met De Fortinbras with a blow
upon the sboulder that made him
drop his eword-arm and utter a roar

of Pam,

‘ F‘riendh Jg!nm." eaid ?ﬁ;'ﬁ:‘oud‘ﬁ
dragging the mMonarc
the t.hognbush. * yonder in a sight for
sore eyes, Why, by my faith, "tis like
nothing so much a8 o eooper hammer-
I would love
ing batter than & bout at

th yooder luaty knight.”
It wes indesd one succossion of
delivered with a speed
of lightning, upon every part of Pom-

s armour ; but so startled was the

Norman’s hLorse that he backed con-
tinuously, thus deadening the weight
of the blows; and then a yell of de-
rision went up from the spectators as
Do Fortinbras, who had far more than
enough, pulled the courser round and

EXT TUESDAY,

his sword away and trans.:

down within his | and

_mortal foe that

dashed through the walch ring in
abject ﬂight.g g ring

A acore of bows wero raise=d, & score
of featbered shafla were drawn 1n
an inatant .to tho ear-tip, w=hen stout
8ir Thomos jo Breton shoutesd :

“Hold! Roger of Swmnleyhurst
hath-a right to the last wo-rd in this
business 1 ™

The outlaws lowcred theiwr woapons
as one man.

Nevertheleas, many of themstreamed
away up the valloy-side, fe-arful that
the cownrd miﬁht, escapo  his just

nishment, for he was moumnted on g
ighter horse than the Crussader, and
had already gunined somo stert.

THE 4th CHAPTERR.
King John's Downffa'l
OMFREY DE FORTINBRAS
[[? made a falso stact st ihe
outset. :

The river and tho road timat wound
boyond it seemed for mn instant to
offer a better chance of escampe ; but,
reflocting that he Lad mmde bitter
enomics of the good monks, who were
more- than likely to bar t heir door
upon him, he spurred up the hill alung
the peath by which the moclk pilgrime
had come.

Every yard of it was strew_n with the
dead and dying of his comopany, for
the vengeance of Guy and tke outlawa
bad been sharp snd eurs; o©one man
stone of all that ruffian crevr escaped,
snd ke, blundering into & quagmire,
perished miserably. .

Pomfroy’s tongue cloves to his
mouth ; his brain was in & =whirl, and
his heart ssemed dead within him;
while behind him hia ear ht the
g‘llc:phg thunder of the sCrusader’s .

orse and & Jow bhum of -e=xcitement
{from the onlookers,

It was & race for lifs. II he gained
the top of the rise in safety he might

win it, and, onte in thes ieland of
wanleyhorat, where a hmandfal of
: nmbndgc md sh_:: . l
raive the drawbr = siego
of somo duration.

Fut the fated liad willed it otherwise,
and as bo Jooked over his simoulder he
the crimmson surcont . druwing
nearcr and nesrer.

It seemed as if the Crusamder's coal.
black wteed gained w him with
every strids, while his own hore,
blown by the terrific pace tas which he

bad forced it, was snortingy bells of | brow.

foam from his nomtrils im evident
distrew.
He chocked it savagely avmd whecled

it round.
some elig ht advan.

| ol

He would gsxin
tage from the fact thet the road was
steop st that place, and, shomrtening his
reins, he was about to p=lunge the
spurs in and hur imme!j upon the
oncoming pursner, when =a etrange
thing happened.
From behind & whin.-bu=sh, where
she had crouched with beasting heart
straining eyes, the Lacly Editha
raso to her full height, the smn shining
upon her golden hair.

“ Beware, {al:o man 1’ shO eried, for
she bod recognised her husb=and whom
she had so long thought deadl. * False
pﬂrj‘ur!'fl T harm cnuughlhast thou done
with ¢ ing tongue 1™

Pomige;{!miomo, startlect by the
sudden apparition, awerved and tried
to turn, bringing his rider’s Bridle arm

ﬁnmminr.

mwurﬂ:t].]in BN, od Boger of
“ Die, dog, die!" i r o
Swanloyhurst, and, raisingg himself
in his atirrupa with the msteel mace
high sbove hia head, he Jorought it;
down with such terrific foroe upon his

thoe goosd helmet
cracked in twain and the besad within
it

The scund of the blow exchood far
across the valley, and a m_ighty roar :
of cheering rose the outlsws,[
merchants, and men-at-ar-ms; and
then, as the traitor sank macross the
nock of his exhausted steed and rotled
heavily to the ground, the real Lord
of Swanleyhuret aﬁ)rang deown from
his saddle, and Dame Eclitha was
cla;ﬂod in bor true husband.’s arms.

e heartbroken woman Ehad stolen
fortti from her unhappy lome, and
had boen making the ie-t oof her way
on foot towarda the nunnesry, where
she ho to find peace if nosthing else,
when m sound of conflict hed sud-
denly fallen tmn her ears, amad steppi
aside from bridlo-path,., she
gazed into Longloy Bottom in time to
witness the things of whickh we have
just toid you.

For her, at least, that Ezaster Day
which had dawned so sadEy was to
prove perhaps the brightes—t she had
ever known,

Under a spreading oalx, through
whoee leafy branches the mfternoon’s
sun was slanting briﬂnly. -sat Ki
John, biting his nails;  oand beforo

t

him, baro-headed in mook reverence,
stood Robin Hood ; while, motionleea
and silent as the trees abont them, tho
rest of the band stood, mute witnesscs
of the extrsordinary secene.

“By my halidom, fellow (" ex-
¢laimed the king, his cruel face purple
with anger. * Hast thon the imsolenco

to think of holding your Bovereign to
ransom t ] .

“My licge has & short memory,"”
said bin. * Was not your own
brother, the good King Ric hold
to ransom, too, and did you busy
yourself 0 set him free ? Oh, you may
scowl], John of Englagd, but Iacts are
stubborn  thirgs, To ransom art
thou heid. My only difficulty is to
fix a som sufficient. It must be a high
ono, else would my licge be sick at
heart, thinking we placed too littlo
value upon hia carcase ! -

Tho king choked with impotent

passian,

“Listen, caitiff! ™ he said, when ho had
recovored himself. * You have mo
in iour power, thore is Do gainsaying
it, but it mattors not what sum you
name, since I bave not a silver penny
in my treasury, euad I know not omo

-in my realm who would advanoe a groat

to froo me.” A

Heo e with such bitterness and
such joos truth that Robin was
fain to believe him, and the outlaw’s
faco grew grave.

** Friar,” said be, “' bring parchment
and write.”

* Nmy, Robin,” cried Friar Tuck,
‘“now thou hast me opon the hi|;n.
I can write my nams on another man's
pate with my querterstafl so clear
that all the world

my ekill ends,

*‘ Ho, ﬂwr‘:.l‘; cried Rol:lin. "dW:o
among you penmanship and the
whemm{lml to exorcise it ? T

A young man—Jenkin by name—
forward, blushing as he did
the olarkly craft was Jooked

as sommewhat beneath the dignity

& rosn in those days snd omly
befitting the monks and seriveners.

* 1 oan write, master,” said Jenkin,
producing  an  ink-horm  from his

may road it, but

rdls and fumbling in his wallet,
rom which he drew a scrap of parch.
ment. . -

“ Then sit you here and set down
my words,” said Robin, raisimg his
voice. ‘' Art ready 1"

* Ay, that am I,” said Jenkin, look-
ing up from wunder his brown hair
which hung in & tangle over hia
“Then write ‘I, Johm, King of
Engiand, do swoar by these signs and
tokens that Robin Fitzooth and his
companions shall go free and un-
moleated throughout my realm for
the of a twelvemonth and a day
which said permission I do now give
in len of ransom ; and lot all shenfls,
officers of the law, and such.liko
koaves take hoed how they disobey
this mandats,' Hast done ! Then,
boy, dip thy carefully into the
ink and hand it, with dus grace and
reverence, to our liege the king, who
will affix his Royal signature to the
document and make it law.”

“I will none of it!” exelaimed
John hoarsely.

He mado o snatch at tho parch-
ment, but Jenkin was too quick for
him, and in his anxi to preserve
it from destruction, he dealt ki
s buffet on the cheok which m[:plﬁ
him backwards over the tree.root. to
the unbounded delight of the oatlaws,
who howled with laughter, i

That was why tho young ontlaw
was ever after known as Jenkin-
B8mack-John. .

In vain did John glare at the circle
of faces which surrounded himn snd cut
offl all hope of escape, until finally,

i be

with & very bad grace, as 0
did everyﬁl;yng during his life, he seized
and signed writing,

e

cars aftor he must have thought
of that day, when, with ths stern
barons round him as the outiaws bhad
boon, bo wrote his name on the scroll

of the M Charta }
Moun u}ron one of the borses t|
had taken from the Norman band,

the king wended his way to the nearest
town, escorted by ten of the lada in

inoolo green until he came within,
sight of its walla, -

“ No life 8o free as the greenwood tree,
And the twang of the bowstring

tm.’l

they trolled in chorus as thay wended
ba:i to the glade. And the doings of
thut Easter Day formed the theme
of many a sonf and story round tha
bivounac fires of Robin Hood and his

merry men |
THE END,

(Next week THE BOYS FRIEND
will return to its usual size and
prige—16 pages—1d.)

OUT ON THURSDAY—The Mammoth Easter and Spring Fiction Double Number of -“The Union

Jack,” containing Two Grand, Long Compiete Novels.

2d.
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*“THE CAPTAIN OF
ST. NINIAN'S.,"
Mr, Maxwell Scottis,

of courre, best known

a8 the creator of Nelson

Lee, detective; but I

think my friends will

find ** The Captain of

St. Ninian's” one of

the most fascinating

school yarus thas have
aver appeared in out
paper.  Certain of one
thing T am, and this ia
that Daxwell Scott has
never written a better
story, and [ know all

OUR DOUBLE NUMBER.

{'TH this iseue I place in the
hands of my supporters
the  promised Easter

Double Number of Tur DBoxa'
FRIEND. As they will eve, it is packed
from cover to caver with good storice;

in fact, this Fiction Double Number

of Tux Bors’ FRIEND seems to bo the
best value for money that 1 have ever
given.

1t 16 certainly & new idea foy TuE
Boys' Frieyo to Pub: h a double
aumber consisting of fiction only—with
hardly any articies or other fecatures
«—s0 that thoee of my friends who uke
good yarne can show their appreeiation
of this double number by paseing it
on to their chums who are not at pre-
went readers of our paper. i

Among the many interesting
features to be found in this double
number I would like to draw apecial
attention to,* Storm Island,” by Allan
Blair, a new eerial chronicling the ad-
ventuzes of two boy- Crusoes; and ak
#Circus Pete,”’ being a new serics of
complete storice dealing with this

- famouse chamcter.l whm ]‘;:mi' am;

adventures bring laughs to the lips o
many hundreds of thousands of
British boys cach weck. .

Pote is the most popular character in
boys' fiction at the presont time, and
tho “ Circus Peto " tales will be found
not only as funny as the Pete etorics
that have appearad in Tur Bors
Frrexnp, but f' think a great deal fun-
aier. 1f you know a boy who is fond
of Peto and his adventures, tell him
about this new eertics of storice etarting
in this number of TrE Boys’ FRIEND.

IN A FORTNIGWT'S TIME,

1 have much pleasure in aunouncing
that . very shortly shall  com-
mence in TAe Boys' Frienp &
splendid new school story by Maxwell
Scott, entitled

o

!n{] friends will enjoy
it heartily.

I have several othor new things in

reparstion for Tuw Bovs’ Friexp,

ut of these I shall give details shortly.
Meantime, 1 think the old paper is
keeping u[: its reputation for good
stuff, and beats anything published on
'g:m market in imitation of or rival to
it.

A _BOY WITH YELLOW TEETH,

Lengue Member No, 40,556 lives at
Henley, and he asks me to tell him of
eomcthing that would improve the
colour of his teeth, which have latterly
gone vory yollow.

The best plau I can suggest to my
friend is tho application of a tooth.
rush and some carbolic or other
tooth-powder regularly cvery night
and morning. Let him give his teoth
a gocd scrubbing, working the brush
not only across his teeth from right to
kelt and vice verea, but up and down,
8o that the brush gete into the lttle
crevices and interstices between the
teeth.

- -If he treats his toeth like this every
night aud morning, in a short time he
wgl find their colour improve, and re-
main so as long as he practises this
vory cleanly habit. )

A PAGE FOR MY READERS BY
MY REDERS.

A. C. makes a suggestion, which he
says he and his Iricnds havé decided
ought to be carried out. He tells mo
that he thinks I cught fo 'set asido n
page of THE Boys' Frrexn each week
which shall be filled by the contribu-
tions of my readers, and that the
writor of tho besi story on that page
should be awarded a prize.

I am afraid that my friend is rather
young—certainly. tco young to havo
rcalised that his suggestion, if it-were
carried out by a paper like Tux Boys'
Friexp, would not be a succees, for
this reaeon, that I do not eupposc I
could poasii:ly fill 2 page of TRE Boys

Your Editor Is always glad to hear from you abaut yourself or your favourite p-aper,
Your Editor will answer you by post if you send a stamped addressed postcard or envelope,

Write to Your Editor if you are in trouble, if you want information, or if you heave any Ideas for our papar,

All letters to be addressed to the Editor of THE BOYS' FRIEND, 2, Carmelits H=ouse, Carmelits 8treet, London, E.C.

i your letter is not repliod to here, it may be answered in ** The Boys’ Horald  nexi Thursday, or “The Boye® Realm* next Saturday,
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FRIEND each wock with as good stuff
a8 I get from my regular professional
contrivutors, Again, there are
thousands of boya who do not care to
read the work ol other boys, 1o matter
how meritorious it may be, and these
other boys would rather read a good
story by a regular anthor, and would
resent_my devating a pago of a paper
like Tug Bors' FrreNo—in which
space ig 80 valuable—to the writings of
their fellow-readers, even if they wore
goad enough to bo published.

8¢, A. C,, much ag I appreciate your
suggostion, vou will, [ am sure, agree
with me that, in the circumstances, it
would not be a wise plan. Your fel-
iow-readers would object.

HOW TO KEEP WATER OUT OF
THE ARS WHILST sWIMMING.

A * Constant Reader” asks me to
tell him how he can keep water out of
nis cars whilst he i awimming. The
best plan ie to pluT both ears up with
a little cottonwool di in sweet
oil, If the cars are firmly plugged in
this way they will probably be pro-
teoteu from the water during the time
iy friend is swimmipg. Care, how-
ever, must oxerci in  plug-
ging tho ears, not to ram tho
cottonwool in too tightly, or, on the
other hand, not to place it in too
looscly, because in either case the re-
gult would be uneatisfactory.

But if, as I say, the g‘lugn of wool
aro carcfully placed in the ears, after
having been stceped in a little sweet
oil, thoy will remain in, and keep the
water out.

WHICH I8 THE GEST PAPER?

John Kinsclla ie an Aston reader,
who asks me to tell him which is the
beet paper, ‘ Tho Boys’ im,” Tur
Bors' Femwp, or ‘“The Boye'
Herald.” He places them in this
order because he thinks that ““ The
Boys' Recalm”™ is the most popular
paper, Tug Boys' Frienn next, and
“Tho Boys” Herald” third.

I am very much obliged to John
Kinsella for hie opinion; but I am
afraid that on the ecore of circulation,
at any ratea—and that is surely the
test of popularity?Tur Bovs'
FRIERD is eamly first, * The Realm’
is second, and * The Boys' Ilerald™

NSWERg “

QMG PENNY
Rverw Tuaeadny.

18 _HE RIGHT OR WRE®NQ?

One of my friends, whose —initials are
H. 11., asks me 10 tell him whether it
i3 correct when writinz an address to
put a comma after the nummber which
indicates tho number in the sstreet. For
itstance, in wnting the mddress, 2,
Carmelite Street, would it be correct
to put the comma after the 2.

it is evident that my yoming friend
has cither been having a uismcussion on
this subjcct, or has probably been
spoken to by a superior for neglecting
to put this comma aftee the fgure
which indicates the numbser of the
house in the strect, and mow he ie
anxious to pgot an author itative de-
cision on the gquestion,

. Porsonally my reader is amainst put-
ting a comma after the nunmber of the
house, and he wants me teo tell him
whether he is right,

I am afraid my decwiom will be
against my young friend, Mt is esson-
tial and proper punctuation to place a
coinma after the number of the houeo
when the number js used in connec-
tion with the address. For- instance,
it ie more correct to put 2, Carmelite
Street, than 2 Carmelito Str cet.

DOES HE READ Y00 MUCH?

A friend of mine, who sig=ns himself
# Faithful Roader,” and whho lives at
Crautey Heatn, asks e Witetuo "1
think he is reading tco mmuch. The
list of papers which he reacs s as fol-
lows: Tue Boys’ Friemip, “The
Marvel,” * The Boye’ Hera Id,” “ The
Union Jack,” * Tho Sun day m-
panion,” * The Pluck Libeary,” and
 The Girls' Friend.” .

1t ecoms to me that hero my friend
has a pretty cxtensive list off literature
of a good all-round sort, beecause my
friend - reads not - only ‘L ue Borvs
Friexp, * The Boys' Herald,'' *' The
Gnion  -Jack,” ~‘“Marvel” and
“ Pluck” Libraries, and ** The Girls'
Friend,” but also * Tho S8umday Com-
panion,” 8 very excellont Fournal in-
deed. I am afraid, howeve r, that my
young friond is reading too™ much, be-
cause I nd that three da_ye of the
week he works until cight a'clock, on
Thursday he gets a half-lmeliday, on
Friday he works till 9.30 p.=n., and on
Saturday till eleven. In those circum-
stances, 1 think my friend ie reading
too much, and I would thereforo ad-
vise him (o drop one or L.wo of the
journals,

As my reader can seec, this
advice is against mysclf, Lecauso all
the publications he mentioms are pub-
lished by tho Amalgamated Press. -

1 think my correspondenst can keep
fhis ** Sunday Companion '’ for Sunday
reading, but perhape if ho w-ere to drop

-4

** The Union Jack"™ and " Pluck” he
might case up the amount of reading
he is going in for; but this is a ques-
tion 1 must loave him to decide for
ﬁm}:mf.k Cgr:la.m? tI' thil;k h!m ought
nock at loast {wo of the rs
off tho list, ‘ pape

—

A FEW “DONTSB"
KEXZPENRS,
—ma

1 thuik thero must be a good many
rcaders of Tre Boys' Friesp who
are rabbit-keepers.. If there ure not, )
can asaure afl my boys that rabbit-
keeping is & very intorestiog and amus-
ing hobby, which can be curried on at
quite a small cost.

. Onc of my old readers, whose
inituls are “ L. 8.,” and who lives at
ghrpplvug Norton, eends mo a fer

dont’s™ for rabbit-kecpers, which 1
am suro they will appreciate. As my
reader has beon a keeper of rabbits for
ten years he knows something of the
subjeot, and theso few tips which he
gives will be found well worth bearing
in mind by every reader who keep:
these vory [;rtz:}t(f peta:

* Dow't br with your does till
they are six monthy old, or yon may
expect t‘hem to be careless mothers.

Don’t Jot a doe bring up more than
four young in s litter, as they are then
likely to be stronger and to grow
quicker, ’

“Don’t Lreed with your rabbits
when their fur i coming off, or the
young will always have rough coata.

* Dou't overerowd, especially during
the warm weather, or you will have
discases such as scurvy and snufles
among your rabbits.

** Don't give green food wet, but dry
and fresh,

*Don’t foed your pets more than
three times a day—morning, noon, and
night. - :

- Don’t give all dry food one meal
and all green the next, but give equat
quantities of cach.  Always kecy
regulur hours for feeding.

* Don't part tho young till they arc
at least six weeoks old; then tuke the
mother from them, ard leave them in
the old hutch.

*Don’t be in a hurry 16 breed with
the doc agam, but give her timo to get
hor etrength back again.

‘“Don’t keep your rabbits in small
hutches. 1lave large and roomy ones,
5o thut they may huve plenty of exer

ciae
YOUR EDITOR (H. E.)

Daily Mail.

FOR RABBIT
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SPECIAL NEW _SERIES OF ARTICLES,

AT THE STARTING-POST:

CAN WE HELP YOU IN THE RACE OF LIFE? '
330D OLBLOLBLOLBIEOELEOD

many young fellows really

anxious to do the very best for
themselves and not afraid of work-
ing to that end,

“ League Member,'’—You are only
17. It is quite clear to me what you
should do. Stick where you are, and
work hard for the Civil Service. In
private employment a clerk’s post is
msccure, and when lost it is hard to

ot another. At King's College, I
ge]ieve, there ave classes for Civil
Service, but join at onoo Tur Boys'
Friexp Correspondence  College.
Mind, at once. Strike whilo the iron
is hot. Take at least Course I. Also
IL. and III. if you have the time. I
wish when I was your age I had had
such advantages as theso classes
afford. Write to the Scerctary, Civil
Secvice Commission, Burlington Gar-
dens, W.. for regulations for Clerk-
ships, 2nd Division. It will be sent
free.  Writing good.

* Loyal Reader, L. F. G.,""—If you
were younger [ should say read pre-

OUR WEEKLY CALENDAR :—

T is o great pleasuro to find so0 )

vious answer. Do you know type-
writing and shorthand? If not,
learn. You have Tue Bove’' Friexp
Correspondence College to help you
to the self-improvement you realise
you have neglected so long. Once I
wag almost exactly in your position.
I ztudied. My senior by two years
would not. When, ten or fifteen
cars later, we met in the street, he
gurt my feelings by touching his hat
and addressing me as “Sir.” Te
waa exactly where I had left him.
The main topic of his conversation
was his rogret ho had not taken my
advice., Study, and do not, at less
than twenty-ome, talk about the
‘“‘coward’s way out.”” By the by,
Excise Assistants may be not more
than twenty-one. You might work
for that.

W, G. S."—-Wl:{, it is geometri-
cal and mechanical drawing, not frec-
hand, which is useful in an engineer-
ing office. .

“Liverpool Reader™ wants fo go
to soca. Nothing is casier for s
follow living there. A[H)ly to the
CGovernment Buperintendent at the

Y

TUESDAY.
THE BOYS' FRIEND,

Mercanhile Mur_me Ofed, Ll\'m!
nothing to do with anyone who has
not B. T. on hia cap, with a crown
between. B. T. stands for Bouard of
Trade. The utmost you will

calied upon to pay would be five
shillings. You should get at least
10s. & month as boy. Four yoars at
sca, and then you can go in for
second matoe’s certificate. 1 have
known lota of fellows with only a
Board School cducation whé have
got their master's ticket casily. Of
course, after a voyage or two you
would me an ordinary seaman,
with from 30s. to 60a. a month. Your
friend who wants to bo & pilot should
go with you. A pilot must have sca
expericnce; that stands to reason.

“B. Rifkin" should write to the
Secrotary, Instituto of Chartered Ac-
countants, Moorgate Street, E.C.
Also to tho Becretary, Socicty of
Accountants and Auditors, 4, King's
Street, Cheapside, for their scgula-.
tions. You will have to pass jie-
liminary examination, serve an ap-
prenticeship, and pass professional
examinations.

*J, E. P.” desires to becomo a
rison wardor. Age must bo between
4 and 42. The physique should be
that of & policoman or a matured
soldier. Your letter shows you could
pass the casy examination. Write
to the Scerctary, Prison Commission,
Home Office, and you will Jearn what
chanoe there -is of an appointment.
Use foolscap with a margin, and say

WEDNESDAY.
THE MARVEL LIBRARY.

all wau mead in M0 fow words m
possible.

“8idney Clark.”—0f cmourze you
are not too old. There are- schools in
London, but don’t gg to one until
ou aro sura it is & bona #ide affair.

advice i3, go to thme necarest
gurage and ask for information.
Most men are ready to answwer a civil-
spoken young fellow.

4 Otto Gurnnett.”—It is your duty
to cultivate any talent sou have;
start work at the evening classes of
the nearest ari school. Provisionally,
you might sct before yomurself the
idea of Emming an art temacher at a
school of art, and work for the ncoes-
sary cortificates. Mixing wi=th teachers
and pupils at a school, yom: will find
our feet, and perhaps ar of a

tter opening than thmt of art
teacher. .

“J. Bullivan” desires tas bocome o
bandmaster, and ultimately a pro-
fessor of musio. Bandm aster and
professor of musie strikecs me as
rather widely divergent b ranches of
tho musical profession. To becomo o
bandmaster you should joi=n & band
first. To mo o preofessor of
music you will have to proficient
in other instruments than a cornet.
In cither ease, you will al=so have to
work hard at the bookworlk and pass
cxaminations for diplomas~  Trinity
College, London. hokls exmminations
and grants diplomas. A s a begin-
ning, write to the secretacy for pro-

spﬁcj\lts, lgtocx:hysl:ire Readller,"—You
THURSDAY.
THE BOYS' HERALD,

thatld B ll Hdahk use your spare
timo to 1mprove your mind. ‘Thal
is how the labour candidates got
where they are now. Though you
are not young cnough for Civil ger-
vice, take Course 1. in Tue Bovs'
FaiexDp Correspondence Class, After-
wards Course 11I. Thay will teach
you & great desl.  Become a sub-
soriber to ** Harmeworth Solf-Educa-
tor” (7d. fortnightly). Read all the
articles, and sce if there i not one
or more courses of lessons you would
liko to take up—say n language or a
science.  If, for the sake of mor:
money and ‘' someone,’” you go dewn
the pit, vou need not stop there
always. You will not need if you
study hard.

“R. B. Wave' should join the
nearest art achool, and work hard in
his spare time. if ho can do good
work, the master will either be able
to tell him what his next step should
be, or direct him where to get in-
formation. Of course, he would take
the first convonient opportunity of
telling the master what his ambition

is.

Tho readers of THE Boys' Fmiexn
are cordially invited to send and ask
any questions similar to those
answered above.  The lotter should
be addressed :

“ Starting Post,”
Tge Boys' Friexp Office,
2, Carmelito House,
Carmelite Strect,

FRIDAY,

THE UNION JACK
LIBRARY,

London, E.C.

SATURDAY.

THE BOYS' REALM,
PLUCK, AND JESTER.
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NELSON LEE

Maxwoll Scott's Stirring New Story of the Adventures of
the Famous Deteotive and His Pupils.
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The First Chaplers Re-written.

H CONVICT named Nathan

Grimahow, immured in Grey-

stones DPrison. bad been
concerned in the abduction of a child,
and that faot had just recently come
to light, after the lapse of fifteen
ycars. Nelson Leo wus engaged by
the ohild’s mother (Leady Arkle) to
find out where her son was at the
prescnt time, and the great detective
had entered the prison sa a warder
#0 that he might be able to hold con-
versa with Grimshaw, and thus got
at the truth of tho maiter as to
whero Lady Arkle's son was to be
found.

Nelson’s Lee’s investigntions re-

vealed many things. He found that
Lady Arkle’s son waa at school at St.
Ninian's, where pupil Nipper
wae boing ecducatod; that the boy
was known as Bob Unwin; that the
man who had adopted him years be-
fore--Philip Unwin—was imprisoned
in Gresstones Prison through no fault
of his own ; that & man named Pringlo
—asince deccased—was the uilty
party; that Warder Kemp of Groy-
stones was & wrong 'un; that a con-
vict named Grimshaw had originally
kidnapped Lady Atkle’s boy; and
that the crime had been instigated
by Lady Arkle’s brother-in-law, whozo
s0n was alao a echolar at 8t. Ninjan's,
and who had stepped into his brother’s
shoes—there being no known heir.
... Nelson Lee, having placed bofore
4o governor of Groystanes Prison un-
“doniable proof of Philip Unwin’s in-
noconce, went to tell that worthy tho
good news. .

The detective hucried off to the in-
firmary, where Unwin was acting as
' hospital orderly.”” On entering the
‘‘ association ward'’ he _perceived
Unwin in the act of appising a ban-
dnqo to a patient’s b ; and as Lo
walked across the ward he was
amazed to discover that the patient
waa Grimshaw.

Nolson Lco Misses &an Important
OClue,

o ALLO You've not been
H long in coming back to
hoxpital {” he excisimed.

* What'a the matter now?”

_“Ho was set on by the other con-
victs, as they camo back from the
quarry this morning,’ said Unwin,

**What for?” - . N

“That's wot I'd like to know,”

growled Grimehaw., “ You'd beftor
ask Warder Kemp !

* He seems to think that Kemp waa
rosponsible, in eome way, for tha
attack,” said Unwin, with a smile.
**Of course, that's absurdl Kemp
found some tobacco which the convicte
had hidden in a sand-heap, and, 8o far
as I can gather, the other oconvicts
thought 1t was Grimshaw who had
llalr_loa!'ted. That's why they attacked

im."”
* And Kemp never blew his whistlo
till they’d knocked me over tho edge
of the guarry,” seid Grimshaw, with »
vindictive gleam in his cyes. “ And
when he found as I wasn’t dead ho
looked as pleased as if eomebody “ad
hit 'im in the mouth! Ok, yusl I
can seo ae far through a brick wall as
most folks, and all I've got to eay is
that if Kemp didn’t egg on the lags to
attack me, he was mighty eorry -as
they didn’t do for me. I saw ’is {ace
when he found as I was alive, and
faces sometimes speak louder than
words "

The detoctive started zs a new
thought occurred to him. ~As the
reader will remember, Sir Edwin had
boasted in the doctor’s etudy that he
had found Lady Arkle’s boy.

“1f he spoke the truth,” muttered
Nolson Leo to himsclf, *“ he has no fur-
ther need of Grimshaw now. " What
more likely, then, that he and Kemp
ehould conspire to get rid of Grim-
shaw?’

“Did yon want Vx_mything?"r aaked

when ho had finished his

“Yes,” aaid Nelson Lee. ‘*I want
a word with you in privatc. I'vo somo
good news for you.”

* L think 1 know what your good
news is,” said Unwin, as he followed

ward. ‘1In fact, I'vo know it for over
a fortnight. The Home Secretary has

decided to relcase .me, on ticket-of-
leave, at tho end of iho present
month.”

Tho detective smiled. .

“You will bo released before the
end of the mornth,” ho seid; * pro-
bably befora the end of next week.”

“How's that!” askd Unwin, in sur-

prise. .

“But yon'ro not going t
leased on ticket-of-leave,” asid Nelson
Lee, ignoring the question. * You'to
going to bo sct free unconditionally,”

¥ \ﬁlhy!” gasped Unwin, turning
palo with excitement,  *‘ Has any-
thing come to ight—"’

“ Your innocence has been proved,”
eaid Nelson Lee; and he forthwith ro-
lated the whole atory of his viait to tho
Mariners' Rost, his discovery of the
-papcre, the Joes of the cash-box, and
its subsequent recovery by Bob.

** The governor will eend the papers
up to London to-night,” he concluded.
“Unfortunately, to-morrow is Bun-
duy, s0 I don't suppose the Home
Sccretary will seo them until Monday.
But on Tuesday, or Wednosday at the
latost, the order will come for your re-
{ecase, you will leave the prison &
freo man, without & stain on your

m .
h!ifélwin broke down, and wept like a
child.

“How can I ever thank you for
what you have done for me, Mr;
Loo!"” he said; for the detoctive had
revealed his identity to him,

“Don't thank me,’” eaid Nelson
Lee, who, now that he had told his

ood news, was anxious to go back to
&rimhaw and try an experiment on
which he had decided, * The pereon
you've got to thank is yonr own aon!’

Unwin smiled through his tears, and
& tender éxpremion ¢ his face._

‘*Heaven bless the lad!” he mid
eSftly. “It was s lucky day for me
when I adopted him I’

“ Adopted him?* repeated the de-
tective. ‘“ Heo’ isn’t your own son,
then?"

“ No,"” aaid Unwin. * My wife and
I adopted him when he was a few days
old. And who do yon think is his
father? You'd never guces!”

“No, ¥ dare say not,” eaid Nelson
Loe, moving away, ‘‘That's the

doctor in tho nex ward, 'y i1 1
want to have a word with Grimshaw
before the doctor comes round, so I
muet ask you to excuse me now. You
chall tell me the storv of Bob's parent-
sge some other day.”
And, lJittle dreaming
that he was torning his
back on the key to the
m{'nkrv ha was tryine to
salve. thedetertive walked
rapidly acromn tha ward
an- seated himes!f on the
edga of Grimshaw’a bed.
- “Grimshaw, he mid,
fixing hin syes on the ecom-
vict’s face, “‘do you know |
whoTam?®” R
*Yus,” growled Grim-

to be re-

the detoctive to the other end of the |

¢ ] saw Sir Edwin this morning,” he
su(; ; “and what do you think he tald
me?”’ .

“Dunno!” growled Grimshaw.

‘“Ho bss [ound IAd,y Arkle's boy t
Ho kunows where he isf”

Grimehaw started }:ip in bed.

“It's a liel” ho eaid Horealy. ‘' I've
never told 'im wbere tho lad ie, and
nobody knows but mo,” "

“Well, that's what he told me,
said_Nelson R

“Ho was bluffn’ yer!” said Grim-
shaw. * }lo':h no more idea where the

oungster ig than you ‘ave.”

you Sgtl‘?pmo ho yw“ speaking  the
truth,” said Nelion Lee, “If bo
knows where the is, he hes no fur-
ther need of you, he?! There is
1o longer any reason why he should
help you to escape. In fact, you
would bo rather a numieanco to him it
you escaped. Ho would be eo much
casier in his mind if you were eafely
dead and buried. And, if eome of tho
convicte were to attack you, why
thould Kemp try to rescue you! In
fact, I can quite imagino him being
quito sorry if the oconviota failed to
make an‘end of youl” e

Every word stung the convict like
the lash of a whip. Tho suspicions
which been aro! in his mind
by the sight of Kemp's ecowling face
in the quarry were now coaverted to
certaintice. - .

“ By 'okey, 1 beBeve you've ‘it tho
right nail on the ’cad!’.he himed.
“They're playin’ fast and_loose with
mea! They want to get rid eof me!

‘l » . B

I'n—-r

» Ho paused,.  He remembered that
Kemp bad said that all arrangéments
had beén made for his escape. If ho
rovealed his secret to Nelson Leo all
hope of escape would bo gono for ever.
And Nelson Leo might be wrong, after
all. Kemp might.not be playing him
falso. Belfore ho burnt his boats be-
hind him, he had better wait until bo
had had a chance of speaking to

Kemp. . .
“ IFm," eaid tho detective eagerly.
“You wero going to say ihat, now

-you're convinced your ec-called friends

aro playing fast and loose with you,
you'll ‘tell me what I want to know.
What did you do with Lady Arklc’s
hoy, and whore is he now?"

. ‘y:'rimshn.w opcned his mouth and
shut it again. Then a look of deter-
mination crossed his face,

shaw. “‘I've kmown it
for anme time, You're °
Nelaon Loe 17

**Who tnld yon?”

“Warder Kemp. ™

# And who told him ?*

“He 'eard yeor talkin' to
the guv'nor one day. when
yer thought he was un-

conrcioms,

“Aht That would he
afear the ontbresk in the
stone-vard?" .

- YE&II .
Ed“ ._\ndI Kemp t’nl,d Sie .

win, T soppose?” .
“Yus; and me and
Buater,”

The detective pondered

for a moment,

Linu

Snatching up the Frenchman's coat and waistcoat and trousars, the tramp
spun round on his heel, oarted up the path, and succeeded Inreachin g the stile
without Monsieur Hachetto having soon him.

“ It something doesn’t ’a;
next,\\'edn@adnv"' ho eaid,
yer everythin, [

And then ia doctor enflered the
ward, and Neleon Lee was scompelled
to withdeaw, -

The Ons-Eyed Trammp.

b W ELL, Bob, mry imoy, you'll

.. remembor th.is after.

noon as longs as you

live, I chould think,” sai Nipper,

when Nelson Lea had take=n his de-
parture from Deepwater Cove

* You bet I will!"” said B ob, whose

face was radiunt with bapmuncss and
triumph. * By Jove, it maTkes me

cold alt over when I think how joily
near 1 camo to misaing it mll{”

“Mise:ng it ally” asadd  Dick,
[1] nowr”

~I didn’t want to come_to Dee
water Cove 8 bitl” said Bob. “In
fact, I'd made up m{ minad to walk
over to Hampton Wingrave, and
have tea at Plumiree Farcn:” .

** And not a bad idea, eithher,” said
Wagstaffe, whoso month began to
water at the remembrance of the
luscious honey and hot, ~buttered
cakes, creamy milk which he
and his chums had so oft=on wolfed
at Plumtree Farm.

“When you follows suggested
céming to the Cove for a swwim,” con-
Bob, *I'd half a m ind to toll
rou that I wouldn't come w ith you.”

“Good job for you yorm didn's!"’
said Dick.

“ And a good job for your father,
too!” said Wagstaffe. “If wou
hadn’t come with us, yoo. wouldn’t
have found tho cash-box, ana tie
proofs of your father's innocence
wouid have remained st thhe bottom
of the sea for ever and ever—. Amen!”

“That's true cnough,” said Nip-
per. *‘At tho same timo, as Wag
says, there's a lot to bs smid for tea
at Pluintreec Farm. Whast do you
say. Shall we carry out PBob's idea
now?! It isp’t four o'clock yet, s0
we'll have heaps of time o walk to
Hampton Wu:gknvc. have tea at the
farm, and wi back to the school

efore -aver."’

“I'm game!" said Wagstafle.

“Ditto)’ said Dick.

“ Bame herel’” said Bob.

And, without any furthesr ado, the
four boys dressed themselvem, olimbed
to tho top of tha cliff, and mtarted out
for Hampton Wingrave.

As previously mentioneed, Deap-
water Cave was a fovourites resort of
bathers; and about two lDours after
Nipper and his chuma had aken their
departure, the noatly-atmired and
dapper-jcoking figure of Monsisur
Hachette, the French-mamter at 8t.
Ninian's, came sauntexing down the
:f"’d with a couple of towenls over his

y r.

On reaching the stile at tho top of

.tho patch which led down ®o ths cove

o paused for a moment- to recon-
noitre. Perceivi that the little
cove was deserted, ho vaplted over
tho stile, descended tho path, un-
dreesed on the broad rool ledge at
tho bottowms, and piun into tho

1
afore
Il tell | came ssuntering down the road—

~
A fow minutes later another ﬂgg:

t figure of a ragged and disreputable-
| looking tramp, whose dirty, unshaven

face was rendered still mors une
attractive by reesom of the fact that
he had lost one eyeo. ’

“Wot4o!”’ he murmmred, halting
at the etile, and fixing hin solitary
optic on the cove below.
looks a bit of orlrightt Geat in the
waber, on the bank, me hp
‘erat uffy, you'rs in luck It

He d::)lzmbuodme over ﬁ:xh stilo a‘l;s

> wn the narrow, winding pa
hi bchind s bush whenever
Monsicur Hachetto turned his glance
towards the shore. .

At last ho reached the Jedge
oo which the swimmer had left bis
clothes. To have rifled the French-
man’s pockets there, when at any
moniont Monsiear o might
have turncd round and perceived him,
would have boen to havo courted de-

tection. RN
Tho one-c tramp had a betlar
than that. 8Snatching up tho

renchman’s coat and waistcoat and
trousers, he spun round on hia hecl,
darted up the path, and auccecded .in
reaching tho stile without Monsicur
Hachette having seen him. .

"*That was nestly done, though I
sez it wot .shouldn't!” be murmared,
as he scrambled over tho stilo.
‘“ Now, let's seo—"" P

Ho paused and caught his breath,
for at thai .momeat be perceived a
party of half a n_warders com-
ing up tho roed from the direction of
Greystones,

Amongat them were Warder Xemp
and Neﬂm Lee; and they wore on
their way to Cloveden BHtation to
receive & batch of new convicts from
London. .

. Dropping the Frenchman's clothea
into the ditch, the oOne-e

tramp sat down on the top of them,
and pretended to bo busily. engaged
in mending the string by which his
dilapidated boots were laced. -

When the wardors had passed, ho
rose to his feet, and was sbout to
rifio the Freachman's pockets, when
a couple of ladies hove in view
round a turn in the road, about bfty
yards away. They wero lady artists,
who were staying in Cleveden, and
they wero ¢coming to sketch at Deep-
wator Cave,

‘“Drat 'emi" growled the tramp.
There's no peace for an honest
bloke in thie part of the world! I'd
better take tho clobber with me, and
find some quiet spot [arther along

the road.” .
this refloction, bo

And, with
gathered up the Frenchman's clothes,
and walked rapidly away in the
diroction of Groystones and Hampton
Wingrave,

In the wmoantimo Monsicur
Hachette had finished his swima; and
almost at the same moment as the
warders marched tho stile, at the
top of the Im , the Frenchman
hauled himself out of the water, and
dscovered, to his dismay, thai his
coat and waisteoat and t " had
mi.au!rioullv disappeared. -

- For the moment he oould scircsly
eredit tho evidence of his ecnses. He’
g‘!ﬁd around him with a d&ll. ‘be-
wildered atare, peered into the soa,
lanced behind the neighbouring
ushes," and explored the orevioes of
tho rocky lodge. He piocked up his
shirt and vest panta, his - boots

nmi eoclu. Ma f'nnnma Lat. Segividd
examined each scparsto article,''gne
by one, as if he axpected to find!{l
missing garments concealed wndide.”
h,T!l)_cn [ A'.Ll:a of tgpair‘lﬁul-n‘ rom
is lips. At last the appallin, uth
duwned on_bim. - Gomebody Lhad
stolen his suit, and St. Ninian's'was
nearly threo miles away. LN

Had it been dark there might have
been a chanco—a feeble chance, it is
truo—of his reaching 1
without being seen. But it waa
broad daylight. and this was the
eighth of July, and tho sua did not
set till & quarter-past eight.

To remain w bo was till ten or
eleven o'clock at night—by which
time only wounld it be dark cpough
for his purpose—was obwiously out of
the quertion. To attempt to vesch
8t. Ninian’'s half-dressed was ally
gut d:; the question. What ehould

o .

A moment's roflection supplied the
anawar. He would put on such 'of
his things as remained, hide behind
the bedgo at tho top of the cliff, wait
until somcbody came along the road,
eall to them, and ask them to to
8t. Ninian’s and fetch him a sh
suit of clothea, >

In_sccordance with this plan, he
hurriedly donned his nnder-garments
and put on his boots and socks and
hat. “Then, haying robed himself in
the largest of his two towels, which
completely enveloped him from his
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‘shoulders to his ankles, he started to

climb up the path, and had almost
reached the top when he was hocrified
to see a lady’s hat above the top of
the hedge. .

With & gasp of dismay, he hastily
concealed himwelf behind one of the
‘hushes, end no sooner had he dono a0
than the two Iady artista previously
mentioned, halted at the stile.

Both wero maiden ladies, of uncer:
tain age, and each of them carried
s folding campstoo!, a paint-box, e
sketoh-block, and an umbrella. -Mias
Binkie was the name of the elder;
Miss Wimpole of the younger.

“Ah, thank goodness, there's no-
body bere!" said Misa Binkie, as she
gazed down at the cove. _* Iteis such
a lovely afternoon that I feared we
ght:u{d find u!).r,no horrid men or hoya

A .

They clambeted over the stile, and
began to deecend the Monsieur
Hachette held his breath in an agony
of suspenee, hoping and praying they
would pass his hiding-place without
discovoring him.

In one respect his hope was ful-
filied. They did not discover him;
but, to his l{orrm‘. they halted just in
{front of the bush behind which he
was crouching,

“1 don’t think we shall find s
better view than this, my dear,’” said
Miss Binkie. ‘* We ought to be abla
to make a lovely sketch of tho cove
from hore. Don't you think sol”

“ Yoo said Miss Wimpole. “I
don’t think we can improve on this.”

They unfolded their cump-stools
ond sat down, with their backs to
Mansieur Hachette. For nearly half
an hour they peainted away in com-
parative silonco; then—-—

Bzzzzzzl )

An_inguisitive Lee circled round
Mias © Wimpole's ' head, . intent on
{siunining the artificial flowers in her
T bt .

“Bhoot
Wimpole, startin
all but falling of

Bzzzzazt .

With an angry buzz, the startled
Loa described a wider cirole, caught
sight of the crouching Frenchman be
hind the bush, and settled on the tip
of Monsiour Hachette’s ear. -

“ What was it, my dear?”’ inquired
_Ll:i.g Binkie, looking up from her
ekotoh.”

- A horrid, bee! paid Miss Wim-
pols,” resuming -her painting. *
thought I was going to—""

rest of the sentence was
drowned by an anguished howl, and
the ‘next instant, to tho lady-artists’
stupefaction, 8 weird-looking figure—
the figure of 8 dapper little French-
man clad in an engrmouns bath-towel,
holding one hand to his ear, and
dancing like a cat on hot bricks,
foaped up from behind the bush.

Go awayl” cﬁed Mies
back in alarm, and
hor atool, .

“An escaped lunatic! We sxhall
hoth be murde in cold blood!”
soreained Miss Wimpole., And she

sprang’ to her feet, wringing her

hands, and filled the air with car-

splitting shrieks of ** Murder! Police!
elp—helpt”

Mies Binkie, being more strong-
minded, snatched up hor umbrells,
and brought it down, with a resound.
ing whack, on the Frenchman’s
thinly-protected shoulders.

l"Lumtio or no lunatic, I'll teach

S

um e !ﬂg ten two lone and unpro-
tocted fomales!” she declared vali-
antly, “ Take that, you monster, and
that, and that!”

It was in_vain that Monsicur
Hachetto tried lo got in a word of
cxplanation.

Whack, prod, whack! Prod,
whack, prod!

Mits %inkio’u blood was up, and
her umbrella played about the luck-
less Freuchman like a rapier in the
hands of an expert swordsman.

At last, half-crazy with pain and
anger, the Frenchman gathered u
his ekirts, or, rather, hia towel, an
took to his heele up the winding path
in ignominious flight. .

As ho scrambled over the stile at
the top of -the path, hia eyca fell on
the red-tiled roof of a litlle roadside
farm, about three-quarters of a mile
away, on the road to Cleveden.

The sight inspired him with new-
born hope! Mr. Rigg, the tenant of
the farm, wae one of those who sup-

lied 8t, Ninian's with milk and

utter. Hurely ho would befriend ono
of tho 8t Ninian’s masters, and lend
Lim a suit of clothes?

Inapired by this hape, Monsieur
Iachotte scurried alonf the deserted
road, turned in at the farmyard gate,
and was about to knook at the door

- of the house, whon it waa euddonly

opencd from the inside, and a woman
appearod with a pail of water in one
hand and & mop in the other,

Ae tho sight of Monsicur Hachette
~—avho was still arrayed in hia towel,
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of course—the woman screamed. Then,
evidently sharing Mies Wimpole's be-
lief that the apgtmtmn was  an
escaped lunatic, she charged Mon-
sieur Ilachette off his feet, by the
simple expedient of ramming the
flufly end of the mop inte the pit of
his stomach; and, as the Frenchman

ed over on bis baock, she Bung the
contents of the psil of wster over him,
., What would have happened next,
if the woman had been left to her-
self, it is hard to amy; but, ot that

moment Mr. Rigg, alarmed by the
uproar, came running out of the
house.

" \‘\g::t on earth is tho matter!” he
ag

ped.

‘“Matter cnough!” replied the
woman, brandishing her mop in the
face of tho progtrate Frenchman.
‘ Here'sn an esca, loonatio trying
to break into our ’ouse. I caught 'im
in the act, and—— Ah, would yer?"'

Monsieur Hachette had tried to
scramblo to his feot but a judicious
prod with the mop sent him sprawling
on his back again.

“ Mistaive Rigg—Mistaire Rigg!”

wailed, ‘' Is it zat you do not
know me? I am Monsieur Hachette,
of Bt. Ninian’s!"

The farmer started at the sound
of the Frenchman's voice, and
puched the woman aside.

‘' It's old Hachot-face!' he gasped.
“Tie must be drunk, or off his nut!
Kcep back, Barah, and let me talk
to "im1!"

After that, of course, (he Fronch-
man’s troubles were at an end. lalf
a dozen words of oxplanation suf-
ficed to tell the farmer what had hap-

ned ; and threc-quartera of an hour
ater as the boys of Mr. Rant's
Louse wers trooping
dawn to call over, they
were amazed to bee
their highly-respected
teacher of Frenoh in
s suit of corduroys
three sizes too big for
him dart upstairs and
dive into his study.

-

Held Up!
HEN Nel-
W son  Lee
: returned
to the governor's

office, after his inter-
views with Unwin
ond Grimshaw, he
found the governor
hnred at wmk, writing
his report on Thilip
Unwin’s case, .

“Well, how did
Tnwin take the news
that his inunocence
hud beon eatab:
li-hed " usked the
governor, )

**He was eimply
overwhelmed,” said
Nelwon "
wept like a child, es-

ocially whon 1 told

im that it was hia
own aon who had
found the boux con-
taining the proofs,
By the iway, whore
ato thesproofs now?"

“Drying,” asid
i gevemeh, and
ho pointed to a heap of papers, inter-
leaved with sheots of blotting-paper.
“They’ll Lo dry by the time I've
finished thia report, and -all the
doouments will go up to London by
this evoning's post. Whero did you
find Unwinl"’ . .

“In the assoolation ward.”

“Then you saw Grimshaw, I pre-
sume?"’ :

“Yes, and I had a rother interest-
ing intorview with him—an interview
whioh makes me hope that my work
is nearly at an end.” .

“That's good news! Han Grim-
shaw told you where the boy is?”

“No; but he's going to on Wed-
nesdey! I told you how I met Bir
Edwin this morning, and I told you
how he taunted me with the fact
that he had discovered the where-
aboust of Lady Arkle’s boy?’

[1] 08 ”

“Well, when I saw Grimshaw in
the infirmary, I went up to him and
asked him what had happened, to
which he replicd that 1'd better ask
Warder XKomp.™

“You ncedn't ask Kemp,”” said
the governor. “I can tell you.
Grimshaw was ect upon by some of
his fellow-convicts and pushed over
the edge of the quarry. Kemp had
found some tobacco, hidden io the
(‘uarr;, and the convicts thought
that 1t was Grimshaw who had told
Komp where the tobacco was hid-
den.’

“8o0 VUnwin informed me. I
scems, however, that Kemp didn’t
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blow his whistle till efter the con-
victs had hurled Grimshaw into the
?ulrry, and from one or two other
acts whioh Grimshaw observed, he
has got it into his head that Kemp
would have beon very plensed if he
hod been killed.”

¢ How absurd!”

*I don't know about that. Ii
Eemp and 8ir Edwin are in league,
as I suepect, and if 8ir Edwin has
really discovered the whercabouts of
Lad( Arkle's ‘boy, they bave ne
further use for Grimshaw. In fact,
his continued existence is & positive
source of danger 4o them.”

“Humph! = I didn't think of
t.' '

at.

“But I did. And after I had told
Unwin of his good fortune, { went
back to Grimshaw and had a chat
with him. First of all, I asked him
if he knew who I waa, and he eaid
he had known for some time."

‘“'The dickens!" said the governor.
* Who told him?”’

“Kemp. You remember that affair
in the stone-vard, when Kemp was
stunped? You remembor Lo was
carried into this room, and you and
I, believing he was unconscious,
spoke freely of my suspicions an
plans? Woll, Kemp recovered con-
sciousness  whilo we were talking,
and heard nearly every word we
said I”

*“The dickens!” said the governor
again. * Well, what else did Grim-
shaw say?’

“T told him T had mot 8ir Edwin
and I told him what Sir Edwin had
said. I pointed out to him, as 1
have just pointed out to you, that
if Bir FEdwin had  discovered the
whoreabouts of Lady Arkie’s boy, it
was extremely probable (hat he and

M
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Komp would be only tao
Grimeitaw were dead. *

in effect.  *They certainly won't
trouble now 4o help you to escape, 80
you may as well make a clean breast
of the whole affnir, and tell me where

“the boy ia.’’

* What did Grimshaw say to that?”

“For a moment I thought ha was
going te tell me everything. In the
end, howevor, he contented himself
with saying that if somcthing doesn’t
happen before next Wednesday, he'll
tell me all I wish to know.”

“If something doesn’t happen be-
foro next Wednesday,"” repeated the
governor. * What did he mean by
that?”

“Y don’t know, but I think I can
guess.”

“Can it be that he iz lioping to
escape bofore next Wedneaday 1"’

1 don’t know if he actually hopes
to oscape, but I think that's what he
meant, That is to say, I think he
intends to toll Kemp that if he isn'¢
out of prison by noxt Wedneeday,
he'll tell me everything.”

“Then he'll tell you everything!”’
said tho governor confidently. “I
Blm]&? my word that he won’t cacape

ednesday, or any other dato.
es.. You're quite right. Your
work is nearly at an end!’’ .

“That's what [ think,"” said Nelson
Lee. “In fact, I'm so sure I shall
know all on Wodnesday morninT that
I'm going to write to Lady Arkle, by
this evening’s post, and ask ler to
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come down to Eastbourne o1 Tuesday

1ight,

*Which reminds tne,” _ he con-
tinued, *'that I promised Unwin to
write to his wifo and tell her the
good news about those papmers. He
wants her to come down to Cleve-
den to meet him when ho c-omes out.
When shall I tell hor to corme?”

* 8ho'd bettor be here om Tuesday
morning,” said the governowr.

“ You think Unwin will bee released
on Tuesday?” .

“Yes,"” said the governory, glancing
at his watch., ~“But if you've a
couple of letters to write, yomu'd better

weiting them_at once, for you
haven't too much time. It's ten
minutes to five,” - .

“But the post docsu't leave till
slxl" objected the detectiven

“True,” said the governor. ‘' But
there's & batch of convicts arriving
from London by tho train which is
due at Cleveden at six fortﬁ-ﬁre, and
I want you ond Kemp to talxe asquad
of warders to meet them, so you'll
have to leave hors by half-past five.”

“In that onse,’” said Nclson Lee,
*the sooner I get my lette=rs written
the better.”

He left the governor’s office, and
returned to his lodgings ats the foot
of the hill. Having wmritten his
letters, ho posted them in thhe private
box at the prison gate; a—nd at half-

ast five, in compnn{ with Eemp and
our other warders, he start=cd out for
Cleveden. .

It should here ba expla ined that
tho nearest post-office was at Clave-
den, four miles awa{. Ev cry after-
noon, at hall-past four, & *rural
postman’’ started out from Cleve-
den on an eight or nine mi_les round,

From - Cleveden he walke® to Hiﬂ:

2
it
iz

Tha figure of a dapper little Frenchman, clad in an snoarmous bath-towel,
hoiding one hand to his ear, and dancing like a cat on hot bricas, leapt sup from
behina tho bush,

foot, whore lLe cleared tZhe village
wall-box at five o'clock. NFrom Hill-
foot he trud?d to Hum:;ton Win-
grave, where he ‘‘cleared '’ at half-
past five.

From Hampton Winggrave ho
doubled back to Greystormes, where
he was due to arrive at si==. Having
colicoted the lettors from he prison-
box, he tramped back {om Cleveden
along the road which ran Eaat Decp-
water Cove. As a rule, _he arrived
at Clevedon shortly after mevon, and
tho letters were despatoh to Lon-
don and elsewhere by the 7.45.

At the date of our atory. the rural

man was a weedy-look ing youth,
Just turned twenty-one, wwith long,
thin logs, straw-coloured haair, and a
face that bors no little ressemblance
to that of a sheep.

On the doy of which wes write, he
arrived at Groystones pumsctually on
the stroke of eix, half an hour after
Nelson Lee had loft.

Nodding to.the sentry on guard
outeicle the gate, he unMocked the

st-box and {ook out a double-hand.

wl of letters, including the deteo-
tive's lettors to Lady Arilo and Mrs,
Unwin, and a big official-Eocking en-
velope, addressed to the Heome Secre-
tary, containing the proofes of Philip
Unwrltn" innocence and the governor's
report.
aving thrust these letters intortho
canvas bai. which was slumg over his
shoulder, he locked tho banx, nodd

od
to the seatry again, and tmdgcd.l

away in the direction of Cleveden.

v

The road from Greystones to Cleve-
den, a5 proviously mentioned, skirted
t¢he edge of the oliffs and ran past
Deepwator Cove. Jt was & lonely
road at tho best of times, and on this
oceasion the postman did not meet
a single soul until he had covered
half tho distance between the prison
and Decpwater Cove.

He thon perceived a disreputable-
looking individual uatting under
one of tho trees bit e side of the
road with a small heap of clothes at
his clbow. :

It wes our old acquaintance, tho
one-eyed tram

p. .
Ho esorambled to his feet and
sau;torod into the middle of the

“Bay, cully, wot time is it?" he
asked, planting himself in front of
the postman,

The Intter eyed him nervously, not
fo aay suspiciously.

“ About quarter-past six,” hesaid.

*About I"" said the tramp scorn-
fully. **That ain’t near enough for
me. T want Grinidge time, 1 do!
Ain’t yer got a tickert"

“Er—nol" faltered the youthful
postman, trying to push past him.

“Now, wot's the good o' tellin’
tarrydiddies?”’ said the one-syed
tramyp, barring the way. “As if 1
couldn’t sec yor watchchain. Come
now! Out with yer turnip, and telt
us the k'rect time.”

The postman began to fumble for
im watchi‘. %;d the s:me igagant the
ramp whi out a briar-pipe,
which he gmd found in Monsiour
Hachette's packet, and grasping it by
the bowl, as if it wero a revolver,
he thrust the black vuleanite mouth-,
picce into the Poatmnn'a ace. -

“'Ands up!” ho hissed. *’Ands
up, or by ‘ckey I'll put a bullet
through yer ’ead "

Never for a moment did the post-
man doubt that a londed revolver
was levolled at his hoad. His face
turned greon with fear, hia knoes
knocked togother, and his teeth
chattered like oastanets.

***Ands up!” said the tramp, and
the'fostmnn held up two trembling
liunds. .

#“Right about face, march!” com-
manded the tramp, pointing to the
tree already mentioned.

Shivering with fear, the postman
staggered to the foot of tho tree.

‘““Stand with yer face to tho tree,”’
said tho tramp: *“I'm goin’ ¢o tio
yer-up! And romember, if yer uttor
a sound, there’ll bo a bullet in yer
brain alore yer know wot’s urtin’
yerl”

The postman turneld round, with his
face to the trec; and in little more
time than it takes to tell, the tramp
relieved him of his bag, out off the
strap with his knifo, and bound his
vietim to the tree-trunk. -

His next procceding was to open
the bag and turn it upside down,
whoen ont fluttered a iy pile of
totters from Hillfoot, Hampton Win-
grave, and Groystonos.

The big official-looking em-oloj;m.
containing the proofs of Phitip
Unwin's innocence, was the firat
thing that attracted his attention:
and 1n eager, avaricious haste he tore
the onvelope open and turned out its
contents,

“Pah! Only papers!” he growled

in ﬂimgmt. * I mado aiire there'd be
d

sumfink worth 'aving in ¢his?!”*
He dro| the papers to the
ground and prooeeded to open the

othors letters. His ‘' catoh*’ wns not
a great one. Three postal orders,
cach of them for less than a sove-
reign; two oheques, which he
promptly flung away; and a broken
styloz;rnl.)hic pen, were ell that re.
warded his sesrcfl.

““Crikey! 1It's time we *ad this ’ere
fiskle reform!”" he growled. * Thore's
no money in_the country nowadays,
it seems! Fifty letters, and only
two pound five in the lot! 'Owever,
it's better than nothing.”

He glanced at tho litter at his feet
—torn cnvelopes, the proofs of Philip
Unwin’s innoconce, letters from
farmers and others, Nelson IL.ce’s
letters, and official documents from
Groystones.

“T'd botter burn ‘em,” he mut-
tered, with a vaguo idea that by so
doing he would destroy all traces of
his crime.

_He scraped the papora togethor with
his foot, until lyl formed a oon-
venient heap; then Le struck a match
and set them ablaze. And at that
moment the govornor of Greystones
was saying to Philip Unwin:

¢ The proofs of your innocence are
now on their way to London. You'll
be a frce man on Tuesday!”

(Anothsr exoting Instalment of
this grand deteotive story will ap-
smar in noxt week’s BOYS' FRIEND—

a.) .
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The tat CHAPTER.
A Desparate Venture,

HE Yeochants were up, and the

thermometer was down—

down at fifty bolow freczing
point—and over all the land lay the
bitter darkness of the Arctio night.

That the Yechant Indians should

have been on tho war.trail at such a
soason needs explanation, Two hun.
dred miles to the north a whaling
ship lay ctushed and helpless on the
rdge of the Polar ice, with two-
thirds of hor orew in the grip of
seurvy, the second mate with a
smached thigh, and the remainder
frost-bitten and half starving—unlesy
Jhelp could be got they were doomed
mnan,

News of this had filtered southward
by means of an outeast Eskimo, who
had passed it on to a half-caste tribe
it winter quarters, who, in turn, had
passed ¥ to tho Yechants. Also, the
tnlo ran that three men, more darin
rhan, the rest, were pushing sout.
through thn darknees to sevk aid from
1he big chief at tho Hudson Bay Com.
puny’'a outpost; and that these thren
had  sledges on  which were steel
nxes, knives, and above all, rifles—
bogutiful rifles which would shoot in.
credible distances. .

The great ambition in lifo of a
young Yechant brave js to possess s
,};un of his very own, and to this end
he will make any paorifice—for the
vwrer of o gun is of necessity a better
man than he who has to be content
with tho ancestral seal-lance and bow
and arrow. Moreover, a Yeohant is
by naturo treacherous and o thief.

Twenty hours afier the news had
rome in, o party of young bucks
numbering close on fifty, all fully
armed and wrap to the eyes in
dtrg, were stealing silontly north.
ward in the faco of a wind that
seared liko hot iron. Eusch man on
hiz webbed snowshoes, squat, stunted
hgures, shuffling and stumbling
through the timber belt. Half &
“loven of the swiltest and meost endur-
ing had been despatched ahead to
find and cut thd trail,

Preeisoly at that time, three worn,
haggard men, their faces grey-black
with oil and ﬁlth, wera fighting their
way inch by inch down the map. ‘I'he
leader, Captain Johnson, was the
\n;_hnler's skipper. The sccond was o
Finn called Marsen, a cheery, sifent
man of infinite endurancs, but now
far gooe with frost-bite. The I.‘luﬁ

was a youngster—the ship's boy—
Billy Meers by name. He had been
chasen for two remsons—his light
weight, and his wonderful gift of
managing the dog-teams,

They had left the ship soventeen
dnys—soventeen interminable days
nf Ditter atruggie ageinst darkness,
uoid, and privation.

At first over the floc-ico they had
managed fairly well, Then had
como a terrible blizzard when the
bare idea of travel had been itn.
pussible, and Marsen endeavouriu
to save a sledge from disnster, lLia
slipped through rotten ice, and the
frost had got him before they could
build o firs and throw the ice from
liis mocassins and’ leggings.

By sheer stress of circwunstance they
had been compelled to abandon mare
than half their outfit, and were re.
vhuced to one sledge drawn by cight
Husky dogs,

Capisin  Johnson was leading,
breaking a trail. Billy Meers
ploughed  along beside the sledge,
whip in hand: now cheering on thae
team with a shout of encouragement,
now plying the whip fiercely across
thy Finn's hack and shoulders as he
lay huddied on the after end of the
sledge, to preveat him being over
come by drowsiness and falling into
a tleep from which there would be
no awakening. )

Captain Johnson halked for the
hundredth time, utterly exhausted.
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¢ “Can't make 1ouch [urther of it

! withont camping, Billy. How’s the
b dogst™
..{{cors shook his head doubt{ully.

* Played right out, eir. They're
willing enongh, but two of ‘em have
got sore fect, and the short rutions
are telling on them.” .

The captain sighed woa.nlr,
suddenly grabbing s handful of s
rubbed his nose  furiously—just
time, for it bad begun to deaden,

“How many miles d'sc reckon
we've done to-day?”’ i

Billy shook hia head. and the Finn
grooned with the pain of his open
wounds. .

They had been traselfing for, as
near as they could guess, fiftccn
bours without a break. On good,
hard-packed, open snow they might
have done nearly fifte miles in the
timo, As it was, they had been
fighting, struggling, and dragying
over tho worst of bad going, mnd
nearly all of it had beon on a «tecp
upward slope. Over and over again
a specislly impassable steelch had
compelled them to make wearisome
circnits, regaining the
trai) half 8 mile further
away after bours of uil,

1 make it anywheres
bLetween  twelve  and
fourteen,” said the cap-
tain.

Less than & mile an
hiour; snd there weio
three-and-twenty  lives
dependent on their
8

and
noY,
in

“Come along, boys,”
fie suid at last, ! drag
her out agein. If th-
ohart's anywhére abons
right, wa can't le
more'n ten miles to the
Mucklaw river, und theu
there's _ plain  sailing
ahoad.’!

He turned on to (ho §
trail once “more, and
Billy Meers, with »
crack of his whip and &
“Hi! get np there,
Mush!” restarted the
worh-out dogs. .

The leader, 2 bis,
tawnyg-coated fellow with
thick fur and a bushy
: tail, sprang forward in
! tho traces, snarling at
i the others to sece that
the, din’t ° malinger;

andy an Billy bislis oni
the sledge which had
frocen [fast, thoy wero
off again—the TFinn
being prodded and beaten into wake.
fulness,

Two_ hours later thoy camped on
the odge of a timber belt. The
captain busied himself ervecting their
‘small exploror’s tent, whilst Billy un-
hitched the tired dogs, and hacked
them off thoir portiona of dried fish
and seal meat with an axe.

So utterly done up were they that
they lmw cre they fell—he had to
bring their food to them. The three
men feasted riotously on the last of
the ococoa, some ship's biscuit, and
strips of seal meat thawed over the
lamp, then they huddled together
under the akins to sleep—the slecep of

oxhaustion.
H wlo saved them from being
rushed unawares by the Yeeo-
hants, 1t was in the darkest hour of all
the dark hours which comes heford
tho faint groyness of an Arctic dawn.
He had boen sleeping, as all Husky
dogs do slecp, in a neat which hoe
had made for himself in the snow.
Suddenly he cocked his oars, thrust
up o black muzzle, and howled. The
Yong-drawn, dauger-signal howl of his

THE 2nd CHAPTER,
- Long Odds.
T was Sandy, tho team leader,

{

wolf futher, ending in a sharp, snap-
ping bark. - .

The ceptain and Billy Meers,
dozing uncasily under the sodden
skins  heard it, and struggled
instantly to their. feet, Marsen
heanl 1t, use ho couldn’t
rise, crawled to the tent.flap on
hands and knees.  They knew Sandy,
and knew that tho wolf-howl meant
that someching was amiss,

‘“Moose!”  whispered  Marsen
hoarsely, grinning, in apite of his
pain, at the prospect of fresh meat.

The captain_nodded, and grabbed
his vifle, as Mareen eank back with
8 barbed arrowhead in hia throat.

“Indians, by gum!” roared the
captain, as a second arrowshower
came flickering out of the tree-belt.

Biily Meers sprang for his Win-
chester, kicked open o box of cart-
ridges, which they had brought on
the off-chance of finding game to
shoot for the rot, and dragged Hans
under cover of the canvas screen.

A dim shadow moved emongst the
blacker shadows of the treca. The
captain raised his rifle and fired.

An answering shrielt told that 1he
bullet had gone home, and that the
world was rid of one Yechunt marau-
der for good. :

Ho was not & good shot—ferw sailor.
men are—~but for onoe, at any rate,
ho had hit what he aimed at. Tho
crack of the rifle caused a serics of

subterranean explosions in the open .
, Space before ikie tent, as the startled

usky dogs sprang out of theirsnow-
beds, and stood facing outwewnd,
growling and bristling.

Anothor volley of arrows stretched
one of them on tho ground, and the
rest took to their heels in mad, terror-
stricken fight. .

Captain Johnson and Billy Mcors
wero left alone with & dead comrade
to face a couple of scoro Yechunt
bucks intont on plunder and murder.
They could seo them now, dwarfed
and etunted, stealing over the snow
from.their shelter, tough, wiry little
wmen with slanting ecyes and high
check-bones. Kach armed with spear,
club, or bow, and cvidently intent
on a rush,

“Down with you, Billy!” asid the
captain.  *“ Down with you, behind
the sledge, and take ‘em as they
come. If thoy get into us, give ‘em
tho butt!)”

They mere both weak from ideces-

sant fraved and lack of foosd, and the
oold zud the darkness of the Arctio
wirtar had laid hold of thenm, but they
flung themeeives down on the snow
bolund the cover of the e ledge, and
waited for what they were convinced

must be tho end.

“Mareent” asked the captain
lacenically. L

“Gone, poor chap!” . answered

Billy, jamming in anothemr cartridge
as best ho could with {rozen fingers
and stiffencd mittene,
“ Good-bye, old man,” ea id the cap-
tain again, *‘ Wo'll try nots 10 lot "em
et us alive, 1've —  He
short. “ Mg gpoor men!
They'll be waiting for vLs—waiting
till—till the mpplies give ouf- .
The Yeebants -awere . gahering in
two parties—one on either side of the
doomed camp. Thoy were= preparing
1o fight as their ancestors Bhad tought
before them for untold geeneretions.
The surprise having failedL a volley
of arrows, another from ®he second
party, and then a combine=d .
Billy watched his men eclosing in,
then ho raised liis Wincheator, rested
the barrel on the near sledgge runner,
and fired, Ho had never fired at &
mau target before. Tle experionce
was new, and he mistrustesd himself.
One of the leaders—a b road-shoul-
dered follow with & s, Bpun
round and dropped, writhimng.
Flick, flick, flick came t<ho_arrows,
pattering oo _the canvas cowerings and

woodwork, The captain wriggled un:
easily, and gave a low crw of Jm.n
Biily w he was hit, brut did not
daro tarn his bead.

e fired in and agatn in rapid
succession. Onoe ho misse=d, and one

cartridge was a blank, but tbe heav
bullet of theo third drove cle-an throu
two men and wounded & t-hird The
range was murderousty shoort. s

Again the eaptain wincect and eried
out, and an arrow eeared BSilly's upper
arm, hanging lunply by the barb from
his thick furs, .

Ho jerked it away impat-iently, and
fired again, Thoy were on the run

Standing astride the captain, Bllly rcoponad fire Juet as the rush came

now, and ho had only four- shots left.
To rcload was an impossibimlity,

Ho cmptied the magazime into the
braver of them, The last twwo shots he
fircd standing, with the mu_22le almost
touching tho skin coats of Cbo leaders,
singeing tho fur in big browen patches.

The %ecbl-nu, lucky as they were,
gave back a little.” ‘Theso new
weapons, which they desirc=d so much,

and which epoke many times, of
which they had hea.rti from  the
North, werg indeed marveellous, but

thoy wore distinctly uncommfortablo to
face in_open warfare. Feor all they
knew, Billy might go on firing in-
dofinitoly, and many of theSr bost mnen
were already down.

They wavered perceptiboly. Billy
lunged fiercely at the fa ce of the
nearcst with full weight behind
the blow, and the man_ fell back
shricking with a shatiered® jaw. It
was a t0ss up, & mabter el fractiona
of scconds whether they w—ould break
or stand their ground,

A lieavy spear whizzed thhrough the
gloom, inflioting & nasty wound in

illy’s sido, causing him =o stagger.
The sight put heart into them,
and they gathered for the final rush,

Just at that instant Billy felh a
plucking at hia furred leggmngs, and o
lﬂfod. was thrust uapward=s into his

n

2d.

It was Captain Johnzon.  Dadly
wottnded though he was, he had man-
aged to reload his megazine, but had
no longer strength to ehoulder the
heavy weapon. Billy stooped and
grabbed it, dropping his own. Then,
standing astride ¢he captain, ho re-
opened fire just as the rush camo; but

is time tho Yoehants had dost
lieart, and did not press the attack
with anything like their formar
fierceness,  Bily wes growing siok
and dizzy, but ho m to keep his
feet, and they dwindied away on
either side, and bolted for cover,
{caving three more men dead. P

The strain over for the moment,
Billy Moers colla _hearily on to
the aledge, still olutch the rifle.

““How gaea it, Billyt’ asked the
captain huskily, and fainted before he

could get an answer,
B hie mocassined lfect sgainst
the sharp cormem of the
aledge to keep himself awake. ' In
spit«.: of his efforts, however, his
eyelids drooped heavily, and tho sud-
den silence and the cold were numb-
ing Lim into insensibility. He was
unuttorably tired, A faint whine
brought him to with a _jerk, clutch.
ing his rifle nervously. T'wenty s
away oh the enow ho oould my
wake out & cowering form, © It was
San:!y. l‘hoba ‘I?T leader, 'o\!)lmi“g
cautions ack to camp with his
{ellows {)dnnd him, brstling with
fear and sniffing at the bleod-tainted
air with mquir_ing noses.

Billy vat upright and calied to himn
voftly. SBandy raised his head, and
advanced gingerly, ono foot placed
exactly beforo other, leaving a
single troil—tho trail of the wolf in
timio of danger,

/Again Billy called bim and coaxad
him, and Sandy with his eix followers
camo in obediently, recognising his
vome.wl

Slowly and painfully Billy rose and
harnessed them in the traces. dy
in {ront, as leader by right, and so on
down to Spitz, a big, white dog with
heavy shouiders, whoui ho put in the
dead one’s place as ‘wheeler, .

With an effort of which he would
not have believed himmelf capable, he
ha_lf. dragged, half fifted the cap-
tain’s senseless form on to the sledge,
recklessly throwing away their scanty
TCmaining ipwent, and strapping
the rugs in their places.

« The fent he left standing. Tt was
neck or nothing, and cvery ounce of
weight would

A final adjustment of tho straps aud
b:.&ktf' tgl_on, hr:uvdwg llrlle(inm hiz;:nd
a o big, vy-thon v in
the other, he swayed his weight
against the sledge, first to the righ:
then to tho left, and broke it free
from tho grip of the frost. The

THE 3rd OMAPTER,
A Dash for Safety.
ILLY MEERS kioked with

-dogs, undemstanding, simined at the

traces, and the light sledge elid Yor-
ward on to emoother ground and
gathcred pace, Billy ehoving from be-
ind. He gave "onc glande round
him, then tho big whip cracked like »
pistol-shot.  “Mush!* ho yelled, as
the doge leapt forward, and he fung
himself on the after chd of the frame.
work. . .
here came an antwering yell from
the woods, and stunt, squat figures

darted out to intercept him. Two
dropped with the revelver, and ore
more, who rished him at cdlose

narters, he blinded with a slash of
the whip over the face and eyes.

Fhek, Bick, flick whizzed the
arrows, but tho pace was too hot, aid
the dogs, terrorstrickon, and going
for every ounce left in them, raced
headlong dowa a stecp incline behind
the treo belt, the sledge ewayiug
wildly from sido to side. Through o
break in the trecs ho canght a mo-
mentary  glim of a long, white
streak €ar below, and breathed a
prayer of thanksgiving as he clung on
with both hands, for the streak was
the smooth frozen ico of the Muck-
law, and the road to help and safety.

Twenty-five miles down from the
point he struck it at lay_the outpost of
the Hudson Bay Trading Company,
and he covered the distance in under
four hours, for the ive was clean and
smouth as glass.

Tt was the howling of the dogs thal
roused the factor Lrom his bunk, and,
going outside, heo fonnd ono man
wounded and insensible. str:sped
under the rugs, another huddled up
besido the sledge, just as he had
rolled off, fast asleep and in danger of
froezing to death, and soven e
weary, footsore, and ravenous
Billy. Meers had won_ through
eaved fourand-twenty lives,
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AN ENTRANCING LONG, COMPLETE STORY OF AN EASTER AT SCHOOL.

By

Easter at Chilcote—Lett Sehind.

ICK BROOKE stood at the

D door, looking out into the

quadrangle at Chilcote. It

was & bright, sunny April day, and

the birds were twittering in the old

olms, but Dick Brooke's face wore &
shade of gloom.

The school had broken up for the
Easter holidays, and the bhoys were
disporsed to the four cornera of the
kingdom. 7The class-rooms ware
ompty, the ald quad silent and de-
scrted. No merry shout rung from
the playing-fields. Of the multitude
of boys who thronged Chilcote during
torm time, only two were left behind
—Dick Brooke and hia chum, Pat
Gerald. .

Even the doctor was gone, with his
family; and of the masters, only
Herr Bebel, the Gorman master, re-
mained. And, lonely ss Chilcote
was, Dick would have greatly pre-
ferred Ilerr Bebel's room to his
company

Dick Brooke never looked forward
to the achool vacations with the same
sleasant anticipations 2s the other
Loya. There was no gom;i‘.home, no
kind, welcoming face for him. Hia
holidays wore spent at the school,
and, muoch as he loved Chilcote, he
found it deadly dull while his school-
fellows were away. .

Now, as he stood watching the
pigeons in the quad, he heartily
wished that the holidaya were over,

.and thought disconsolatel{ of the
fortnight yet to run, Te little
dreamed at thsat moment of the
strange ovenis Lhat were to bappon
at Chilcote before the new term com-

menoed. .
A foroible slap on the back, whick

sent him at a run down the stops,

interrupted his mecditations.

UArrah " oxelamed s merry
voice. **Ye look an if ye had the
hump, Dick, my boy!"

Dick gasped, but he grinned as he
looked at his chum.  The veriest
misanthrope could not have remained
dopre in .the presence of the
merry Irish Jad; and Dick was very
far from s wmissnthrope, boing s
hoarty, wholesome British boy, with
oo nonsonse about him.

“It's & bit rotten without the
follows,” he said, “but I'm glad to
see your old mug about the place,
Paddy. You've noarly dislocated
my spinat column.’” .

“You were looking down in the
mouth, and I thought I'd liven ou

np a bit,” grinned Pat. “ Checr-
1'll race you to the gates.”
“ Right-ho !"

And away they went helter-skeltor.
The gates atood open, and Dick,
rceching them first, went through the
gatowny with a rush. The next
moment there was a collision and a
yell. A man who wnsd'usz turning
in from the road meot Dick coming
full tilt, and had no time to get out
of his way. The impact flung him
back into the hedge on the othor
side, and Dick staggered back, but
~ Pat cought him by the collar and
saved him from falling. .

“Oh, my Aunt Matilds!” gasped
Dick. “I'm awfully sorry, sir, I
didn't sec you.”

Tho man scrambled from the hedgo
with & scowl. - Ile looked breathlcea
and considerably rufled. He was
not & prepossessing individual. He
was & tatl, spare man, with & thin
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faoe and sharp eyes of an uncertain
hue. A acar, as of en old wound,
crossed his left cheek, and it did not
improve his looks.

“Confound you!" he shouted.
“Can't you look where you are
going? I've & d mind to wipe
up the road with yon!”

Dick grinned & little at that. He
had an ides that the stranger would
not find it an casy task. Perhaps
the same thought struck the man
himself, for his manner changed.

“I'vo told you I'm sorry,” said
Dick. ‘““But if you hadn't n
coming into the gateway it wouldn't
have occurred, so it was really as
much your fault as mine.”

*“Why shouldn’t I come into the.

ateway? This is Chilcote Priory

hool, ain't it?” T

" Yea.!l .

“Well, I've got busincss 'ere.”

Dick locked at him in aatonish-
ment. What business this uhnbbr
looking individual could possibly
have at Chiloote Priory passed his
comprechension.

N E‘hem'n no one here now," he
said. ‘‘ Don't you know the school's
broken up? Tho doctor is away.”

“ But the masters,” said the other,
s little anxiounly—-f‘tlwy ain't -all
away, are they?”

‘Al except the German moster,
Herr Behel )

The other gove a chuckle.

“ That’s tho individooal I want to
see, young gentleman. Where is
c"' . .

“Go up to that door and rinﬁ."
said Dick, pointing, “if you really
want to see him. ~ But unless you
really have busincss twith him, I'd
advise you to let him alone. e
isn't & pleasant man to disturln”

“1 reckon ho won't mind an old
friend like me,” said the other, with
'S l)eculinr grin. * But, if you'll ex-

cuse me, young gent, will you toll me
our name? I scem to know your
acc,’” .

“My name's Dick Brooke, but
T've never seen you before.”’

The man gave a great start.

“Dick Brooke! Took ‘ere, was
your father s master at this ‘ore
school once?”’

“Yes,” eaid Dick wondorinily.
‘“Ho was master of the Fifth, but
that was years ago. What do you
know about him?""

“Oh, nothin’,” said the mon—
“nothin' to intorest you!"

And he turned away, and walked
towards thoe door Dick had indicated.
The chums watched him till he was
?:gmi“cd and the door closed behind

im. .

The Ruined Priory—A Startiing
Encountor,
AT GERALD looked at Dick
]]?‘ with & rather comioal cx-
pression.

I say, I shonld like to know what
that means,” h¢ exclaimed. *“A
quecr kind ofvlsitsr for old Babble.”

“Yes: but there must be some-.
thing in what o sasid about being
the herr's friend, or he would be
kicked out again,” Dick remarked.
* 8ecms to o something fishy about
it. Lucky for the herr his visitor
didn't comoe daring the term. con-
sidoring tho kind of a specimen he
is, and I fancy ho won’t be pleased
at our having seen him."

“Your father could never have
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known a blackguard of that fellow's
atamip, Diok.”

“ No, cortainly not; but the man
may have scen him. He seemed to
recognite me. I wonder—"" He
paused abruptly. .

* Where is your governor, Dick?"”
iqnd ,JPat.  “You never speak of

im.

“The fact is, I don't koow much
about him,” Dick confessed. *‘IHe
used to bo a master at Chileote, but
bhe left when I was quite a kid, and
I understood that he had an appoint.
ment of some kind out in Africa.
What it can be that prevents him
from writing or ever coming to see
me I can't imagine. Ile was veory
fond of me when I was a little chap.
I don't telk about him, because
there’s somcthing mysterious in it
that I don't understand. I shouldn't
liko all the chaps making conjectures
about it. But all I know for certain
is that he is_sbroad, and that ho left
me in Dr. Mannering's charge. I
should like to see him again. I sup-
pose that will come some-dav.”

Dick’s face was somowhat downcast
as he spoke. In his earlier ycars he
had taken for granted all that was
told him, but as he grew up he had
begun to wonder a good deal ubout
his father. . = °

Whore was Julian Brooke? Whare
had Le been all these years? Why

NI
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Detective Fix, lantorn in hand,

suspicion in his nature, and his trust
in his fathor was completo. 13ut he
was puzzled and clistressed, t hough
he said little of it. |

* It's jolly mysterious,” commnented
Pat, “Still asuppose be has his
motives, whatever they maZy .
Come along, Dick, lct’s bave a run
through the Priory Wood, andl thon
we can explore the ruins.”

“Thex're out of bounds.”

“In terin time, Ordinary rules
don’t apply to kids who are loft be-
hind during the vae. If you doubt
me, you grinning gossocon, as k tho
Hcead when he comes back, Now,
come along."

And Dick, nothing loth, staried off
with his chum, and in a few mminutes
they were in the shades of the Triory
Wood.

In anoient timea Chilcote Priory,
as its name indieated, had na
roligious establishment, and n groat
part of the old priory wam still
standing, and the more itable

rtion was in use. Some of it was
in ruins, and some 5o shaky tlwmat the
doctor had placed it out of b-ounds,
for the boys’ own sakes. Theres were
stories told among the Chilcot-e boys
of hidden passages and sccret cham-
bers which roused keen curiosifty, and
made the more adventurous 1acs long
for an opportunity of cxpiorimg the
forbidden precinets. But the deoctor's
word was law.

A gate gave access to the rumins on
the side of tho school, but it was
nlways kept locked. They coiald beo
reached from the opposite side by the
path through the Priory Wood . The
chums were soon following thes path,
having little tear of being *' spotted
in theic littlo adventure, for the
German master showed nomt the
b alightest intorest in their doimgs at
any time. He was pupposed, “by the
absent doctor, to exercise somo super-
vision over them. but, ns & mmnatter
of fact, ho ignored them sitogacthor,

As they passed through the wood,
Diok several times glauced cumiously
among the trees, and at lmst he
stoppad.

* Look hero, Pat,” ho exelzaimed,
“there’'s somcbody followimg us
throngh the wood. I haven'c been
able to see him, but I've hear=d him
several times.”

“1 thought I heard something,'
agreed Pat. ** Perhaps it was some
animal."”

Dick shook hia head. Ilo wams con-
vinced that someono was fol lowing
thom, (fnd skulking through th e trees
instead of coming by the pat-h. As
lie stood listening, there cmme a

stood looking down at thos throo

forms revealed in its rays,
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elude him, but scoing that he was
caught he stopped, and reluctantly
turnod to face the boy. He was &
dapper littlo man, dressed in cycling
clothes, which did not me him
very well. Ho looked at Dick in
some confusion.

“ Hallo I he eaid. *“You startled

*“What are you following us for?"”

 Following you?" .

“Yes. Don't  you  understand
Plum Eunglish?"" ~ snap Dick.
‘Who are you, and what's vour
little game? Don't you kaow you're
treapassing here !

* What about yourselft”

“That's difficrent. 1 belong to
Chilcote. Look herve, my opinion is
that you're up to no good, and the
sooner you get out the better !” said
Dick b!untl‘\lr. . oL

The man looked at him in & doubt-
ful sort of way, the ghost of a grin
lurking about the corners of his

mouth.
“Very well, my lord,”” he said,
with exaggezated humility. ‘“But I
ain looking for a friend of mine, and
ggrllspa you'll tell meo i you'vo seen
im—a tallish sort of fellow, with a
brown moustache.
him 1
m NO.
shortly.
Tho man hesitated a few moments;
then,* with a short nod, turned and
walked away towards the road.
Dick and Pat continued their way.
There was o high fence to be crossed
bofore the ruins could be entered.
but that did not delay the Yoys lonz.
In 2 few minutes more they weie
standing amongst the masses of
crumbling masonry which were thew
cle‘u.tinut:on. Yook , 1P
say, look out!l” said, Pat
““The doctor's right in calling this
laco dangerous. That 5id wall, for
instance, will come down if yon
breatha on it. Ah, here's the steps,
and they look about the rottenest
part ol the wholo shool! But we
are bound to look into the vault, if

1lave you seen

I haven't,” replied Dick

only to brag to the other chaps when
they como back.” -

‘““All  right,”” grinned Dick.
“Hallo! What's that?*

It was a sound from the gloomy
oponing that yawned at the bottom
of the orazy steps. Thero was sone-
one in the vault! .

For a moment the chums looked at
each other in amazement. ‘Lhen
Dick made & gesture of comprehen-
sion, mingled with annoyance,

“It'as that chap again! Ho wust
have doubled back after we left him
in the wood, snd dodged in first,
somchow.”’ .

** Well, we'll soon hiave him ount.”

Thoy ran down the steps rather
recklessly. The fallen masonry had
left the vault partly uncevered, and
a sort of twilight reigned . there.

‘| Dimly enouglt the boys made out a-

figure, but it was not tho figure of
the man they had soen in the wood,

*“Show vourself I exclaimed Dick.
“What are you doing hers, who cver
you are?"”

?
Tiwre was o strange ory from the

gloom.
ick " '

[}

Bomething in the voico thrilled
Dick to the very core of his heart.

“Who arc you?’ he asked un-
steadily. -

A tall, stalwart form came swiltly
forward. Two hands were pl
on the boy's shoulders, and a haggurd
face looked iuto hia own,

‘“Dick! My boyl"

And Dick undersiood, and, with o

reat gulp in his throat, he cried out
the one word:

* Father "

Herr Bobel's Unweicome Visitor.

ERR BEBEL, the Gorman
H master at Chilcote, sat in
his study. The window of

the room commanded & view of the
quadrangle, and as he sat there and
smoked o big pipe, the Cerman saw
the chums of Chilcote start their raco
to the gates. Ile scowlod as his
glance {ell on Dick Brooke. Ho
soldom saw Dick without scowling.
The German mastor-seemed to have
en instinctive dislike for the lad who
was liked by everyone clse at Chil.
cote. D .
“Ah, that Dboy(” he muttered.
“Ho becomes more like his father
every day. Ach! perhaps some day
I will drive him forth as I drove his

father!”
S A

And Herr Bebel’s little
SATURDAY.

glittered at the thought.
THE BOYS' REALM,

PLUCK, AND JEBTER,



726

niinntes later his tceth shui hard on
the stem of his pipe. Hig eyes were
fixed upon the figure crossing the
quadrangle towards the house. The
moisture started ont on his forehead.

*“Kelly !
here? What does he want?”

Thoe German rose hastily, For
romoe moments bhe stood in uneasy
doubt; theu, appearing to take a
resolution, he quitted the room, and
harried down to the door, which he
opened beforo the visitor could ring.

The wan with the scarred cheek
siaved at him, and grinned.

*“Hallo, old partner!” he suid
cheerfully - Are you glad to sce
we? But of conrse you are,  You
wouldn't dream of going back on an
old friend.  That wouldn’i be like
¥ritz Bleibach.”

* Bilence. you fool!” hissed the
Gm;mun, his face contracting. ** Come
in,

The visitor. with the evi] grin still
oun his face, followed the German to
bis study. ‘Tho master closed tho
door, and then foced the man, his
features dark with anger,  Keily—
as the Herr had called hin--sat down
i1t the German's comfortable casy-
chair. e met Bebol's angry look
with a stare of cool in:pudence.

""What do you want here?” hissed
the German.  “ You musi kuow that
‘it 18 risky to come? What will people
«ay to such a visttor?”

“You were glad enough io sce me
onee,”’ said the visitor. ** When you
had work you wanted me to do, 1was
ns weleome as the flowers in May,

NG - ”»
waon't 1, Bleihaeh!

“If you use that name again I
will strike you down.”

* All right. Don’t get ratty!”’ The
min’s manner was a little more suh-
dued; in spite of his impudence, he
~cemed to have some fear of the
hirly German. ‘* You ean be Bebel,
or Babble, or anything else you like,
<o long as you make yoursclf useful.
I was useful to you onee.”’

* You half
potnds.”’

I don’t deny it, but I ran all the
‘risk. However, that’s an old story.
1t was brought into my mind fresh
inst now becanse I net his son at tho
wate. I didw’t krow his boy was at
¢'hilcote.”

“Whoso Dboy?’ snexled the Ger-
mnan.

“*You know whom I mean, Julian
Brogke’s.”

*“The doctor was fool enough to
1ake eharge of the boy when Brooke
iled.  Ho porsists in believing in
Wrooke's innocence. They were
friends at college.” |

**And ihe boy— does ho know the
trath??

““Not a word. He was too young
at the time to know, and he has never
heen told.™

The other looked ut Herr Bebel in
sarprise.

**You astonish me, XKuowing your
nature as I do, I wonder you have
noever enlightened him; or, atb least,
‘vb tt out among the other boys.”

The German smiled grimly,

“T1 should have done so; but Dr.
Mannering is no fool; he would have
discovered that it was my work, and
1 should have had—"'

““The order of the boot, eh? I
quite understand.  And it wouldn’t
It is such

had

the thousand

siiit you to leave Chilcote.
i snug retreat for a man for whom
the Berlin police have been looking
these ten years.”’

~ “"How do you know that, you spy-
ing hound? How do you know my
namae?”’

_. Kelly grinned.

“1 did not know it ui the time of
our former little transaction,” he re-

lind. ¢ But since then I have had
mformeation; one lives and learns,
yon know. For one thing. I woun-
deved why a man of your abilities—
in a certain direction—should be will-
ing to scttle down:for vears in a
quiet hole like this. I knew wvou
must have some very powerful motive,
I asked questions, and put two and
two together. 1 know you now like a
book.  If you went back to the
Fatlierland you would spend the rest
of sour natural life within stone
wells.  You matarally prefer Chil-
cote, It is not quite - so retired, but
mich wore select——""

“Hold your tongue! And this
discovery you havo made, what use
do you intend to put it to?’ The
lerman’s eyes were gleaming dan-
werously.  “What do you want
heye?”

‘* Accommodation,” grinned Kelly. l
** Don't be afraid, I’'m not after your
money; though when I leave you I
shall expect a few pounds to start me
on my way., But, for the present I
simply want bed and board. To be
plain, Pve got to lie low for a few
weoks, and what quieter spot could I
find than Chilecote? I knew you
wenerally remained at the school
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How dare the fool come .

- the visitor up. He had relighted his

R

during the holidays, so T had no
doubt I should find you here. How
wuch more is there of the Taster
holidays?”

* Just a fortnight.” .

“Then for & fortnight you can con-
sider me your guest. T will clear ont
before opening day, and I won’t ask
you to iutroduce me to the doctor or
the other masters.”” Here the rascal

grinned. '*You sce how reasonable
1 ani. Of course, yow can put me
up.

“It is_impossible,” said Herr
Bebel. “If the police arc looking

for yon, how do I know that they
may not trace you here?  Suppose
they should do 80, and an arrest were
made in the school? I should be
ruined; it would le utterly impossible
for me to remain. You must see
that.”

Kelly shrugged his shoulders.

“¥You must take your chance of
that, old hoss.”

“I tell you, I will not, That is
not all; the police once here, they
might be curious about the man who
gave sheller to a fugitive from jus-
tice: they might ask themselves
whethier T was quite what I seemed,
and then—-""

“Then it would be rough on you,
I admit. But it can't be helped.
You've got to put me up, and that's
the long and the short of ©.”

“1If you refuse to go——->""

“1 do refuse, and that's flat.”

“Vory well,” said Hexr Bebel;
““you ktow I am in your hauds, but
you will be sorry for this.”

Thars wag o sharp ming ot tho boll
below, Kelly, with the unquietness
of the habitual criminal, started at

the sound. The Herr, who wondered
whom it could be, opened the door,

son alone at that moment. Neither
Dick nox his father noticed him go.
Yor some minutes there was silence.
Bui the pleasure of again sceing his
father, the father he had thought of
so much during the long years of
his absence, was soon mingled with
wonder and uncasiness. Dick could
not fail to sec that there was some-
thing hiddeu, something stealthy. in
this mysterious return of his [ather to
Chilcote.

“Dad?!” The old fond, childish

word came unconsciously from his |

lips, and it brought the tears into
Julian Brooke’s eyes. . ‘““Dad, why
are you here? Why didn't you comeo
up to the school?”

*Then you do not know?”?

“ Know what?’

" Why I left Chileote.”

His tone struck a chill {o Dick’s
heart.

1 don’t undevatand you, father. ¥

thought vou had an appointment in i

Africa.”

Tho onteast gave a groan.

“ Ah, I should not have come! But
all these years I have been an exile,
and I hungered for a right of my

boy | could wnot enduve it any
tonger! I came Dback to England,
but I &3 not meunn you to kmnow,
Dick. I waited until the Easter

vacation, when I knew the school
would be deserted. 1 intended to
watch for you, to sce you from a dis-
tance, to assure myself that you were
well.. That would have beent enough
for me. 'Then I would l\ave”gone;
you vieuld never have Bagvn

He broke off with a sob in his
throat. Dick listened like one dazed.
What did it all mean? What
horrible mystery wes here?

“QOh, dud?’ A sob cholzed ihe
boy’s voice. T never dreammed of
this. But I'm glad
glad you came hack, He
broke off, as a new dervor cissailed
him. “You are in danger!”’

“VYes, yes; I had almost fo=rgotten
it. I thought that after al® these
years I should bo gafe. But I was
recognised in London, and Fix, o
course, guessed that I shoulad make
for Chilcote. He has follow=ed me,
aud in Ohilcote Lane I saw him
again. That is why I canie Ento the
ruins to hide. When I hea=d your
step I thought it was the detesctive.”

* Then—then he must be thee manl
met in the wood,” faltered® Dick.
** He asked me if I had secn o man
with a brown noustache--lae must
have meant you.”

Julian Brooke shivered.

“Yes; ho will track me dowsn, He
uever forgave me for escupi ng him
Lefore.”

*“He shall not1” cvied Dick. ¢ Dad,
you must know all about thes e ruins,
as you lived at Chilecote. You con
easily manage it, at least, as lovg as
the Easter holiday lasts. There's
unly the German master here, and he
{akes no notice of what we d-o. You
don’t mind my telling Pat Gerald
the facts? e has seen y ou, you
know. He is as true as staeel; tho
best chum a fellow ever ha=d. He
refused an invitation for the holidays
s0 as to stay and keep me_commpany.”

“Do as you think best, Dicck,” said
Julian Brooke. ** With all my mis-
fortunes, I thank Heaven for & noble

son, and only if it shenld brirg dis
grace upon you- shall I remgret my

retnrm.”’
Pat Gerald was waiting for Dick
%t wyas half

at the top of the steps.

ut-—-—"
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not without uneasiness himself since
the coming of his unwelcome guest.
o heard the front door open, and
tlie sound of a voice.

Ho stepped quickly back into the |
ppec o Y { now you-have seen me here, I can
“What is 1?7 whispered Kelly.

study. his face blanched white.

startled by his look.

CEix

“¥ix, the detective?”

e YOE.” .

‘- Already !’ - Kelly cast a wild
glance round. The maidservant was
heard sscending the siairs. ' What
e I cdo??

“Ho may not be here for you,”
mutiered the Herr hastily. -“He
would hardly come alone. Get in

herc!” He opened tho door of his
bed-room. “Eeep quict, and I will
do my best for you.”’

“And for yourself,” said Kelly,
with a threatening look. ‘If I go,
you gol” -

“ @Get in, and silence !’

The bed-room door c¢losed on Xelly,
and the Herr turned away in time to
meet tha servant and telt her to show

pipe. and was his usual cold and com-
posed self when Detective Fix entered
the room.

Father and Son.
ATHER!”
Dick repeated the woid, in

amazement and joy, as he
locked into the haggard face before !
hin, iu the dim light of the vauli
Pat Gerald, with a quiet sten,
passed unp the stone stairs again. He
knew it was best to leave father and:

Tell me all.

“Pad! Whatever
happens, I am glad I found you.”
‘““You must know mow,” said his

father sadly. ‘T wished it to be kept
from you till you were a man. But

only tell you”

“Tell me, tell mol™

“Yon will believe that 1 was in-
nocent? Dick, I beft Chilcote with a
stain upon my name.’’

‘“ Father!”

“ There was a forgery ; the name of
ono of the governors of the school

was forged to a cheque for a thousind |

pounds. Some exercise paper, with
the name of Richard Doyle scribbled
on it, as if for practice, was found
in my study. The cheque was made
payable to me, and a man supposed
to be me cashed it. Dick, it was
some _wreich disguised to resemble
me. You belicve me?”’

‘“Need you ask?”’

“No, no; I know T noed not. PBut
1 ocannot clear myself, Dick. 'The
world believes me guilty; only Dr.
Masannering retains a belief " in my
innocence.”’

“ God bless him!”

‘ Ah, that is my prayer, too. When
—-when it happened, yon were in the
country, and by the time the doctor
had you brought to Chilcote, it was
possible to keep it from your know-
ledge. I fled to escape-arrest.”

““But the rcal forger—who is thai?”’

“I do not know. 1 somctimes
have suspected Herr Bebel, for he
always hated me bitterly, Yet I may
do him an injustice. I do vot know.
My poor boy, it is a terrible shadow
to bring upon your young life. But
you believe that I was innocent,™

an hour before the boy came up, with
the tears wet on his cheelxs.  Yet
there was a light in his eyes his chum
l:ad not seen there before, his heart
was beating with the thoug=ht of de-
fonding his father aga inst lis
enemies. .

All thought of exploring the ruins
was, of course, dropped no=w. The
boys crossed the fence and w=ade their
way through the wood. Dick ex-
planed m%’ut what he had learned,
and when he had finished, _the true-
hearted Irish lad gripped hills hand.

“ Of course he was innoccont, Dick,
and it will be proved some day,” he
said simply. *‘ We'll keep sthe secret
bLetween us, and I'11 help y=ou outwit
that detective bounder. "hat does
hie wani to come poking albout Chil-
cote for? Mr, Brooke can emsily lie
low for a2 few days, if we get somo
of our ginb to him.” .

“1 don't want to drag yowu into it,
Pat,” said Dick hesitatingl=y.

“Do you want me to punch your
head?’ demanded Pat,

g No‘)'

“ Well, you're goinIg the right wu{
to make me do it. I'm wmth you, ]
tell you, through thick and thin, and
that settles it, bedad.V

An Excursion by Nigght,

ERR BEBEL rosc as the
H detective  entere=d, and
greeted him politely. He

was nervons and ill at ease, but he
did not allow his inanner to bertay
him. .

“I have come to Chileotes in search
of somebody,” said Fix, litikle droam-

2d.

you told e, and ;
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!ing liow his words made a hidden
. listener tremble on the other side of
the bed-room door. “Perhups you
can help me, Herr Bebel.”

T hope so,” said the Herr, withi
a bow. “Please be a lirtle more
explicit.”

*You remember, of course,
affair.of Julian Brooke?”

* Cortainly.” .

“ He escaped me by the skin of hisg
teeth,” said the dctective, with @
gleam in his eyes. *‘I am not used to
being done, and I made up my mind
to get oven with him.”” He saw the
look of wonder the German could
not suppress.  ‘‘Julian Brooke has
returned to England.”

Herr Bebel gave a start.

. “You have come to Chileoie look-
in%rl for Julian Brookes?'’ he said, with
2 deep sigh of refief. -

“Yos. 1 thought he might have
run down here to see his son. That
was no doubt his object in coming
back.””

‘“ Are you quite certain he has come
back?”

the

“J saw him by chance, but T nm
! quite certain of what I say. 1 should
* know him anywhere. I have had
reason to remember him. Then you
have not seen him, sic?”’
“Certainly not, If I saw Iim, T
: should humediately give inforiation
i to the police. You may be quite
sure of that.”

“If he should communicate wih
the boy, no doubt it would com to
your knowledge?’

*1 shall keep my eyes open, now

that you have warped me, Where
should I be ablo to send word to
you?’ .

“To the Black Bull in Chilecote. T
shall stay in the neighbourhood fov
some time—until, in _%aet, I am sure
that Julian Brooke ¢ not lingering
about the school.”

And the detective, after a few
more words, took his leave, Herr
Bebel was glad to sce him go.  Kelly
opened tle bed-room door and camo
back into the study.

“8Bo it wag not me he wanted., I
heard all he said. Do you think
Brooke has really come back to
 Epgland?” .

"I should hardly think he would
be so rash. Fix has vever forgiven
him, and he has Broole on the brain;
it's the wound to his professional
vanity that rankles,” said . the
German impatiently, “But le i3
going to remain spying round Chil-
cote, s0 you must see for yourself
that it is impossible for you to re-
main here. He might come upon
you at any time.”

“1 can disguise myself,” said
| Kelly coolly. *“My experience on
| the stage in my carly days had often
! stood me in good stead—-notably on
an occasion you wot of. You ought
to know better than anybody else
how 1 can make up.” He grinned
maliciously. *“ You wouldn’t like me
to tell that story to Detective Fix.
You must do your Lest for me.”

“You are determined to remain?”’

““1 have no choice. I tell you they
are hunting for me,” said Kelly im-
patiently,

“Very well. But lool here, it will
4 not do for you to remain in the

school. There is a secret chambor in

the old priory, the existence of wliich
is known only to some of the masters
at Chilcote, aud they are all away.

There you will be secure. I will got
. bedclothes and other things yon will

want there, after dark to-night, and
a supply of food and tobacco, and a
lamp. Will that euit you? You only
want a hiding-pldce; you dov’t want
my company.’’ '

“Not in tho least;
is a good one,” said Kelly, with a
nod. “It will euit me down to the
ground. 1 suppose the boys: keep
away from the ruins?” b

“They are out of bounds.”

“Then I can stop there after the
: school reopens, if I wish, Good!”
ero was a strange glean in the
" German's eyes, which might have
i warned Kelly if he had scen it. But
| ke was far from suspecting the black
!treachery that was in the heart of
his former confederate. '

The rest of the afternoon Kelly
ztsj)ent in tho Herr's rooms, lunching

here with him, and keeping out eof
sight of the boys. The chums, in
order not to risk exciting euspision,
gave the ruins a2 wide berth for the
rest of the day, and spent their time
in tho gvmn or the school library, and
the Herr gave them no attention.

The housekecper, a kind old soul,
afforded the bovs a considerable im.
provement on the usual school fare,
during the holiday, and it was not
i difficult for Dick and Pat to obtain
' o supply of provisions to take to tho

hidden man n the rnins, After dark

Dick made o collection of articles of
 clothing and rugs which he thought
could be taken without being missed,

vof “The Uniqn,
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and made them into Dundles. They | door, bit the stone blocks of which ‘possible that he suspected the presence

wore hidden under the beds in the
tlormitory, and the boys waited im-
patiently for the hour of the planned
exoursion.

At nine o'clock they went to Dbed.
The housekceper had usually come to
see the lights out, as the German
master did not choose to tako -the
trouble. Dick was rather surprised,
therefore, to see Herr Bebel conie
into the reom. With a gruff good-
night, the Herr t_umed out the pgas
and left the dormitory, and the door

shat, N

“1 say, Dick, do you think he
smells @& imouse?”’ whispered Pat.
“The spalpeen hasn't shown up

before to see lights out.”

“Yes; I don't know what to meke
of it,”’ said Dick. “I don't see how
he can suspent anything. Anyway,
we must go.”

The boys waited for half an hour.
Then the whole building seemed to
be silent, ‘They rose quietly and
dressed themselves, putting on soft
slippers  instead of bools. Dick
opened the door. All was dark and
still.  Taking their bundles, the
chumns stole down tho stairs, and into
the room by the window of which
they intended to get out, Nothing
barred their path; and in a few min.
utes more they stood in the open air.

Oply one of the great range of
wingows wag lirhted, and that was
Herr Bebel's.
drawn.

The chums, of course, had no in-

tention of mahing tho dotour Ghreugh
the wood now. They made direct for
the gate which gave the nearest
access to the old {)rlory. They ex-
pected to have to climb over it; but,
to his amazement, Dick found it un-
locked.
. “What can that mean, Pat?” he
whispered. ** Has somoone—-""
Pat’'s hand on his lips stopped him.
There was a footstep on the other
side of tho gate, and the boys, with
hearts beating wildly, crouched back
. into the darkness as & man came
through the. gate.

The blind was closely

A Living Tomb.
ELLY looked inquiringly at
the German as he camo

back after sceing *'lights
out” in the dormitory.

“ Coast clear?”* he asked.

“Yes. I have seen tho boys safe to
bed, and the housckeeper is in her
roont. Come,"” :

The two men left the study, leav-
ing the light burning, and tho Ger-
man led the way to the gate giving
access to the rums. He unlocked ir,
and they passed throngh. The Ger-

man’s eyes were gleaming.strangely
©in the darkness’ Dbut his companion
saw 1t not.

_ “Careful now,” said Bebel flash-
ing the light of a dark lantern upon
. the steps of the vaunlt. **The stair is
as rickety as it can be. The boys are
not allowed to come here, for fear of
breaking their limbs, Careful.”
“He led the way gingerly enough
down the steps, and Kolly followed.
- They stood in the vault, now black as
. Egypt. The lanternlight dimly
showed the arches of a succession of
similar vaults stretching awav into
chsenrity.

Kelly shivered,

‘“Ugh! It is like a tomb!"*

The German smiled grimly.

e flashed the lantern upon a wall
of solid stone blocks, His right hand
wont “slowly up the wall, feeling.
Kelly watched him curiously. Sud-
denl]y there was a long, groaning
creak, and one of the huge blocks of

stone rolled away. A black aperture
" was revealed,

The German stooped his head, and
sirode in. Kelly followed. 'They
stood in a chamber with walls of
stone, reeking with damp. The air
was as fresh as in the vault, showing
that there were somoe hidden means
of ventilation. Kelly shivered again.
Herr Bebel set down the lantern, and
with assumed carelessness moved be-
tween him and the door.

#T can't stick here,” said the man
abruptly. 1 didn’t expect anything
like this. It would give me the
horrors. As a last resource, perhaps;

but not unless T am foreed. Let's get
out of it. It's like a grave.”
“Heavens! Look thore!” cried

the Iefrr, poiunting.

Kelly, startled, twrned to look in
the direction indicated.

The nexi instant the German
sprang upon him, and with a swift
shove sent him eprawling on his face
on the stone floor.

Before he could rise, or realise what
had happened, Bebel had sprung back
into the vault., There was a click,
u{ld the stone bhad rolled back into its

ace.
Kelly scrambled up with an oath,
He glared round in search of the
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tho walls were formed all presented
the samec appearance. Which of
them liad epened, he could not cven
guess. At first he was slow to
realise tho truth, but suddenly it
dawned upon him in all its horror.

“Tho villain!” he gasped, white to
the lips. “He has shut me in here
to die!” .

The thought made him frantic.

He hammered on the hard stono
with his fists, he yelled and shouted
and stamped, and only the insensible
stone flung buck his eries. He raved
like & madman within the narrow
confines of the stone prison, till he
sank down exhausted on the slimy
floor.

He was buried alive!

He knew it, and he knew that
there was no hope.

He sat like one in a dream, over-
come with the terror of it. Kis eyes
were fixed upon the lantern, When
that was burned out, he would be in
darkness. :

Darkness--the darkness
tomb!

This stone cell was to be his grave]

Liko one fascinated, he watched
the light, which slowly grew dimmer
as the minutes passeg. Slowly, yet
perceptibly, as the oil was gxhausted.
Strange, mysterions shadows danced
on the walls as the flame flickered
and fell. It seemed to the wretched

of the

of Julian Brooke in the vaults, and
had been thero to look for him? Was
that why he had come to make sure
that they were in bed before quitting
the house?

Dick’s face get. . .

* We must go on,” he said briefly.

And Pat nodded assent. Both the
chums were intensely anxious to soe
the hidden man in the vault, and dis-
cover if all was well with him. Diek
climbed tho gaie, and Pat passed the
bundles to him, and he dropped them
down on the other side. Then he
gave Pat a hand up, and a minute
fater they were making for the stone
stair.

Not until he had felt his way to
the bottom did Dick venture to light
the bicycle lamp he had brought with
1im. hen it was burning, he
glanced round the vault. Pat joined
him, and they passed on to the
second one. Then a figure came into
the cirvole of light.

Julian Brooke was deadly pale.

“1 am glad you did unct comes
sooner,” he eaid. ¢ Did you know

‘that the German has been here?”

. “Then it was Herr Bebel?”
“Yon saw him?”
“Yes; he
Dick. * What
here?”’

“I ocannot say, When I heard

did he

e

With a yolt like a wild animal Kelly lung himsel? at

man that ghostly hands were stretch-
ing out to seize him, and he shud-
(Elerod and whimpered with miserable
ear.

A last flicker, and sudden darkness!

Darkness and silence!

The wretehed inan made no sound
now; in the dread darkness he feared
the sound of his own voice. He knew
his doom; he was sick with fear at
the thought of it, yet ho half longed
for death to end his terrors. What
was left to him now? To pray! But
he dared not. A prayer had not
passed his lips sihce childhood, and
now, in the hour of his dire anguish,
the words would not come.

gate swung open, they

T erouched down against the

wall, as far as they could from tho
gate. The night was dark, and the
shadow of a building, too, fell darkly
there. The man who came through
the gate, locked it after him, and
passed on without sceing the crouch.
ing forms.

Not until the feotfalls had died
away into silence did the chums ven.
ture to move. Then Dick crept
closer to Pat.

“You saw him?’ he breathed,

[13 Y()S,"

“It was Herr Bebel.”

“I am sure of it.” .

o chums were silent with dismay.
What had the Herr been doing there
ot that time of night? Was it

A Myastery.
O return to the chuumns, As the

them come, I thought it was you
two; but the German spoke on the
stair, and that warned me of danger,
and I crept away down to the sixth
vault. I could not see him from
there, and I cannot guess why he
came.””

“Was anybody with him, then?”
asked Dick, in amazement. ' He
passed ns alone.” The boy gave a
great start. ¢ Then the other is still
here, and ke will see us.”

Mr. Brooke pressed his hand to hig
heart. The strain of his terrible
aituation was telling upon him
heavily,

‘“ He can't be liere,” muttered Pat.
“We should have seen him. Be-
sides, why should he hang about here
in the dark? He musg have left the
ruins by another way, through the
wood, perhaps.”

b ves, that's it!” exclaimed
Dick, in relief. ““Now, dad, we’ve
brought you some things to make you
comnfy. I shall leave the lantern,
and Pat has a bottle of 0il. And I’ve
brought you some books out of the
library; they’'ll never be missed be-
fore wo return themm. Now to make
a cosy corper in this dreary hole.
Oh, how I wish you could come up
to the school I’

And when the ehums had finished,
it was really a “cosy cerner” they
had made in the gloomy retreat of
the outeast., Coverings, and food,
and light, at least made the lot of
the unhappy man more endurable.
But, horrible as the loneliness was to
him, he would not allow the chums to
remain very long.

““ God bless you, my boys,” ho said,

passed close to us at the |
He didn't ace us, though,’” ]
want 1 late in the morning Herr Belzel sent

i f

when he sent them away, and there
wore tears in his oyes as he spwke.
The chums hurried back -to the
school. Tho light was still teurning
in the German master’s stud y, and
they saw the sehadow of a puassing
figure on the blind. The comst was
clear, and they reached the dormi-
tory without discovery. )
But ere lio got into bed., Dick
Brooke fell upoiu his knecs, an.d with
the tears wet in his eyes, prazyed for
tho safety of his father. A.nd he
roso from that prayer, feeling
strengthiened and comforted.

Run to Earth,

NOTHER day dragged by at
@ Chilcote. It was the first
time in Dick’s life that he

had borne the burden of a real secret,
and he felt it keenly. It requdred an
effort to go through the owdinary
business of the day without beitraying
himself. And it scemed {0 hi m that
the German master was in an unusual
mood, and paying him a good dea)
more attention than usual.” At first
he thought it iwas simply his own

nervous fanecy; but after a  while
there conld be no doubt of it. For

or the chums, and after telling them
that they had had too much i dleness

]
I

Herr Bobel's throat,

Iately, gave them some German work
to do. This was distinctly an in-
fringement of their rights, "b-ut they
raised no objection, and went to their
study to work.

is the bounder up to,
said Pat. “He wants to
keep us busy, and he hasn’® let us
out of his sight this norning.
What's his little game?”

Dick shook his head.

"Y1 can’t imagine. He can 't know
auything about dad, or he wo-uld give
him up to the police. And what
could he have wanted in tho priory
last night? Thp man who weas with

him must have been the chap we saw
come in, who stayed all dmy; but
he's not here now. Why o-n earth

should he leave the schiool by way of
the ruins, and why did they go down
into the vault?”

*“It’s a holy mydtery, and no mis-
take. But old Babble is certainly
keeping us under his eye, and this
beastly Deutch is simply to keep us
occupted. Still, I suppose ho will re-
lax it a littlo after lights out, and wo
agreed not to go to the prior—y before
then,”

The day was a_long and weary ons
to the chums, Perhaps it wvas just
as well that they had tho le ssons to
help pass the time. But nigeht came
at last, and aguin the Georruan ap-
peared himself to see their limht out.

When he was gone, Dick cropt out
to the head of the stairs, amd heard
him go into his study and shut the
door, Ten minutes later th e chums
had left the sohool by the window
they had used the previous ni-ght, and
were en route for the ruins.
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The moon was glimmering from
amidst fleecy clouds, and they could
see their way clearly. The huge
masses of masonty loomed up ghost-
like in tho moonlight. Suddenly, as,
thoy reached the stone stair leading -
down into the darkness, Dick stop| 5
and clutched Pas by the arm. g?
faco had gone suddenly white, .

“Did_you see that?” he ecarcely:
breathed.

“ What was it .
. “PIm ocerfain I saw a figure skulle:;
ing yonder, behind 1hat wall.” 7

wt hat! Was it Babble?”* mut-'
tered Pat, in dismay. :

“No; 1t was a little man. But I.
may have been deceived by a-

shadow,”” Dick added doubtfully, as.
he ran {o the wall, and eaw that there
was no one in sight. The shadow of
a tree fell uf?on the spot, and it
flickered as the branches swayed in -
the wind. “Yet I'd almost swear
that 1 saw a arouching figure for o
second.””

Pat was inclined to think it was his
fancy; bui the matter was too serions
for chances to be taken, and the
chums hunted through the ruins for
ten minutes or more in scarch of w
possible intruder. But they found no.
trace of anyone, and at last they gave
it up, Dick almost convinced now
that the moving shadow had deceived

m. .

They passed down the stone stair,
and stood in the vault. Dick calledt
out softly. His {ather’s voice re-
plied, and there was a gleam of légh't.,
13ick started whon ho saiw his father's
ace. The imprisonment in the vault
was telling terribly on Julian Brooke,
His face secemed to be strangely old
and worn. '

He wae pglad to see the chums,
almost painfully xclieved to hear
their voices after the long and ter-
rible silence. Co. .

'*1 heard you tnoving about in tho*
ruins boefore you came .down,”’ he said
quickly, ‘' Is anything wrong?”

“I thought I saw somcone watch-
ing us,” said Dick. “Bui I think it
was only a shadow.” X

“You are aot sure?”’ Julian
Brooke's face was dark and troubled.
“1 am uneasy about what Fix may
do. When you saw him ibefore hwo
was ecoming to these ruins, you told
me, and it looks to me as if he sus.
pects I might be hidden hore. Hark!”

Phere was a sound, nnmistakably a
footstep, above. The threo gazed at
cach other with blanched faces. Me.
Brooke bent towardy the boys.

“ 1 will hide. If it is the delective,
try to bluff him. There is the sccret
chamber here; he can know mothing
of that. You understand?”

The boys nodded ; their hearts were
beating so hard that they could 1ot
speak. Julian Brooke stepped quick!y
to the wall and felt for the moving
block. Not the faintcst suspicion had
he of the secret hidden beyond it,
For the thick walls of colid stone had
stifled all Kelly's wild cries, and not
a sound of them had been audible iu
the vault. .

The stone rolled back. The chums,
to whom the secrct chamber was un-
known, stared at the a{)orture witht
keen interest. Suddenly, from the
dense darkness within, a wild, white-
faced figure leaped, and dashed pash
them with an unearthly shriek,

Mr. Brooke staggered back, and
the boys cried out in their terror. The
fautern went with a crash to the
ground, and the vault was plunged
into darkness.

Stock still in the blackness stood
the three, petrified. Wliat was that
awful" creature that had suddenly
burst upon them from the sceret
chamber? R

There was a tattling of falling
stones. The oreature, whatever it
was, wae bounding up the stairs, and
another wild shriek rang out as it
vanished into tho open air. A shout
above followed, then a step on the
stair, and the gleaming of a lantern
into the vault. .

Detective Fix, lantern in hand
stood looking down at the three forms

revealed in its rays.
arms and calnly met the gaze
of the detective. He knew
that all was lost, but his courage did
not fail him. The chums made a mo-
tion as if they would spring upon the
detective as he advanced into tho
vault. But Mr. Brooke's glance re-
strained them.
Fix’s expression was trinmphant,
but a little puzzled.
“You aro m

Arrested.
ULIAN BROOKE folded Dis

prisoner, Julian
Brooke,”” he said. * I liad my sus-
picions, and I am glad now_that I
watched the ruins to-night. Wil you
surrender quiethy?”

“ Yes,” said Julian Brooke. “Let

of our Grand New
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THE CHUMS OF
CHILCOTE.
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these boys alone. They have done
nothing but give me food, and you
need bear them no maiice now that
.you have me.”

The detective nodded.

* Quite so. They aro plucked ones,
and, to vell the truth, L am sorry my
duty compels me to take yon. But
vou bafficd me, and this timo it is
my turn. But in the name of won-

der, who was it just rushed by e

like 2 madman? 1 thought for a
minute it was you; he was about
vour figure, Brooke

“] dor’t know,” eaid Julian
Brooke, with a shudder. I had just
opened the secrot door, as you see,
and he burst out; he must have been
imprisoned there. Yes. Ho must bo
the man who accompanied Herr
Bebel here last night, ‘and who did
not return to tho school with him!
The German must have shut him up
in the secret chamber.”

“Hum, that will want looking
into,” eaid the detective. ‘*No won-
der he's as mad as a March hare if he
has been shut up in that black hole
for twenty-four hours, lNow, Mr.
hrool(e, Y know you, and if you give
me your word not to escape I will
<pare you the handeuffs,”’

1 give you my word,” eaid Brooke

- atetdy. '

*‘Lnen I sball put up at the school
with you for tho rest of the night,
and borrow some vehicle to take you
1o the station in the morning,”’ said

" Fix. " Please come.”
Brooke accompanied him without
“another word. The chums followed
i silent, miserable dismay. Dick's
heart was full almost to bursting.
‘This was the end, thenl!

e could not speak. The tears ran
<ilently down his cheeks as ho fol-
lowed his father and the detective to
the school. Pat could not say a word
10 comfort him. What comfort was
there for the unhappy lad?

As they crossed the quadrapgle,
Pat caught sight of a lurking figure
under the elms, and started. 1t was
undoubtedly the man who had
escaped from the secret chamber,
‘Detective Fix rang the bell, and asked
to see Herr Bebel, 1t was some min-
utes bofore the German appeared.
He seemed tranquil enough, but his
eycs were very restless, - He stared
at Brooke and the chums gs he came
into the hall

“ What does this mean?”

“Look out!” yelled Pat.

The warning came too late.

A wild fizure burst in at the open
door, mto the lighted hall. A man
whoso . clothes wero covered with
stime. and in whose elyes the light of
madness shone! With a yell like a
witd animal, he flung himself at the
German’s throat, -

Burly man as he was, Herr Bebel
was borne backwards to the floox
with a crash.

“ Help., help!” gasped tho Ger-
aan, in a stifled voice.

In 2 moment Julian Brooke and
Fix sprang to the rescue,

Kelly was seized and dragged fromn
the prosirate German, who lay dazed

. the arm and spoke
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and half-scnseless.  Another thirty
seconds and he would have been a
dead man. ) .

Tho madman ccased to struggle. As
he locked at Fix a gleam of recogni-
tion came into his eyes, as if he de-
tective’s face recalled his wandering
seénses.  He clutehed the dotective by
in & hoarse
whisper.

“Don’t let him cscaph! It's
Bleibach, the German forger. Do

you heart e shit me up in the
stone cell to die.”

Then, as the horrors of hig in-
prisonment rushed into his poor, dis-
ordered brain again, he began to
wander and bagble disconnectedly,
But Fix's eyes were gleaming, and he
éprang upon the German as he stag-
gered up. The handcuffs were clink-
ing upon Herr Bebel’s wrists as he
gamned his feet. His faco was oon-
vulsed with rage.

“You dare not arrcst me,”’ he
panted.  ‘‘The word of a madman

“I have Mr. Brooke’s word that
you shut him up dn the ocell,” repled
Fix cheerfully; “that’s enough to ar-
rest you upon, my friend. We'll see
later about the rest. Butb my opinion
is, that if you turn out to bo Blei-
bach, the forger who has been wanted
so long, why Mr. Brooke's case will
want looking into again, and it may
turn out that that was a little bit of
your handiwork.”

Dick gave a gulp. The detective’s
Wonds aamy lika 2 plaam of light in
intense darknees, Was it possible,
then, that what had happened was
all for the best, and that his father’s
name was to bo cleared at last?

Sleared at Last.
ETECTIVE FIX'S words
proved propheiic.  Kelly's

recovery was slow, but
long before he was fully recovered ho
had fully confessed the truth. The
prison gates were wide open for him,
and he was .dctormined that tho heart-
less wretch who had doomed him so
pitilessly. ‘ghould not ¢scape. The
whole story of the cowardly deed was
told; how Bebel had forged the
cheque, and placed the paper with®
Richard Doyle’s namne seribbled upon
it in the study of the master of the
Fifth; and how Kelly, accustomed- to
making up, from his cxperience on
the stage, had disguised himself as
Julian Brooke and cashed the cheque,
Bebel, or Bleibach, went to his well-
deserved punishment. Ide reoeived
no pity, and he deserved none.

From that Easter hohdany dated
Dick Brooke’s happiest days. For
now that Julian Brooke’s name was
cleared, he could not refuse Dr. Man-
nering’s pressing uest to resumo
his old place at Chilcote, and soon
after tho commencement of the new
term, he was once more master of the
Fifth, and in his Forin—and, necdless
to say, much to his satisfaction—wero
the Chums of Chilcote.

THE
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WISH we'd waited for them,
siv,” said Tinkes.

The youngster spoke umn-
consciously in a whisper. .

It wae dim twilight,
sunk helow the tops of the forest
trees, They were standing in a clear-
ing in the Indian reservation of the

United States of Ainerica. Blake
was cousuliing a  pocket-compass.
Tinler wag hoiding both horses, The

air was hot and close. Not 8o much
as a leaf stirred. Tho silence was
deep, vast, overpowering, No won-
der tho youngster's voice was hushed
and lowl

“Well, we shall have to make the
best ~f it!” said Blake cheerily.

S Will you iry to go back, sir?”

“No pood, that” wasz Blake’s
answer,

*and yon must go ont”

Blake smiled as he shook his head.

* We mmnst wait here till morning,
or iill tho others come up with us,
There is no great hardship in spend-
ing a night in the open. Build a
fire, and picket the thorses. Thers is
potl}’ing 1o took scared about, young

--The others wore the remainder of
the parly who had set out with Blake
to quell an uprising amongst the
Crowfeet Indians. o great detec-
tive had~been approached by theo
Anericin Ambassador when taking a
brief holiday at Brighton, after hav-
ing conolded his work in connection
with the Great British Raflway, and
‘had been offered tho princely eum of
£200 per week and all expenses paid
to crogs the ‘herring-pond and en-
deavour to stamp -out crime on the
vast Amnerican continent.

Blake had had many magnificent
offers made him, but none quite =0
princely as this. The prospect of
having -some thousands of trained,
cute, keen, cool detectives nnder his
sole command wus thritling. The
very immensity of tho task was in-
toxicating.

He accepted the offer, and, with
Tinker, s boy-assistant, he jour-
neyed to the United States to com-
mence his new duties.

The woment the vessel came {o
anchor in the bay, o fust tug steamed
alongside, and one of the President’s
secretaries stepped on board,

A gpedal troin awaited them, and
i a yuarter of an hour Bluke, Tin-

=
'*

The sun had.
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A Stirring Story of Adventure Amongst the Red
Indians of To-day on the Vast Reservations.

By Herbert Maxwell.

key, and the secretary were hurrying
shoreward on the tug, under " full
steam,

A <pecial train awaited them, and
without a minute heing wvasted, they
were speeding across btbee Continent
on ajourney that would Occupy them
two days and nights, bomund for the
Indian iese:’vution at Oklashoma,

A rising of the Crow-feet Indians
had saddenly occurred-—as already re-
lated—for no known cause. The
country over an area of five hundred
squarc miles was in a stamto of terror
and panie,  Somg thoumands of In-
dinng worg op tho wampath. o
critical and so hazardous wwas the situa-
tion, that it was felt that unless some-

thing could be done to steop the move.

ment, until an overwhelm imgly strong
military foreo could be collected to
crush it, there would bes another of

those appalling massacres which have !
occurred only too frequently in In- i at his breast and covering him.

dian warfare,

This was the mission -ontrusted to
Blako:

“ Btop them, quiet them, ailay their
excitement as best you can. We
must have a week.”’

So ran his instrnctions 5 and surely
ne man in & now and strange country
had ever been confromted with a
moro formidable task,

Enowing that speed was the crucial
fachor in tho success of -his mission,
Blake thad pushed - fo rward

Wit]

¥

was a danger, but he had decided
upon it deltberately. It was more
important that his owa party should
find him quickly than that a band of
prowling Indians should be attracted
to the spot. ’

Then he was startled to find him-
self nodding, and got up and walked
abont. He strained his ears to catch
a sound, and his eyes to penetrate the
denso forest growth ; but neither eyes
nor ears detected anything, and pre-
sently he sat down again.

Two hours passed. He had nob
closed his eyes nor relaxed his vigi-
Innce for a moment.

“ Paleface, don’t move!”

But Blake did move. He was on
his feet in a second. And from the
edge of the diearing there stepped
forth into the light shed by the fire
a ring of braves, each with a musket
to his shoulder—every muzzlo levelled

. There was something horribly weird
in their silent-footed approach, their
ard, expressionless faces hideous

1 with war-paint, and theinr absolutely

al

Tinker on the two freshest horses, @
hoping to get into touch with the !

Indian camp before nighatfnll, but in
his hasto he had missed t=ho trail, and
lost his bearings. He spoke more
cheorfully vhan he felt, ut that was
on Tinker’s account, for the youngster
was complebely knocked up by tho
long day’s bard riding. .

“But won’t a fire imdicate our
whereabouts?’ the boy murmured,
in tired protest.

“That's what I want +4 for.”

# To the Indians, sir?”

“Noj; to our party.”’

There was a snap in  Blake’s tone

which silenced further objeetion, and

soon a blazing fire of dry sticks and
brushwood was flaming in the centre
of the clearing, Blake mmade Tinker
lie down, and in ten minutes ho was
fast asleep.

“1 will wake you whe=n it i3 your
turn to watch,” he said.

Blake, with his revolver- in his hand,
stood by the fire for sonae iime, but
presenily he sat down. The day's

"been guilty of an imprudence

motionless atbitudes.
{flew fenders nay continue from this point.

THE 4th CHAPTER.
Li“htning Glance and Watchdog.
T must have been at least half

a minute before anybody spoke,

half ‘& minute in which Blake’s

acute brain had time to reviow
the situation from every aspect.

He was awaro now that he had
ar
separating” hinself from ™ the rest n;

. his party—that he had not mevely

jeapordised the sueeess of his mission
at the very outset, but that he had by
his over.oonfidence actually thrown
away his own and Tinker’s life to no
purpose, )

It was finpossible to glance round
at that grim circle eof silent figures,
each with his levelled musket prossed
to his shoulder, and not realise that
his fate was sealed unless his wits
could contrive some method of escape.

And then another theught oecurred
to him—a thought that was even
more bitter than the prospect of im-
pending death. : Co

What would people say at home
at this brief and inglorious earecerof his
in Ameriea ? ’

In a certain seuse the honour of

~ the British Flag was in his keeping.

exertions had told on thirm more than |

he knew. Yet he was brisk,

alert,
and vigilant,

Thoe hightimg of the fire

He had come there to upholil the

traditions of British pluck and prowess,

to prove that British brains were sciac-
(Continued on the next page.)
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Tl:'s serics started in No. 247 of
obtained by ovdering t

A little careful levelling from the
front will be all that is required, so
{ar as the background of this finger-
plate is concerned, and the worker,
uving satisfied himself that he can
do nothing more to improve his
work, may now remove it froin the
cowmnent if the latter is perfectly cold.
1f. however, the mectal shows a dis-
inclination to leave the coment owing
w ihe undercutting, which to a
certain extent forms a grip on the
cement, the gas flame must bho
brought into play, and very carefully
moved over

the surface of the metal,

heating it gradually, with every pre.
caution against damaging the metal
itself, until the cement underneath
has become quite warm and somi-
liguid, when the plate may be lifted,
and the cement allowed to flow back
on to the block.
The finger-plato to bo

i3 now

OUT ON THURSDA

- A
Tur Bovs’ FrIenp, and back numbers can be

hrough any newsagent.

cleaned and polished.  First, clear
away overy particle of cement from
both back and front with turpentine,
and, if necessary, geutlo heat. Lay
the plate on a flat surface, design
uppermost. and rub it briskly with a
aste made by powdering up seme
guthbrick into a saucer contalning a
little sweet-or olive oil. This will
clean the metal cffectually. Wipo
off the oil and bathbrick, and rub
with
a fresh rag.

Now take a clean rag and some
turpentine, and wash off all tracoe of
oil, and finally polish with a clean
soft cloth or leather. .

. To preserve the polish thus ob-
tained, the plate may now be
lacquercd. A vevy suitable prepara-
tion may be obtained from any cycle
shon in the form of & colourless
spirit varnish or laequer, which is

bars and plated parts of a bicycle.
The work must be very even, so that
no smears or streaks aro visible,

All that is now left to do is to drill
or punch the hole to take the screws
to fix the plate to the <oor. If a
drill is not available a sharp bradawl
may bo used. Tap the holes with a
hamaner at regular intervals—about
six Toles will be necessary—and then
clean off the rough edges of the holes
on the other side with a file. .

This completes the finger-plate, the
cost of which, in zine, has been about
twopence, and which, if well and ecare-
fully worked, sheould command a sale
at, at least, half-a-crown or more, ac.
cording to the quality and amount of
work that has been pui into if.

So far we thave trcated only of zine,
but what has been said of zine ap-
plies wlso to the other metals, brass
and copper. Except thafhe

extreme caution

necessary in using heat to zine is not
necessary ‘with these other metals, as
they ara not liable to burn or melt.

Copper or brass should be bought
whenever possible in sheets, or in
parts of sheets, and not cut from the
roll. Tt should be ordered *‘soft
rolled ”’—that is io say, free of tem-
per—and should be in thickness
Y aight-metal gange.”

sametimes used to protect the handle-

If it is not possible 10 obtain the’

Y—The Mammoth Easter and Spring Fiction Double Number of “The Union
Jack,” containing Two Grand, Long Complete Novels. 2d

‘2 hammer or mallet,

metal soft-rolled, the ordinary, or
bright, rolled variety will do; but it
must be softencd belore attempting
to work it. Ldis is donee by cutting
oft the necessary-sized piece, and put-
ting it into a bright, clear fire. When

thoroughly red-hot all oveer, it is with-

drawn, and placed in the thot ashes to
cool very sjowly,

This takes all the temper-, or hardness
and springiness, out of tlme metal, and
makes it ductile and easy to work into
design.

The heating will, ho-wever, have
discoloured it, and it wikl need to be
seoured with the bath-b rick and oi},
or with a piece of fine emery-paper
moistened with oil, and rubbed In a
civenlar dircetion until -the metal is
quite clean and moderat ely bright.

If it is at all out of elmape, it must
be flattened befcre tran sferring the
design to it. There are many ways of
doing this. The expert emn do it with
striking the
metal whorever he decmss it necessary.

But this is a risky metshod for the !

i

that one side of the wood is “quite
smooth and level, and lay it on the
metal; then with & hammer or malles

tap the wood,

! ehifting it about wuntil the ltiét.al

gradually becomes flattoned : out,
This is a very simple method, and
avoids all danger of hammer-marks
on the surface.

As I have before stated, in working
brass and copper there is always a
likelthood of ﬂge background becom-
ing indented, and its regularity of sur-
face spoiled. If the work of raising
from the back has been very caro-
fully done, then there msay be little
or no necessity to touoh the back-
ground ; but the ddsign is generally
made more effective when the bael-
ground has been matted over. This
matting, besides throwing up the de-
sign, also tends to take out, or, at
any rate . Co

conceal any irregularity

of the surface.
For the purpose the usefnl iocl
No. 35 may be used, after the under-

novice, who will accomplish his end ! culting and cleaning-up of the pat-

better 1 the {ollowing mmanner:

Lay the metal on a perfectly level
surface, such as a table—top; take a
small square of wood about an inch

thick and four or five inches square— | {70

the exact size does hot matter—see

i
!
'

1

tern has boen done, and before tho

plate has been removed from the

cement after the finishing from the

front.

be continued in next week's
BOYS' FRIEND.)
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thing more than a match for Yankee
outeness, -

How miserably he lLad failed!
How the American newspapers; many
of whom had shrieked over the appoint.
ment of a Britisher to a position of
such wvast authority, would scoff
and jeer and gloat over his rapid
downfall !

What a termination to a life which
had been a succession of continuous
and .almost uninterrupted trimunphs—
to die in the backwoods, and bo the
laughing-stuck of a whole continent!

It was tlis thought, far more than
the apprehiension of a cruel death,
whioh nerved hiin to mako a supreme
effort to save himself. He must
do something whieh would impress
these Indian braves with o 8ense
of his superior power; but how—
what ¢ His nimble brain was at full
stretoh during that fateful half minute.
An idea camne to him—an idea which
startled hiin, an idea which night
be true, an idea upon which he decided
in & trice to cast the whole hazard
of his fortunes.

¢ My redskin brothers are welcome
to my oamp-fire,”” lhe said, in cahn,
unhurried accents. I was coming
to them, and instead they have come
to me. It isawell. Let us sit down
and talk. [ have much to tell them.”

And so saying, he pocketed his
revolver, moved a pace or two noarer
to the fire, threw on an extra log
to the flames, and then calm! ]ﬂy

down at full loagth beside the blaze.

Tinker all this time had not stirred.
-He scemed to be sunk in a profound
shunber, which -was” more like death
than sleep. rasi

Would the redskins accept “Blake's
invitation 7 : .

Everything dopended upon that.

It was a moment of intense suspense.

Then the brave who was in com.
mand made o sign, and thie whole
formidable circle moved forward from
the edge of the cloaving and gathered
vound the fire; but their muskets
never left their shoulders, and never
oeased to be pointed at Blake'’s head.
The brave squatted down opposite
him. Beyond the original challenge,
* Paleface, don't move!’ he had
not opened his mouth.

Now le spoke again, but there was
little comifort in his words.
- 1 am willing to hear what you
have to say. but I would tell yom
that your death was decided upon
two doays ago by Hawkeye, the great
chief of the Crowfect. If you will
talk,- I will' listen; but presently you
inust die” .
" “To whom am I talking ?” in.
‘quired Blake unconcernedly. )

. “"J‘To Faglewing, the son of Hawk-

““ The future chief of the Crowfeet?

‘* Even so, paleface.”

_*“Al,” said Blake, looking at him,
commiseratingly, “I am sorry—I
am soITy ¢ Ea%Jewing is a fine warrior,
I can see it—he is flect of foot, his
limbs are strong and supple, his’ eye
is keeu, his hand is quick and sure;
but he wiil never, never live to be the
great chief of the Crowfeet, I am
sorry that so noble a young warrior
should be cut down in the prime of
his early manhood; but I see no hope
for him—no hope.” ..

And Blake's voice broke,
quavered with woe and sorrow.

‘80 young, so noble, and so soon
to die—poor Laglewing! My leart
ia stricken with grief for him. I
would save him if I could, but—-—"

A forlomn and gloomy shaking of
the head conc!udetf Blake's sentence.

Now, although it is tho pride of the
redskin to betray no emotion of any
kind under any circumstances what-
ever, it comes as a distinct shock
to  have one’s .death confidently
predicted in such definite torms as
those ; and, try as he might, Eaglewing
could not ‘eorceal his wuneasiness,
His cluteh on his musket stiffened,
the nerves at the corners of his mouth
twitched, and his eyes slightly pro-
truded. It wes all over in a moment,
and he had recovered his usual com-
posure, But Blake knew he had made
an impression, and waa quite satisfied.

‘ Eaglewing wonders how I kuow
this,”” he went ou. ‘Shall I tell
him "

“The paleface perhaps expects to
fulfil his own prophecy—wo Lnow
he hag a little gun,” sniiled Eaglewing.

The little gun was, of course, the
vevolver,

* Nay, look, Kaglewing; the little

and

gun i3 yours! I clagp iny hands
behiud my head and bid you take it
from my pocket, [ am amongst

triends; so that it is of no [nrther use
to me. But you, who have many
onewies, had best take it—it may
help you.. .Take it, Eaglewing!”
Kaglewing hesitated, expecting some
canning guile, and then with a quick
movement reached forwsrd ~and
phucked the revolver out of Blake's
pocket. Blake remained absolutely

OUR WEEKLY CALENDAR:—

motionless. When he had got the
revolver, Eeagloewing looked rather
ashamed of himself for his suspicions.

“ My prophecy hag nothing to do
with myself,” continued Blake calmly.
** Eaglewing’s death will be compassed
by those who he thinks are his friends.”

The young warrior again looked
startled, but again quickly recovered
himself.

“Does the paleface mean by
these ' he queried countempiucusly,
waving his hand towards .the grim
cirele of braves.

“ By no means; but by tliose who
told him of my coming, who warned
him where to find me, who lied to him
that I was an enemy.”

Eaglewing's astonishrmuent wuas now
wholly undisguiscd.

* I would hearmore,”! he stammered.

“ You shall hear all,” was the
instant respouse. ‘ You have a letter
in the pouch at your belt.”

Eaglowing elapped his hand to hls
pouch, thinking that some corner
of the letter must be showing. But
there was not a serap of it visible.

- His amazemont deepened at such

uncanny knowledge. He looked
positively scared ; while the circle
of braves uttered o simultaneous

grunt of astonishmeut. They thoyght
that this cool paleface, whom they
had beoun despatched to kill, had the
power of seeing right through a
double thiokness of leather; and if

——— -
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so, must be something more than
human. :

*“ And I ean tell Eaglewin
in the letter,”” proceeded Blake,
in his calmest manner. ‘‘It tells
him that I have come as an enemy
to Hawkeye, and to the warriors of
the Crowfeet nation ; it tells him that
those who sent it are his friends; it
tells him that this morning I shall
be directed by a false path so that
I may lose myself in the forest; it
tells’ him . that. those who were with
me will give him many dollars for my
scalp ; it tells him—~ But I havé
told Baglewing enough to show him
that I know all about the letter,
although I have never seen it with
ny byes.”

‘Blake ceased. He knew his battle
was almost won.

“ It is all true 1 stammered Eagle-
wing.,

“Of course it iz true. How should
treachery win t I have come to save

what is
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Eaglowing from the treacherous pale-
faces who seek 'to destroy him. - My
enemies are his enemies; Presently he
shall take me to his father, the great
chief, Hawkeye, and then we will talk
again. . For the present it is enough.
The traitors will destroy themselves.”

*“ But how did the paleface lknow t "'
gasped Eaglewing, :

Blake smiled. :

* The magic of the palefaces is as
superior to the magie of the redskins
as a repeating rifle i3 to a bow and
arrow, That is all T can tell Eagle-
wing. And now shall we journey on
to the great chief, Hawkeyo ¥

. Blake rose, The young chiel re-
mained squatting on his heets. The
circle of muskets was still pointing
unwaveringly in Blake's direction,

Eaglewing was profoundly uncom-
fortable, for his orders had been to kill
Blake. What should he dot That
confident prediction of his early desth,
cowbined with Blake’s uncaniy know-
ledge of the letter, had shaken him.
But orders were orders, and so—what
sliould he do ¢

Blake lay down again.

“ Very well, wo will pass the night
here, and in the morning we will
journey on to Hawkeyo. Eaglewing
profers it. Let it be so. To me it is
nothing.”

And he stretched himself out lazily,
turned over on his side, and spparently
composed himself to sleep.
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brother who sleepeth, And after-
wards we will journey on to my father,
Hawkeye.”

--* Ah, -good, good ! grunted the
warriors in instant approval—*‘ the
scalp of his brother that sleepe-th.”

They were unanimously of the
opinion that it would be safer not to
kill a man of snch strange powers as
Blake, but that there could be no
danger in slaying Tinker,

* Hawkeye must have a scalp!”
thoy chorussed.

Had Blake won his life ab the ex-.
pense of Tinker’s 1

For a moment he was aghmst ab
Eaglewing’s proposal, and at a loss
how to deal with it. Aud Tinl<er re-
mained to all appearance., {ast msleep.

But the next moment the latter
proved himnself very much awake:.

‘1, too, have a little gun, Eagle-
wing ! Behold! Nay, do not move!
And bid your braves not mov-e, for
assuredly if they do, my breother’s
prediction of your early death wvill be
instantly fulfilled. I ean sleep and
atill hear, just es my brother c’an soe
a thing even when it is hidden. Hawk-
eye must be content with somes other
scalp than mine, unless he woul d wish
to lose his son.”'

And Tinker's feigning of sleep had
beenn so well done that his sudden
intervention was distinctly stmrtling.
Slowly and gradually he had been
working his revolver out of his pocket.

st shall call you nghtnlhg-ulam, and | shatl call you w:n«:hdog;' sald Eaglewing, gravely pointing
hie pipo fAirst at Blake and then u_t 1 -

* Paleface ! " . .. .

The young chief started np and spoke
eagerly. : C :

Blake took no notice. ;

. “ Paleface ! * he called again more
urgently. :

Blake gave vent to aloud snore.

“ Paleface ! Paleface !’ .

Aund now there was a note of real
anguish in the calling voice, and Blake
condéscended to open his eyes. .: .

“ Whatls the wmatter 1 he mur-
mured drowsily. : :

-1 mvust take ascalp to iy father ¢

“Eh 1" Blake hadn’t bargained
for this. ‘‘ Not at all necessary,” hé
added hastily.

“But it is so, You have predicted
my early death, and it will happen if
I do not obey my father's commands.
He will slay mo himself. You see,
I must have « scalp. I cannot take
your's ; I da not wish to take your’s,
But I must have someone’s, Thore-
fore it shall bo the scalp of your

nkeor,

‘the revolver had flown to his hand of

When he spoke, t-l;eré it was covering

Eaglowing., It looked exactly as if

its own accord. Not a man had seen
him inake the slightest sound wr stir.

Even Blake was astonished.

“ You will have to find some other
scalp. My brother is quite right,
Edglowing.”

I am caught in a great difficulty,”
replied the young chief simply. ut
it must be said to-his credit t hat he
did not flinckh from Tinker’s wea pou.

“ You ore,” said Blake drily.

‘‘The paleface who can see things
that are gidden will help me. He 18
my friend; he has said so.”

“Yes,” said Blake; ‘b=t you
make it very hard to help youi. My
brother, who can hear in his sleep, i3
also your friend. and yet you tall c about
taking his scalp. Is that the act of a
friend t° How could I ever sfterwards
feel friendship for Eaeglewing if he
Liad slain my brother ? '*
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“I was wrong,” said Eaglewing
humbly. .

‘“ Yes, you were very wrong; but.
unsay those words, and we will let it
pass.’”

“I will not take your brother's
sealp.” : :

* Good; then we are indeed friends.
Let your braves lower their- rmuskets
and sit down, so that we can talk in -

cace, My brother will put away his
ittle gun.  But I will just say this, that
nothing could have saved Eaglewing
if he had slain my brother,” :

Eaglewing made a slight gesture, and
the braves sat down. -

Blake’s consummate coolness, backed
by Tinker's ready wit, had carried the "
day. In a moment pipes were lighted
and passing from hand to hand.’
It was the great act of Indian friend.
ship. For that night, at least, Blake
and Tinker were sale.

**1 ghall call you Lightning-Glence .
;}1(111 shall eall you Watchdog," said™
laglewing, gravely pointing his pipe
first at Blakg and bheln at Tilglker. PP 4

“ They are good names, Eaglewing;§l
and we will accept theny.” =
Tinker was beginning to enjoy himn.
self. Watchdogs certoinly seem to :
hear in their sleep, aud his name was
both an lonourable and appropriate
one. -

Soon they were all talking freely.
The letter, whose contents Blake had
guessed, was handed to him to read.
He showed it to Tinker' and tlxe}r con-
ferred in whispers.

** But how on earth did
sir 17

This was the question the youngster
had been dying to ask for ever 8o long.

* It was just a bold guess, Tinker,
that’s all you cau say for it, but
was & very reascnible one, after all,
We lost the trail, and we ought not 1o
have lost it if we’d been put right at
the start. The others could  have
casily found us if they had wanted to.
for our horses were mnot 80 Imuch
fresher than their's. It is-a bad
business altogether. - My appointinem
has naturally created a lot of jealousy,
but I never thought it would come to
this. You see, the fellow actually
offers fifty dollars for my sealp.”

““ Which of them is it, T wonder 7 **

I can't tell, because I don’t know
the writing, but probably they are all
implicated,”

* You cen ask Eaglewing.®

“No; I'd rather not do tihat.
He thinks I know all about it.” ’

Blake becawe thonghtful.

How could he fight crime and the
polico as well 1 - : .

Presently he turned from tho con.
sideration of general matters to tha
of the Indian rising. . '

The rising had come as a profound
sugm‘se to the authorities, for the
Indian tribes had given no trouble fur
vears. : .

Quite suddenly they had goue on
tho warpath. ’ .

Why ¢

The thing was inexplicable uuless
the rising had been fumented from the
outside. - . :

It looked like it.

His own escort had heen in con-
munication with Eaglewing and his
hand. : :

Porhapa there were others, -

What was their object ¥ How could
they benefit ¢ : ,

And at this point Blakv's reflections
were cnb short by Tiuker suddeuly
jumping to his feet and exclaiming :

““Hark [

you guess it,

The Indians caughi the alann only
an instant later.

* Watchdog is  right — someons
comes,” whispered Eaglewing.

How Black Juan 0vmt¢éppcd the
Mark, and Got Himself in
Troubie.

LAKE and Tinker were staind-
ing in the shadow of the
forest.trees just beyond the

edge of the clearing. The red-

skins were grouped in negligent aiti.
tudes about the fire. The pipes eircyu-
lated from mouth to mouth, and s
gentle Llum of conversation prevaiied.
It looked as peaceful an ¢ncampment
as anyone might wish to see.

Into it out of the darkness of {he
forest there suddenly stepped Black
Juan, the Moxican guide, the man who
had been commissioned to lead Blake,
to Hawleeye.

The United States Indian police ave
vecruited from wmen of all nations.
There are Spaniards, Mexicans, hali-
caates, Poles, there are a few Russiana,
a few Hungarians, a sprinkling of Irish-
men, and of native-born Americans.
‘The life is wikl and hard. Desperate
affrays are frequent. For the most
patt they are men who have failed at
other callings—mnen who wvalue their
own and other lives cheap, who fight
recklessly, drink recklessly, die reok-
fessly, and who are only kept in order
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Black Juan wa3 a fine specimen of
them. He coxcelled as an Indian
fighter. Ho despised tho redskin
whom it was his businesa to help keep
in order. In guile ho had nover mot
his mateh ambngst them. With a
braco of six-shooters in his belt the
word *fear’ had no meaning for
hin.

8 < Hallo, hallol A fine wateh you
#cep ! ho shouted as ho strodo up
o the fire, “ Supposo I'd been out to
Jkiil, Eaglewing. eht How many
hraves would your band bave nuni-
#bored by now 2 Dead, stark, tho lot
tof them! Hoy, hey, hoy! You arca
Lpror seum ! ¥
¢ The insolent swaggor of his walk,
“and the haughty arrogance of his boar-
“ing could not havo been okecedod. Ho
‘was a master talking to slaves, a tyrant
‘alking to bumblo vassals. His lan-
ynage speaks for itself. and shows how
- little ho understood the real character
aot the Indians, who, whatever their
£1anlts, are punctilious in the matter of
< politencss, and cannot be tamed by
s mere bluster and bravado.:
%  Woll,”" he eontinued-—* well, have
_you earned that fifty dollars 2 Whoro
L are the scalps ? Forty dollars for tho
“man, and ten for tho kidt That's
“what I promisod old Hawkeye, Curse
i me if I'm not sorry I didn’t take on tho
job mysclft l've
had all the trouble.
Whao’d havo known ?
We could have
bLlamed it on you
vdsking afterwards,
Durned foolishness,
T call it; but _tho
others. wero stuck
on, getting rid of
thom that way, and
wouldn’t listen to
mo! Fiity dollars!
It is a fortuno for
scum like you!”
And he produeced
» smallish  bag of
money, and shook
it till tho coins
chinked.

“8it down, thou
Black Oue,” said
Roglewing ocour-
tenusly.

Not a man in the
cirele had moved,
not for ono moment
had the pipes ceased
to cireulato. Whilo
Black Juan had been
actually talking they
had intermittied their
conversation, but
directly he bad
finished tho gentlo
hum of econverse
broke out afresh. It
would have been iin-
possibe to signify in
a more marked man-
ner how completely
they disregarded the
man’s  coarse and
violent language.

*“8it  down, did
you say 7" replied
tho Mexican.

Ho was looking
about him with a
gqueer expression on
his face, half anxiety,
half contempt. He
could not faiFto have
observed the coolness
of his reception. It
took him ahack. He
was accustomed to
see those whom he :
addressed cower and shrink before his
loud, hectoring, blustering talk. What
had como to the redskina? Whet, did
their subtle defiance of him denoto ?

This question he put into words.

* What have you skunks been up

“ 8it down, thou Black Ono,” re-

peﬁted Eaglewing courteously,
Answer my question !

‘* 8it down, and then we will talle.”

No one could bhave spoken more
courteously and politely than Eagle.
wm%
“Not Il Idon’tsit down with red
vormin. Havo you earned the fifty
dollars I told "you about?™ And
egain he chinked tho bag of coins.

Englewing turned pointedly to his
neigbbour and bogan talking to him,
utterly ignoring the scowling Mexioan.
Biako and Tiokor. who were noting
evory incident of the strange scene,
conldn’t help admiring Eaglowing’e re-
markablo composuro and dignity. and
eontrasting it with Black Juan’e coarse
and shifty swaggor. The one was a
gentleman, whatoever the colour of his
gkin 3 tho other was a blackguard, in
spite of his claim to be of white blood.

And now what was Black Juan going
to do ?

Ho hcsitated ; he laughed a loud
;, and acornful laugh ; he very ostentati.
T ously Joosencd one of the six-shooters
_from his belt; and then, with an air
- of emmsement at hiz own condescen-

sion, pushed into tho group round the
fire, kicked the Indian who sat next
to Eaglewing aside, and sat down in
his placo.

‘ Durn your silly customs,” he said ;
““ but, enrse me, if 1 don’t humour you
for once! ell, hero I am! Let’s
palaver and get it over. Have yor
carned the fifty dollars, or have you
not ? Yes or no, you skunk ? Lot’s
have a plain answer, and speak the
trath if you know how to!”’

* Now Black One, you may pay
me the fiity dolars,’’ smiled Eagle-
wing.

** No doubt—ho. ho !—no doubt I
can. But havo you earned them, you
wily soum 2 No work, no {my. Ever
hear of that rulo 2 You'll have to get
up bright and early to get the better of
Blaek Juan, Show mo the soalps, and
you shall havo tho shiners.”

‘* I havosomething better than scalps
to show you.”™

‘* Botter than scalps 7%

Eaglowing smilingly
Blake's revolver,

* Tho palefaco’s little gun,*” he said.

‘“ Well. 1 reckon if you've got that
you’ve earned your pay. Lomme look
at it 1™

‘“Thou Black Oune, I would prefer
not,” eaid Eaglewing, and quickly
placed the revolver out of his rcach.

produced

“Ho, ho! You are afraid, are yout”’

Y would prefcr not,” repeated
Eag;lewing courteously.

““Well, I guess, that’s about the
last thing that blamed cuss Blake
would Lave parted with, so I suppose
he’s stiff. hat sort of s fight did
he put up >

¢ "I;hem was no fight, thou Black

1no.

“ No fight § "

“We camno with silent and stealthy
feot, and caught them sleeping.”

Tho Mexican’s mouth broadened
into a brutal grin.

“ And made an easy job of it, you
red joker—scalped thom. as they
slopt, eh.! Oh, I know you—no
rislz, no danger, no warning—jumped
on ‘om out of the dark, and rent
’em to the Happy Hunting Grounds
beforo thoy’d got their eycs open.
Guess " youw’'ve been enjoying yours
gelves. Woell, here’s the shiners.”

And ho dropped the bag of coins at
Eaglewing’s feet.

The latter made no movement to
pick it up.

** Ain’t yer goin® to count it 1"
demanded tho Mexican.

*“Why should I insult my friend
by counting it " was the immediate
response. - Would my hrother deceive
moe ! -Aro wo not friends * Have we
not destroyed him who was the

* Well, you’re a rum lot! Just as
you like. You’ve got their horses,
Iscot?”

Black Juan hitched himself on to
his feet.
' Yes,” said Eaglewing.
“ Do yon want to selt *en 27
“ 1 think not, thou Bluck One.” -
"% Oh, all right, keep ‘em; I don’t

want  them. And look here—givo
me- hack that bit of writing 1 sent
you.”

“I can’t.”

“What do you mean, you can’c 3 "

‘1 haven't got it.”

“What have you done with it,
then 77

It is somowhore in tho woods.
How should 1 know that my brother
would wish to have hi: writing back
again 77’

“0f course you couldn’t ; you haven't
senge enough to kmow it, vou silly
red ’un. Well, I’U let you know
when there’s another job on. I’m
off.”? '

And, turning unceremoniously away,
ho strode towards the edge of the
clearing,

But thero he paused. He paused

He

as if ho had forgotten something.
He came back e little way.

began to speak.
¢ Oh, I =ay, Eaglewing—-—"

Out of the darkness of the- forest thore suddenly stepped Black Juan, the Mexican guide:

And then in & flash both his six-
shooters were out, one in cach hand,
?lld leveiled at the group about the
ire.

“ Hands wup, you red skunks!
My men are on youl”

And at the sume moment there was
a crash from the left, and four troopers
gprang into view. Each carri a
repeating rifle. The Indians held
up their bhands. They were taken
completely by surprise. Blake’s pre-
diction had come true. Eaglewing’s
lifo was at tho mercy of thoso whom
he had thought his frionds.

* M’yes,” sneered Black Juen, as
he eame forward to the fire, .** you'vo
bin and done for yoursclves this time,
you beautics. We are police, we are.
Yow’ve . murdered @ wbite man,
you’ve gone on tho warpath with your
silly tomahawks and your tin-pot
uskets. Your lives are forfeited.
Our orders was to rhoot, and we are
going to. Killed our chief, yon have—
our chief what was sent to stop your
silly war-dancing. It's our duty to
avengoe him. Wo'd be macked if we
didn't., A fine chief he was—a
Britisher, come all tho way from
England on purpose to show us how
to fight you red skunks, Irreparahle
loss fo us—he, he! Ain’t it, lads—an
irreparable loss ¢’

And he chuckled with enjoyment

enemy of us both? I respect my
brother toa much to insult him so.”

replisad 3 no one betrayed anything
that’ could be construed into a
semblance of fear. Perhaps Ea glewing’s
head did turn in the direction where
ho had last seen Blake disappear,
but he did nothing more. It was by
Blake’s orders that lie had received
Black Juan in the way hes did, in
order that Blake miaht have convine-
ing proof of bis treachery.

And now those orders ha-d turncd
out to be his death-warrant. Woell,
it couldn’t be helped. He was a
futalist, as are all Red Indians. - What
iz fated to happen will happen., The
only thing left for him and h is braves
to do was to ineet their dmom with
that stolid indifference, that prond and
digunified disdain, which consitutes in
their oyes the highest form of heroism.

t* 8tep out, one at & time—cyou first,
Eaglewing ; wo’ll make a clean job
of it.”

Eaglowing stepped clear of the
grm(lip, his hands oxtended cbove his
head.

Black Juan’s six-shooter
his every movement.

The other four
watched the rest.

‘ Now, then, about that sealp.
\Where’s tha bodies ? ”’

followed

troopers warily

- the woods; it is.”

of his own grim irony.
And no one eaid anything, no one

time gone. From the fire to tho edge
of the clearing was a distance of about
twenty yards. Jake had beéen gone
two minutes.

“Well, haven’t you foiad them
yet 17 be called.

There was no answer.

** Jake, haven’t you found them ¢
Jake ! ™ he called, more perempterily.

Still no answer.

“You have lied to me, you red
vermin,” he said savagely.

T have not lied to you. The bodica
are where I told you. Why should I
lie? Am I not as good as doud ?
Your brother has not looked in the
right place.”

“You’ll be wishing you was dend
presently,” enarled Black Juan in
roply.

“ Hore yon, Pote,”” he ghouted
the next moment: * you go and havu
a look. No, waitl Collect those
muskots, and chuck ’em. away. And
there’s a six-shooter that belonged
to Blake somewhere. Put ‘em well
out of reach of that scum in case they
taks it into their heads to be obstre-
perous, Two can wateh *em easy then.”

Pote, who was a half-caste, collected
the muskets and dumped them in
a heap some dozen yards away. Ho
thrust Blake’s revolver into his own

“ On the cdge of the clear ing,”
** Which sido 7>

belt, Then he lounged off to the
edge of the clearing,

g OB just as Jake had
D= one
—c i = “Is he going
== right 1”  demanded
= Jnan,
** Yes,” said Eagle.
wing,
There were no more
questions. A deadly

i 1z .
RRUSUY L 1

stillness settled over
the elearing, Pecte
could be Leard tramp-
ling on dry twigs aa
he " pushed his way
through the brush-
wood. Once he
stumbled and {ell
over sordething, bus
he must bave immo-
diately ‘got up again,
for the trampling
sounds were inatantly
resmned. Then at
last he called out :

“Tve got ‘e 17

“Scalped 7 do-
manded Black Juan,

‘*“ Bettor bring ’emn
into the light, hadn’t
I ?” was tho reply.

‘““Yes; best to
make sure,”

‘* Where's Jake ??

* A bit farther on."

And then a voics
callod :

¢ Jake, I've got
’emi Come , along
Lere 1 ¥

Now, Black Juan
had his back turned
to the spot where
Baglewing had said
the bodies were, and
so had the other two
troopers who were
guarding the group
of redskins round
the fire. Obviously,
they could not take
their eyes off their
prisoners, and - ob-
viously, therefore,
thoy could only be

“ Rehind yon!? .

“Go and see if he's lying or not,
Jake, ‘There’s enough to watch that
moasly crowd. And look here, you
mongrels, if a hand drops, or even
so much as quivers, there'll b e a bullet
hole through somebody’s skull,”

The warning was totally unnecessary.

The redskins sat absolutely still,
with their hands held aloft,

Joke lounged off to the point
indicated to find the bodies.

Black Juan resumed his questioning
of Eaglewing.

* You treated me like dirt whon I
came to you first—why 1°*

“Did T? I don’t knowy,"" was the
tranquil response.

* Thought you could afford to bo
indcpendent, perhaps—ch 1°**

“1 don’t know.” .

* Well, you know differenntly now,
I guess.”

* Yes, I kmow differently now,” said
Eaglewing.

** What have you done -with the
letter ? ¥

1t is there.”

* With the bodies 7°*

" Yes.l’

*Then you told me a lie &b out it 1 »

“ No, I said it was someswhere in

Black Jnan couldn’ think of any
more offensive questions to ask for
the moment, and it suddenly occurtad
to him that Jake waa rather a long

guided by sounds as
to what was happen.
ing behind them,

But naturally they had no uneasi.
ness. Jake and Pete had boen sent to
find the bodies. Pete had found them,

They could now be heard dragging
them towards the fire. The process
was, of course, rather slow.

Black Juan became & little im.
patient.

“ Don't bo all night about it 1" he
growled. -

And then he called 1 '

“ Pick 'em up, can’t you ? It'll ba
quicker than draggin’ them | *

‘““We're commg!® answered a
husky, panting voice.

The steps perceptibly quickened.
Black Juan heard them close behind
him. They came nearer, and noarer,
and nearer. He longed to turn his
head, Lut dared not,

It was annoying. He felt ouriously
afraid. He began to wish he hadn’¢
worried about the bodies. It was
strange to fool like that, He-couldn’s
noderatand it. And why didn’t Pete
speak ?

* Curge you I ™ he oried, ** ere thoy
scalped ornot ¢

And tho answer camo in this fashion.
The cold muzzle of & revolver was
screwed into the back of his neck,

* No, Black Juap—no; they sre
not scalped!” And the voice was
Bexton Blake’s t

(Another enthralling instalment next
Tuesday.}
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Two Stewnways — Lashcd to -

the Mizenmast .1 he Return
of the Boat.

HE hig sailing-ship Gaspard
rolled gently in the long swetl
ef the eca. Bho was outward

bound from London te Callag, on the
coast ef Peru, with o mixed cargo of
Birmingham, Sheflictd, and other
woorls,

But the Ul-fated vessol was never
destined to arrve at Callao, for ac
the very moment our story opens she
was_in tho hands of a merciless
MIEOUS erew,

Two days befere, tho captain and
firet and accond mates haud lbeen
brutally murdeted, and oconsigned
nnecremoniously to an ocean grave.

Just naw hor deoks ehewed a con-
fusion of men hurrying hither and
thither laden with  stores, which,
placed close te tho bulwarks hard hy
tho duvits hy some, were transferrcd
by oihers into two beate ready for
lvvoring.

The vagabond crew were about to
scuttle the &hip.

Backwarde and forwarde, from
wtem to stern of ilie vessel, moved a
Linge, swarthy man, who seemed to
bo in command,

A man with a saturnine face he
waa, with red-rimmed cyea that chot
furth ovil glancea wherever he went.
a black mousteche and goatee,” and
thick hair shining with otl.

In his care glistened large, snosoth
rings of silver. Kicrce words and
savago threats came frem his tongue:
wiilo now and again, with his eye
to a telescope, ho weuld gcan the vast
expanes of the Paecific, over which
tho dusk was now falling.

At length o scaman approached

ine,

“'Frisoo Jake,” he snid, *every.
thing’s ready.”

The swarthy man growled out nn
unawer, gave a final order, aud
moved quiskly towards the fore-
castle.

An augsar bad beon placed there in
roadincss, and this “Frisco Jake now
took up, moving towards the scattle.

While theso last reparations
woro going forwardy above decls,
there were two persons down bolow
who were quite gblivicus of what wae
about to bappeo.

Two boys they wore—Dick Farloy
and Aleo Winter, Stowaways both,
- they wore at this mpmeat eroushing
in wlonce ameng the general cargo in
the ferepeak of the hold. .

Dreary had heen the voyage sinco,
npon that fateful day which secmed
aa oternity ago. thoy had smuggled
themeelves aboard the Gaspard as eho
luy in the London Docks, bound they
bardly knew whither.

How they had the time, how
they had endured the darknoss of the
daye and nights, they hardly knew.
They bad elept, of couree, and they
hsd talked in whispers lest an ccho-
ing tone sbould lead to their bo
trayal; but for the most part ellenoe
hiall attended thoir presanco.

Fearful the hours they had eat,
haggard and woary. batening as the
storm-ewept sea pounded the Gae-
pard's timbere, and caueed every rih
to groan and every plank to wheeze
out weird connds as if the ship wero
n living thing siung by & thousand
furies,

Such niglia and such days lhad
beon their lot, cach ees it came sug-
gesting itscif as tho end of all things,
so fcarsoma wore tho aspects of
terrible storn.

But now all was changed. Gradu-
plly tha hurricane had abated its fury,
weakened, and at length died down,
to bo succeeded by calmor weather.

Just now, as tho boys roso to case
their cramped limbs, the ehip was
solling hut littlo, while the gurgling

fap, lap of the ocean against her sides |
scomel but as ths laughter of the
waters, and, though hamsl, was not
unmusteal,

Iy was a luxury to stand up and
stretely thoir limbe, aml tha two boye
indu'ged m it for sosnu minutes.

Suddenly Diok Farlcy gave vent to
a3 hoarso whisper of alurm.

* Rowp, Alee—dowy and quicty for
your lifel™

Twe bogrimed faces ducked, and
four begrimed hands prossed against
tho wafer-casks insiantly, oa they
bobled out of eight.

Only just in time, for at that mo-
ment a burly figure ewung himeclf
down into the hold through the fore-
scuttle, and, halting with his laatern
aloft, stared forward.

It was ‘Frisco Jake!

The rays split tho darkness with &
{an of light, and showed an guger m
tho scaman’s other hand.

Breathlesly from  their placo of
soncenlinent Dick Farley and Alec
Winter gazed at bim. Naver before
had they witnossed sueh dastazdly
work as was new in pregress.

But at the sight of this man'a face
they shivercd wboro they crouched,
for it was tho faco of a fiend bent on
fiendieh work.

Yot the young etewaways dare not
ory out or interposo a band to pre-
vent tho execution of the dinbolical
work.

They were aboard tho Gaspard
without a right, and well they know
that no merey would bo cxtended to
thers if  their presence were do-
tooted.

Presently the man stc[;‘pcd to the
outer wall of ths vessel, hard hy the
butkhead, and with his auger began
to bore low down.

Dick Farley’s hand jumped to his
companion’s arm.

*“Lookl"™ ho eaid, in a horrified
whisper. * Look. Alce!”

 What's he doing?”

Dick's face was whito, and hir@s=
Il;nm;t beating wildly, aa he whispered |§,
ole s

“He is scuttling tha ship, T think!|[

Pve readl of such menetrous acts. See
how the water's pouriag in throagh
that holo he's bored; and now he's
at work on another!®

“ \What'll bappen?® gaspest Aleo.

" Only one thing can happen’’
Dick answered. .
“In a fow hours the held will fll
with wator, and tha ehip will sinkl”

** Heaven save usl'

Tu silonce they watched tho man
for somo miautes; then at Jength

thing1”

"*It'a caulking—tho ver
seo what

eried Dick cagerly. 17
wo can do now!"’

o hacked away with his heavy
boot-heel at a thin lath of wood
nailed to a packing-caso, which aplit
wnder lhia vigorous kicking.

“Now, Alee, lend a hand here
hv said, breaking the lath into veveral

ieceas across his  kneo. ' Hol
whittlo thoso things down as quick as
’%m\:ﬁ: lasp-knifo f hi

0 pped 8 olasp-knifo from his
pocket, am in desperato heste d:d
the other’'s hidding.

Dick scized tho first longth of lath,
as it was pared down to tho necessary
size, and wound sround it sunme of
the cakum; then, croming to whero
tho water was gushing 1y through
tho augar-holes, ho imerted in one of
thom tho titin end of his improvised
wedge, ecrewing and preesing it with
sll his forco il thoe caulking held
tight, )

Back to Ales with a staggering
bound {or another plug, which he
dealt with similarly, So he worked
with herculean etrength nnd cnergy
til} al} the holos were atepped.

Pausing a1 length then, ho heaved
a eigh of eatisfaction as he swept the
light of the lantorn over his werk.

* Bravo, Dick—hravo!* Aleo eried,
a8 bostood beside his abum, * Therc's
no water comin’ in new."”’

“No, thsro ian't,” anewercd Dick:
“aud thank Heaven fer that!
goodness only knows how long those
plugs will hold. They're in as firmly
as I could fix thom. 1} could bave
driven than further home with a
mallet; hut we'll have to rest satis.
fird with then as they ave, I 5 poso.
And now, Alee, we'll make a move."”

* Where to, Dicks "

“Up on deck, maybe; anyway,
wo'll go from here.”’

(1] nut’-‘—"

(X

in on awed tone. =¥

Dick Whin{ored: |
“Sco, he's finished his horrthic e

task, and is going: and he’s leaving
his lantorn. Thank Heaven for that!
We may be ahle to de something to
save cursslves. He'a scrambled into
the lo'c’s'ls again.’’

* What cza Wn do, Diek? Whatdo [

ninl [ Rl

yen think is ha
cn bo happen-

“Only one thing
ing. Lmten to thatl

Diek bold up his hand. The two
boys strained thair ears. Above tho
coaseless ewish and gurgle of the
water and the low groaning of tho
voesel’'s timbers. another sonnd,

mufflerd by distasce, could bo heard— g

the sound of oars rattling in rew-

ks, 2
“1t’s as 1 thought!’® Dick qried. §
the

“Thoy'vo taken to ta.
Theyve scuttled the ehip, and aro de-
sorting her,
& moment to lese] We must do what
we can te stop the rush of wator.
Look about for something to plug
thege holes.*

‘‘How will this do?”
Alec, stooping after a few seconds
[ ond taking np a Ilnmp of
ocakum.

exolaimed

H
1

Quick, Aleo, there’s nnt Jk
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“Oh, you nculn't worry, Aleo
They'vo all ehesred off, Tight enough.
Thoy'ro uct bkely to hang about on
what they think is a sinking ship;
but wo'll bo cautious, in caso thoy've
not clear yet. Come ont™

Dick Farloy waded past #the hulk-
head through the water that bad
slready rushed into the holdl,

*“There’'s unobody above in tho
ho mutteretl. =T man't
hear a sownd. It ought te ho safo
coough for ns to venture.”

And up be clambored through tho
scuttle, followed hy Alee,

No sign of life was thoro in the
forecastio, Tho bunks werc empty.
while a row of lhammocls swung
moumfully, with a weird,. ?hosb'ly
sugnostion about them, sa if they
knew they wouid never Lo occupied
again, ’

A enit of oilekine hangiom from a
peg made Loth boys ehiver, so like a
n:uz upon a gibbot did it look.

“*Not a son] aboutl’ smid Dick.
**We'll go on duck.”

And cantiously, looking amnd listen:
ing with al! thowr might, thoy paesed
through tho hatchway.

Lifeless tho main-deck. Coils of
ropo and odds and ende wor e littered
about in confusion, pointing to tho
hw,{ departure of the orew._

All around them the ocean
strotched away, torrifying im its calm
itnmensity, Tne twe bovs turned
autl stumbled aft, the gathexing dusk
making progresa to those imnused to
tho rolling ehip slow and unseriain,

Suddongv an exclamasion of alarm
hurst from Dick. .

“Cronch  down, Alese—crouch
down! K heard a voica, There's
somcono on hoard, aftor all "’

They drop where thay stood,
listoning hard. A eound. imcoherent
hut stariling, camo towards them,

“ It must bs a man; and he scems
to bo groanin’ t '

“Yea," amenied Dick, * greaning
as if he's in pain. Somathing mest
bo wrong. I womler—— Alee, ! 1k

“Land! Land-0l” cried 8ol Grint. “Heaven be praised, there's iand In sight!*!

thero, right against the mizenmast!:
Can't you make out a figure?” -

Aleo Winter scrowed up bis face to
piercy the gathering gloom, .

“1 goo hm- 1" lto answered. ' Ho
keops i one position, and his hands
aro oloso 10 his side.”

*Yos, ses; | eco ihat, too, Alecl
Tho man’s bound. and can’t mave.
Tho others must have turnced againat
bhitn, and loft him hers to dio. Come

on, Alea; we nced have no fear.
Ho'll prove no encmy of curep quite
the opposito.” e
Dick Farley jumped ercet, and
hurried towards the apot. :
“Hallo!t” ho eang ont, boldly
enough,

The nman lashed to the mast rolled
his ayes in a startled fashion, It was
the only sort of movement he could
make, for he was bound band and
foot, whilo ever his mouth was fos
tencd & gag of leather.

A great, hearded, massive man of
mighty limbs lhe was, with faco
tanned like saddio-leathor; a man ef
prodigious breadth of shoulder and
depth  of chest, whose caormous
etrength nust bhave given infinite
troublo to thoso whe had ultimately
bound him.

Dick leapt forward, and with Lis
knife eut th cord thut held tho gaw
in place. The sailor—for such ho
plainly was—gavo a groan ef rolief.

**Thankee, mato—thankeel” ho
lrurst out. in a veieo that scomed to
comuv up from his sca-boota, aa Dick
ect to work to eever the bonds which
scoured him. * Whalos and white-
bait. hut it’s o trest to got that lump
o leather ottt o' my monthl It's
tho fust time as Soloman Grim's bin

trussed up like o fowl! wi’ tho
asthmy !"
** What's happened? Who did this

te you?" asked Diok, ns ho slashed
thraough thas last of thoe confining
bonds.

Snlomen Gritn shat an  angry

lance tn starboary, and, shook his

t at tho sea.

“Who dono it? sez you. Why,
thein skunks ubonvd the long boss
yomler! 1 dunie yo, mates—uevor
clapped eyes on ye afsre—and ‘ow
vo've cnms ‘ere’s beyond my
reckonin’  altogother.  Stewaways,
are o0 ?” ho wral on, as Alec Winter
broke in with word of explanatien.
“\Wer), thun, ve've stowed gyersolves
awny to some good cnd, anywaf:«.
and Selemon Grim's mortal gratefal
to ye!™ RHe stretched out hia
cramped limbs es he spoke, and thou
sheok himsell. ** But we aln't got
no timoe fer chin-music '’ he want on
suddenty.  *“ D'ye know wot's ’ap-
penod te  this ship? She's b
scuttled, and yender goes the skunks
es scattled ‘er! DBut sho's fillin® fas?,
matcs, all the time we're talkin',
and—""

* Net filling es fast as you think,
perhaps.” burst in  Dick Tarley.
 Wa'vo caulked the hicles.”” And he
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uickiy related to Solomon Grim
vhat had been done. ' -
“Salt 'orse and weevils!” cried
he sailor, with one of his strange
fclamations, of which he seemed to
ave an inexliaustible store. ¢ But
you've acted smart, blow me if you
in't! If them plugs is tight and
aut—and I'll 'ave a look at ’e;,m
resentl;—-we’ll be able to keep 'er
float. 'That's summat to <
ful for, though we can’t do r,nuch wi
ho ship if the wind gets up.” .
¥ ‘“But how bas it all happened?
Dick was beginning to ask, when he
was interrupted with:
% ‘“Lions and unieorns! But there
Zain’t time for jaw now. You and
yer mate and me's the onl{ souls
board. 'That's bad enough; but
hile we've time we’'d best prepare
Mor wusser. We must look aroun’
and see what state thein dirty skunks
'ave left the Gaspard in. But, fust
of all, the well must be sounded, to
find out 'ow much water she’s took
in."”

He ran, without another word, to
the upper deck, seized a long iron
rod, and dropped it down the tube,
He drew the rod up quickly, and
while Alec held a lantern examined
it anxiously.

- “Thanks be!” he muttered fer-
vently, with a sigh of relief; ‘ only
five inches. Them plugs o' yourn,
anate, 'ave kept the water out famous.
I'll go and 'ave a look at ’em straight
away, in case they're loosenin’.”

- And as he spoke he took a couple
of paces towards the ‘forecgsf:[c; But
then he stopped, starting violently.

“Thunder. and lightnin’! They're
comin’ baek !

It was not yet quite dark, and as
Le glauced. out to starboard some-

It

thing had caught his eye, and had

drawn from bim the exclamation.
“What is it?” asked Dick and
Alee in a breath.

“The boat! Look! They're
comin' back! They must 'ave forgot
summat !”

The hearts of both hoys thumped
away in their breasts as they followed
the direetien in which Solomon Grim
pointed. .

Gradually, after o full minute’s
hard stare, they could make out a
boat on the crest of & long, undu-
lating wave. The boat was coming

towards them swiftly,” rowed by
several pairs of strong arms.

“Only one of "em’s comin’. The
long-boat und the othet’s still

standin’ off. That’s smnmat else to
be thankful for!” cried Solomon

Grim as, with keen, anxious eyes, he

watched the approach of the boat.
“ Now, mates, we've got to stir our-
selves. We must be ready for 'em,
and if they tries to come aborrd, by
the roarin’ sca-sarpint, we'll give "om
Jipl - .

.]~ “'Ere,”-he went on, stooping and
»picking up a heavy iron belaying-pin,
{wiich he ‘handed to Dick, ‘‘ketch
-hold o' this, and presently stand by
iwhere I tells you. There’s one o’ the,
same sort for you !’ he called out to
"Alec, pointing as he did so to another
belaying-pin which lay close to where
the boy was standing. *“ And now I
thinks I laows where I can lay 'ands
on & pistol. Y’ll be back with yein a
minute, mates.”

- - Solomon Grim darted aft, making'.

for the ecaptain’s cabin. %uickly he
veturncd, holding a revolver, and
with a look upon his face that was
well in keeping with his name.

“ Now, my lads, come and tale up
yer places "ere by the bulwatks I he
said. “Keep out o' sight, so’s they
won't know you're ’ere, and be ready
to smash in the fust skull as comes
within yer reach. If we only
manages the job neat and proper,
we'll send the whole bilin’ of ’em to
their last port afore they knows we're
about. Come on!"”

THE 2nd CHAPTER.
Three againat Five—Fighting for
Life — Tv hery — 8ol
Qrim Wounded,

HI boat was now near enough

“ for those on the Gaspard to
see that it was being pro-

A fifth held the

pelled by four men.
vudder lines.

With no hindering wind to beat it
off, the hoat came swiftly alongside.
Solomon Grim, with lis revolver
ready, gavo & quick, significant glance
at the two boys to keep still.

The voices of the men in the boat
could be heard now, and it was easy
to gather from their words that they
had come back to the ship for a for-
gotten compass. Probably because
of thoe fast-falling darkness, they did
not properly gauge the height of the
vessel's water-line. Had it been
light, they would most certainly have
scen that, contrary to expectations,
the Gaspard had not begun to settle

OUT ON THURSDAY—The Mammoth Easter and S

down. Their suspicions would then
have bLeen aroused; and their course
of aetion completely altered.

But now they came on quite un-
suspectingly. ‘The boat’s painter was
hitched to a chain-plate, and one of
the men, rising, began to haul him-
self up the vessel's side.

Solomon Grim, leaning over the
bulwark, revolver in hand, showed
himself for the first time. Those ip
the boat gave a cry, as if they had
seen & ghost.

“There’s a quick passage to yer
last port!" roared out Solomon, and
pulled the trigger.

Back flew the climber's head, and
down in the water, between tho ship
and the boat, he fell with a heavy
splash, shot throuszh the brain!

“Grim! It's Solomon Grim! 'E’s
got free 1" roared onc of the sailors.
“Quick, lads ¢! Board lier all together
and do for him !

They were brave enough men in
their way, though they had proved
themselves dastards in jeaving a ship-
mate aboard the seuttled ship.

Up loapt the four, intending to got
on board simnultancously.

Fearsome was the brief scene that
followed. Hoarse threats mingled
with cries of fury and pain from the
boat’s crew as one after ansther they
were beaten back into the sea by
Solomon Grim, Dick, and Alec.

““ Brayvo, young ’uns !” roared out
Sol, speaking for the
first tine since the en-
counter. ““That’s the
{fust found to us. Now,
if them other boats
comes  alongside, wo
must sarve ’em like-
wise. ‘Where be t'other
boats, though? I can’t
see 'emr. 'Arf a jiffy,.
while I fetches a
night-glass !’

Ho hurried away to |
the ocaptain’s eabin
onee again. '

Dick and Alec spoke
not a word. Instinct-
ively they moved away
together.” All unused
to such terrible work,
the vivid memory of
:Jhe Tecent scerﬁ: was §

eginning to tell upon
them. Both  boys
shook in every Limb as
they walked to the
port-side of the vesscl,
50 as to get the actual §
scene of the fight out B
of their vision. .

In silence they gazed
ot wpon . the - dark
bosom of the limitless
ocean ; only for nbout
five seconds, though, -

A piercing shriek re-
verberated through the
ship. Diek and Alec
turned,, with. scaved
faces, and rushed aft.
Hoarse  cries’ and
curses - were = coming
from the head of the
companion-ladder lead-
ing. to the cuddy.
Upon the deck there
the forms of two men
could be scen engaged
in a deadly struggle, -

“You dirty, treache.

rous dogl” came in
awful tones from: Solo-
mon Grim. ‘ Youd

‘ave killed me for a

sartinty if you could; but now I've
got-you, and, by thunder, your last
minute’s come {'" . i

He had put orne huge, powerful
hand upon the other’s throat. With
his other hand he gripped the fellow’s
og. Ife rose to his feet, and, with
mighty strength, lifted his adversary
up bodily, swung himi in the air, and
rushed to the ship's side, and fHung
him overboard.

As if in & dream, Dick and Alec
looked on, terrified. | :

* Snakes and vii)ers! But that
were & narrer squeak ! Young ship-
mate ’—Solomon Crim gave s groan
as be advanced towards Dick Farley
—*“ you'd obleege me by puttin’ yer
'and ’twixt my shoulder-blades.”

Hoe stooped and turned rouud as he
made the request. -

Dick recoiled with horror as he
looked. Thon, nerving himself, he
stretohed out his hand, and as gently
as possible withdrew a knife which
had been buried up to the hilt in
Solonton Grim’s back.

“Did—did he do that?’ the boy
gasped, meaning the man who had
just been hurled overboard.

‘“Ay, lad, 'e done it, right enough,
the dirty, treacherous skunk! 'E got
aboard without me seein’ 'im. 'E must
'ave secn me go off to the cap'n’s
eabin, and then orawled arter me and
waited. 1 ’adn’t no ideer ‘e were
about til T was nigh at the top o’

Jack,”

the companiondadder. Then 's sprung
at me in-tho dark wi' this, and stuck
it "tween my shoulder-blades. That's
wot druv mo to do wot I done to
bim.”’

Solomon Grim groaned again, and
reeled where he stood. Xven in the
gloom the two boys could see that
his face was drawn, and quivering
with pain,

“I—I think I'll lay down for a
spoll,”” he murmured, his deep voice
weakening. ‘'This stab is a-givin’ me
jonmick.”

“You must have the. wound
washed!” cried Dick, alarmed at the
sailor's sudden weuakness. ¢ Come,
Aleo, talke his other arm, and we'll
help him down to the captain’s
cabin.”

Solomon Grim drew himself eveot.

“Not for a minmute—mustn't go
below for a minute,” he said. “The
boat—ave must look for the longboat
fust 1

And, alithough he trembled vio-
lently, the plucky sailor drew out the
night-glass from & pocket in whidh
he had placed it and swept the .ocean
—not . ouly to starboard, but all
around, for ho could not be certain
whether, in the eslm, the unsteered
ship had vecred round and changed
her course. )

No sign of ihe longboat or eny
other craft was to be aeen,
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dered at, therefore, that mow the op- |-

portunity - offered for a good meal,
they should avail themselves of it to
the fullest extent.

Nor was Sol Grim munch behind
them in this respedt. ‘ He, too, it ap-
peared, had suffered somss privations
during the last day or tvvo, and the
food was as welcome to him as it
was to lis young compamions in dis-
tress.

When at length the repast was
finished, and he lit his pape, the big
sailor seemed to be much better, His
wound, fortunately, was Found to be
not 80 serious as it had first looked,
the knife not having penetrated very
deeply, after all, owing to its having
slid through the flesh in a lateral
direction. The blade had touohed no
vital organ, and it was soon seen that
a quick recovery might be- looked for,
Sol Grim's strength and -constitution
were so wonderful, indeed, that with-
in a couple of hours he was well
enough to give Dick and Alec an ac-
count of what had happeried.

The crew of the Gaspard lhad, it
appeaved, been 8 very mixed one,
comprising as it did Dutchmen,
Scandinavians, and other [oreigners,
with only two or three En glishmen,

This moetley crew had been sub-
jected to a more than usual amount
of bullying and ill-trcatment at the
hands of the captain and the first and

hise mouth wae fastened a gag of leather, -

“8he's gone,” (Grim muttered.
‘‘ The cravens in her have sheered off,
not carin’ wot becomes o’ them they
sent back-to the ship. Well, it's itke
'em; and if the whole bilin’ of ’em
goes to the bottom, ’ere’s one as
won't weep o tears for 'om. Now,
niates, if you'll lend me a ‘and, Til
turn in for an hour. 1 shall be all
the better for a rest arter ihis ’ere
scuffle.”

Each taking an arm, Dick and Alec
Led the big sailor belaw, In the cap-
tain’s own bunk they .placed him,
touk off his coat and shirt, and
bathed the wound, binding it up
afterwards, Having done which, they
set about gelting a uaneal, the
wounded man telling thein where pro-
visions were to be found.

The scuttling crew had apparently
ransacked the enddy stores pretty
thorouglly, but there was still plenty
left, and 1t was not very long before
quite an appetising meal was spread
upon the cabin table,

To this Dick and Alec did more
than ample justice. Their food during
the voyage had, as a matter of fact,
been of a most meagre and mono-
tonous kind. Stowed away down in
the hold, the two boys had lived en-
tirely on water and ship’s biscuits—a
case of whicl, by some means or
other, had found its way among the
general cargo. dt is little to be won-

sccond mates., For a time the men
had borne it quietly enough; grum-
blmg' among themselves, truly, hut
showing no signs of opem rebollion,

As the voyagae progressed the persc-
cutions by the three officers inoredsed,
uutil one day, efter roundmg Cape
Horn, matters bad reached a tragic
olinax, The orew had agreed to
mutiny, aud, acting up to their agree-
ment, had nurdered the officers ont
of hund, dociding then to- scuttle the
ship, and escape it the boats,

Solomon Grim had been strongly
opposed to the spilling of blood.- %Ie
had taken no part in it, neither had
he, on the other hand—so sudden was
tho attack—been able to take steps to

revent it. On learning what had

ven done, however, he spoke out
with such boldness of spirEt that there
and then the crew decidled that Lo
should share the fate cf the three
officers.

Death was to be the 1o ward of his
opposition; but instead off murdering
lim on the spot, it was decided to
leave him aboard after scuttling the
ship, and so let him meet a torturing
death by drowning.

Thus it came about that, after a
desperate struggle, he had been over-
powered, bound, and gagged. lashed
to the mast, and left to meet what
seemed to be an inevitable doom.
How he was saved from a death that
seemed certain, we alreacly kuow,
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A great bearded ‘man of massive limbs was lashed to the masi, whilte over

In veturn for his confidenoe, Dick
Farley and Alec Winter recountad to

im their own brief history. Both
boys had been born and bred in a
little town upon the Norfolk coast.
Both had been left orphans at quite
an corly age. Perhaps it was . this
similarity of ciroumstance that had
bound them so. closely together, for
now their frlendship was. of the
staunchest.

Though in some respects their
characters differed, yet in one direc-
tion they vesembled ecach other
closely. For years both had longed
Many a
time, " playing upon the beach at
hame, they had gazed out, watohing

. the stately ships go past, and -had

longed for a life in lands beyond
the sea.

As tho yéars went on, this passion
had incrensed, until, friendicss and
alene, save for each other, and with
next to nothing to tie them to the
place where they had lived all their
days, they had decided to see the
world. And oue day they had pul
their decision into operation. They
had tramped to London with but a
shilling or two in their pockete, and
had made their way to the dooks.

Tliete, after one or two futile at-
teiapts to conceal themselves on
other vessels, they had at last found
an' opportumity of stowing themselves
away 1n the Gaspard’s hold. -

Their intention had bean to show
themselves on deck when the ship was
o fow dayw ont at sen: but, gatharing
sontething of the character of the
captain from his loud, bullying voice
and his foul language, which pene-
trated frequently even. to their
hiding-place, they had altered their
programme. :

Stowed away there in the hqld,
living on the meagre fare whiel
chaneo threw in their way, they had
remained concealed Il that fateful
moment whan they had seen the ma:n
enter with lantern and auger.

““Oh, so you sce him come in, aid
you see him bore the ‘oles?”’ ox-
claimed 8ol Grim,-who had listened
with the utmast interest to the lattor
part of the bovs' story., “ Wot sort
of a feller were '67” i

“A bigboned, swarthy rnan,” an-
swered Dick, *“ with thick black hair
and moustache, and wearing rings in

hia cars."” -

“Hul! And they were big silver
I'mgs't" . : : : o
““Yes, very big; nearly as big

round as shilling-pieces,’” Alec Winter
chimed in. . . .
- Bol Grimn clenched his fist and
smote the air, .
*Frisco Jake, for a thousan’ " Sol
Grim ecried.  “The ~hound! 'L
were the - onec as -led ihe mutiny.
e were! Calls ’isself o Englishman,

.though. T . doubts if ‘e’s ‘got enough

British blood in his ugly carkis to fill
a toaspoonl So that were the feller?
I thought as much! 'E were the ouc
as turned t'othars agen me, and if ¢
could ‘'ave got his way, ’e'd 'ave

“knifed ‘me thera and then! Well, it

ain't very likély as me and ’Fosco
Jake 'l ‘mezt agen in this world, and
I'm sartin sure I don’t want to bo
where 'e is in the next; but if ever
we do.come face to face—why, then
it’s death for me or bim in a brace
o’ shakes!”

Ominous words, und sharp-edged
the wish for veugeance they Le-
tokened.

Full of grave import for the future.
too; for Sol Grim and ’Frisco Jake
wero fated to cross each other’s path
an strange, unjooked-far fashion; to
matoh his great strength each against
the other when at length they shou'd
come to grips,

THE 3rd CHAPTER.

Adrift on the Ocean—Alarmed in
the Night--The Gaspard Strikes
& Rock —“To the Boat! To tho
Boat!"

LEAR and beautiful broke
the morning. 'The lonz

swell upon the sea of the
previous night had died down, till
now, with no breath of wind stirring.
the water looked like a great sheet
of glass, whosa green lightened to a
shimmer of silver beneath the eastern
splendoyr of the rising sun. -

Dick Farley and Alec Winter had
shared the night watches between
them, one relieving the other, at the
suggestion of Sol Grim, who fent
his big silver timekeeper for the pur-
pose, at the erd of four hours.
- The two boys.were carly on decl.
being joined soon after by Solomon

rim, who was a great deal bector
after his night's rest. The big sailor,
with 8 telescope obtained from the
eaptain’s cabin, scanned the sea in
every direction in search of a sail
But there was none in sight.

Union.
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Naow, for tho first time, Dick a.nd
Alec began to realise the frightful
ri]l of their position. Events had
len so thizk and fast upon them
the prev:oua night - reflec-
tion had been harred by the Decsesity
of .aotion. Now, however, it was
ifferent. The eight of tho descrted
drifting aimlessly upon the face
calm, untroubled sca, brought
with it a sense of desclation.
it was that as long as the
cilm weather held they would bo safo
chough, for Sol Grim now descended
hold to inspect_tho_dastardly
\\orl: ol the ‘scutlars. Ho found that
%ugn which Dick had iuserted in
oles had served their purposo
well all things consid ;  but
fashjoning moro effoctive . wedges,
he drove tham vigorously bome with
n mailet, and rondered the Gaspard
as tight aa a cooca-nut. ..

This made them all more easy in
But upon the boys there
began to sottle a feeling of gloom,
which decpened and deepenod to the

ars of despair.

It a gale shouid come! They
shivared at tho thought. Bo larga e

Gaspard, alose-reefod
though she was, would bo entirely
beyond the oontrol of thres hands.
Their one great hopa was that they
might bo picked up by some passin
vessel ; and, for thiz purpase, a sigual
of dutreu was Tun 1p.

'‘ Bome ehip will bo sure to see 1t,"
Dick murm

And with this hopa the two boys
cnnsoled themselves,

Tho boat which had been hitched
a]ongmée by tho returning sailors was

nuled up, to he of nse in case of

rgenc‘y should the Gaspard begin
water sgein,

\Vcary ennugh was the day, spent
for the most part by the two heys in
uca.mnn[f1 the ccoau’s mighty axpanse
in search of a sail. But hour after
hour passed, with nothing to reward
their sonstant vigilance.

Down the west the sun moved in
all his majesty, -sinking lower and
lewer till was but a rim of red
gold upon the horizom; then, sudden
and swift as a child cionng its eyes
in sleop, he sanx into a purple bed
of oloud. suffusing it with a ragged
ridge of crimson and orange.

Night fell, hring'ng with it its
clceper terrors of darkness and ac-
contuated solitude.

bours dragged on, their
monotonry broken only by trouhled
sicep al hutﬂg-enten meals,

Dick took the first waﬁch arousing
Sol Grim at tho end of four hours.

The sailer went -to the p, while
tha boy turned in, to fall asfcap at
qanoe,

How ]nnio hed slept he did not
know, but awoke to a realisation
that something bad happe ued, A
loud t.orntymg. echoin
shook bim out of stum md lha

Glaspard was trembling "In every
plank.
‘At tha eame moment thore was a

" clatter of beavy footstepa down thu
. vompanijoa-laddor, and in rushed 8ol

Grim, ebouting at the top of his

" voice:

“Up, lad—up, for the love of
Ho;venl Tho lhlpl atruck on a
. 10

Then he hastened away, with wav-
ing arms and wild, excited shouts, to
warn Aleo,

In & minute the two Iads, partly

" dressed, burried upon deck to where

Hol Grim was mut.mg. hard by the
davits.

“The boat—the boat! Wo muat
take to the boat!" cned the sailor.

" I¢'a our only chance!”

(Anather enthralling insta mant of
this grand new aduventure story wiil
be pubd'ished on Tussday n- xt.)

¥,

Tho End of the Quast. .

TE%AVING gained the top of the

stairs, Pete tanpped st _the

J first door he came to, and
entered the room.

It was & small attic. Seated al »

tahle, on which was e dim oit-lamp,

‘wn a young woman bard at work

mg Har features’ were regular,
or

apa
mem. wu a hittle boy of wbout eight
ienm of age, and Pete alowly shook
is head and sighed an he gucd apon
that scene, for by the woman's sad,
wan face ha read the tale of povart.y
in all ite lurid light.
Thore' was a hopeleu -
pression in the young wommaﬂf
as she glanced at him with a atartlied

gaze.

“ Hes Mr. Carter come with you?”
she murmured,.

“ Ho's omtsido now, my dear,” an-
swered Peto.  * Here, Hory, go and

nr two'fres 'minutes;
Without waitin, If for nn answer,
Pate shut and locked the door.
" Do you know what I hah come
for, my dear?” he inquired.
" Yen; my—thess fow poor things,
and to turn my—my boy and me mbo

" 'l‘ink I {ook Like o man dat. would
do dat?”

“1 & mugt get your
hiving. ?don ‘t {)‘mmo you. §

*“Golly! You may start blaming
mo whon I get my living dat road.
1s Carter & hard landlord?”

“Yen. But ho lete me run into
debt, bocause he knows I pay whan
I can get the monoy. I wovar cen
get what I owa !:rm now—not get it
and feed my boy.

* Boems to mo you hah begn feed..
ing dat boy botter dan yaqurself.
Sufl, I dna natural. Derc's .

fore I atart mlkmg—dn.t is, you don't
tink I'm a bad man?”’

“I do mot. If your employer i:u
ordered you to taka my etic s, you
have no choice in the matter.”

?Yah, yah, yahl Tink I'd hab &
lmg‘hty fngcbonee in da matter, tool

Supposo you don't know dat I can
tell your fortune?”’

*1 know it—oh, I know ! MA?
Hen.van balp me, for my boy's eakel™
. Stoady,dere! Don’t you dare to

R

"I think my tears are all dried

u

o Wull dat’s a at an
Dey nober do any goot{ when dzay are
wot, Tiak I'Tl st.u't wid teling you
a bit about de past. Gib ma your
loft hand.”

*“You can tell me nothing. The
past & know ; the future no nian can
tell—nor wouhl I dare to hear jt if
you oould

o y dear, gih me your left
hand. D-t’l ounai'ble! Myeo! Mar-

cied when you were nincteeut’

"**Yes. But how did you know!"”

“Golly! You don’t suppose’ I'm

Your name is Meggie. Learnt dat
€asy. Your husband was a sailor.”
‘“Ie was: and a botter husband
oo, jpms ol
‘ Ho might tur, out bad if
he had not boen wrocked.”
**1t is fa get ?
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“Now, don’t you go so
fact, my dear*

““Mr. Carter In waiting?

» Well, we don't mind him
deing det.  Now, let me see,
I sink a dog somes in dn
Chre, ma tn me yon'm
fnghurned oh Rary ; hut your

Y _can romp wid him as
much as he likes; I'm Pute,
and bof Rory and me are
fond ob obildren. Well, we
will say & big_dog flew at
your infant, Yeu went to
save him, aad got bitton on

Boys.

th Pilstol da lelft arm. Why, dere’s ds
M *
sﬁﬁ%m.ﬁi‘?ﬁif.mff “How did you kuow

this 1 ”
* Hort ob detective work,
my dear. Now for your

name. Yon must tell me
dat.”
2.0. ** Maggie Thorn,”

. Mngme is de short for
Mavrgaret,'

Serial Stories.

Flay wid dat little boy Stop outside.

only ono ting you'm got to say be-|

gihing away my eecoret Lika dat? ]

e Yeﬂ I

# What i3 Thorn de sliort for?"

“Thornton. I did not wish my
busband’s name to bo kngwn, in my
poverty, Ho' was zho son of a wel-

to-do farmer, nmlm, and
his father cast !um o&"‘3
fathar and etepmother—hat ed
'Hls father diod, leav.ng all he Iud m
hie second wnfe Within a m‘ she
married again. ~ This wae before I
lm my d ", -
" And his name wu?"
“Tom Thernton. I nsed to teach

in the Sundayechool. But who told
you about 4hs soar nton arm?"

* Two-{reo poople knew ’bout dat.
Now, den, Maggie, I'm going to let
Carter in, How much rent do you
owe him?”’ -

:"aus,tu tho mmme -

n't gou pey any?”

“% have three-and-nincpence. The
rent is aix shiltinga. But if I get thia
work done by next Wedneadsy I shall
bs.ve ten shilings.'’

Deén you want some money for

Bving

ges.. I could pay him two-and-
sixpence to-day, end six ehilliags on
‘Wednesdsy.

“Tink bo will aocept dac?”
“No. He will turn mo out.”
“ 0se yon try him. Come i,

mistake hare, Consder dat matter
mentioned ail off, &till, ds poor
woman happens o bo able to pay
eomo ob your rens.!

“T nust hava it adll™

1 cannot pay!” sobbed Maggioe.
“1 can
and #ix e noxt Wednesday.™

“No: I won t,do #1" cried Carter,

! m!.lturnyououtofﬂhe laca! I
have been far too casy with you al-
i ready, and thess nre the 1thankx l ver"

s.ve pxty. for my child’s sake ™

You aither pay

or go! Thata umuua
s busionge.” ‘Now, you
elear out oh dm [ Ouwr. old

hora!” said Pete. v .

1 shall do no mich ﬂnng, ,you im-
pertineat vuqabondl I am 1n poeses-

sion, and—=""

n§ dunuo,” eaid Peto, sending him
fyi through the rway, . but
Fm inclined to tink you will! Sbaul
hab aneder talk wid you Jusz directiy, |
Maggie. You wait here till wo oome
back, which will bo in
hour. Dia is de way .

Carter; old hoss! Secema ‘to bo some-]

onmyou half-a-crown now |

l

: Awwﬁmm%%
*
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‘‘ Herc's tho spalpeen!’’ shio yolled.
“&'ll teach the Nkes of him to turn &
poor, weak woman into the streets,
aid so I will! Come on, 8alt™
:shxieked'

ali of
h, yah!"”" roared Pete, as
about & dozen infuriated women
rushed at Carter.
The Irish lady stiashed his tall hat
fiat with har fist. 8al gave him ons
;n the eye and tore him down the

&ho was & big woman, l.ucl dging
by t.ho wsy sho bammered Jsadcr.
waa

‘Hclpl lIelp!" he howl.ed.

‘lY !
ain’t hei%:g &r. littla tot2** roared
Pete, , yah, yahl Afind dey
don’t hurt you, Carter!’

They rolled him on trhoﬂground and
appoared 10 bo determined to tear his
clothes from hés back. The scramble
ondy lasted a fow mnmtea' then his
assailanta bolted.

*¥Yah, yah, yeh! Just lcok at dis

ssarsorom, Bopsl voared DPata, who
was really glad at tho rowgh treat.
mens Carter had received. *‘Bay, dd
homs, ain't it damp eitting in dat mud?
Goﬂ;! Doy hab dawed yow, Cartorl
u'm worsa scratched dam o d
who has takon an undorneu! bite
s [risky cat. Vah, yab, yahi"
* Why dxd you not comea to bolp,
you vi'lla.m'l groaned Carter,
»Dido’s tink dose ladun wanted
much help,” observed “ But
here oomes & bobby ; ’r’np he will

help you.

“Tve bean robbed!”™ howled
Cuarter, leaping to his feet. " Furyl
Every jpanay of my money has beon
stolan1”

I

*Yah, yah, y
?If you Mgh lt moe I'll bo the
durh of yout”
Yah, yuh, 1 You -do amuse
ma, my poor, dear old hosm !’

* 1 havo been amlted amad robbed,
constablel” howled Camr, stamping

about in his Impotent {u
““Hsva you lost mclx!" Inquired

-:xf congtable, with exmsperating
# Muc.hl Of ocourse K thave!l

%;V"bnt do you cal! much—4five shil-
l"ive shillings bo hangedl! ! havo
been robbed of over fifty poounds!™

rader like it, dan* he, Bobby.

“Phow! It's not safo to wmo
down hore with all that money in
Beu“ pocka.ts I can, sce you have

“Yah, sah ya.‘nl He does book
Looks
almost as if ho had been in o raflway
aoudem.. or & motor emagh-up, Yah,

fwi "yn!ﬂ Talk about mouhlqg
owls !

. *“Have t.hey been fhmwmg‘ somé-
lﬂnn over him?"’

o T O W
mi ah, yah; ya upspilt dat’
O e gene. don's appeat 1p ha

“The gent don't .a o va
been fortunate to-day. Do yon think
you oould identify your aseailants]”

“Ono of them went by the name
of Bal. Anothur was an .Imh-
woman.’

“That won't help ans. 'l‘here’a htm-
dreds Bals about this part,
there's thousands of Iridhwomen,

“Then how am I to get my p_l'o-
perty back?"

“Yah, yah,
he’s going to T

“ Bloat if 1 kﬂow! Bm 1 ghonld
say ha wouldn't get # hack, ¥You
ace, 1 know & bit sbout the inhabi-
tante in this pert, a:.l tiey ara fiv-
they are mortal fly, Was tho in- .,
in aotas?™ '

“Yoe."

' Well, that makes it a btt better.
V-t had hest give me the mlmben ol
the notes, and J'd make inquiriea.’

This was not at all sati

ry to

Cemor. ¢ sounded se foarfully hopus
lcss. And he loved money so dearly
that the voss of twopence would have
been a great trial to him. The loss~
of fifty pounds was unbearahle,

“You have the timnbers of the
noteA D‘L’ he said, tumqg to Pete.

**The numbers of the notes, fool I”

**Yos, dero were some numbein on
de notes,'”

! Where are thay!®

‘““ What—do notes?'t L

* You hockbead!™ howled Carter, '
“No! Where ara the nambors?"”

**On de notes, oid thosal®’

**¥You hava a copy of tham?"

** What should ‘I’ Hy notes for?
Do words on dem &ro all de same.”

“*71he numbers are not.”

**Nunno! But doy are too mighty
long for me to copy.”*

*Didn’t you keop the numbars?
ingnired tha constable.

E; It ain‘t likely!™

" Wel. whore did you get the
notes?

“ Do bank, I tp«:t Migit hab
got some fmn aok

“There is not the least chance of

the numhors,” ' said

sonhl Howdo ontml:

r.raom,i.
** Wo have been travel.ln:} a.bout 5ml
I got & oircular lotter

don't even know what pamoular
banks they were drawn from."

dowmu.m. Carter!
iou pau't
tmnblo white 1 bab got
T T e o yon
n OW, n, you
rascal a l%ed
u fift;
zgrned ’out to
right woman. It is do
right one. Yon stole a
five-paund note from f
me, .40, here are aino
fivers”
"] want eix wecks
rent.”

“Nunnot Five
weeks',”
' There will bo aix

wecks' in a few daye.”’

“Yes, and dere will
be seven next weok,
and eght de weok
aftor. But I ain't pay-
iog dem. ane six chil-
lings, Jack?* -

¢ Thirty shillinge.”

“It's downnght won- [{§
derful how you make |
doso caloulatxona ia
your bead.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ What are f-
fawing at? Thurty s il- ’
linga for you, i
Dia is de way out ob
de bulldxng.

Carter quite
satisfied thh that ar-
rangement, and, know-
sog the neighbourhood
wel, he thought the
sooner he got ont of xt
:un‘h all that mt%ne

possesaton tho
ter it would bo.

He had nmearcely
gained tho alley, how-

ever, when an Irish-

woman ruehed towards
bim,

¥Yah, yah, yah!” roared Pete, as

About half A dezen infuriated women

rulh.d at Carter.

ANOTHER FINE NUMBER NEXT WEEK containing fulther Long Instalments: of our Grand New

Order Your Copies in Advance.



734

THE BOYS’

¢ hen you're floored, sir,”” said the
constable.

“Yal, yah, yah! .
chances ob recovering dose notes ain’t
good?”’

£ “Well, I don't know about them
#being good; but, you see, he hasn’t
kgot any chances.”

E “Yah, yah, yah!”
% ““You seem glad.”
“r dowaright,

9

C Y Tm mighty glad,
“Bobby! Yah, yal, yah! I'm so glad
dat T’ll gib you dis sovereign for your
‘gtrouble.”
% ¢“I'in inuch obliged,” said the man
ot law, slipping it into his pocket.
g;“But I'm not allowed to take any-
whing like this, so you'll excuse me

efuding it.” . .
% S Yah, yah, yah! Suttinly! You'd
fhetter buzz off home, Carter.”’
¢4 % How can I go home like this, you
%Billy rascal?”’
o “Duuno. But I don’t see how
%o_u'm going any oder way.”
2 * Lend me five pounds.”’

- Nunmno!”’

“{ haven't ot a penny. The hags
have robbed me of every farthing!™
“Vah, yah, yah! It serves you

right! How many hab you robbed?
- You hab turned starving women and
~‘children into de streets, Now, den,
. find your way ‘home widout a penny
Tin your ;}mcket, for youll get none
-from me.”
4 % May my curse fall on your head!”
» “Dunno, but seems to me your
~cuvee is a lot more likely to fall on
. your own head. Your ourse, old hoss,
15 de lub ab monay. Sturving women
- and starving little childron are as
gnoting to you. You must bab your
“rents, and dey ean go into do streets.”
&: “There’s the workhouse” . -

_“Yes; but people willing to work
should neber hab to go dere.” .
T %You work a lot, don’t you?’.
. %1 don't work any. Still, I.did,
"and hard, too, when I had to get my
+dibing, De Government ought to find
- work for ebery man and woman
v wanting " it, and dey oughin’t to eny
“dere shull be no sweating, den take
Zcontracts at a price dat dey kmow
“ won't leatbe room for fair wages.
for dose who can work and won't, dey
ought to be sent abroad and made to
work. Now buzz off! I hope de day
ain't far distant when you hab to pull
down ebery cne ob dose slums you
own and get de rents ob inansions
for dem. 1'm only a black nigger,
and noting to be proud ob at dat; all
de same, 1 wouldn't change places wid
you, old hoss! Nunno, I wouldn’t
chiange places wid you. Golly! I'd
-mde;’r change places wid Rory. Buzz
off I -

My friend,” exclaimed a young
curate, pushing through the crowd
that had assembled, *I know that
man, to my sorrow! I know his
tonants, Ihave listened to your words."

“Eh$’ exclaimed Peto, fixing his
eyes on the stranger, whom the con-
stable saluted. )

"He was n young man, witli earnest
arey oyes, with a sorrowful expres-
sion in them, whicli should not have
been there at his time of life, except
that his work amongst these starving
poor was so very sad, and he so
utterly helpless to relieve their awful
poverty,

“I eaid I had distened to your
words,”

“Pink words am mighty cheap.”

““ Perhaps. But it occurred to nie
that yours were earnest words.”

“T1'd like to alter dis.” :

“ 8o would I. Xeaven knows that!
A few men cannot alter it—cannot
alter the poverty.”

“Suppose dey can't,”” assented
Pete, slipping his arm beneath the
young clergyman’s and marching him
away, “I'm Peto. Jack and Sam
are behind us.”

“Well, I'm Charles}”

“Den look hetre, Charlio boy, we
free hab gzot de means ob doing a little
help where you know it’'s deserved.
You sce, wo don’t know, and gibing
two-free shilinge away ain’t much
use.”’

* Indiseriminately, perhaps not.
Still, two or three shillings help our
work. Ah, if only all those who could
afford it wonld help us with a shilling!
Ilow can the rich sit down to their
sumptudus meals knowing  little
children are starving?”

“ Pon't seo dat matters so long as
doy gib away. ’Spect dey do gib.”

**Some—many, perhcps: but notall.”

“Well; it's a mighty difficult ting to
know how to work it. Still, I'm going
to gib you a hundred pounds for
people in need.”

‘“A hundred pounds!”’

“Yes. Itink Jack and Sammy will
do de same: See, boys, I'm gibing a
hundred pounds to dis gentleman for
de women and little children. Tipk
you would bof like to do de same 7"’

* Of course I would,” said Jack.

You tink his,

*I reckon I'm the same way of
thinking,”’ said Sam, pulling some
notes from his pocleet, * Twenty fivers
will do it. There you are, Pete.”

“ Here are mine,” said Jack.

“Tink you'll ind dat little lot eor-
rect, Charlie boy. Golly! Take dem.
Dey won’t burn you. We got dat
money honestly.”

“I'm sure of that, but—-""

“Den stick to it. Do ting ain’t no
benefit to you.”

“ It is. Al, if you only knew how
this will help my cause!”

“Den buzz off and help your cause,”

T want to find worde—""

“Gollyl What'es de pgood ob
words?"’ .

“My dear boys, I want to think

* All right, Chatlie, old hoss. If a
man wants to tink, he’s best left alone.
Dis way, boys!” . .

Then Pete bolted, leaving Charlie
stanaing on the puvement with a blank
expression on  his face and  three
hundred pounds in banknotes in his
hand. Ilowever, he was perfectly
safe. 'Those poor- people knew him,
and he knew them, They would never
rob him.

About half an hour later Peie
ascended the stairs to Maggie's lonely
attic. Ile carried a two-shilling box of
chocolates. . Jack and Sam, who fol
loweuy, carried an extraordinary lot of
things, because Pete had landed them
with his big parcels. Sam grumbled,
but Pete only told him not to be lazy.

“ Hellup ! exelaimed Pete, entering
the room. “Why, heve is Charlie!
How did you come here, old hoss?”

\
Foacr,

order.,
Come and help me unload dis little
lot, Tom ; but, mind, you ain't to eat o
single mouthful ob pastry till you'm
bhad eome chicken,” :

As Peto chatted away le tnloaded
the good things. .

Poor Maggie looked quitg happy as
she watched her little son cat; and had
it not been for her visitors sha would
have paid little attention to her own
meal, notwithstanding her late lhard-
ships.

As for Tom, he had never eaten sueh
a dinner before in his life, and, being
o sturdy, healthy lad, thanks to
Maggic’s tender care, ho did ample
justice.

“Mind smoking,
guired Pete.

“1f I did I would not tell you s0,”
satd Maggie, smiling. “But I do
not.”

‘“Bery well
cigars, Charlie.”

“Thank you!”

“Now, den, Maggie! Dat hoy is
a credit to you. Suppose I gib lim
o start in life?”

“(Oh! Can you mean it?’

¢ Dere’s onty one ting I should feel
inclined to start him in.”

““ What is that?”

** Should make him a sailor.”

Maggie's face turned deathly white,

my dear?’ in-

Try one ob dese

and there was an expression of despair |-

in her cyes as she gazed at Pete.

# He is all T have to love on carth,
Pete,” ehe said.

“Kh? You'm gotio tink ob de boy.
He ain’t going to remain an ordinary
sailor; he’s going to hab facilities to

I remembered it by muscles. ’

FRIEND—Ip. NEXT TUESDAY.

“ Sure about dat?’
¢ Certain cure.” .
“Well, I want to see de ciptain.”’
“Then you can’t.”’
J “I ain't going off dis vessel {ill T
0. .
“Haw, haw, haw! You ain’t?”
“Nunno!”
Bill-Tom! Stop a - Lit,
though., The captain 15 dead—died
three duys ago—and we buried him at

sea. Sad, wasn't it?”’
“ Mighty sad. Did he die of low-
drophobia ?”

““He died of yaller fever, end its
catching.””

* U hoay, put dat sovereigm in your
pocket, and lead me to de captain.’’

““ Shiver my timmbera! It's a good
'un, too! But you ain’t going to harm
the old man?”

“We'm mighty d friends. I'm
tinking of usking im to take a lad
aboard his vessel.” .

“ And I may have this thiclg 'un?”

“ Dat's yours.”

* This way, mate!
man don't care to be worried.
kn‘?\v higr’l?"

¢ Ain't he splendid?”’

¢ Dere's few better,
asking dig favour, Huwrry wp!
Iiab otily got two-free minutes."

“That's his cabin.”

Pote outered it.  “* The old man”
was certainly under thirty-fives years of
age, and he was a fine, handso-me man,
bronzed by tropical suns and a lifo on
the ocean, -

' Why, my dear old Pete,” he eried,
grasping that worthy's hand, “1'm

You sees, the old
You

Dat's why I'm
Wo
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Peto thook his head and sighed as ho gaxed upon the sad ecene.

. “Up the stals, ‘my dear fcliow.
And I have only just artived, Know-
ing that Mre. Thorn was in distress, 1
came here to help her, through you.”
“Nunno! She don't need any help.
I'm going to look after Maggie. You

must do de helping somewhere else.
I'm going to help dat girl off de face
ob de Farﬂx, and shove her on de

water.

“ilow?”

* Dore’s two-free ways ob doing dat.
Might chuck hev ober London Bridge.
Come here, you saht.  Is your name
Tom? M'yes! Well, dafs right.
Now, try eome ob dese chocolate-
creams. We'm going to hab a late
dinner. Romp down your parcels,
boys. Dere's a chair for you,
Charlie.”

“I mustn’t stay,”

“ Eh? I dunno how you are going,"”
said Pete, locking the door and putting
the key in his pocket.  Yah, yah,
vah: You'm canght in a trap. You
hab got to hab dinner wid us,”
¢ ‘ell, I should certainty like to do
g0."’
“Don’t matter weder you like or
not. You'in got to hab it. Clergymen
ain't allowed to fight; besides, you
coudn’t fight free men. I hab brought
some knives and forke and glasses, in
case Maggie was short ob dem. Cold
fowlg here. Ham here, I forget what
dis shaky-looking ting is ealled. Oh, I
disrernember.  Dat’s muscles!’”

¢ Ha, ha, ha! You mean brawn,”
said Jack. :

“My remembering cistern again.

Dat cistern is alwaye getting out obwant any hands.”

poverty in all its turid light.

ziisc." Might command a vessel one
day. )

*Could you, do you think--— If
we were not parted.”’

“I'm talking *hout de boy. We hab
to consider him.”’ , :

“ What chould I-answer, sir?’ mur-
mured Maggie, turning to the young
clergyman, .

*That which your heart prompts.”’ -

“You can and will raise him from
this misers, Pete?”

“Dat's so.”

“Then I will never stand in his
light,”’

‘“Dat's o brave girl. But sec you
dis, Magzic. Dere’s no necessity to
trouble ober what ain’t happened in
dis world. Maybe I may chauge my
mind in de morniug. Fle’s too young
to be a sailor yet, yo know; and 1
ain’t zot de inclination to take all you
lub from you, Nunno! 8till, Jack
and Sam will come here to-morrow,
and you must go wid dem ’bout
mxlx‘k;;lg Tom a sailor, Is dat settled?”

ox

Dy
“ Den good-night, my dear, and you
keep a brave heart. Comoalong, boys t*

1t was not at all & pleasant morning.
In the first place it was raining, and
in the next it was foggy. Pecte
growled at the weather as he made hig
way to the London Docks. A few in-
quiries enabled him to find the yessel
he required—the Vista—which huad
come into dock two days previously.

“What is it, my man?” inquired &
satlor, stepping forward. *“Weo don’t

Ho read thoe taleo -of

downright glad to see you. I kunew
f’ou would come when I wwote, but
hardly expected you so soom. 1 see,
lnd---1 see how it is.”

“ Where dere’s life dere's Inope.”’
" ¢ Yc;s. That's what makes us go on
iving.”

* 'f‘.:dking ‘bout anoder matter, do’

you tink you could place a likely lad
aboard dis vessel for me? Ile's mighty
young."”
“ 1t’sa rough-and-tumble life, Pete,”
“You've risen in it.”
. :" Not as high as you've risen out of

**Dat was ehance.”

“So was mine, I expect. Siill, I'l
do hmy best for the youngster. How old
is he?”’

“’Bout--well, he aln’t struck ten,”

“1 say, that's too young to send a
lad to sea !’ )

‘* Not if de captain looks after him.”

* But what about his teachi ng?”

“ He has been well taught.” You
could help him on.”

“Why, so I could, old chap—wso I
could. Ay, and so I would! She'sma
staunch little craft, and I have some
shares in her. Yes, I could help o lud
on. A likely lad is he?’

“You'm guessed first time. Wall
built, and, like me, good-looking.”
““S8o ‘long as he has a heart like
yours I don’t care for lus looks. Trot
him aboard, But that will do later,
8it down, Pete.”

“Fine ting to be captain and part
owner ob a vessel like dis,”’ observed
Pete.  ““Fine ting to keep o brave
heart above it all.”’

A brave heart, Pete? Yon think
I keep a brave heart? Why, lad—yon
are o Jad to me— at nights [ sob in my
cahin like a little child !

** Now, ain't dat mighty ridiculous

¢ 1 suppose 60.”

“Suttingly it is. You can't alter
tinngs aat hab oceurred. Dey'm all for
de best. We can'i cee it so at de time.
Jack says dis is right, and, mind you,
dat man is bound to bo correct, dough
I don't tell him so. Now, all dat has
happened is de bery best for you. 1f
vou badn't had any trouble in dis
world you would hab ported your helm
an ”sent your vessei to port, hauled

5

“Here, you know more about the
sea than tihat!” eaid the captain.
“Ilow the thunder can you send yvour
vessol to port when you port your
helm? But i there no hope, Pete?”

‘Y dunno. Dat's for you o say.
What's de time, old hoss?”

“Five minutes 1o eleven.”

“Gollyt I Lelieve you are right,
old hoss. I shall be back in five
minutes.””

“an right, old chap. TI'll be here,
You can bring the youngster.”

Pete hurried up, and as he reached
the vessel'a side he saw Jaek, Sun. and
Maggie, with her little bov, who was
playing with Rory, awaiting hini.

‘“Dis way, my dear.”” eail Peote,
placing Maggie’s arm within his. “ Do
inferior cattle follow on. I hab made
arrangements for your boy to go to
sea de next voyage ob dis vessel.  Best
for him, you know. Mallo, dero!
Below!  Braoce up your timbers and
shiver your anchor chaius!

“*For Jack's come home from eean

onge more,
And browned and bronzed is he.

‘ [Tow's dat, captain? What do you
tink ob dat little lot, Tom Thornton?
Dere’s Maggie, your wifa! Dere’s
Tom, your husband, iy dear! Vah,
yah, yah! Andhere’s young Tom, de
sailor!”

‘ ¢ Maggie!” gasped the young cap-
ain,

“fom!” panted Maggio.

Then she was clag to her hus-
band's broad breast, and, as he pressed
his lips to hers she could say nothing.

Pete turned away, and, pulling out
his knife, carved “P E'T E" in huge
letters ou the side of the captain’s
cabin, Ile ap{)cated to be very much
interested in his work,

“Maggie,’” cried Tom, “while this
vessel Hoats that name shall appear
there; and if ehe flonts when I die, as
I trust may be the case, that nanie
shall bo cut out and nailed upon my
coffin lid 1"

The captain had got his little son on
his arm, while his other arm was round
his wife’s waist.. . . :

“ Lassie,”” he exclaimed, “for all
these weary years I have searched for
you. No effort on my part has ever becu
spared, but all seemed hopeless till 1
met my old chum, Pete. He and his.
friends’ offered to go mn search. "I do
not know how they found you. Uniil
1 elasped you to my breast I did not
know that you were found. My step.
mother told me you were dead, but 1
did not believe it.”* - .

“8he thought I was dead, dear
Tom,"” answered Maggie.

“ I advertised in every paper,’’ said

om,

“Ah, Tom, I saw no papers! T
could not epeud money that way. It
has been a hard struggle—a fight for
bread.”

fMaggic, what can I say? I would
have given my life for vou. " You
would not doubt it if you knew all [
have done to find you, for I never he-
lieved nmiy stepmother’s assertion.”

“She did not know my addrees.
Totn. I thought that you were dead,
and cared for nothing more, exoept our
boy. But must we be parted again?”’

“I'd leave the sea first! But there
is no need for that. We mail a few
daye hence. Why not come with me.,
Maggie?’

“ And little Ton?”’

“Of course. FHaver't [ got to make
a gailor of him? You will never want
again, dear Maggie. I am captain of
this vessel, and part owner. Wiil you
come, little wife?”

““Of course I will, dear Tom! But
what can we say to Pete and his
friends ?”’ ‘ .

# Nothing—abhsolutely nothing, be-
cause words could never express our
gratitude, But they ehall give us a
send-off, if they will.”

“Golly! Ob course we will, Tom,”
said Pete. *‘Now, you and Maggie
want to hab a long talk, so we are
going; but we will come back for de
send-off.. And, mind, I neber got your
icttor. But dat don't matter now.”

Thus Jack, Ham, and Pete’s Qnest
was ended.

THE END.

(Another ** Circus Pote ™ story pext
week.)
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A_FASCINATING COMPLETE TALE OF EASTER.

THE tat CHAPTER.
Tho fwo Clerks —Holiday Plans—

Bon's Tomptation.
T was six o'clock of an April
[[ evening, on the Tbursday be-
fore Baster, and the rays of tho
sinking sun, shining ovor the towers
of Westminater and aerosa tho curve
of the Thames to ths City, hrightenad
even the dingy o of Mr. Brook
Gantheny, the weakhy East India
merchant of King William Streot,
F.C. and tho Hawtherns, Hampatoad.
Mr. Ganthony was still in his private-
rgom, husy with a pile of account-
books; bnt most of his staff of clerks
had finished their duties and gone
home, anly two remaining tn the
outer office.

Ab ten miautas past six, Alfred
Nesh, a youth of ninetecn, flung his
pen tuto & tray, and with e sigh of
ocontent glimbed dewn from his stool.
Having changed his coat, and picked
up his hat and stick, ha hesitatod for
a moment, stroking a budding mous-
tache. Then he stoppod evsr to the
desk where sat ths junior olerk, s
lad of seventeen, with a frank and
pleasing face that showed signe of
worrty. Ben Marker blotted an en-
volope, aud glanced uwp at his com.
panion. .

** Are you off '* he inquired.

"Yen, I'm off,” eaid Alfred.
” Goud-bye to work till next Tucsday
merning. I'm going to have a ri
ping time, if the weather holds N
But why are you looking se Elum ”

1 didn't know 1 was, AlE,

*Welt, you are. You ought to he
choerful, with fuur whole days to do
-nothing in. Look Lore, I'm fixed up
For tho nsxt two days, but I haven't
plaancd anythiag for Monday. What

: %o you say to jo;g'xing me in & trip to

am
"Ip?l:;y wish 1 ocould; but, you |

soa~—"" Ben stopped.

“I den't sec, I miean to stand
treat, old follow, it you'll let me.”

“That's a'wluﬁ{ ]{ood of you,** said
Bon, flushing a little. * ** But 1 can't
go, "Alf, mll{ I can®. That's
straight. I—I have
to de.” .

ur best girl, ek!”

said Alf. en I'm oot n it
And with a laugh he took himself

off.
Ben bad

something clse

Five minutes lator
Bnished his work, but he still sat
ut his desk, with & sed and wistful
oxpression. He waa thinkin‘g sf all
the pleasures that more fortunate
p2ople weuld enjoy between pow and
‘Tuesday, and ha could net help cnvy-
.ing them. He longed for a En_lidaj'
himself, if it was ouly a trip ¢o
Hampstead Haath, or to Kew Car.
dens, hut ho feit that his spare tirne
ovught to he bettor employed.
e had aothing to da as yet—his
" eiatement to Alf not. been quite
correct—but, if poesible, ke meant to
find seme amp‘.oyment,eauring Friday,
dsturday, and Monday, hy which he
conld carn s Jittle extra money. And
money was badly needed at his
Jamble home in Clerkenwell, for his
father, and his twe elder brothers,
Jorry and Herhort, had been eut of
work for weeks, and still had no pros-
pects of getting any.

For a month marif evory permy of
the young olork’s salary had gone to
the support of the family, whieh in-
cluded an invalid mother and a sister

aged nine; but that had not suffieed ' o

to keep poverty from the door, and
now, to mako matiers worse, Mra
Marker's  physician had prescrihed
cortsin thipgs that Ben was unable
te buy. -

This state of affaire was not known
at the offise, or sus| Mr.
Gantheny, for the lad had
the right sort—not the false kind, as
wo sce—and he kept his
warrios to himeolf. He coultr have
asked a stranger to give empleyment
1o his . father and brothers, but ho
would-not appeal to his employer.
ile knew, morcover, that the mer
chant had no vacancies at present.

“T can’t waate these three days,'”
hs told himseli, I must get some-
thing to do, if I only aarn a few
shithngs. Bui what is it to he?”

That was tbe gnostion, and Ben

r{do of |.

'

eat puzzling ovor it, growing mere

despondent as he realised that he had
but a stim chance of making a protit
out of his helidays. A tclephone-bell
ng, fer & moment Mr, Gan-
thoay was hoard talking at tha instru.
ment.  Then he opened the door of
his private-room and looked eut.

1 thought you had gene, Marker,”’
ho said. “I want to speak to you.'

“Yes, sir.”” And tho lad ogesed
the summans.

3r. Brook Ganthony was a large,
florid gentleman, with & benevolent
face t did not helie bis nature.
Personal attestion to business had
been tha sccret of his success, and ou
his desk, strapped togcther, wcre
three or four account-books which he
meant to take home with bim, as be
waa in the liabit of deing at week-
e He frow alightly as he
obsorved that the junior clerk’s
dolhing wos threadhare.

“You niay call & hansom for me,
Marker,”” he said. *‘My carriage
will not he here to-day. And then.
 § mah&ou would go 0 & reimtr;-
offics, the address of which I.will
give you, and ask if the !
s secend footwan. But I fesr swill
ho uscless to sond youw It is not
likely that I can get a man at such
short natice, and for so shert a time,”

“De yuu need one, sir?”

. *I de, and at once. My wife has
J‘nst. telephonod to me that our second
ootman waa taken suddenly ill and
had to go home. He waa under
notice to leave, aad & new man is to
take his place noxt Tuesday morm-
ing. Mcanwhile, I must bave some-
body elsc, for 1 am giving a diaaer-
party tomorrow, and en Meuday
evening we hold a recoption,”

'*You want a man for only four
days, air?’ inquired

can supply

“That s all—until Manday asen: |

in 'll .
_g'I suppose be would have to wear
hvcroy ar?’
«“Of course. That is understood.”
_';z’lud what would his duties be,
sir?" .

** Anyiliing that he was iold to do.
It uiilght work. But why do yon
ask, Marker! Do you bap

1 de, sir,”” replied Ben, aftcr a °

brief hesitation. ‘I know a masn
who would he giad to come. Ho

is « young man, not much older than .
me. ’

“ What is his name?”

“Tom Joicey, sir. I can recom-

mend him, air, and 80 can my father.'”

‘“"Your father?' exclaimod Mnr.
Canthony, with a look of surprisas.
' Has the man arer warked for him?**

**Ne, sir; not exactly thet,” the
led answared. ' But—bn: my [sther
knuws hiim well, aad can give him »

character.” -

* What, experience has the man
bad?”

“ Not mnch, sir; hut he i3 honest |

and willing."

”H“’"P 1 muttered Mr., CGan-
thony. “I hardly know what to may.
But I have no time to waato at
rogistry-offices. Yon may tell Tom
Joicey to present himseif at my resi-
dence at seven o'clock to-morrow
morning, Marker, and if he proves »
capable person, I will pay him a
coupla 9’1‘ guineas, under the circum.

008,

“Thank you, sir,”
éagerly,. I am vary grateful to
you, sir—] mesn that Tom Joieey
will ke teful,” he added con.
fuscdly. “I am sure ho will—"’

“That will do,’” broko in Mr.
G-nt-hon.y. My cab, Marker.”

“T wilt fetch it at onee, sir,” ro-
plied the lad. And be hurried off
with his head f
otdinary project.

THRE 2nd CHAPTER.
The Second Footman—Tho Bus-
picious Wniter—Bon's Roward,

"H E'S a groen hand at it,

there's no denying that,”

-declared Lobb, the bug-
tor; “but ¥ find him quiek to learn,
and most. obliging.” - .

Ben  naid

€qq,

Y AERKS
fiy UL ]Imﬂﬂ}l? GRAYDON. dea

- ncarly expired. In ¢ few more

Ben, his face '
)ﬁ;;:hing as a beld ides occurred to i

n to,
kno'!lv' of any person who would suit *

of his oxtra-

“It's marvellons
what ‘e 'as picked wp,”
said Perks, the first
footman. “’E kuews
3l_m0a-t :!; :‘amgx as

impeon already.

‘“And he has such
nice, polite manners,”
put in & preity Louse

T4%%s be, _indeed?®

ho o [YX] ' i

d‘“@»ﬂ\ miﬂodn B:ru}um. the
. portly cook. ‘‘Dmn’t

you go and [all in love
wir.b" 'im, Mary, my
oL

There twaa general

laughier, amid which
which the bouscmnaid threw a dust-
ing-cloth at the cook. The tinme was
the merning of Easter Monday, the
scene was the servants’ hall in Mr.
Brook Ganthony’s big mansien at
Hampatead, and the suhject of the
foregoing conversation Waa Ben
Marker, slias Tom Jdicey, who ab
the aJmoment was polishing brass
| rs.

p'ls‘the young clerk’s plan had begun
well, and it promi to end well.
Since Friday morning bo had filled
‘the ,oi second footman at the
Iawthorns, doing all eorts of odd
jobs, cven {he most menial, with an
alaerity and willingness that had won
good cpinions for iu.m. .

Clad l;;l a emt .?f hleiver), and d:—
guised a very oy mous e, he
had moro than ence n face to faco
with Me. Gamhoﬁ, whe did not
dream ¢f the lad’s identity.

I¢ was & humilisting position for
Ben, and ho folt the sting of it; hnt
Mo had etified his pride for love of his
mother. : .

1ls- short term of service had now
hours
he conld go home, with & couple of
guineas in his pocket, and to-uiorrow
merning he would ho at his desk at
the merchant's office in King William
Strecet. - .

Me. Genthony hail a largo circle of
{riends and acquaintances, and =t

asaven o'clock in the evening the
ITowtherns was thrown open for the
receptien, which was to include nusie
and dancing, and claberate  refresh-
ments, .

Guests arrived in 8 strcom, some

[}

n o ———

Ben was at the beck and call of the
butler and the first fooctman, and
during the evening he was kept con.
stantly bosy. :

He often got & glimpse of 1he ems-
pocted man, and at length, finding
an opportunity, he ventured to ques-
tion the butler. .

“Can you tell me who thmt waiter
s, Mr. Lohb 1" he inquired. .

» His name is Rickett,” replied the
gytler, ' and that's all I know about

m, "

“Theu ho has never been héro be-

fore?”
o No; this ia tho firet timo.they've
sent him, Queer eyes he's got,
Joicey.”

“'That’s just what struck me,” said

n.
Ho did not relax his vigilance,
though he deubted if thero was any
need for it f an howr later,
when most of the gucsis liad erowded
to the drawing-room to lisken to &
famous Italian tenor, Ben wame up
from the kitchen with o tray of
lasses.

g - .

Looking into the dining-room as ho
came along the hall, he saw that Mr.
Rickott had disappeared; amd then,
as ho glanced ug the wids staircase,
he fancied that he saw a shadow flit
round the landing. .

“Could that have been Rickett?’
the lad asked himeelf.

He was more than suspicions. . For
an instant ha hesitated. Mo other
servants were noar, o» he hastily
placed the tray en a chair, and

liled up the staircase to the first

oo,

He slopped, sccing nobady,
then erept ng the corridor. He

rd the Italian singer beiow, and
suddenly, above the rich notes that
filled the house, he caught & sharp
click and & gnting noee, A

The eound came from a door en his
left, and thore be paused for a mo-
ment. Then, nowelcssly oponing the
door, he stopped aver the threshold,
and beheld a startling eight.

The room, a & aparim-ent, lined
with books, was Mr. Ganthony's
private study. A coal fire was hurn-
ing in the grate—it was a oh ilty oven-
ing—and a | eleetrio  lamp
showed a man standing by = roll-top
dosk, which ho bad just forced epen.

and

on foo!, nomo in caba and ocarriagoes,
and many in elcetric broughams a
motor-care,

Several waiters hed been cugaged,
aund one of these, & slim, clean-shaved
man with groy oyes, bad attracted
Beu’s attention from the first, for the
man " strongly réminded him of
Stephen Fendall, who had been Mr.
Ganthony's hookkeeper until a year
ago, when he had been diemissed for
dishonesty.

He might have turned waiter, and

e could have come to the Haw-
thorns without much fear ef recog-
nitien, gince he had formerly worn s

* beard and moustache,
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Mr. Ganthony burst tnto the room, foilow: d by the butler and foot-
man, The combatants were quickly dragged apart.

The rien was the waiter Riekett, and
in his hand he held one of the mer-

chant’'s account.booke, He grabbed
a huneh of the leaves, aad was abeut
10 tear tham out, when Bem, rocover-
ing from bis stupor, eprang forward
with a sheut,

“Stop that, you scoundrell™ he
eried. . .
The startled waiter ewang round

struck at tho lad, who cliiched his
desecading arm and lessoned tho ferca
of the hlow. whieh, howover, brushed
efi his false moustache and revealod
hia features in the glaw ef the lamp.
“It's Ben Markerl” snarled tho

THURSDAY.| FRIDAY.

with an oath, dmdppod the Dbook, and -
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wan. “What are you doing heref
Let me go, or 'l Lill you!'’”

“I won't fet yeu go, Stephrn Fen<
dall1” gaeped the lad, wha L.cw the
truth now. ' Help—holpl™ -

With that, a muscular hand {ae-
tened on his throat, and ho oould
make no further outery. The two
scuffled to ond fro, fighting dees
porately, until they tripped and fell,
when they rolled ovor the floor and

i with a table containing
books, which was upset with s crash:
. Alarmed hy the noise, fearing thas
it would he heard abovo the singing
Stephen Fondall now thought only of
eacapo; but he could not hroak away.

Ben pluekily held to his prisoner,
though the grip on his throat waa
suffoeating, anci, when, the etruggle
had lasted another minute, the
lad wss about exhausted, Mr, Can-
thony burst into the room, follow
by the butler and footman. The com-
hatants were quiokly dragged aparr,
and hauled to their feet.

“*Why, eurely this is yonug
Markert® exclamed tho sstounded
merchant. .

“And this is Stephen Fondall, sir!”
cried Bon. ‘“‘Don’'t yeu recognide
him? I’ve had my eye on him all the
evening, and I fellowed him up here.
1 caught him in the act of tearing
tho learce eut of one of ynur account-
bookes--—'?

“That's a lio!” raved the un.

masked waiter. ““It was the lad
who—"" .
T bolieve Marker!™ broke in Mr.
Canthony. *“Take this scoundroi
downstairs, hy the hack way!” he
odded to the sorvants. “Look tim
up eecurely, and then fetch
polieu! (Y]

The butler and footman loft the
room, with Stephen Fendall in their
grasp, and whon the duo~ Fard heen
closed the merchant turned to Ben.

" Now for your explanationi” he
amid ourtly. “So you are Tom
JInicey, the socond footman.”

"A;:!' sir, L am.”

‘ you have besn employed in
my house wunder false pretences,
What does this masquerade mcan?
Why have you playod such & trick?"”

“J—I didn’t mean any harm, sirt’’
faltored Ben. “I will toll you all!
about it, and I hepe yon will forgive
me, My fathor .and two brothere
havo been out of work for weeks, and
money wae ecarce at home, and—and
I wanted to earn some c‘lnrmg the
holidays; but I didn‘t knew how, net

the

until you epoke of wanting a sccond
footman, and then—then 1 told you
aheut Tom Joiocy. That was the

only reason, sir. I've beon a
sorvant. I wouldu't have &amfoc;do
do it, sir, hut, you sce, my mother
"____-ll.

The lad's voice choked, and kis cyca
ith tears.

* My mother has been ill for a fen
time,” ho continued, struggling wit
his emetion, **and she gets Dbetter
very siowly, end the dqutor said if
we wanted hor to he well and strong
again she must have port-wine, nnd
chicken, and thingwe lLiko that; but we
coukdn’t afford it, air, and that is why
1 was tempted to—"

1 forgive you freelyi® exelaimed
Mr. Ganthony, as he clasped the lad’s
hand. *‘You are a brave, courageous
hey, with no false pride abourt you.
I admire yon for it, Marker. That's
the way to riso in Life. And you have
dono me a grest servico hy frustrat-
ing Stophen Fondall’s revenge, for
jhose account-books aro of priceless
value,

Mr. Canthony paused, too!" nat a
pockot-book, und handed ‘iwu 1en-
pound notes to the lad. .

“There you aro,” hestid. * Therv's
an Eastor egg for you, and it has
been woll earned; and herealter your
salary will ho inereased by fiftecn shil-
lings & weok. But why didu't you
ted me that you were in such straite
at home?! 1 would gla have
helped yeu. Send sour father and
brothers to me to-morrow, and I wilk
find cmployment for them in the
warchouse.

*Oh, sir, how can I thank youi™
cried the lad. ~ <o

“Don’t cry, Joicey."” gaid 3Mr.
“Joicey, ch? Ha, hal
A good juke. I've half a mind te
keep you on as accond footmani”

An hour later, after 8t n Fens
dall had been taken to police-
station and the guests had adl gone,
o hansom cab rattled away from the
HHawthorns, hound for the bumble
littln villa at Clerkenwell; and in the
oab, no longer wearing the iivery of
menial servitudo, was Ben Marker,
the happiest lad in all London.

P TRE m. dori

(Two fine, completc ries on

Tucsday next).

SATURDAY.

THE BOYS' REALM,
PLUCK, AND JESTER,



THE BOYS’ FRIEND—ID.

NEXT TUESDAY.

Brief Summary of the Previous
. Chaplers.
OLLY REDCASTLE was &
D " youth very fond of practi-
cal jokes, That was bis
only fiult, Tor otherwise he was a
staunch British lad of the type of
whigh Britain is proud, - But theso
practical Jokes.waro so troublesome
to0 his father that he eent him to a
achoo! kept by o certain Dr. Quilter,
wbo was noted all over the jand as a
boy-tanter. On hia way to this schoot
—=which went by the aame of Austin
Towers—Dolly met with two chums
w-hg bﬁ@ as!;;mat a love for mischief
as he himeelf posscased. .

The threo determined to make
things hum st Austin Towers. This
delermination waa certainly carried
out, and beth beys and masters scon
looked on the three as a typa of boy
with which thoy had never before met.

Dolly‘s stepbrother, a youth named
Algernon, did all he could to get the
!nJ{ into trouble. His atest piol was
tho bribing of a tnen named Marten
to make Dolly drunk., *

- This Marton succeedad in dnin%;
and Doy was found helplessly 6run
%y Dr, (Smltet and hia Tather—Col.

cdeastle, But, thanks to the eflorts

of his two chums, Dolly was oleared
of all gniltiness. But for reasons of
hiz own the lad would not allow lie
friends to expose Algy. 80 Marten
borohthe brunt of Colonel Redesstla’s
wrath.
Later, Matten thougbt of a plan
&ﬁmby be might get even with
¥

Two £E8 Notee. '

(Now commence instalment below.)
ARTEN'S hands clenched
titl his knuckles were

M white. Then he puiled

himself together again, and grow
calm once more, and his eyes, that
had been filled with rage, regained
their vwsual cunning look. Ho locked
all the more dangerous; the fury of
the tiger had given way to tho cun-
ning of the ape. .

- 1 I've been making a fool of my-
self,”. he murmnretf “There's a
very good chanco here, if that—that
—=""he could not find & word evil
onongh ‘for Dalton—‘ don’t_chango
his mind. He'll sco Black Jack be.
foro the day's out.” -

Marten stood and thoughi for some
minutes, his eyes clomni up to mero
slits in his head, Thon he oedded to
himaelf, C

“It'll come off; and it's safo for
e, I recken] Now this is n job that
meeds money.' .

He want round to the back of the
stables and took out s greasy pocket-
book, There ware four banknotes in
it, amounting to £20. The Orphan.

o had 1ot acquired the whole, afier
:ﬁ, for these romained from esome
othar ventures of Marten’s, including
Algy's former payment, four days
betore,

Al that's left[” said Alarten
grimly. - “He's ro me of tho
others, but I don’t grudge these teo
wipa the scoro ont! Pli tear plenty
raore of ‘em off Chilterlow, once that
Tsouug: hound's out of the wayt! It's
'wnrt!h' pagin’ for, i anything evar
ras L1 -

Breathing heavily, Marten put tho
notes back, and walked out across
the square.

U Jome Quorn still looks after the
diorso, an* I nover know him rcfusa a
job with money in it. _He'a broke
now, ds ustal., Besides I've got that
bit of a' held ever him yet, and ho
won'tgo back on me; he daren’t!”

Marten, - still
turned up bebweon two of the build-
ings that formed the bii‘ square
whare the auction-mart was held, and
reached a loag row of stables jnst
beyond.
body abeut there, and Marten went
up to o door marked No. 18, and
looked over the opan top of it.

OUT ON THURSDA

thinking  husily, |-

There was scarcely any- -

shiftycred stable-
hoy of about cighteen came to the
door.” e was es swarthy as_an
Yalian, and evidently had ;{_xpsy
blood in bim. If so, it did little
eredit to his race, for he looked little
better than an animal, if his low fore:
head and slack mouth wero anything
to go by, ' o .
“*Alo, Mart!” he ald, with 2
swift glanco, " who's bin twistin' your
tail? = You looks fit to jeb a knife
into & covél” -

*How do yau know I've had

A sl “-(ace'd‘.

.trouble?™ said” Marten; for fio was

now outwardly calm, however much
the  fires of roge hurned within.
“Don't you bo too sharp, Jesse, or
you'll ged hurt!”
. ° Whatoher como fort' was all
Jesse replied. ‘' Never knew gon to
turn_up without wantin’ comathin’1*
»For & look at ‘your handsome
and engagieg featurcs, and the- plea-
suro of your  palite conversation!”
said Marien sardonically. ' Are you
slill.looking nfter Black Jnck?"
“You bet ¥ am1™
© * Hoiv's he going?!”’ .
. The stablehey grinned, showing a
row of yellow teeth. :
- “He as nigh as & tonch had the
uv'nor last week. The old 'un was
ookin’ at Jack, whe was faced venad
i i stall, when auddenly ont goea
both Jack’a fore-hoofa like aledge-
‘ammers, They missed by an inch or
two, or the guv'nor ’d bin planted hy
now! Jeck tore the reat out of Tim
Brown's breeches yestcxdayl If the
oloth 'sdn’t given way, Tim 'd be in
tbo mortiary! Law, I did larf!”
*His temper don’t improve, thon?
How did lre kill that groom last
summer, &’you know?”’ :
“*Course I do; 1 was thore! Jack
grabbed him by the neck, an’ started
pile-drivin’ him. ’E dide’t ook like
a m!an when tho ose ’ad done with
‘il'! ” K

Jesso related Hhis aneedolo of the
famous man-killer as a great joke. .

“That sounds promising,” said
Marten. 1 wonder he doesn’t do
the samo by you.”

“Garn!” relotted the slablebor
“T'm the only hicke alive can handle
'im; we'rs like brothers, Jeck an’ me.
If 1 left, they’d ’ave to shoot ‘im!

I dessay thei will some day.  Tho
‘!)'ll? ’Hn only keeps him for a curiosity
ike :

“Ts the Liorse savage today?’ -
“He's altera savage, don’t I tell
yerl Why, yoster(gsy 1 ketohed a
stray dorg an’ put it in his stall, an’
Jack tore it to bita with "is tecth an’

*oofs till you eculdn’t hn’ told wot it

waoal w, Law. haw!" -

at tho hey. Ilo lowered his volee a
little. P S oo

- **Snppose 2 stranger went into hia
stal'l‘ to-day?! Suppose he were tocked

“He'd serve 'im like lLo did the
dorg.” :
“The—tlhro man wouldn't
alive—eh?”

. “Not ls, that's a cert! You pop
in, an’ I'll lay 4 thousan® to three, he
finishes you inside a minuto!”

“Thanks, but it's no bet. But
look here, Jeswse. What if 1he
stranger camn here alone to see the
horse? Conld you find a way to get
him into Black Jack's locoso-box, and
helt the doar on him?” ]

Marten's eyes hurncd so botly and
“his voice was so low, that Jesso stared
at himn curigusly. )

‘“ What d’yar mean, Mart?"”

“What I say. Just cast your eye
over these.”
. Marten took ont two criep five-
&ound notes, and slowly opened them,

ho stableboy's face lit up with un
avaricious gleam. - He had nevor
ownad the quarter of such s aum in

is life. C

“You can Ipouch'thosc. Jesse, if
you de what I tell you.”

The swarthy youth looked sideways
at the notce,

“Jest toll us what the game is,
an’ bew you reckon it's to bo done,”’
he said, under liis breath. ¢ I‘n
ga!r?a, bui 1 don't want to swing lor
1

get oul

Marten's eyea ghittered as he looked | -

“Rot! Look, Jesse, between thoss
buildings there, down in_the square
where the auctioneer is. D'ye see tha
old gant with the white moustacho?
It'a somo way off, hut you've got
quick cyos. An' d’ye seo that young ™
—Marten choked; he could not
find a word to his tongue—** that hrat
besido him 1

“Ay, I do!” replied Jesse, who
could just see Dalton standing besido
his father, watching some colts that
were being sold. .

-*You'd know him again?”

« Anywheores ! -

“It’s pretty suro he's coming here
to soo Black Jack later on. If he
should happan to get locked iun the
herso’s looss.hox and left to take his
chance, theso bits of paper ave yours,
Jesse1” .

‘ Ah,"” said the stableboy, with an
ngly grin, ‘hand ‘em over- to me,

Mart[ I'll manago itt” .
“No fear! ou'll be paid when
the job's dono! You know 1 always

fork out siraight, Jesse. Here's two
quid for a sweetner, to show it’s all
»?unm. N onlr be- anotber victim
of Blaek Jack’st"

Jesse nodded. |

*“You do nothing. All yon need is
to gat him inside, the horse '!l do the
rest! There won't be any evidence;
he*d no buainess to go in Jack’s stall t
The only thing Y'm afraid of is that
two pals of the eub may come with
him, they do, you must manage
to separate ‘'em, an’ get him in
alone." :

¥l do it some’ow I replied Jassn,
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ching the two eorereigns. 1t
ﬁ". bit o spart for Black Jack!’ he
added, grinping.

“It will! How do you mean to gat
tho hey into the mtall? He may
refuse to go.”” . -

*Easg| I'll swop the ‘osses over;
Put old Bimple Simon inte Jack's
loose-hox, an' = Jack into Bimple
Simon’s. The name-plates are over
tho troughs. Tban Y'il get ‘im into

Bimple’s “loose-hox along with

Jack. You leave it to me, Mart; I'll
manage itt' :

“You're sharp enongh,” mid
Merten, with an approving ned.
“Take care you don't go haok an
mel” ominousiy. ‘' Ne
tricks, Jesse. Remoember, 1've got

my thumb on you yet!’

-“That's all right. You kaep those
two flimaies ready; I shall want ‘em
afore the day‘s cut| And nuw you'd
better alear off, an’ not ho seen talk-
mg‘ to me. . N

ho two rageals winkod and parted.
**1 wish,”” murmured Martan to
himself, as he laft the stahles, 1
dared take Chittorlow into the game
an’ touch him for it.. He mnﬁz to
win most when it's dono: but he
might shy at this, and it’s not tbe sort
of seoret ono can trust o fool with!
I'll squeezo him afterwards. There's
times when revenga tastes even beltar
bhan cold cash!"

The Man-Killer's Stall

¢ ACK yer fancy, gents!
Which cup ias the pea

under? . Thero's no "um.
bng ahout me; I'm a blessed thief,
an’ wme hrother’s doin’ nine year at

Portland for ‘ouschreakin®! Now
then, whers s it?” . .
The Little tin cups were changed

round dextorously on the wooden

tray that sorved as a table, and the

old, old game of thimble-rig was
ol?en to anybody who had a few
shillings to fose, | .
‘Fhe sharp-looking gentleman, with
the anciant top-hat cocked over one
eye, dropped a pea on tho table,
pped & thimblo over it, moved it
in and out among the o ther two
thimbles, and challonged the world
to say which thimble the pca- was now
under. A fair-sized crowd was before
tho table, which stood wall outsido
tho grounds where the horee sale was

goil lg on, "

“It's under the left-hamd one,
murmured Tommy to Dalton, for tho
three chums wore watching tho busi-
ness with their usual air of bland
atronage. ‘‘My hceagle keyo fol.
owed it]” . - - .

*You let it alone, dear boy,” said
Dalion. ““We don't wanié -our half-
erowns to join those of the noble
army of mugs!” - . .

“I st goin® tol"  replied
Tommy. " a

A stout young miller, in a floury
ooat, who hndﬁ:«m watoh ing very
keenly, put down his half-crown, and
named the loft-hand thimble,
gogtlemln in the top-hat lifted it,
abnd sbowed there was no poa under-
neath, . -
© “Then where i it sajd the
miller, in » rage, as his half.crown
was swept away.

. f‘ 'Bre 1t is. e iorc\,“ roioined the

tlnmhl&_riggor. raising the right.
band thimble, and showing the pea.
**Them bonny blue blinkere o' yours
weren’t quita sharp enongh! ‘Ave
another go, like a real sportsman!’!

The maller tried ngain, and a third

time, being in an ohstinate mood, and
each time his half-erown was an.
nexed by the gentleman in t he hat.
* Tho erowd fought shy after this,
titl a simplelooking countryman
tried his luck, and won three f-
ctowns running, lost & fourth, won
two more, and retired rejoicing. Thett
thers was quito a rush of enstom, and
five or six rustics lost half-crowns, the
thimble-rigger and some friends be-
hind him meanwhilo keeping s sharp
lock-out fur the police,

“The unmitigated mugs!” mur.
mured Montagua. “Don’t they see
thoao fellowd whe won =mro cone
foderates nf the old bird whe's
workin’ the thimbles "

“1 thought this game was dyin’
out,” said Tommy. ‘ *“E verybody
must know it's 8 dnd !

“ It flourishes in rural districte tike
thla, The simple natives of the soil
liko to I’:'e doggish, an’ risk their half-
Crowns. -

“The boanty's taken abaut three
quid I’ said Montague. “ It oughtn’t
to be allowed. D'yon know how they

do it 2" -
“Yeo. The governor tohl me
once,” martured Dalton. .  “ There

aro soveral ways, but the usaal one is
Itke "this” The pea is a bit of soft
hread-eritmb rollent into a pzEll. When
the chap pretends to put trles thimble
over it,- e, sticks hia mildle fingor.
mail tnto the pea an' lifts it awsy.” .

The stable-boy rocetvad a loft-hander of th.e Redeastie branmd that

strotched him flat on hts back,

“8o it ijsn't under any of the
thimbles " said Tommy. .

“That's it. They do it very
neatly, and keep t pea  hidden.
Then, when he pretonds to show it
under one of the other thimbles, ho
brushes it off his nail as he raises
the thimblo, an’' there jt is. Yleads
I win, tails you lose!”

“Ho!” asid Montague thought-
fully: *likewise hat It'a like that,
is it? Brand by me, you chaps, an’
snpport me if 1 faint. ¥m goin’ to
have a half-crown's wortl.” .

“What for?! Don't bo an ass,
Monty !” said Tommy anxiously.

But Montague pressed forward to
the littlo table.

“Walk up, me noble young sports-
man!” said the gentleman with the
hat cooked- over lis eye. ‘‘Down

withyer *alf-dollur, an’ win otie from
poor oid Bitly Beach-!"-

“Put a good one alongside i1,”
said Montague;  **nono of your
snidea! I'H wake il fivo shillings if
you'll let me lift the thimble I chooss
myself | :

“Wot-ho! Here's a yonng dook
thinka he's eaught us out without our
mar I” rejoined the gentleman in the
lop-hat. ' Kive bob it then.
‘Eve you are. Lift the -thimble, an’
wolcome "' Ha lsid the little pill
down. ‘‘Now. me lord, keop yer ey
on the pea. Now it’s covered. You®
know it's there, don't yer?! Ome -
two—threo " He moved the thimblos
in and out.. * Now, then, whish does
yor worship choose "’ ¢

Thare was dead silence among the
erowd. Bverybody craned their necks
to sen.

“This one,” said Montague,
placing hLis finger on the middle
thimble. With a quick movemant he
knocked heth the otber two thimbles
ovor, “It isn't under cither ot
those, so this must be the one,”* said
Monta.Fue bland!{(. “You can lift it
yourself 41 you like.”

There was a. moment’s enrprised
pause, and the thimble-rigger. look-
ing very hlack, awore a great oath.
But from the crowd came a sudden
burst of applause and a roar of
{sugbter.

 Well done, kiddy! Pipped him
fairly! Shew the pea an’ pay up,
old b ttlo-nose! Good for tha youag
lm H *

The thimble-rigger, an as ho
was, dared not hositate. To show no
a undor the third thimble would
to give himsolf away, and pro-
bably be mobbed hy the crowd. He
lifted the thioble with a growl. The
little pill lay there, snro eocugh, and
Montague swept up the haif-crowns.
An ho did 50 and atepped haok, ln
found himeelf surroun by thiree
shabby ruffians, one of whom thn‘nir
his face into tho bey’s with a savap®
geatnro. They  were the thimbre-
rigger’s confedorates, -

*Bail out that five blo’, or-wo'll
put yer throngh it!" he snarleil.
v D’;er think ‘you're "goin’ to play
the funny bnsiness on ust" - -

“ Here, come off there !”’ exclaimed
Dalton and. Tommgz, hurrying to
thair chumn's rescue. ‘' Leava him
alone, you brutes "

Dalton foreed his way between.
Tba three rogues turned savagely on

.the hoys, who would have como off

hadly but for a cry that was heard
from tba thimble-riggor’s table.
- ¥ Nix! Here’s the rozzers!”

Two constables were seen rapidly
walking towarils the orowd, and in a
moment the thimhles and tray had
vanished, aml the gentlenian in the
top-hat was vanishing through the
throng. ‘I'wo of the boys' aseailanta
g_oll:wed iuit. The ?m‘l\’i who had
irst  apoken, grip Montague's
arm wgfh a gm\\'f‘,)ebut Moatl::ne
drove an elbow into the man's ribs
with & forco that loft him-doubled wp
and gasping, aod, darting undor his
atm. escaped _witin his ohums. ’

‘Hore you are, lads! Calch !” he
eried, at the samo moment jerking
one nf the half-crowns he had woa
to an old beggar who was bobblin
past, and the other to a 'rnggos
urchin, wha fled away whoopiog with
joy, tlu-ustmg the - unexpected " gift
tnto the pocket' ef his tatlered

broeches.

“ A’ that's all rvight I’ observed
Montague, strolling back to the
square with his chums, *Oge oan't:
stick to money made in that way,
dear hoys; hnt it worried the gontlo-
man in the hat, an’ pleasod the ohl
ntan an’ tho kid, so we're all happy.”*

“Very neat,” agreed Dalton.
“One quite enjoyed soein’ the
thimble-rigger epen his mouth so
wide, only it was sort of luicky for
us, I fanoy, that the men in blue

-| turned up just then. Wo might have

had our Eh‘vsiognomias- obliterated,
e ‘a » - -

go to speak.

#Te tell the truth, T'd forgoiten
the chap might have some bullies to
back him up,” returncd Mlontague;
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“but all's well that ends well, as
Billy the Spearshaker anss re-
marked. ‘There's your govarnor,
Dolly. Ho locks as if he wants to
stand us some grub. I cany see it in
his cya.”

“They servo a very gaod sart of
high tea in luncheon-tent
‘yonder,” saiqd the ccional, when thoy
joined him.  “You'd hotter come
with e and take a table, I don't
patronise tons myseif, and I've got to
yo and settle withi the auctioneer for
two nags I've bought. Bo you three
kad -better wire in while I'm awey."”

They fulfilied his idens to the
lotter. It waa au excellent tea, and
they sgent some time over it. Dal-
toa, whe had finished first, looked at
the %look. h he .

“ I say, you chaps the governor
will have o bo drivin’ me hack 8
soon as ho's paid up. 1 want to see
that famous' horee before wo go—
Black Jack, or whatover they call
him, the man-killer?*

" “Plenty o’ time for that’ said
Afontague, with great indifference;
ecating o custard "ﬁuﬁ._ “* Have
another tart, Tommy?"” .

“1 sxpect he's lika any other
horss,” said Tommy; ‘‘but one
doesn't get grubl like this every day.
Boat‘s{ Rogers's holh;w " hogs I

. You're a pair of gorging hogs!”
said Dalton, who had caten so much
he could hold uo more, * You think
of nothing but your unholy insides.
You haven't any fino feelings.
mean to see that %ool"

“All mght. ou 5 an' find
where ho is, an® then come and take
us,”” said Tommy, attacking his ninth
cheese-cake, .

“Blowed f I do! You oan sit
?em’: and gurzle—it's all you're fit

. Daitou walked out, and, afler
making nne or tweo inquiries that led
him wrong, found a2 groom who
directed him.

“Black Juck? Ho's In tho long
stable, door No, I8, air. Jesse
Quern’s got charge n’ him. "

Dalton thankofhlm, and mads hls
way to the place. Leaning over the
hinif-door uf Na. 18, ho found Jease,
chawing a screw of tohacco, for no
smoking was allowed in the stahies,

**Is this whoro Black Jack hangs
out ¥ asked Dalton.

Jesso, whio had watched the hoy
approaching, scanned him with his
cunninq little oyes.

=~ Ay,” he .i.ald—“ ’t:s.”:‘

s M m
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Daltov Inoked with interest at the
only living being, as be had heard,
whom tho black stallion would allow
near him. He did not admire Black
Jaok's taste.

.“Can I sec the borse?”

“ No,” said Jesse carelessly, “1
reekon not. I ain't supposed to let
strsn{em in by rights.’

"If = boh would he any use te
vou——""_said Daiton, whao was enger
10 view the man-killer.

“ Oh, if you put it like that” ro-
turned Josse, pooketms the shiiling
yvhllclx Dalton produced, * somn on
mpr . .

Ho opened tho iloor. Dalton

found himself in a well-built stalle,
with a wide ailoy-way running down
it, and every stall and loese-hox bad
its own door, with bars on the Iﬂmcr
mart, to shut it off from tho alley.
t was a rogular racing-stahie, and
over avery water-trough was. the
name-plato of tho horse that lived
thore.

Jesso Jod the way a few doors up,

and halted hefore a ioose-box.
. “*There y’are, governor,’”” he said.
*‘There's the 'oss that's killed two
men au’ crippled more, an’ I'm tho
onlv chap livia' that can go joto his
stall an’ came out on me fect!”

Dalton looked throuﬁh the hars,
He saw 8 large hlack harse munch-
ing Lkis oats quietly. Beyond his
size there was nnthing remarkable
about him, and s moure peaceablo-
looking. ordinary sort nf animal
cauld hardly be found. Yot the

ple
{ but as Da.lttgen looked in

f!ate over his trough certainly. bora
ho name ‘' Black Jagk’ in large

lettors. . .
“That I'" said Dalion. :‘Why, he

looks as ?iot as & moke !’
The stabie-boy grinned.
“Yes, ho da. But I'll lny six to

ono if you go inte his stail you won’t

come out alive, faor all thatl Wil

yer try it 1)’

**No. By what I'vo heard of him
he's & sertainty,”’ returned
who had becen hroughi up among
horges, and knew that looks are not
always much to go hy: “but hn
certainly scems as quiot as & sheep.”

“Ay, en' he'd go oa lookin' so
until you fairly in reach o’ him,
then you'd learn somethin’ |

L1 ut's m m @ in-ﬁﬂ

The stable-boy did so. He patted
the horse and arranged his Fllter,
and the anine! s_csmoﬁ neticed him.

“It isn’'t much of a heb’s worth,”’
grumbied DaMon; *“sil, I'm not
goin' to let him praciise on ms,
though I could hardiy be-
lieve be's vicious, except

dhat I've heard it so
often.”

“Looks often belia
*oases, sir,”’ &id Jesse,
watching Dalton’s face.

“Why, thera's the old
traple now-—hoxes lower
down—'a looks as if ‘e
could eat yer withput
salt.  There ain't a
wickedarlookin® ‘oss in
Eagland, o' yab ‘o'
quiet as a lamb, an” m,
gavornor's liitle Fnl a
sixteen rides 'im.’
“Let's have a jook at
him,*' said Dalton.

name over ‘the trough
was Bimen,”

throu, bars bo
tbought he had pever
scon a name fit worse, -

& My e”l" he said.
“He looks & terror, sn’
no mistake!™

The inmate was a hlack
ix}::m:.m noebso hulky as

a or, but very haggd.
asome, with a glossy coat,
and an eye t warned
the whole world to stand
off. It was the eyo of a
demon, and as the beast
canght eight of Dalton -
be rolled the white of
that eyu back, and
atrotching out a snaky
bhead, bared his. great
tecth to the gums in a
hideous way, .

Used a3 he was to
haqrees, it mada Dakon
shiver. . .

‘‘Ay, ' ain’s pretty, in
’her” repliod Josse; *bub just look
ore.”

The horso was loose in the hex.
Jesse entered, and the viciourlook-
ing brute ran to him, whinnying,
and nuzzled his waistcoat affection-
ately. The siahle-boy pulled hisears
thmnﬁ each hand, and mnacked
him abont to make him show himaelf,
all of which was taken meekly. Jesse
esme out again, o

**There,” he said; * an’, mind yer,
that "oss don’t know me, like t’other
onc docs, Quiat as a kitten, an' such
s beauntiful face an’ actinnl  Would
yer like to try 'm, sirt If yer'll
spricg mo another boh, I'll pep a
saddis ou an’ you can ride 'im round
the square an’ back.”

Dalton's eyea glistoned. The
viciouaness of its looks he quite for-
got, and i was long since he had
been astride snch a
actioned boest as he ooul
was, -

*Like a shot!” he said. “Only
huery up. I haven't much time.*

“You go in an’ mako friends with
i Y paid Jesse, *“while 1 ge's
the saddie.” ’
He heid the door open, and Dalton

splendidly-
aco this

‘endisod. The next instant the loase-
hox gate was elammed to ang belted,
and the stablo-hoy vanished.

“Hi1’ eried Daltoa. . * What are
§ou abo’uu You've locked me ipt
on-—="'

He turned with & cry; YTor, with
teoth hared and fore-hoofs striking,
thet. black stsllion flow at him liks
& uger,

The Only Chance.
ALTON flung himseif back-
wards in the very nick of
time, and so mear was the
oncounter that one steol-shod hoof
graand his chin as it whizzed pastand
orashed into the door., The great
te_othkdaahed togcthar & foot short of

s 8

In that slogle moment the whole
truth came to Dalton like s flash.

It was plain enough—he was ailone.

§ 74
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with the man-kilier—the hrute from
whoso stall no man might hope teo
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Datton was lung up with a jerk t ¢
but ha kopt hle grip, his lege loc

cecape alive. The swarthy atahle-
boy had locked him in with Black
Jack—decoyed him in, and left him to
his fate,

“Come back, Dyon hound [—Comae
back 1" shouted Dalton at the top of
his vofce.

o yv;: go “ﬁz dfor eiﬂ;er
speech or thought. emon of a
herse came at him agrin, and this
time, swiftly as Dalton tried to
dodge, the Ailreat teeth met over his
phoulder. They missed the flesh but
caupht the boy’s enat, and tha cleth
tore ‘out bodily. -Dalton staggered
baok, end the ]great hind-hoofs lashed
out with deadly force.

The first Tush of thé attack was so
sudden and furious that Black Jack
over-reached himself, and missed his
mark both times, »0 agile was the
boy. But to go on dodging waa hope-
less; the savage hind-hoofs were lash-
Ing out murdorously, and ia that con-
fined hox it was impossihie to aveid
them jong. In_ his despair, Dalten
{ook the one solitary way by which
a man has g chance to save his lile
in such a case. .

Thare was no tima for basitation.
Ag Black Jack lowered bis bind legs

for ancther deadly kick, Dalton threw
himeelf upen them and clung with
al} his might to the hocks.

It i8 & desperate ramedy, aml one
that neods & Qx‘)ld heart and a stoady’
nerve {o attempt, hut Dalton did it
There waa an instant's respite,
thon, with a frenzied squeal, thostal-
lion lashed dut madly. ~

Daiton was flung up with a jerk
that threatened to eend him fljing,
huat he kept his grip, his Legs locked
to those o‘f)tha horse, and caine down
with thom, Again and agsin Black
Jack kicked furfuusly, plunging and
anapping like s mad creaiwmre. "

Had Dalton been but a foot or twg’

away from those hoofs, so ms to catch
the force of the blow, the lifo would
have been beaten out of him at the
first kick, and the brute would have
m ed his hody. But clinging to
the hocks, as high up as he could
hold, they only flung him up and
down without striking him, and wero
hampered by hia weight,

d him flying,

h N
keu' to those of the horse.

“ Help! Holpl® yelled Dalten,
with all the forca of his lungs
“Help! Ts there no onel Quick, or
I'm dene for!®

Ho shauted at ths top of his voice,
the ch)rdu {f‘;‘ked out_of lgim ia Et!ua
strugglo. a ramping hrute of a
stallion, in a frenzy at bein g baulked,
squsaled, and bucked, an plunged.
Dalton was out nf reach of its hools
and teetb, but the strain was terrihle,
and twice he was nearly flung off
the hocks. To loss his grip meant
death; yot he know lie could hold on
hut o few secouds more,

“ Help$* ho cried hoarsely. Thon,
as his strength be?un to fail him, a
gound was heard that gave him new
hepe. The door down tho alley-way
was flung open, and somabody ran

oW

& voice. here are youf”
* Hera! Quick:* gasped Dalton.

- Two pairs of logs eame tunning.

down tho alley towards the uproar in
the loose-hox, snd a mormeat later

the facea of h‘ommy and Montague |

were seen at the bars nf thoe door.
“Great Heavens!’ gasped Mont.
ague, tearing at tha bolts andshoot-

! me in muat have changed
; 80 B8 to giyo Black Jack a chance at
me

ing them back, “Weo musi tackle
the brutal. Tommy—" e

Ho ﬂun{ the door olpen with a jerk
just as Black Jack lashed out, s
the exhausted bey, who could hold
on no lonier, {oosed his grip, Con-
“sequently he waa sent ﬂymf thmuih
tho door as hs let go, ‘and fell in the
alley-way. Black Jack span round
with & squeal of trinmph, to rush cut
after hirm.

* 8hut the doorl” orled Montague,
sa he and Tommy slammed it just
in time, phooting the holts just as
the ata!f:on_ charged it with a forcs
that made it shiver. Thoe boys turned
hastily to Dalton, who lay behind
them,

“Are you hurt, Daollyt"’

¥ No,” pauted the boy; *"don’t
think tuised & hit, an’ ke
wu;cl knooked out of me. Help me
wpl® )

They were astonished to sea him
stand, for the aight was such s
terrible one when they arrived that
gl‘gd. thought Dalten must bo balf

“ Great Scott! You mnst be
damaged somewherel” oxclaimed
Montaguo, halding him hy the arm.

‘‘Be oareful, old chapi®,

“No; I'm not hurt. I'll be fit as
ever, a8 800N ns I got my wind hack,
It wos a bit exhaunstin’, that's all.
You see, I hung on to the beggar's
logs before he s(ot a kick at me, w0

[y

I was only chucked ulp an’ down for
a spell. I¢'s the ong thing to do
when you're set on a Eorse in
hin wtall, if you eanit ge{ aut."

“My suot!” said Tommy. “I
shouldn't ilke to t’al-‘y it

Montagus and Tom were too
astonizhed to understsnd what had
happened. :
_ “But how the deuce did you get
into such a hat, old chap? l;la that

Black Jack, the man-killer, in thera?
You can’t have been ass anough to
elimb in an’ tsckle him 1** ;
. “No,” said Dalton grimly, brush-°
ing himsolf down, 1 was locked in.””

" 'What| ho by?! 1 say, the
name over the trough aint Eiwk
Jaok, It's—=*

“I know. The fellow who Mocked
tho horses,

_‘;But what for? Whe the dickens
did it

A3z the words left Montague's lips, .
Jesse Quern sxddenly came rmund &e
sornier of the atalls, and as ho eaught

aight of the boys, and met Dalton‘a
eyes, ho ublrtedy back in amazement
and terror.

at Ah !'.

mald Dalton, steppin
quickly towards hime ¢ You mes

-} well look like that, yon murdering

sweepl Come hora! Stop him, you
aha;gs—!.t_hat's the fellow that locked
me in :

“Ont ¢ my way ! cried ths atabls-
hoy hosraely, as Montague end
Tommy darted Lohind him to cut
off his retreat.  * Whatehor up to?”

“You're going to answer to ms
for locking me in with Black Jack I
said Dalton grimly. *“*I dag't know
what harm I'va over done you, that
5011 should want me kitied; but I'll

o!_y'nu some now! Pui your hands
up .

The stableboy gave vent to ‘an
oath, and rushed at Dalton, Being
a good hoad taller, he reckened on

! au easy victory. He was all the more

aurprised to receive an astonishing
loft-hander of the rea!l Redoastlo
hrand, that stretched him flat on his
back with a force that shook all the
teoth in lLis head.

For a moment he Iny as if stunhed.

{u, | Then, lenping to his feet, with a
“Dollyt Was that you shouting™’

wild ory, he snatehed up a stable-.
fork that looned against the wauil, aud
rushing at Dalton, drove the ateel
pﬁ:&gs with all his force at the boy's
p )

(This" fine schoo! story will be

continued on Tuesday next. Tell
your chums about it.) . j

OO

HOW T

F you want to form & sricket
]] ¢lub, it I8 i many ways a

struightforward matter. It
differs, howover, vary much acoording
to whethsr you live in town or
country, and for this rcason: in the
former you wili probably not be able
to have your own ground, bnt iu the
faiter you wouid have pleniy of op-
portumticz, In the omo case—as, for

ORM A CRICKET CLUB.
BY ALBERT TROTT. '
THE FAMOUS ANGLO-AUSTRALIAN ORICKETER, -

RORLORIGCHTO RIS RIGCHIO K
instanco, in London—you will only be
abla to play on prepared aad provided
pitches in the parks and open spaces
under the care of the London County
Counvcil, perhaps once a fortnight,
ancd for which in some towns, ‘your
club will havo to pay & smali fee
New, in the village s pitch can
usually be oltained free. oL
Having. got your ground—and, b;
the way, if you wanta Conuty Council

pitch.in Loudon, your eccretary must
in N of eaoh year to
the Padks Committee at Spring
Gardons—you should first start your
club by ‘
- calling a meeting

of thoso interested, aarly in the year,
and chooso a presidsnt, vice-president,
¥ trossurer, ‘a. vommittee of five or
seven, with & captain, vice-captain,
sud seorgtary.

I think that tho most important of
thesa officers are thn ceptain and tho
gecretary. Now, tho latier must be a
man who has plenty of tact, and who
is ‘'ovar cheerful and whbo can inepire
sonfidence when & side is losing. as
well as winning. Ha must he fair to

all, treat thom alike, and also write
Ietters anmd make

arrangements for matehos.
This is a matter that should be

_takeu in liand carly, for a uso-
fu! man will speedly bave all his fix.
turee for the acason arm 80 {hat

the members will have plenty of
time to lmow what tho matohes are,
50 ns {o select those they wad to

play in.

From the firnt week in Mgy to the
last in Beptembor, there will he a
match each weok, [Early after the
close of ono season, tho .secretary
cammasces fixing up for tho next.

Thyre is a great deal of morrespend-
cnce, and the werk i certainiy not to
bbg despised, as vory likely ¢hiere might

. a second cleven .
involving another set of matohes. So

ANOTHER FINE NUMBER NEXT WEEK, containing further ILo"n% Instalments’
\4

Qerial Stariea.

Order Your Cobnics In A

ance.

ghoose a man who wilt be prompt in
his roplics to letiers, and if there is o
groat deal of work thero will he an
assistant secretary who shall cuasucn
oommitiee meeatinga

It is'uat too inuch to say that upon
the secretary and caplain the whole
future of the alwb depends,

QOue word of adviro as to your rulca.
State tho namo of the club; have ane
with reference to the

officers and tholr duties,
and iet the third rule deal with the
aubscription, and in many .clybs, an
:g_tﬁgnoo Eeedof one a.hilhng,dwigh -g:vdo
ilings and sixpence paid in ad-
vanco. will ho founo:’)a suffictent,
ticularly ¥ -2y do not have to pay

for the yround. Coez
(To bs sentinued.)

of our Grand -New .



THE BOYS' FRIEND—Ip. NEXT TUESDAY.

THE t1et CHAPTER.

What Happened in the Lonoly
Barmn,

QHUERE was a decided limp about
the boy’s left foot every time
he lifted it from the hard

road. Hie face, too, looked pale and

pinched. :

And no wonder. Cleg Ross had
walked far on this day and the day be-
fore, and had eaten but little. Run-
aways often havo hard times npon the
road, and Cleg was nothing else than
a runaway. Something like twenty-
four hours before he had left the home
whicb had pever been a home to him—
the house of his stepfather and step-
motner at Portsmoutﬁ.

And now he was on the high-road—
along which, before the days of rail-
ways, the coaches had n wont to
roll—the old road that led to T.ondon.

Cleg had lived at Portemouth be.
tween four and five years. He ha
been born in Seotland, within a few
miles of “Edinbro' Toon,' and for
the first few years his life had been a
happy one. But then his mother had
died, and his father, after-a year or
two, had married again.

" Even then the boy's life—apart from
the loss of his dearest and best friend,
his mother—had been bright cnough,
for between him and his father thero
"wag a bond of love which nothing
could bre=k, . L .

‘Nothing? Yes, ono thing. And it
had come.- When Clogg wae eight
vears old death had visited his home
once more, and had taken away his
_ather. Very soon after that Clg:»?’s
stepmother had quitted Scotland tor
the South of Eungland, where, two
years later, she, in lier turn, married
again. N

“From the very first Cleg’s stepfatber
—Jensen his name was—had shown a

ronounced dislike for the boy. Time

d ounly served to widen the breach,
and during the time Cleg had lived be-
neath My, Jeneen's roof his life had
becn one long round of harsh words,
potty bullyings, and brutal thrashings.

The culminating point had been
reached on the evening previous to
that with whicl our story deals. For

ractically no fault at all CleF had
Eeen beaten savagely by his stepfather.
Striving hard to eontrol his tears, the
boy had snatched up his- cap, and
without more ado had rushed from the
house, determined never again to re-
turn to it, .

One solitary penny was all the
wealth he sessed in the world, and
this he had expended on a emall loaf
ere he had pitt more than half a dozen
miles between him and Portemouth
town. He had been bungry, and had
ate his-loaf with the keenest appetite,
walldng bravely on after the frugal
meal. .

London, he had made up his mind,
shonld be his goal, though why he
could not have said, for he preferred
the country to the town at any time,
and set greater store on the green,
open fields than on all the bricks and
mortar that ever defaced *‘ desirable
building sites.”” But he had to go
somewhere, dnd eo, like every other
runaway he had ever read about, he
set his face towards London.

“And now here he was, twenty-four
hours after his departure from home,
still some thirty miles from the great
City. He kad slept behind a haystack
on the previous night, and had slept
soundly, protected from the chill of the
April night by the warm rick. He had
risen early, and all day long had
tramped on through the sunshine.

But for the ever-growing feeling of
hunger he wonld have felt compara-
tively happy. But when breakfast-
time ecomes and there is no brealfast,
and dinner-time comes and there is no
dinner, the highest animal spirits are
apt to sink to zero.

Tea-time had come, too, but thers
was nothing to cat or drink for poor
Cleg. Behind him, as he looked back
towards the west, he had seen the sun
disappear below the rising uplands. A
sigh bad escaped him then, but he
4urned his face onee more towards
London, and resolutely etepped ont.

Weary and footsore, he limped worse
and worse at every step, hie pace get-
ting slower and his face growing more
pinched and paleo.

“The next best thing to somethin
40 eat,” he muttered to himsclg

=9
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“ would be a good long sleep till the
morning. I wonder if 1 shall be
lucky cnough to find another hay-
stack? Hallo! There's a place that
will do fine!"

He was rounding a bend in the road,
and oven as he spoke caught sight sud-
denly of & barn standing in a field a
little way off tho road. He made for
it at once, Plainly, tho barn had been
used at some time or other as a stable.
It was divided into two compartmeuts.
Tho larger part of it resembled a
“ loose box,” while at the cnd, divided
off by a partition that reached to
within four foet of the roof, was a
stall littered with dry straw, and fitted
with @ manger and a thayrack above.

It was the very place Cleg at
once made up his mind—the very
- place for a_good long sleep—warm and
dry, and likely to be free from inter-
ruption. With a sigh that, but for his
hunger, might have been one of per-

fect contentment, he sank down upon
l the heap of straw. Tired out as he
{ was, ho was fast asleep within two or
three minutes.

He awoke, not with that feeling of
perfect refreshment after adequate
rest, but esuddenly and stupidly, as
when one is Tudely awakened before
one’s due time. :

- For a moment his eyes were leavy,

fused. But in a few eeconds -these
self sitting bolt upright, listening and
staring etraight before him-with all his

mxght. .
oices—voices from the other side
of the pattition! Clearly -and dis-
tinctly the eounds came to him,
though the conversation was carried
on in a low tone.

How long ho had been asleep Cleg
did not know. An hour or two must
have passed, however, for through a
chink in the barn wall he could see a
star in the slate-hued sky, Night had
comse on, then, and it was dark outeide.
Inside the barn a fecble yellow light
showed ilself above the partition and

ot lost in gloomy shadows among tho
gark. cobwebbed ieams in the roof.

But meantime the action of Cleg’s
eycs was checked by his eams. What
was it these men were saying? Two
voices tbere were, and it at once be-
came plain that they were engaged in
the discussion of some serious and
sinister purpose. . -

-*“He ought to be here presently,
Wicks. - It'e nearly half-pagt cight,
and that's been about his time for the
last two nights. I hope he's got the
thing to-night. T'm getting a bit tired
of this. We've spent nearly a week
over the job already.”

“Isn't it worth spending a week
over, Hallard? anybody would think
from your talk we were engaged on a
tuppenny-ha’penny job. The stone is
worth seven hundred pounds, at least.
That's what Sir Matthew paid for it at
auction. I was there when he bought
it. Reckoning it at that figure, and
knocking off the fifty pounds which
woe promised the postman, -why,
there’ll be six hundred and- fifty to
divide, and that won't be a bad weel's
work.,” : ’

“No; perhaps not,’”’- assented
Hallard. “But listen! Isn't that the
tinkling of a bicycle bell? It wust be
the postman.”’

Cleg Ross, crouching there upon
the straw behind the partition, Egd
listened to this conversation with
bated breath. Now tho voices ceased,
and he heard the soft step of one of the
mon across the barn, and then the
opening of the door.

“An’ it is you, Thorp! You've
come at last. What's tho news?”’

“I've got it!” was the answer,
spoken in a tone of subdued excite-
ment. “It's in my bag, in a regis-
tered packet.”

Not another audible word for a mo-
ment; only an eager mumble of satis-
faction as the door of the barn was
softly closed, .

Cleg could rtestrain himself no
longer. There was mischief afoot, that
was evident. What did the strange
talk of these men mean? ITe must find

out.

They had started talking again in
low tones, all three of them, and now
there was a rustling sound as of
pagprs being handled.

ilently Cleg rose to his feet, and,
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hie brain dull, and lus bearing con-

things passed away, and he found him-

hardlydaring tobreathe,
climbed on to the
manger and clutched
with both hands the
hayrack above his head.
Then,. turning his eyes,
he looked over the par-

the ground
knelt three men, ons
with & postman’s cap
on and a badge of office
round the arm of his
coat,” showing that he
. was goting &8s an
auxiliaty postman. Befors .them was
the postman’s bag and a heap of let-
ters, which the men were busily en-
gaged in examining by the light of &
lantern set near. )

‘ Nothing clee we_want here,” mut-
tered Wicks—'nothing " else worth
taking, ‘wcemingly.

“Well, let's have a look at the
packet; just to make sure we've got
the right thing,’’ eaid Hallard.

Wicks drew from bis pocket 2 small,
registered packet, which be had placed
there a minuto before. He cut the
sealed string and broke it open. A
small cardboard box was revealed.
Removing the cover from this, a layer
of cottonwoel showed. With eager
ﬁggers Wicks flicked it away. A grati-
fied exclamation hroke from the three
men, Embedded in.the lower layer of
cotton-wool was a  magnificent
diamond, of great size and dazzling

‘brilliance.

* That's all richt,” observed Wicks.
“Now wo'll bo going. We've plenty
of time to catch the nine-forty train
from Birstham fo town. We'll go

up
E
N
N
N

over the partition, Cleg Ross now
looked on a sight such as he had never
beforo seen.  He saw the postman,
still with that cunning grin upon his
face, quietly submit wbile the other
two rogups bound his arms behind
him, secutred his ankles with cords, and
fired the gag firmly over liis mouth,
That done, his clothes were besmirched
with mud- fetched from the field out-
side, while his peaked hat was smashed
in as though by a blow, and thrown
to the ground o yard or two from the
prostrate form of the postmam.

“ Now, then,” eaid Wicks, *we're
all comp{ete. You've got our address,
in case anything happenns and yon
want to write to us. We'll cut off.
Good-night 1"’ .

The gag%ed postman jerked his head
in revlv, while the two men moved to-
wards the door. A moment later and
they were gone.

THE 2nd CHAPTER.

How Cleg Brought About the
Arrost of the Thiovos.

LANK amazement was on the
face of the boy who had
been an unseen witness of

these strange doinge. The barn was
in complote darkness now, for the two
men had extinguished the lamtern be-
fore going. Robbery had been com-
mitted, that was plain—robbery of an
uncommon and ingenious character—
and he had been a witness of it, What
ought he to do? His mind was made
up at once.

The postman was safe where he was.
Hoe would lie there, belpless to move,
till someone should come and discover

Clog clutched the hayrack ahove his head :with hoth hands, and
lookod over tho partition,

across the fields; it'll save mceting
people.”’

*“ Here, what about me?’ eaid the
postman, with a laugh. “I've got fifty
to come, ain't 17 And then you've got
to mako me look like the victim of
highway robbery with vilence. But
before you start on that I'd like to
handle the fifty quid.” :

Without a word, Wicks produced a
pocket-book, counted out socme bank-
notes, and handed them to the post:
man. With a grin, the latter pocketed
them,

“ Now, then, for the highway rob-
bery business,”” he said. “You
needn’t treat me very bad. You
sprung on me from behind—that's
what 1 shall tell 'em-—just whon I was
stoppin’ to light my bicycle-lamp arter
it had gone out.””

““ Where 'is your bicvele?’ asked
Wicks.

“ Just outside the door,” the post-
man answered, with a hoarse laugh—
“lyin' in the field whero the mur
derous vill’ins threw it!"

“Rigbt! That'l do,”” Wicks said,
with o nod. *Now we'll gag you and
trass you up like a fowl in two ticke.”

From a black bag, which he picked
up from the corner, Hallard took out
some cords and a gag of leather.

Peering  with wide-stretched eyes

him. The othes two men were going
to catch the nine-forty traim to Lon-
don. From where—Birstham? Yes;
that was the place they had n=entioned.
Perhaps, then, there was time to cap-
ture them ore they got away with the
proceeds of the * put-up '’ robbery.

Cleg had clambered down among the
straw again. Without a moment's
further hesitation he made for the
door, No nced to be stealthy now,
The postman could not move ; he could
not even shout, though he gave vent
to a mumbling sound from Ixehind lus
gag as Cleg quickly opened and shut
the door of the barn behind him.

A bioycle lying on the ground

caught the boy's cye at omce. e
picked it up and hurriedly wheeled
it from the field to the road. He
glanced around, Which way should
he po?
Lights twinkling in a hollow a mile
or so away on the London road de-
cided him. Wicks and Hallard had
said they would go across the fields.
There was, then, no likelihood of his
enconntering them. Even if he dil
he would pass unsuspected, for in the
darkness they would not recognise that
the bicycle was painted red.

It took him but a few moments to
reach tbe first of the lights he had
seen, A hastyshouted inquiry of a
boy as to the name of the placo

elleited the fact that it was the town
of Birstham., Another inquiry, and
he learned where the police-station was
situated. Straight to it he rode.

Breathiessly, dnd ehaking all over
with exoitement, be told hie story to
the superintendent. That officer
looked amazed at the boy as he began.
Almost incredulous at first, he pre-
sently found himself belioving.

“You will know these two men
again?’ he asked, when Cleg had
finished his story.

Cleg nodded.

1 should know them anywhere,"
he answered.

“ And you say they're going to catch
the nine-forty train to London? Very
well, then,” the officer dadded, as Cleg
gave another assenting nod, ‘‘yon
come along with me to the railway-
station, and we may be able to clap
our hands on these gentlemen.”

He passed into another toom,
beckoned to a couple of constables, and
without further delay set off with
them and Cleg towards the railway-
station,

Acting on the superintendent’s sug-
gestion, Cleg Ross at first entered the
station alone. There were but few
passengers on the platform, and almost
the first persons he ca.ugfrt sight of
were Wicks and Hallard waiting for
the London train, which was due in
abont ten minutes.

Swiftly Cleg glided baek to where,
under the shadow of one of the station
outbtiildings, he had loft the officers.

“I'ney're here, sir,” he whispered
to the superintendent. ' They're sit-
ting on ouo of the scats on the plat-
form."”

-The anxiety which had been in the
officer’s eycs disappeared in a moment.
With Cleg directing them towards the
spot where the two.men wero sitting,
they eatered the station by way of the
booking-office, A sidelong glance
througn the Window reveared wvioxs
and- Hallard. only a few yards away.
With one whispered word to his men,
the superintendent darted through the
door, }o]lowed by the conetables.

There was no struggle 10 speak of.
Wicks and Iallard were too over-
whelmed with astonishment to offer
any but the most [Eeeble 'resistance.
o tist one cry of chagrin and anger, and
the handeuffs were clapped upon their
wrigts, and there they were, in safe
Cuntukiy. . .

- Talking them at once into a waiting-
room, the euperintendent promptly
searched them. From Wieks's pocket
he drew out the littlé cardboard box.
Opening it, the brilliant facets of the
big dianmond flashed on his sight. With
a eigh of relief he placed the gem in
his pocket, glanced at Cleg Ross with
a smile, and murmured : .

“ All right, my hoy! You've done
somebody a good turn, I can tell you!
Come along! We'll find ont later who
that somebody 8. .

_Within ten minutes tho party had
arrived at the police-station, and the
two prisoners were safely locked up.

In lese than an hour after that the
colls contasined o third prisoner—no
other than the postman Thorp.

Thorp soon realised that the game
was up, and.forthwith he made
clean breast of the whole busincss,

Wicke and Hallard, it appeared,
were two well-known London jewel-
tilieves. By mcane known only to
themselves, they had discovered that
Sir Matthew Atherley, an eccentric old
baronet living in the neighbourhood,
had purchased a valuable diamond at a
London auction. Instead of taking it
homne with him, he had sent.it to a firm
of Londen lapidaries to be cut. Fur
ther, the tbieves had learned that the
baronet, by an odd whim of meanness,
intonded {o save the expense of a per-
sonal messenger by having the gem
sent through the post in a registered
packet.

At first the thieves’ purpose had
been 10 make a really violent attack
on the one postman whose duty it was
to deliver letters in that neighbour-
hiood ; hut getting friendly with Thorp,
who was acting as an auxiliary post.
man duning the illness of the regular
scrvice man, they had found him to be
of a quite unscrugulcme and pliable
nature, and the offer of fifty pounds
had won him over as their accomplice.

In due time, at the county assizes,
the three men met with their fitting
punishment. ~ As to Cleg Ross, his
prompt action carned for him quite a
substantial reward. Sir Matthew
Athorley, though ho might be eccen-
tric, was not a man to overlook so
great a service. - Nor was his mean-
ness, which we have hinted at, at all
characteristio of the man. For when,
a day or two after the robbery, he
offered Cleg a sitnation on his estate,
it ‘was on such terms as made the boy
perfectly satisfied with his immediate
lot and his future prospects.
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N Southampton landing-stago
stood Pete, a negro led
Although so young, his tall

form wag perfectly doveloped, and
there wae a sign of strength in his
every movement.

»So dese are de Southampton
Docks, are dey? Seems to mo rador
too much wsloppiness ’bout dem.
P’raps dat’s de rain. I dunvo how it
is, but.when a nigger lad works his
passage ober, scems to me de captain
might gib him someting to start wid,
’»o(‘)x‘,a,a bent baifpenny ain’t much capi-
tad,’

*“ NMind your pockets, Marial” sad a
stout gentleman to a big lady who was
standing near Pete, and had overheard
his soliloquy. “ Ah! Hang your
hox, fellow! I have damaged my
whing against it !’

This latter was addressed to a clean-
shaven, jovial-looking indarviaual, who
wore a tall hat very much on one side,

s enormous gold watchehain, and]

emoked a big cigar.

*“ Sorry, dear boy I he said.
should'look before you leap.”

"*You have no right to leave your
chest there.” .

“Jest so.  But, apain, I have ne
strength to shift it. T am sorry the
fact of your having barked your shing
makes you growl and kick ap a
shindy; but I infinitely prefer your
having done that to my ligging that
chest about.”

“Tink you would like
carried, sah?” inguired Feto.

‘“That is what I am waiting for;
bhut it wants a ocouple of men——
Well I

Pete seized the heavy chest by the
handie, swung it on his shoulder, and
crunched the big lady’s bonnet, for she
had got too close to the back of that
box. She was evidently a lady of
action and not worde. Grasping her
gamp more firmly, ehe emashed it
over Peto’s woolly Pate.

“Hi, golly! Where's all die com-
ing from?’ roared Pete, elewing
round and catching Maria’s husband a
fearful crack over the head with the
back corner of the box. ' Be a little
luss energetic, iy dear. You'm hurt-
ing my noddle wid dat gamp.”

. " Ha, ha, ha!” roared the owner of
the chest. “‘ It's awfully funny!”

YT dunno!” growled Pete. It
don’t feel so funny to me as it looks
1o you, old hoss. 1 neber was much
at arithmetie, but 1 tink dere’s some
fractions in my head now.”’

** What's your name, lad?”

" Pete !

“Well, Pete, my name is Janies
Travers, better known as ¢Jimmy.
Cart that chest this way.”

VI have been assaulted, fellow !
roared the augry man, stepping in
front of Jimmy.”

“ Well, dear boy,” exclaimed that
worthy, knocking the ash off his cigar,
* I don’t suppose it's the first tdmne,
and I'm thumping certain it won’t be
the last, if you don’t get out of my
way. Come along, Pcte ”’

“Dis road to London!’ bawled
Pete. ‘*Mako way for de sea chest.
By your leave, dere. Make way!”

And people made it, because Pete
followed Jimmy, who weut at a fairly
good pace. Once or twice he turned
1o glance at Pete, who kept close
behind him.,

1t was evident that Jimmy kuew his
way about the place. e turned down
several back streets, until at last they
arrived at the outskirts of the town,
and here he stopped at an open space,
with a high hoarding round it, Un-
locking a door in the hoarding, he
directed Pote to follow him.

“Put tho chest down there,’” ho
said, placing three halfpence in Pete’s
hand as he obeyed.

“Tank you, old hoss! Dat makes
twopence capital. We'm getting on.
Good-night !

*Come here!” cried Jimmy.

0 Eh?’)

“You

dat chest

OUR WEEKLY CALERDAR:—

THE BOYS’ FRIEND—1p

A Grand New Series of Complete Stories.

“JT have given you a halfpenny too
wmuch. Give it back.”

* Golly! No fear. Dis child don't
mind working hard to earn money,
but he ain’t such & mighty idiot as to
return any dat he has earned.”

“I'm glad to sce you ain’t quite a
fool. Do you mean to eay you are
satisfied with three-halfpence for
carrying that thundering thing all this
way?”

*Don't ece why not. It ain’t taken
me 5o mighty long, Mr.—— Let's see,
what was dat nane 2

“Jamoes Travers, Esquire.
Janwy.’’

“Well, Jimmy, old hoss, dis money
is a lot to me; I ain’t returning it.”

Call me

Tl punch your head if vou
don’t !
““Den etart punching. I'd rader

hab my noddle punched dan go to bed
hungry, ’specjally as I shall do a hit
ob punchin .lgdck.”

“Well, wilt you carry that chest for
another mile for a peany?”’ .

"*Now you'm talking’ eried Pete,
swinging 1t on his shoulder once more.
“Loead on, Jimmy, old hoss! You'm
a mighty good sort,”

1 should be a mighty bad sort to
pay a lad three-halfpence for the work
you have done, lad. There is half-a-
crown {”’

13 Eh ?l!

“Keep it.”? :

“Yah, yah, yah ¥’ roarcd Pete, plac-
ing the chest on the ground. ' VYal,
yah, 'vah! ’Scusc me!”

Then he took a run forward, turned
a. somersault  without touchmg ihe
ground, and landed on his feet.

“You'm a downright good sort,
Jimmy!  Good-night, old hoss, and
Pcie’s best wishes go wid you!”

‘*Come buck, boy! Whai are you
going to do in-England?’

* Dunno!”?

** What have

* Cireus work .

“Do you know who T am?’

“ Nutno 17

“Well, this ig a eircus, and I'm iis
sole proprietor.’”

* Golly! Suppose you couldn't gib
me some sort ob job?”

" What can you do, and how much
do you ask?"

**Nuff for foed to start wid; den

sou done so far®?’

s

what I'm worf. Best try me asto what |*7f

i)

1 can do.

¥ Any references?”’

“What's de good ob dem?”

“ Come this way. Never mind tho
box.”

The circus proyrietor—for such he
really was—led the way into a larger

booth, .
“*That's the circus,” observed
Jimmny, with eome pride. * Now,

then, tumble about! 1f you can really
do auytbing, I will employ you, lad.
like you. Come here, Phew! ¥You
bhave some muscle. Thunder! Why,
you are made of steel!”

Jimmy prodded Pete abont. Ho
punched him in the chest, 2nd seized
Lim by the muscles at the back by his
showder-blades; then caught hold of
his biceps. '

*“Can you manage a hit, old hoss??
inquired Pete.

“* Used to.””

“Take a run. Hands on my
shoulders. I get you by de wrists and
balance you.” -

“1'm too heavy.”

“Nunno !’

“You couldn’t beay it, and 1'd bhurt
mysclf.”

“ Shouldn’t tink &0.*’
. ¢T1  should. But
Ready !’

* Guessed first time. !’

Jimmy dropped the stump of lis
cigar and stamped ou it; then he care-
fully placed his hat ou the floor, and,
taking o tun, leapt into the aiyr as
though to turn a somewault over
Poto’s head, on whese shoulders ho
placed lis hands.

“TUp we gol” cried Pete, grasping
his wrists, and, raising him at arm’s

bero  gocs.

jengiih above hie head, kept him
balauced.

* Backward turn, old hess. Golly!
You'mn a good one at it, tGo.  Yah,
,;‘lah.‘ yeh! You'm landed on your

at !’

“ Bust the h').t-!” :
“Yah, yah, yah! Looks ’bout
busted, too, 1 shouldn’t wonder

3

11—

"‘I;Iclp—~-hc!p! Oh, Jinuny, help
me !’

“'"Tis the fair Rosamond!" roared
Jimmy. “I’'m coming to your aid.”

* Fire—fire!” .

“ Whero are you girl?”’

“Hero! No, blockhoad!
Help 1

** Where ean the wench be?”

“Here! Can’t you hear me?’

“Of course I can hear you,’.”
growled Jimmy, rushing across the
circus, for the voice came from the
other side now. - Then it appeared to
come from his damaged tile.

“well, 'm hanged!” he gasped,
picking up the hat, which scemed to
be shrieking at him

“ ¥Yal, yah, yah!”’ roaved Pete.

“What! You mean to say that'e
you—that you're a ventriloquist?” -

‘“ Golly, golly! You did look fanny
bolting across de ringafter dat voice!
Um mighty sorry, Jimmy, old hoss;
but when 1 had started you running
aftcr dat voice, you looked so funny
dat 1 hadn’t got de heart to stop you.
}’uh, ‘V’J’Lh, yah! You ﬂmxo how sorry

am! o

“You look it! Bid'thgpsinothing
to be sorry at. I can takeiyou' ion,
withoui & doubt. I&%s eee.f Cirean
Pete, or the Black Diamond.” ™

* Hadn’t you best see what I can do
first 72 :

‘* Fire ahead, Peto!”

* Tight-rope up dere, ain't it?’

“Yes. If you can do anything on
that I'l have the ncts stretched.”

“Nunno! I'll show you a bit ob
tumbling.”

Then Pete went round the circus,

Hera!

“which was & large one, and he finighed
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up by walking up to Jimmy on his
hands, .

* ITow's dat, old hossY’ inguired
a voice, which appeared to come from
Pete’s boots. ]

“In dat case, we will try anoder

turn. Dis way to London.” -
Peto grasped a rope, and drew him-
self up, band-over-hand, nntil he

reached the tight-rope which was
stretehed across the circus.

“Here, come downl’’ shouted
ilaiﬁzmy, mopping his hrow, *“¥Youll
~1 don't 1ink e0.” )

“Coms down, I tell youl’ he

gasped, as Pete cautiously raised him-
setf upon the rope, using hie arms in
piace of a balancing-pole. It looked
frightfully dangerous, and it was; but
Peto was very anxious to_get employ-
ment, 80 ho was quite wilhing to take
the risk.

Jimmy was e good-hearted man,
end probably knew the awful risk far
betver thdn the daring lad.

* Wil you come down?’ bawled the
exeited showman, emashing out his
crushed hat with his fist amnd placing it
on one side of his head. *1 won't
employ i:_;li‘ you don’t como down.””

ti3ce e?oid hoss, P mighty cer-
tain you ain’t going to employ a lad—
speciglly a nigger—if he can’t do a
good turn.”’ :

The silly rascal is giving
me a good turn this time,” "groaned
witimy. - * Come down!”

“Like so?’’ inquired Pete, pretend-
ing to fall, and eatching the rope with
the back of his knee. ** Tink dat will

‘pléase de spoctators?’

*1 don’t know,” ned Jimmy.
" But I'm thundering certain it does
nc‘)it please me. Come down, Peto
lad i

“Well, you goe, it'a dis way,
Jimmy,” ehouted Petc, ewinging flo
and fro by the back of bis leg. *“1
dunno dat I can come down much
furder widont hurting myself. Still, I
can bave a try. Soft music, please!”

Pete placed the back of his heel of

the free leg on the rope, then worked
the otner ieg down until he hung over
the awful height by the back of hig’
heels, and his body swayed to and fro.

Jimmy did not daro to speak. Hia
brcath came in gasps.

“Tink dat will ‘thrill deir little
br%stp,,.]xmmy?” bawled Pete. - |

“Ite awfull” murmured Jimmy.
*1 wish I had never met the villain 1

“’Cos if dey want someting moro
exciting, I used to bo able to hang
by one heel,” continued Pete. “I
dunno weder I'm out ob practice, but -
we can easily eee. Put de soft pedal
ob de band down. Might play do
*Dead March in Saul.’ ~ Obscrve do
one-hee] hang."
. Then kete nung by one heel.

Jimmy was epeechless. His heart
was throbbiug fast, and lis neryes
tingled. His breath cave with long
gasps.

1 dunno dat I can do much more
n de tight-rope,” observed Pete.
“Might swing a little—so; but yon
ought to hab proper shoes for dat
work, "cos you might elip. Now, den.
Wo draw oursclves up—so, and de rest
is casy ! .

Pete caught the zopn and swung
himself up; then walked to the end,
and, grasping the descending vope,
glid to the ground.

“You young. villainl” gasped
Jimmy, shaking his fist in Petc’s smil
mg face.

**Yah, yah, yah! Dat's
de people like, Jimmny.”

"“It's not what they are going to
have in my show.>

“Eh? Don't you tink you can dis-
engage me?”’

* Of course. 1 can take you on, bub
——  Wel}, 1 don’t like what you have
done, lad. 1 try to get an honest liv-
ing, aid no man in my employ shall
risk his life. 1f I can’t please the
public without that they will have to
go unpleased. Now, see here, lad. If
sou want a start, T'll give it to you.
I'm annoved at youwr foolhardy work,
but somehow 1 like you. Yon can
have your grub and a quid a week
on condition that when you get a
better offer yon let me know, and if I
can sce my_ way to spring tho same
you smi,; with me. We don't need
that in black and white. You are tho
black and 'm the white. If we aro
poing to rogue cach other a pileco of
paper won't stop it."”

“ Golly! Dat’s a mighty lot better
start dan I expected, Jimmy!”? ex-
claimed Pete,  “8till, I tink I can
carn it. If not, you hab de power to
knock 1t off whencher you like. Dere’a
two-free tings I can do dat I aln’t
shown you vet.”

“Well, we won’t bother about that
now,” said Jimmy. “1 am going to
have a good, square feed; then I will
introduce you to the company, and
show_you the other beasts.’

“Yah, yah, yah! Don't you like de
company, Jimmy?"’

1 don't Like them when I haven’t
got enough to pay their screws; and

(Continusd on the next page.)
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With all his strength Pete dealt the lion a blow on the chest with his fist, At once the brute
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they don’t like me, either, at times
like that—at least, they dor’t judging
by the things they call me. DNow,
there's a little hotel where I always
stay when in this town. It's quiet and
cheap; two things that are of import-
ance, Then the cocking is good. Do
you like good cooking?” .

%1 dunno dat I'm mighty particular
v gla}; score, 50 long as dere’s enough

it.

“Ah! I play a pretty good knife
and fork myseif. We will have half-
crown dinners, which means as much
as you please.” .

#Goliy! Dey won't get so mighty
much profit out ob my little lot,” said
Pele, with conviction.

“Well, that’s their look-out. They
must consider they are playing to a
had thouse this evening.” .

0O, is that you, Jimmy?” in-
quired a young lady of decidedly pre-
possessing appeatance. .

1 have that houour, Rosamond.

#* Honour, indeed!”  exclimed
Rosamond, tossing ther pretty head.
“ Wherc are you going?’’

1 sha’'n’t be long. I am going to
show this lad about the place.”

“That means you are going to have
dinner. Take me with you. DI'm
{rightfully hungryt”

“You may be frightful, but you
can't be hungry, sceing tho dehicious
food you get here.”

“ About as good as the lions’.
coming with you.”

“That you are not!
I want to be landed with a breach of
promise suit?’

“As though I'd ever marry you!"

*Pl} take particulur care you don't,

" my dear! I‘have been a bachelor for
forty vears, and I am not going to
be bothered with a wife at my time
of life. Cot ont of my way !’

1 gha’n’e!”

“Then take a week's notice.”

“You'll take a box on the ears if
vou talk to me like that! I tell you
’m coming to dine with you!”

“ 'Well, make haste and get ready,
then. Come on, Pete! This way.
Dodge down this street.”
~Jiminy went at o run, then he
turned down another street, and, by
a devious course, he made his way to
his fayourite shotel.

“1 always come here for peace and
quiet,”” murmured Jimmmy, glancing
around to make sure Rosamond was
not following. “ You must keep this
place dark.”

4 Dat's all right, old hoss!
won't learn it from e, I can pay
for my little Lot.””

‘*No; you are my guest. Two
half-¢rown dinners, Richard, and look
sharp about it, because we haven't
much time!™

The waiter eved Pete dubiously.
He kuew from past experience that
Jimmy was not a very profitable cus-
tomor; neither did Pete’s appearance
favourably impress him,

“Two heavies!” he bawled down
the speaking-tube.

“De order sounds corrcet,” ob-
served Pete, ‘I like dese go-as-you-
plense sort ob dinners. Here comes
de soup—and here it goes, too! Hab

I'm

Dey

two-free plates in readiness to follow,

Richard.”

“Thero's codfish to foliow.”

“Let two-free plates ob soup follow
first,”

*Don’t have too much soup,” whis-
pered Jimmy. “You won’i be able
to g’et through the rest of tho din-
ner.

“Yah, yah, yah! Must be a
mighty large dinner if dis child can’t
get frough 1’

“Bill,” murmured Richard down
the tube, * miss the fish. Boiled beef
and suety pluggers next. Plenty of
pluggers. If I can’t check that nig-
ger's appetite, it's a caution!”

But Pete's appetite wanted a fear-
‘ful lot of checking. The way he

© wont mto that beef made Richard
gasp. The dumplings seemcd to have
no more effect on his appetite than
strawberry-ices would have done.

_*“’Noder little lot of beef here, old
hoss!”

**See here, you've bad three plates
already!”

“I'm fond of boiled beef.”

“Yon are so! There's roast beef
and Yorkshire to follow.”

“But I ain’t sure I shall Like dat,-

- and as I'm certain I like dis, we will
hab some more.”
Pete did. He made Jimmy laugh,
but Richard never so much as smiled.
“Dere!” exclaimed Pete. *‘Now
~’'m just in form for a good dinner.
Aftor dat little stimulant to de appe-

Do you think |

tite I shall be able to eat in earnest

“Wel, I'm blowed!” gasped
Richard. “P't’aps Yorkshire pud-
ding will finish him off. :Two rousts,
and piles of slabs and taters on one
of 'em!”

“ What. comes next to de
Richard?"” inquired Pete.

* Apple-tart.”

beel,

“Pity to get off de meat so soon. |

Hitch me on two-free more plates.
1 like de pudding.”

“T've noticed it. He ain't finished
yet, mate.”

*“Well, sce here, Dick,” exclaimed
the cook, *‘sou’d best cut him off,
'cos there’ll be a mighty row abont
this! 'The boss is always growling,
as these half-crown feeds dou't pay.
I vow this one hasn't!" -

“Waiter, I'm Mr, Morgan!” ex-
claimed the stout pamy whose head
Pete had bumped on the landing-
stage, as he eutered the rooin accom-
panied by his wife Maria. ¢ What
have you got to eat?"” ’

“Dere’'s some bery good boiled
beef, old hoss!” observed Pete,

I am not asking you, you insolont
nigger!” cried Morgan,

‘““Have we to cat in company with
a nigger?” demanded Mania.

“He'll be going directly, ma’am,”
said Richard.” * An least, I hope so,”

he added. ‘boneath his breath.

i

" Boiled hecf, carrots, and dump-
ﬁngs is good, sir.’ )
*Yes; that will do for me,” said

Maria.

“Same here.
about !’

“Serve up de apple-pie, waiter!"
ordered Pete, * I ain't much at
apple-pie. Do you like it, Jimmy?"”

““Never touch sweets,” answered
Jimmy. ‘A little cheese, Richard.”

“P'r’aps you'll help the pie, sir?”
said Richard, plaeing it before
Jimmy.  *Sorry, sir,’’ he added,
turning to Morgan, * Carrots and
dumplings is off.”

“P'm not cating boiled beof with-
out. What clse have you got?’

“ Roast beef and Yorkshire pud-
ding.”’

“hat  will  do,”
glancing at his wife,
* Serve it up quickly.”

In about a minute Richard
turned.

“ Sorry, eir, but Yorkshire pudding
1s off, That nigger has been and
wolfed it all. He's enough ta breed
a famine wherever he goes!”

‘* Disgusting  gluttony ! snarled
Morzan. * Bring up the beef.”

) Fiohﬂrd burried to the speaking-
ube, i

And look sharp

said Morgan,
wlio nodded.

re-

« sir 1™ Richard,
hurrying back, :

YT didn't eall vou, fellow !’ said
Morgan.

answered

“ Beg pardon.”

“Waiter!” came a voice, which ap-
peared to be Maria's,

“Yes, ma'am.”

“1 did not call you.”

Richard was not a good-tempered
man, and he was inclined to pget
angry now, .

He burried back to the speaking-
tube,

* Richard!l” came a voice, appa-
rentiy from the pdisage.

“That's the boss!'’ cried Richard,
rushing from the room. .

Then voices appeared to be coming
from all over the place, and Richard
had no sooner entered the room than
he fondly imagined his master was
calling him again,

It now occurred to Jimmy that
Pete’s ventriloquism was cansing the
extraordinary disturbance, and he
burst into a roar of laughter, which
did not tend to improvo Morgan’s
temper. He expressed his opinion in
pretty forcible language, too. At
last, however, he got hls dinner,
Then he ordered apple-tart.

“You caw't haby apple-tart, old
hosst” said Pete. ‘I hab just
yafled up de last ob it. You must
thab brem-cheese.”

“1 won't have bread and cheesel”
howied Morgan.

“Den bring de old hoss a dog-
biscndt, waiter!l”

“Come down like
s01?" ingquired Petos
pretending to fall.

“Ha, ha, hal Xere you are,
waiter,” eaid Jimmy, handing him two
hali-crowns, “and there’s twopence
for yourself. We will be back to-
morrow.”

¢ See here, if yon bring that nigger
again, half-crown dinners is off. 1
can take upon myself to tell you so
much, He's eaten about four pounds
of solid meat, to say nothing of phug-
gers, slubs, and a hole tart!”

““ But, dear boy, yon advertise
these dinners for half-a-crown.”

“ That’s meant for human beings.
If you was to bring a boa-constrictor
we shonld charge extra.”

“Yah, yah, yah!"” roared Pete.
““Must say de dinner was all right.
I ain’t got no complaints to make.”

““No; but the boss will have a fow
when he comes in, Next time you
come to this show, my lad, I'm put-
ting you on piecework!"

* Doy don’t seern to appreciate my
appetite, Jimmy.”

‘““Ha, ha, lm! No.
back to ihe show,
have a look round to sec that tho
autmuls are all comfortable for the
night.”

‘“Hab you
hons, Jimuny?”

* Well, we've got Nero; but I have
my dounbts about the brute. He
won't always do what he is told. - In
fact, the tamer somotimes daren’t go
in. He's a young lion. You would
have thought he was a young lamb

But let’'s get

got eny peclorming

I generally like to |

if you had heard the character I had
with him. The man I bouglit him
from ewore that chickens used to go

in to feed with im.”
Did he feed dai

““¥Yah, yah, vah!
lion on corn?”’

“Blest f T know! Bui the fellow
;J\'agn't as truthful as he onght to

e’ o .

*'Spect dat lion ain't been properly
taught,” said Pete.

0 dou't know. But I never feel
quite comfortakie till Raja the tamer
—hes a Spauniard—comes out of the
cage. Between yon and me, I be-
lieve the fellow is frightened of thai
lion.”

“Dat's de worst ting possible, If
a lion knows yow'm frightened ob
trim, he gets nasty dircetly. De
proper way is to 1nake him frightened
ob you. First of all, let him kuow
you hab got plenty ob strength, and
ain't de least bit afraid, den make
friends wid him.”

“Raja always says he can
the fiercest hrute with his eyes.”

“Yaly, yah, yah! Dat ain't at atl
safe. d hab thad a good deal to do
wid lions, Jimmy, and hab come to
de conclusion dat your voice is a lob
more lilely to quell dem dam your
oyes. You ain'l got to shout at dewmn,
but just talk ordinary words. So dis
Is Nero, is it? Woll, he’s a mighty
fine benst, I'll show you what I mean
bout training dem.”

“Here! What are you going to
do?” demanded Jimmny, as Pete
entored the sl guard-cage, and
fastened the outer barred gate.

¢ GGoing to make friends wid Nero,”
apnswered Pete, unfastening the inuer
gate.  ‘“’Spect you'll want me to
perform wid him sometimes?”

“No, I sha'n’t. You come out of
—— Bother the lad! He's going to
make my hair stand on end againl”

“Hallo, Nero, old hoss!'” cried
Pete, entering tho monster's cage
with absolute fcarlessness. ‘“How
are you dis evening? See here, if
you start grewling at me I shall
clump-you ober de head!”

Jimmy seized a long iron rod.
He felt convinced a terrible tragedy
was about to be enacted, for Nero
growled ominously as he showed his
terrible fangs.

“Now -den!’ cried Pele in a decp
voice, which scemed to come from
above them. * Come dis way. Do
you hear me, Nero?”’

Pete stepped forward, and tlxe great
brute ntiered an gwiul roar, while its
body quivered as he prepared to
spring upon the daring lad who had
ventured to enter Lis den.

“TLook hove, L aint standing dat,
Nero!” cried Pete, striding forward.
*Ah! Would you?”’

As the terrible brute was in the
very act of springing, Pete darted for-
wards, and gripped it Ly the throat,
white Jimmy struck at it with the

qnell

iron rod.
“Now, «en, Nero,” cried DPete,
“Just you behave yourself, else

you'm going to get huri! Just what
I told you. Don't hurt him, Jamny.
Yon behavo yourself, like a respect-
able lion, Nero, olse dere’ll be trouble
in dis world. Don't you dare to
rrowl at me, olse I'lh gib you & smash

in de chest—so—dat yow'll remem-
bec!” .
With all. his abnormal strength

Pete dealt the infuriated brute a blow
in the chest with his fist, and al-
though it still lashed its tail, it ceased
to growi,

“Walk round dis way, Nerol”
cried Pete. * Do you hear me? Walk
round. Golly! 1f you don't mind
me I'lt know de reason

v A
: Getting Ready.

OW that' the spring is onco
more with us thousands of
the readers of THE Boxs'

Y ieNDp, who make a hobby of the
art of photography will doubtless be
thinking -of scon starting work for
the -scason. Cameras, which have
boen stored away duriug the winter
in dusty corners, will be looked up,
developing dishes will be washed,

! hottles of ehemicals will be prepared.

and so on.

In order to assist my young friends -
to turn ont good pictures, I am
going to give them a few hints whiock
will be of value to both novices and
those who have had sume experiences
: Overhauling.

In the first place, the young photo-
arapher who already possesses
oamers which has been laid aside
during the winter, should give it «
thorough overhauling hefore taking
any pictures, he hns a iand-
camera he should first of all give it
a thorough cleaning with a white
duster ; then he should cxamine the
interior, and carefully reblack any
parts which may have worn white.
T'he lens should be carefully cleaned,
and the other mechanism, such as the
shutter-changing  apparatus, etc.,
shonld be thoroughly tested, Open
the lens, and then look through the
back of the camera and see that no

speck of light can enter except
through the lens.
Stand Cameras.
A stand-camera. should also bo

thoroughly tested before being used.

f you possess ome, first thoroughly
examine all the parts to see that
they ave in working order, and then
fix it on to the tripod, after geeing
that the latter 1s all right, Next
rack out the bellows to their fullest
extent and. carefully examine it by
putting your head under the focus-
sing-cloth, dnd- looking .through the
eamera with the lens open. Very
often a pin-point, through whidh the
light can cnter, will be found in the
leather, and this must be at once
stopped. Fix in the fooussing-glass
and thorough focus objects near aud
distant, and’ thus satisfy yourself that
this is all right.

In the case of a stand-camera the
dark slides should also be thoroughly
tested. I remember some years ago
at the commencement "of the scason
thoroughly overhauling my camera
and putting everything perfegt, and
then taking half a dozen pictures,
Judge my astonishment when I
found” each of the mnegatives had an
unsightly streak right across the
plate. Of comise I immediately
knew that tho light had in some way
found the plates, but I could nol
discover for some time how the
plates had become spoiled. I re
examined the camera and thoroughly
overhauled the dark-room, and sc
on, until at last I speedily discovered
‘that a Liny slip of wood had in some
manner got loose.

‘In order to make sure that o dark-
slide is u,l)solutelf light-tight, it js
a good plan to fill it with unexposed
plates, and then leave the slide about
in daylight for an hour or two; then
develop the plates. any light
gots in the plate will be fopged.
On the other hand, if the slide is

rfectly light-tight, the plate will
{:g perfectly clear.

(Tv be continued.)

why! Dat’s_better, Yah,
yah, yah! You'm walking

as dough you were on hot
bricks, Nero. What's dat?
Anoder growl? Now, see
here, old hoss, you hiad bet-
ter be eareful ’bont dose

growls,D ‘cos L won’; hab
dem. at’s bettor. ain’t :
going to teach you anyting DYSPEPSIA
to-night, 'cos you'm got to BILIOUSNESS
get friendly wid me first. CONSTIPATION
Now you ehall hab a ohunk HEADACHE
ob meat, ’cos you ain’t be- !
haved 80 badly.” \ PALPITATION
Pete stipped out of the NERVOUSNESS
lca,,t;e,ﬁu?c}l to Jim;n_y's re- DEPRESSION
jef. But he entered it once
more with a huge piece of BLOOD IMPURITY
meat, which he threw to \ LIVER TROUBLE
Nero. . . . o .
““Heve, como  awayl"” AND ACTUALLY

gasped Jimmy, *“ You have
frightened e to-night, All
the same. I'm glad we met.
Now I'll introduce youn to
the company, and I shall
bill rou as Circus Pete.”

(Another of these fine come
piete stories next week).
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THE tst CHAPTER,
Adams Rejc cted—dJully N+t Trun
man—Nearly a Figr.t—A Threat.

“AN’ you mean if, lass?”

Henry Adams said earn-
estly, with just the sugges-
tion of a quiver in his deep voice.

“Yes, Harry,” the girl answered,
just as seriousiy, the unsteaciness of

. her voice more pronounced than the
quiver in the man’s,

The two stood &t thic gate of an old
garden, near the hour of sunset.
From where they stood a white road
ran down to the harbour of Treferne,
tho mouth of which was guarded on
both sides by the high rocks that had
torn the timbers of many a stout ship
asunder when she had failed to make
the harbour. z

By the edge of the water, so near
ihat they seemed to be in danger of
being washed away at the first high
tide, a score or so of cottages, white-
walled and red-roofed, stood nestling
together. It was above the roofs that
showed the masts of a lugger or two
and the elender spars of a Revenue
cutter.

It was to the latter craft that the
man talking earnestly to the girl by
the gate evidently belonged, for he
was in the wniform of a Revenne
officer, and his kindly, if not hand.
some, face was seamed and tanned by
the .wind and water.

*“Can’t ve ¢hink it over again,
lass?’ he urged. “X know that T'm
a rough chap, not overliked by the
boys round there on account o' my
cailing, but 1 did think that ye looked
at me wi’ kinder eyes—"'

Madge Tregarth held a hand wup
Lastily to stop the man’s words, and
her pretty face wore a look of sad-

ness that was not often to be seen
upon jt,
“You mustn's 54y any more,

Harry,” she said quickly. “I can’t
rearry you, though I like vou well
crough in other ways. I can't!”

A hard look orossed the face of the
Revenue officer, and his right hand
;quched the cutlass banging at his
"p, .

*“Ay, an’ I know who stops ye
loving me!™” he said, a hoarse ncte
creeping into. his voice. *It's Nat
‘Trueman—jolly Nat Trusman, as all

‘the leafers round these parts call
him—fisherman, fighter, smuggler.”

- No, no!” Madge cried, in guick
. protest. “* Not smuggler, Harry.”

Harry Adams's face looked very
liard now. He and his ship had been
at Treferne for a matter of six
months—sent there to suppress the
smuggling which was known to
on year in and year out on that part
of the wild Cornish coast. He had
met with little or no success; yet he

.did not regret—or had not until the
present—that he thad come, for he
‘had met Madge Tregarth, and, like
many a man i the village, had learnt
10 love hor. .

Now she had refused him, and he
knew why. It was Nat Trueman
-who bad won her heart. And, per-
haps, it was not surprising, A fine
face and form were his, %:e owned
the best lugger in the harbour, and
it was webl known that he kept an
aocount at & bank, like & gentleman
of gunality.

As for the rumour that he was a
-smuggler—well, even the sguire vas
not averse to baving a hand in that,
# eircumstances offered o fair chance
of suocess.

Harry was about to repeat his pre-
ﬁosal, when a heavy band dropped on

is shoulder, and ho was jerked away
from the girl so violently that he
.nearly lost his balance.

‘* How now, Revenue man?” a deep
voice sneered. *“This isn’t smuggled
-Jace or spirit, therefore it dan't con-
cern you,”’

A Short, Complete Story. By a Popular Author.

The speaker was Nat Truemsan,
and as fine-looking & man as one
conld wish tu see. Six foot in hig
stockings, broad in proportion, and
with a kind, though determined,
face that would have won the hearg
of most giris. ‘llis costume wus
simple, smacking both of the sea and
the land. s breeches were good, |
and huckled with silver at the knee ; |
his coat was blue, with anchors on
the buttons; hat he had none, pos-
sib y con~idering his brown curly hair

ro ection enou h for his pate ; and at

is side hung a theavy cutlass.

Just now there was something very
like a took of anger in the clear blue
eyes, and his hand was on the hilt of
his weapon.

“You cruise in troubled waters,'
he growled, as Adains, recovering his
balance, faced him.

The Revenue officer looked none
too pleasant. His jaw was set hard,
the corners of his mouth twitching.

“T’d advise thee to keep hands off
me, Nat I'rueman!” he said sharpiy.

‘““An’ for why?’ Nat asked, with a
laugh, as if he failed to m]éerstuud
the threat.

* For your own safety—Jolly Nat,™
Adams eneered.

This was too much for Trucman,
and, with s quick jerlk,

their "bacey an’ spirits than theic real
cost. As for Harry Adams, he's tried
10 lay me by the hedis long enough,
vet we've arcumvented him. -Bah!
He's like a man lookin’ for a needle
in a haystack, an’ s2¢ helpless as a
ship without a rudder! "Have no
fear.,”

‘While this conversation was in pro-
gress the Revenuo officer, a black
look on his face, strode down to the
village, and turned into the first
building that he reached, which hap-
pened to be the viilage inn, bearing
the eipgn of The Joliy Sailors.

One or two sturdy men, fairly reck-
ing of the sca, were lounging in the
tap-room, and they eyed Adams with
none too friendly a glance as he
passod through inta the bar-parlour.
Scarce had he entered this place than
a short, very fat, white-faced man
enterced.

“J give you good-morning, Master
Adams!” he said defcrentially.

“ Ay, and naught else, master land-
lord,” the Revenue officer growled,
then lowered his voice and looked

THRILLING COMPLETE SMUGGLING TALE.

round sharply, as if to make sure tiat -

he could not be overheard., * Hast

thought over my offer?’ ‘he whis-
pered.

!

THE 2nd CHAPTER,
The Signal--Landing the Cargo
—A Surprise—Nat Tracman a
Pria-ner —'Twixt Lowve and
Duty —The Revenue Man's
Onoice.
NSIDE the barbour of Treferne
H the waters were pretty smooth,
though a stiffish sea was broak-
iug at its mouth. The night was dark,
too, so dark that the few lights in the
vulage could not have been scen by
anyone in a boat out in the harbour.
Yet-on the other side of the harbour,
burning bright, and showing plainiy
enough for all the blackness, burned a
beacon. It was plain that it had been
kindled on the top of the cliffs that
heid the waves back from the barbour,
and, considering the coast upon which
it burned and tiared, it seemed more
than likely that it was a smuggler's
signal. . .
Near in {the centre of the harbour
lay a emall schooner that had but just
run in under shortened canvas, as if
for shelter, and her auchors had been

dropped.  Scarce had she found her
moorin and the last yard of
canvas had been snugged down, than

a heavyish galley, rowed by half o
dozen men, camo alongside.

* Martin!”’ a voice called from the
calley, and there could be no mistak-
ing the full tones of Nat Trueman.

A man’s head, crowned by anancient
three.cornered hat, was thrust over the
bulwarks of the ooner.

** Yo bawl like a sou’-wester, Nai I
the man growled. * Ain't there
King's hounds eno’ abouti ter make ye
silent as a dead calm ?!

“ Yo need not foar Master Adams

an’ his men,”” Nat answered contempt-
uously. “There's tho signal’’—he
pointed at the flaring beacon—*“that
they're pursuin’, an’ they won't find as
it's a will-o’-the-wisp kind o' business

be drew his heavy cut-

“Draw!”® be cried.
*Draw, vou red-coated
King’- hound!”

Adams was no §
coward, as more than
one sharp tonssle with
daring «mugglers had
proved, and before the
tuunt was finished his
weapon was not, and he
sprang forward to the
atrack,

e was nearly as
powerful a man as the
reputed smuggler, while
hi~skili wax well knuwn,
s0 that the fight was j
like to he a severe one,

With a cry of alarm,
and rigsking her body at
the points of the angry
men, Mudge Tregarth
feapt between them,
and Nat only jost
turned his blade aside
in time to avoid inflict-
ing an ngly blow upon
her,

“Quat of the way,
girl {” he communded
aternly, laying hin left
hand upon her shoulder,

But +he Hung her
arme round him, eling-
ing hard, ao that he
wag powerless.

“No, no, you shall
not figirg 1’ she panted.
**Nat, don’t figzht, if
you Jove mel!”

Nat  Troeman dis-
engaved himeelf gently
but tirmly fromthe girt’s .
arms, and thrust his cutlass back into
its scabbard.

“There will be other chances,
Revenue officer {”” he said between
his teeth. *One o' these durk nights
may find the two of us on a strip o
the wet beacb, an’ then we'll see
who'll win !

Adams sheathed his own weapon,
lqnd there was an ugly smile on his
ips.

Ay, we shall meet,” he agreed,
“as yo say, some dark night—a
smuggler's mght, Jolly Nat—an’ then
'} see if 1 can't clap ye into gaol;
for, split me, if I wouldn't rather see
ve transported for smugglin’® than
dead ?”’

‘Without, another word the Revenue
officer turned on his heell and walked
quickly down the hill towards the
village and harbour.

Madge Tregarth watched him go,
and l:flgs‘}huddm' convulsed her.

“He’ll do thee harm, Nai!” she
sobbed. - “ Why—why can’t yo stop
this smuggling?”’

*“It’s a man’s right to run against
the King and his curs!” Nat True-
man answered. *“Let him earn his
money, ’‘stead of taking it from
honest sailors and the like, who don't
see why they should pay more for

heside the prisoner.

The white face of the land.ord took
on a highly nervous expression, and
he wiped his bald head with a red
handkerchief,

“Fifty guineas i fifty guineas,
Master Adams,” the whispered, ** but
I fear I risk my life if 1 give ye the
office ; while—""

The Revenue officer touched the
man sharply on the shoulder, and
spoke with his lips close againet his
ear.

“1 raise it to a hundred gnineas,
master landlord,” he eaid, *‘’sides
which, there’s the Government re-
ward o' twenty, which ye shall claim
mstead o' 1ne.””

A look of greed flashed into the
little eyes of the landiord, and once
more he locked round sharply.

“To-night,’”” he whispered. *Sig-
nal-lights t’'other side o’ harbour to
mislead ye, While ye have gone wi’
the cutter, the stuff’l} be landed jest
inland o’ tvhe vilage, at the point we
know as Dead Man's Rock.”

For & moment Adams looked into
the eyes of the landlord, and he saw
that the man spoke the truth.

“ Good!” he said shortly. ‘ By to-
morrow ye shall have earned the re-
ward. And he strode out of the inn.

The figure of a woman brushing past the Revenue officer, threw horself down
It was Madge Tregarth, her face pale as death.

until we’ve got all your stuff safely
beached.”

No more was said, and & number of
packets and kege were handed down to
the crew of the galley and stored in
the stern and bowe of the boat. This
operation did not take long, for all con-
cerned were evidently oxperts; and,
still in silence, oars wero thirust out,
the galley’s bows went round, and she
was pulled strongly away towards the
shore, Nat Trueman bending on tho
stroke-oar.

“Steady, lads?” Nat whispered, as
hie siarp ears caught the sound of tho
water falling on the beach, * Don’t
run her high. It's wading we'll have
to do to-night, so as to E'et off eharp for
the sccond lot of stuff.

A few yards more went the boat:
then the oars gripped the water,
bringing the galley to a standstill. All

ut one man leapt out into tho water.
Yach suatched up a burden, including
Nat, and commenced to wade towards
the shore.

_“In the King’s name!’ rang out
sharply ; and the Revcnue cutter’s
boat, churning along at racmg_eieed,
came through the darkmese straight to
the gide of the galley, and a dozen men
headed by Adame himself, leapt into
the water and plunged forward after
the smugglera,
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A shot or two whizzed through the
air, only to find a billet in the watere
of the barbour; then the smugglera’
Were racing across the beach, forsak-
ing their cargo, the Revenue men ab
their heels.

All but one of the emugglers disap-
peared into the darkmess. The soli-
tary exception was Nat Trueman, who
stumbled, almost fell, and only re-
covered himeself just as Adams, cutlass
in hand, leapt towards him.

“We meet as ye eaid!” he cried, aa
the blades clashed together.
“An’ well met, . too!?

answered boldly. -

Both men were” handy with their
weapons, and steel rang against steel
with a speed and sharppess that
dazzled the eye.-

Time after time the blades met,
throwing out sparks into the darkness,
and help came to neither man,
Smugglers and Revenue men were by
now at the top of the cliffs, to which
the fiight and pursuit had led then.

Fighting  furiously, Adams forced
Trueinan back a step or two, with
diastrous resulis to the smuggler,
The Intter’s hecel struck a small rock,
and he pitched back heavily, knocking
his hoad against another rock, and
Iying half stunned. With the spring
of a panther ths Revenue officer wag
on the fallen man, and had knotted a

Trueman

{ stout cord round his wrists and ankles

before he could recover. When he
rose from completing the task he
laughed triumphantly.

" who wins Madge now, Jolly Nat?"’
he sneered.

“Keep her name off thy tongue ™’
the smuggler answered eavagely.

“Not I——" the Revenue officer
began; but his words broke off shori
in his throat as the figure of a woman,
brushing past him, ihrew herself down
beeide the prisoner.

It was Madge Tregarth, her faco
palc as death, but with an eager
eparkle in her eyes. Her fingers
fumbled at the cords which bound her
over,

‘* Nay, lass,” Adams said, in a softer
voice, gently drawing the girl fo her
feet, ©*I cannot allow that; he 1 my
priscner I’

The girl threw up her head proudly
and faced the Revenue officer.

“ And yet ye said that ye loved me,
Harry,” she said, in a strangely firm
voice. .

“I thought—" Adams stam-
mered; then pulled himself together.
*Y am in the service o' the King, and
I ha' but done.my duty.”’

*Duly!” the girl sneered. *“Have
we no duty to those we love—to those
we say we Jove?”

A troubled look came into the
Revenue oflicer’s oyes, and, for the
first time, he did not look pleased at
his capture.

“What would ye have, lass?’ he
asked hesilatingly.

I wouid have yc set Nat free,” the
girl answered boldly.

‘‘He is the prisoner o’ the King.*
Adame muttered. “I1t is but duty
done,”

He was beginning 1o realise that
cven the capture and travsportation of
D at would bring Madge no nearer to
himn; he was learning the strange ways
of woruen when they love.

* Prisoner of the King!’ Madge
Tregarth cried. “ Ay, it is wel to
:¢ic pehind 1hat,  Ye eall it duty ; but
think of the other duty—to your
f-icnds, What 1s Nat's capture to the
King but just the imprisonment of one
more subject? Think ye hie reign
will end if ye set hiin free?”?

It is my duty,” Adams muttered
again, his voice hoarse and catchy.

Nat Trueman was sitling up now,
his eences fully returneg, and he
smiled bitterly. ’

“’Tis true,” he said. **Best pgo
home, Imes—an’ thank yet Let him
do his duty!”’

There was silence for a minute or
60, during which Adams looked from
the prisoner to the girl, and a sigh
escaped him. With a endden move-
ment, as if fearing to repent, he drew
his cutlaes and cut  through the
emuggler's bonds. With a cry of
amazement, Nat Trucman leapt to his
feet and seized the Revenue officer’s
hand.

“Ye'ro 2 man!” he cried.

“A  traftor!l” Adame
hoarsely.

Madge Tregarth laid a hand gently
on the man’s a-m; and, turning, he
saw that there were tears of gratitude
in her eyes.

“Not to love, Harry,” she said
eftly.,  ‘“An' surely thou dost moi
jove the King as thou lovest me?”’

With a quick movement Adams
took the girl’s hand and kissed it.

“My first duty is to my queen )’ he
said softly.

muttered

THE END.
(Two fine complete storfes next Tuesday.)
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real name's
effed’ aristo-

The New Boy.
W found a new kid had got
course, I knew old Bellamy was leav-
shoved up out of C Dormitory, in-
at Hilbrook a year or more.
sit on him well from the beginning.

“ What's your name?’ I eaid.
cvor saw—goggley, like a tadpole’s.

“ Ffinden,”” he answered,

For about ten scconds no one said
other side of mine—gave a sort of
aunt! What a name!”
eills, But he skild stared at us,
with dwo.”

‘And blessed if Ffinden’s ever been
up as.I was cutting across the quad
szmon—»"t-h;? double-

What are we

“Took out! Here he eomes!” I
tail-of my eye.

HEN I got back at the be-
the next bed to me in B Dormitory,
ing ; but we all expected that Griffith,
stead of having a new kid dhncked in

However, a fag might come in
Nothing like starting early to knock
He looked at me in a vacant sort of
““What's your name, youit young
then, still staring at me: “ With two
anything. They were too surprised.
cabp. My
“There are some Findens with one
“Good old Double F!” sang out
called anything since but Double F.
1o brelker.
T:
crat wants sitting on!
catd; for just then I saw Fiindea
“X say, where"s‘the dining-hall?"*

THE tst OAFTER.
ginning of term and
I tell you I was pretty sick, Of
or one of the other ohaps, would be
among a lot of fellows who'd all been
handy, and I made up my mind to
the nonsense out of new Indas,
vay. He had the rummiest eyes you
ase?” I repeated.
And
“F's,'’ -he said.
Then Bishop—who has the bed the
“Frinden, with two ‘F's'l
The new kid got rather pink in the
‘F,’"” ho remarked, * Wo epell ours
Collins from the far side of the room.
Neéxt morning Bishop caught me
© #T1 saw, py”—-my
going to do about i7"
cousting along towards us out of the
he asked. - - .

A gorgeous idea struck me all of a
sudden. "

“You don’t go into the dining-
hallt” I said, looking as surprised as
ever I could. “ Don’t you know new
boys always have brekker with the
Head their first morning?”

“0Oh, I didn’t know,” he said.

“It's a rule of the school,” put in
Bishop, looking as solemn as an owl.
“You see, bhe doctor always puts
new boys through their paces the first
morning., Then le tells you what
Form you're to go i, and all the rest
of it.”

“ But no onc’s told me to go,” ob.
jected Fiinden.

“Haven't they? The Head always

sends  old ‘Thompeon, his  butler,
round, Ilaver't you seen lLitn}” I
asked

Ffinden said he hadn't, and wanted
to know where he was to go.
_ Wo said we'd show. himi the way.
He followed like a Jamb.. Bishop and
[ were simply bursting, but we man.
aged to keep it in til‘%r we had taken
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fim through the school buildings
round to the private door.

% Just ring,” said DBishop, as
golemn. as anything. * Otd Tommmy
will show you m.” .

Off wnlkid Ffinden, and Bishop and
I hooked it for all we were worth up
into our dormitory, We could see
the door from there.

Weo were just in time. Tommy was
opening the door as we got-to the
window. He's a fat, ghirty old chap,
and can't see a joke to save his life,
He was in his ghirt-sleeves, and had
a green-baize apron on. : -

%a could see by his face he was
awfully riled at being rung up in the
middie of his early-morning work.
We were 50 near we coulld hear quite
well. "

“J'vo come to breakfast, please,
said Ff,indexlx. 3

Tommy. glared.

“ C-oog)egto breakfast? W-what do
you mean?”’ - X

“I've come to breakfast with the
doctor,” returned Kfinden, looking
rather surprised.

Tommy went putple. ,

“ Breakfast with the doctor! Tl
teach you to come a-ringing me up
from my plate!” he roared, and made
a grab at Ffinden, .

Ffinden junped to one side. Old
Tommy caught this foot on the
scraper and took a regular header,
hitting the grass with a thump that
knocked all the wind out of him.

Would you believe it? Ffinden
stopped and tried to pick him up!
Tommy got on his feet somehow or
other, and, my aunt! wesn't ho mad?
He gave o rogular howl, and went for
Ffinden. Ffinden turned and ran
for his life, Tommy, with the green.
baize apron flapping after him, in full
ik,
How we laughed! I was almost
too weak to stand. But the best was
to come. Just as Ffinden reached
the archway which leads under the
school buildings, who should come
striding alapg out of it but the doc-
tor himself, in cap and gown, just as
he had left the Sixth Form room.
The top of Ffinden’s head caught
him just about the third buntton of
lis waistcoat,

It didn’'t quite Rnock him down,
but it bagged his wind, and he stag-

gored up against the wall and gasped.
It was too much for us. We both
chucked oursclves down on

the
nearest beds and rolled and roared till
the tears ran down our cheeks.

By the time we'd picked ourselves
up the show was over. The doctor
and Tommy and Ffinden had all
gone,

We wiped our eyes and went to
brekker,

THE 2nd CHAPTER.
The Doctor Arrives,

UR small jape had been such
a shining success, and
Ffinden seemed so jolly

green, that Bishop and Colins and 1
made up our minds to invent somie-
thing new and better.

We thought of a whole lot of
dodges, but none of them seemed up
to much, until Bishop said:

* Why not have a dormitory feed?”

- A Humorous Complete School Tale.

By T. C. BRIDGES,
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which Starts in Next Saturday's Issue of * The

“What’s that got to
do with Double ¥
asked Cotlins,

“Why, he'll have to
take up the subscrips.
and get the grub, of
course.”

“That’s mno special
gybe,” said  Collins.
“ Anyone can go down
town and buy the grub
and smuggle it up to
dormitary in a cricket-

bag.”
»  “My good Golliwogs,
le of Paddy Leary, ‘your  brain’s muddlger

than usual this morm-
ing!* retorted Bishop.
. “g‘ﬁnden don’t go down
town at all.- We make bim do
the midnight marauder act.  Don't
yousce? Joe, the boy from Farring-
ton’s, shall be tipped to bring the
grub to the iron railings at the end
of the master’s garden. The dear
Double F shall then descend & rope
from the window, fetoh it, and send
it up.”’

Colling grunted

“ Any ass could do that!”

“Yeos; and any ass—even you—
could pull the rope up, and douse the
lights, and let on that old Dobby is
in the dormitory.’

“ And leave {)oubla F to wander
alone in the dark in the garden!
Chuck 'her up!”’ shouted Collina.

“That's the ticket! But, for good-
ness’ sake, don’t make such a row!
We don't want everyone to hear.”

Poor old Double F, he took it all
in iike a cat lapping milk! Actually
scemed rather pleased about the ro
and dark-Jantern business. Thought
it romantie, I suppose. -

We ordered a collection—a bob
a head all round., Double F put all
the names down in an exercise-book,
and stuck * pd.”’ to each name. He
was the greenest kid you ever saw!

Weo told him what to get. The
usual thing-Madeira cake, sausage-
rolls, and raspberry-vinegar. We
stuffed him up with a Lot of rot about
the riskiness of it, and how careful
he must be not to let anyone see him,
and told Mim how strict old Dobby
was, and how he near killed a chap
with a cane because he caught him
grubbing after lights,

He seemed pretty scared, but he
said he would * carry through the
enterprise at any cost.'” Xe always
talked like vhat,

. We meant to have a geod feed, be-

sides getting a rise out of Double T,
so we took jolly good care to ohoose
Saturday night, when oid Dobby—
Dobson’s owr house-master—always
has & game of whist in common-
room, and leaves his house to Bag-
ster, who's as deaf as a post, and
never cares how much row you kick
up. :
The rope was made of box-cords,
and ticd to the big washstand in the
middle of the room. Our dormitory
is on the first floor, and it's not more
than twenty feet down to the ground.
Bishop patted Double F on the back,
and said that he admired his pluck.
He told him he’d have to be jolly
careful not to make any noise, and to
hide in the shrubs if anyone came
along, and finished up by saying:

“What you've got to look out for |

specially is old Jeremy, the Head's
bulldog. He’s loose at night.”

So he was; but unless the wheezy
old beast could olimb the six-foot
wall of the doctor’s yard he wasn’t
likely to do Ffinden much harm.

Double F looked in a proper state
of funk by the time lie’d got on the
window-ledge. He had a dirty-clothes
bag and two sponge-bags bhung round
his neck to bring the grub back in.
It was heastly - dark outside, and
drizzling rain.

Bishop gave me a dig in the riba.

“Think of him dodging round in
those beastly web laurels!” he
ohuckled, as we let Double I down.

He got to the ground all right,”and

gave us the signal—oue pull on the
rope. We theard him tiptoeing away
in the darkness down below,

Of course, you know our game was
to turn out the gas, and shut the
window, and give a_ “cave’” signal
Then poor old Double F would be
left to wander round in the dark.

We simply chortled to think how
scared he'd be, expecting the Head,
or old Jeremy, or something to come
aftor him evory minntp. Bestdes, of
course, he'd known that if Dobby
came, he would see that his bed was
empty, and act accordingly. We'd
pointed that out to him carefully be-
fore the wont,

Just to be sure that Bagster didn’t
happen in on us unawares, we'd put
a kid called Mason out in the pas-
sage 1o keep cave. Would you be.
lieve it, Double F was hardly out of
hearing before Mason came cutting
in in an awful hurry, ¢ Cave! Dob-
son!"’ he called, and simplty scootled
into bed.

Bishop eaid he was a liar, and
chuoked a boot at him. Bud son
swore it was true. And, by Jove,
the next thing was Dobby’s slippera
shuffiing along the passage!

The light was out in half a jiffy,
Bishop jammed the window down,
and we nipped into bed like streaks.
Next minute Dobby himself came in,
I could see he was a bit suspicious ;
but everything was so jolly quiet, he
couldr’t welll say anything,

He came prowling round ihe dor.
mitory, holding his candle up oyer his
head an & rum way he hes. He wase
shining the light on everyone’s face
to see if they wero asleep or not.

All of a sudden Dobby took a sort
of dive, and went over flat on the
floor with a most awful cragh. The
candle ‘went out, and we heard the
stick clattering
boards. .

It struck me all of a heap. It was
that beastly rope. Bishop lhad shwt
the window on it, and, of course,
fixed it tight between the window
and the washlockers,

away along the

THE 3rd CHAPTER,.
**Double F” Becores.
DON'T know exactly what
Dobby said. Bishop, .who was
neavest, said it was a swear
word. I dom’t wonder if it was, for
‘the boards are beastly hard.

None of us made a sound ; we were
too_scared. Dobhy’s a terror when
he is in a real wax.

‘We heard him get up slowly, Then
he struck a matoh, found his candle,
and lighted it again. I watched him
with one eye ‘half open, and, I don’t
mind telling you, his face made me
feel queer.

But he didn’t say a word,

3 I really
believe he was too wroth.

What he

‘did was 10 examine the rope, and

then follow it up to the-window. He
laid his candle down and opened the
window, At that very moment [ saw
the rope jerkeds from outside.

Double F had got back, and was
waiting, .

Dobby saw the jerk, too, and began
pulling in the rope haund-over-hand.
It ceme up quite easilty.  You gee,
we had arranged for Double F to
send the grub up first in the bags.

You ought to have seen Dobby's
face when the dirty-olothes bag came
up, stuffed full! = A week’s allow-
ance of a whole dormitory buys a
jolly Jot of grub.

Dobby untied the bag fvom the
rope, loosed the string from the neck,
and opened it.

What happened next was simply
too awful for words. There was a
terrifio flapping, and & huge, coal-
black hird came out of the bag like
a Jack-in-the-box and went slap into
Dobby's face.

Dobby let out the most frightful
howl you ever heard, and staggered
back, caught his krees, and went flop
on to Bishop's bed.

Our beds are pretty strong; but

Dobby weiglis about fourtéen stone,
and something had to go. _There was
a terrific crack, and Dobby end
Bishop and a lot of beddiothes went
rolling over together on to the floor,
all tied up in a heap.

. The great black bird came flutter-
ing across the room straight towards
me. I dan't mind birds—ordinary
birds, that is—but there was no pic-
ture in the natural history anything
like this one, and I simply hooked it
for all I was wortth.

The other fellows were just as
scared as me, and every blessed one
of them jumped out of bed. Some
dieared out of the room into the pas-
sage, and some got under their beds.

Everyone wag yelling and tumbling
over themselves 1o their hurry to get
away from it, and the row was some.
thing awful. In aboui ten secs. the
whole of O Dormitory caimne piling in
to see what was up, Even Bagster
heard, and he came scootling in, and
Bt the gas.

Just then the bird fluttered up on
the top of the washlockers, flapped
his wings, and let out a most terrifio
crow,

It was nothing but one of the doc-
tor's Cochin China cocks, blackened
all over with soot.

Wo didu't eay anything, but some
of us thought a wiwle lot. The "
chaps hegan to roar with laughter.

Just then Dobby managed to get
clear of the remnains of Bishop's bed,
and came striding out. He looked
simply awful. AW of his face that
wasn't black with soot was purple
with rage.

““ Who is the author of this abomi-
nable outrage!’’ he roared.

No one said & word. The “Q"
chaps cleared off as quick as ever they
coulid.

Dobby glaved round. & moment,
ther made a dagh out of the room.

Bagster wenl after him. He waa
grinning like anything.

“He’s gone a cane,” said
Bishop.

He was black as a sweep, and so
was his bed—at least, what was left
of it. There was soot all over the
dormitory. You never saw such a
fitthy ‘mess in your lifal - .

1 said, “ Lei's catch the cook.” &o

we cornered it, Collins and I, and
shoved it out of the window.
- Just then Dobby came back with
Lis cane, As they say in novels, * Wo
will draw a veil over subsequent pro-
ceedings.” . -Collins, Bishop, wnd I
go} &t h{gttest. - "

The first thing Bishop said after
Dobby had gone was: P

 8ling us the rope. I'n going to
pull Double F up, and work off the
steam on ‘him."”

At that very moment the door
oponed, and in strolled Double F,
calm as you please,
l.Bls.hOp hopped out and went for
him, - - - - :

Then Bighop got the eurprise of his
tife. Instead of fun.ki'ngp him, old
Doullie I stood up as cool as any-
thing,

‘“You dry up, Bishop,” he said,
“I1f you touch me, I swear you
sha’n’t have a single slog of cake!™

Bishop shut up like a knife.

““You don’t mean to say you've got
the grub?” he gasped,

“¥You bet!” sais Double F.

And, by Jave, he had! The whole
outfit, and a whacking great ecold
plum-pudding into the bargain, which
Lie'd had sent from home on the q. t.

When we'd got the stuff all shared
out, Bishop couldn’t help saying:

“You'l have your turn with
Dohby in the morning.”

Double F grinned.

“I'm not so jolily green as you
think., I got leave from him after
prop. to sit up for an hour to-night.
You see, I happened to pass your
study the other morning when you
were talking, and I took my pre-
cautions accordingly.”

THE END.
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HIS FIRST

THE 1st CHAPTER.

His First Command.
WISH you luck with her, my
1ad,” said Captain  Heott
heatlily, a3 he wrung Bob
Thorne's hand; *she ain’t much of &
ship, but it's a bit of luck, I can tell

- you, to put three bars of lace on your

cufl at your age, Why, how old are

“you?”

i

“ "[wonty-two, sir 1”7

“ By George, it’s nearly a record!
Why, I was turned thirty before
I got my first commmand; but they
do things quicker nowadays. I found
vou & first-class officer when you

" weres mate with me, an’ you’ve got

“for Stephanocs & Co. this tﬁ%
0!

vour master’s ticket all right.”

“ And you can bet I'll be proud to
mount my own bridgoe, sir,” laughed
Bob, “The Cygnet may  be a poor
old tub, as you say, but she’s more to
me than a Cunarder—being my firat.
I can tell you, I was surprised when X
got the berth 1 ”

“ And so was I,” murmured Captain
Scott. “I hopo there's nothing fishy
about it.”

“ What, sir 2"

“ A rotten ship an’ a rotten flrm,
my lad. Stephanos & Co., . isn’t
HE A . .

“Yes,” said Bob stifly, *“my
owners.”

“Ah, vou keep your weather-eyo
lifting, my boy! Get out of it as soon
as you can, Make a good voyage
of it, an’ then you can try for o better
berth, I kmow the firm is a British
registered one, but they’re Greeks,
an’ shady at that.” The skipper

ulled himself ap suddenly, * There,
'm tolking too much, Just forget
what Ive said, Bob—I meant nothing.
Theso libel laws drop on a man if
he lets his tongue go. T'll belay my
aw,
! *Well, sir, you’ve had more ox-
perionce than mbo,"” said Bob, who
hardly knew what to make of this;
*if you can tell me anything—"

. ¥No, no, my lad, I’ve said more
than's safe already. You keep your
eye lifting—there’s & tip for you, an’
it’s all you'll get out of mo. ro
go your things ashore, Do well
and
sou'll bo ablo to get something better,
Good-bye ! " .

Bob made his way along the Barry
Docks to where -his own ship lay
taking in the last of her freight,

Captain Scott's words made him
think o good many times on the way,
He had a big respect for his former
skipper, and was not far wrong in
believing there was very little about
ships and ehip-owners that Scott did
not know, d the old man had
certainly hinted that Stephanos &
(o, were not what he called “up to
Dick,” .

It was certainly rather strange
that they had engaged so very young
o _skipper as Bob Thorne, with the
ink hardly dry on his mester mariner’s
certificate, guined by hard working at
the exams, But Bob was too pleased
ab gotting a vessol 0 be put out of
conceit. with bLis first command.

‘““Rhady ¢ What did he mean by
that ? I saw young Stephanos, the
junior partner; I've got all my
orders—a freight for Madeira. There’s
nothing shady about that, Shady ?
Skittles 1 ™

Bob’s step became brisker as he
peared the dock quay, where the
CUsgnet lay, "Ho swelled with pride
a3 _he stepped aboard her. She was
only an old, rusty, iron tramp of
havely 800 tons, under-manned and
under-engined, .

The last of the freight was being
winched aboard by the derricks under
the charge of Bob’s staid, old first
mate, John Heron, who was old enough
to bo his skipper’s father,

As the young ship.master stepped
aboard, the chief engineer, a dour,
very - capable Scot named Meclvor,
came up from the engine.room.

“ Woll, Mac, have you shipped your
second yet ¢’ said Bob, who had
entrusted the ohoosing of his sub.
ordinate engineer to tho chief,

“ I have not,” said Meclvor grimly,
“and I'll- have yo to know that
to find & second engineer at a little
over the wage of a greaser is sheer
nonsense. He’'ll no be worth very
muckle when we do get him at yon
prige.

“I don’t fix the wage, Mao. Tho
owners 'l havo to find him if you

COMMAND.

don’t,” replied Bob; and ho went to
his quarters in the chart-houss to
propare his papers for olearance,
le had not been at this very long
when there came a tap ot the door,
Bob called to the visitor fo enter,
and in walked a tall, very quistly-
dressed man of about forty, with a
grey moustache.
¢ Captein Thorne, I think,” he said,

THE 2nd CHAPTER.
The Btranger's Warning.

“ E8,” replied Bob; “I'm
very busy just now. Will
you tell me your name

and business 7 ‘ .

“ My name is John Jones,” said the
stranger, seating himself,

" Although he said it quite seriously
ho seemed to imply that it was not
his name at all, and that he would
rather not introduce himself,

“Will you allow me to shut this
porthole *"* he said, * there is rather
a draught. And this ono too?
Thank you ! ”

There was no draught, and it was
rather hot- and close, :

It seemed to Bob that
Mr. John Joues was move
snxious not to be over-
hoard than to get out of
a draught.

%1 will come to busi-
ness at once,” said the
strangor, with & smile,
and spesking in &
curiously  low ~ voice,
“The Cygnet is bound
to Maderia 77

113 ch')'

“TIf she arrives there
safely I am ewmpowered
to promise you the sum
of £100.” ’

Bob stared at him.,

“Do you represent
Stephanos & Co. ¢
“No,” said the

stranger, ©* quite the con-
trary. But the sea is
full of perils, you know-—
especially between here
end Madiera.,” . .

He looked so hard at

Bob that the young
skipper wondeved what
he meant. Thén Bob

suddenly remembered a
ourious fact. The'Cygnet
was insured as far as
Madeira, but not beyond. - -
“ Great Scott! What
does this mean ?” said
Bob, *Are you from
Lloy—" ’

Jolin Jones. “ You have no sccond
ongineer, The chief can’t get one at
the wages offered. But youw’ll have
ono hefore you sail,”

* Of course.”

“ When he comes, watch hiw.”

The stranger rose to go. '

*“Is that all " said Boh.

 That’s all,” veplied Joln Jones.
“If you watch him carefully enough
you'll got £100 at Palmas.” -

" ¢ TIt’s a lot of money.”

The stranger turned,

* It will be cheaper,” he said, ¢ than
paying thirty times that sum.’

And opening tho chgrt-house door,
he Jeft the ship. .

THE 3rd OHAPTER.
‘The Machine That Ticked.

s HIRTY times £100,"” mur.
mured Bob to himself, as he
56t down to his papers,

agein, but-did not look at them,

* £3,000—just what the Cygmet’s in-

sured for, as I happen to know.” .

Ho knitted his brows,

“1It’s as clear as mud, That chap
represents tho underwriters who've
insured the ship, and whether they’ro
right or wrong, they believe Stephanos
& Co. mean to get the Cygnet lost an’
claim tho £3,000, They’vo smely
somo gamea out evidently, an' believe
somebody’ll be put aboard to hood-
wink me an’ wreck the ship. They
know they couldn’t get a skipper to
do it unless he was a shady one, an’

But although all things went
smoothly, and although in his mind
Bob had almost acquitted Bennett of

any evil intentions, he did not relax.
For all that, it was .
mainly an accident that at last put him :

his precautions.

on the scent. Bob was bold, fearless,
and a remarkably cool hand, but he
was not cut out for a detective, and it
was _mere chance that, happening to
see Bennett quit his second engineer’s
cabin some days afterwards in a very
peculiar manner.

That part of the ship v-as deserted
at the time, and the yoi.-~ skipper
had been down to inspect »..  himself
the Cygnet’s plates, widpbh were
enough to keep any ship-master in an
anxious state., Coming dg, he -saw
Bennett walking rapidly and s
down the alley-way with a large
bundle under his arm,

The bundle was wrapped in cocoa-
matting, and was carried very gingerly.
Its bearor dived below actively, be.
lieving himself unseen, and Bob gained
the lower deck by another way.

All the young captain’s suspicions
were aroused again. He followed

Bennett cautiously, keeping well back ;

in the gloom; and the engineer
quickly made his way through the bulk-
head door into the main hold, the after
part of which was ompty.

To Bolb's surprise, the man entered a
small room which was partitioned off
against the bulkhead. It had iron-
ngte walls and & doer, and had once

een used as a sort of strong-roomt.

shady skippers don’t look well in an ' It now contained nothing—ahsolutely
insurance case. Mr. John Jones hinted ' nothing. . )

“8sht” said the
stranger, holding up his
hand, “We will men-
tion no names,” .

Bob's head was in a whirl. He
knew the Cygnet was an old boat.

If she was well insured, and hap-
pened to be lost before the insurance
ran out, it would be a very good thing
for her owners. . .

“Look here,” said Bob hotly, for
he was & blunt fcllow, “do you mean
to hint to me that my owners have
insured this vessel Lighly, an’ engaged
mo beocause they think I'm too . big
a fool to run her to Madeira without
wrecking hoer t Because if o, just
eay it out loud, an’ I'll wipe up the
‘floor with you till »

“ Stop, stop !’ said the stranger
mildly. . My dear captain, I never
‘dreamed of sucl’a thing.

from me to hint anything against any-
body.”
“You do mean it though, all the

same,”’ mutterod Bob, *‘ even though '}

you don’t say it, I serve Stephanos
& Co., and no one else."

“Of courso, And in order to do
that——""

‘1 take the Cygnet to Madeira,”

** And I offer you an extra. bonus of
£100 for that very thing, My agont
will pay it as soon as you reach
Palmag.” :

‘¢ Basily-carned money."

¢ Perhaps a little more difficult than
you think,” observed Mr. John Jones
blandly,

Bob remembered Caplain Scott's
warning. He thought of tho master
mariner’s ** ticket,"” new and safe in his
chest, and how his one desire was to
keep it * clean.”

“T'Il hear anything you have to
say,” he said to the visitor,

“T’ll put it in 8 few words,” said

I know you |
can take her to Madeira, and far be it}

In the corner of the room was the huddiod up form of tho
a gibbering madman.

at tho second ecngineer. The way
things are now, Stephanos & Co. are
pretty sure to have to supply one of
their own choosing.” :

. Bob folded his papers and took his
cap. ‘
‘ Stephanos & Co. are my owners,
A ship-master’s got to be loyal to his
owners, s0 I'll believe nothing against
the firm. Butif iny first ship’s wreckod
it'll queer my ticket for good ; so [l
keep a protty smartish watch on Mister
Sccond Engineer, whether or no.”

Considering it was two days more
before the Cygnet sailed, and her
second engineor did not join her till an
hour bsfore sho weighed anchor, not
much was seen of him till the ship
was out of dock and hustling down
the Bristol. Channel. But Bob ob-
served that the now-comer brought two
singularly lorge dunnagersacks with
., - - Do .

“ A second cngineer don't want so
much clothes as all that,” said Bob to
himself, ** and I’m blessed if I like the
look of the beggar either.,” . -

However, anything more innocent
than tho actions of Mr. Benjamin
Bennett—which was the engineer’s
name—could not bo imagined, He
was o gruff, bulky, silent man, who
attended to his duties strictly, although
Melvor vowed ho knew littY; of them,
and was only fit for a greaser.

Bob watched him very cautiously,
He was anxious not to let the man
know there was any suspicion of him ;
but he took care to account for Bennett
at all hours, arranging his own affairs
to suit the watch.

On the third day out, Bob began to
think the sus‘picinns of Mr, John Jones
had been ill-founded,

-| Bob at once.

d engine

“ What on earth can the fellow be
up to t* thought Bob,

The glimmer of ‘a lamp from the
little room showed that Bennett needed
light for whatover he was doing, and
then came the sound of gentle hammer-
ing.

*“ It seoms to me,” murmured Bob,
* I'd better have a witness to this.”

He silently withdrew, and found on
deck Heron, the elderly mate, whom
he took aside, leaving the quarter.
master in charge. .

“ Mr, Heron,"” said Bob, “I'll be
obliged if you'll take off your boots
and follow me below quietly an’ vory
quickly, There’s a curious gane
being played, which has a good deal
to do with insurance money, an’ I
want you for a witness,”

Mr. Heron whistled. He was & man
of actions, not words, and he followed
Théy made their way
quietly till they were in view of the
little room, )

“Who’s in there? " asked the mate.

“ Mr. Benjamin Bennett,"

“Phew { I never cottoned to that
ohap, sir, Insurance, yousay ¥ Well,
they'ro rummy owners—yours an’
mine. Is ho souttlin’ the ship with
a contre-bit ¢

“No. We should find that out
an’ stop it in time. I don’t know
what the dickens it is, but we'll know
in & minute. Edge up a bit nearer
that door,” :

The slight noise in the room ceased,
and Bennett orept out.

A gasping cry escaped him, for he
ran right into the arms of the stalwart
young skipper, who held him in an iron

grip. .
‘?Mr. Benjamin Benhett,” said Bob

tealthbily :

r

]grimly, “ just walle inside with mes
and we'll see what you've been up to,
This way, Mr. Heron.”

The engineer tried to resist, but Bob
dragged him bodily in, and Heron
brought the lamp.

It was A curious sight that met
them.

The room was lined with wooden
matchboarding, and on the farther side,
upon what was the ship’s skin, was
fixed a thing like a large coffee-
canister. It was held securely to
the matchboarding by nails driven
through little eye-bolts round its
sides, and had evidently just been fixed
up. From it came a sharp, regular
t‘ickinig, like that of a cheap olock,
| ¢ AD,” said the mate coolly, * that's
the gamo, eh ¥ Hold him tight, siv!
That’s ‘an infernal machine, timed to
go off at will, and it's already started.”

“In a quarter of an hour it’ll ox-
plode ™ cried Bennett, struggling.

¢ Oh, you fools, take me out ! **

“Don’t be in a huorry,” said Bob,
“Tll deal with you presently. Mr,
Heron, take that screwdriver and get
the thing off the wall, and we'll chuck
it overboard.”

“ No, no, no!" screamed Bennett
frantically, “If you try to lever
it off now, if you disturb it at all,
it'll explode at once and blow us all
{0 mincomeat 1 >

“ That's a lie, or you couldn’t have
fixad it up there.”

“ 1t wasn’t going then. 1’ve started
the clockwork since I put it up, and
any disturbance now will spring it
before its time ! "

“Then get to work and stop it,
if you want to save your neck,”

‘I can’tl Nothing can stop it
now—nothing can save the ship!
Come on deck quickly ; we shall have
time to get away in the boats before
she sinks ! We should have time after
the explosion! Butb if you touech it
now you will blow us to atoms 1

“I suppose, sir,”” said Heron
thoughtiully, ‘ he ought to know.”

““ Quite 80,” returned Bob, “1It’s
your machine, and you ought to know,
no doubt. You say there’s na way to
save the ship. I’'m going to lock you
: In here till you find one. If you don’t
! manage to stop the maghine beforo
the ten minutes is up, Y afraid this
is the last infernal mimchine yuu'll
have a chande to make.” * ..

The. efigineer screamed and fought

v ¢ 1t's murdert’ he shrieked. “JX
-oan’tdoit! Oh,letmego!t” B

“ Necessity,"” said Bob, as he flun
the scoundrel back into the room an
locked him in——* is the mother of inven-
tion, If any man can save this ship,
youw'll do it, I think. If not
Come along, Heron.”

The yells and hammerings on the
door filled the,whole hold as t%le' skipper
and mate hwried on deck, The
prisoner did not scem $0 be using his
wits ag yeét. .

Bob took charge of the bridge.
He gave his orders with great coolness,

“ Mr. Heron, clear sll the davits and
have the boats ready to lower. Let
all the men take their stations, and
warn the engine-room staff to be
ready to come on deck. Bring me the
cashbbox that holds the ship’s papers.”

The crew carried out the orders with
surprise, - but alacrity. . Madeira was
already in_ sight on the horizon—a
coupie of hours' voyage. But nono
on deck, except the quiet mate and the
cool young skipper on the bridge,
k;;x_ew the peril that throatened the
ship.

The minutes dragged on. Silence
had fallen on the ship; the surprised
crew were still standing by ‘the boats,
Yet the fatal shock did not come.

Nearer and nearer grew the coast
of Madeira, and the p&ft of Palmas
was in plain view. Mr, Heron first
broke the silence.

‘‘ Half an hour gone, sir.”

Bob drew a long breath of relief,
He called the quartermaster to the
wheel, and beckoned the mate below
into the hold,

“ It seems Bennett has found a
way,'” hesaid, * Let ussee.” N

They opened the locked door. In
a corner as far from the contrivance
on the wall as possible, huddled the
form of the second' engincor—a
gibbering madman, his reason gone,

As for the infernal machine, it had
stopped of its own accord. .

:

“1 have £100 here for you, which
my principals in London have wired
me to give you, Captain Thorne,” said
the fat littlo agent in the office at
Palmas; “ and they wish me to say
that if you'd like a berth from w
better firm than B8tephanos & Co.,
they’ll get you the command of a new
1,600 ton steamer that's just been
launched at Belfast."” Here's your
£100, Ceptain Thorne. Good-day."”

THB END, .

Another complete story of ¢ Clrcu

( Pete” m'; uesda?'next.) *
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