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THE ist CHAPTER.
Alone in the World.

= LOOK' here, Jess, don’t ecry

any more; I can’t bear to

see you. I want to be
brave, but when I see you sobbing, I
—-well, I just want to join in myself.
But I mustn’t. I'te got to put a bold
face on, because I've done being a
lad now. I’ve got to look after you,
so Ive got to be a man.. And it
won’t bring her back, will it, if we
cry ever so? And it will please her
best when she looks out of Heaven if
we’re just being brave and all that.”

Dick Allen kissed his little sister
straight there in the street. He took
her by the hand, and together they
set off down the grey, gloomy Great
Horton Road, a pathetic little pair
in their shabby black, looking out
on the world with their pale, tear-
stained faces.

Under the grass of a little forsaken
burial-ground beside a church where
they had attended in more prosper-
ous days they had laid their mother
in her last rest. It was a little
gloomy God’s-acre, beside a grimy
playing-field flanked with mills.
Mingling with the burial service had
come the careless voices of boys at
football and the hum of léoms.

The world went on, even though
their mother was dead. They had to
bear their own sorrow. That was the
lesson Dick Allen was at this moment
learning. True, they had not come
quite unaccompanied to the funeral.
Three neighbours had pulled out
their mourning, and had gone up
with them, but these had paused to
wash away their sorrow at a corner
house of refreshment in Southfield
Lane, leaving the two chief mourners

~... ~tQ.go-on ahead.

““And, of course, you will have to,
> look after #he houseé now,” Dick went
on with a great effort at cheerful-
ness, ‘“while’f shall earn the money."”

“ As a half-timer, Dick 7"’ ;

“No, I shall go full time. T've
passed my standards. I'm thirteen.
I reckon I can’t afford a fancy edu-
cation now. A chap can’t keep a
home going on half-time—eh?”"

‘“Where shall you go for a job,
Dick?”’ asked Jessie, greatly com-
forted, and taking courage herself.

“You wait and see, little 'un. But
I think I shall try Trimble’s. I'm
thinking I’ll be able to get a ligger-
on’s job.”

‘““ But there’s a strike on there. The
lads would just about kill you, Dick,
if you tried to get on there.”

“YWould they? Not much !’ said
Dick, clapping a doubled fist inside
a1 open palm; as indicating what he
would do if anyone opposed him in
his efforts to get a living. He stopped
all at once before a cookshop window,
where dripping was for sale.

“ Good stuff that,” he said. “ Goes
further than margarine, and there’s
more taste in it. Is there anything
at home 7"’

“Half a loaf,” said Jessie, * and
there’s a bit of tea in the tin, and
some sugar. But do you think we
can afford dripping till you get a
job, Dick?”

Dick had a weight of coppers in his
pocket, which, counted out, ‘gave a
total of one shilling — their .whole
available capital.

“’Tisn't much; but we’'ve got to
keep our strength up. Go in and get
half a pound, Jess. And try and get
’em to put it in paper that won’t soak
the grease up. You can waste a lot
like that.”

They got away round through
Dirkhill Road -and Trinity Road,
out at length into Manchester Road,
whence they reached Scotland Street,
which was home. Their dwelling was
in a little yard: called Johnson's
Fold, which was flanked in on one
side by a shoeing-forge .and on the
other -by the unclean dwelling of a
rag-sorter. A bunch of little three-
roomed cottages- filled ap' Johnson’s
Fold. They were cheap because they
were tumbledown. ‘A big sooty wall
of a. wool-combing mill effectually
shut out all sunlight from the yard.
Trom this mill came day and night
the roar of machinery. It never
stopped except at week-ends, one lot-
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of workers going home at night to
rest, while another lot ‘eame on to
take their place and work through
the night till the other lot came back
in the morning.

~ “We'll not live here always,” Dick
said, for he was not insensible to the
disadvantages of Johmnson’s Fold;
“put it’ll have to do till I start
making good money. You look a bit
pale, Jess, and that cough of yours
would be better if you could breath
in a bit of sunshine.”

“1 say, Dick, but we lock mother
out to-night,” murmured the little
girl when they sat down in the dim
kitchen after their meal.

Into the boy’s throat came a choking
feeling, but he swallowed it down.

‘“She’s in a better “place than
Johnson’s Fold,”” he said thickly,
as he smoothed the little girl’s hair.

“ And—and I "want te be there,
too!”” sobbed the child in the ex-
tremity of her grief. 3

Down Dick’s cheeks rolled hot
tears, but he set fast his teeth and
stified his grief.

“ But what should I do if you left
me, kiddie ?”’ he said. ¢ What should
1 do without my little” housekeeper?
I’m going to work, you know, Jéss.
I'm going to earn money, only I
can’t get on unless I have somebody
to look after me. Now, you’re just
the girl. You aren’t very big, but
you're real good for your size.”

“VYes, dear Dick, I'll look after
you well,” she said, drying her tears.
“ Shall I start and wash the kitchen
floor now ?”’

“T'll smack you if you do. You're
going to bed, young ‘un—at least,
after you’ve had some milk.”

“ But we can’t afford milk, Dick.”

“ But we're going to. Here, am I
gaffer in my own house ? Now, you're
going to drink a penn’orth of milk,

yow'll have to Haye an egg in it.
Your face is a lot too white.”

He obtained these luxuries out of
his slender store of money, which left
“him exactly sixpence; but he had
strong faith- in himself. - On the
morrow he was going to start his
fight with the world, and he was
going to fight with good courage, not
only for himself, but for little Jessie.
It all began sooner than he antici-
pated. Indeed, it began that night.

Jessie went off to bed, and he
stayed down in the dusk thinking.
‘i’resently he felt restless. He crept

p the wooden stairs and noiselessly
opened Jessie’s door. She was sleep-
ing. He made sure of it before he
went down.
the yard and through the archway
into the street.- He somehow felt he
wanted to be setting at something.
He begrudged the hours between
now and morning, because he could
not be up and doing. He wanted to
be working. He wanted to start his
new life,

It came into his mind that he
would’ go and have a  look at
Trimble’s mill, where he proposed to
go and apply for a job in the morn-
ing. Of the dispute there he had
little knowledge, save that it had
begun because some improvements in

it was said, would turn out work
quicker than some of the
wanted. ‘That this strike was a very
real thing he found out when he got
up into Mill Lane through Vulcan
Street.
parts of Trimble’s mill.
yard gates was gathered a crowd of
men and youths watching.  Dick in-
quired of one what it was all -about.
The answer came in the shrieking
voice of a woman, of whom there was
a sprinkling in the crowd. :

¢.Sithee, he’s putting up the new
machinery before your very eyes.
Will you stand it, lads? Are you go-
ing to sit-dowr and let your living be
taken away from you? Sithee, he’ll
not want half of you, lads, when he’s
gotten his new machinery up. 1
don’t you smash it, lads? * You'll
starve if you don’t.”

““Ah! Bmash it-an’ all " growled
a lot of voices. A

“ And smash them  as.comes to
work it—if any comes!”’ shrieked
another woman." >

“You're a lot o

fools I cried
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when I've fetched “it, and, maybe,.

Then he went out into.

machinery -were threatened, which, |

hands |

There were lights in many |
Outside ‘the !

Why |

a workman with a new view of it.
“ Yon frames’ll spin quicker, maybe.
Very well, there’ll be more brass for
the pockets, and——""

But a yell drowned him, and a
woman shook a lean fist in his face.

“ You're a daft lot, with not a ha’-
.porth o brains among you.”

Someone hit the speaker in token
of -disagreement. Dick moved to the
gateway, from which a board hung
with the lettered announcement nupen
it that hands.were wanted.

“Pon’t thee go and apply, lad,”
said a voice over his shoulder.

He turned and saw a grimy-faced
youth who chewed the end of a cigar-
ette. P

“Tha seems to be eyeing that
notice a bit hungry like.” 3

“Tf T am, what's it got to do with
you?” © said Dick, with . more
courage  than discretion. ‘°I sup-
pose a chap can read a notice on a
wall if he likes.”

“ Notices like that ain’t good for
such as thee, lad, because tha might

| forget thyself and go and ring the

bell and ax for a job.”

“ And sappose I did?” said Dick,
resenting the other’s bullying tone.

“Well, to begin with, I should
smash thee up myself. The work in-
side there is ours—when we like to
go and get it. Only we're teaching
old Trimble a -lesson. But we ain’t
going to have thee, or anybody else,
smelling round after our work, see ?”’

“Nq, 1 don’t.see,”” said Dick
quietly. ““ I reckon I’ve got to get my
living like other chaps.” .

“ Not here, tha doesn’t. That's
what we're watching for. The chap
as comes applying here won’t get
further than the gate; I'll bet. Now,
get -thee gone, ’nless tha wants tha
nose-end porzin’.”’ ”

There was very much of what is
called the Britisher in Dick Allen—
that is to say, a sort of dogged pluck
that feeds on defiance.
so much the lighted windows of the
mill calling to his necessity, or the
fear of the hunger that he knew
would await him and Jessie that im-
pelled him to go and do what he did,
but rather the threats of this dirty
lout who was trying to terrorise him.

“ Look here; I'm mnot frightened of
you, anyhow,’ said Dick, moving to-
wards the bell-chain.

“Touch it, and just see what’ll
happen to thee.”

Dick put out his hand, gripped the
swinging bandle, and gave it a good
tug. With a clanging of the bell In
the yard came a sudden surprised
silence. - Then thexbig youth’s voice
shrieked out:

“Heré's a

Take = $hat, tha fhbeggar,
blooming cheek !
" The blow got Dick behind the ear
before he was aware of its coming.
He staggered forward, clutched at
the bell-chain again in the effort to
keep~his feet, and went down against
the wall  with the bell clanging
noisily on the other side of the gate.
But he was up again on his feet the
next moment, angry and indignant,
and he was prepared for the fellow’s
next attack; and he not only made a
good defence, but he managed to get
a blow in for himself. But his assail-
ant knew a better trick than that of
being hammered by a yvoungster who
seemed to know how to take care of
himself. He raised a cry of “ Black-
fept?

“ Here's the first of em! The
first blooming blackleg to go after

for thi

our jobs. Come on, lads, bang
in t’ ear! Give him summat to
tak home with him!™”

There came a swarm of lads and
youths about Dick. He shrank back
against the wall, white-faced, yet not
the less determined to defend himself,
and he hit out spitefully at those who
attacked him.

“Oh, ain’t he hot?” cried out his
first aggressor. ** He wants cooling a
bit. Let’s drop him in t° water. Let’s
take him up to Crabtree’s pool and
give him a dowsing.”

The' proposition met with. popular
approval, and Dick was seized and
borne down by sheer weight. He
struggled his hardest, but he was
hoisted ‘on strong shoulders and
carried off up the street to the smelly
mill-pond adjacent to Crabtree’s dye-
works. He fought every inch of the
way. In the mill-yard, which was
open because Crabtree’s were work-
ing all night, he nearly escaped. He
got a foot free; and jerked it out
under one of his captors’ chin. The
grip on him was relinquished for a
moment, but others closed in, and

| they bore him up to the filthy pond

and threw himin.

“MThat’]ll teach you to be a black-
leg I”” yelled the big youth as Dick
crawled out, almost sick with the
filth upon him.

4 And here’s a, lesson for yourself,

It was not

lad.a ;plying for a job! |

' you brute I”” Dick cried, letting out a
blow at the other’s chin with all the
strength of his body behind it. The
big youth went back, clawing at the
air, stumbling, and finally diving into
the pond at the very spot where he
had helped to throw Dick. But Dick
did not wait to see more. saw an
open way, and took the opportunity

hearted pursuit by sympathisers of
the big youth, but he easily eluded
them, and finally got home wet and
filthy of body, and not a little weary
“of heart. ;

His first grip with the world had
not been pleasant, and .it began to
enter his mind that the question of
getting a living was not an easy one.
At the same time, he did not allow
himself to be discouraged. It was
not merely himself he had to fight
for, but for the little sister who was
sleeping upstairs. Their mother was
gone, There was no one to look after
little Jessie but him. No, he would

have to be very brave.
D soon after four. It is real
work in mill-land, where the
hooters scream out at six in the morn-
ing, calling the workers to their daily
round of toil. It was his intention to
make a round of one or two of the
nearest mills before beginning-time
to see if there was any chance of a
stray job as doffer-boy in the
spinning mills (which is the work of
removing the filled bobbins from the
spindles, and putting on empty ones),
or bobbin-pegger in the weaving-
sheds (the task of getting the bobbins
" out of the steeps and filling a pegged
board with them all ready for the
looms). He prepared his own bredk-
fast, and he took some up to Jessie,

THE 2nd CHAPTER.
A Juggle With Death.
ICK was up again out of bed

bidding her stay there and rest
longer, on pain of earning his severe
disapproval.

“You aren’t looking any so well,
kiddie,” he said, ‘“so you’ll stop in
bed for a bit. There’s only dripping
for breakfast this morning, but I tell
you what—il I pick up a job to-day,
we’ll have sausages for supper.
There! Won’t that make you open
your eyes? Now just eat up, and
then turn over and get another bit gf
sleep. There’s nothmmg like sleep to
make you fat. By by, kiddie.”

Aftase his experiences overnight,
he had no mind to try the Vulcan
Street district, so he went away down
the Manchester Road into Tyrrel
Street, and joined the hurrying
workers going up Thornton Road.
Pale. workers from the night-shifts in
the wool-combing mills clattered
home, meeting those going to take
their places. Sometimes wives met
husbands, and children met mothers
in a curt good-morning as they pgssed
in the street, the only associatiomhcy
ever had “save .for week-ends. " And

these people whose lives were all
work; and even Dick found himself
breaking into a whistle. He whistled
a bar, and stopped. It was hard to
be gay with the memory of that
newly-turned grave up in Great
Horton:

He lingered about in front of a big
mill where a2 crowd of men, women,

vs, and girls waited for the blow-
ing of the whistle. There was such a
e that he felt shy at geing
in to inquire for work, and he went
further up the road, trying to get up

-

his pluck. Time after time the
stopped before one mill and another,
and with beating heart tried to put

together the words he, wounld have to
{ say in seeking employment. Once he
i got as far as the sixth siep up to an
office, then his conrage deserted him,
and he went-back to rebearse again
what he would say. Then at last he
managed it. He weat to a time-
keeper in his office, was handed on to
a foreman, and from him received a
curt refusal.

He went to amother mild with
greater courage, but no more success,
and from there onward he tried every
weaving and spinning place in the
neighbourhood. Finally, he went up
to Briggs’ wool-combing mill, where
he thought -he might have a better
chance, for wool-scouring and comb-
ing is not a popalar industry, and, in-
deed, is looked upon in Bradford as
a worker’s last resort. Briggs’ is.a
good place, but at the best wool-
combing is a mnasty occupation, un-
healthy, and unclean; but Dick was
badly wanting work,  and he was get-
ting into the mood to be willing to
take anything. He got no work
there, but he got an adventure that
nearly put him beyond the need of
any employment. -

On the edge of the pavement under
the wall of the mill stood a big

=

to escape. There was some little half-

yet they laughed and were cheerful— |.

motor-waggon ﬁiled high with wool- -
packs. These tight-pressed packs, each
containing some hundredweights
wool, were being drawn up, one at a
time, by a pulley to the store and the
wool-sorting-room at the top of .the
building. 3 3

Dick stood for some minutes under-
neath looking on at this operation,
when all at once, as he stood watching
the upward journey of a great pack,
he saw, to his horror, the rope looped
around it giving way. During an in-
stant of time he saw the strands of
the rope uncurling like grass-snakes;
he saw two ends fly apart, and he was
conscious that the big wool-pack was
growing suddenly bigger.

He stood, gripped more in fascina-
tion than fear, unable to move,
watcling with up-staring eyes the
death that was coming down. upon
him.

A hand gripped him from behind
at the last moment, and snatched him
from death. There was a confusion
and a wild shouting. Dick had hardly
time to gather his scattered scnses,
nor chance to find who had rendered
him service, when other things
claimed his attention. The wool-pack
fell half upon the driver’s seat of
the waggon, rolling from the jgeat
somehow upon the driving, or’the
change-gear levers. Quite what hap-
pened it was impossible to tell; bust
the running engine somehow got
jerked into gear, and the waggon
started suddenly, forward.” It flung
away the wool-pack that had fallen
on it; and started off at a gathering
pace down the slope into Thornton
Road. The thoroughfare crossed at
right-angles. It seemed that thé un-
controlled waggon would go straight
for a cook-shop on the other side of
the road;.but, curiously enough, af
the bottom of.the side-street it began
to swerve as though some invisible
hand controlled the steering, and.
actually cleared the corner and
started away down - Thernton. Road.
But by this time :
pursuit, with half a dezen others; but
he got. ahead of them, and was almost
up to the lumbering runaway, when
it swerved round the corner. :

He hung on at the back, and
gripped hold of an edge of a wool-
pack, pulled himsci up, and got his
fist in_a hole where the sacking had
splig. By a great effort he pulled
himself up. He got his knee over
the edge, and scrambled on the top
just. ag the ponderous mackine

made . -
a dive for the side of the road~Tt

mounted the kerbstone and cut off a
lamppost like a crisp carrot, then
bore forward again on the opposite
track as though it would smash mto a
fried-fish shop. Then Dick got down
to the steering-wheel, and though he
had never controlled any motor of
any ‘kind before, so that the position
was novel and strange to him, he _
gripped on the control and managed
to keep the clattering machine in the
middle of the read. . ;
He wanted to stop it, but he ‘did
not know how to do it. He did not
know which lever or what handle to
move. Meanwhile, the waggon avas

gaining  in pace, helped by -the
descending gradient and by: a _
peculiarity of. the  engine - control

which he did not understand. :The
throttle always--had ‘a tendency: to
open, owing to:.the vibration of the
engine, but Dick did net know this,
nor even whore the throttle 'was or
what it did. He only knew that both
to stop and start the machine ' certain
handies had to be moved; but which,
and the method of their manipula-
tion, he had no ideca. -
. It took him all his time to  steer
with his two hands, let alone experi-
ment among the leveys on -the
steering-pillar and the rods at < his
side, but it had to be done, and, hold-
ing fast to his steering with one
hand, he made a grab at a lever that
came nearest to his reach with the
other. By ill-luck it was the rod that
controlled the sparking. He pushed
it away from him. The immediate
result was a sudden increase of speed.
The ponderous, clattering vehicle
seemed to leap away. The speed of
it frightened him, and increased the
difficulty of steering. Now it swerved
to one side of the road, now to the
other. By a hair’s-breadth it missed
a child that was crossing the road;
the next moment it skimmed the
flanks of one of a pair of horses that -
were going in the same  direction,
drawing @ heavy load of empty warp-
beams. e
The next thing he knew was that
the horses had taken fright and:were
galloping in ‘terror upon his track.
Yells- and shrieks penetrated to -his
ears through the din.- For himself he
had hardly time to be terrified. His
whole brain and strength were con-
centrated on stopping this monster.
He swerved around into Tyrrel
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Street, dashed over the tram-lines in
front of the town-hall, got around
into Market Street, and then by a
miracle turned into Bank Street, with
the steep slope of Darley Street in
front of him. It was on this steep hill
the motor-waggon, as he had hoped,
found its quietus. It gradually lost
speed. The engine laboured. The
impulses grew slower, and it finally
stopped half-way up.

He waited ten minutes, after which,
through the ¢rowd that had gathered
about him pushed the man who had
been in charge of the motor-waggon,
breathless still with running, and pale
with fear.

“Are you all' right, lad?” he
gasped, though he was looking more
at the waggon than at Dick.

“As right as rivets,” answered
Dick, with renewed cheerfulness.
“ What about those horses?”’

“They were pulled up at t’ corner
of Brewery Street. Sithee, lad,
what’s your name? You're a gradely
lad. Your name ought to go in the
‘Observer’ for this.”

“I’m not particular about that,”
Dick said, in confidence, as he im-
parted his name and address to the
motor-man, *but I’ll tell you what I
do want—I want a job. If you can
put me on to one, I reckon we shall
be about quits.”

“ Lad, I'll tell ' gaffer, never fear.
This stuff belongs to Henry Trimble.”

“What! Where the-strike’s on?”’

“ Ay; this wool, when it’s scoured,
will be spun on his new machines.
Maybe there’ll be a chance for you
there, lad.”

“Yes, a chance to get my head
broken,” grinned Dick! “I had a
shot there last night, and got thrown
into a mill-pool for my trouble.”

“You don’t say so! But yon lads
will soon get tired of that. Now I
must be going. But I sha'n’t forget
to tell t’ gaffer, and mebbe he’ll send
for you.”

THE 3rd CHAPTER.
For Mis Sister's Sake.

HIS promise of employment
» did not stop Dick meanwhile

looking round for work else-
where.  He was mindful that there
was little food at home, and only six-
pence to buy more, while there was
little Jessic needing good nourish-
ment and little luxuries that at pre-
sent he had no means of purchasing.
So he filled in his time that morning
in looking about where stray jobs
were to be picked up, but he found
no luck.

He tried two or three places in
Valley Road without success, and then
he tramped over the bridge by
Manningham Station, up the steep
hill of Queen’s Road, and round into
Manningham Lane, thence up Oak
Lane to where the great chimney of
Lister’s breathed black smoke into
the high air.. No fortune waited him
there.. There was not a little job for
him in all Manningham Mills. He
was not wanted. No one had any use
for him. ;

If it had not been for the adventure
of the early morning which promised
work at Trimble’s, he would have
gone back disheartened.” As it was,

e went back with a smile, and told
Jessie of the great things that were

~ certainly waiting him. Threepence of

his last sixpence he spent in potted
meat and milk for her.

“But what are you going to
have ?”’ she asked. ‘

“Why, bread-and-dripping, of
course !”” he answered cheerfully. I

like it better almost than -anything.
There’s a real lot of goodness in it. I
thilglfi I enjoy it better than I should
roast-chicken and peas.”

“But perhaps I should enjoy it,
Dick.”

“ No, I don’t know that you would.
It’s not so good for little 'uns like
you. But I tell you what—you shall
have what you like when I get some
work. I shouldn’t be surprised if
that ride I had this morning brought
me a regular fortune.”

¢ 0Oh, Dicky, you are silly.”

‘“ Nonsense ; girls don’t understand
business. You just wait and see.”

- But the waiting did not bring any-
thing, although for the sake of his
little sister Dick always pretended to
be®full of hope and quite certain that
any minute he might get the offer of
a most lucrative job, although really
his hopes began to sink, and he could
only think that either Trimble’s had
no use for him, or that the motor-

man had forgotten all about him. |

Nor did he find any success elsewhere.

Day after day he toiled about the
smoky streets, trying to find a place
where he could labour for his bread;
but luck was always against him, and
as the days passed and he grew

“The Boy Who Never Had a Chance!”

gaunter, his heart began to fail him,
and he found it as hard to kecp a
brave face before Jessie as it was to
get the food she needed.

Some of their little treasures he
took to the shop in the Manchester
Road which flaunted three golden
balls opposite the Dusty Miller public-
housg, and with the few shillings thus
obtained he bought the necessaries
that little Jessie needed and his own
meagre supplies.

It was a sight of the little girl’s
white face one breakfast-time that
wakened a new determination in him.

“I'm going to try to get on at
Trimble’s, if they kill me for it,”” he
said to himself.

He went straightway, boldly in the
daylight, and rang the yard bell. As
usual, there was a sprinkling in the
street of those on strike, and no
sooner did they see him than the cry

of ‘ Blackleg!” brought a crowd
about him., Intimidation 1is, of
course, unlawful, but, like many

other unlawful things, it is sometimes
done with impunity.

“ Why, it’s t’ kid we chucked in t’
pond the other night!” cried some-
body. ¢ Sithee, kid, we'll just about
kill you if you take a job on here !’

“ Bash the little rotter now,” cried
{;otg?body, “and prevent him going
in!

Dick stood with his back to the
mill-yard gate, his heart beating, but
his face set and determined. ;

“ What! Is he too big for you, or
ain’t there enough of you?”’ jeered
a man to a group of half a dozen
loud-shouting youths, among whom
Dick saw his principal aggressor of a
few nights before.

“Leave him to me!”
big fellow. “I’'ve a nice bit to get
back, tha knaws. You little, white-
mugged rabbit, put up your hands!
T’ll give you a chance! Here, take
that! Oh, you little animal! You'd
hit back, would you? Now, I'll
teach you!”

Generally in stories the small boy
thrashes the big boy, but in real life,
other things being equal, the big one
usually has the advantage. Dick
Allen defended himself bravely
enough, but he would have been in
the way of a good hammering only
that in response to his ring a small
door in the big gates opened, and an
old man put his head qut.

His appearance was greeted with
a storm of. derision, but Dick lost no
time in*taking advantage of the open
door. He slipped inside, dnd the
door ‘was shut.

The old man—little, thin, and
white-haired he was—peered through
spectacles into his face.

“Ts it a job you are wanting, my
lad ?”’ he said.

S Phalle it
wiping the blood from his face.
want to sce -Mr. Trimble.”

‘““You can see him now, lad.”

“Arc you Mr. Trimble, sir?”

“Yes; at present my own door-
keeper. The scoundrels! They’'ve
hurt you—ech?”

“It's nothing, sir—just a bruise!
I got one or two in myself.”

“You're a plucky youngster. But
T'll make those villains eat humble
pie before they’'re done with—or, at
least, the one or two idle scoundrels
who are responsible for the mischief.
They've no brains. The alterations
I'm making in this mill will be a
benefit to them, only they haven’t
sense to see it. I think I can find
you a job—at least, I can give you a
trial. Only your hours will be pretty
long. ‘As a matter of fact, we're
living in the mill altogether a few of
us just now. Of course, I suppose I

cried this

answered Dick,
3 I

could get golice protection if I
wanted it, but that sort of thing
makes one unpopular afterwards.

Besides, I don’t care about the excite-
ment of going through a yelling
crowd twice a day or so, because my
heart -is not over strong. Here! I
don’'t know why I'm gossiping to you,
lad. What’s your name, now, and
what can you do?”

“T've never had a job before, sir,
but I'd try hard to do anything you
set mc on. My name is Allen—Dick
Allen.”

“ Allen — Dick Allen!” repeated
Mr. Trimble, scratching his head, as
though to arouse his memory. “ You
don’t live in Scotland Street, by any
chance ?”’

“Yes, sir; in Johnson's Fold—
Number Three.”

“ And are you the boy who steered
my motor-waggon out of mischief last
Friday ?”

“Yes, sir; but—"

“No -buts about it. It was a
plucky act. I don’t mind saying so
straight off. My man told me all
about it. There's been a job here
waiting for you some days, but you'll
understand T've been a bit too busy
to look after you. These new frames

are my own invention. A bit of ’em
has been made at one place and a bit
at another. But no one can fit them
together except mem I've got a bit
of help, but I've got to watch every
screw and nut that’s put in. It's
what you’ve got to do, lad, if you
want to get on. You've got to work
yourself. I started, lad, just as I
suppose you're starting now—without
a- halfpenny to my name, and I've
never stopped working since. But
I'm a silly old man talking to you,
lad, like this, only I like the look of
your face. I never had any children
of my own—no little 'uns. I've a
nephew—yes; but none of my own.
Here, come along, lad! I want you
to womk, not listen to my chatter.”
He put a hand on Dick’s shoulder,
and led him away, talking all the
time in a quee®, old-womanish way,
with many a word of dialect in his
plain speech, but somehow always a
tone of kindness at the back of it.
Dick found himself in a great room,
amid a maze of dismantled and half-
built machinery. There were half a
dozen mechanics at work fitting it
up. Dick was given a spanner, and

about the entrance to Trimble's
mill. But he had reckoned too soon.
He had been seen by two. or three
of the big lads who were beginning
to know his personality well, and
there came a yell and a cry as a
crowd of them started in pursuit.

Dick was fleet of foot, and he kept
ahead and reached Johnson's Fold in
safety, and closed and bolted No. 3
behind him.

“I've got a job,” he burst out
breathlessly—*‘ a real fine job! Here,
don’t be frightened of that!”’ he
added, as there came a spiteful
thumping on the door. *‘ That’s only
some chaps who are jealous of me.
It's all right, Jess. I shall be able
to buy you eggs and cream and
sausages for tea.”

He suddenly remembered that he
had come in with the money in his

| pocket, but no food that the money

would buy. It had been a meagre
breakfast, and he did not like the
sharp, thin look about Jessie’s white
face. He must go out again to get
this needed food.

At the moment that the thought
crossed his mind a stone came

set at work tightening up rows of through a pane of the window with a
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nuts that clamped the -spinning- | clatter and a tinkling noise, showing

frames together, and showing himself
handy and quick in the use of this
tool, he was put on to fitting the bolts
as well.

“We'll have to find you a shake-
down in the mill,”’ said Mr. Trimble
to Dick, when they knocked off work
for something to eat. ‘That rough
crowd outside will not be very gentle
with you.
here with the rest of us.”

“T'm afraid I can’t, sir. You see,
there’'s: Jessie. She’s my sister, and
she’d be afraid to be alone. Besides,
she’s not very strong.”

“What, lad—eh? But
your mother?”

The old man became very gentle
when Dick told him.

“'All right,” he said; *you must
not stop too late. And you'd better
run away heme for dinner now, and
take your day’s wages home with
you. ‘Happen you'd like it to get
the little lass something to put bone
into her.”

Dick found a way out over a neigh-
bouring mill wall, and he reached the
street, as he thought, without being
observed by the loungers who hung

where's

him the kind of reception that would
o

Jessie gave a little ery of alarm,
and looked fearfully
window. Dick saw the blood shrink
from her face and fear creep into her
eyes. Rage and indignation came
into his heart that she should be

| frightened, but he made haste first to

I think you’d ‘best stop |

quieten her fears.

“It's all right,” he said; ¢ they
can’t hurt you. It’s only their play-
ful way. They're out for a lark, and
they don’t know you're in here. Look
here, you go into the back scullery
and make a fire to cook some chops
on that I'll get soon, and then I'll
go out and talk to those chaps.”

“Oh, Dick, but they’ll hurt you!”

‘““Nonsense, kiddie! You don’t
know how I can take care of myself.”

He kissed her, and pushed her into
the inner scullery, and shut her in
just as an unearthly noise of hammer-
ing sticks and stones came on the
outer door. He went towards it with
beating heart and face that was
white. But it was firm-set; the
mouth was hard, and there was no
shrinking in his eyes.

He was going out prepared to
suffer a thrashing rather than his
little sister should be frightened. He
pulled back the bolt, opened the door,
and stepped out into the yard to a
chorused greeting of * Boos!” from
the dozen or so young roughs
assembled there. There was not one
among them less than four years his
senior.  They received him with a
choice variety of abuse.

“ Look here,” Dick said, when he
had carefully shut the door after him,
“my little sister is in there. She’s
gxck;'and I don’'t want her frighten-
ing.

_““What are you—a nurse-maid, you
little rotter ?”’ yelled one coarsely.

“I suppose you're not a lot of
cowards,” Dick continued. “You
don’t want to hurt and frighten little
girls 7’ 4

“But we want to give thee some-
thing, you littie blackleg !”’

““All right. And how many do you
want me to stand up to?”

“How many? Be gobs, I've
gotten my own to get back !’ cried
his old aggressor, shouldering his way
to the front. “I'll give you some-
thing that’ll prevent you working at
Trimble’s or anywhere else for a good
long time !”
~ ¢“All right. T’ll stand up to you,
and take all you can give me if you'll:
go out of this yard and stop frighten-
ing my sister.”

““Oh, ay; that’s fair !’ cried one or
two who had the British sense of
fairness. *¢ lad can’t do more
than take his gruel. Come on,
Widdop; he can’t say no fairer.”

So Dick went out into the street a
sufficient distance away from John-
son’s Fold, and faced the big youth
Widdop fairly and squarely for the
first time. - It was fated that in the
life that lay before him he would
have to meet this antagonist in other
circumstances, but hardly in any so
hopeless as this.

“ Look here, I’ll hold your coat!”
exclaimed one lad more generous
than the rest. ‘ You're a blackleg,
but you seem to have grit. Eh, but
why don’t you be a proper sort of lad
and come on strike wi’ us an all?”

“Because I've got my living to

get,” answered Dick. “And I'm
going to get it, too!”
“ Eh, but thart crazy! Time!"

This chronicler would have liked to
have recorded a fight in which Dick
Allen—plucky boy as ever stepped. in

oe-leather—wore 7down . his b

ntagonist. and in the end ‘whipped
h§m, but this story has sct out to tell
off a boy’s life as it wa%, and in real
life defeat comes quite as often as
victory. And, anyhow, it was a very
honourable defeat.

Dick fought hard. He dodged and
parried as many of his opponent’s’
heavy, slugging blows as he could.
and got in not a few spiteful little
punches himself; but for all the
fierce resentment and desperation
that filled him, he found himself
gradually being worn down.

Maddened by the pain of his hurts,
he rushed in wildly upon his enemy,
but Widdop, with his greater reach,
stepped back and dealt the small boy

‘a staggering blow that sent him

tumbling into the gutter.

Dick was up again immediately.
He was dazed. He could hardly see,
and he was smitten by a maddening
pain, but he had to face this foe.
He was purchasing peace and im-,
munity from interference for little
Jessie by what he was undergoing.

He went down again. Then some-
one called out that it was enough.

“m  kid’s taken his gruelling,
Widdop. He's stood up to thec. ®
Tha’s paid him out for the bit he
gave thee.”

“That’ll learn thee to be a black-
leg !” said Widdop in his ear as he
sat on the kerbstone, wiping his face

with his rag of a handkerchief.
¢“ And I tell thee what. Don’t go to
Trimble’s any more. The men’s

coming out to-night in force to smash
all that new machinery. And any-
body found there will very like get
smashed as well.”

At that moment there came a cry
of “ Copper !"’" which caused a general
exodus of all- concerned. - Dick:
cleared off with the rest. He had no
need for sympathy or commiseration.
He was suffering very painful hurts
at the moment, but he would get over
them, and, at least, he was not
conscious of any shame.

He slipped away through some
devious passages into Duncan Street,
and thence .into Manchester, Road,.
where at a butcher’s he bought three
chops—two -~ for  his and - Jessic's
dinner, and the extra one for her

supper.

““Better have a bit of steak for
your = eye,” said -the  butcher
humorously.

. % Nay, can’t afford it!’ said Dick.
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“Then I’lIl put you a bit in, lad,
for nowt.”

““ Oh, thanks! That’s good of you.
But I bet I shall eap it !”

A he did, instead of a chop,
which gave “another chop for Jessie
on the morrow. He took in a loaf of
brown bread as well, and half a pounds
of margarine instead of his favourite
beef dripping.

“ Oh, Dick, Dick, you've been
hurt!” cried Jessie when she saw
him. “ Those horrid big boys

“That’s all right, kiddie! We've
only just had a bit of 2 game, you
know. It was nothing. This sort of
thing hardens a ehap ‘Now, slip
this meat into the pan.’

“ Dick, I think I could kill anyone
who hurts you!” said the little girl,
with tears coming into her eyes. 2

“ Bless you—hurt! Nonsense! A’
bit of a bruise or two like this doesn’t
hurt a chap like me. Now, come
along. 1 want to hear the dinner
frizzling. My word! I shall have to
send you to a ccoking school, kiddie,
because we shall soon have somethmg
better than chops even! I shall be
malung a 1egula1 fortune one of these
days!”’

ile forced a laugh on his painful
face, and kissed her, so-that she, too,
smiled:s

THE 4th CHAPTER,
v _ 'In the Thick of It.
ICK’S bruised face caused com-
D ment when he got back into
Trimble’s mill, which he
succeeded in doing without trouble.

*““All right; it .shall- go down
against them,’”” said Mr. Trimble,
shaling his head. ‘’Um; but you’d
have done betf,er to have stopped in
the mill with us.’

T owall to-'ught sir. T've got a
nelghbour to go in to be with my
sister. And ‘I think youll want all
~the help you can get inside here to-
night, sir.” And he told of the hint
- Widd Qjﬂ had given—that there was

1 Jan o tack on the mill thal
The Eé&ﬁ }ma'kmg s
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“too, %ook* But I ‘don’t think they‘
dare. Anvho\y if they do, T shall not

-out into the mill-yard-for the purpose

12 work too fast.

| within.

“wvas forna th&b

hesltabe to ring up the police. I've
stopped at doing that before, while
they’ve limited themselves to shout-
ing. "I don’t want to get the fools
into prison, but if that is, what they
intend—well, we shall see.’

Dick wotked steadily on at his fit-
ting job through the afternoon. His
head spun round as a result of the
hammering it had received, and his
eyes were heavy and weary. But he
gave no sign of ‘it. He felt so great
a joy at getting employment that he
would have cheerfully borne twice as
much - fatigue.

At intervals he was deputed to go

of making observations through a
little peephole in the big gates, ‘and
to report any sign of hostility on the
outside. He, reported all quiet right
into the evening; indeed, unusually’
quiet, for there appeared to be even
no pretence at picketing for the pur-
pose of peacefully persuadmo away
outside labour. "

As a matter of fact, the main and
mischievous elements among - the
strikers were gathered together in the
club-ropin of a public-house not very
far away, where they were gathering
valour for their intended entelpu:e
by a mixture of beer and speeches.
The beer had* its  effect upon ill-
nourished stomachs, even as the fiery
speeches excited ill-nourished brains,
and by the time all the talkers among
them had had their say, most of the
crowd - were ~ripe for any‘ folly.
Another round of beer they had
before  starting. Where the money
came from for this nobody inquired
about, though it was shrewdly guessed
by the publican who was profiting
that it came out of the pockets of a
rival manufacturer who stood to profit
out of Trimble's loss. 2

Anyhow, the facts are that a very
ugly crowd .made way at half-past
nine in the evening to smash a road
into Trimble’s. mill, and to destroy
all this new machinery that was going
More inflammatory
speeches were made under the gate-
way before the attack was actually
begun,, which were heard by those

Mr.: Trimble hesitated no more.
He ran to the telephone to ring up
the police. There came no reply
from the exchange. He could get no
answer of any sort. HHe wound the
handle of the receiver desperately,’
but «without result, - Afterwards it

wire Juld e

- sel

physical-force, we can't oppose them.
-The big ga’(es will soon go, and after-

wards there’s not much in the way!”

Then Dick cane in with a sugges-
tion. He had not been up and down

and across the yard so many times in-

daylight - without~ taking "in such

‘means of defence as offered. His was”

a quick mind to grasp the possibilities
of things.

Thete stood in the vard a ponderous
road locomotive, a slow but powerful
engine for the towing of heavy
Welghtc that had come in from
Keighley a few days before dragging
a train of drays conveying the last
parts of the new machmelv It had

a huge fiywheel of the kind to k\hlch‘

a belt may be fitted, so that “while
stationary, its power may be trans-
mitted -to other mackinery. Indeed,
it had been so used on an occasmn
when a breakdown in the engine-
room would have caused-a stoppage
of the whole mill.

- Thete is a_ belt for that road-
engine,”’ ho said. “‘ At least, I have
seen a big ene hanging up in the
engine-room, one with copper rivets.”

“ Yes, yes, lad: but what’s your
notion 7’ a-ked the mill-owner im-
patiently. *‘ See. lad, if you have an

idea you sha'n’ t lose by it !”

“ Tt is that we get steam up in the
engine, run it alongside the‘gate, get
a dummy pulley on a waggon—or on
the ground—on the other “side: fit the
belt between the two, and keep- it
running full speed close up to the
entrance !”’

“ By goy: and a champion idea !
e\dalmed one of the mechanics in
frank approval.  Not a man weuld
face that—and he wouldn’t be. 2 man
long if he did. That great belt-would
exthex Saw @ man in two, or take him
to - the flywheel and smash hun to
bits.”

There .was no dl-.cuasmg it.

12

The

preparations weré quite simple, and

because of their siaplicity likely to
be extraordinarily effective.  The
vard gate swung under an archway,
whlch twenty. feet farther, opened
mto the vard. On each side of this
" archway they made their arrange-
‘ments.  While steam was rising in
the engine-boiler they fitted a TFree
pulley-wheel on the other side of the

archway.
From among“tho pile’ of discarded
ikat litered the vard they

sevorad, gl ; o 8 i}heﬂlé T idget :
. Hei %mé Du£ # whitefaced " and [ make ieﬁ‘?’tp«e u‘mr ;i
itated. S “itfed 164 upon S Riece-of shafting
* What can we &o"” he cried. ““I| which had one eng rigidly jammed

believe they mean<t! If it comes to

in a hole in the ‘#ul] and the other

.was a moment’s fumbling at bolts,

farthest “from the engine was very

bound fs,st to a wheel of a heavy
waggon. .

The belt, was got out and huckled
round the pulley. till at last there was
ndthing ‘wanting: save steam’ in- the
engine. They watched with feverish
unpa,txenco the pressure rising’ in the
steam-gauge.

While - they worked, the attack
began on . the b1g gates in earnest.
It was not merely the hammering of
sticks and stones,. but there. was
another sound—the lighter, c‘risper
noise of sharp axes cutting at the soft

wood. The gates seemed to
splintering. . There was - no steam
vet. . Would it never come? Was it

going to be too 1ate'7

“It’s no go!” . gasped the mill-
owner. “‘It’ll be ‘too late. Theyll
be through in a minute!”

“Tn a minute I'll have steam!
eried 6ne of the hands, with his- face
close up to the gauge. *‘ By goy, I'll
risk it now!” p

He opened the throttle. | The
engine moved in a curve tow ards the
archway. A little manceuvring got it
into position close against the wall,
then the belt was ‘civcled round the
flywheel. The engine backed' a little
to pull tight the belt, and the wheels
were scotched.

- At that moment came a crashing
neise and a shout of triumph. - A
way had been chopped through the
big gates. Two or three dark figures
tumbled in through the hole. There

1

and then the double door was thrown
apen, and a black, jostling crowd
came scrambling under the “enclosed
archway with a  hoarse choms of
shouts.

Then at that ‘instant, as the crowd
surged into.the entrance, steam was
turned into the cylinders, and the belt
began its swift, endless race between
this two ° wheels. It ran in shape
almost like an elongated pear, the
thin end coming at the free pulley,
which was very low down, so that the
lower part of the belt on the side

near the ground. The upper part
might have been three feet away
from the lower. The two halves
racing by each other offered a menace
that men used to machinery were not
likely to oppose.

“The front of the crowd came to a
sudden stop:- but those behind, who
did not know what was ahead, urged
t‘.em en with wild cries, e

: all“the worst @l&n e
Y‘*mnh"pd, the. i
&ro hugze f;zoportxons
S Gelh 0n‘ What in wickedness are
you stapping for?”’

* Give over your shoving, you lot

ez:;g‘.b&sx f

of fools! By go ~t‘h.e
belt here waiting to “¢u dn
first man who falls against it
In the yard Mr. Tiimble
himself for ‘@ moment. - They recog-
nised his figure thicugh the sawing.
belt. <A ye%l ‘of execration gree .

L hing, “and a volley of stones came hurt- .

ling at hitm.” Oné struck him on the
head, ‘and e staggered and- feH e

Blck leaped forward into the open,] b
and for & moment stooped down andl i
protected  the old man with his
own body till help came. - One stone =
caught  him heavily ' between the
shoulders and another or the . arm.
But he was made of hard stuff.

An instant later Lo was out of the
line of fire, rubbing his bruises. He
heard ahove the hum and hiss of the
engine a voice that he knew: :

** You rotten little blackleg! Show
thysel,f agam and I'll give thee some-

& You re - hurt,

lad !” sald ‘the
engineman to. Dick. g

Dick -shook his head. : He poi \‘.et}
out a weakness in the defence 3

‘* If there’s any brainsaniong
the3 11 think of it. If they could: get
a long polo—a scaffold-poie or a =
ladder—and throw it on the belt,
they’d fetch it off the pulleys like
winking-. Look- here,” we can't hold
this place long. T've' got to make a
dasu for it and bring g‘(e police I

‘ Lad, how ean you?”’

“ Not, through the gatewav I
means dropping over the wall I
can’t go out where 1 did at dinners:
time, over the wall into Birkett’s rili-
xard because: they’re shut up now; . -
ard there’s spikes on the topof the
wall. If T dropped over at the far
end there, I don’t think 1 should be -
noticed, for they are too busy round
the gate here. And see, if they sturt -
shovi g anything into the belt, keep )
the.n back with stones.”’ /

“You're a good plucked ‘un, lad,
but you.are runnmg pisks. By oy' e
Dare you do it?”.

But Dick was off, He chmbnd up:
over some packing-cases to the top of
the wall as far from -the.
was possible to get, an 3
man - Saw lum ch&appea «
edge. .. : i
“The lad’s got the lucL of .
lis gasped. " Pd Bive.my. aveek’

-L"ﬁ;}mgh :,aferly“ 2
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HOW TO DEVELOP MUSGLE.

LL the world admires a strong
A man, strength being recog-
nised by every race. Some
years ago I made a tour of the world
in order to extend the science of
physical culture, visiting America,
Australia, India, Africa, etc., and in
every country I visited the greatest
possible interest was taken in my
lectures, and my feats of strength
were witnessed by, I may safely say,
millions of people of all nationali-
ties.

The old idea that physical strength
was obtained at the expense of mental
strength has been exploded, and if
such were the case, I should not be
writing these articles. I know, how-
ever, that every increase of strengt.h
means a corresponding improvement
of -the mental qualities; and I mean
all my readers to be not only *‘ good
specimens” of muscular -develop-
ment, but clever, industrious, success-
ful citizens.

However, I suppose I had better be
getting on \\1th the instruction,
mstead of giving you a lecture on
the many benefits derived from
physical exercise, as these will become
increasingly apparent as we proceed.

The excreise I gave you in my first
article was, if you remember, devoted
entirely to the development of the
arm muscles—the biceps and triceps.
This week we shall continue to
strengthen these muscles, but we shall
also call others into action—the
deltoid and neck muscles.

Now, I want you all to become
acquainted with the names of the
various muscles, and know where
they are situated. This knowledge
will enable’ you to take a more
intelligent interest in your work, and
help you in concentrating the mind
on the muscles being exercis-ed, on

“The Boy Who Never Had a Chance!”

which point I was very precise last
weck.

If you exercwe before a locking-
glass,” keep an eye on the museles
brought into play—or where they
OLwht to be; some will not become
notxceable until you have been work-
ing a few wecks—and concentrate
your mind on the movements, and
you will be rewarded by an immense
improvement in your strength and
physical condition.

The following exercise you will find
a little harder than the one already
given, but read the instructions care-
fuli_), and you will have no difficulty
in canymg out the movement
correctly.

Exercise 3.—Ready Position.

Extend both arms in a line with
the shoulders, palms of the hands up-
ward.

MOVEMENT. —Alternately flex each
arm until the dumb-bell is over the
shoulder, and straighten again till
the triceps are thoroughly in the
strain. Throw the head well back,
and rotate from side to side so as to
face the outstretched arm. Muscles:
Biceps, ftriceps, deltoid, and neck
muscles (lateral).

A Superb Series of Articles Spemally erlten
for THE BOYS' FRIEND by the World-Famed
EUGEN SANDOW.
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After performing this exercise
abont a dozen times, try the
following variation :

When both arms are extended
in a line with the shoulders, flex
(or bend) both arms at the same
time— instead of alternately —
until the @umb-bells are imme-
diately over the shoulders. Then
straighten out again until you
feel the triceps esert themselves.
Bend the head
forward whilss
flex the
arms, and
throw it back

as the arms are
extended.

Perform
these move-
ments as well”
a8 those
already given
regularly
every morning,
and _you will
see the arm
muscles begin
to stand out in~
relief in a way E
which will
make your
heart rejoice,
and encourage
you to con-
tinue the work
with unabated
zeal _.amd
energy.
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OUR NEW SERIAL.
- = N this week’s number of THE
I Boys’  FRIEND “ Yorkshire

Grit "’ starts. My friends will
remember that last week I had a good
deal to say about this serial, and I
am anxiously looking forward to
receiving letters from them, telling
me what they think of it.

Another interesting little feature
that will soon commence is the series
of tales, ‘‘ The Lads o’ London.”
This series will deal with sundry
phases of boy life in the great city, in
the wonderful collection of honses and
streets and great buildings which we
call London. They will prove just as
fascinating to the boys who live in
provincial towns and the country as
to the boys who live in London, and
I think my chums will regard them
as quite a successful feature of our

paper.

While I am talking about the
“ Green 'Un,” I would like to suggest
to those of my enthusiastic correspon-
dents who really take a pleasure in
criticising the paper, that they should
send me a little letter telling me not
only wlat they think of * Yorkshire
Grit,”” but also their opinion regard-
ing * Sexton Blake, Foreman,”’ ‘‘ The
Blot,”” and *‘ The Railway Waif.”

It may interest my readers to know
that I have a new story—a very good
one, too—in preparation for them,
and I shall have something more to
say about it very shortly:

A ROUND-SHOULDERED BOY.

* Welshman ” is a South Wales
reader of my paper, who tells me he
suffers from very round shoulders, and
wants me to give him some of my
good advice. I am only too glad to
give ‘‘ Welshman,” or any other
friend of mine, any advice I possibly
can which will be for his or her bene-
fit—for, as most of my friends realise,
there are a very large number of girls
who read THE Boys’ FRIEND, and it
is a jolly good thing, too, for there is
nothing in it which will ever do them
any harm.

“Welshman” tells me he has a
very decent job in an office, that he
is a light-weight, only about seven
stone, and is very fond of boxing. I
am glad to hear this, because my
young friend’s inclination for boxing
ought to help him to get rid of his
round shoulders. He should invest
in a pair of light dumbbells, about
two pounds each in weight. He can
get a pair like this for about ninepence
or a shilling anywhere, and a few
simple exercises with them will
speedily put his shoulders right.

The first one is to stand with head
orect, the hands down beside the
body grasping the dumbbells firmly,
the feet slightly apart in the attitude
sommon in boxing, the weight rest-
ing well on the legs. Raise the
dambbells straight out in front of the
face, and swing them as far back as
possible on a level with the shoulders.
As the dumbbells swing back, carry
the head back and throw out the
chest, taking in a good deep breath,
breathing out again as the dumbbells
are brought back to the position in
front of his face.

Another simple exercise is to stand
in the same position, one foot in front
of the other, with the knees slightly
bent, and to raise the dumbbells from

" the sides high above the head, throw-
ing back the head as tite dumbbells
are raised above it, and taking a deep

breath. Then lower the dumbbells
to the sides again, breathing out
slowly.

These two exercises will suggest
quite a number of others, to my cor-
respondent, all of which will speedily
help to rid him of his round shoulders,
and give him an erect carriage.

“The Boy Who Never Had a Chance!”
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1 want all my boys to look upon me as their firm friend and t
There are few men who know boys as well as I do, and b
;
’

adviser.

there are no little trials and troubles, perplexities and anxieties,
in which I cannot help and assist my readers.

Write to me whenever you are in doubt or difficulty. Tell me
about yourself; let me know what you think of THE BOYS'
FRIEND, All boys who write to me, and who enclose a stamped
envelope or postcard, may be sure of receiving a prompt and

kindly reply.

All Letters should be addressed: 1
FRIEND, 23, Bouverie Street, London, E.c.v {
*.* The contents of this number copyrighted in the United States of America. 4
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HOW TO BECOME A FOOTBALLER.

E. R. is a friend of mine who wants
me to tell him how to become a first-
class footballer. He says he has
played the game for many years, and
finds it very difficult to get on, not
according to E. R., because he is a
poor player, but because most football
clubs seem to prefer country players.

I don’t think my young friend can
be quite right in this idea. The com-
petition amongst football clubs for
good players is now so keen that any
lad who really shows some skill out
of the common at the game can
always be certain of a trial by a better
club. All he has to do is to send a
line to the manager stating his quali-
fications, and asking to be given a
chance. In this way he will get a
trial, and if he really has the makings
of a good player in him, he will most
assuredly get the opportunity  he
wants.

AN UNHAPPY AFFLICTION.

One of my friends writes me a very
cheery letter regarding a somewhat
sad affliction, about which I am glad
to say he does not seem to worry very
much. He had the misfortune to be
born without the right hand; he is
at present fifteen, and tall and strong
for his age, but he finds it difficult,
because of this missing hand, to get
employment.

He goes on to tell me, however,
that although this hand is missing to
the wrist, yet, having always been

1 used to doing without it, he can do

anything quite as well as a boy with
two hands—in fact, he was top boy
out of twenty at carpentry at the
higher elementary school which he
attended.

Really, when I was reading this
letter I could hardly believe that it
was written by a left-handed boy!
My young friend writes a good and
legible fist—far better than many boys
who are blessed with both hands.

Naturally, my chum wants me to
give him a little advice as to how he
may secure a post.

He is evidently a lad of very bright
and cheerful disposition, and
heartily congratulate him on it. I
can quite understand that what
seems to be an affliction is really no
affliction at all, because he has
trained his left hand to do the work
of both, and it is only stupid prejudice
which prewvents people from employ-
ing him straightway. I do not
think he should be depressed over the

fact that for a few weeks he has been |

out of employment, because I think
a boy who can write such an intelli-
gent letter as the one he sends to me
will very speedily secure other em-
ployment. -

If be is very good at carpentry, why
doesn’t he take wup the trade
seriously? - _After all, cabinetmaking
is fairly well-paid work, and a steady,
industrious man need never be afraid
of not earning a good and satisfactory
living.

The example of this boy’s pluck,
determination, and cheerfulness, de-
spite his handicap, is one which ought
to be taken very seriously to heart by
those of my friends who read this
chat ; those boys who are blessed with
all the members of their body ought
to be very grateful, and ought to cul-
tivate their talents to the very highest
of their ability, instead of grumbling
—as many of them do—because they
don’t get on as rapidly as they
want to, and  because - they
don’t find nice, soft, comfortable jobs
in which they are well paid, and don’t
have to work very hard. Here is a
lad who has demonstrated that with
one hand he can beat boys with two
at work which one would think
necessitated the use of two hands; it
only shows what courage and perse-
verance will do.

My young friend can also draw very
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well, too. He might cultivate a
talent for drawing comic pictures. In
order to do this he should study the
various kinds of comic drawings
which he will find in most of the
popular humorous papers, then try his
hand at a specimen drawing, and
send it to the editor of some paper
like *“ Chips ”’ or *‘ Comic Cuts.””

Whatever he decides to do, he has
my very best wishes for a really suc-
cessful future.

A QUICK ROAD TO HEALTH.

On a postcard, one of my chunfs,
who signs ‘himself R. J. W: M., asks
me to give him a quick. road to
health. He says: “ You know what
I mean—how to train myself.”

My young friend’s question comes
at a very opportune time, because he
will discover that I am just starting a
series of articles by the famous strong
man and physical culturist, Mr.
Eugen Sandow. "R. J. W. M. will
also discover every week in ‘‘ The
Boys’ Realm” a lot of very useful
information on this subject. ‘‘ The
Boys” Realm ” is a great paper for all
boys’ outdoor sports, and it gives
special attention to articles on train-
ing, etc., so much so that it has
achieved an enormous circulation, and
a great reputation as a journal for
the athletic boy.

With the articles in THE Boys’
FRIEND, and with the articles in *‘ The
Boys’ Realm,” my young friend will
find ‘his question answered.

He should remember, however, that
the road to health cannot be very
rapid, and that those who wish te
build up their strength can only hope
for good results if they do it
gradually, slowly, and carefully. He
will have to learn to give up smoking,
drinking, and any other bad habit,
and that a really healthy body must
be accompanied by a clean mind.

Remembering these things, and by
taking his exercise seriously, and in
moderate and reasonable quantities,
he will find that week by week his
system will grow stronger and more
vigorous; he will also discover that
exercise gives him a real satisfaction, i
and a sense of physical well-being,
which will prove a source of greater
pleasure to him than anything else.

A BOOK FOR YOUR SISTERS
AND MOTHERS.

I don’t often ask my friends to help
me, but on this occasion I do want
to get them to spread the naws of a
wonderful book which should be in the
possession of every woman, whether
she be a girl, grown-up young lady,
or a married woman; 1n fact; the
book about which I want to talk is
ons for either my young friends’
sisters or their mothers, and I
especially want them to tell their
mothers, about it.

The title of this work is ‘“ Every

the Clever

Mr. Stacey Blake,
Author of our New Serial, ‘“York-

shire Grit,” which Starts This

Week. .

Woman's Eneyclopedia,” and it will
contain information upon everything
thgxt a woman wants to know—every-
thing. Just think of it! This work
will ‘be the first serious attempt to
provide for women a book of reference
to which, if they are in doubt ‘upon
any question -affecting women, they
can refer and discover the answer,
whether it be a legal query, or a ques-
tion with regard to love, marriage,
cooking, dressmaking, servants or
mistresses, gardening; in fact, if it
1s a_question on anything which has
to do with women, it will be dealt
with in ‘“ Every Woman’s Enclyclo-
peedia.”

The first part will be published on
November 1st, price 7d. As I am
very much interested in this book, I
want my friends to talk to their
mothers and sisters about it, and I
shall have some more to say on the
subject next fveek.

A TIP FOR PHOTOGRAPHERS,

““Constant  Reader "’—good  old
“ Constant Reader "—wants me to
tell him how to make photographic
developer. He should try the follow-
ing prescription, which will be made
up for him by any chemist:

Eikonogen, 50 grains; quinol, 40
grains; sodium sulphite, I ounce;
water up to 10 ounces.

HOW SHALL THEY COLLECT.

H. C., who tolls me he is an old.
chum of the “B. F.,” has just been
forming a football club with the aid
of his friends, but finds.that with the
subscriptions they can afford they
have not quite enough to buy the
necessary apparatus.

“My friends propose to go round
the village collecting,” adds H. C,,
“but what I want to know, is it
lawful to do this?”

In reply to this question, it is
certainly quite the custom for
members of a junior football club to
ask for assistance, but somehow it
seems to me that there are better
ways than going from house to house
collecting. . Surely if the members of
the club approached their own
friends quite a goodly sum might be
raised ?

Then, again, by writing to one or
two influential local gentlemen ask-
ing them to become presidents or
patrons, a wuseful sum might be
added to the club’s coffers, to say
nothqu of arousing the interest of
the village in the existence of the
club.

I wish H. C. and his friends all
possible success, both with the club
and in the raising of the needful
funds.

A LETTER FROM CANADA.

The following letter has just come
to hand from the Land of the Maple
Leaf, and as it is so interesting I am
going to print it in full for all my
chums to read:

‘ Prince Rupert,
British Columbia,
“Canada.
Thinking that per-
haps you = like to hear from
one of your Canadian friends, I take
great ple e in writing to you.

“I am seventeen years old, and
am a clerk on the steel train which
is laying the Grand Trunk Pacific
way track through the mountain
ion. I am an Ontario boy, and
find this part of the country very
wild and beautiful. I receive your
fine paper through one of your loyal
British readers in the Mother
Country, and find it a treat in the
long autumn evenings. Wishing
Tae Boyvs’ FRIEND every success,—

“ Your sincere reader,
¢ KENNETH CRANDELL.”

Very many thanks indeed for your
cheery letter, Kenneth Crandell. I
hope it will not be long before you
write to me again.

“ Dear Edi

A SPLENDID EMBROCATION.

“ Now that the football season is
at hand I shall need some reliable
embrocation, and should be glad if
you would. give me a good recipe.
Many of your other readers might
find 1t useful,” so writes Peter McC.,
of Malvern, and [ have much
pleasure in giving the excellent
recipe below, which I can say from
experience is the best one he could
have:

One raw egg, well beaten, halfga
pint of vinegar, one ounce of spirits
of turpentine, a quarter of an ounce
of spirits of wine, a quarter of an
ounce of camphor. These ingredients
must be beaten well together, then
put into a bottle and shaken for ten
minutes, afterwards being corked
down tightly to exclude the air.

YOUR EDITOR (H. E.).

BOXING NOTES. - -

FOOTWORK.

EXT in importance to the
N principal blows that we have
been discussing—the straight
left at the head and the right-hand
body blow-—comes footwork. You
can never be even a moderately good
boxer until you have got your feet
absolutely under control.

As regards footwork, there are a
few definite rules which should always
be borne in mind : 1

Always keep your left toe pointing
straight in front of you. Always
keep the right foot behind the left,
and never let them cross. If in a
‘“mix-up "’ your right does happen to
come up in front, you will find your-
self in a very awkward position, and
very badly balanced, so that even a
light blow will ¥

easily knock you down,
Then you should always remember
to keep the Iieel of the right foot just
behind that of the left at a distance of
eighteen inches or so.

It is better te keep the left foot
flat on the ground, 'and the heel of
the right just lifted off it. Footwork
can be practised very well before a
glass, or by just stepping across the
floor.

It is an excellent plan when begin-
ning to learn boxing to do regular
footwork exercises—advancing and re-
treating. “Step across the room as
though you were attacking a man—
left right, left right. Then retreat as
though you were being driven back,
but in good order—right left, right
left. It is then that it is often diffi-
cult at first to remember to keep the
feet in their proper position.

You should always remember never
to run at an opponent, but to advance
upon him quickly, rememBering your
feet all the time. If you charge, or
throw yourself ‘at him anyhow, you
are certain to be taken at a dis-
advantage, and probably beaten
before you know the mistake you
have made.

Some boxers have their left heel
held up also; but this is not to be
recommended to beginners, as it is
not so easy to maintain an even
balancs.

THE END.

BANTAMS.

LOTS OF MONEY TO BE
FROM THESE PETS.

ANTAMS make capital and
B most interesting pets, and the
boy who takes up the fancy
seriously can earn quite a useful addi-
tion to his pocket-money.

The bantam is, of course, a minia-
ture fowl, and should be treated much
on the same line as ordinary poultry.
A dry roosting-place should be pro-
vided, with perches some eighteen
inches above the ground. Ventilation
should be given by making a place
near the floor for fresh air to enter,
and a small aperture under the roof
from which heated air may escape.
There must be no direct draughts.

The run should be as spacious as
possible, and should be kept scrupu-

MADE

lously clean, no garbage, such as
decaying cabbage stumps, being
allowed to lie about and rot. Pure

water should be provided daily. As
for diet, this should be much as is the
case with domestic fowls, In winter,
a warm .

breakfast of barley-meal

and boiled potato-peelings should be
provided. At mid-day some green
food and table scraps should be given,
and in the late afternoon some good
grain, such as wheat, barley, oats, or
mixed poultry corn. The great point
is not to overfeed one’s birds, and
they should have no more than they
will readily pick up a meal,

Boys should make a start with a
cockerel and three pullets of common
breed, such as one can buy at any
livestock shop. Every care should bo
taken of the birds, and all possible
done to make the pullets lay and to
improve their condition.

By-and-by, as you become an ex-
pert in the keeping of the pets, you
should visit all the local shows and
make yourself conversant with the
leading vhrieties, and if you persevere,
the time will come when you can buy
some pedigree stock for yourself.

White bantams are not advisable for
town-living boys, but most of the
other kinds may be kept. The
Frizzled are quaint little fellows, and
the. Hamburg and Brahma bantams
are well worth keeping.

THE END.

This is the title of an Extra-Special, Complete Long Story that wil}
appear Next Tuesday in THE BOYS’ FRIEND.

Don’t miss it!
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MR, PAULOS; OF PARK LANE,
HE disastrous fire that had
) killed his employer’s am-
¢ bition and caused him to
‘retire  from business -had thrown
Jack Carton out of employment
again, but now he did not worry,
_for he had received nearly seventy
<pounds from Mr. Gaythorpe in pay-
~ment of the money he had lent him,
* together with the interest and his
. commission,. and this, with the
i;balance he had in the bank, had
:brought his capital up to almost a
¢ hundred pounds.

With a hundred pounds behind
him, and an excellent reference from
the retired grocer, he felt na anxiety ;

“ and now, with Snuffler waddling
along at his heels, he was walking
, rapidly towards Dewson’s Dwellings
-0 tell his mother that he had been
- taken on by Brownlee & Co., the big
. wholesale ‘grocers, as an assistant
paclxer at fifteen shillings a week.
‘““Come on, you old rascal!” he
‘said to the dog, who was stopping
~. behind and half scaring the life out
‘of a nervous French poodle. *I’'ve
. got good news for the little mother;
and if you lag behind I’ll sack you,
_Snuffier.” :

The dog, after another fierce
glancc from his small bloodshot eyes
-at the frightened poodle, wandered
-amicably on. Nominally, he still be-
longed to Mr. Gaythorpe, who had

-.taken a little house opposite Stoke:

Newington Common, but since Jack

2-had saved him from the fire he was
generally to be found round Dewson’s
:Dwellings waiting for him to put in
an appearance.

It was now a week since Jack had
--risked his own life to save the dog’s,
«-and all that week he had been worry-
-ing about his mother. Her visit to
a:the old friends in the ‘country had
cibeen cancelled by a telegram, re-
=, 'ceived just as she was about to
» start, merely saying “ Don’t come,”

and no letter of explanation had
:ibeen received by her. Jack saw that
she was upset, and vaguely hinted at
some mystery, and the whole thing
rangered him.

“ Next summer,” he said savagely,

as he began to climb the long flight

: of stone steps with the mongrel bull-
terrier at his heels, “I’ll take her
away to the seaside, but I shall have
to Jolly well get on to be able to do
At

©. As he opened the door of their
vdittle flat at the top of the model

tdwellings, he heard voices, &nd
stopped in astonishment. One voice
he- recognised  as his mother’s. The

+ ‘other was the voice of a man, evi-
dently a man of education, though
he spoke with a slightly foreign

- accent.

. “Your writing to Perry s put me

“on the track, Margaret,” the man

swas saying harshly. Young Perry

-works for me, and told me all about
you, thinking I would help your boy.

+Bah! Help you when you scorned

~me and married a fool who left you
penniless, who——"*

““ Are you speaking of my father ?”’

~dJack, trembling with rage, stood *

e

in the doorway confronting a_short,
dark, clean-shaven man, dreSsed
immaculately, who looked out of
place in the poorly-furnished room.
He saw a hard, sallow face and two
small, cruel black eyes staring into
his with a look of intense hatred.

“Yes,” siid the man, *“I was
speaking of him. If you don’t like
to hear the truth, boy, you need not
remain.’

Jack saw his mothér cowering
away from this strange man,” of
whom she evidently stood in great
fear, and then he turned angrily
upon him.

““Clear out!” he cried.

'The man stared at him in surprise
for a moment, then the black eyes
flashed with rage.

“You'll listen to me, you im-
pudent cub! = Chance has put me
upon the track of the woman who
years ago spurned my love, and has
awakened in me all the bitterness
that I felt twenty years ago. 1 am
aspowerful man. I can obtain every-
thing that money or influence can
buy, and I am going to have my re-

venge. I will crush you and your
mother. I’ll hound you from place
to place! T'l—"

“Get out!” thundercd Jack.

“T tell you I'll

He broke off, and gave a scream of
alarm, for Snuﬁler seeing him"raise
his arm threatenmgly at the boy,
had sprang forward and leapt at his
throat.

The man fell backwards with the
dog on top of him, and Snuffler
meant business. His eyes were red,
and there was the fighting ridge
down his back.

“ Snuffler I’ called Jack, . as his
mother shrieked for him to save the
fallen man.  Snuffler, come off !”

But the dog took no notice of him.
He had gripped the man by the
throat, and held tight.
that he would kill him unless he
could be got off immediately, and
dashed into the scullery.

There was a pail of dirty water
there, and seizing it, he dashed back
into the room again and threw the
contents over the man and dog.

The cold water had its effect.
Snuffler, with an angry growl, dfew
back, and Jack caught him by the
collar, whilst the man, covered with
the dirty water and looking a wreck
of the well-dressed figure of a few
moments before, scrambled to his
feet and put his handkerchief to his
throat. Fortunately for  him,
Snuffler had seized him in a fleshy
part of the throat, and the wounds
were .not serious, though it was pro-
bable that Jack’s prompt action had
saved his life.

Without a word he staggered to the
door, then on the threshold he
paused.

‘““You shall pay tenfold for:this!”
he muttered hoarsely; and then the
woman and the boy heard the outer
door close with a bang, and they
were alone.

““Oh, Jack!” wailed Mrs Carton,
in a weak voice, and the boy thought
she was going to faint.

“Don’t worry about him, mother,”
he.cried cheerfully.  * The chap must
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be mad! I’ve something much more
pleasant to talk about. I’ve got -a
job at Brownleé’s, the wholesalers.
You know, the people I hustled up
for Gaythorpe one day. I reckon
there’s a fine chance there.”

But although Mrs. Carton was
pleased, she could not forget the
words .of the strange man, and that
night she told Jack, who had been
anxious, to hear the story but did
not care-to ask her, all she knew of
the man who had that day visited
their humble dwelling.

It appeared that his name was
Michael Paulos, now a millionaire,
who lived in a huge house in Park
Lane.  Just before she had become
engaged to his father, Paulos, who
was then a wealthy man, had pro-
posed to her, and been refused.

“Several times,” © said Mrs.
Carton, in a low, anxious voice, “1I
had wild sort of letters from him,
but I ignored them, and gradually

| thought he had forgotten all about

me. Oh, I ‘wish I had not written
to the Perry’s! The casual remark
has roused all the old bitterness in
him, and after what happened this
morning he will take some terrible
revenge !”’

“But  England is a civilised
country, mother, and a man can’t
do all ‘that sort of

“He'’s a dangerow man, and a

very powerful man, Jack!” said his
mother. *Beware of him!”
And that night . Jack Carton

thought. a lot about the strange Mr.
Paulos, of Park Lane.

. R . Y 4
The next morning as Jack set off
to commence work with his new
firm he noticed a_ shabby- -looking
man standing in a doorway opposite
the entrance to Dewson’s Dwellings.

“ Suspicious-looking customer !” he
muttered, as he hurried along to
catch a tram to the City Road.
“He’ll get run in if the police see
him hanging round. Waiting for an
opportunity to slip in and steal
something from the baker’s shop, I
should think.” ;

But at Shoreditch Church he hap-
pened to glance round, and saw the
shabby man sitting a few seats back
on the tram he was on.

At the moment he thought little of
it, but when the man got quickly off
th tram immediately after him,
and he saw him again as he turned
into the warchouse of Brownlee &
Co., he knew thst he had been
shadowed, &nd he felt conyinced that
the man who was ordering him to be

shadowed was Mr, Paulos, of Park
Lane.
“ Well,” he mutrered, ‘“he would

have been certain to have found out
\\'here I was empIo.\‘od sooner or
later ; but if I hadn’t been®n a hurry
T'd have led the beast a nice little
dance round.”

He soon picked up his

new duties,

and liked the other men, except a
man named Wright, a burly, buily-
ing sort of fellow, \\ho took a de-

light in making sneering remarks at
the younger emp!oyees. who were not

. suddenly

about the shadowing- incident, and
after he had been with the firm a
week and began o feel at home in
his new job, he had almost forgotten
the strange millionaire # and his
threats of vengeance:

» Then on a Saturday afternoon
when he had had to stop behind to
finish an urgent job, and was
making a short cut to Shoreditch
Church, from which he could get the
tram home for a penny, his heart
leapt, and he stepped
quickly into the doorway of a
second-hand clothes shop.

For two men had emerged from a
low-down public-house a httle further
up on the other.side of the road,
and in one he recognised anht
the bully packer at Brownlee’s, and
ia the other the shabby man who a
week ago had shadowed him from
Stoke Newington to the City Road.

They stood talking for: a moment,
and then separated, Wright going
straight on, and the other ‘man_ in
the direction of Old Street.

Jack resumed his walk to Shore-
ditch very slowly. He had long ago
decided that the shabby man must
be a tool of the millionaire, and he
now felt certain that what he had
just seen boded him no good.

“I must keep an eye on Wright,”
he muttered.

He said nothing of what he had
seen to his mother.

On the Monday he was standing

at the edge of the pavement talking,

to a couple of other lads, after
dinner, waiting for the whistle to
recall them to their work, whilst
Wright, usually a sullen sort of a
fellow, - was larking = about with
several other men.

“ What’s come over'Wright?”’ said
one of the boys to Jack. ~“It’s
something new to see him acting the
giddy goat.”

Honk! Honk!

A motor-’bus came rumbling down
the City Road, and then almost as it
was level with the three boys on the

edge of the pavement, Wright, who
had seized a man’s cap and was
running away with if, ecrashed

heavily into Jack with such force as
to send him full length out into the
road right in front of the quickly
advancing motor-’

There was a cry of harror from
the crowd of employegs” waiting out-
side the warehouse, a harsh grind-
ing of brakes. Two women standing
near shrielked and covered their éyes
with their hands, feeling certam
that the boy lying in the road in
front of the great motor vehicle must
be reduced to a shapeless, lifeless
mass.

But the driver kept his head The
sudden plunging on of one of the
brakes and the sharp twist of the
steering-wheel was terribly risky, but
i5 was the only thing to do if a
young life- was to be saved, and it
was better to risk injuries to a score
of people than take one life.

The great, cumbersome - vehicle
skidded halfway across the ' road,
seemed on the verge of toppling
over, and then, righting itself, came

to a stop at the edge of the oppos1te'

pavement -after sending a baked

f
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“Snufiier!” calied Jack.
took no notice of him,
scullery, and selzmg it; Jack threw the contents over man and dog.

The Boy X,Who Never Had a Chance!”

“Snuffler, come off!”
There was a pail of dirty water in the

But the dog

chestnut barrow flying in the road-
way.

A couple of men dashed into the
road and picked Jack up.- He had
fallen heavily upon the back of his
head,  and, although- ¢onscious, was
somewhat dazed. A little crowd was
cheering the:driver of the motor-"bus,
and the Italian vendot of roast chest-
nuts was stamping wildly on the
pavement, shrieking- for compensa-
tion in about six different languages.

‘“You’d better gx\e him a couple
of bob, Wright, ps,a.xd one of the
foreman who had " witnessed the
scene, ‘“and apologise to young
Calton our mad fooling nearly
ended in a tragedy.’

The other men took it up, and
Wright, as pale as a sheet, with a
savage expression ‘in his eyes, paid
the man a couple of shillings, mut-
tered a sulky apology, and then as
the whistle shrilled out calling the
men back to their work, he hurried

inside. Jack stepped for a momeént
to thank the driver, and then the
traffic was resumed, the ecrowd

cleared away,.and except for a few
-people the dinner-hour incident was
almost forgotten.

But Jack lnew'" that it was no
accident. Wright had deliberately
tried to throw him under the death'
dealing wheels of the ’bus.

Later in the afternoon he found
himself ‘alone with the man in a
corner of the packing-room.

“It was cleverly done,” he said,
in a low voice, * but not quite clever
enough. -Murder is a nasty game to
play “when people are suspicious.”

He moved away, leaving the big
packer staring -at him ' with ‘pro-
truding eyes, white lips, and tremb-
ling in every limb.

But two days later he was sum-
moned to the office, and the cashier
handed him an envelope.

“There are two wecks wages,
arton, e said shortly, - e
Carton,” h d shortl W
sha’n’t require your services any
longer. “You are free to leave from
now.”

Mechanically, Jack took the
money. -

“But why, sir?? ,hc gasped.
‘“Haven't I—"

““Those are my mstrucnons aaid
the cashier. “Good-day.!”

Jack found himself walking aim
lessly along the City Road. He had
been dismissed without a reason, and
vaguely realised that he might have
great difficulty m obtaining another
situation. . -

Of one thing he was convinced,
there had’been plotting behind  his
back. There had been a deliberate
attempt fo seriously imjure if not
murder him, and he had been dis-
charged through no fault of his own.

And the man behind it all, he
realised with a shudder, must be the
mysterious Mr. Paulos, of Park Lane.
(Another story of ** Ever-Ready” Jack’s jight

against his powerjul enemy next week.)

NUTSHELL HINTS ON
TRAINING.

Stand at an open window. and
breathe in through the mouth till
the lungs are packed. Hold the air.
a moment, and then expel it
through- the ' nostrils® This. is. a

it “onderful breathing exercise,

“ Little -and often”” should’ be the

_motto of .the:boy who wishes to- keep

in training for. any particular sport
such as. cycling, rowing, or running.
Skipping’ is a splendid exercisé ‘for
all open-air sports. Skip so that the
rope goes backwards.over your head.
Regularity is. the _keynote -of
success in training. It is no use
going baldheaded "into training for
a few weeks, and then dropping it,
only to take it up again at a la.ter
date. You must be regular.

SANDOW'S BVOU'K
FREE.

Just published, a new book show-
ing how Sandow won Health and
Fame, béa.utiqully illustrated, and
explaining how every man and
woman can obtain robust health
and perfect development by exer-
cise. Special Offer : To every reader
who writes at once a copy of this

book will be sent free.
Address : No. 5, SANDOW HALL,
BURY STREET, LONDON, W.C,

This is the title of an Extra-Special, Complete Long Story that will
appear Next Tuesday in° THE-BOYS’ FRIEND. Don’t miss it!
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NEW READERS START HERE.

The opening of this story finds Sexton
Blake, the famous detective, with his young
assistant Tinker, on the night previous to
their embarkation to East Africa on a
pleasure shooting trip. At the very last
moment this long anticipated holiday is
abandoned.

Sidney Temple is a young engineer, at
present engaged in a large undertaking at
Redeliff Dale to construct a scheme of
supplying three neighbouring towns Wwith
water from a broad and swift river. This
clever young engineer will make his name
famous in the engineering world if he can
ouly successfully finish the job in the con-
tracted time. Everything goes well for six
months, but now some unknown enemy is
destroying all his plans and completed

work.
Sexton Blake and Tinker,
disguised as navvies,

obtain employment in the workings of this
great scheme at Redcliffe Dale. This vii-
lage is better known by the fancy name of
“ Ginger Town,” and the famous detective
and his assistant get lodgings at the cottage
of Job Peckchaff some distance away from
the workings.

Black Jock is an exceedingly harsh and
suspicious foreman, under whom Tinker is
working. In the night the work of months
is mysteriously made a complete wreck, and
the machinery put in a dishevelled con-
dition.

So far, Sexton Blake has not struck
the slightest clue to the mystery
he has come to sol¥e, and nothing but ruin
stares Sidney Temple in the face.

The detective, now known as Bob Packer,
is promoted to ganger, or sort of petty fore-
man, A huge pump is employed to keep
clear any water that fights its way past the
dam of the river.

The detective finds the engine-minder
drugged and senseless, He then catches
the enemy actually at work throwing
vitrol over the bearings of the great shaft
of thepump. A terriblestruggle ensues, and
the marauder flies, while Sexton Blake
miraculously escapes death. -

He returns to the helﬁjess engine-minder,
and while attending him Sidney Temple
appears on the scene: The pump is again
set in motion, but the rush of water is

hreateni destructi with horrifying
swiftness.

By means of a keg of powder and fuse
Tinker blows away part of the bank, and
with the rushing water he is carried under
ground. He recovers, and returns to the
workings.

One Sunday Sexton Blake is invited to
spend a day with Sir Richard Blaise, while
Tinker is left to find what amusement he
could. He is in the garden of Ralph
Ardoise, and can see no means of escape.
‘This gentleman,with Sir Richard’s daughter,
make their way to the summer-house, and
Tinker can see and hear them from his hid-
ing-place.

He hates to play the eavesdropper, but
he cannot help it. To leave his hiding-
place and try to cross the open lawn is too
big a risk.

(Now read the splendid chapters below.)

Heard in Hiding.

s IS8 BLAISE,” said
M Ardoise, speaking in a

tone thrilling to hear,
“1 entrcat you to ‘consider your
answer long and well before you
give it. 'As my wife I can
offer you 'a position that any
woman might covet—that of first
lady in the county, with a home
against which .your father's house,
{uxurious as it is, would appear like
a peasant’s cottage beside a palace.
And if I have no other claim to
distinction in the eyes of men, I at
least have one—I am rich. And all
that I have shall be yours, to say
not a word of that devotion o

The girl gave a gesture of im-
patience or distress.

1 can only repeat my words,” she
said. “It is impossible—quite im-
possible, Mr. Ardoise !”’

The Gipsy Squire turned away his
face, and Tinker could see, if the girl
could not, that every line of it was
working with evil passion.

Yet his voice wgen he spoke was
merely sad and low, without a trace
of anger in it.

“T  think I understand, Miss
Blaise,” he said. ‘“You have already
given your affections elsewhere, and
Sidney Temple is, if I mistake not,
the most fortunate man on earth?”

The girl’'s pretty face flushed
warmly.

“Mr. Ardoise,”” she said, *you
really have no right ”

, do not mistake me !’ he.ex-
claimed, but still keeping his face

His

Assistants

“I envy him. How
But I bear him
no malice. Far, far from that. I
would, for your sake, be his most
devoted friend!”

“That’s good !"”” muttered Tinker,
who had a full view of his passion-
convulsed features. ¢ Why, he'd
murder Temple upon the spot if he
were before him now! Ha, I begin
to understand it all!”

But Miss Blaise began to speak
again, this time turning eagerly
towards her rejected lover:

¢ QOh, sir, if this is true, then use
all your influence—and I know that
you have much in these parts—to
discover and bring to justice those
who are trying to ruin Mr. Temple's
great work, for you know that upon
its success all his happiness and mine
depends !

< All that I can do I will do,” said
Ardoise.  “ But you greatly over-
rate my powers, Miss Blaise. I have
no influence whatever with these
men.”’

“ Another whopper!”  breathed
Tinker. ‘“ A pound to a penny that
he is the prime head of the whole
plot ! 2

“You know, then, who they are?”
exclaimed the girl.

“I do not know, but I own that I
have some suspicion,” answered
Ardoise. “Have you ecver thought,
Miss Blaise, that this great work of
Mr. Temple’s, splendid as it is—and
from my soul I wish.it every success
—yet spells ruin to scores of men in
this district 7

“No! How?" she ejaculated, in
startled tones.

“1 mean to the grinders;” said

Ardoise—*“the men who get their
living by grinding cutlery and tools
for the makers. They work some-
times alone, sometimes helped by
their families, in those sheds which
you may have seen along the banks
of the river lower down the dale.”
. “Yes, yes; 1 know that. Go on,
please !’ exclaimed the girl quickly,
as though a light was breaking 1in
upon her.

“Great: pip! I see what he's
driving at now!” muttered Tinker.
“Talk about throwing dust in her
eyes——"’

“ Of course, steam power has taken
much of their work from them,” con-
tinued the Gipsy Squire; “ but, still,
there are some hundreds who get
their living in this way, as their
fathers did for generations back.
Their grindstones are turned by
water-wheels worked by the river,
and—"

“J see—I see!” cried Miss Blaise.
“ And now

¢ And-now that the river is to be
dammed up and diverted into this
huge reservoir their grindstones will
stand idle, and they will starve,” said
Ardoise.

“Oh, no!” exclaimed the girl. “I
remember now that my father has
spoken of this. He is now building
several - grinding-mills nearer to the
towns, -and intends to employ these
men at better pay than they can
possibly earn now. And they will be
housed, too, in far greater comfort.”

‘“ All that is quite true, of course,”
said Ardoise gravely; “‘but these
men are ignorant—a half-wild lot.
They live only, for the hour. They
do not believe in fine promises for the
future, They only see that this fine
new “work of Temple’s is to take
the bread from their mouths, and I
am afraid that they hate it—and him
—with a deadly hate.”

The girl sighed deeply.

“Then you think that these out-
rages have been perpetrated by
them ?” she said.

“T have little doubt of it,” said
Ardoise, turning away once more to
conceal the smile of triumph upon
his face.

“It’s a lie!” growled Tinker to
himself. = “ There’s far more craft
and cunning in this plot than these
fellows could have shown!”

But Miss Blaise appeared to he
completely deceived.

- “TIt is pitiful—pitiful I’ she ex-
claimed. ‘““ But, oh, Mr. Ardoise,
you have great power in this district

turned
could I help that?

away.

Being a Grand New Serial
of the Great Detective, and
Tinker
Pedro.

-look upon his
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and

—most of these men are your tenants.
Won’t you talk to them, and tell them
the truth? Tell them to be patient
and all will be well. Use your power
with them. And although I cannot
give you my love, you will make me
your friend for life!”

She gave him a trembling smile
that might have softened a heart of
stone, then rose and left him,

Ardoise rose, too, and bowed low.
Then he turned away his face, and
Tinker saw that its expression was
absolutely fiendish.

“ 8o I am rejected, finally rejected,
for this pitiful London mechanic !’
he muttered half-aloud. ¢ Yes; I
have some influence with these poor
wretches, and I will use it—use 1t to
crush Sidney Temple to the .dust !”

“There’s the snake’s fangs show-
ing!” thought tha concealed boy.
“1 wish I could get a word with Mr.
Blake; I know he is here.”

Unmindful of the sharp pair -of
ears so close to him, the Gipsy
Squire continued {o utter his dark
thoughts half audibly, flicking his
riding-boot savagely with his whip:

“The poor chaps hold another
meeting in the woods to-night, and
Bates will be there to warm them up
to the proper pitch. I should find
them ripe to my hand—ripe for any
mischief, and only wanting a clever
brain and a bold hand to give it
shape. Ah, Master Sidney Temple.
by to-morrow morning Ha, hal”

And he strode away, with a low,
chuckling laugh.

“He has got some black work on
the way—and to-night!” ejaculated
Tinker. “Oh, if only I could see
Sexton Blake! But there is no
time to look for him. I must follow
that man, and find out if T can what
mischief he means to set in train!”

It was growing dusk now—the
early dusk of an autumn evening.

Tinker left his hiding-place and
cautiously followed in the wake of
the Gipsy Squire, who, turning his
back to the house, had struck into a
path leading through the lower por-
tion of the grounds into the woods.

Prepared as he was for most things,
the plucky detective little dreamt
what a wild and grim night’s
work lay before him in the shade of
those darkening woods.

QGrave News.

EXTON BLAKE and Tinker

S were destined to come to-
gether that

very strange circumstances, and in a

manner which neither could by any

possibility have foreseen.

To make this clear, we will leave
Tinker on the track of his quarry
through the woods, and show how
“ Bob Packer” passed his Sunday at
the great house.

To confess the truth, the great
detective thoroughly enjoyed that
brief return to the refinements of life
in the midst of. the rough mode of
living he had lately undergone.

Sir Richard Blaise—a big, bluff,
genial man of middle age—made a
splendid host—treating the new fore-
man quite as an equal, although
Blake never for a moment forgot the
part he was playing of the plain and
humble, yet intelligent working-man.

As for  Sir Richard’s daughter
Maggie, she was so sweetly gracious
to her father’s humble guest that had
Blake been of the susceptible sort, he
might have lost his heart hopelessly
that Sunday.

Sidney Temple was the only other
guest that day.

In the afternoon they were in the
drawing-room. Maggie was seated at
the piano, softly playing some sacred
music. - Sidney Temple stood beside
her, for the supposed purpose of
turning her music—which he usually
forgot _to do.

At the other end of the room, Sir
Richard and Sexton Blake sat talking
together. :

Presently a footman brought in a
card, and Sir Richard, excusing him-
self to Blake, rose and left the room,
with a, startled and somewhat anxious
face.

Seeing Blake alone, Sidney Temple

evening under.

left the piano and came to him.
Maggie continued her playing until
a maid entered and approached her,
bearing an exquisite bouquet - of
flowers.

“ What is this, Janet?’ Blake heard
the young lady ask.

“Mr. Ardoise has ridden over and
brought these for you, miss,” an-
swered the servant.

“But will he not come in?”’ said
Maggie, taking the flowers with no
very pleasurable expression on her
face, lovely though they were, and
laying them carelessly aside.

“No, miss,” said the girl, in a
lower tone, “ but he begged that you
would spare him a few minutes. . He
is waiting at the terrace steps.”

“That girl has had her palm oiled
with a handsome bribe to bring that
message!’”’ was the detective’s mental
comment.

With a shade of annoyance upon her
pretty face, Maggle rose and
followed the maid from the room.
She went to that strange interview of
which Tinker was to overhear the last
and most important part.

Blake glanced at Sidney Temple.

The young fellow’s face wore a
puzzled ‘expression.  He had seen the
flowers, but he had not heard the
whispered message. The detective,
with sharper ears, caught every word,
and, like Tinker, he began to under-
stand things!

“So that’s how_the wind blows, is
it!”” he said to himself. ‘ Temple has
a rival of whom he did not know.
That throws a light into the darkness
with a vengeance!”

But he said nothing of this to
Temple, merely chatting casually on
indifferent topics. Then the footman
returned, and asked them both to
join Sir Richard in his study.

*““Ah, I'm glad you're here,
Packer,” he said, as they entered the
study, * for you've got a decent set of
brains, and your opinion will be worth
having just now! There’s a bit of

trouble ahead of us, I'm afraid,
Temple!”
“ Trouble, Sir Richard! In connec-

tion with the works?”’ asked Temple
anxiously.

Their host nodded gravely.

¢ Mr. Drexel has just been here,”
he said ¢ He ecame over in a hurry
to tell me that he doesn’t like the look
of things down in Slagford. He’s a
town councillor, you know, and he
says that there is a very ugly feeling
among the poorer folks down there
about these blessed waterworks of
ours. They are holding street meet-
ings, and there’s a lot of violent talk
against the scheme.” .

“But why?” exclaimed Temple.
“ Tt is all for their benefit!”

“ In the end, of course,” agreed Sir
Richard, ‘““but they are an ignorant,
shortsighted lot, and easily misled.
You see, they depend entirely upon
wells for their water-supply, and
these wells have mostly run dry
lately. There is quite a water
famine down there !”

““ But that is the result of the dry
weather,” said Temple. ‘ You know
that there has been little or no rain
in these parts for months.”

“Of course—of course!” said Sir
Richard. “ That is the truth, and it
has happened many a time before.
But they—poor fools!—won’t hear of
it. They put it all down to the
damming-up of the river, and they
are bitterly hostile to the whole
scheme.”

“T have heard something of this,”
said Sexton Blake.  They say there
is real suffering among the poorer
folks for want of water.”

“It is quite true, I am afraid,”
said Sir Richard, ‘“‘and ugly rioting
may come of it unless something can
be done. Now, Temple, isn’t it
possible that you could hurry the
work so as to speedily give them a
supply of water?”

The young engineer shook his head.

¢TIt could only be done at a fearful
risk,” he said gravely. “If I were
to fill the great reservoir now, before
the safety-sluices are completed, at
any moment the dam might give
way, and that would mean an inunda-
tion such as England has never seen
before.  Slagford—ay, and the two
other towns, and all the villages in
the dale, would be swept away like
sand-castles on the sea-shore when a
sudden gale sweeps the billows in.
The loss of life would be enormous!”
And he shuddered, as though a
picture of it all arose before his
mind’s eye.

¢ That is too awful to centemplate,”
said Sir Richard. “ And yet—and
yet if only the thing could somehow
be managed in safety, what a world
of grave trouble might be avoided!”

‘It is impaossible! It could not be
done!” declared Temple.

Sexton Blake laid his hand on the
young engineer’s shoulder, whereat
Sir-Richard stared in astonishment.

“Temple,” he said, in a change of
voice that astonished his host still
more—‘‘ Temple, few things are im-
possible, except to weaklings and
fools. This thing can be dore, and it
must be done.”

“But I tell you—="
Temple half angrily.

1 said it must be done,® repeated
this astonishing foreman, quite calmly
and in a final manner, as though the
whole thing were now settled.  “ I'll
see you later on, Temple, and we will
arrange the details,” he added.
“You will excuse me, I know, Sir
Richard. I am going to stroll home-
ward and think this matter out.. Will
let you know to-morrow at what date
precisely the reservoir will be filled
and Slagford have a supply of water.
Good-night, sir, and many thanks for
a most enjoyable day.”

And he stepped to the door.

‘“ Stop, ~man—stop!”  cried Sir
Richard. “ How—what the deuce—
Confound you, Packer, come back
and explain!”

But that amazing foreman had
gone.

began

Ambushed!

N leaving the great house
Sexton Blake struck into the
wood that adjoined the

grounds. The sun had already set,
and it was dark and eerie under the
shadow of the trees, but it was quiet,
too, and the detective longed for
quiet just then. His brain was busy
with new thoughts.

““ So the cat 1s out of the bag now,

and we have a glimpse of its colour!”
he murmured, as he strolled on down
the dusky, leaf-strewn paths.
. “The Honourable Ralph Ardoise
is Temple’s secrot enemy, and the
simple fellow never suspected it! So
far, Ardoise, for all his infernal cun-
ning, has failed in his vile plot, but
here is a new and dangerous weapon
ready to his hand. These pecple in
Slagford have been stirred up by
some agitator, doubtless in the pay of
the Gipsy Squire.

“A violent mob, cunningly led,
might casily wreck Temple’s work.
There is only one way to prevent that
—the town must be supplied with
water before the mischief has time to
gather to a head. It can be done, and
it shall!”.

And he iftstantly began to work out
the difficult problem.

He brought no small amount  of
technical skill to bear upon it, for
among the many gifts of this remark-
able man was a talent for civil
engineering, which he had studied, as
he had many another bremch of
science, and mastered with the ready
grip of a clear and powerful intellect.

He soon became deeply absorbed in
shaping his plan. This made him far
less alert than wusual to external
things, or he would have detected that
something was astir in those woods.
There was a sort of subdued agitation
in the very air. The birds that should
have been long at roost wore still
stirring in the leafy coverts, or flitting
restlessly, and with low notes of
alarm, across the dusky aisles. And
from the distance came a strange
undertone of sounds, like the move-
ment of many feet and the murmur
of muffled voices, with now and then
a sudden silence that was more
marked than all. ;

But Sexton Blake paid no heed to
this. =~ Perhaps because he never
dreamt of any peril lurking in those
secluded, peaceful woodlands, he gave
himself up completely to the strange
and difficult task he had vowed to
carry out, and walked on down the
shadowy path like one wrapped in a
waking dream.

From this he was soon to be roughly

aroused. :
. A little way ahead, without dream-
ing of their presence, were two men
—mere shadowy forms in the dusk—
who were standing behi!i a clump
of tall bushes close beside the very
path on which he trod.

The gigantic figure of one easily
revealed his identity—it was Black
Jock, the discharged foreman. The
other, of squat, yet powerful build,
was Bates, groom to the Gipsy
Squire, and his prime agent in all
the dark work past and to come.

_ This worthy pair had been speak-
ing in low, cautious tones just before
Blake drew near.

“The thing could be done,” said
Bates; “these chaps are quite ripe
for it. I’ve worked ’em up finely.
And there’s nigh on five hundred of
'em—twice that number with the
townsfolk, who are sure to join us.
They only want the right sort o’
man to lead them; a man that is a
man, and who'd stick at nothing
when he'd put his hand to the work.”

“TI'm that sort of ntan!” exclaimed
Black Jock, with a horrible growl.
“I'll lead ’em?!’

This is the title of an Extra-Special, Complete Long Story that will
appear Next Tuesday in THE BOYS' FRIEND. Don’t miss it!
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“Yes, youre the right kind!”
laughed Bates.
‘“Hang! But Temple let a very

fiend loose when he sacked you! I
believe you’re game to smash him !”’

“Ay, I'd do it with my own
hands!” growled the burly ruffan.
“ Ay, and that fellow, Bob Packer,
too! Tell you what, Packer is the
only man you've got to fear. He
has brains and he has muscles, hang
him! T can feel where he struck me
now !”’

“I know the fellow, and I've good
cause to!” muttered Bates. .

“If we could get hold of him—
knock him on the %}ead, or tie him up
somewhere until this thing’s over—
then we’d have nothing to fear.
Temple and the rest would just be a
lot of rabbits without him.”

‘“Hist,” cautioned Bates, in a
whisper, ‘there’s someone coming !
I heard the leaves rustle on the path
down yonder.”

Black Jock peered through the
thinner tops of the bushes. Then he
gave a low exclamation of delight.

“Well, ’'m blowed if it isn’t the
very man himself!  Luck, or Old
Nick, has played into our hands!”

‘“Bob Packer!” ejaculated Bates.

“Him or his ghost. But you’ll
find he’s no ghost if you get within
reach of his fist! Keep back, man!
We'll drop on him at the opening
yonder!”’

For Bates, who Lad a sort of reck-
less, bulldog courage, was for falling
upon their intended quarry then and
there, and made to break through
the bushes in a rush for that purpose.

But the other ruffian held him
back, and together they erept down
behind the bushes to a small opening
which the unheeding man had to
pass.

There they sprang out upon him
like a pair of panthers en their prey.

But Blake was not taken wholly
unawares.

Absorbed he might be, but his ears
were quick, and caught the snap of a
dried twig—the louder rustle of the
dead leaves as his assailants pushed
through the hedge.

With a quick backward step, he
avoided their first attempt to seize

him, and, Bates being shghtly fore-
most, let him have a drive square
between the eyes. RS

Down went the fellow all of a heap,
sending up the dead leaves in a cloud.

Black  Jock had sampled the
driving power of that tferrible arm
kefore, and hardy giant though he
was, had no fancy for another taste.
He held off; then, stooping low,
made a rush in, and attempted to
close.

. The detective evaded this, and,
side-stepping, got. in a right shoulder-
hit on the ruffian’s ribs. It sent him
spinning half-round and backwards,
and clean emptied him of wind in
one prolonged ‘‘ Whoo-oop !”’

. Staggering, he pitched over a pro-
Jjecting root, and fell heavily.

This gave Blake a respite.
was very brief. °

Bates was now upon his feet again,
but ‘he did not attempt a second
attack, although the detective, who
had no thought of beating a retreat,
stood awaiting him. Instead, the
fellow gave a low, peculiar call.

It was instantly answered from
many points -in the woods around.
There came a “quick movement of
feet, the swish of undergrowth,
trampled down or pushed aside, and
a hoarse shouting, growing rapidly
nearer.

Then, before Blake could have got
away, had he been so minded, a score
of men burst through the bushes and
surrounded him.

It was a party of the grinders; a
rough, wild-looking lot of fellows,
with much of the gipsy stamp about
them. :

Most of them carried cudgels—
evidently #reshly cut that night for
some special purpose; but here and
there Blake caught the glint of steel,
and could have sworn that more than
one had a knife stuck in" his waist-
band, or even carried openly in his
hand.

But  beyond a ‘hasty, startled
glance, he was given scant leisure to
look about him.

“* Collar that chap !’ shouted Bates,
pointing straight at the detective.
“It’s Packer—Temple’s boss fore-
man !”’

‘There were cries of rage at this.
Plainly the young engineer’s name
was fire to tow with them.

““Oh, him!”’ yelled a small, fero-
cious-looking man, who for a weapon
carried a large pointed file, ground to
a  razor-edge on both  sides.
“Temple’s boss ganger! Let us get
at him! Tl treat him as I would
Temple hisself!” .

He forced his way through the

But it

throng, and actually aimed a thrust
at Blake with his ghastly weapon.

But the detective knocked up his
arm with one hand, driving the
other, clinched to a ball of iron,
under the fellow’s jaw, and dropping
him like a sack of flour. A second,
a third, and even a fourth, who at-
tempted to strike at his head with
their cudgels, or close in and seize
him, he served in like manner.

This gave him a half-second’s
breathing-space, and seeing the folly
of risking his life in a fight against
such hopeless odds, he might have
broken through and got away.

But Black Jock had now got up,
and snatching a heavy cudgel from
the nearest man, ran in and struck at
Blake from behind, over the heads of
those who hemmed him in.

It was a merciless blow, and the
detective dropped senseless under it.

Fire and Tow!

INKER found it no easy
matter to stalk his quarry
through the intricate mazes

of those woodland paths, dark as the
evening had now become. 2
For Ardoise walked with the rapid,
assured stride of cne who was fami-
liar with every inch of the way, whilst
Tinker was a stranger in a strange
land. Yet he managed this difficult
piece of work remarkably well.
Never losing sight of his man—
although the thick, murky gloom

through a small gap in the bushes.
It was a striking scene that met his
yes.

A dell, aor large sandy hollow,
rounded in shape like a basin, lay
before them. It was completely shut
in by a densely-grown fringe of tall
trees, with thick undergrowth be-
tween, so that a traveller through the
woods might have passed it within a
few yards and never known that it
was there.

It was itself quite bare of trees, save
for the solitary trunk of a scathed and

leached oak which stood in the
centre, the mere death-emblem of a
once proud woodland monarch.

In the clefts of its withered trunk
several torches were stuck, splutter-
ing and flaring in the fitful wind.

These threw a savage glare upon
the faces of a large number of men
assembled around it.

There were upwards of two hundred
of them, as Tinker roughly calculated,
as wild-looking a lot of fellows as he
had ever set eyes on in his life.

They were of all ages, from mere
callow lads to greybeards of sixty
winters, but all of them had a name-
less stamp of savagery which Tinker
had hardly dreamt of seeing in .the
England of to-day.

Every one of them was armed,
with a stout hedge-stake or cudgel,
while not a few bore weapons of
a more dangerous kind, such as bill-
hooks, or scythe blades fitted with
short handles to serve as swords.

“You idiot!” he said. ¢ Who
trusted you with that fiend’s toy?”’

“Why, it’s the squire—the, Gipsy
Squire!” cried ome of the men.
“ Hands off him, mates! We all
knows as he's a friend!” :

“ Ay, hands off him unless a few
of you want your thick skulls broken
with this whip-stock,” said Ardoise
calmly. ““But as to being a friend,
that’s another matter! Friend in-
deed! It's a far cry between a
gentlemgn and a rag-tag gang of
dirty, shinking vagabonds such as I
see around me !”’

Nothing could exceed in bitterness
the scathing contempt he threw into
those words.

Several of the men—perhaps
mechanics from the neighbouring
towns, for their appearance was less
wild and unkempt—Ilooked angry at
this, and began to mutter fiercely.

“Who’s him I'd like to know?”’
demanded one fellow, pushing to the
front, his face flushed and his eyes
blazing with anger.  We ain’t dirt
under his feet! 1’Il ’ave yer to know
I’m as good a man as you any day,
whoever yer may be !”

Ardoise seized him by the collar,
and with one jerk of his sinewy arm
sent him reeling like a skittle full a
dozen 'yards away.

There was a menacing outery from
the fellow’s mates at this, and some-
thing of a rush towards the squire,
who stood with a smile of contempt
on his face, swinging the hunting-

down, and the torchii
forehead! It was the

made that likely enough at every
turn of the complicated, winding way
—he yet had to keep at such a dis-
tance in the rear as would make re-
treat possible should Ardoise turn
and see him. -

The snapping” of a dried twig
underfoot, or the sudden swish of a
bramble-spray, pulled aside and - too
hastily released, would have been
Guite enough to make him glance
back. But Tinker made none of
these fatal slips.

An Indian brave on the trail could
hardly have beaten him at this clever
bit of forest-craft. -

At length they entered a belt of
woodland " where the trees grew close

and dense. Between the trunks and
interlaced  branches gleamed a
yellowish light, but shining un-

steadily like that of a fire caught by
gusts of the night wind. a

Often, at sharp turns-in the intri-
cate track, Tinker was 5o close upon
Ardoise that a stumble, or a slip in
the loose sand, would have brought
him down upon him headlong.

But it came to an end at last.

Ardoise, whose own movements,
though rapid, had been stealthy and
almost noiseless, now suddenly halted.
Tinker stopped as instantly, so close
upon him that he could have touched
him  with outstretched hand.

The Gipsy Squire, his body well-
concealed by a tree-trunk, seemed to
be peering intently before him.

Tinker, slightly higher, for the path
was very steep just here, stood on tip-

toe, and lcoked over his shoulder

One even had a gun—a musket, or
heavy duck-gun, Tinker could not
tell which in that fitful light.

“They must be the tool-grinders
down the river,” he muttered. “ A
tough lot, as.I’ve heard say, and, by
jinks, they look it! They're here for

mischief. What's the game, I
wonder ?”’ ; 5

He was not to be lIong left in
doubt. .

This startling sight seemed -agree-
able enough to the Gipsy Squire, for
Tinker distinctly heard him give a
low, soft laugh of satisfaction, then
murmur half aloud:

“ This looks like business at last!
Bates has done his work well, They

are indeed ripe to my hand.: Now
to sting them into action!”
He broke from cover, striding

down the slope full into the torches’
glare.

His = sudden appearance = was
greeted with shouts of surprise and
alarm. Many made towards him
with uplifted cudgels, and the man
with the gun actually approached
and presented the* weapon point-
blank at his head.

This hostile demonstration did not
appear to alarm the Gipsy Sauire in
the slightest degree. %

He laughed, and dashed the gun
aside with a blow of his heavy hunt-

ing-crop - so violently that it flew

from the man’s  hand, fell to the
ground, and exploded, its charge of
buckshot cutting through the twigs
and leaves unpleasantly close to
Tinker’s head !

killed - an - ox

Two of the foremost men bore between them a limp, inanimate form, the head hanging loosely
ht flickering upon a livid, white face with a ghastly red streak across its
ace of Sexton Blake, and the lcok upon it was that of death!

crop in his hand, and never offering

" to retreat a single step.

“Keep back, you fools!” shouted
a  burly " fellow, naked all but
trousers and shirt, and armed with
a bar of iron heavy enough to have
at a single blow.
i I}'c:ep back! It’s the squire, I tell
el’

And others echoed the cry, “Ay,
it’s the squire!”

““Squire or no, wot’s he to us?”
demanded another town mechanic of
Socialistic  bent. = *“Wot’s a fine
gen’’'man like him care about these
new works, unless it’s to make
money out of ’em? With a cellar
full of wine to swill all day long,
wot’s it to him if us® an’ the likes of
us have to pay a penny a-pail for
water dipped out of a ditch, just
because this Londoner has come an’
shut off our river and dried up our
wells?s  These® ’ere works aren’t
nothing to him, I say !’

Ardoise turned on him so suddenly
that the fellow leapt back quite a
yard in fear.

““ What !’ he shouted, with sudden
fierceness. ‘‘ Nothing to me! Ten
thousand times more to me than
to such scum as you! Is it nothing
to me to see my fair green lands
blighted and blasted by the smoke
of the filthy towns that will spring
up like foul fungus all around here
when these infernal works are com-
pleted 77’

A cheer, from the grinders greeted
this fiery speech.

“What did I tell ye!” cried the

big man with the iron bar. *The
squire’s one o’ us!  With-us-hand
and glove ! .

And the cheering broke out wild
and strong. >

Tinker, who from his place of con-
cealment could sece the face of the
Gipsy Squire well in the torches’
ruddy light, saw it slowly wreathe
into a smile of triumph, as though he
took an evil delight in the marked
effect of his speech.

“He is fanning the fire!”” mut-
tered the boy. * There will be a
fierce blaze eome of this night’s
work !

His impulse at first was to get
away, {ind Sexton Blake, and warn
him of the mischief that was evi-
dently fast brewing, yet he felt com-
pelled to stay and see more of this
strange scene. »

The big man, who appeared to act
as a sort of leader, now cried out
agains” : :

“Ay, the squire’s with us! Didn’t
I say he was one of us?”

Ardoise laughed contemptuously.

“One of you!” he exclaimed.
“No! T'll have nothing to do with
such a goose-livered pack! You
talk! You're fine at talking, but
you do nothing more !’

The big man reddened, looked
round at his. mates, then said
awkwardly : 2

‘““Why, squire, we know our

wrongs, and we've got muscle and.
pluck to right ’em, but it’s brains we
want to guide us. Won't you be our
leader? You're the sort of man we
want—eh, mates?”’

There was a chorus of “ Ay, ay!
The Gipsy Squire's the man for us!
He'll lead us!”

“Not I!” laughed Ardeise. *You
forget that I'm a magistrate. I'll
have no hand in your tuppenny
plots!  But T'Hl tell you something -
that T'saw abroad last year, just to
show you how men ean act!”

He had them well in hand, for -
every man became. silent, listening
eagerly for his next words.

“It was in Spain—in Barcelona,”
he said. ““That’s a hotbed of -
Anarchists and insurgents, and riots
are common. The authorities wanted
to locate more goldiers there, so they
set about building fine new barracks.
Do you think the people were going
to stand that? No; they wanted no
more scldiers and no more barracks
in their town! So what did they
do?”

“Tell us, squire—tell us!” was the
eager ery. i
“Why, they gathered one night—
not to talk, ‘but to act! Theéy.
marched on the new barracks—then
nearly finished and well guarded by
troops. It was fearful work -while
it lasted, and more than a few
widows and orphans were made by
that night’s work! But they broke
in at last, and dynamite did the
rest! The new barracks went sky-
high, and half the soldiers with it!
But these fellows were men! They
didn’t talk, they acted! They were

men !”’

A growl like the rising of, the sea
followed his last words.

% And we’re men, too !’ cried the
burly leader, flourishing his iron bar.
““Squire, we'll show you before
morning what we can do now you've
gi\'e’v’l us the right hint! We will

““Stop !I”” exclaimed Ardoise. I
want to hear nothing of your childish
plots! Little will come of it but
brave words. For you’ll scatter like
a parcel of frightened boys at the *
first glimpse of the village police-
man’s helmet !”’

“Will we? 1
low growl from the men.
see, squire—you’ll see !”

The Gipsy Squire laughed that
contemptuous, scathing laugh of his,
and swung round as if to go.

But he halted again as a commo-
tion arose on the outskirts of the .
throng. It divided right and left,
and ‘a fresh party of men came
through into the light.

Tinker recognised the gigantic
figure that stalked ahead of them in
a moment. It was Black Jock, the
discharged ganger.

“So he has joined them,” mut-
tered the boy, “and they won’t be
any the less dangerous for that!
But, oh heavens, what is this?”’

Two of the foremost men bore be-
tween them a limp, inanimate form,
the head hanging loosely down, and
the torchlight flickering upon a livid,
white face with a ghastly red streak
across its forehead !

Tinker’s heart gave one great
leap, then seemed to grow still and
cold. It was the faee of Sexton
Blake, and the look upon it was that
of death!

(Another instalment of this powerful Vsen'a,l 7
next Tuesday in THE BOYS' FRIEND.)
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the odds are a hundred

to one there’'ll be no-

BELOW.

body-in the room.”
¢ It’s likely enough.”
‘“ So in we walk, and
there you are!” said
Holcroft.

b , + 0 \
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¢ Then Tubb.and his

crew arrive,”  said
Rutherford sarcasti-
cally, ¢ and out we are
chucked — and there
youare!”

“ Ass!” said Hol-

croft. ¢ We must hide,
of course, and lie low
until they’ve arranged
the room and started
the performance.”

‘“ But where can we
hide !”?
- “ On top of that big
cupboard just inside
the door. If we lie
Y down flat on the top of
that cupboard, no-
body’ll - ever see us,
especially as they'll

darken the room be-

INTRODUCTION FOR THE NEW
READE

Philip Ashley is a brilliant lad at the
Council School, but has declined an offer
of a scholarship because of his mother, who
is 80 poor that she has to char for her living.

But one day comes Phil’s opportunity.

Bravely he stops the maddened horses
in Sir David Rendle’s carriage, and saves
the life of Elsie, his only child.
turning-point in Philip’s career, for by way
of reward Sir David sends him to Rayton
College, equipping him down to the smallest
defail, and aiso engaging the lad's mother
as_a well-paid housekeeper.

Phil starts, light-hearted and jubilant, on
the journey to Rayton; but on the way

a terrible revelation

is made to him. S8ir David's nephew,
Godfrey Mortimer, who, in the presence of
Phil’s benefactor, has promised to shepherd
him in his new surroundings, and show
him every kindness possible between one
schoolboy and another, turns out to be a
humbug and a hypocrite. ¥

No sooner is the train clear of Highfield
than Mortimer stirs up trouble ; but Phil
sets upon him, and holds him in check till
at-the next station some more Raytonians
enter the compartment. : ’

The newcomers are friends of Mortimer’s,
and when they hear Phil's story they
christen him ** The Blot.” ;

After being treated with much snobbish-
ness, Phii arrives at Rayton College, and is
made Mortimer’s fag.

From the time he enters the school plots
of dishonesty, etc., are laid for him, and
Mortimer does all he can to get Phil dis-
graced. :

Philip is working up for the Beresiord
examination, and he is raked out of his
secret study in order to keep watch while
Mortimer and his companions play cards.
This Phil refuses to do. ¥ -

He is descending the stairs with the
intention of discovering a new studying
place, when Sir David Rendle drives up
to the college on a surprise visit.

Philip rushes up to Mortimer’s study to
give him warning, while Sir David is
closely following up the stairs. %

Mortimer goes out to meet his uncle in
order to detain him, while Philip is left to
hide the cards. ; %

For a moment he was panic-stricken, and
he had barely time to thrust the cards into
his jacket-pocket ere Sir David, still grasp-
ing his nephew’s hand, walks into the
study. X

However, Mortimer and Philip go for a
spin in Sir David’s motor-car. Phil’s hat
is blown off, and as he descends from the
car he slips, and two cards fall from his
pocket, When Mortimer is questioned
about this by Sir David he tells hispuucle
that Ashley plays for money, and relates to
him the facts of the missing banknote whxﬂc}h
Phil is supposed to have stolen. Thus Sir
David is most indifferent to Phil.

A fortnight later there is an announce-
ment of a performance by the Rayton
Amateur Theatrical Society. Rutherford
and Holcroft learn from Tubb that they
*will not be admitted to see the show.

“ You mean to go ? 7 says Rutherford.

“You bet!” says Holeroft. * And
you shall go, too, dear boy! And it we
don’t smash up their giddy show—well,
you can punch my head!”

(Now read the splendid chapters below.)

Iin Ambush,

= UT how will you get in?”
3 B asked Rutherford. * They
are sure to post Hogan or

somebody . at the door to stop any-
body goin’ in who hasn’t a ticket.”

Again Holeroft winked.

“They’re goin’ to give their show
in the Third Form class-room,” he
said. -

“ At four o’clock this afternoon,”
said Rutherford.

“The room will be occupied until
dinner-time, won’t it.?"’

“Until half-past twelve, at any
rate.” s

“So they won't be able to start
clearin’ the room and riggin’ up their
stage until after dinner.”

“ Well?” >
. f“Well, if ‘'we hurry over dinner,
and cut)the sweets, and then slip
round to the Third Form class-room,

It is the’

fore the show begins.”

“Poor idea!” wsaid Rutherford,
shaking his head. “You're out of
form, old man!”

“ What’s wrong with the idea?”’
demanded Holeroft.

“There’s no fun in it,”” said
Rutherford. ““I don’t doubt we
could get into the room in the way
| you suggest and hide con the top of
the cupboard, and see the show with-
out bein’ spotted. = But there’s no
sport in that. I don’t want to see
their rotten show. I want to spoil
it—to -smash it up !’

“ And so we will, dear boy,” said
Holcroft.

“But what can we do lyin’ flat
on the top of the cupboard?” asked
Rutherford.

“ A lot may be done,” said Hol-
croft musingly, ¢ with a couple of
pea-shooters, a pocketful of peas, a
few bags of flour, and a rotten cgg or
two! ‘And a bottle of sulphuretted
hydrogen isn’t half a bad wheeze for
clearin’ a room in a hurry !”

Rutherford’s eyes began to sparkle.

“That sounds better,”” he chuckled
—“decidedly better I’

“Youre on?”’

“Like a bird I” said Rutherford.

There was a distinct danger at one
time that the first performance of
‘“ The Pirate’s Revenge ”’ would have
to be postponed on account.of the
performers being otherwise engaged.
For Tubb and his fellow-acteis were
so full of their forthcoming show
that there was no room jn their
thoughts for lessons; and the fright-
ful “howlers’ they committed in

7 7w

class would, in ordinary circum-
stances, have earned them more than
enough impositions to keep them at
work for the rest of the day. The
masters, however, took a lenient
view of their shortcomings, knewing
the cause thereof, and nobody got
more than fifty lines, which, as Tubb
said, they could ““do on their heads’”’
between tea-time and bed-time.

Morning school ended about half-
past twelve. By that time every-
body in ‘the school had read the
announcement on the notice-board;
and Tubb and his chums were fully
prepared for an angry demonstration
cn the part of the Paulites when they
learned. that they were not to be
admitted. :

“My hat! Won't they be jolly
mad when they discover that we're
not goin’ to let ’em in?”’ said Card.

““Won't they just!” said Rigden.
“ They’ll kick up the very dickens of
a row.” ;

“I shouldn’t wonder if there’s a
riot,” said Tubb.

But there was no row and no riot,
and the Paulites, so far from appear-
ing mad, were most provokingly
indifferent. Acting on Holeroft’s
orders, none of them applied for
tickets, and all of them went about
their work or their play as if they
had never even heard of the forth-
coming entertainment.

This rather nettled Tubb and his
fellow-actors. Not the least part of
the fun they had expected to get
out of their entertainment had been
the prospect of seeing the Paulites
gnash their teeth and tear their hair
and dance with rage because they
were rcfused admission. They had
looked forward to seeing their rivals
begging for tickets on bended knees,
and they had revelled in the prospect
of refusing them with scorn and
contumely.

“ They're just bluffin’,”” said Tubb.
“They’re pretendin’ they don’t care,
but really they’re as mad as mad can

be.  But I'll stir ’em up! Here |
comes Pettigrew! See me rag
him !

1os

“’Mornin’, Pettigrew !
winking at his chums.
ticket for our show this afterpoon ?’

“Show !”’ said Pettigrew, staring
at him blankly. ‘“What’s that?”

“Qur amateur theatrical society,

he said,
“dike a

H

jof which I am.president, is per-

formin’ a play, you know,” said
Tubb proudly. = g

¥ Really 77 said Pettigeéw. “ And
can’t yeu get anybody to come ?”’

2% course wa can!” said Tubb

indignantly. ~ “We're simply over-
whelmed  with : applications for
tickets. Would you like one 7?

Pettigrew shook his head.
“T'm not very strong, you know,”

he said.
would be too much for me. How-
ever, I might perhaps run the risk
if you made 1t worth my while.
How much will you give me to come
for five minutes?”’

Tubb snorted and stalked away. A
little later he encountered Carfax.

““ Like a ticket: * he began.

Carfax sprang back in pretended
alarm.

“No, no!” he ecried hastily. “I
couldn’t, really! Don’t be offended,
old chap, but I had a tooth out
vesterday, and I couldn’t stand any
more torture at present!”

Tubb made a last attempt to * stir
’em up”’ by tackling Barker.

““Seen our announcement?’ he
asked.

“Yes,” said Barker, in a gloomy,
tragic voice.

“Like to come?” queried Tubb.

Barker hesitated for a moment.

“Yes,” he said at last. %¥m
tired of life, and I was just wonderin’
what was the quickest way of com-
mittin’ suicide !”’

He held out his hand.

“Give me a ticket!’ he said.
“It’ll be a horrible, agonisin’ death,
but I may as well die that way-as
any other !’

Dinner was always a hurried meal
at Rayton on half-holidays. On this
particular half-holiday, so far as
Holereft and Rutherford were con-
cerned, it was a positive scramble;
and long before any of the other
boys had finished, these two had
cleared their plates and were on their
way to the Third Form eclass-room.

‘““All serene?” whispered Ruther-
ford, as Holeroft eautiously peered
round the corner of the school build-

ings.

“All  serene!” . said . Holeroft,
“Not a soul in sight. Come on!”

The door of the class-room, which
was on the ground-floor, opened on to
the quad. It was shut, but not
locked. -To open it,. to slip inside,
and to close the door behind them
was the work of a moment for the
two conspirators. 3

It should here be explained that
the Third Form classroom was a
biggish room, rather longer than it
was wide.

- ~ - -1
At one end was the door, which

was flanked on one side by a large
wall-map of the world, and on the
other by a big, high cupbeard, which
was used for -the storing of black-
boards, and so forth: -

t the other end were two doors,
ledding into two smaller class-rooms.
Between these two doors stood the
master’s desk. It was at this end
of the room that Tubb and his chums
intended to erect their ‘platform or

There was an ominous ereak. The platform trembled and swayed. Then down it went, and Tubb
and his fellow-actors were precipitated to the floor, amid an avalanche of trestics and planks.

“T'm -afraid the shock’

i
x

stage, and the two small class-rooms
they intended to use as dressing-
rooms and waiting-rooms.

On one side of the rcom was the
fireplace, and on the other side were
two large windows. Down the
middle of the room were rows of
desks and forms.

The cupboard was a very big one,

and was eight or ten feet high, so
that it was nob an easy matter for
Holeroft and Rutherford to climb on
to the top of it. However, by stand-
ing on Rutherford’s shoulders, Hol-
croftf managed to scramble on to the
top; and then, reaching down his
hand, he hauled” his companion up
beside him.
. There “was just room, and only
just, -on the top of the eupboard for
the two boys to.curl themsclves up in
a prone position. ~When they had
done this, a raised moulding, ‘about
cighteen inches high, which ran
round the top  of the cupboard,
screened them from the view of any-
body down below.

“Makes a toppin’ private box
from which to view the performance,
doesn’t it ?” said Holeroft.

“I don’t know about a box!”
growled Rutherford. “It’s more
like a seat in a crowded gallery!
What'’s the giddy time ?”

Holeeoft glanced at his watch.

“Twenty to two,”” he said.

“And the show doesn’t start till
four,” groaned Rutherford. I shall
have cramp all over me before i

“’S-sh!”  whispered  Holoroft.
“There’s somebody comin’!”

Voices and footsteps were heard
outside. = Then the door was flung
open, and the members of the
R.A.T.S. trooped into the room, ac-
companied by Hogan, and laden with
planks, trestles, curtains, and other
‘“ properties.”

“Lock the door on the inside,”
said Tubb, *““or some of those rotten
Paulites will be sneakin’ in.”’

Two of “those rotten Paulites,”
curled up on the top of the cupboard,
chuckled softly to themselves as they
heard these ywords,

“Now, Hogan, you're in command
at present,”” said Tubb, when the
door had been locked. “ What's the
first thing to be done ?*’

“ Sure, the furst thing to be done,
Master Tubb,” said Hogan, “is to

-shift that desk into wan av the rooms

at the back.”

‘“And then?”

“We’'ll arrange these threstles
acrost the ind av the room, an’ lay
these planks on the top av ’em, an’
there’s yer platform.”

When the master’s desk had been
moved out of the way, and the plat-
form had been erected, a cord was
stretched across the room parallel
with the front of the platform, and
about six fect above it, and the draw-
curtains were attached to the cord by
means of hooks and rings.

“You understand how to work
these curtains, don’t you ?*’ said Tubb
to Smith minor, who was to be

| prompter, curtain-man, scene-shifter,

and several other things.
“I think so,” said Smith minor.
“When it’s time to begin,” said
Tubb, “you ring a bell, and then you
pull this string, and the curtains go

{ like this.”

He pulled the string, and the cur-

tains drew aside and looped them-
selves up in the most approved
fashion.

Two large coloured tablecloths were
nailed up on the wall at the back
of the stage, to cover the maps and
diagrams.

Matting was laid down on the
stage, and across the front, just out-
side the curtains, *footlights’ were
arranged in the shape of three
paraffin-lamps with tin reflectors. In
the ceutre of the stage were placed
a. small deal table (borrowed from
Hogan’s kitchen) and : an empty
barrel, set on end.

Finally, after the secats had been
arranged for the audience and the
footlights had been 1lit, rugs were
hung in front of the two windows
to darken the room.

“There! T think that’s every-
thing,”” said Tubb. ‘““ What’s the
time, Mogan 77

quarter-past three,” said

| Hogan.

“Then we've no time to lose,” said
Tubb. “We've got to feteh our-
costumes and things, and carry ’em
into one of the rooms at the back of

| the stage before the doors are opened.

Come along, chaps!”

They hurried off, locking the deor
behind them. Scarcely had they
disappeared ere Holcroft began to
climb down off the top of the cup-
board.

“Had enough?’’ said Rutherford.
“Goin’ to chuck it, after all 7’

¢ Not much!” said Holeroft.
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“Mhen why are you gettin’ down?
What are you goin’ to do?”’

“Tm just goin’ to make a few
alterations in their stage,” said Hol-
croft. ‘‘ Stay where you are; I'll be
back in a jifiy !”

He dropped lightly to the ground,
and ran to the other end of the
room. He tied a few knots in the
string which worked the draw-cur-
tains, and shifted the position of the
trestles which supported the plat-
form. Then he climbed back on to
the top of the cupboard, with Ruther-
ford’s assistance, and settled down to
wait the arrival of the audience.

“The Pirate’s Revenge.”

HE fateful hour had arrived.

I It was four o’clock. In one

of the small rooms at the
back of the stage Tubb and his
fellow-actors had donned their hired
costumes.

In front of the stage about thirty
Walkerite juniors were assembled.
Outside .the class-room a group of
Paulites were chaffing Hogan, who
was acting as doorkeeper.

“Mime! Time!” shouted several of
the “audience, as the school clock
chimed four. g

Some stamped their feet.  Others
whistled.  Presently  Smith minor
stepped in front of the curtain.

“Sorry to keep  you waitin’,
shaps,” he said apologetically. ‘‘ But
Hepworth’s nose has started to bleed,
mnfwo can’t stop it. Has anybody
got a big key ?”’ 3

Something whizzed through the air.
It was too dark to see what it was, or
who had thrown it. Smith minor
thought it was a key which somebody
in the audience had tossed to him.
But he was mistaken. It was an
ancient egg, flung by the unerring
band of Holeroft.

Smith minor tried to catch it, but
he missed it, and it struck him on the
chest, bursting as it did so, and be-
spattering him with greenish, evil-
smelling slime.

“ What cad did that?”’ he howled,
dancing with rage and gesticulating
wildly. ¢ Was it you, Atkin?”

“Of course it wasn’t!” said Atkin
indignantly.

“Who was it, then?”

There was no reply. Smith retired
behind the curtain, and strode into
the dressing-room. :

¢ Phew ! Great niff ! Keep away!”
cried Tubb, pinching his nose between
his finger and thumb. = “ What on
earth have you been doin’?”

“Some cad in the room chucked a
rotten egg at me,” said Smith,
mopping up the mess with a towel.

An anxious look crossed Tubb’s
face.

“There aren’t any Paulites in the
room, are there ?”” he asked.

“No,” said Smith. “I saw every
chap that came into the room, and
they’re all our own chaps.”

“Well, I didn’t think one of our
chaps would have played a scurvy
trick like that,” JsaiéJ Tubb. “ How-
ever, if he plays any more tricks we’ll
get Hogan to chuck him out.”

In front of the curtain the
audience was getting more and more
impatient.

“Time! Time! Time!” they
chanted, stamping and whistling.

A bell rang.

¢ Hurrah ! Now w3 sha’n’t be
long !”’ cried somebody.

But ho was wrong. After ringing
the bell, Smith minor tugged at the
string, but the curtains refused to
budge.

Tubb, in readiness for the rising of
the curtain, had seated himself on
the upturned barrel beside the table
in the centre of the stage. He was
Alonzo, the Pirate Chief, and was
dressed in a - red woollen shirt, a red
knitted cap, knee-breeches, and sea-
boots. A wooden sword dangled at
his side, and two pistols’ protruded
from the cnormous belt which en-
circled his swaist. On the table were
a tin mug, and a whisky-bottle half
full of cold tea. ~

“The curtain won’t work!” whis-
pered Smith minor, breaking into a
cold sweat.

¢“Pull harder, you ass!” growled
Tubb.

Smith pulled his hardest, But
Holcroft had knotted the string to
some’ purpose. The curtains re-
mained immovable.  The audience
began to jeer.

¢ Here—get out of the way and let
me do it!”” snarled Tubb, striding to
the side of the stage.

He snatched the end of the string
out of Smith’s hand, and gave it a
vicious jerk, so vicious that the cur-
tains, the cords, and the whole con-
traption came tumbling down.

How the audience laughed !

“The Boy Who Never Had a Chance!”

On the top of the cupboard Hol-
croft and Rutherford shook hands
with each other. Tubb was furious.

“We'll have to manage without
curtains,”” he snapped. ¢ Help me to
clear ’em out of the way.”

Smith stooped down to pick up
one end of the fallen curtains, and
Tubb bent down to pick up the other.
At the same instant Holeroft and
Rutherford placed their peashooters
to their lips and blew.

Smith stumbled forward, with an
agonised shriek, and fell on his hands
and knees. Tubb leaped into the air
with an car-splitting yell. Coming
down, his legs got mixed up with his
sword, and the next instant he was
floundering on the top of Smith.

“Encore!  Encore!” yelled the
delighted audience. ‘ Bravo! Top-
pin’ 1

“ Rippin'est play I've ever seen!”
cried one boy.

“So real and lifelike!” said
another. “ You’d never guess they
were actin’, would you ?”’

Shaking with rage, Tubb advanced
to. the —front of the stage an
demanded the name of the “low
cad” who had committed this
‘“dastardly outrage.”  Needless to
say, nobody could give him the
information he asked for. \

““It must have been a wasp that
stung you,” sang out Atkin. “Tll
swear that none of us did anything—
did we, chaps?”

“No!” roared
chorus.

“ Somebody did !"’ shouted Tubb.

“Well, if we catch him, we’ll run
him out and duck him in the river,”
said Atkin.

“Agreed ! Agreed!” chorused
the rest. ““ Now let the play go on.”

The curtains having been removed,
Tubb seated himself on the barrel
again, filled the tin mug with cold
tea, and emptied it at a single gulp.

““T’faith, but that was good!” he
said, smacking his lips.  “’Tis the
first drop of good liquor that hath
crossed my lips since my hated rival
fell into 'my power.

“My hated rival!” he repeated,
rising to his feet and striding to the
front of the stage. “Yes. At last
Count Bruno is in my power! 'Twas
~he who in the happy days of long
ago cheated me of mine inheritance
and sloped—I mean eloped—with the
dark-eyed damsel who had promised
to be my bride. For years I have
pursued him aeross land and sea, and
now -at last—ha, ha!—at last I have
captured the black-hearted miscreant [

“Yes!” he cried, dramatically
striking his breast. ““ Count Bruno
is now a prisener in the hands of
Alonzo, the Pirate Chief! The hour
of my revenge approacheth. My
trusty minions are now bringing him
to this secret cave. List! I hear
feetsteps! ’'Tis they! ’Tis he! My
hated rival cometh !” ~

He glanced at one of the doors at
the back of the stage.

“Hurry up, you chaps!” he said,
in a stage whisper. 5

““ Half a minute!” answered some-
body. ‘“His nose has only just
stopped bleedin’ !”’

There was an awkward pause, which
lasted fully two minutes.

“'Tis they! 'Tis he!” said Tubb
again. *My hated rival cometh !”

At last the ““ hated rival ” appeared.
It was Hepworth. He was dressed
in a costume which included a pair of
cricket flannels, fop boots, and one of
Hogan’s cast-off livery-coats. = His
arms were pinioned to his sides with
a rope, and he was dragged into the
“secret cave’’ by two of Tubb’s
“ trusty minions ”"—Card and Rigden
—who were attired in much the same
fashion as their leader.

“So, Count Bruno,
meeteth !”” said Tubb,
theatrical attitude and folding
arms across his chost.

¢ Mercy, mercy!” squealed Hep-
worth, breaking away from his
guards and casting himself on his
knees at Tubb’s feet.

‘“ Base caitiff !’ thundered Tubb.
¢“ What mercy didst thou show to
me when—— Good gracious! His
blessed nose is startin’ to bleed again.
For Heaven’s sake give him a hand-
kerchief, somebody !”

T can’t use it unless you untic my
arms!” wailed Hepworth; and the
audience rocked with laughter.

Tubb bit his lip. His play, which
he had meant to be melodramatic
and thrilling, was rapidly degenc-
rating into a farce. ~ He made a
desperate effort to set things right.

“Unbind the miscreant!” he com-
manded.

Card and Rigden untied the rope
by which Hepworth’s arms were
bound. = Scarcely had they done so
ere Hepworth let out 2 blood-curdling

the others, in

at last we
striking a
his

yell, and clapped his hands to the
seat of his flannel trousers.

It was another pea from Holeroft’s
deadly shooter.

“You cad!” howled Hepworth,
spinning round and facing Tubb.
““ You beastly cad!”

“What—what have 1
gasped Tubb.

“You know what you’ve done!”
roared Hepworth. *‘Prodded me in
the rear, you did, with the point of
your sword !”

“1 swear I didn’t!” vowed Tubb.

“Who did, then?” bellowed Hep-
worth.

“T don’t know,” said Tubb wearily.
“It’s some johnnie in front who's
playin’ the goat. But take no notice
of him. Let’s get on with the play.

““ Base caitiff I”” he resumed. ‘‘ Wipe
your nose, you owl! The blood’s
tricklin’ off the end of your chin!
Base caitiff ! What mercy didst thou
show to me when thou elopedest with
my dark-eyed bride? = What mercy
didst thou mow to she—I mean show
to me—when thou robbedest me of
mine inheritance? ~Ha, ha! Thou
tremblest ! Tremble, you goat, and
don’t stand there like a stuck pig!
Thou fearest my vengeance! But I
will not slay thee in cold blood, as
well T might. I will give thee a
chauce of saving thy worthless wife—
life, T mean. We will engage in
mortal combat. What-ho, without !”

\

done ?”’

Pritchard, in “‘pirate’ attire,
appeared at the door at the back of
the stage.

“ Didst thou call, great chief 7"’ he
asked.

1 didst,” said Tubb. A sword
for this varlet !”

Pritchard disappeared, and re-
appeared a moment later with a

wooden sword, which he handed to
Hepworth.

“ Now defend thyself, base caitiff I”
cried Tubb, drawing his own sword
and making a lunge at Hopworth.

“Half a mo’!” said Hepworth,
fumbling for his handkerchief. “I'm
afraid my nose No, it’s all
right. I'm ready now.”

“ Havo at thee, then!” cried Tubb.

Click-clack ! Click-clack ! The
wooden swords crossed and recrossed
in approved theatrical fashion. One,
two up; one, two down!

“Tame sort of fight, I call it!”
whispered Holeroft to Rutherford.
¢ Better liven it up a bit!”

He raised his shooter to his lips,
and a pea smote Tubb on the car, just
as Hepworth’s sword whizzed past
the same spot.

Apparently Tubb thought it was
Hepworth’s sword which had smitten
him.  Apparently, too, he thought
L Hepworth had done it on purpose.

“ All right! If you want real fight-
ing you shall have it!” he hissed.
“ How do you like that, my boy "

“That’” was a crack across the
knuckles which brought tears to
Hepworth’s eyes. Hepworth, goaded
to fury, brought his sword down with
all his might on the top of Tubb’s
head. Tubb retaliated by jabbing
Hepworth in the ribs; and in less
time far than it takes to tell
Alonzo and his hated rival were
belabouring each other in deadly
earnest, what time the audience made
the room ring with its shouts of

| delighted approval.

In the midst of the fight a paper
bag of flour came sailing across the
footlights, alighted. on Tubb’s head,
burst, and deluged him with flour. At
the same instant another egg, more
ancient if possible than the first,
cracked itself on Hepworth’s fore-
head. And a moment later a second
bag of flour struck Card between the
eyes, and a pea stung Rigden on the
tip of his nose.

The uproar and confusion which
ensued simply beggar description.
The boys who composed the audience
rose to their feet like one man, yell;
ing “Turn him out!” and staring
round the darkened room in vain for
the person or persons who had
thrown the missiles.

On the stage Tubb and Card
coughed and spluttered as the floury
powder found its way into their lungs.
Rigden hopped about the stage,
rubbing his nose and howling dis-
mally.

Hepworth tore at the filthy, sticky
mess which was running down his
face, and bellowed for somebody’s

ood.

Alarmed by the uproas, the rest of
the actors, headed by Pritchard,
rushed out of the room mt the back of
the stage. And then came the grand
finale.

Holcroft, it will be remembered,
had altered the position of the
trestles which supported the platform.
By doing so he had intended and had
succeeded in considerably weakening
the stability of the structure. He
had been rather surprised it had not
collapsed while Tubb and Hepworth

were fighting. But when six excited

youths dashed on to the stage, adding
their weight to that of the four boys
already there— -

+ There was an ominous creak. The
platform trembled and swayed. Then
down it went, and Tubb and his
fellow-actors were precipitated to the
floor, amid an avalanche of trestles
and planks. >

The lamps which served as foot-
lights were overturned, of course, and
were instantly extinguished. As the
door was shut, and rugs had been
hung in front of the windows, the
room was now plunged in total dark-
ness.

¢“This is where we disappear, dear
boy,”” murmured Rutherford, begin-
ning to climb over the edge of the
cupboard-top.

“T’ll give ’em a dose of this before
we go,” said Holcroft.

He pulled out a bottle from his
pocket. It contained a solution of
sulphuretted hydrogen, probably the
vilest-smelling concoction known to
chemistry. He removed the cork,
and aiming for where he thought
the fireplace would be, he hurled the
bottle across the darkened room.

His aim was true. The bottle
struck the marble mantelpiece and
was instantly shattered %o atoms.

As the ~ deadly effluvia spread
itself about the room, the excited
shouts of the actors and the audience
changed to gasping moans and shud-
dering cries of disgust.

‘“Help, help! I'm poisoned!”
shouted Atkin.

‘ Murder!” bawled Card. *‘ Some-
body’s emptied a cartload of rotten
eggs just under my nose!”

“ Air, air!” moaned Rigden.

‘“ Open the door!” yelled Tubb.

““Pull down the rugs!” bellowed
Pritchard.

By that time Holeroft and Ruther-
ford had scrambled down from the
top of the cupboard, and were grop-
ing their way to the door. Ere they
reached it, however, somebody pulled
down the rugs which screened the
windows, and a flood of golden sun-
light poured into the room.

““ See, see!” yelled Tubb, who was
the first to catch sight of the two
conspirators. ** Holcroft and Ruther-
ford! They’re the bounders who
have spoiled our show! Down ’em,
quick !”

But it was then too late. By that
time  Holcroft and Rutherford had
gained the door and had dragged it
open. Outside stood Hogan. At the
sight of the two boys he gasped.

‘“ Now, how he began; but
before he could say more Holcroft’s
head butted into his bread-basket,
and the next instant Hogan was
floundering on his back, and Holcroft
and Rutherford were sprinting across
the quad in the direction of their own
house.

‘ After 'em!
Tubb.

Mad for revenge, the Walkerites
dashed out of the reeking class-room,
yelling and shouting and shaking
their fists. But Holcroft and Ruther-
ford had got too good a start to be
overtaken. With the infuriated
crowd at their heels, they pelted
round the corner of the school build-
ings, and & moment or two later they
gained the shelter of their Houso,
where they quickly closed and bolted
the door.

From an upper window Holcroft
addressed a few parting words to his
baffled pursuers.

“ Go away, little boys!” he jeered.

After 'em!” roared

‘“ You're disturbin’ our studies! Go
and play at bein’ pirates!”
“TIl pay ‘you out for this!”

shrieked Tubb, dancing and gesticu-
lating with rage.

‘“ Ho, ha!” said Holcroft, striking
an attitude. *’Tis they! 'Tis he,
my hated rival! What-ho, without!”
Rutherford’s grinning face appeared
at the window.

‘“ Didst thou call, great chief?”’ he
asked. -

‘I didst !”” replied Holcroft. ¢ This
varlet—""

But Tubb could stand no more.

‘Baffled and beaten, he hurled a final

threat at Holeroft; then he and his
followers sadly retired to plot fresh

schemes of vengeance.
I day morning. Dr. Paul, the
handsome young Headmaster

of Rayton College, sat in his study
with an open letter in his hand. It
had just arrived by the morning post.
For.some time past, as previously
mentioned, the other masters and the
boys had noticed a great change in
Dr. Paul.' Once the jolliest of men,
he had become gloomy, reserved, and

The Return of Cocker,
EN days passed. It was Satur-

 taciturn. His face had grown thin

and careworn, and he seldom smiled,
and never laughed. !

.with you!

This morning the lines of care on
kis face were deeper than ever. His
whole appearance was that of a man
who was utterly crushed by a load of
hopeless misery.

He read the letter again. It was
written in an ill-formed hand on half
a sheet of dirty notepaper. It ran as
folows: .

“ Dere sir,—I wil be at the usal®
plaice at nine o'clock to-morrer
(Saterday) nite. I'm broke to the
world, and must ’ave monney. I'll
trubble you for fifty this time, and
you better stump up and look plesent
or you know wot wil ’appen.—Yours
truley, Jim CoCKER.”

““ It was five pounds at first,” mut-
tered Dr. Paul. ‘ Then it was ten.
Last time it _was twenty. Now it's

 fifty.  Next time, I expect, it will be

a hundred. Where will it end—whero

will it end?” : -

He paced the study with rapid,
agitated strides. :

““ It shall end now !’ he said almost
fiercely. “I can stand the strain no
longer. I'm a coward, I know, but I
daren’t face the exposure. 1 must
leave here. It’s the only way out of
the tangle. I must throw up my
appointment here and leave tho
country.”

A mental vision of Colonel Goldie’s
charming daughter rose before his
eves. An expression of anguish
crossed his face.

“ Tt will break my heart to leave
her,” he muttered. ‘ But it is botter
I should go. She would only despise
mo if she knew. And she is bound to
know if I stay, for I can’t go on pay-
ing Cocker blackmail for cver. Yes;
it’s ‘the only way.. T'll go up to
London to-day and interview the
governors of the scheol. T ask
them to accept my resignation, and
if they will let me go at once, I'll
come back here and  pack up my
things and go abroad.”

Half an hour later Mr. Walker, the
assistant-master, was coming out
from breakfast when he was surprised
to receive a visit from Dr. Paul, who
had a small suit-case in his hand, and
was dressed as if going for a journey.

“You're not going away!” ex-

claimed Mr. Walker.
" “Yes,” replied the doctor, in a
hollow wvoice. “I'm going up to
London on—on urgent private busi-
ness. I'll tell you all a*)out it, per-
haps, when I come back. In the
meantime, I leave you in charge of
the school. Gcod-bye!”

And before the astonished and be
wildered Mr. Walker could guestion
him, he was gone. :

On arriving at the station he
booked his ticket, and was walking
along the platform towards his train,
when he almost ran into Margarct
Goldie. He would have avoided her
if that had been possible, but she saw
him before he could turn away, and
came towards him with ocutstretched
hand.

“ Good-morning, Paul I”’
said.

“ Good-morning !”’ he
mechanically raising his hat.

There was an awkward pause.
Margaret gazed at him with wistful
oeyes. He loved her, she knew, and
surely he knew that she loved him!
Why this coldness, then?

“Dr. Paul,” she said, in a low,
troubled voice, ‘‘ have I done any-
thing to offend you?”’

““ Indeed, no!” he said.

““ Then why do you avoid me?”’ she
asked. ‘ Why do you never come tc
gsee us now?’ .

‘“ Because,”” he said, with sudden
vehemence, “ I'm not fit to associate
i I'm not worthy of your
friendship! If you knew—""

He broke off with a passionate ges-
ture of despair. For a moment he
gazed at her as if about to say some-
thing. Then, with a weary sigh, he
held out his hand.

* Good-bye!” he said. “ I'm going
away—perhaps for ever!”

Then he dropped her hand, turned
swiftly on his heel, and strode away
to his train.

Dr. she -

About five o'clock that afternoon
Philip went down to the village post-
office for stamps. On his way back
to the school he had to pass a low
public-house known as the Blue
Boar, which was kept by a disreput-
able bookie named Hodgson. °~ And
just as he was passing the open door
of this public-house he was amazed
to see a man walk out he recognised
at a glance.

It was Jim Cocker, the Highfield
bookie, whose dying wife had given
Philip that packet of letters to burn!

(Another stirring long instalment of
“The Blot” wnext Tuesday in THE BOYYS
FRIEND.)

This is the title of an Extra-Special, Complete Long Story that wiil
appear Next Tuesday in THE BOYS' FRIEND. Don’t miss it!
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THE

THE 1st CHAPTER,
A Queer Customer.

OTHING was further from

Mark Tacker’s thoughts when_

_he turned into his uncle’s little

shop that evening than that he was

about to .stumble on the first clue
to a very remarkable mystery.

Yet so it proved.

Old Joseph Tacker, his uncle, kept
a small bird-fancier’s shop in the
Borough. He had a lot of other
cwatules as well—white rats, mice,
guinea-pigs, and almost ev e]ythmcr in
the way of pets—for “Old Joe,” as
he was commonly called, was what is
known as a natural history dealer.

This evening Old Joe was in rather
a grumpy mood. 'Business was bad—
uncommonly bad—and he had hardly
taken a shilling all day.

“ Might as .wi ell be thinking of
]ockmg up, Mark he said. ' It’s
getting late, and "there’ll be nobody
lelfie’m to- mght Fetch the shutters,
a

Mark went off towards the back of
the shop, passing down a sort of little
alley-way, on each side of w hlch were
piled tiers of cages.

He was just in the act of raising one
of the shutters to his shoulder, when
he heard the sound of a motor-car
outside. He turned, and saw a large
chocolate-coloured car, with gleammlr
brass-work, drawing up at the kerb.

It was something new for a hand-
some motor-car-to come to a standstill
before the dingy. little bird-shop. But
that was not the only surprise. A
big, heavy man, vslth a bushy black
beard and motor oggles, stepped
from the .car and wa.lkod into the
shop.

Though his eyes were shaded by the
unsightly goggles, they appeared to be
remarkably keen,. and able to take
in everything at a glance. He looked
sharply round, as if to make sure
there was "no one -else in. the .shop,
and reven _glanced sdspiciously into
the dark backgtound, where Mark
was standing.

His business, when he came to make
it known, proved to .be of an odd
kind. - .

‘“ Have you any v;hite mice?’ he
asked.

Sk Whlte mice, sir?’ repeated Old

Joe. - ““ Oh, yes, sir—plenty! '”

“ Let me have three pairs.’

Mark heard the request w1th open-
eyed. wonder. It astonished him.
Whatever could this great, black-
bearded man want with three pairs of
white mice?

Old Joe was only too pleased to
secure a customer at such a late hour

. to bother much as to the nature of his
business.. . He hobbled off down the

shop, and presently returned with a

cage containing about a dozen of the

little white, pink- snouted creatures.

*“ Here they are, sir,” he sald hold-
ing up the cage for mspcctlon ‘ Little
beautxcs, 00, every one of them! Fit
to take a prize at any mouse- -show;
= sip 12

The stranger made an impatient
gesture. He appeared to have some-
thing else to think of than a mouse-
show, or any other kind of show. He
seemed to be in a hurry, too, and
curtly ordered Old Jo€ to pick out any
siz he liked from the cage.

While Old Joe was tlansfelnng the
mice to -a - perforated box, Mark
slipped out of the background and
edged his way forward. “This black-
bearded stranger interested him, He
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came up pretty
close to the man,

and  devoured
him with his
eyes.

The stranger

was looking out
into the - street
at the moment,
but though his
back was turned,
he seemed in-
s tinetively to
know that
he was being
watched from behind. - He swung
round sharply, and flashed such a look
at Mark through his goggles that the
young fellow hastened to turn aw ay
and pretend to busy himself with the
cages.

But no sooner did the man leave the
shop with the box of white mice under
his arm than Mark was at the door,
watching him as he crossed the pav o
ment to his motor-car.

He notieed something peculiar, too.
He observéd that, for such a heavy
man, his feet were unusually small,
and one of them—the right foot—had
a decided inward twist. It caused him -
©o open his eyes again in wonder. He
felt that he had made an important
discovery, for-he had read somewhere
—in the ‘Police News,”” he was
certain—of footprints which displayed
this identical peculiarity. The right
foot was described as having the same
inward twist.

He turned back into the shop, feel-
ing that he was on the track of some
singular mystery. Yet, for the
present, he could not form an idéa as
to \\'hat it was.

“ Queer sort of customer, Mark!”
observed his uncle.

“Something more than queer, I
should say,” wphed Mark.

= ,\Vhy, lad, what makes you think
so?’

“One or two little things I noticed
about him. That beard of his was
false, to begin with.”

“False! How could you tell

¢ Oh, I could tell easily enough! He
was faked up, too, in other ways. The
goggles were a part of the disguise.
He didn’t want his cyes to be seen,
lest they should give him away.”

“You don’t suppose there’s any-
thmn wrong ?”’

“That’s ]Ust what I do.
surprisingly wrong, too.
V\ant the white mice ?”’

“ Ay, that seems a bit strange.’

““The strangest thing anyone could !
imagine. He is not the sort of man
who would be likely to waste his time

Something
Why did %

on pets. To my way of thinking, he
wanted them for some queer pur-
pose.””

“To try some new poison on them, |

perhaps 77
“No. I don’t think that’s
idea.”
“ For what purpose, then?”’
“I can’t say. I'd give a good deal
to know. I'd like very much to run
across him again, and find out what
he’s up to.”

THE 2nd CHAPTER,.

Trapped While Tracking. |
Mark’s desire |

Y an odd chance,

to . meet the black-bearded

B

to be gratified sooner than
expected. He had good cause to
regret afterwards that he fell in with
the man for the second time, for it
landed him in a position of dire peril.

A few days later he was packed off
by his uncle on an errand which tock
him to one of the suburbs south of
the Thames. His business was to pay
a small debt to a local tradesman
and obtain a receipt, but as the trades-
.man was out when he arrived, he was
forced to wait uitil late in the even-
ing.

It was long after dark when he set
out for home. The neighbourhood
was new to him; and was all°the more

in London.

| inside, he recognised at a glance.

his |

stranger again was destined |
he

confusing now . that night had come
on. To make matters worse, a thick,
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foggy mist began to fall, so that he
could hardly see a dozen yards before
him.

In his hurry to get back to the
main road, where he wanted to catch
an electric tram, Mark lost his bear-
ings. He missed his way somehow,
and found himself in a road which
was utterly unknown to him. Here
he was forced to come to a halt.

The road was flanked on either side
by the old style of suburban resi-
dences, with area-railings in front. It
was empty at the moment. There
was not even a soul in sight of whom
he could inquire his way.

While he was looking helplessly

round, he saw three dim figures
coming towards him through the
mist. He was about to hurry for-

ward and ask directions, but as the
figures grew more distinct he stopped
short with a sort of thrill. One of
the three, who was walking on the
i ¥t
was the big black-bearded man who
had purchased the white mice. If
the beard was really false, it must
have formed part of a permanent dis-
guise.

Mark had little desire to come face
to face with the men. He dodged
into a doorway to avoid them. He
pretended to be searching for the
number of the house, hoping in this
way to escape observation.

The men came slowly on. He
heard them pass quite close behind
him. He did not dare to turn his
head, but he felt as if the eyes of the
black-bearded man were boring iuto
the small of his back.

When they had gone by, he slipped |

out and looked aftu them. They
were a singular %rio. - The man on
the outside wad a long, lathy in-
dividual, with bottle-shaped shoulders,
and as thin as a whipping-post.

The figure in the centre .presenced
a strlkm" contrast to the other two.
Tt was that of a dampy, insignificant-
looking hunchback, who scarcely
reached to the elbows of his taller
companions. Yet both were inclining
their heads towards him, and

.appeared to be listening attontnely

to what he was saying.

Curious to learn what had brought
three such men together, and where
they were bound, Mark followed
cautiously in their footsteps. Chance

The prisoner caught sight of Mark. With a fierce cry he
sprang forward, raising his hands above his head as if to
beat the young fellow to the ground with his handcuffs,

This is the title of an Extra-Special, Complete Long Story that will
appear Next Tuesday in-THE -BOYS’ FRIEND. Don’t miss it!

had put it in his way to discover
something of their secret, which he
felt sure was no ordmary one. He
determined not te let the opportunity
shp, even though it meant an hour or
two’s delay in reaching home.

He shadowed them to the end of
the road, where he saw them turn the
corner. - He slipped on after them.
He allowed them to get a little way
ahcad before he ventured to show
himself, and then crept noiselessly in
thelr wake.

From corner to corner he traced

The three ahead went steadily

on their way, never once looking

back, and appeared wholly uncon-
scious of being followed.

They soon came to a more open
part, where there was considerable
space between the houses. The
buildings appeared to be of the old,
substantial style, shut off from the
road by a high front wall, and each

surrounded by’ its own private
grounds.
Without even a glance behind

them, the three men turned in at the
gateway of one of these houses.
Mark hung back until he heard the
gate clang, and knew that they were
safely housed.

He lingered a while in the roadway,
uncertain what step t6 take next. To
venture further might be dangerous,
and yet he could not tecar himself
away without striving to discover
something about these men and what
secret they had in common.

He moved on to the gateway.
Stationing himself in the shadow of
one of the side pillars, he took a care-
ful survey of the house.

It was one of tho
houses _built fifty or sixty ycars ago,
when it was pI robably occupxed by
some City merchant. ‘At the present
moment i1t was in darkness, save for
a light which shone from the window
of a room to the right of the hall.
Mark «concluded that the three men
were closeted in that room.

The blind had been drawn down,
but there was a narrow space at the
bottom through which he thought he
could just peep. He wanted to get a
glimpse of the room, apnd so learn
what was going on.

-With a hasty glance up and down
the road, he slipped through the gate-
way. Mmmg as ca.utlousb as if he
were treading upon eggs, -he stole
towards the window, which, as in the
case of many old houses, was quite six
feet from the ground.

Straight beneath it was an iron
grating, covering a small area which
gave light to the window of a base-
ment-room.

Mark stepped om -to the grating,
gripped the stone sill above, and
raised himself on tiptoe. He had
almost  succeeded in getting a peep
into the room, when there was. a
crash beneath him that startled him
out of his wits.

As suddenly as if the earth had
opened, the grating gave way under
his feet, falling from the inside as if
it was hinged, like a trapdoor.

For one brief second Mark hung
suspended from the window-sill by his

= OB o

finger-tips, then dropped straight
down into the area.

He alighted with a jar that seemed
to make his teeth rattle. Before he
had a chance of recovering himself,
an arm was stretched out from the
area window, and he was hauled
bodily into the room.

There, in the darkness of the base-
ment, he found himself in the grip of
the big black-bearded man whom he
had traced to thc house with the two
others.

THE 3rd CHAPTER,
A Curious Prison.
OLLOWING the first shock of
surprise cameythe thought that
he was trapped. All too.late,
he perceived the mistake into which
he had fallen. It was.plain now that
he had been recognised when he
slipped into the doorway, and the
men were aware all along that they
were followed.

The big man dragged him roughly
across the floor, which seemed to be
lumbered with bulky packages. He
threw open the door.

‘“ Hi, there! = Ralstone—Meaden!”
he callcd out. “Come down here,
the pair of you!”’

The basement stairs creaked, and
the two others descended. Ralstonc
the thin, bettle-shouldered man, came
first. e brought down a light,
which he held above his head as he
surveyed Mark with - a . vindietive
scowl. Behind him, a malignant grin
on his pasty face, "stood the hunch-
back.

“Close the grating and shut the
window,” ordered the black-bearded
man. “ Be quick about it. We have
little enough time to gpare, and must
decide what to do with this meddling
young cub.”

Ralstone put down the light and
stepped out into the arca. The
grating was raised, and Mark heard a
click, as if it fastened with 2 spring
lock. The window was pulled down,
the shutters closed,® and a hea.v;.
swing bar placed across them. = The
bar was fastened with a padlock,
making the room as secure as a
prison.

These precautions taken, the bxv
man pushed Mark roughly asxde and
signed to his two companions. ~ All
three left the room together. - The
hunchback glaneed back over his
shoulder as he passed out, a menacing
grin on his evil face. The door was
locLed and. Mark was shut up in th®
under rrround chamber without a
chance of escape.

His position, as he well knew; was
a serious one. It was clear that he
had fallen into the hands of a danger-
ous gang—men who were engaged
upon some unlawful undertaking,
concerning which it was of the
utmost importance that they should
preserve secrecy.  Fer this reason
they would not hesitate to take
strong measures with anyone whom
they “found spying on their move-
ments.

They had not removed the lamp
when. they went out, and by its light
Mark was able to ta.ke a survey of the
room. What he saw was a surprisc
to him. Even in his fear for himself,
he was struck with wonder on behold.
ing the contents of this underground
chamber.

The place was ecrammed with all
sorts of valuable and costly articles,
which seemed to have come from
almost every part of the world.
Magnificent furs and sables, superb
Oriental rugs, ivory, lace, and a vast
lot of other valuable stuft lay piled in
heaps upon the bare floor. In
addition, there were several largo
packing-cases, some of which had
been already prised open, as well as
a huge pile of chests, bales, crates,
and packafres of every descuptxon
No gang- of burglars—no erdinary
burglars, at least—could hawe made
such a haul as this, not even if they
committed twenty Tobberies.

While Mark was wondering where
all these valuable goods came B om, he
heard a noise in the passage outmde
which brought his fears for himself
crowding back. It was a sound as if
something heavy was being pushed or
dragged towards the door of the room.
He kept his eyes fixed on the door,
not knowing what to expect, or what
fate was in store for him.

The door was thrown open, and a
weird-looking object was pushed into
the room. Tt was a huge, hideous,
grinning idol of Hindoo or Chinese
work, squatted cross-legged on a low
pedestal The eyes, which had. pro-
bably been compos of lustrous
jewels, had been removed, leaving
only the hollow sockets. How such
a thing had come into the possession
of these men, or to what, use they in-
tended to put. it, Ma.rk could not
imagine, .
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-On the latter point he was not left
long in doubt. The black-bearded
man, whose name was Calder, took
Lold of him roughly, and dragged him
towards the idol. Touching a spring
at the back, a sort of concealed door
flew open, revealing a black cavity,
the interior of the idol being hollow.

Into this cavity Mark was thrust,
farced ‘into it mercilessly by Calder,
and the door closad behind him with
a snap. .

The sensation of finding himself
shut up in this cramped, stuffy space
was almost stiflipg. The interior of
the idol barely allowed him room to
stand upright. How long he was to
be kept confined in this strange prison
he could not teM, but for the present

it left him without the slightest hop_e‘

of escape.

Looking out, of the eye-holes he saw
Calder talking to the hunchback. The
latter nodded his head by way of
reply, grinning in his evil manner as
he did so. Then, with a glance te-
wards tho idol, where he could see
Mark’s eyes watching them, he took
out a revolver and placed it in readi-
ness on the mantelpiece. Mark con-
cluded that the hunchback was to re-
main on guard in the room, the two
others having business elsewhere.

This proved to be the case. Calder
and Ralstone quitted the room, and
presently Mark heard the throbbing
of the motor-car outside. =~ The two
men were evidently about to start off
upon some secret expedition.

No sooner were they gone than the
hunchback prepared to make himself
comfortable for the - night. He
lighted a fire in the grate, -for the
weather was chilly, and placed a pile
of rugs before it. Then he brought
in his supper, together with a black,
square bottle, and squatted down to
enjoy his meal.

He sat with his face towards Mark,
who still watched him from the eye-
holes. The deformed creature seemed
to take a malicious delight in grinning
hideously at the lad and taunting him
in every way.

“Nice and sffug in there—eh?” he
chuckled. *‘ Sleep as well, d’yo think,
as if you were at home in your own
bed? ~Wait till the morning, though.
Oh, we’ll make you snug enough then,
my lad! We'll teach you to play the
spy again, won’t we, though?”

This sort of thing was trying enough
to bear, but when Mark saw the spite-
ful little wretch apply himself again
and again to the bottle, he began to
fear that he might proceed to more
tangerous tricks. And so the hunch-
back did.

He twisted himself round suddenly,
snatched up the stump of a poker
from the hearth, and thrust it into
the fire. Then he cocked his eye at
Mark with an evil glitter.

When the tip of the poker was red-
hot, he pulled it out, and hurried
across to the idol. Mark saw him
coming, and squeezed himself down
just in time, for the fiendish creature
jumped on the pedestal and tried to
jab at him through the eye-holes.

“Ha! You'll come prying here,
will you?’ he shrieked. “T’ll brand
you, you cub. I'll leave you no eyes
to spy with again. I'llI-T1l—"

The half-drunken little wretch
hopped about on the pedestal, shriek-
ing and snarling, and vainly trying to
reach Mark with the red-hot poker.
In desperation, Mark pressed with all
his might against the back of theidol,
striving to force ‘the door open. It
resisted all his efforts. =~

The hunchback retired and thrust
the poker into the fire again. Every
time Mark ventured to peep out, the
little wretch jumped up and made as
though he would renew the attempt,
chuckling maliciously when he saw
how quickly the lad’s eyes dis-
appeared.

In this way he kept Mark on tenter-
hooks for nearly an hour. At the
end of that time he seemed to grow.
tired of the sport, curled himself up
on the rugs before the fire, and dozed
for a while.

Even then Mark did not dare to
relax his watchfulness. In hiscramped
position, sleep was out of the ques-
tion; but it was fear of the hunch-
back, and of the diabolical trick he
might play him if he caught him off
his guard, that kept him on the alert
all through the night.

In the early morning, when a faint
streak of light was beginning to filter
through the shutters, Mark heard the
toot, toot of the motor-car on the
road outside. It seemed to be a
signal, for the hunchback sprang up
at once and hurried from the room.
Calder and Ralstone had evidently
returned from their midnight expedi-
tion.

A minute or two later they came
clattering down the basement stairs
like men in a desperate hurry. The
shutters were thrown open, the
window raised, and the grating out-
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siflo lowered. Then came the crunch’

of heavy wheels, and a van or dray
drew up near the area. :

Mark guessed what it meant. Fresh
goods had arrived—the plunder of
the night.

Peeping out through the eye-holes,
he looked on in wonder as package
after ‘package was lowered into the
area and hauled in through the
window. Calder and Ralstone worked
hard at the task. In a very short time
the van was unloaded, and a fresh
pile of stuff added to that which the
room already contained.

No sooner was this done than the
grating was raised, and the window
and shutters fastened as before. - Not
until then did the men appear to
think themselves safe.

¢ All’s snug now,” said Calder,
looking round.  We've got the stuff
safely housed. Not a bad night’s
work, either.”

Here ho caught sight of Mark
watching them from the idol. In his
hurry to get the plunder stored he ap-
peared to have forgotten the lad; but
now a black, threatening look came
into his face as he observed him. He
called out to Meaden, who had re-
mained upstairs, and the hunchback
hurried down to join them.

The three of them talked together
in low tonss, or, rather, Meaden and
Ralstone listened while Calder im-
pressed something upon them.

Their next move was to release
Mark from the idol. Calder dragged
him out with his own hands, and flung
him down on the pile of rugs which
had formed tho hunchback’s couch.

“Lie there, you young cub!” he
said. “If you so much as squeal or
utter a sound, I'll throttle you on the
spot.

With that they took away the lamp
and went out, locking the door behind
them. Though it was broad daylight
outside, the room was left in darkness,
save for the feeble light which filtered
through the closed shutters. *

Thankful to be able to move his
cramped limbs, Mark stretched him-
self full-length upon the rugs. As he
did so, he heard a clatter of plates in
a room at the back, and concluded
that Calder-and his companions were
having breakfast.,

Although he felt'hungry himself, and
desperately thirsty into the bargain,
he gave little thought to either at the
moment. His mind was busy with all
sorts of schemes for making his
escape. He must contrive to get out
of this place somehow.

But how? If he attempted to raise
an outery in the hope of attracting
the attention of znyone passing the
house, he had little doubt that Calder
would rush in and carry out his threat
of strangling him. A

While he was still debating the
question, Meaden came back into the
room with a mug of coffee in his
hand, which he offered to Mark. As
the latter looked up at him, he saw
an evil glitter in the hunchback’s eye,
which warned him to be on his guard
—in fact, the little wretch "turned
away to hide a cunning smile.

Instead of gulping down the coffee,
as he would willingly have done, Mark
only just put his lips to it. One sip
was enough. It was drugged.

Quick as lightning he emptied the
whole lot on to the rugs where he
slay. Then he raised the mug to his
lips again, and pretended to drain it
to the dregs. The next second he let
it fall from his hand with a crash,
dropped heavily back, and lay like
one dead on the rugs.

The hunchback gave a kind of
whoop when he turned and saw him
in this position. The whoop brought
Calder hurrying into the room.

“ Has he swallowed it?”’ asked the
latter.

“ Every drop.”

“Good! He's as safe now as if
there wasn’t a breath of life left in
him. He won’t stir before night.”

¢ What will you do with him then ?”

“ Take him out with us, and chuck

him into the river!”
The words kept surging

‘“

C through Mark’s brain.

And this was really the terrible
fate which awaited him. They would
probably bind and gag him before
leaving the house, so as to make
doubly sure that he was in their
power, and prevent all chance of his
raising an alarm. In this helpless
condition he would be hurried to his
doom. He fancied he could see the
black, swiftly-flowing stream, and
feel its eddies closing over him as he
was flung into it.

Left alone in the darkened room
once more, he tried hard to think out
some way of escape. He dared not

THE 4th CHAPTER.
Mark's Escape.
HUCK him into the river!”

léave his position on the rugs, 1est one |

of the three should enter suddenly and
surprise him. He was compelled to
lie there without being able to make
the slightest attempt to helphimself.

Once, when he had almost made up
his mind to crawl across to the door
on hands and knees, he only saved,
himself from discovery in the nick of
time. Calder came back into the

room with a candle in his hand. He
crossed over to where Mark lay, held |

down the light, and peered closely into
his face.

Twice he passed the light slowly
befare his syes. Mark scarcely dared
to breathe. The quiver of an eyelid
would have betrayed him. He stood
the ordeal, though, feigning to be in-
sensible to all around him.

Calder grunted in a satisfied sort of
way and withdrew from the room.
The incident set Mark thinking.
These men were fearful lest he should
discover their secret. They intended
to do away with him that very night
in the manner proposed, so as to pre-
vent the possibility of his betraying
them.

What was the nature of thissecret?
That was the question which he set
his wits to work upon, striving to
solve it from the scanty facts that had
come to his knowledge.

The river! Here was a clue,
though a meagre one, for that the
men had something to do with the
river was certain. Then came the
question of the white mice. For what
were they required? ~ That was the
most puzzling point in the whole case.

And yet—yet—white mice! Surely
he had read somewhere of these
creatures being used for some special
purpose? He was sure of it. Yet,
strive as he might, he could not recall
what that_purpose was.

. His cogitations were cut short at
this point by the three men entering
the room again. They brought in a
Jlamp, and set about unpacking some
of tho cases. U £

. Squinting from under his closed eye-
lids, Mark watched them as they
dragged out one costly article after
another, held it up for inspection, and
then cast it aside on the floor. They
hardly troabled to throw a glance in
his direction, believing that the drug
had taken its effect, and that a pistol
might be discharged close to his ears
without awakening him. ;

Lying thers in seeming insensi-
bility, he listened eagerly to the scraps
of conversation that fell from them.
He could make little of what they
said, however.
mention of the river, it is true; also
of the Thames Police, and of a place
called Bunker’'s Wharf. One word—
or portion of a word—cropped up
more than once, and it struck him as
odd. It was ‘‘sub—"—*sub—"

When they had finished unpacking
the cases, Mark hoped that they
would retire from the room, for their
very presence made him feel uncom-
fortable. In this, however, he was
disappointed. Another and even more
trying ordeal was in store for him.
It was only his grit, his plucky deter-
mination not to betray himself that
brought him safely through it.

For some reason, Calder fetched
down a huge dog from the yard at the
back. He held the brute on a leash,
and allowed it to sniff at Mark, nosing
him all over as he lay there on the
rugs. It took all Mark’s strength of
will to remain still. The impulse to
twist himself away from under that
sniffing nozzle was almost irresistible.
His very flesh seemed to creep when-
ever the brute touched him.

At last Calder, as if satisfied with
the experiment, pulled the dog away,
and dragged him, growling, from the
rocom. Ralstone and Meaden followed
them out, and Mark was able to
breathe freely again.

Yet not for long. The wretched
hunchback was back in the #oom pre-
sently, stealing in on tiptoe as if to
make sure that Mark was really under
the effects of the drug. Then Calder
came in to fetch something he
wanted, locking the door as he went
out.

This sort of thing continued
throughout the day. Mark had not a
chance of getting free, even if he knew
how to make his escape from the
house. One or other of the three was
constantly coming into the room,
casually glancing at him in passing to
see if he had stirred.

And the day was drawing to a close.
Night was coming on; and then—
then—the river!

He tried to think what he would do
at the last moment. Should he jump
up and make a dash for the door? He
knew it would be useless. - They were
sure to overtake him and drag him
back. They would be all the more
enraged, too, when they discovered
the trick he had played them.

Once more his thoughts turned to
the secret of these men and the

There was frequent |

mystery of the whito mice. ~He
puzzled over the matter, trying to
piece together the few items he had
learned.” There. was = the river,
Bunker’s Wharf, the word ¢ sub.,”
and the—

Suddenly, like a flash, the meaning
of it all broke in upon him. White
mice! Yes, he had it now. Taken
in connection with the word * sub.,”
he saw for what purpose they were
required. He had made a surprising,
an astounding discovery.

Thrilled with excitement at having
found the clue to the mystery, he
raised his head from the rugs and
looked around him.  The room was
almost in pitch darkness by this time,
for daylight was rapidly fading.

Oh, if he could only make his way
out from here! The tale he had to
tell would set London ringing.

Little enough time remained to
him, too. If he was to escape at all,
the attempt must be made quickly.
In another few hours he would be
dragged off to the river.

Just then, while he was thinking
desperately hard to hit upon some
plan, he heard the gate leading from
the road clang. The sound made
him start. He held his breath and
listened. ;

Footsteps approached - the house,
followed by a knock at the hall door.
A wild hope sprang up within Mark.
He fancied it might be the police.
But no; he heard Calder’s deep voice
as he opened the door, and the tones
were those of welcome.

Two or three other men appeared
to have arrived at the house. The
whole party entered the room over-
head, where Mark heard them
trampling about and moving chairs.
Then someone came quickly down the
basement stairs, and there was a
jingling of glasses as he went up
again.

Mark guessed what it meant. The
party upstairs were about to enjoy
themselves. Probably they would
remain drinking in the room over-
head until it was time to start off for
the river.

Now was his chance. He raised his
head and listened breathlessly for a
moment or two. There were sounds
of jollity overhead, but down here in
the basement all was still as the
grave. He had the lower part of the
house entirely to himself.

He got up and stole across to the
door. He groped for the lock, and
a thrill of joy went through him as
his hand encountered it. It was one
of those old-fashioned box-locks, and
all he had to do was to unscrew-the
socket with his knife in order to
release the bolt.

Not daring to strike a light,
although he had matches in his
pocket, he set to work in the dark.
The screws were rusty, and it was a
difficult job to get them out. It
took him some time to complete the
task, but at last he was able to remove
the socket and pull the door open.

Once in the passage outside, his
first care was to close the door and
wedge it with a scrap of wood. No
one in passing would notice anything
wrong, or guess that the lock had
been tampered with. In this way he
he hoped to gain more time in
making his escape.

He paused for a moment to con-
sider his next step. Everything now
depended on caution. To climb the
basement stairs, no matter how
gingerly he might tread, would be
folly, for he-might run right into the
arms of one of the party above. No;
he must contrive to get out in some
other way.

Turning towards the back of the
house he groped ‘along the dark
passage, every second dreading to
hear the opening of a door overhead.
He came to the kitchen, into which
he peeped, and saw that the window
was heavily barred. There was no
chance of escape in that direction.

The passage ended in a small door,
and to his relief he found that the
key was in the lock.” He turned it
cautiously, and opened the door.
Before him was a short flight of stone
steps leading up into the yard.

The very fact of feeling the cool
night air blowing in upon his face
thrilled him with joy. His foot was
upon the first step; in another second
or two—— Oh, horror!

A black, threatening shape suddenly
appeared at the top of the steps, and
there was a low rumbling growl. A
chill of dismay smote to Mark’s
heart.

The dog! i

The great brute barred the way.
Mark’s heart went down to his boots.
If he ventured out he ran a fair
chance of being torn to pieces, or else
the dog would raise such a noise as
would bring the -whole party rushing
down to see what was wrong.

: “He:wasin a desperate.fix. . What
was he to do? et i

He slipped back into the passage
and closed the door gently. For a
while *he stood.- there in- the dark,
trying hard to think of some plan for
scaring the brute away. Then he
had a sort of inspiration.

By chance he happened to have in
his pocket a small bottle with a stick
of phosphorus, which he often used
at home. That gave him an idea.

He knew that dogs, even such great
brutes as this, are easily frightened by
anything they do not understand. For
this reason, as he was well aware,
they cower and whine when they see
what they think to be a ghost.

In an instant his mind was made
up. He determined to play the ghost
himself.

He smeared his face and hands with
the phosphorus until they glowed in
a ghastly manner. Then he slipped
back to the kitchen, picked up a
tablecloth, and wrapped it around
him. He could well imagine that
he must have looked an awful sight.

Softly opening the door at the end
of the passage, he stepped out. As
he mounted the steps one by one the
dog caught sight of his glowing face
and ghostly figure. The brute gave
a whine of fear, turned tail on the
instant, and scurried off into his
kennel. :

Mark stalked slowly past him,
though his heart was in-his mouth all
the time. The next minute he was
clear of the yard. .

Flinging off the tablecloth, he made
for the wall at the back of the
grounds. He only just waited to try
and rub the phosphorus off his face
and hands, then he clambered over
and set out at full speed for home.
l listening with a half-distracted

air to a big, burly man in
uniform. The straight-peaked cap
and the folded cape he carried on his
arm showed that he belonged to the
Thames Police.” It was Sergeant
Graydon, of the river force, who came
from the same part of the country
as the old man himself.

‘In London they had 'been friends
and neighbours for years. The
sergeant had dropped in for a chat
on his way to night duty.

Old Joe was far too worried to fix
his -attention on what the worthy
sergeant,”was saying. He hardly
heard a word of it. He moved about
the little shop, aimlessly fingering one
cage after another, and looking as if
he did not know whether he was on
his head or his heels.

“T can’t think what’s happened to
the lad,”” he kept on saying. ‘“I’ve
been out hunting for him all day.
There’s not a trace of him anywhere.”

“ Where did you send him?”’

“To pay a small bill. I went to
the place myself this afternoon. I
was told he had been there, and
started for home between seven and
eicht last night. Oh, dear! Oh,
g_car! What could have become of

im ?”’ -

“QOh, Mark is sure to turn up all
right,”’ replied the sergeant. “ Don’t
worry about that. He's a sharp lad
and well able to take care of himself.
He’s gone off on a bit of a frolic
somewhere.”

‘Tt isn’t like him to do that.”

“You never can say. Boys will be
boys, you know. But as I was telling
you just now, these river robberies
are the most puzzling thing that ever
happened. They’re a mystery to us.
We can’t make out how they’re done.
Our boats patrol the river every
night, keeping a sharp look-out.
Nothing suspicious is noticed. ~Next
morning we are surprised to hear that
a barge or warehouse has been broken
into and plundered, and a lot of valu-
able stuff carried off. The thing
must have been done under our very
noses, as it were.”

“ Strange—very  strange,”” mur-
mured Old Joe, thinking of some-
thing else all the time.

‘“ How the thieves manage to get
away without being seen is the queer
part of it,”” continued the sergeant.
“A boat loaded with a heavy pile
of stuff like that would 'make slow
headway, and would be sure to be
noticed before it ‘could reach the
shore.”

“T suppose so,” assented Old Joe.

““They must have hit upon some
very clever dodge, these river pirates,
something entirely out of the com-
mon. They carry out the robberies
in a way that gives us little chance of
catching them. TUpon my word, I
sometimes think they must swoop
down in an airship or something of
the kind !”

THE 5th CHAPTER.
Mark Returns to His Home,
N the little bird-shop that samo
evening old Joe Tacker was
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“No; that’s not how they manage
it,”’ came a voice from the door. '

The' sergeant and Old Joe started
round; and there in the doorway
stood Mark. Both gave a cry when
they saw him, and for the first few

seconds could only stare at him' as if.

he were a ghost. “

And a ghost he looked like in some
He was without a hat, his hair
was all ruffled, and there were strange
luminous patches on his face and
Jands. .

He laughed a little at their sur-
prised looks, and that brought Old
Joe to himself. His kindly old face
lighted up with relief at finding that
the lad had come back safe and

sound. ;

“Why, bless me, Mark!” he cried:
“Why, you young scamp, what have
you been up to?” :

T have had an adventure, a sur-
prising adventure,” replied Mark.
“T was trapped by three men whom
I had followed home.”

“ What made you follow them ?*’
asked the sergeant. :

“T1l tell you all about it later on.
They got hold of me, and shut me
up in an underground room. I had
a terrible night of it,"as you will
understand when I tell you what I
went through. :

“Tn the morning they tried to
drug me. I baffled them in that,
though they fancied they had suc-
ceeded right enough. I had to lie
there all day, pretending to be dead
to all that was going on around me.

“QOnce they brought down a huge
dog, and allowed the brute to smiff
at me, That was a terrible time. I
don’t know how I stood it. but I did.

“T had not a chance of trying to
escape until the evenmng. Then,
when some others arrived at the
house,
drinking in. a room’ overhead, I got
out by unscrewing the socket of the
lock.” :

“ Good lad !”” put in the sergeant.
- “T made my way to thé back an
opened the door at the end of the
passage. There was a short flight of
steps leading up into the yard.

“1 was just about to spring up the
steps, when the great brute of a dog
appeared at the top and growled
down at me. I had forgotten all
about him.”’

“What did you do?”’ asked the

- sergeant.

~ ““Scared him away by smearing my
face and hands with a bit of phos-
phorus I happened to have with me,
and playing the ghost. That is how
I got free.”

-~ “But who were
of 77 asked Old Joe.
told us that yet.” 7

“That’s where the surprising part
of it comes in. One of them was
the big black-bearded man who came
here the other evening.”

“To buy the white mice ?”’

“Yes.  You remember we won-
dered what on earth he wanted them
for. Well, T know now.”

“ You do, lad !’ cried Old Joe.

1 do,” replied Mark, his

these men you talk
“You haven’t

eyes

sparkling. “It’s the most surprising
thing you ever heard of. And, ser-
turning to the

eant,” he added, c
%urly Thames policeman, ‘“it’s a
matter that will interest you.”

“In what way?”’ asked
sergeant,

“Well, I suppose you want to find
out all about those viver robberies,
and how the thing was worked ?”

“7 ghould think so!”

“T can tell you, then; or, at any
rate, I can show you a way of finding
out for yourself.”

“What!” cried

the

the sergeant.

_ “You can put us on the track, can

you? You have got hold of a clue,
you young scamp, have you?”

“71 have; and an important one,
The secret lies at a place called
Bunker’s Wharf.”

“Bunker’s Wharf! T’'ve heard of
it, bub can’t say exactly where it is.
Somewhere down near the Marshes,
1 helieve.”

- “We must make for it at once:
There is not a moment to be lost, or
they may get there before us. TIf
they do, it will be too late. We
wonld only find the place empty.”

“ All right!”’ cried the sergeant,
who saw his chance and was in
almost as great a hurry to be off as
Mark himself. *Come along, lad.
T’ve got the police-boat waiting.”

They hurried out of the shop,
leaving Old Joe staring blankly after
them, and wondering ‘if he had not
been dreaming during the last few

THE 6th CHAPTER.
- A Great Discovery.
N the way to the riverside
O Sergeant Graydon tried to
draw Mark out, in order to
discover exactly what he had learned.

and the whole party werc]

d | sergeant to Mark.

_barges,

Mark kept his own counsel, however.
He would not give his secret away
yet. - & - - g
“I+may be -right; or- I may be
wrong,” was all he would say. “I
can’t tell for certain until we' reach
Bunker’s Wharf.
that I am right, though.”

They found the police-boat waiting
at the slip. They embarked at once,
and dropped swiftly down the stream
with the ebb tide. All the four river
police who manned the boat gave
way with a will, for Sergeant Gray-
don let them know there was im-
portant business on hand.

As he looked over the side and

gazed down at the murky stream
Mark could not help recalling what
he had heard in the morning while
a prisoner in the underground room,
and how Calder had declared that he
would chuck him into the river that
night.  He shuddered when he
thought what his fate mi@ht have
been. - :
The prospect of bringing the river
thieves to justice, however, more.than
compensated him  for all he had
suffered at their hands.  Sergeant
Graydon, too, was equally keen on
clearing up the mystery which had so
long baffled the members of the
Thames Police. ;

“We're making for a place called
Bunker’s Wharf,”” he said to his men.
“ Any of you know where it is?”

They rested on their oars for a
moment, consulted together, and then
shook their heads. ¢

“It won’t do to overshoot it,”’ con-
tinued the sergeant. ‘We must get
directions from some of the river
men.  Ahoy, there!” he called out
to a passing tug-boat, which was
puffing up the river with a couple of
barges in tow.

Whart 77

“Down by the Marshes!” was
shouted back. *“Opposite the Isle of
Dogs.”

“T was right, you see,” said the
“Give way, men.
You’ll have to put your backs into it,
for we've a good long stretch before
us, and must get there in a hurry.”

The boat shot away down the river.
The tide being in their favour, and
with four strong fellows at the oars,
they made rapid progress. Rother-
hithe was reached and passed, and
then they entered on the long curve
which sweeps round the Isle of Dogs.

Sergeant Graydon tried again to
draw Mark out, questioning him
closely as to what he knew. = Mark
put him off, merely telling him to
wait and see. He felt-sure he had
hit on the - right solution of ‘the
mystery. He could not help pictur-
ing the sergeant’s astonishment when
they reached Bunker’s Wharf and
found what was lying there. He felt
convinced Sergeant Graydon would
have one of the biggest surprises of
his life.

On they swept through the dark-
ness, picking their way in and out of
the "river traffic, passing tugboats,
and steamers which were
groping their way up to the London
Docks. There was silenee now in the
boat.” Not a word was spoken. All
were too intent upon what lay before
them. 3

Deptford was passed. Swiftly as
they shot on down the stream, it was
all too slow for Mark. . He dreaded
lest Calder and his companions
should have discovered his escape,
and arrive at Bunker’s Wharf before
them.

When the twinkle of lights on.

shore showed that they were nearing
Greenwich, his excitement almost got
the better of him. They were ap-
proaching their destination at last.
It was down here somewhere that
they would find Bunker’s Wharf;
and; for all he knew, danger might
await them there.

They were abreast of Greenwich
lights” now, and edged their way
closer to shore. They swept on until
the lights began to tail off behind.
The blackness ahead told that they
were nearing the lonely Marshes.

Sergeant Graydon at this point
gave a whispered order to slow down.
Bunker’'s Wharf must be somewhere
near at hand, and it was necessary
to use caution. He kept a sharp look-
out on the shore side, questioning any
stray boatman they passed, until at
last the place was pointed out to
them.

They pulled in towards it. Once in
the shadow of the shore they glided
silently along, the oars scarcely dip-
ping into the water. The next minute
they were abreast of the wharf.

From what they could see of it, it
appeared to be a deserted-looking
place, enclosed on three sides by high
walls. The walls shut it off com-
pletely from its surroundings. A few
old anchors, buoys, and chains were
lying about, but there was no sign of
any business having been done. The

- “The Boy Who Never Had a Chance!”

The chances -are |

¢ Where’s Bunker’s |

only thing that looked anyway new
was a long, low shed, the near end
of which was flush with the river.
There appeared to be no.entrance to
it from the water-side, but this did
not seem to surprise Mark, who had
his own theory as to what that shed
contained.

- The boat ranged “alongside the
wharf, and there came to a stand-
still. - Sergeant Graydoen rose, placed
his hands on the coping above him,
and prepared to clamber up. Mark
made ready to follow.

Suddenly the sergeant ducked his
head, dropped back on his seat, and
pulled Mark down with him.

““Wait !” he whispered. ¢ There’s
someone just leaving the shed. We
mustn’t let him see us.” ;

They caught a sound as if the man
was locking up the shed, and then
they heard him walk away. The
sergeant was up again in an instant.
Mark jumped to his feet also, ting-
ling with excitement.

Bringing their eyes to a level with
the-coping, they peeped over. They
saw the man, who appeared to be a
caretaker, moving towards the gate-
way which led out on to the road. He
was carrying a lantern, and stopped
to light his pipe, never dreaming that
watchful eyes were observing his
every movement.

“Now’s our chance!” ~whispered
the sergeant. *‘‘ Here, Kellar,” he

went on, addressing one of his men,

was nothing more than a sort of
miniature dock, to which the water
was admitted through sonie concealed
entrance below the surface of the
river. >

“TLook!” cried Mark, pointing
eagerly to a long, dark object float-
ing in the water.

The " sergeant did look; and, as
Mark had surmised, what he saw
constituted one of the biggest sur-
prises he ever had in his life. There,
just showing above the surface, was
a queer-looking craft, shaped like a
cigar, and built of some shining
metal. It was secured by-ropes to
the narrow foot-space on either side
of the shed.

¢ Great Scott!”’ cried the sergeant,
carried out of himself, and almost
dropping the lantern in his astonish-

ment. ‘A submarine !”
enough. It was wonderfully

A constructed, with a sort of

raised platform in the centre. This
platform, as was afterwards found,
could be moved at will, so as to allow
bulky packages to be lowered -into
the iterior. :

For a long time Sergeant Graydon
gazed at the strange-looking craft. It
almost seemed as if he could not find
words to express himself.

THE 7th CHAPTER.
The Mystery is Solved.
SUBMARINE it was, true
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“ you come with us. The rest of
you remain in the boat.”
The sergeant, Mark, and the
policeman named Kellar serambled
up over the coping and stood erect.
They stole cautiously upon the maun,
who was so occupied in lighting his
pipe that he did not hear them ap-
proach. The first intimation he had
of their presence was when he was
seized from behind, and found his
arms pinioned on either side. :
He was so utterly taken by surprise
that the pipe dropped from his outh

glanced stupidly { left,

rom right to

darkened. =
“Iere, what do you want?” he
growled. ““Leave go! What i

have you here on private property ?”

The only answer he received was to
have a pair of handeuffs slipped over
his wrists. Mark noticed that he

glanced back anxiously over his
shoulder towards .the shed. He
thought he knew what that look
meant, and plucked Sergeant

Graydon by the sleeve.

“Never mind him,” he whispered.
“He's only a tool. The shed! The
shed ! Get the key and bring the lan-
tern.”

The sergeant searched the man for
the key. Having got it, he relieved
him - of the lantern, left him in
custody of Kellar, and proceeded
with Mark towards the shed.

They unlockeéd the door- and en-
tered. The sergeant stopped short
in surprise, for the lantern light
gleamed on the smooth surface of
water at his feet. The shed, in fact,

and when he saw that he was in the
hands of the Thames Police his face |

and was shattered on the ground. He |

| queer

“ Ay !” he said, at length. “I see
now how the robberies were worked.
They slipped out at night-time under
water in this craft of theirs, and
bobbed up alongside a barge or ware-
house. Then, when they had secured
the plunder, they sank out of sight
again. No wonder we. could never
catch a glimpse of them. But how
on earth did you know the thing was
here, Mark?”

“The white mice first put me on
the track.”

““The white miece !’

“Yes. A man called at our place
the other evening, driving up to the
shop in a motor-car. He asked for
three pairs of white mice. I sus-
pected that he wanted them for some
purpose. You know they
always carry white mice on sub-

’

| marines, because they are the first

te feel the effects of the poisonous
gases. Whenever there is an escape
of such gases, they give warning by
scampering about their cage.”

Mark rapidly filled up the blanks
of the story he had told in his uncle’s,
shop. He gave a full description of
Calder, of Ralstone, and the hunch-
back Meaden; also of the house
where they were to be found.

“Come along,” said Sergeant
Graydon, not a little excited by these
particulars. ¢ We have not a moment
to lose. I'll send a wire to Scotland
Yard at once. - If the people there
are quick, they may nab the whole
gang at the house.” >

They hurried from the shed for
this purpose. Secarcely had - they
emerged from it, however, than
Mark stopped short and held up a
warning hand. His quick ear had

lehimself as he did so.

caught the sound of a motor-car
racing along the road in the directionf
of the wharf.

“Too late!” he cried. * Here they
come ! 4

““Who 7’ asked the sergeant.

“Calder and the rest of them.
Don’t you hear the motor-car tearing
along the road? It is sure to be the
same men. They must have .dis-
covered my escape and set off for the
wharf at once.”

“We'll be ready for-them, then.”

Sergeant Graydon quickly made
his arrangements. The man they. had
already captured was locked into the
shed, so as to be out of the way. Then.
the sergeant sent Kellar to call up
three other men from the boat.

They posted themselves on either
side of the gateway, and waited there
until the motor-car dashed up. Some-
one sprang from it almost before it
had come to a standstill, and com-
menced to thunder at the gate.

Sergeant Graydon proceeded to
open it, taking care not to expose
He wanted the
men to walk blindly into the trap. -

Calder ‘and Ralstone entered. Ne
sooner were they inside than the gate
was closed with a bang, and they
were seized by the police. :

Ralstone was captured -easily
enough, but it was™a different matter
in the case of Calder. He was not
the man to submit tamely to arrest.
Though taken by surprise, he fought
fiercely to free himself. A desperate
struggle followed, during which his
black beard*—which was falsé, as
Mark had surmised—was torn off.

It took three of the police to bring
him to the ground. Even then he
struggled to his feet again, and for a
moment Mark feared that he would
break away from his captors. They
overpowered him at last, however,
and he was safely handcuffed.

The excitement was not over yet,
as it proved, and Mark narrowly es-
caped injury at the last moment.

Calder stood there surrounded by
the police, panting, gasping, and
glaring savagely around him. i

It was then that he caught sight of.
Mark.. The fact of seeing the lad
standing there, a_witness. to his cap- ,
ture, seemed to drive him to a per:
fect frenzy of rage. . He knew that
Mark had outwitted them. and be-
trayed them to the police.

With a fierce ery he-sprang for-
ward; raising his hands above® his
head as if to beat the young fellow to
the ground with his handcuffs. So
quickiy was it done that he very
nearly succeeded in reaching Mark.
It was all the police could do to drag
him back and. hold him in restraint:

In the meantime, the driver of the
motor-car, hearing the scuffie inside,
must have guessed what was taking
place, for he drove off before the
police could get out and lay hands
on him. .

“He’s got the start of us,” Ser-
geant Graydon said to Mark: “ He’ll
dash straight back to the House and
warn the others. Come along, my
lad! We may be able to forestall him
yet, with the help of the telephone.”

Leaving the prisoners in the charge
of his men he hurried away with
Mark to the nearest police-siation.
There he got on the telephone, and
rang up Scotland Yard. To make
doubly sure, he also sent a message
to the police in the suburb where the
house was situated, urging them to
take instant action.

This they did. A sufficient force
was despatched to the house in hot
haste. The motor-ear had already
arrived there, and Meaden was cap-
tured just as he was about to step
into it. Three otlgers also fell into
the hands of the police, men who
proved to belong to the same gang,
together with all the plunder stored
in the underground room.,

“That little wretch of a hunch-
back had the brains of the whole
party,” Sergeant Graydon told Mark
afterwards. A cleverer rogue does
not exist. - It was he who hit upon
the idea of using a submarine to
plunder the barges and warehouses.
Well, well! Who'd have thought
that such a craft was moving about
under the waters of the Thames
without . anyone being a bit the
wiser ?”

Sergeant. Graydon ' got all the
official credit for the capture, of
course, but he did full justice to
Mark for the smart way in which he
had acted.

“You've got good cause. to be
proud of that lad,” he told Old Joe
privately. * He’s plenty of brains in
his head, and knows how to use them,
too. He’ll get on in the world,
youw’ll see.”

And Sergeant Graydon proved tc
be zight.

THE END.

This is the title of an Extra-Special, Co.mplete Long Story that will
appear Next Tuesday in THE BOYS’ FRIEND. Don’t miss it!’
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YOUR DOE.

And How to Take Care oi Him,

T the present day the dog is

A without a doubt the favourite

pet, companion, and guard-

ian of man, and so has it been from
the most remote times.

As readers are always asking ques-
tions about their pets, I am sure a
few tips will not be amiss.

The dog can hardly be compared
with a child, but, nevertheless, the
animal is subject to complaints or
illnesses just as an infant has measles,
ringworm, colds, and so on.

In the case of an animal, it is for you
to find out what it is suffering from,
because, unlike a child, it cannot say
where or what the pain is. But you
can, however, ' discover what the
malady is by watching the signs the
dog makes. .

Now, in buying a dog, it is®
advisable to purchase a pup, and to
know exactly what breed you are

etting. Do not be afraid to pay a

air sum, and then you will not after-
wards feel that you have got some-
thing not worth keeping. By having
the animal practically from its birth,
you will be able :

to teach it cleanliness.

And, above all, you will be able to
master the animal; whereas, in buy-
ing a dog, say, a year or two years
old, it is likely to viciously attack
you at any time, neither can it be
trusted with children.

If you need a dog for the house, get
something of the smaller breeds, be-
cause a large animal is likely to get

.in the way, and is liable to smell
rather unpleasantly, siinply owing to
not having sufficient air supplied to
its body. It is absolutely out of place
to keep a big dog shut up in the
house.  Another point worth men-
tioning is not to have a dog for in-
doors, and let it sleep in one night
and be turned out the next.

Do not pamper your dog. Let it
wait for its meals until you have
finished yours, and do not let it climb
about people, or sleep on cushions.
Give it a_box with a piece of carpet
to sleep in, and, of course, do not
put its bed in a draughty place.

Pups are very deceiving little
(-hz_l.ps for a novice to buy, and by
going to a live stock dealer he may
palm you off with a nice fluffy little
ball for perhaps half-a-crown or
three shillings, telling you it is a
thorough-bred animal, and what a
grand dog he will turn out to be,
etc. Later on, as the dog gets a
month or two old, you will find that
it is only a cross-breed and a duffer.
It is a far better plan to seek out
somebody, by introduction or other-
wise, who keeps dogs for breeding
purposes, and book an order.

{dnother splendid dog arlicle next

Tuesday.)

A BOY'S SUNDAY,

And How It Is Best Spent.

T is surprising what a number of
letters your Editor receives re-
garding Sunday, and how boys

can best spend the day of rest. In
these times, when Sunday golf,
Sunday football, and Sunday amuse-
ments generally are so common, there
is little wonder that boys should think
over the matter carefully and write
for advice to one whom they can trust.

On account of these many inquiries,
your Editor has asked me to write a
short article upon the subject.

In the first place, I am sure every
right-minded boy will be willing to
give some part of his Sabbath to reli-
gious pursuits. The church or chapel,
Sunday School or Bible-class should
claim some part of every boy’s Sun-
day. It is not for me to go deeply
into the religious side of the matter,
but I think you will all agree with
me that the healthy-minded lad
should be prepared to devote a por-
tion of his Sabbath Day to prayer and
praise.

From my point of view, I consider
the following a capital programme
for a Sunday: Morning, church or
chapel; afternoon, a long, brisk walk
or cycle run; evening, a quiet time
spent at home, a visit to friends, or
something of that sort.

I am not one of

those narrow-minded people
who say that a boy should sit at home
and read a book on a Sunday. It is
the duty of each one of us to fit our-
selves as best we may for the work
of the week. To do this, some fresh
air and exercise is necessary, and I
do not think it is wrong to take this
on a Sunday, for, goodness knows,
there are not too many leisurs hours
in the working week.

Nor do I think it wrong to travel
on a Sunday, and a boy who takes a
train to some country place a few
miles out of town and walks home, is
none the worse for the trip.

It is certainly wrong and ungodly
to play football on a Sunday, or to
sit under a hedge and play cards, as
I have seen many boys do. A quiet
oycling spin can do no boy any harm,
but it 1s ungentlemanly, at least, fora
cyclist to go tearing through the
country-side on a Sunday evening
jangling his way with his bell through
people going to or returning from
church.

When next you are undecided what
to do on a Sunday, rely upon the
above remarks, upon your parents’
wishes in the matter, and also upon
your ‘conscience. Conscience plays a
very important part, and I am sure
every boy has a very keen sense of
right and wrong.

Sunday should be a day of refresh-
ment, in which one may prepare one-
self for good work during the week
to follow.

THE END.
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N Fig. 2 I've drawn a page in

I your notebook with all the

things I mentioned last week put

in, just as you would jot them down as

you came to them. I think that will

explain it to you more clearly than a
lot of words.

The Finished Map.

Now, when you have gone over the
bit of road you are doing in this way,
go back to headquarters, or home,
and make your real map—the one you
are going to show.

Take a good-sized sheet of paper.
Settle what scale your map is going
to be—say four inches to a mile, and
take jolly good care that every mile

ou draw on that map takes up just

our inches, however much or little
it may have taken up in your nete-
book. 3

Put your north point in the top
right-hand corner of the map, then
you will get the direction of your
roads right. For instance, if you
have put down in your notebook that
the road started north in the first
place, then on the map you must start
your road at the bottom of the map
and draw it straight up towards the
top until the direction changes.

For instance, if you have got ‘it
down that after a mile it turns north-
east, then on your map you must
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draw four inches of road going north,
and then turn it towards the top right-
hand corner of the map, and so on.

It is a little difficult to explain all
this, but I think Fig. 3 will make it all
quite clear to you. - It shows you, too,
how to  put in the other roads and
things.

That’s the rough bones of your map.
Now, there are all sorts of points
you ought to report about the things
you have drawn—the roads, rivers,
railways, and so on. I’ll tell you all
about these next week.

® Faintness.

Now and then you’ll find that a
chap will come over faint in the
field.

Make him sit down on the ground,
and put his head right down as far as
he can get it between his knees.
Make him sit like that till he feels
fit again. J

If he goes right off, lay him flat
on his back and raise his legs slightly
by putting something—a rolled-up
coat does excellently—underneath his
knees.

Loosen his collar, belt, and all
tight clothing, and bathe his fore-
head with cold water.

In a case of faintness, you should
always keep the chap’s head low,
because the blood has to a certain
extent run out of his head, and you
want to make it flow gently back.

Sometimes, though, it isn’t faint-
ness, but sunstroke.

You can casily tell the difference,
because while in a case of faintness
a fellow’s face will be white and
cold, in a case of sunstroke his face
is flushed and red and his head hot.

This is because there is too much
blood in the head. So if you think a
chap has got a touch of the sun, lay
him on his back in the shade, with
his head propped well up.

If you can get some ice, put a
lump of it on the nape of his neck.
If not, use cold water or vinegar.
Bathe his forehead, too, but the back
of the neck is the important place.

If his hands get cold, rub and
smack them briskly. If his body gets
cold, put blankets on him.

These are all useful little things to
know, and you may very likely get
asked them in your First Aid tests.

The Scout and the Farmer.

Another poor chap wants advice.

It is ‘“Scotty ” this time. He is
patrol-leader of the Curlews, and got
permission from a farmer for them to
camp in his field.

for a direct reply:

Two Grand Complete Stories in Each Number of THE BOYS’ FRIEND.

Only “Scotty’” didn’t make it
quite clear what he wanted to do,
and he did not know that the farmer
did not want him to light fires there.

So one afternoon when the Curlews
were sitting snug and comfy at tea
round the fire, down swooped the
farmer in a rage, and cleared them

“I'm sorry I burnt a patch on his
field,” says ‘‘ Scotty,”” ‘“but I think
he might have told me I mustn’t
light fires. And I want to get per-
mission to use the field again, just to
practise in. What ought a scout to
do in a case like this?”

Well, ‘“Scotty,” I should say go
to the farmer, tell him how sorry you
are about it, and offer to do any-
thing you can to give him a hand—
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carting root crops, mending hedges,
anything your patrol can turn their
hands to—and no doubt he’ll be
quite good friends again and let you
oxl-;errun his fields as much as you
like.

My chaps had a row with a farmer
over much the same sort of thing,
and we appeased his wrath by hedg-
ing and ditching one of his meadows,
and he’s been awfully decent to us
ever since:

If any of you chaps are in any sort
of fix, you won’t forget to write and -
tell me about it, will you? I shall be
only too glad to help you' If your
question is a thing that will be
likely to interest all scouts, I'll
answer it through the paper. If not,
enclose a stamped addressed envelope

Y,
THE SCOUTMASTER.

This is How You
Put Down the In-
formation in Your
Notebook.
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FOR NEW READERS.

This is our superb new poor boy and
railway story, in which you read of

JACK POSTERM, otherwise ‘‘ The
Dodger,” who, throunh lack of parents
and home, has become a railway waif,
hanging about stations, carrying bags, and
doing any odd job to earn an honest penny.

Mrs. BRISTOWE, the widow of an un-
scrupulous railway clerk who lost his life®
under tragic circumstances. He was the
accomphce of

“RIP” KELLY, a real bad lot, who,
with Bristowe’s ald attempts to rob tho
North Briton express of specie.

The Dodger is seized by Bristowe in a
railway goods shed, and is convicted and
sentencel to five years in a reformatory for
loiterirg. - While in the shed, however,
Jack overhears a plot between Bristowe
and Rip Kelly, and it is his intention to
expose their whamy

He escapes from the reformatory, and
raises an alarm of the intended robbery, and
Rip Kelly is captured with the specie in
his bag.

Our young hero is offered a berth on the
there being few positions
open to him at the time owing to his poor
educahon, he becomes a van-boy

goes to live with Mrs. Bristowe
(whosn husband has since died), and is kind-
ness itself to her—inducing the railway
company to give her a stall at the station.

As time goes on Jack earns promotion,
ugitll he eventually has charge of a pa.rcels
office.

One day, however, an insured parcel is
lost, and Jack, almost demented, goes in
searchof it. His quest takes him to a lonely
moorland cottage, and there he falls into

ek the clutches of Rip Kelly.

G L

The Dodger receives fearful injuries in
the wreck of the boat-train, and is not ex-
pected to live,

He recovers, however, and is sent by the
railway authorities in search of the Duke
of Dublin’s daughter, who is missing. The
girl is discovered.

Sir John Willet, the mana,ger of the r:ul-
way, blames J ack Postern for the lost
‘parcel, and refuses to pay him the £1,000
for the recovery of the duke’s daughter.
Owing to this injustice and meanness, the
Dodger claims the reward, and in-conse-
quence of this he is dasmlsaed from the
service, and Mrs. Bristowe is also re-
moved.

This action causes a great stir among the
railway workers, who set fire to the depot,
and after the l)odger induces ‘the men to
accept, the terms of the railway authori-
ties.

Jack is taken back on the railway as
traffic superintendent. ' There is & runaway
exeursion train, and the Dodger boards an
empty passenger train, and sets off to meet
the runaway in the opposite direction to
which it is travelling. Assoon as the excur-
sion-comes into view the ordinary train is
reversed, and goes backwards.

Only. a few yards. now separate the two
trai: and the panie-stricken passengers

%urlmg themselves from the doors.

And then a new fear suddenly selzes the
Dodge:
. (Now read thzs week’s instalment.)

The Run‘.way Excursion.
(Continued from last week.)

THE Dodger saw the empty
rolling-stock ahead creaking
and boggling at the points. It

is one thing to over-drive a train with
traxhng stock ; it is quite another to

_race it backwards, with the empty

coaches ahead of the engine. In the
one case the heavy locomotive may
be trusted to keep the metals and
negotiate ~ their unevenness and
1rregula-r1t1g.s, and to drag.its load
safely past difficulties. In the other
it needs but a small imperfection in
the lines to divert a light van or
passenger coach and lead to a fear-
ful wreck.
He dare not push her any more.

- “Lie down!” he sang out to his
companion, ~and the man half-
crouching, half-lying, obeyed. Jack
took a firm grip on the handle of the
cab and waitedras inch by inch the
runaway. crept -nearer,. ‘his - disen-
gaged hand upon the throtﬂe At
the actual mstant when “the two en-
to meet, he threw

gines appeared
open  the throttle to its utmost
capacxty

With a sudden jolt, a shock far

Our Stirring New Poor Boy Serial.

less than he had anticipated, the

‘buffers touched.. ‘He saw the swing-

ing doors of the excursion slammed
to as the speed of the runaway was
suddenly checked, whilst the empty
train was shot still more rapidly
ahead.

With delight he recognised that the
force of impact had been divided
between ' the two. Part of -its
energy had been expended in push-
ing the empty train on, and part in
reducing the speed of the runawajy.
At once he- commenced to shut off
steam. When the empty train was
being driven along by the momen-
tum of the runaway, he gradually
applied the brakes. They slowed’
down rapidly, until finally, after
rattling ower the home points at
Calworth, he brought the train to
rest just beyond the junction.

In a second the excited passengers
swarmed from the excursion, whilst
officials came rushing along the lines
from the junction.

e ““Look after things here now, Mr.

Thompson,’ the Dodger cried out
to the station-master, as that in-
dividual approached. ¢ Clear the

line, and get these trains into a siding
before the North Briton comes along.
I want a light engine at once on
the up local. Two wretched creatures
jumped from the tram I must get
back and see to them.”

In a few moments he was speeding
back to Thoston again. There he
stopped and plcked up a doctor, and
then slowly pushed forward to the
poifit where the two unfortunate ex-
cursionists had leapt from the train,
only to find that they were both
past any help that medical skill
could render. Their bodies were put
into the engine and taken back to
Thoston, a dirty Ilittle township
surrounding a group of mines.

It was too late for the Dodger to
get back to work that day. On the
following he knew his services- would
be early required at the inguest, so
he telephoned to Calworth to say he
should stay the night where he was.

The only accommodation the little
place offered was a du-t\, ill-kept
inn, the Railway Arms.  There was
something repellent about its very
exterior.. Inside he found a small
bar, smelling of stale drink and stale
fobacco, divided into compartments
by six-foot partitions.

Behind the bar a hunch-backed in-
dividual, with an enormously large
head and goggle eves, hobbled to and
fro serving his customers.

“Can I have a bed here to- night 7”7 .

Jack asked of him.
The strange figure looked him over

a moment before replying. s v
““Who are you?”’ he asked.
“My name is Postern,” the

_Dodger answered.

The mnkeeper started visibly.

“ Postern,”” he repeated—* JacI\
Postern, the Dodger" S
“The same,” answered Jack. It

was not unusual for- people to know
him by name, and he thought little
of the matter.

“ You wait a minute, young man,”’
said the landlord uninvitingly, and
hobbled off to a back room. He was
gone for some - moments, during
which time Jack noticed that the:
only occupants of the bar were three
rough-looking individuals who never
ceased to eye him, and evidently to
discuss him in undertones amongst

themselves.

Presently the :landlord: limped
back again, and, coming round the
other side of the bar, said, ¢ Yes,
you can have a room. This way:
And he led the Dodger up a narrow
flight of creaking stairs, dewn a long
passage, up two or three more steps,
round a corner, across a room,
and finally opened the door into a

“The Boy Who Never Had a Chance!”

mean little apartment, untidy, evil-
smelling, and badly furnished.

The landlord stood for a moment

| to survey him, whilst Jack looked

around the room.

“Is this the best you can do for
me ?” he asked.

b it ain’t good
answered the other

‘“you can g9 elsewhere.’

“Qh, if it’s the ‘best you can do,”
the Dodger replied cheerfully, I
suppose I must put up with it!”

With some muttered sneer the
landlord hobbled away. The Dodger
went to- throw open the one small
window in order to let some air into
the room, but to his disgust he found
the window was tightly screwed up;
apparently from the outside. It over-
looked a disused yard, overgrown
with weeds, and littered with old
cans, rags, ‘and refuse of every de-
acrlptlon The yard was hemmed in
on all four sides by surrounding
buildings, and one broken door,
hanging loosely upon its hinges,
gave access from it to what ap-
peared to be a disused washhouse.

‘“Not a very cheerful prospect,”
thought the Dodger to himself;
“ however, as it is only for one mght
I must make the best of it.”

So he made his way downstairs
again. The bar was now deserted.
From the back room came the sound
of veices. . He was about to rap on
the counter when his hand was
arrested in mid-air by a_voice which
was raised in sneering protest
against some remark of the inn-
kee

There could be no mistaking those
caustic, jeering tones.

“ My bra\'e Hepwick,” the voice
was saying, ‘‘do drop this exagger-
ated morality. How muech will it
take to buy your scruples? Name
your own price.”’

There could be no doubt about it.
The speaker was Captain King!
And the answer came, not in the inn-
keeper s falsetto, but in the unctuous
voice of the Rip

“ Steady, I\.ng' he said. ¢ We
aren’t millionaires. All we’ve got
so far is the insurance-money and my
lady’s bag. Please remember that
infernal boaf train had nothing but
a dummy on board.”

“Possxblv my worthy R1p re-
joined Capfam King; “but you
seent to forget to put any valuation
on your precious life, which to you
at least is probably above the price
of = rubies: " This = little whipper-
snapper is hot on your heels, and for
you, at any rate, it’s a hanging
JOb 129

So eloquent was the silence that
the Dodger could almost see the
crafty little hunchback looking from
one to the other, consgous that he
kad them 1in his power.

enough,”
truculently,

A Duel in the Dark.
T that moment the outer door
A of the bar opened and a
group . of noisy customers
burst in. The Dodger rapped on the

counter, and as soon as the 1andlord

appeared he asked for some saupper.
“You can have some bread and
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cheese,”” replied the innkeeper
surlily. . .
3 Very well ; that will do,” Jack

acquiesced, not on the whole SOrry
to confine himself to the simplest
food in that den of iniquity.

“Far less easy to doctor,” he
thought to himself.

In one of the compartments he sat
ruminating over what he had heard
whilst slowly eating his supper. He
prolonged the meal to the utmost
oxtent of -which it was capable,
heping for another opportunity of
gleaning information as to the fresh
plot that was hatching in that
sinister back room.

But from that moment onwards
until closing time the bar gradually
filled up. 1t was occupied by a mob
of miners and ironworkers straight
from their day’s labour. At last he
had reluctantly to make his way up
to his uninviting room above.

One short piece of candle was all
the illumination provided. He felt
in no mood to trust himself to sleep,
especially as on examining the door
he found that it boasted no key.
Once more he inspected the forbid-
ding little yard at the back, and
made another futile effort to obtain
scme ventilation. It was obviously
impossible.

Whilst he was thus engaged, a
curious conviction grew on him that
he was being watched. He turned
slowly round, and took.in at ‘a
glance everything in the  scantily-
furnished room. There was no pos-
sibility of anyone being in hiding
there. - Yet the feeling grew and
strengthened until it became a cer-
tainty; a pair of eyes somewhere
was persistently gazing at him. Ile
felt it; he knew it!

He thought of the empty keyhole.
Keeping out of the direct line with
it, he quickly approached the door.
He got a firm grip on the haudle,
and then turned it suddenly and
pulled. To his astonishment the door
refused to give. It was firmly
barred from the outside! He was a
prisoner, and in the hands of his
deadliest foe.

Violently he rattled and banged
upon the door, but all to no pur-
pose. As.he ceased all was absolute
stillness; he was shut far off from
any other occupant of that forbid-
ding establishment.

All the while he knew with abso-
lute certainty that he was under ob-
servation. He blew out the candie,
and depended on the dim glimmer
of moonlight that penetrated the
dust-begrimed window from the out-
side. Slowly and carefully he ex-
amined every inch of the walls ‘and
ceiling. Here and there the paper
had peeled off and was hanging in
long, loose strips. In other places
the plaster was cracked and broken,
showing the naked laths underneath.
In one place a length of cornice, be-
tween the wall and ceiling, was miss-
ing. As his gaze reached this: spot,
he fancied for one instant that far
back in the dark hole revealed he
caught the glimpse of a pair of
D'Ihtcmng eyes. If it were so, they
were instantly removed or covered.

He knew that his safety lay in not
revealing the fact that he had
noticed anything. For what seemed
to him an eternity he sat on the
edge of his bed, wondering what the
next step would be. = The suspense
was intolerable. His one anxiety
was to precipitate events, to meet his
enemies face to face. So long as he
was up and awake, they would pro-
bably make no attempt. His best
plan was to make.a show of going to
bed. Without more ado he un-
dressed and clambered between the
grease-stained sheets.

Scarcely had his head touched the
pillow ere a strange rustling outside
the window attracted his attention.
Little by little he saw the whole
window frame move. = At first he
thought that his overwrought
imagination was playing him some
trick. - But,inch by inch the whole
window, in one solid piece, was
slowly withdrawn. He felt the cool,
sharp night air®*striking in. Little
by little, bit- by bit, the window
swayed outWalds, and was then
silently and carefully drawn up-
wards.

There was a pause of several
minutes, which seemed hours to him.
During all the time he knew that he
was still being watched. He lay
absolutely quiet, like one in a heavy
slumber. Presently, first one foot and
then another appeared at the top of
the opening where the -window had
been.” Gradually they were followed
by a pa#k of legs, which swayed and
dangled for a moment, treading to
find-a foothold on the sill. At last
they did- so, and then, laboriously,
cumbrously, the body of- Captain

King. was lovs ered into view, block-

" breathing ;

ing up the opening of the window.
Jack could hear the man’s irregular
noticed his uncertai®
movements as he clawed at the edge
of the window opening, and then
half crept, half fell through it.

With sudden delight the Dodger
saw that the wretched man had been
bracing himself up to whatever
dastardly work he was engaged in
by strong drink. He was-far from
sober.

For a moment, as he gained the

ground, he stood swaying, trying to
accustom his eyes to the gloom ef
the room. - Then he lurched across
to the bed on which Jack lay. As
he reached it, the Dodger slipped
noiselessly out on the other side and
crouched on the floor. Against.the
empty window opening he could
dimly discern Captain King, feeling
uncertainly over.the bed. Then he
saw him draw himself up in obvious
astonishment, and stand for a
moment holdmg the foot rail, sway-
ing to and fro, as his addled brain
tried to take in the situation.
. Leaving the  bed, the scoundrel
staggered with uncertain steps across
the room, colliding with the rickety
washstand, knocking over the one
chair, and clawing at the empty
air with outstretched hands as he
lurched here and there.

Presently he gave vent to a sub-
dued drunken laugh.

“I know y’ are here somewhere,
you crafty I'l’ beggar !”” he mumbled
half under his breath. “Y’ carn’
give ’s th’ ﬁlip this time. I'm in no
hurry ; take y'r time. I'll find you
’fore morn’.”

He lurched back to the bed, and
sat down heavily on it, in drunken
confusion, his fcet within an inch of
the Dodger’s face.

““Don’t you hurry, m’ fuend - he
rambled on. ‘“You come ou’ When
v’ are readvr, my clever I'l’ genius.
I’'m wait’n” f> you!”

Gradually his words became -less
and less coherent, his breathing moré
and more bte.tmous, and finally he
rolled over with a drunken sigh on
te the bed.

For several minutes the Dodger sat
motionless, the heavy silence broken
only by the irregular snores of the
sodden creature lying just above hin.
Then between the  snores a new
sound riveted Jack’s attention.

Crafty footsteps were approaching
the door; a whispered colloquy took
place outside.

The Dodger crept across the floor
to the dcorway.

“The chaps so, drunk,” he heard
the Rip saying, *that T should not
be surprised if he has fallen and
broken his neck.” 5

**Serve him right if he has,” came
the innkeeper’s ‘voice: with a low
cackle.  “ You'll have to stump up
for him, that’s the only thing. It's
cTa}‘ dO\\n before you leave the
plaee.’

“Oh, that’s all right, you fool!”
retorted the Rip. *“ Shut your noise;
I'm going to do the job myself!”

And then the Dodger heard the
bolts - being stealthily ~withdrawn,
and slowly and silently the door was
opened inch by inch; and, inch by
inch, Jack moved baclkwardswith ~t.
So that when at last it.was wide
encugh for the Rip to creep in, Jack
was completely hidden from view
behind the open door.

He saw Kelly tiptoe across to the
bed, stand for a moment considering,
and then raising what appeared to
be .a heavy . iron chisel, - strike
savagely at the sleeping figure on
the ‘bed. Kelly had mistaken the
drunken form of his accomphce for
the sleeping Dodger!

Jack could wait no more. . The
sight sickened him. If he was to
make his escape, now. was his only
chance.

With an ear-splitting yell he
sprang from behind the door, and
leapt upon the hunchback .just out-
side. Startled by the sudden onset,
the little man swayed and drew back.
Jack struck out blindly, and the inn-
keeper went sprawling on his back.

Trusting solely to memory, the
Dodger darted across the adjoining
room, through the “door, and,
closing it behind him, shot the bolt
that he found outside. Then, with-
out pausing, he turned, darted down
the passage, jumped the steps that
he remembered came just round the
corner, raced along the next passage,
and went at breakneck speed down
the narrow flight of stairs to the bar,
pulling to behind him the doors as
he ran. That he would have at
least some seconds. delay in' @n-
barring the door to the inn he had .
foreseen. ~With feverish energy he
drew the bolts, pulled .back the latch,
and turned the handle, but the.door
refused to give. It was locked, and
the key was nowhere to be found.
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It was not a time to” hesitate.
Something desperate must be done.
capture of the Rip, his own life
itself, depended on prompt action.
He caught up a bench and hurled it
with all his force through the
square-paned window. At that very
instant the inner door of the bar
burst open, and ‘the Rip came head-
long after him.  The Dodger vaulted
the counter, ‘and almost: with the
same movement leapt through the
broken window, ‘tearing  his” hands
and his face on the broken glass as
he jumped. :
In an instant Kelly was after him.
The Dodger was in a strange town,
hatless and undressed. - Which way
to turn he knéw not. ‘One thing, and
one thing alone was obvious to him—
the Rip, with *boots on, must soon
overtake 'him, barefooted as he was,
on those cobbled streets. Guided by
instinct, he ‘made a dash- for the
railway-station. -~ He well knew a
little local station would be shut up
at that time; but also he knew the
station-master’s quarters would be at
hand. There was no time to think
of searching for a police-station.
His one object was to find someone
easy of access, who, at least, would
give credence to his tale. He
scrambled over .the palings of the
station, ‘ran along the platform,
dived -across the line, and reached
the door of the station-master’s
house. After him, reckless now and
despepate to any point, came  the
Rip. Jack heard his feet clatter
along the platform. With both fists
he banged. upon the  door. But all
was silent within.

In another second the Rip would
be upon him; he would stop at
nothing now.- There was no time to
consider matters. Long before the
door could possibly be opened, Kelly
would be upon him.

He darted round the eorner of the
house, snatched at a step-ladder
against the wall as he ran, and flung
it down behind him.  Hot on his
heels came the Rip. - The Dodger
velled at the top of ‘his voice. A
window was opened above him.

* “What is all the trouble ?”” a voice
shouted out.

 Quick ! yelled back the Dodger.
I am Postern; I have got Kelly if
you are sharp!” :

The words were words to conjure
with  throughout' the length and
breadth of the G.P;R. system. Pick-
ing himself up, the Rip made a
furious lunge at Jack with the iron
bar he still held in his hand.  The
Dodger dived below the blow, and
doubled ‘back towards the door. As
he reached it, it opened. 'The next
second he saw the Rip racing for
dear life across the rails.

In a few hurried sentences. Jack
explained to the station-master what
had happened.

“Who have you got with you?” he
asked. :

“T am all by myself,” the station-
master answered, pulling the door to
as he spoke. - ““ Come on, we’ll go to
the police-station; it is close by.”

It was obviously useless to pursue
the” Rip, who had already disap-
peared round a corner down one of
the tortuous streets of the sordid
little town.

Is was not many minutes before
they had aroused the police. With
three constables, they made their way
back to the Railway Arms, only to
find, however, that the place was
deserted. The till and the safe had
obviously been hurriedly emptied.

The door of the -room adjoining
Jack’s had been battered down,
clearly with the instrument that

Kelly had carried. On the bed in
the Dodger’s room, horribly mauled
and battered, lay the lifeless body of
the wretched Captain King.

No time was to be lost. Two con-
stables were left in charge, whilst the
other returnell to the station. @ At
once the entire force was turned out
to track Kelly and his ally.

“We sha’n’t have much difficulty
in catching “Hepwick,”” the inspector
exclaimed. ‘“There’ll be no mis-
taking him anywhere. He could not
disguise himself. We have got a long
score up against him.. We have only
been waiting the ' opportunity of
catching him. We have suspected
things ever since he first had the
Ruilway Arms, but we have never
been able to prove anything definite
against him.”

“Tt is Kelly you must get,” re-
plied the Dodger; ‘he must be
within a few hundred yards of us at
this minute.”

“I will do my best, Mr. Postern,
you may be sure of that.” .

When at last he felt that nothing
more could be done, Jack returned
to share the station-master’s modest
dwelling for the rest of the night.

One thing Jack had been thankful to
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learn—the miscreants had not yet
been able to turn to account the con-
tents of Lady Helen’s bag. Up to
the present no trace of it had
been found, and all hope of ever re-
covering - it had. been practically
abandoned. Dr.. Neville’s body had
been recovered from the Quaking
Bog weeks before, and a verdict of
wilful murder, principally on the
Dodger’s evidence, had been brought
in against Ri{;:aKelly. But what had
become of --liady Helen’s bag "re-
mained a mystery. e
Therse was now a fresh count of

murder recorded’ against the Rip..|:

From the conversation Jack had over-.
heard, it was obvious who had been
the Rip’s accomplice in robbing:the
company over the bogus . insured
package. That, at any rate; was the
only benefit the two scoundrels had
so far derived from all their villainy.

The inquest next day resulted in
the only verdict possible—accidental
death in the case of the two poor
creatures who had lost their lives in
the runaway train, and a verdict of
wilful -murder against -Kelly in the
case of Captain King’s death. At
the request of the police, no more
evidence was given in connection
with the latter than was necessary to
prove the facts, and so the world was
left in darkness as to his intimate
connection with Kelly’s villainies on
the one hand, and = with reputable
society on.the other.

All that day passed and the next;”

and still no.trace of the Rip came to
hand. He appeared onee more to
have vanished as completely as if he
had been spiritedgoff the earth. The

Dodger, with his usual scorn of police |
methods, heaped caustic abuse on the | §

combined intelligence of the con-
stabularly of the country. ¢

“They are quick enough in ar-
resting innocent people,”” he com-
mented; ‘‘but lead a murderer
bound hand and foot into a police-
station, and they won’t lay a finger
on him, except to let him go. Oh, a
bright lot the police of the Midlands
are! A fine body of men, and look
so well in their uniforms, too!”

It was obvious to everyone that so
long as Kelly remained at large the
Dodger’s life - was = in.° eminent
jeopardy. Nono realised it better
than Jack himself, and to guard
against the possible consequences of
his own death, he took the precaution
of imaking a statutary: declaration of
all the facts connected with Kelly, so
far as he knew him, in order that if
his lips were silencad for ever in
death, there should be some testi-
mony on¢record of Kelly’s crimes.
Then he settled down once more to
the busy routine of his office.

The Great Aeroplane Race.

THE Dodger’s duties were of

extraordinary complexity.
acquiring

With his natural bent for
information of every
kind, he deliberately set himself to
learn all he could of every branch of
the great department in which he
was employed. In this the traffic
superintendent encouraged him. The
consequence was that his work was
of a most diverse character. © One
day he would be engaged working
out the way sheets for the making-up
of trains on somse distant section of
the company’s lines.. Another day
the movements of specials and excur-
sions fell to his lot. Hes was sent
here and there, supervising and in-
specting.

During all this time he never lost
sight of the main problem to  the
solution of which he had set him-
self—namely, the catching of Rip
Kelly and the recovery of Lady
Helen’s bag. Close watch had been
kept constantly on the hut on Bram-
ley Flat. It was certain that if the
bag had not been removed from
there on the oceasion of Dr. Neville’s
murder, it still remained there. But
ud to the present it h:»gl not been
discovered.

All trace of Kelly had disappeared.
Gradually the publi® lost interest in
the matter. "Even the railway officials
showed signs of letting it drop. But
not. the Dodger. Whatever his
duties might be, wherever they took
him, this ono subject was uppermost
in his thoughts, though he had little
time to devote to it.

Gradually  winter gave way to
spring, and spring ripened into ‘an
early summer, and with the return of
fine weather the attention of the
world became occupied once more
with aviation.

The keenest interest wal# being
aroused by a great money prize that
had been offered for a continuous
flight from London to Liverpool. Up
to the present, although the air was
full of rumours of attempts to be

made, no one had come seriously for-
ward to try to win the prize.

The Dodger sat-one day in his
office. busy working out the Chinese

stock,” when a’ callér.was announced—

‘Mr. William Sparks. ° ;

The stranger was visibly astonished

sentative.
“What can 1 do for you?’ asked

the Dodger.

-“May I inquire,” the other re-
plied, * whether I am speaking to a
responsible official of the company ?”’
i !¢ Certainly, you are,” the Dodger
rejoined. 3 e = g

“Then I take it that anything I
say will be regarded in the strictest
confidence.+ ,I want the company’s
help in a matter in,which secrecy is
of the first importance.” -

The man paunsed for a.moment, but
as the Dodger made no remark, he
resumed again.

‘““You have heard, no doubt, of the
£10,000 prize for a London to Liver-
pool - flight.””. - The -Dodger nodded.
*“I have heen engaged for years on
perfecting a flying-machine on en-
tirely new principles. That machine

puzzle of ths movements of rolling.

at the youth of the company’s repre-

for a share in the prize if 1 am suc-
cessful.”

Mr. Sparks stopped speaking
abruptly. The Dodger could see at
a glanco his keen and nervous
anxiety. He told his story with a
simple directness that had the hall-
mark of truth. There was something
so unusual, almost impudent in
‘the request, that it appealed directly
fo the Dodger’s sympathies. He felt
in his hedrt that it was the course he
himself would have taken in similar
circumstances. - The man made no
attempt -to argue that the company
would gain anything, did not refsr
to the splendid. advertisement, or to
the kudos that would attach to being
ccnnected with success, and he made
use of none of .the. arguments that
the ordinary cadger, with whom the
Dodger had become so used to deal-
ing, resorts to. i

nothing -~ of . your

know
machine,” the Dodger answered,
after® a _slight pause. ‘I know

‘nothing of you, but ‘I like your
‘manner, and L believe you are speak-
ing the truth. When do you intend
to make the attempt?”’

. “The first moment possible. To-
night, if it can be arranged,” the

exclaimed the Dodge

see next Tuesday's splendid ek 5.)

smallest doubt of my ability to fly,
not only from London to Liverpool,

But here comes

End, .if 1
building my

;. want to.
my difficulty.

In

a _Belgian enginzer named Van
Germee. The scoundrel remained

with me only a fortnight, and then,
as soon as he had learnt my secret,
bolted, and, as I afterwards learnt,
started to build my machine on his
own. I have just-heard that  his
machine is ready, and he is going to
make an attempt to win the £10,000
prize in the course of the next few
days. I have spent my life and every
penny I possess in the building of
my machine. I haven’t even the
capital necessary to arrange for my
flight—above all, to engage a special
train to pilot- me. Your line is the
most direet route to follow, and I
want to know whether the Great Pro-
vincial will help me by placing a
pilot train at my disposal, giving me
passes over the - line to learn the
route, and providing me with the

other facilities necessary, in return
B

A trrlble catastrophe seeed imminent. '
had been caught in the vortex of his rival’'s machine. e cu
“Haz did that on purpose!’s (For this incident

is now complete, and I have not the ; other
‘but from John O’Groats to Land’s !

machine I engaged as an assistant |

8
7Y
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levim ) ==,

at Sparks
“The cur!”

= —
inan ins

answered. ‘ Every hour’s
delay gives Van Germee a chante.
The moment he hears that I am
going to try, he will be on my track.
He has been spying on me for months
past, and I have no doubt that he
knows I have come to see you to-
day.2

“We'll lose no time,” the Dodger
answered. ‘“There will be a special
at your disposal to-night. I will
take charge of it myself. You know
the road?”

““Slightly,” answered the other.
“Ts it possible for me to run over it
first?”

The Dodger looked at his watch.

“You can just catch the 11.5 to
London; and return by the 1.10.
That will ‘take you direct to Liver-
pool, but the bother is that you would
ot . be able to get back to I.ondon
till nine to-night. What time do you
want to start?”’

“If T get off by midnight it will
be time#® enough. = Everything is
ready at my garage near Penton-
ville. I am absolutely single-handed,
but if T am in London by ten, I can
start by midnight.”

** Right you are,” said the Dodger.
“Hero is a pass which will enable
you to travel where you want to on
the company’s system. I cannot
come with you now, but I will steer
you over the road in your fight.
You had better travel on the engine
in your journey to and from Liver-
pool in.order to be able to see land-
marks, and pick out points where
there will be lights at night; also
make a careful note of branches and
junctions on the line, so that you do
not” mistake the track.”

With a few further injunctions, the
arranging of a code of signals, and
other details, Mr. Sparks started on
his study of the G.P.R. line between
London and Liverpool, whilst the
Dodger promptly gave the necessary
instructions to have . an/ express
engine, guard’s van, and two pas-
senger coaches made up in readiness
and waiting for him at the London
goods terminus.

Secarcely had he finished giving the
necessary orders, when a service tele-
gram was handed to him from the
company’s London office.

“Traffic Inspector, London,
Traffic Superintendent, Calworth.

“ Specials ordered to-night.” And
first on the list came the item,
“London to Liverpool, to pilot
flying-machine for Van Germee,
starting midnight.” e

The Dodger * stared - at the an-
souncement in. astonishment. 4

“Oh, ho!” he commented to him-
self. **So our Belgian friend has
lost no time. < " Young Sparks was
right.<-It is to be a race, is it? Well,
they shall have fair play,” at ‘any
rate.”". - sty . .

Late in ‘the afternoon, the Dodger
travelled to London. “On his arrival
he found:the papers full of the an-
nouncement of Van ~Germee’s . at-
tempt. The company’s terminus was
besieged = with- reporters and in-
quirers. But not a word anywhere
of William Sparks.

“Just as -well,” . thought the
Dodger; ‘‘that young gentleman
knows how to keep his mouth shat.”

One problem confronted. him; 1t
was easy enough to run two specials
out of London at the same time,
seeing that the terminal approach
was an eight-track road. = It was
quite another thing to run :them
neck-to-neck the whole way to Liver-
pool. On no account must the
ordinary services of the company be
disorganised, and even one special
necessitated careful arrangements ' to
avoid this. To run two simultane-
ously on separato pairs of metals was
impossible.  Whichever was ‘behind
at Bushev, must follow the other the
rest of the journey. Everything,
therefore, would turn upon who gob
thoe lead at the start.

The Dodger was sitting checking
over the arrangements at a quarter-
past nine; when Mr. Sparks was an-
nounced: again.  Briefly they dis-
cussed the situation.

¢“ My sympathies are with you,”

Jack said; - ““but- you will under-
stand it must be a fair race and no
favour. If you should get the lead
at the start your pilot- goes -ahead
and takes the lead on the line. ~If
the other man is ahead at Bushey,
his train gets the lead.”
“That’s only . fair,” answered
Sparks. ““I'd like to know how that
blackguard found out I was going to
try to-might.”

“Well, we can’t help that now,”
answered the Dodger. “1I will be
outside the goods yard approach at
11.40. Your train will carry three
strong acetylene lamps, one on the
roof of each coach. - _Van Germee’s
is carrying three lamps across the
roof of the middle coach, so don’t
get muddled. As soon as I see you
coming up-towards the line I will
start and keep as directly under you
as I can. You will be coming up
from the east. © Van Germee is
starting from Wormwood Secrubbs,
and will be “coming up frém the
west. His driver will pick him up
as soon as he approaches.”

As they spoke, the Dodger and
Sparks left the former’s office, and
walked together along the platform.

tc

Suddenly - Sparks clutched © Jack’s
arm.
*“There, - he .is! There’s the

scoundrel !” he exclaimed, and the
next moment resumed his ordinary
attitude as if he had seen nothing.
Following - Sparks’s glance, - the
Dodger. made out the person to
whom he was referring—a . tall,
black-bearded foreigner, wearing a
motor-cap and a long, loose over-
coat.

(dAnother grand instalment of this splendid
serial next Tuesday. Please do not forget to
tell- all your friends about the opening
chapters of * Yorkshire Grit,” the great new
mill serial.)
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