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FRIEND—1D- EVERY TUESDAY.

" TO INTRODUCE TO YOU:

DUDLEY AND MARCUS SCARFIELD, |

two jolly young British boys who are setting

out to find Mr.-Douglas, a hunter, who is |-

beyond civilisation in the wilds of Matabele-
< -land. And they have :strong motives. in
+finding the hunter, for.he was the friend
.of their dead father, and holds the rights
_of a wonderful new rifle the British War
Office are taking up, and ‘which "their
father invented. - If they can find Douglas
and prove their claim, they will share in
the enormous profits from the rifie.
JOSEPH SCARFIELD is cousin to the
two boys. He comes to-hear of the plan
to" trace out Douglas, :
reach the hunter first and steal the rights.
He is well provided with money, whilst his
cousins, after paying their passage money,
have. little but their adjustable bicycles.
Motherless and fatherless, Dudley and
Marcus have few friends to leave hehind,
and they sail cheerfully from Southampton
on their perilous quest. :
Upon arriving at Cape Town the two
< Jads find that their cousin has taken the
lead on the journey north. The boys
immediately travel inland as far as Vryburg,
where they come in contact with an oid
Basuto named Amous, who offers to guide
“them on their periless journey. ;
Still Scarfield is a long way in advance,
and Jater Dudley and Marcus pick him up
. in the wide stretch of open desert in a
_, eritical” condition, and treat him with all
possible friendliness and human feeling.
The hoys eventually take the lead, and
‘their ‘bicyeles being damaged beyond all
hope of repair- they - proceed ou their
--journey to Palapye in a Cape cart.
coach gets stuck in the middle of a river.
and just as it is released Dudley is carri
‘away with the rising waters, which are
. ag the result of heavy rains. >
‘With the rushing stream Dudley is
dashed against sharp rocks, and with his
- clothes torn and tattered he succeeds
in landing, only just escaping the :
jaws of a huge hippo!
Upon landing he advances towards some
natives seated in a cave. One English-
_ gpeaking native among them, who has
apparently been flogged by Cape police,
threatens to make a sacrifice of him to the
"huge hippo.
© Dudley is bound hand and foot, and
placed at the back of the cave. .
(Now read this week’s instalment.)

~ [A Stiff Fight—Dudley is Found.
5 MOUS, being by far the best
. A tracker, led the way along the
- spoor of the natives, with
Marzus close at his heels. Then came
“Kerridge, still carrying his rifle-barrel,
i»while the two Kaffirs from the mule
‘stable brought up the rear.

“They belong to a different tribe,”’
the prospector remarked. ‘‘ There’s
no love lost between them and the
' niggers amongst these kopjes. Curious
how many little clans you find when
you take the trouble to study Kaffirs;

~as Pve done.”” © = vre :
Marcus barely heard him. He was
half crazy with anxiety for his brother,
Tt seemed so hard practieally to have
found Dudley, and’then to have lest
+ him again. : U 7
" The spoor led straight to the foot of
“tho kopje; which overhung the hippo’s
reed-bed. : g od
 “They have gone up here; baas,’
Amous said, in a low ¥oice. “* Walk
quictly, and be ready with your rifle:
One never knows;* ‘he added signifi-
cantly. ‘‘ Ah, there they  arel’’ a$
the sound of a small tom-tom came
“from the top of the hill. - - ]
The drum was beaten slowly at first ;
then the notes came faster and faster,
as though the player “were working
himself into a frenzy: - Amous broke
into a jog-trot. There was now no
need to keep his eyes on the spoor.
‘He knew perfectly well where to find
his quarry. iR : :
The slope was gradual for a kopje,
and the ground fairly-even, yet the
race tired Marcus severely, but he
twould not give im, and when the
“Basuto, hearing him panting, glanced
‘back, the boy made a sign to him not
«to slacken his pace: .- ;
b At last they were at the top, though
astill amongst dense bush, aloes' and.
mimosa thorns, which prevented them
om seeing or being sesn. Amous
“held up his hand, and began to creep
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forward cautiously to the edgé of the

| serub, beyond which was a small open

space, ending abruptly in the cliff.

The others followed closely:at the
‘Basuto’s: heels, mioving? eautiously, .
with almost unnecessafy caution, per-
haps, for the tom-tomvas mow going
furiougly, and just as they came in
sight of the clearing the natives there
‘began to add their vdices to the sound
‘of that abominable little drum.

- “They are, callix;% to the: big hippo
bull, ‘baas, telling him to come out.
Ah, there he is!" as a furibus bellow
sounded from the pool below.

The.eleven raw savages were squat-
ting in a semicirclé, with their backs
to Marcus and his friends, whilst the
Reverend Jonkis M’Zimba, stripped
of all his European clothing, was the
player of the tom-tom. In front of
him, on the very -edge of the cliff,
was something the sight of which sent
Marcus white with horror. = It was
Dudley, bound and helpless.

In a flash the boy realised what was
going to be done, and slipped baclk
‘the safety bolt of his rifle. ST

“The Creat Bull must call -three
times, call three times for the white
man,”’ the Reverend Jonkis M’Zimba
chanted. 7 5

Marcus steadied his riflo on the
branch of a shrub, and tried to take
a careful aim, but he was still breath-
less from his climb, and the sights
seemed to waver wildly to and fro.
He lad not, of course, understood
M’ Zimba’s words, but he had guessed
something of their meaning.

. “Three times, three times he must
‘call for the blood of our enemy, the
white man!” The late reverend
gentleman was a wild savage now,
screaming out his hatred of the race
L. which had tried him, found him want-
ing, and cast him forth again. E

The squatting natives clapped their
hands together and echoed his words
discordantly. =

A second time the big bull raised
his voice, furiously now, maddened
with the unwonted noise, yet still
Marcus could not get a steady aim.

“Three - times, three times
M’Zimba yelled, and the big bull
answered him. :

With a shout of triumph M’Zimba
sprang forward towards Dudley, then
dropped across the boy—dead; a
bullet from Amous’s rifle had taken
.him just where the spine and neck
join, though Marcus’s” bullet had
gone . singing high over the river
‘into the bush beyond. . : -

Then began a scene which none of
the, actors in it ever forgot—murder
grim and great, or, rather, justice
. grim and great. The savages were
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.taken utterly by surprise. True, all

of thiem had assegais, yet-they made
no effective resistance. Marcus’s hand
wias sperfectly steady now, and once
mare he proved the value of his
father’s great invention. Three fell to
his rifle, whilst Amous got another
fatal shot in. ~ S
- But perhaps the gredtest honours
were: with Kerridge. The’old man
seemiéd transforined with rage. In his
hands his’ rifle-barrel becamie like a
battleaxe of ‘the Middle” Ages’  FHe
fairly’jumped out at his foes, shouting
almost as savagely as the Reverend
He had a
long score to settle with the black
race, and it was his great chance to
‘start paying it off. :
His first blow crushed a skull like

an eg%ls.hell——you.oould hear it break-
i

ing, s second, delivered scythe-
fashion, broke a thigh, and the owner
fell shrieking ; then anassegai thrust
was swept aside, and the jagged end
of 1he rifle-barrel thrust in the
assailant’s face. He, too, went down,
‘blinded. © :

The two natives from:the mule
stable played an important, if some-
what inglorious, part. They finished

- off the wounded with their: assegais,

then calmly proceeded to collect the
-weapons and snuff boxes of the dead,
and to toss the bodies over the cliff.

Broom,”

For a minute they -discussed what
Maxwell Scotts
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,shoulfi be done with the tom-tom, but
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in the end that followed the bodies,
being tooshieavy to carry away. The
crocodiles: were already busy ' below,
and onerof ‘them happened:to receive
the. tom-tom -on his ugly skull. His
career closed abruptly, which showed
that ‘eveén & tom-tom can occasionally
be useful. =« - it

As® soon “ag the fight “iyas over
Marcus hurried to his brothér’s side,
and cut the-thongs with which he had
been bound. - Then, with the help of
Amous, he carried him into the shade
of a big ‘tree.- Dudley ‘was uncori-
scious—mn fact, he had fainted at the
very moment when M'Zimba fell
across him dead, though up to that
time he had been only too well aware
of what ‘was happening. AL

Old Kerridge now hurried up, all
his warlike fury over as quickly as it
had ‘arisen, and produced 4" flask of
brandy from his hip-pocket.

“T brought it along in cage of acci-
dent,” he explained. “*I had my
fears as to what we might find.”
Thoughk hp idid not add’that he had
expected that they mightfind Dudley’s
body caught:in-some tree on ghe river

%“that.l\darous might be the

one who nfeeded the s i
‘DPudley” was ndt long in: coming to.
He was very strong, in splendid con-
dition, and though, naturally, he was
terribly éxliausted and shaken, both
Keirridgse and Amous quickly saw that
there. wasi little cause for anxiety.
They made him as comfortable as they
could, forced him to take the brandy
and & little food, and then waited by
his side until he fell asleep. After
that old Kerridge got up very quietly.

“ Wo ‘can’t leave him for -some
hours yet,”’ he said to Marcus, ‘' and
there i1s one more thing to be done
fitst, Lend mre youi rifle. I am going
to kill that hippo.™ ;

Marcus flushed.

“T ought to do:that.”

But the pprospector shook his head.

_“Leave 1tto me, my lad. He won’t
allow us more than one shot at him,
and I donit think your hand will be
any too steady noiw. Besides, I have
shot them before, and I know exactly
where to aim. . This isn’t sport;-it’s
simply justice.” ;

Amous, -who was sitting near by,
heard what was said, and noted the
eager look on Marcus’s face. ;

“You ‘go with the baas,” he said.
“¥ will look after Baas Dudley, He
will sleeps-for-a Jong time yet, and
when he awakens l?éwiﬂ 3 quite well

again.’® %

The boy ifllowed Kerridge down to
_the viver bank, and t:oﬁether they
made their way along a ledge of the
chiff until they were within fifty yards
of the great bull’'s usual sleeping-
place, At first they could see nothing
of him ; then the prospector suddenly
pointéd. to a pair of nostrils just show-
ing above the water. -

“T must wake him up,” he said,
and forthwith sent a bullet into the
water a few yards short of the place.
As he jerkedy the new cartridge into
the breech the huge head came above
the surface, glancing round savagely.

Kerridge’s next shot was a perfect
one. - It seemed to Marcus that he
hardly had time to aim, but a second
after he.fired the-whole of the im-
mense body appeared clean ahove the
water, ‘then' disappeared as quickly.
flew “away,
screaming ‘wildly ; two or_three croco-
diles, which had been basking in the
sun, digesting their gorge of human
flesh, plunged- back into the svater,

but the hippo himself gave no other
sign of life. = ¢ .- ;

Kerridge ejected - his empty cart-
ridge case with a deep sigh of satis-
faction. b ‘ ;

*“ He is finished,”” he said. " “I got
him just under the-ear. There will be
no more sacrifices ‘to him.”

. The Resumed Journey.

UDLEY rallied quickly, but,
D none the less, it was very late
when the party got back to

the mule stable. .The flood in the
river had gone- down considerably,
and the drift was now quite cross-
able. Amous shook his head when he
heard this news from the head-boy
at the stable. - St

*“ That Cape cart will be coming on
now, baas,” he sdid to Mafcus.
fact, I wonder it7is not here already,
and we shall lose the lead we gained
yesterday. But “T cannot take the
coach on to-night. - Baas Dudley could
not stand the weariness of it.”

Marecus -nodded. © He himself was
terribly tired also,” and he could not
have faced a night’s-journey in the
coach. However, dawn found them
both fit again. They ¢crambled quickly
out of their blankets when Amous
brought then their morning coffee.

“They are inspahning the coach
mules now, baas,”’ the Basuto said.
“We want to get up as quickly as
possible, so as to keep ahead of that
Cape cart on which your schelm
cousin 1s.”’

Even as he spoke, however, there
was the sound of shouting in the river-
bed, and a couple of minufes later the
Cap containing the Deputy-
mmissioner and- Joseph Scarfield,
came up the drift. The Commis-
sioner’s face went crimson with anger
when he caught sight of the coach and
of Amous standing beside the mules.

. **That is the black. scoundrel who
lied to us,” he said to Joseph. ‘‘He
told us he was only going on to the
next mule stable, and here he is forty
miles further on.”

Joseph stared at. Amous, then made

a gesture of astonishment.
- “Iknow him!” he exclaimed. “ He
is one of the gang which robbed that
same coach of the gold. He was hold-
ing the thieves’ horses.”

The Commissioner snorted. He was
a fat man, and not a very clever one.

*“ Then I shall arrest him at once,”
he answered. *““I'm glad you recog-
nised him, M. Searfield.
Do you know those boys at all?’
pointing with his sjambok at Dudley
and Marcus. =

For an instant Joseph hesitated. He
would have liked to see his cousins
arrested, too, but he realised that
their word might outweigh his own.

**No. I never saw them before,”
he answered.

. The cart drew up, and the Commis-
sioner jumped down.

“ What do you mean by lying to
me?’ he raved at. Amous. “‘I am
the Deputy-Commissioner, and I am
going to arvest you, and take you up
to Palapye. The baas here ”—indi-
cating Joseph—*‘ recognises you as
one of the gang who stole the gold.”

It was Dudley who answered.

‘“He was not one of them, sir,”” he
retorted. ‘‘ He is our servant, and he
was with us when we found the coach
after the robhery. Our cousin, Joseph
Scarfield there, can tell you that.”

For a moment the official looked
puzzled; then he .turned inquiringly
ta Joseph, who answered coolly ;.

TEHHN RULES OF FOOTEALI.
: A Grand New S_efies For Boy Piayers.:

B35 ybli all know, one_of theé
A principal rules of Association
is the following : :

The :game should be played by
eleven players on each side, and the
dimensions ‘of the field of play shall

be: “Maximum length, 130 * yards;
minimum’ length, 100 yards; - maxi-
mum -breadth, 100 yards; minimum

breadth, 50 yards. - The field *of play
shall be marked-by boundary’ lines.
The lines at each end are“the goals
lines, and” the lines at the-side are
touch-lines. i3

The touch-lines shall-be- drawn -at
right angles with the goal-lines.- A
flag with a staff not less ‘than five
feet high shall be placed at each
corner. - A half-way line shall be
marked out across the field of play.

The centre of the field of play shall
be indicated by a suitable mark, and
a circle with a ten yards radius shall
be made -round it. The goals shall
be upright posts-fixed on the goal-
lines, equi-distant from the : corner
flagstaffs, eight yards apart, with a bar
across them eight feet from the ground.
The maximum width of the goal-
posts and the maximum.depth of the
crossbar shall be five inches.

bR

in- Gur <

Comments: So far,” these rules,
generally speaking, .apply to big
clubs, and whilst biroadly  carrying
them out there ar¢ one or two im-
portant particulais’ in which, junior
clubs may alter theid, without playing
the ‘game impropexly. " Of course, to
deal with the poinfs in order, there
should be eleven blayers a-side, but
the "dimensions ‘of the field can be

considerably reduced “to suit the “ac--
.commeodation at the _club’s disposal.

If possible, it-is always advisable to
Lave the pitch marked, and this can
be done by .any..Jad. of average
intelligence, who can, draw a straight
line, with a bucket.of whitewash and
a brush. The flagstaff need not be
so- high as five feet, and it is not
necessary for the .circle round the
centre-mark to be of ten yards’ radius.
. The goalposts. too, can be reduced
in  heighi and length, but with
respect to width of the goalposts and
the depth of the crossbar being five
inches, it is advisable to stick as
closely to these measurements as
possible, because it is necessary that
the structures should be substantial
in character. sy :

(4nother of these Ia'elpf ul articles shortly.)

be

a0

And these ™

e &
I see these boys know more about
me than T do about them. They hdve
evidently heard my name from some-
one. -Still;.‘you 'may take my word
for itthat the .Basuto there was one
of the thieves?t ... - - - - ..
Thé. Commissioner was satisfied. He
called to-his own. driver and to the
stable-boys, who knew who he was.
. “Tie that Basuto up, and put him
in the :cart. I will take him on to
Palapye with me. I don’t care if he
is your nigger or no.l’’—to Dudley and
Marcus, .. who: were. profesting .vigo-
rously... ' I’m . suspicious of you as
well.”” - !
“Don’t be a fool, Mr. Woakes !” It
was old Kerridge who spoke. “ You're
making a big mistake. here—not, for
the first time, either!”  He had known

the official for years, and, like most
men i that country, lie was perfectly
For ad or two. the qurimis-

raycred; ~then Joseph Scar-
field whispered something in his ear,
and confirmed his resolution. .

“I know my business, Kerridge,”
he said, ““and T'don’t want a down-at-
heel prodpector to teach me. -Here,
put that Basuto in the cart!” %

Amous ‘inads n0 resistance, though
the 'boys Eontinued to protest vigor-
ously, yet just as the Cape cart was
going “'off " 1ig” whispered to Marcus,
who’had ‘come ‘up'close:”

“T will 'get ‘dway, baas, some way
or other, #nd meet you at the Jotsani
Drift, on. the otlier side” of Palapye.
< ouf for me there.” g

Joseph had not got out of the eart.
He was by, no means anxious actually
to comie within striking distance of
those cousins of his, who, somehow,
seemed to have grown far bigger and
stronger in eévery way since they had
been on the veldt, and he was very
glad when the driver of the cart
cracked his whip and the mules
started off again. .

“We shall catch you up yeét,
Joseph,”®Marcus called out; “ and we
sha’n’t give you another chance. We
know now what a scoundrel you are !’
. The Deputy-Commissioner locked a
little suspiciously at his companion.

£ y seem to know you, after
all, Mr. Scarfield,” he saig. :

Joseph shrugged his shoulders.

‘I suppose they’ve heard my name
somewhere. They tell me the country
is full of adventurers of that type.”
He himself had told the official that
he was going north in connection with
a very important mining concession.

The boys watched the Cape cart dis-
appear with sinking hearts. They rea-
lised how cleverly Joseph had got the
better of them. He had disabled their
bicycles first, and now he had deprived
them of Amous, their principal helper.

Already they had told old Kerridge
a good deal concerning their plans,
and now, instinctively, they turned to
him for advice. The prospector lit his
pipe, and smoked reflectively for a
while ; then: .

¢“I have been thinking of going u
north myself for some time,” he said.
“I know most of the country from
here to the Zambesi, and I can speak
all the nigger lauguages. If you like
we might travel together.”

- The boys exchanged glances. ' They
knew .by experience what sort of a
man he was, and that they could have
no better guide and friend ; only, the;
knew, too, how slowly his pac
donkeys would travel. Joseph would
be in Palapye, the end of the journey
by coach or mule-cart, days ahead of
them, and' they might never overtake
him.” Moreover, there was Amous to
be considered. o

Kerridge sgemed to divine their
thoughts. oS (R e :

‘Tt ‘woi't delay you,” he said. " “I
shall leave my donkéys'i dpye—
the old &liief 15 a frien:
we'll "¢6° on with™ ‘earriers, ~ds " yotir
cousin will have'to do.  ‘But wé'want

to male sure of ‘that Bastfo of yours.

ds’on aftei’’ the cart you may
hjin freé at to-

our

Y 3
The ptéspector smiled, and called to
one of ‘thie-local natives. * Zr
* Dongou, “you schelm, ‘go out and
get some bark to ‘make rope; take
Matambouchisa with you, and bring
pleiity.”” * oh R
. Half- an hout later the natives re-
turned laden ~with freshly-stripped
bark, from which they proceeded to
mako a kind of thick string; this in
turn was twisted into a heavy rope,
extremely tough and springy, which
Kerridge bound into the rims of the
wheels in' place of the tyres which
Joseph had destroyed. X
“It’'ll be-hard going, I know,” he
said, “and w1l jolt you a lot, but
your machines will stand it, especially
if you leave all your kit behind. I
will bring it along on my donkeys.
That cart won’t do more than forty-
five miles to-day, halfway to Palapye.

Grand Christmas Number.
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They'll outspan on the Palm River to-
night. You must watch your chance,
and set Amous free. Make sure they
don’t catch sight of you, though. Just
take enough grub for the day and
your rifles. I'll meet you in Palapye,
at Watson's store, in about four days’
time.”

It was very heayt?;ework pedalling
along that road on rope tyres, but
the boys stuck to it grimly. About
two o'clock they came to the place
where the Cape cart had outspanned
for lunch, and they found the fire still
burning. v

“They’'re not very far ahead”
Dudley remarked. “ We ought to
come up with them before dark.”

They rested for an hour, then went
on again, despite the heat, but a long
stootch of heavy sand, through which
they had to wheel their machines,
delayed them considerably. Sundown
found them still plugzing along, very

weary, a perhaps a little dis-
heartened. i

“We must on,” Marcus said
doggedly.  * They can’t be very far

Yet, none the less, it was two hours
after dark when they saw the gleam
of a fire ahead. They dismounted,
left their machines leaning against a
tree, and went forward cautiously.

The cart was outspanned beside a
waterhole, with the mules tied up to
‘the trek-gear, whilst & small tent for
the white men had been pitched a few
yards off. The flap of the tent was up,
and a light was burning on the little
portable table, showing the Commis-
sioner and Joseph having their even-
ing meal. The driver and leader were
squatting beside the fire, eating bully
beef and mealie meal porridge with
their fingers, but there was no sign
of Amous.

““Where can he have got to?”
Dudley whispered.

His brother shook his head.

“I can’t see him. We must get
closer.”

Fortunately, the ground was sandy,
and they were able to creep forward
without being heard ; then at last they
saw Amous. He was tied securely to
one of the wheels of the cart, on the
side nearest to the tent. It was im-
possible to get to him without being
seen.

The boys lay down in the long grass
and held a whispered conference, but
they could decide on no plan. After
a while the flap of the tent was
lowered, the lamp extinguished, and
the two white men evidently turned
in, but the natives remained beside
the fire, and when, after what
seemed an interminable wait, they,
too, lay down, it was within a few
faet of Amous.

Marcus sighed. :

“Tt’s no use, I'm afraid,” he said.
““If they see us we shall be arrested,
too, sooner or later, and then it would
be all up with our chances. Joseph
might get weeks ahead of us.”

They discussed plan after plan in
whispers, but put them all aside again
as hopeless. Once a lion raised his
voice a couple of miles away, and the
driver of the cart sat up quickly,
proving that he was a very light
sleeper for a native. Still, the inci-
dent gave Marcus an idea, which he
explained eagerly to his brother.

Dudley frowned.

“It might act, of course. Tt’s a
bit risky, though, you know. Still—""

¢ 8till, we'll try it.”* Marcus finished
the sentence for him. ‘‘You get up
as close as you can, whilst I work
round to the other side. T'll give you
a quarter of an hour before I begin.”

It was fortunate for the boys that
there were no dogs with the mule-cart,
otherwise Dudley would . never -have
sucoeeded in crawling up within ten
‘yards of Amous. He lay down, very
still, his knife in his hand, waiting.

Suddenly a rifle shot rang out from
the bush some fifty yards away. The
driver and leader of the coach threw
their blankets off and scrambled to
their feet, and Dudley got two. or
{hree yards nearer. A second shot,
followed by a long-drawn - howl,
brought the fat  pyjama-clad figure of
the Deputy-Oommissioner to the
entrance of the tent, whilst the two
natives went forward to the edge of
the bush. Howl followed how! in
quick succession; then came other
two shots.

The eyes of all the Cape cart party
were now turned in the one direc-
tion, and Dudley had his chance. He
dived in under the cart, and with two
* or three cuts freed Amous’s hands,
and gave him the knife, so that he
could free his legs. The Basuto was
not in the least surprised.. 3

T recognised Baas Marcus’s véioe,”
he said. ‘‘Now, baas, hurry away.
1 will follow you.” A

“ Help, help?® The voice sounded
ghriller than ever now.

The Cominissioner was no coward,

s Sexton Blake,

and he hurried forward, followed by
the driver and leader.

“Come along, Mr. Scarfield!” he
cried. ‘‘It’s a white man in some sort
of difficulty.”

But Joseph, who was looking out
through the flap of the tent, drew
back quickly.

‘I must find my boots,” he answered.

It was Amous’s opportunity, and he
took it. He was very stiff from being
bound, and he cou{d not run very
fast, but still he managed to get away
unseen to where Dudley was waiting

{ for him. They pulled the bicycles into

the cover of a large clump of bush,
and themselves lay down. Both the
howls and the shots had now ceased.
Half an hour later Marcus ocame
creeping back to them. He gave a
sigh of relief when he saw Amous; then :

*“They very nearly found me,” he
said. “ That driver passed within a
few yards of where I was. The Com-
missioner was panting and puffing,
and declaring that he would go on
searching tilF he found the wounded
white man. They’re still there.”

‘ And Joseph?”’ Dudley asked.

His brother grinned.

“1 don’t think Joseph likes the cold
or the dark.”

in the Grip of a Foe.

Ly HAT are we going to do

w now?”’ Marcus asked.

The first thing is to get
away from the main road,” Dudley
answered. ‘They are sure to go in
search of Amous, and we don’t want
to lose him again.”

Amous grinned.

““They won’t find me a second time,
baas; besides, we are getting near
Palapye now, and though I am not
one of his people, Khama, the old
chief, will protect me. - The Commis-
sioner does not want to offend him.
I heard him saying to-day, on the
cart, that the Matabele trouble is
now very close at hand. Still, as
Baas Dudley says, it will be wiser to
get away from the main road. There
is another road, an old one, nearly
overgrown now, about ten miles from
here. We might go by that. There
are villages there, too, where we can
get food. Only, we must not leave
the spoor of the bicycles for them to
follow.”

““ That is easily arranged,”” Marcus
answered.

It was the first time they had occa-
sion to make use of the fact that their
bicycles would fold up, and, so far,
they had never happened to mention
it to Amous. Tt was a dark night,
but still they knew the machines so
well that a very few minutes sufficed
for the job. Amous peered curiously
at them, then gave a little grunt of
amazement and satisfaction.

‘“ Those are bicycles indeed!” he
said. ‘‘Now they will leave no spoor.”

That night they went about a mile
from the road and lit a fire in a little
donga, but at the first streak of dawn
they went on again towards the aban-
doned road, of which Amous had
spoken. They saw a good deal of
game, and had they wanted meat,
they could have got plenty, but,
besides being in a hurry, they were
anxious not to betray their where-
abouts to anyone who might be fol-
lowing them by loud shots.

They had gone three or four miles,
and the sun was already up, when they
caught sight of a faint whisp of smoke
rising from what appeared to be a
dense clump of mimosa scrub.

“ We will go to that,” Amous said.
““ There are bushmen there, and they
will probably have water, and some
cooked food, too. I am hungry and
thirsty now.” ; s :

At first the scrub seemed practically,
impenetrable, a dense tangle @ of
hooked thorns, but after a minute’s
search Amous found a way in. A dozen
yards along what was really a narrow
passage, cut out with an axe, and
they came on a small clearing, littered
with bones of animals and mealie cobs.
In the centre a small fire was burning
itself out, and close beside it a couple
of strange-looking little men, stark
naked, were sleeping. On a branch
near by were hanging their tiny bows
and sheafs of poisoned arrows.

Amous looked puzzled.

“Tt is not like bushmen to sleep
in that way,”” he muttered. ‘* Usually,
they would have heard us coming long
since.”” Then he caught sight of an
object lying between the two savages
and pounced on it at once. It was
an empty bottle. - ¢ Cape brandy,” he
said tersely. ‘ ‘Where can they have
got it? In this country there is no
liquor allowed, and Khama punishes
severely all the liquor traders.”

He stirred the bushmen with his
foot, but only elicited a grint.

¢ Drunk indeed,” he muttered;
then he made a hurried search round
the encampment, but found neither

s ¥ a Superb New Story of the Great Detective,
py = Commences Next Tuesday iIn Our

-below there

water nor food. He tossed the bottle
away, and turned to the boys. ‘It
1s not our concern after all, but we
must be careful of the liquor traders;
they are generally bad men from the
Northern Transvaal, trek-Boers and
outlaws, and they stop at nothing.”

The road proved to be further away
than Amous had thought, and it was
midday before they struck it. As the
Basuto had said, it was well-nigh over-
grown, but a single glance showed that
one waggon at least had gone up
recently—three or four days before,
according to Amous. ;

‘““ A trader probably,” he said.
““ They come down here for skins and
horns. I expect he has gone right on
to Palapye now, as he was plainly on
his way back.”

A few minutes later, however, he
was proved to be wrong, for they
caught sight of a span of cattle feed-
ing in a long green olei, and almost

British and all their ways. The second
was also a Boer, but of a different
type, lean and blackbearded also, but
cleaner and more civilised; he had
come under German influence in Pre-
toria, and he knew how to dissemble.
The third man was a Britisher,
and a very bad one at that, though he
came forward with a smile of welcome
~on his face. As a matter of fact, he
was Harry Collins, highway robber,
outlaw, and partner of Joseph Scar-
field. The boys could not possibly
have struck a worse crowd.

Neither Marcus nor Dudley liked
the look of things, but it was too late
to turn back now. They stood their
machines against the waggon-wheel,
and then shook hands with Collins and
the educated Boer, Klaas van der

Byl; but the trek-Boer, Adrian
Bezedenhuit, merely gave them a
surly nod.

There was a pot of coffee beside the

Free Coupons for the Picture Theatres.

HOW TO VISIT THE CINEMATOGRAPH SHOW AT HALF-PRICE.
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immediately afterwards they saw a
waggon outspanned beside the road.

So far as they could see, it was an
ordinary transport waggon, eighteen
feet, long, with a green - bucksail
thrown over the load. The driver was
sitting  beside the fire trimming a
whiplash, whilst on the far side, under
a kind of tent made from the flap of
the bucksail, were several white men.

At the sight of them Amous paused.

“‘ They are Boers,” he said, ‘‘ and
Khama does not allow Boers in his
country, - therefore they can be up to
no good.” But Marcus had already
jumped on his machine and was out
of hearing. Dudley hesitated, then
followed his brother.

As he got near the waggon, he
looked back over his shoulder. Amous
had disappeared.

A dog ran out, barking, to meet the
boys, and the men under the tent-
flap looked -round quickly. There
were three of them. One, a typical
trek-Boer, born in a waggon, bred in

a waggon, black-bearded, tattered,
utterly illiterate, a white savage,
scowled as he saw the young

Britishers coming. He hated the

fire, and Collins poured some out for
the boys; then he began to ask. them
questions "very. cleverly. It did not
take him long- to discover who they
were; in fact; he suspected.already,
remémbering what - Joseph ‘had told
him. ‘He translated. their replies, or
the gist of them, to the two Boers,
.and, watching the boys’ -faces care-
fully, noted that:they did.not under-
stand a word of the Cape-Dutch lan-
guage.

. ‘““Haven’t you got a nigger with
you?”’ he asked suddenly.

Marcus answered :

““ Yes; at least we had one, but he
seems to have run away.”

Collins nodded. He had not seen
Amous coming along the road, and
it is a very common occurrence for
natives to leave their employers in
the lurch like that.

A moment later the thoughts of all
were turned in a new direction, for
a large party of local Kaffirs, some
thirty men m all, driving about a
dozen fine cattle, emerged from the
bush, and came towards the waggon.

Collins and the Boers exchanged
glances then the former said in Dutch:

¢ No matter.
much already.”

The leaders of the natives, three
rather evil-looking old men, squatted
down in front of the waggon, and took
snuff solemnly, then they began to
talk to Van der Byl in their own lan-
guage. The boys, thinking it was an
ordinary deal, merely a matter of
buying the cattle, watched with
interest; then suddenly they under-
stood as, at a word from Van der Byl,
the trek-Boer got up and threw back
the corner of the buck-sail, showing
the load of the waggon. It consisted
entirely of cases of liquor.

The boys exchanged glances, and
Marcus got up with an uneasy look
on his face.

“ It's time we were getting on,”” he
said; but Tollins, who was standing
behind him, laid a hand on his
shoulder.

. “Oh, no! There’s no hurry, and
it’s far too hot to trek now. Wait -
until these niggers have gone.”

Marcus sat down again unwillingly.
He had glanced over his shoulder,
and had noted with alarm that their
rifles and bicycles were no longer
standing against the waggon-wheel.
They had been removed very quietly
by the driver of the waggon, as the
result of an order from Bezedenhuit.

For a moment the boys’ eyes met,
and Marcus saw that his brother also
understood the position; then, to all
outward appearances, they again be-
came merely interested spectators.

The deal with the natives took some
time. There was unlimited haggling
over the price cf each of the cattle,
and not until several bottles of the
vile spirit had been distributed was
any bargain made. - Then, as the
brandy mounted to the heads of the
savages, business with them became
easier. The last two or three cattle
were sold in so many minutes, and
finally the natives departed, laden
with cases of spirit.

Some of them were already reeling,
and, even as they were disappearing

They've seen too

4 round the bend of the road, one of

the vounger men tripped, and the box
he was carrying fell with a crash; in-
stantly the others were on him, beat-
ing him, for half the bottles were
broken. It was an ugly scene, and it
ended only when the trek-Boer rushed
forward, and drove the combatants
away with his heavy hippo-hide
sjambok. :
_The boys had said nothing all the
time, but noew they both got up.

‘“ We really must be going on,”
Dudley said. 7

Collins turned to them with a sneer.

““ You must, must you? Now. that
you have learned what is on the
waggon, you want to hurry into
Palapye, and get a reward from old
chief Khama! I suppose you came up
this road on purpose to spy. No, my
young friends, you know far too much
already for us to let you go!”’

Dudley and Marcus were trapped,
and they knew it. It was quite hope-
less to think of escaping by making a
dash into the bush, for both Bezeden-
nuit and Van der Byl had rifles lying
beside their stools, and the boys would
have been shot long before they
reached cover. They remembersd
only too well what Amous had said
about the desperate character of these
liquor smugglers.

Dudley made one last attempt.

‘‘ Supposing we" give you our word
not to mention what we have seen to

.anyone in Palapye?’ - i

' Collins translated his words to the
Boers, and all three men laughed
scornfully. : :
“ Your word! - What would that be
worth to us? "People who give their
words so easily on the veldt usually
brealk them soon afterwards. No, my
la_ds,'you are not going on to Palapye -
now."”: ! g i g
As a matter of fact, Collins cared
nothing about the liquor-sellers and

L their fate. He had met them casually

and only that morning—he was really
on his way up to join Joseph Scar-
field—but, having known them of old,
he had stayed' to have a talk with
them. He turned again to the two
Boers. .

“ What are you going to do with
the young whelps?’ he asked.

Van der Byl scratched his head.

‘“ Keep them with the waggon until
we've sold our load of liquor, and
then take them down to the Trans-
vaal, T suppose.”

But Buzedenhuit scoffed at the idea.

“Do you think we can have the
bother of looking after them, and
feeding them all that time? You talk
foolish nonsense, Van der Byl! They
are only rooineks. You wait till we
trek this afternoon. I’ll stay behind
with them, so that our niggers won’t
know, and shoot them both !”

(Another splendid instalment of this
grand yarn in our Christmas Number next
Tuesday.)

Grand Christmas Number.
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1 want all my boys to lock upon me as their firm friend and
adviser. There are few men who know boys as well as I do, and
there are no little trials and troubles, perplexities and anxieties,
in whick 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 enclese a stamped
envelope or posicard, may be sure of receiving a prompt and
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kindly reply.

All Letters should be addressed:
FRIEND, 23, Bouverie Street, London, E.C.
* % The contents of this number copyrighted in the United States of America.
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OUR SIXTEENTH CHRISTMAS DOUBLE NUMBER.

I have spent a lot of time and care on this number,

Of one thing they may be sure,
which THE BOYS’ FRIEND has turned out for many
pear in it—the full list my friends will discover on

'w ITH the next issue of THE BOYS’ FRIEND I publish Our Sixteenth

of my labours are satisfactory and pleasing.
get one of the strongest and best Christmas numbers
a long day. Here are some of the itéms which will ap;

another page.

There will be a new serial story,

instalment appear next week.

There will be a new school story, entitled ‘‘The New Broom,”
form a sequel to “The Blot,” which proved so very successful.

Then there will be full-length instalments of *“Soldiers o

Further, there will be a long 15,000-word novel by
Father,” and ancther long complete story, By Sidney Drew,

Christmas Double Number.

and I hope my friends will think the result

they are going to

entitled “Sexton Blake, Spy”—four big pages of the first
by Maxwell Scott, and this tale will
f Fortune” and “ Yorkshire Grit.” ;

Allan Blair, entitled “Philip in Search of a
entitled *“Gan-Waga’'s Christmas Revels.”

A very great attraction in this issue will be a page of words and music of a splendid song which I

think every boy knows, er would like to

itnow. Its title is, “A Boy’s Best Friend is His Mother.”

And I have also arranged for the re-publication of an extremely popular recitation, by W. A. Eaton,
entitled, ‘' The Fireman’s Wedding.” Every lad who wants to prove an attraction at any party to which
° he may be going this Christmas ought to make sure of getting a copy of this number of THE BOYS®’
FRIEND, and of learning this recitation, which is always received with great applause,

2 But I could almost fill this page in describing the attractions which are in store for you next week.
As I have said, full details of Our Great Christmas Number will be found on page 442.

DOING HIS DUTY.

One of my young friends tells me
he is a carman, and he puts to me
a very searching question—‘‘ Don’t
you think I could do my duty in this
trade as well as any other ?”

My ‘answer must be ‘‘Yes.” It
does not matter really what calling
you are engaged in so long as you
put your heart and your soul and the
best” that is in you into it. Be it
simply driving a van and delivering
goods, if you de it to the very best
of your ability and with enthusiasm,
you are doing your duty. You are

" giving to those who employ you the
best you can give, and you are
living up to the very highest
traditions of self-respect. If a task
of any kind is given to a lad to do,
and he does it whole-heartedly, does
it as if it were the greatest pleasure
he could ever experience, he i1s doing
the best and noblest thing it is pos-
sible for him to do, and his position
can be justly as proud as that of the
Inost important ruler of the State.

: MOVING-PICTURE SHOWS.

I have no doubt ‘that a very large
number of my friends take a keen
interest in cinematograph picture
shows, and because I have realised
this I have made arrangements with
a certain number of theatres so that
readers of THE Boys’ FRIEND may be

< admitted at half-price to any part of

,-these picture theatres. All a reader
has to do is to censult the particu-
lars on page 435 of this issue, and
to present the coupon which will be
found on our fromt page. This
coupon will entitle him'to admission
at half-price. ;

The electric. picture theatre jhas
become quite an established form of
amusement in this country, and I am
not at all surprised at its success.
After all, the next best thing to
secing an actual thing is to see a
photograph of it; but when you can
view the whole of a particular in-
cident, whether it is the arrival of
some great person ab some par-
ticular place, whether it is a scene
from a theatre, or some spectacle in
the open air, if the event can be
seen as it actually happened with
all the life and movement it pos-
sesses, in the comfort and shelter of

' a theatre, then it is no wonder that
these places are attractive. So, know-
ing how very popular these theatres

are, I have made arrangements so
that my friends may be admitted to

‘them at certain performances at half-
price.

Of course, I do not say that they
can go into any theatre with THE
+Boys’ FRIEND coupons, but, they can
go into any of the theatres men-
tioned on page 435 at half-price at
the performances indicated.

A LAD IN DOUBT.

J. C. junr. is in a difficulty. He is a
healthy young lad of seventeen, over
six feet in height, and he does not
know what to make of himself.

Sometimes he thinks of going in
for the électrical engineering pro-
fession, at other times for railway
engineering, but he has been warned
off both by his friends, with the
result that to-day he has nof made
up his mind what to do. $q, like a
sensible lad, he comes to me and says,
¢“ Make up my mind for me.”” Now,
this is thrusting on to my shoulders
a very important and very re-
sponsible task. J. C. junr. asks me
to say to him, ‘This shall be your
future walk in life,”’ thus depending
on me to plan out his career.

It is very easy to do things on the
responsibility of other people, and
it is easy to ‘throw the blame on
others if the result does not turn out
well; but it is the hardest thing in
the world to think out for yourself
a course of conduct and to follow
it in defiance ‘of the advice and
opinions of your friends. It is
awfully hard to make up your mind

to do a thing, and to do it at the

risk of losing the good opinions of
others. So J. C. junr says, “I will
get out of my difficulty and write to
the Editor of THE Boys’ FrIEND.” I
do not blame him, for I would do it
myself were I similarly placed, and,
because I know a good deal of the

world, I am willing to take the re-

sponsibility.

Let my young friend go in for
civil engineering. It is to my mind
one of the most fascinating callings
any man can undertake, particularly
when it - takes one “to foreign
countries, where pioneer work such
as bridge building -and railway con-
struction can be carried forward by
the forces of civilisation unto the
uttermost ends of the world.

The civil engineer finds himself
one month in Siberia, another month
in Patagonia, another month border-
ing on the North Pole, and another
frizzling on the Equator. It is a
pleasant life, but -it means hard
work to qualify for it. It is a pro-
fession full of adventure and in-
terest; it has its disappointments and
its victories, and it can produce big
rewards for those who follow it.

SHERLOCK HOLMES AND
SEXTON BLAKE.

One of my young friends who lives
near . Wrexham, in Wales, asks me
to tell him if there ever was such a
detective as Sherlock Holmes, and
also if a man named Sexton Blake
ever existed.

Sherlock Holmes, although he did
not live under that name, was

| created by Conan Doyle upon the

#%The New Broom,”

characteristics of a famous Dr. Bell
of Edinburgh. There never was an
actual Sherlock Holmes, neither has
there been an actual Sexton Blake.
In the latter case the stories have
been founded on an individual not
known as Sexton Blake, but one who
has accomplished many of the things
described in the stories asgociated
with this c-haraetg.

A YOURMG SHAVER.

“Inquisitive ” tells me he ' is six-
teen, and has just begun to shave,
and he wants fo know if I think this
age too early for him to start, be-
cause every morning after shaving a
lot of pimples break out on his chin.
He used to rub zinc ointment on his
chin, but it did no good, so he wants
advice.

In the first place, the age when
one should begin shaving depends on

the constitution of the individual;
and some men -ought to commence
earlier than others. In ¢ Inquisi-
tive’s” case it is obvious that he has
an extremely sensitive skin, so

would advise him to adopt the fol-
lowing method. First secure the
very best shaving soap possible;
there is an excellent one made by
Gibbs. Pears’ soap is also good, and
there are heaps of others which any
chemist can recommend. Work this

soap into a thick lather, and apply
it to the chin vigorously. Give the
chin a thorough rubbing with the
lather until every hair 18 soft and
pliable; then get a good keen razor
which has been properly stropped,
and shave lightly—not tco clesely,
as this is apt to bring-up pimples. I
think if my correspondent follows
this advice he won’t have very much
more trouble with his shaving.

SANDOW EXERCISES.

It is this same friend of mine—
“Inquisitive,” . of Cork—who asks
me whether when & new Sandow
exercise appears, he shouid drop the
old ones, and adopt the new one.

No; my young friend should
practice each exercise as it comes
out, and, limiting himself to a
quarter of an hour every morning,
doa little of each exercise in succession.

In this way his body will be
developed all round, because cach
exercise develops particular muscles
in different parts of the body.
Therefore my young friend should
Jearn each exercise and practise
them all in turn every morning.

TWO DETECTIVE RNOVELS.

It is not often my chums have the
opportunity of securing two three-
and-sixpenny detective novels for the
absurdly small sum of twopence!
Yet to-day they have a unique
chance of doing so, and I sincerely
trust they will avail themselves of it.
Every newsagent in the United
Kingdom has now in stock the
supérb Christmas Double Number of
the “Union Jack,” which contains
two powerful complete novels of the
world-famous  detective Sexton
Blake, and his two clever assistants,
Tinker and Pedro.

The first of these absorbing yarns
is entitled “The ‘Coster’s Christ-
mas,”” and has been specially written
to appeal to readers of all ages.
The title of the second is *‘Sexton
Blake, Unemployed.”

As I have already mentioned, both
these novels are of the kind usually
sold at three-and-sixpence each, and
my chums will be making the
mistake of their lives if they do not
instantly call round at their news-
agent’s and invest twopence in this
mammoth budget of Christmas
literature.

YOUR EDITOR (H. E.).
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A greatly reduced facsimile of “Val's” Cover for our Christmas Number,

Maxweli Scoit's Latest amnd Best School Serial,
Commiences Next Tuesday in Our

BOXING NOTES.

By J. G. B. Lynch,
T is curious, whent you eome {fo
l think about it, how easy it is to
overbalance when you -are
standing awkwardly on your two
feet. In boxing this is fatal.

If you follow out the rules you
have been told about * position,” and
so forth, you won’t everbalance, but
it is difficult to remember these rules
in t’l’xe thick of a hard rally or “mix-
up. b 5
Yet a boxer is easily liable to get
into an awkward position, such as
with crossed legs—that is, the right
foot in front of the left, when it
ought to be behind. Then quite a
light tap on the head will send him
to the floor, and the resulting
shake-up will be far from pleasant.

If, however, the blow that sends a
badly balanced boxer to the boards
is a_hard one, he will stand a very
good ‘chance of being seriously
damaged, for he will strike

“his head against the ficor.

So the keeping of the left foot in
front is a very important rule to
remember always.

Never stand ‘‘square” to your
antagonist. A straight blow~ while
in such a position is liable to send you
backwards with the utmost ease.

If you keep these things in mind
you will not only refrain from
awkward positions yourself, but you
will be able to take advantage of
them in the case of your opponents.

The man you are boxing with, let
us say, dashes at you carelessly—
gharges, in fact. What should you

o?

There are two ways, and both are
good. Either stand quite still and
let him run straight on fo your
extended left hand, which will give
him a nasty punch without any
effort of yours, or else step back.
His blow will then be wasted on the
air, and as his arm stretches to its
utmost reach in search of your face
you. will step in nimbly and send
home a strong left or right. « Your
man will not be guarding, and you
will probably be able to inflict a very
hard blow.  Another time I shall
have a lot more to say on the subject
of boxers “‘charging.”

THE END.

- HOW BOYS CAN

MAKE MONEY.

N my previous chats in this series
I I have dealt with spare time em-
ployment in two directions—the
keeping of rabbits and cycle repair-
ing. This week I am going to tell
you about clerical work.

Naturally ‘enough, in considerin
clerical labour, your first thought will
be for envelope addressing. Now,
this is one of those tasks against
which I want to warn you. Gener-
ally speaking, it is ill-paid work, and
it 1s so dreary and monotonous that
unless one is well-paid, it is not worth
undertaking at all. Sometimes a boy
will get envelope addressing through
influence from a private individual at
a fair price; in this case, I would
say do the work by all means.

Really handsome pay is to be
earned by a bright boy who can save
up and purchase himself a typewriter.
The demand for skilful typists is an
increasing ‘one, and there are always

good second-hamd machines
to be bought quite cheaply, as the ad-
vertisements 1n our newspapers will
show. Having mastered the intrica-
cies of typewriting, a boy should find
little difficulty in obtaining work. He
may be so fortunate as to get an in-
troduction to a solicitor or author, in
which case there should be a goodly
batch of work forthcoming.
Authors’ MS. is usually charged at
9d. per thousand words, including
paper. Then there are always trades-
men and others who would like their
letters typed, and if you cannot get a
start by influence, you should
advertise. >

Copying circulars by means of a
hecktograph (the recipe has appeared
countless times in' THE Boys’ FrIEND)
is a splendid spare time task, and I
have heard of many smart boys with

" a knowledge of book-keeping putting

in their leisure hours keeping trades-
men’s accounts. It is surprising that
there are still so many tradesmen
who do not know much about the art
of keeping accounts.

A quick, clear writer, a boy with a
good head for figures, or a lad with a
typewriter can always make pocket-
money, and there should be no dearth
of clerical labour for the boy whe
seeks it and who can be relied upon.

THE END,
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OF HIS LIFE.

_ No. 6 of Our Grand “LADS O LONDON'’ Series.

ARRY FORTESCUE looked

THE CHANCE
H very depressed as he stood
before his dead father’s

solicitor, and learned that there was
not a peanny for his support.

“You don’t seem to have learned
anything useful at school,” said the
solicitor harshly, “so you will have
to start as an office-boy at ten
shillings weekly. I will give you a
letter of introduction, then you must
fend for yourself!”

While his father lived, Harry had
often received ten shillings a week
as pocket-money, and he was quite
dismayed to hear how small his
wages wotild be.

“Still, other people have been
office-boys and risen to be great
men,” he said to himself stoutly, as
he started off towards Fleet Street
with the lawyer’s letter in his pocket.

Without difficulty he found the big
building where the ¢ Daily Pic-
torial >’ was housed.

He had to wait more than an hour
before the manager sent for him. He
was a tall man, with the same quick
look about his face which marked
everybody in the ¢ Pictorial’’ build-
ing, from the office-boys up. His first
keen scrutiny of Harry Fortescue
seemed to satisfy him, for he asked
very few questions.

“ Your guardian says you are the
son of the late Wilfred Fortescue,”
he said kindly. ‘“He was a rich
man at one time, I remember; but,
vou know, I expect, that he worked
his way up from the bottom.”

““ Yes, sir,” said Harry.

“Well, you will do the same, I
hope.”

The
cheeks.

“Do you think I may, sir?”’ he
asked cagerly.

“TIt rests with yourself, my lad.
1 was an office-boy in a newspaper
office, and so was the editor of this
paper. We've both got on, so why
shouldn’t you? But you've got to
be smarter than the other boys if
you want to rise. You must be keen
as mustard, and never miss a
chance !”

Before he had been therc a weel,

Harry understood -why  everybody
looked so brisk. Omne end all they
were watching for promotion just as
he was himself,
. All the other boys had parents to
support them, but Harry had nothing
but his wages. He paid seven
shillings and sixpence weekly to the
mother of one of the other boys to
take him in, and often went hungry
all day because he had not a copper
to buy himself some lunch.

But he gloried in the life!

He held up his head proudly when
he walked down Fleet Street past
the offices of other papers, for he
knew that the ¢ Pictorial’” was
better than any. One day he had a
fight with a boy from a rival paper,
and came off victor. Unfortunately,
the ““ Pictorial ” editor passed just
then, and that night he sent for
Harry.

“You're making a bad start,
aren’t you?” he gaid very sternly.

“ But please, sir, he had the cheek
to say their rotten ‘Daily View’
was better than our paper,” said
Harry, with flashing eyes, “so I
punched him till he took it back!”

To his relief the editor burst into
a roar of laughter, and handed him
a shilling.

About a fortnight later there was
a row in the ¢ Pictorial ” office. It
was not often they occurred, kbut
when they did everybody trembled in
their shoes. As Harry sat waiting
in the messengers’-room, he heard
the sound of hurrying feet running
in all directions, next the deep, bass
voice of the editor, raised like the
bellow of an angry bull, came echo-
ing through the corridors.

¢ Oh, lor, someone’s going to get
it I”” said one of the lads, trembling.
1 do hope he’s not coming here!”

Next moment the door was flung
violently open, and a long-haired
man stormed in, his brow as black
as thunder.

“ Where the dickens have all the
photographers got to?” he demanded
fiercely. “TI've sent a dozen boys to
find one, and they’'ve all failed.
There are twenty photographers on
the staff. Where have they all got
to?”

“Beg pardon, sir, but you sent
five off yourself only an hour ago,”
said one of the boys.

The editor tore his hair.
and the information was
They’ve all gone’on a wrong
scent. - The finest scoop of this year
will be lost if a photographer can’t

colour flamed to Harry's

“Sexton Blake, Spy!”

sta',r’t within ten minutes to attend to
it!

From his corner Harry listened to
what was said. He fully understood
that this was a great emergency. It
was, in fact, a chance for a smart
photographer to leap at—just such a
chance as he was waiting for. With
eager eyes he sprang at it.

Jumping briskly to his feet, he
said quickly:

“I'm a photographer, sir. Won't

o?

”‘6 You !’3 .

The editor stared at him for a
moment before he recognised him.

““You are the lad who fought and
licked a ¢ Daily View’ boy,” he mur-
mured. * Well, they’re going to beat
us now if we aren’t careful. What
sort of photos can you take? Dirty
smudges, all over finger-marks? Is
that the kind of thing you think will
do for me?”

“No, sir!” said Harry, firing up
indignantly.  “I've used a Goertz
Anschutz, and taken prizes at ex-
hibitions for photos of horses
jumping.”

“The dickens you have!” said the
editor eagerly. “Then perhaps
you'll do.”

For a moment only he hesitated,
then :

“ Follow me!” he said.

Breathlessly, Harry listened to a
wonderful and romantic story. It
seemed that news had just come from
the “Daily Pictorial’s” correspon-
dent in Spain that King Alfonso had
been compelled to fly for safety just
as King Manuel of Portugal did
some time before.

“King Alfonso’s bolted over the
frontier into France,”’ sai the
editor, “and is now on his way to
‘England in a Havre fishing-boat. He
will land at the Lizard in the morn-
ing, and it must be your business to
get photographs without fail to go
tnto to-morrow’s paper.”’

“1 will, sir!” said Harry firmly,
though he had not the ghost of an
idea of how he would contrive to
manage it.

Five minutes later Harry ran
down the stairs with a camera over
his shoulders and a pocket full of

gold, and entered a waiting taxicab.

Speeding through the streets at a
splendid pace, he just caught the
9.50 p.m. night express to Cornwall.

All night he travelled in the
swiftly-moving train, and just before
seven in the morning stepped out-at
Redruth Junction, from which he
caught another train to Helston.
From that point he chartered a
powerful motor-car, and sped through
the morning mist to the Lizard.

He did not even stop for any
breakfast, but went straight to the
quay. He was earning his promo-
tion, and had no thought of hunger.

“1 want a tug to take me to sea

at once,”” he said to a burly
fisherman.
. - . L L] -

9%

“T say, isn’t it jolly rough

Out at sea, in the squat tug he had
chartered at the Lizard, Harry gazed
shudderingly at the dashing breakers
which foamed on the churning sea
when they left harbour.

“Yes, it's -rough enough ahead
there, in all conscience,” replied the
weatherbeaten skipper. “Do you
see those dark patches which just
show when the waves go down a bit?
Those are rocks on which a dozen
vessels have been wrecked. They're
right in the fairgay, too. It's an
awkward part for sirangers.”

Harry looked at them, and a
shiver ran through him. But just
then something further out at sea
attracted his attention. It was a
bright red sail.

“ What’s that?”’ he demanded ex-

citedly.

“If my old eyes don’t fail me
that’s a Froggy,”’ replied = the
skipper. . “By the lines of her I

should say that she came from St.
Malo.” .

He was standing on the bridge
of the tug, with the clever lad be-
side him, wrapped in an oilskin
jacket, for the wind was bitter and
a heavy sea kept the sturdy tug
awash.

“ Hurrah !” cried Harry, blinking
the salt spray from his eyes. The
editor had told him that the King
of Spain had fled over the French
frontier, and set sail for England in
a fishing-boat, in the hope of reach-
ing Wood Norton—where his friend,
the King of Portugal, was living—
without anyone Lknowing he had
landed. But Xing Alfonso had
reckoned without the enterprise of
the English Press. Harry rightly

gueised that he was in the red-sailed
oat.

Greatly excited, he kept his eyes
glued on it.

“ Bring the tug up closer to her,”
he begged, “ and I can get a snap as
she sails past.”

But the skipper’s face was grim
as he surveyed the course of the
French boat.

-‘“There’s some lubber at the helm
who doesn’t know this coast,” he
murmured. ‘““They’re  heading
straight for Sunken Rock.”

There was that in his tone which
made Harry shiver,

‘“ Are they in danger, then?” he
queried.

‘“Follow my finger,” replied the
skipper, pointing to a place where
the waves were crested with white
foam. ¢ That is the Sunken Rock.
It is barely two feet beneath the
water, and the ship which strikes on
it is lost. I must warn those
Froggies, or it will be too late.”

Unslinging his megaphone from the
rail on the bridge where it hung, he
put it to his lips and sent words of
hoarse command ringing over the
water.

But the whistle of the wind
drowned his voice, or else those
aboard the little vessel failed to
understand, for the red-sailed boat
continued upon its course.

Through a pair of binoculars
Harry studied the figures on the
other boat. To his amazement he
saw that there was a lady on board.
As they drew nearer he recognised
the English face of Queen Ena her-
self.

¢ Merciful Heavens ! The Queen of
Spain, who was an English princess,
is there as well?”’ he. cried out.
“What can we do to save them?”’

Once more the skipper’s roar rang
out.

‘* Breakers ahead!”

But on the Frenchman they evi-
dently thought that the English tug
merely wished to offer them a tow,
for a raucous voice shouted back :

“Ve know the vay. Ve not vant
any help.”

“Yes you do, you confounded
Froggy !” growled the skipper. “And
I must manage to give it you some-
how !””

With a sharp turn of the wheel he
changed the tug’s direction, and
headed her *straight for Sunken
Rock. >

“Good heavens, yon'll sink us!”’
gasped Harry,

“1. hope not,”” repled
skipper grimly; “but I've got to
take the risk, or there’ll be no hope
of saving a soul on board that boat.”

Cool and calm, in the face of
possible death, the skipper headed to-
wards the rocks and signalled down
to the engine-room: * Full speed
ahead!” Harry realised then that
he intended to try and head off the
French boat before she struck the
rocks.

It was a desperate risk. 4

But Harry felt no thrill of fear. It
seemed to him a fine thing to take
part in such a thriling adventure.

Through his binoculars he studied
the other boat, and saw that they
were getting excited, for there
seemed every prospect of a collision.
The French was in the bow

the
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of his boat making himself hoarse
with rage as he stormed at the tug’s
commander.

“You'll get a cold bath to cool
your rage presently,” said the tug’s
captain grimly, “if you don’t bring
up pretty soon.”

Through his glasses Harry could
see that King Alfonso was standing
holding on to the rigging, and gazing
towards the tug with puzzled eyes.
Beside him was Queen Ena, and be-
hind them again two queerly-dressed
nurses in charge of three little
children.

With a shudder he realised that
the boat was still heading straight
for the rock. Unless something hap-
pened soon nothing could save all
aboard the French boat from de-
struction.

““ Now, then!” snapped the skipper
when the rocks were only a cable’s
length ahead.

With a sharp twist of the wheel he

cut right across the sailing-boat’s
course.

“Sacre!” screamed the French
skipper.

Like monkeys, his men leapt at the
sail and brought it crashing to the
deck. Nevertheless, the boat had
so much way on her that she coursed
on and struck the tug’s side with a
resounding crash. Just in time, how-
ever, the hands had got fenders out,
so that little harm was done.

* What is the meaning of this out-
rage 7’ demanded the King of Spain,
leaping aboard the tug at the
moment of impact, and shaking his
fist at the skipper.

“ It means,” said the latter, point-
ing to the churning sea between
them and the land, ‘that I have
saved you and all on board from a
horrible death.”

When the king understood the
awful peril in which he and his queen
had stood, he turned very pale. Then
he clasped their hands in turn.

“You have saved our lives!” ex-
claimed King Alfonso, gripping
Harry’s hand tightly. ** How can I
reward you both ?”’

Harry’s eyes burned bright with ex-
citement. Here was another chance,
and he was quick to take it.

“So far as I am concerned, your
Majesty,” said he, “if you will give
me a message to the people of Eng-
land, to be published in the ‘Daily
Pictorial,” that will be the finest re-
ward you could possibly give me!”

For a moment only the king hesi-
tated, then he said heartily :

“ Very well; you may tell my good
friends  the English that I have not
run away from the Revolutionaries.
I am coming only to put the queen
and children in safe hands, before
going tc Wood Norton. I mean to
arrange with King Manoel of
Portugal that he and I shall join
forces, and fight to .regain our
kingdoms, or die in the attempt.”

Harry had been long enough in a
newspaper office to know how pleased
the editor would be. His heart beat
high with excitement.

“If your Majesty would deign to
write that message,”” he said timidly,
encouraged by Queen Ena's kind
smile.

* Certainly,”
did so.

Then King Alfonso decided to pay

said the king, and

s —~—— 3

The sail came crashin
King of

g
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-wrecked him, and let him go.

the Frenchman who had so nearly
With
his queen and the little princes, he
came aboard the tug, which forth-
with steamed back to the Lizard. Be-
fore they reached the shore where a
big covered motor-car was in wait-
ing for him, he posed a dozen times
for Harry Fortescue,to take pictures
him.

‘“And what is your plan now?”
asked Queen Ena, of Harry, when
they landed.

“I must get to Redruth in time to
catch the noon train from Penzance,
your Majesty,” said the young photo-
grapher.

“Then we will take you so far,”
said the king. :

This was better luck than he had
hoped for..

“What grand news this will all
make !” thought Harry joyfully, as
they ate up the ground and landed
him at Redruth in good time for his
train.

After sending a telegram to the
editor stating that he had succeeded,
he entered the luncheon-car, and did
justice to a hearty meal. It was the
best he had had for a month, and he
had earned it.

Never in his life had a journey
seemed so long to Harry. Long be-
fore reaching London he had written
down every detail of his experience.

Through the busy streets he
buzzed, and down brightly-lichted
Fleet Strect. It was twenty to cleven,
however, before Harry stood in the
presence of the editor. Before doing
anything else the head of the paper
sent the photos to be developed in the
preper department.

“ Hurry up,” he said, “we go to
press at twelve!”
~Then he found time to glance
through ~what Harry had written
before it went to the printér. When
he saw the message, which the king
himself had written, he laid his hand
on Harry's shoulder.

“You’re a journalist born, my
lad,” he said, in a ringing voice.
“This shall be reproduced in the
king’s own writing. How much
money d’you think you've earned for
yourself to-day?”

“I don’t know, sir.”

“Twenty-five pounds. Work such
as this is worth paying well for. Re-
port to me in the morning, and you
shall be put on the photographers’
staff, with a twelve months’ agree-
ment."”’ .

Almost in a dream, Harry left the
editorial sanctum.  Then another
journalist took possession of him,
and took him to the room where
blocks were being made for printing
pictures.  Already his plates had
been developed and dried in methy-
lated spirit. There was a brilliant
violet light in the room, more power-
ful than daylight. With eager
interest Harry watched the process.

* Hurry up—hurry up ! The paper’s
waiting for you!” called the master
printer to those who were making
Harry’s blocks. “If you’re not
quick we shall miss our trains.”

It seemed marvellous to the boy
that a great paper should be kept
waiting till his own work was ready
to go through.

** Just ready,” said the artist, who
was engaged on the fine work of
trimming off the blocks. *They’'re
beauties, too.”

¢ Can I see them printed ?”” Harry
asked eagerly.

““ Certainly.”

The machines had just started
when they entered. With a roar like
thunder the great rollers turned,
and miles of paper began to whiz
between them. At one end of the room
they saw the blank paper go in, and
at the other the ‘ Daily Pictorial ”’
issued forth, beautifully printed and
counted out in dozens.

As the first lot emerged, Harry
seized -one and opened it at the
centre. There was a whole page of
his own work.

“I say, I am lucky!” he said to
the man who was showing him
round.

“Lucky, be blowed!” replied the
other. ‘“You saw your chance and
seized it, and now you're a made
man.”

And that is just about the truth of
it after all. Lendon lads can’t afford
to leave much to luck. They must
watch with keen eyes while the great
city hums about them. Sooner or
later the chance of their lives will
come, as it came to Harry Fortescue,
and if they miss it, it may ncever come
again. He is certainlydestined to climb
very high in the world of newspapers;
again. He is certainly destined to
climb very high in the world of news-
papers.

THE END.
(Seme grand complete stories in Our Christ-
mas Nummber next Tuesday.)
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How Sexton Blake Mastered the
Mob.

2=, TOP!”
With the clearness of a
clarion’s note Sexton

Blake’s voice rang out—so loud and
commanding that the foremost men,
who had already mounted the steps
to assail him, paused, and the great
mob at their backs swayed and cam
to a standstill. .

Like some lonely tower upon a
sea-girt rock, defying the element
that threatened its destruction, stcod
_ the great detective. ‘And never did
he show his amazing power over the
passions of men so well as in that
monient of dire peril. | :

His very presence, his tall, athletic
figure—noble and commanding, in
spite of the humble garb he wore—

riveted the eyes of all upon him in

_a sort of awestruck , fascination;
making the most reckless and most
thoughtless there feel that this was
no common man, but a being superior
to themselves, born with the right to
guide or command.

He raised his hand aloft, and a
hush fell upon the crowd, so noisily
clamouring for violence but the in-
stant before.

Then came his clear, rich voice
again :

“Stop! In the name of Heaven

let us have no more violence! You

SEXTON BLAKE: FOREMAN, £

Concluding Chapters of our

Grand Serial of the Great

Detective, and His Assistants
Tinker and Pedro.

have seen how a few fiery words, the
Grst rash blow—like the spark that
sets a great city in flames, and levels
it to ashes—can start a riot that has
finally: quénched in blood. What!

Have you so soon forgotten that
terrible Sunday_night? So soon—
when the ear is  still freshly-

turned upon the graves of those who
fell in that mad outbreak?”

He paused, and a muffled murmur
ran through the great crowd.

“If you have indeed forgotten the
awful lesson of that night, look upon
this building at my_back, and think
what has just passed within its walls.
Upwards of thirty men—your neigh-
bours, and but a few short days ago
as free as you are now—will go from
hence to fetters; to pass years—
precious years—of their lives in gaol.
And for what?”’

“ Because of you an’ your tribe,
an’ those works up yonder!” cried
a man from the rear of the crowd.

The mob began a swelling roar of
assent, but Sexton Blake’s voice rang
cut above it: :

“No. It was a fool or a rogue
who said that. These men will go
to gaol, like those others went. to
their graves, because a few
scoundrels — with one greater
scoundrel than all to guide them—
led them on, step by step, to that

mad night’s work just to.gain an evil
end of their own.”

He paused again, and this time the
crowd was silent.  His words.were
going home.

« Think what blind, misguided
fools you have been,” he said. ** Look
back, and recall how often, when the
winter frosts locked up the river and
the streams, and your wheels stocd
still, you have sat idle by your fire-
less grates, starving, and seeing your
wives and children starve, because
you could work no more until the
thaw came and the waters -ran
again.”

“That’s a true word,”’ came a
voice from the throng, followed by
an assenting murmur.

“Then think again,” * continued
Blake; * think how, when the long
hot, rainless summer days had made
the river run low and foul, and the
btooks had vanished, and your
buckets rattled in dry wells; when
the rich bought water at the price of
wine, and the poor were glad to
gather the last few drops from .a
stinking ditch; and how disea
always followed, and thinned you
out like cattle in the time of plague.
Think of all that !’

“It’s all true! It’s all true!” de-
.clared another voice from the crowd.
And again that murmur of assent
arose.

“ And these new waterworks are
to change all thot—put an end to
these old-time evils for ever!” said

Blake.  “ New mills will be built,
that will run the whole year round,
in spite of Nature’s changes. There
need be no more men out of work-in

! the winter-time ; no more women and

children sobbing in cold, fireless
rooms for the food that their hus-
bands cannot earn.”

A bit of cheering followed this;
but Blake raised his hand, speaking
again whilst he had the tide with
him: *

“And in hot, dry summers there
will be no more draining of water
from filthy ditches. For, all the year
round, month in and month out, rain
or draught, frost or heat, there will
be an ample supply—pure and con-
stant—in the homes of the poorest
among you.” .

There was more cheering at this—

louder, and only ceasing when
Blake’s upraised hand was seen
again.

“ All this, the new water scheme—
which you have reviled, and some of
vou even helped in a mad attempt to
destroy—all this it will bring about,
and that at no distant day. Now,
choose between us,” he said, making
his powerful voice ring wide over the
market-place; “ we, who are striving
to bring all this good to your doors,
and the lying wvillains who would
poison your ears against us, and
whose falsehoods have led you to the
violence—that ends in this.”

He paused suddenly, for his quick
ear had caught the sound first—the
solemn notes of the Funeral March,
coming from afar.

The crowd became hushed to abso-
lute stillness, awe spread over the
face of every man,

Louder and louder it swelled, that
grand, and mournfully-familiar
strain.

The brass instruments gave it forth
like the voices of strong men crying
aloud in their grief; the flutes and
fifes with an undertone like the wail-
ing of women: Then the drum—the
deep, measured boom of the drum,
that seemed to throb again in the
heart of each who heard it.

The crowd parted of its own ac-
cord, making a broad lane across the

square. Then the head of the
funeral procession appeared.

Another echo of that dreadful
Sunday night. :

It was the funeral of a mounted
constable, who had been wounded in
the riot, and lingered long, only to
die at last. Having been an Army
Reservist, he was given full military
honours.

A troop of mounted police rode
first, their horses stepping slowly to
the solemn notes of the band that
followed—the full band of the regi-
ment quartered at Slagford barracks.
Then came the hearse, with a file of

ing on either side.

After this came the dead man’s
horse, the empty riding-boots re-
versed in the stirrups. The animal,
led by a constable, went past
with drooping head, as if it knew

spring into the saddle again.
Then came another body of police,
and then the mournful procession

walls formed by the great hushed
crowd, the head of every man un-
covered as it passed. :

It had no sooner left the market-
place, and the solemn music still re-
verberated in the air, when three
prison-vans cameé out of the court-
house yard and were driven swiftly
down the living lane. :

They boré the convicted rioters to
gaol.

Thus Sexton Blake’s impressive
words were -doubly driven home, an
the lesson yas not lost. :
_The great crowd broke up in
silence and rapidly dispersed. The
market-place was almost deserted
when Sexton Blake came down the
steps and made his way across it.

Then, from the shadow of a portice
under which he had larked after
picking -himself up, Squire Ardoise
came forth. He shook his fist at the

and muttered, or rather hissed be-
tween his set teeth:
“ Yes, you have defeated me once
again. But the end is not yet. Look
(Continued on the next page.)

HOW TO DEVELOP MUSGLE.

A Superb Series of Article
BOYS' FRIEND by

HIS weck, “by request’’—as

I the niggers say at the seaside
: .—I address a few words to
you on the subjects of boxing and
wrestling. 1 suppose every boy at
some period of his youth aspires to
become a clever boxer, and most boys
make some attempt to realise their
ambition.

Hither sport calls for pluck and
endurance, and the boy who has
fought has way—to use a popular
phrase—at efther of these healthy
exercises will, nine times out of ten,
b= a better man in every way than
his more timorous fellow.

It is, of course, impossible for me
in this short article to give you any
teaching in these arts, and even if it
were, you would find that an hour
‘“in the ring’”’ would teach you far
more and the knowledge would be
more permanent than studying the
written word for a week.

A healthy skin-action is one of the
most necessary ends to secure when
training, and the best way to ensure
this is by systematic exercise, which
not only opens the sweat-glands in a
natural ~manner  and - works all
impurities out of the system, but
improves the strength and fitness of
the muscles. A “grand perspira-
tion ” is a fine cleanser, but it should
be secured by natural means.

Twenty minutes’ exercise in the
morning, an hour’s walking, running,
skipping, or boxing during the day,
followed by a quick cold bath and
a brisk rub down, will cause a
wonderful improvement in condition
in a very short time.

With reference to diet, let this be
of a plain character. .

Alcohol should be "avoided, sweet
foods should be taken sparingly, and
there must be no smoking.

Get all the fresh air you can, and
‘all the outdoor exercise also. When
walking make the most of it by in-
haling—through the nose and ex-
haling through the mouth—forcibly,
getting large “draughts” of air into
the lungs so as to expand the chest
“to its full extent.

Carry out these few rules regu-
larly, remember the old adage
“early to bed and early to rise,” and
act on it, perform the exercises here
given six days a week, and at the

““The New Broom,”

s Specially Writtéﬂ gr the
EUGEN SANDOW.

conclusion of your training you will
be'in a far fitter condition than you
have ever been before in  your life.

Below I give you an exercise which
is much more powerful than it looks
at the Ffrst glance. It greatly
strengthens the shoulder muscles,
also the chest” and upper abdominal
muscles, so is a very fitting one for
the present article. -

Keep the arms stretched to their
fullest extent; put plenty of “go”
into the movement, as if you were
raising a heavy weight with one
hand, and had to overcome consider-

able resistance in lowering the other
hand.

ExeRCISE 13.—READY POSITION.

Same as Exercise 2.

MovEMENT: Raise the right hand
forward to the level of the shoulder,
reaching forward as far as possible
without moving the body. = Lower
the bells to original position (bells
must not touch thighs, and at the
same time raise the left arm. Avoid
swing.

Note.—The action is that of placing
the bell on a shelf just beyond the
reach. Muscles: Deltoid, serratus
magnus, and upper pectorals.
(Another splendid *“Sandow” article in our

Christmas Number Next Tuesday,

‘the Brazilian humming-bird.

 THINGS A
BOY SHOULD KNOW.

#5% HERE s nothing more likely
. to injure & boy’s eyesight
than te read in bed at night.

The smallest bird in the world is
It 1s

but little larger than a bee.

A locomotive consists of mnearly
6,000 separate pieccs.

When Scotland was invaded by the
Danes, a night surprise was
attempted. To make a success of the
manceuvre, the Danish  soldiers
marched barefooted until one of them
happened to-tread on a thistle. This
caused him to cry out, and his yell
gave away the surprise attack: The
Scots at once took to arms and de-
feated their enemy, and from that
day the thistle has beer the national
emblem.

The greatest height ever reached
by a balloon was 26,000 feet. Two
of the three aeronauts who made this
ascent were suffocated.

The oldest League football clubs
are Notts County, Notts Forest, and
Sheffield Wednesday.

The exiled King of Portugal has
only lately celebrated his twenty-first
birthday.

It costs £10 a week to run a high-
powered touring motor-car, including
the driver’s wages.

This is the week when poultry
fanciers like to make their first set-
tmfs of eggs. In this way the chicks
will be hatched about January Ist,
and so may be entered at shows as
birds of the new year.

An apple-tree is practically worn
out at thirty years, but a cherry will
bear for more than sixty years, whilst
mulberries will remain fruitful for a
couple of centuries.

Here is a splendid recipe  for
squeaky boots: Fill a shallow"dish
with boiled linseed-cil, and stand the
boots in it for a couple of days so
that the soles may become thoroughly
saturated. -

Only one boy in about three hun-
dred grows to be six feet in height.

The late Prince Consort was the
first to introduce Christmas-trees into
this country.

Many years ago the choir-boys of
Ripon enjoyed the privilege of selling
apples at twopence apiece to the
members of the congregation after
the service on Christmas morning.

THE END.
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To Get the Pathfinder’'s Badge.

NE of the most important

O badges for you fellows to aim
at is the Pathfinder’s.

In the first place, until you’ve won
it, you can’t be a King’s Scout. And
in the second place, pathfinding and
knowledge of the country is just the
very thing that a scout ought to
“shine” in above everything else.
Here are one or two hints on how to
get it:

A Good Game,

The boys in my troop start training
for this badge by playing map-ganies
in the evenings and on wet afterncons

We get a large scale-map of the
district round about our head-
quarters, and mark on it the two-
mile circle inside which the path-
finder has to know every road, lane,
and footpath. If
youre in a town,
you know, it 1s
only cne mile.

Themapislaid
on the table, and
the fellows get
round it so that
they can all see
it comfortably.

Then the first
chap looks at the
map and calls
out the name of a street or road some-
where within the circle, ~The other
chaps have to try and find it withina
minute. The first one to find it scores
a point, and it is his turn to ‘‘call.” If
nobody finds it, £ llow who called
scores a point and another call.

At he end of the game—we play
for half an hour at a time—the points
are added up, and the man with the
most, of course, wins.

This is a splendid way of learning
the neighbourhood. You will be sur-
prised to find how quickly you get to
know all the different roads, until it
is practically impossible for anybody
to catch you napping. ;

How to Get There.

Then we go on to another game on
the same lines.

Each scout has a slip of paper and
a pencil. They all get round the map
in the same way as before, and the
Scoutmaster or another fellow acts as
umpire.

The Pathfinder’s
Badge.

B

He calls out two different points—
say, High Street to Oak Lane—the
pelice-station to the old mill. The
other chaps look at the map and write
down on their slips of paper the
names of the roads they would pass
through on their way from one of the
places to the other. The fellow who
puts down the best and quickest way
in the shortest time scores a point.

And so on.

_When the fellows know their own
bit of district well, we get a bigger
map and mark in the five and twenty-
five mile circles.

We play just the same games with
these, but only the principal roads and
places in the five-mile radius and the
principal towns in the twenty-five one
count.

On fine Saturdays we go out, and
each fellow in turn has to lead the
troop the nearest way to a particular
place given him somewhere within the
two-mile circle. You can go on like
this for a whole afternoon and have a
jolly time.

The Sccuts Guide-Mar-,

Now, of course, the budding path-
finder has to find out how many hay-
ricks, strawricks, waggons, horses,
cattle, sheep, and pigs there are on
the neighbouring farms; or, in a town,
where the butchers, bakers, corn-
chandlers, forage-merchants, and the
like are. And, in town or country,
where the police-stations, hospitals,
doctors, telegraph and telephone-
offices, fire-engines, turncocks, black-
smiths, and jobmasters are.

This is a bit of a job for one fellow
to tackle singlehanded, so what we
do is this:

We make a big map, and enter on
it all the different places mentioned.
Then we send out patrols to find out
the information wanted—the numbesr
of horses at a farm, and so on. This
kis all entered up ‘on the map.

Then all the chaps training for their
Pathfinder’s Badge gather their
information from this map. They
draw a similar map of their own from
| memory or from the ground, and
enter all their particulars on it just
as they learn thém from the guide-

map.
When a fellow can do all that, he

is a pretty good pathfinder.
THE SCOUTMASTER.

Crand Christmas Number.
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to it, my fine fellow! I vowed to
ruin Sidney Temple, and I'll achieve
it yet, for all your watchfulness and
skill! I have another card to play,
and it is a trump!”

in the Great Reservoir—A Terribie
Mistake.
HE river which, bridled by the

I great dam, was to fill the
: mighty reservoir and furnish
the three towns with a constant
supply of water, sprang from a lake

. in the hills about ten miles beyond
Redcliffe Dale.

This lake formed an important
item in Sexton Blake’s carefully-
worked-out scheme for partly filling
the unfinished reservoir, and giving
an early supply of water to the
towns. s

Gathering, as it did, all the rainfall
on the surrounding hills, it was
liable to rise rapidly after storms, or
in winter, when melted snow poured
into it off the hillsides.

At such times the river swept down
into the dale, a mighty foaming
‘torrent of thrice its ordinary volume.
For this to happen now would, of
‘course, mean the destruction of the
unfinished reservoir, and the letting
loose of an overwhelming flood down
Redcliff Dale, with awful conse-
quences to every homestead, town,
and village within it.

To guard against this had been
Sexton Blake’s greatest care; it had
formed the most difficult part of his
daring plan.

Under his direction a temporary lock
had been built across the river just
below where it emerged from the
lake. At the lake itself he had a
signal-station communicating with the
lock, so that the men on watch there
might give instant notice to those on
duty at the lock of a rise in the
lake’s level.

The day of the trials in Slagford
was a doubly momentous one for
him.

For upon that day it was his
intention to let the water into the
reservoir for the first time — an
anxious experiment indeed.

After returning from the town, he
mounted a horse lent him by Sir
Richard Blaise, and rode out to the
hills to inspect the lock and signal-
station. Before leaving the wdrks
he told Tinker—whom, boy though
he was, he left in charge as the one
he could trust best of all—to open
the great valve and let the water
into the reservoir at a certain hour.

Proud of the trust reposed in him
by his great master, Tinker took
every precaution to guard against
the least mischance.

The enormous valve, sitnated in
the bottom of the reservoir néar the
centre, was operated by a chain
passing over a series of pulleys to a
drum in the engine-house at the far
end of the great dam.

The éngineer in charge had been
told at” what moment precisely to
raise the valve, and about half an
hour before that time Tinker thought
he would make a complete tour of
the works to see that everything was
in order down to the least detail.

Taking 2 lantern with him—for it
was now late in the evening, and
quite dark—he started off on his
rounds.

His chief care was the great valve
atself—to see that the chain was free,
and the lifting-gear in perfect order
at the lower part. To ascertain this,

- he had to descend into the reservoir
itself—some fifty feet deep—by the
iron ladder at the side.

It was a weird place the bed of
that huge reservoir by night.

Above—far, far above—shone the
wan night sky—a vast oblong patch
of lightish grey that seemed to
actually rest upon the towering black
walls of that stupendous tank. For
such it was—by far the most enor-
mous ever built by man.

The light, iron bridge which
spanned it from side to side, seemed
from that depth to be but a thing of
packthread, a frail thing that a crow,
alighting upon it might have broken
wwith his weight.
" ¥Yet Tinker knew that it was
strong enough to bear a score of
amen.
© The floor of the reservoir, evenly
spread with pure. white sand, re-
minded Tinker—as he tramped across
it lantern in hand—of part of the

reat Desert, over which he had
ravelled with Sexton Blake some
jfime ago—it was so vast, so grey,
and so lonely.

f But he did not et such dreamy
ithoughts interfere with the duty he
jhad come there to fulfil.
: He went from one pulley to
janother along the fength of the great
chain as it passed across the bed of
fthe reservoir on short iron pillars

“Sexton Blake,

until it reached the huge valve in
the middle.

He found all as it should be, and
the valve itself—shut now—seemed to
be in perfect order.

He leant over, lantern in hand, to
cxamine if the lid of the valve was
free of stones or loose, forgotten bolts.
As he was thus engaged, standing
close to the rim of the valve, with the
chain lying in slack coils at his feet,
he was startled by a distant, clanking
sound, followed by a sharp, rattling
noise.

The chain was in motion! = The
engineer had forgotten, or misunder-
stood, the precise moment when he
was to start the lifting gear!

Anyway, it was an error with fear-
ful consequences for Tinker.

He had no time to leap aside. A
coil of the chain closed round his
ankles, and he was helplessly dragged
along wuntil the first pulley was
reached. There it pinned him against
the upright iron pillar in which the
pulley worked, and finally stopped.

Tinker managed to get upon his
fuet, and tried, until his fingers bled
with the effort, to loosen the coil of
the chain from round his degs.

In vain. Had it been a solid iron
manacle riveted there his efforts could
not have been more unavailing.

He desisted at last, knowing it to
be hopeless, and leant, exhausted, the
blood streaming
from his torn
fingers, against
the iron pillar,
like a helpless
captive chained
to the stake.

Hark! What
was that?

A rumbling
sound, like the
fall of a cataract
—the gush of a
mighty mass of
water. The valve
was open, and
the water pour-
ing in! 4

The  reservoir
would fill. The
water would rise,
as he knew all
too well, at the
rate of several
inches a minute.
And he was a
helpless prisoner
at its lowest
depth !

He shouted and
shouted again,
until  his voice
broke and he
could shout no
more.

It was useless.
The lofty walls
threw back his
despairing cry as
if in  mockery.
But he knew no
human voice
vould answer ;
none were near
enough to hear
him.

And then—then
—— Ah, merci-
ful Heaven! He

circle appear ;
around him; afar as yet, but creep-
ing nearer, near, over the dull grey
sand

It was the slow, bual certain, clos-

ing in of death!
I ing, creeping on and on, inch
by inch, and to be powerless to
avert it—that is indeed a bitter thing !

Yet such was Tinker's appalling
situation now.

The middle portion of the great
reservoir’s bed, where the pair of
pulley-bearings to which he was thus
hopelessly chained happened to be
placed, was slightly higher than the
surrounding parts, and thus he got a
brief respite.

But it was brief indeed !

The inlet valve by which the water
was now entering was of greab size,
made so purposely, because otherwise
the reservoir, owing to its immense
g:illpamty, would have taken weeks to

A Nobie Atonement.
O see death stealthily approach-

The water therefore poured in ai
the rate of hundreds of gallons per
minute—an enormous stream fully six
feet in diameter. :

Tinker could hear it gushing over
the rim of the valve, rising to the
height of several feet, and falling upon
the bed of the reservoir with a crush-
ing sound, mingled with the hiss of
its own spray. :

But the crashing sharpness of the
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saw a glistening G asrsrsrrmm—"

sound rapidly grew less and less, and
was succeeded by a dull, booming
noise, like that made by the fall of a
cataract into a mountain pool locked
in by surrounding rocks.

And asthose rocks would have
beaten back the roar of the fall in a
thousand echoes, so did the lofty walls
of the reservoir repeat that hollow
boom, until it became one mighty
roar, like unbroken peals of loudest
thunder—a deafening, maddening
sound that made the boy’s head throb
as though some giant hand was
showering blows upon it.

But the noise became gradually
muffled, and finally ceased. The
water had risen to the level of the
valve’s rim—had, in fact, covered it.

Tinker well knew what that meant.

The rim of the valve was about four
fest above the surface of the reser-
voir'’s bed at its lowest part; that
would be almost exactly level with his
feet, where he stood, the helpless cap-
tive of an evil chance, upon the
higher portion.

It could only be a matter of minutes
now ere the water reached him !

He stooped, and once more battled
with the chain to unloose its deadly
grip. It defied his mangled fingers as
before, and he was compelled to
desist. That at least was hopeless.

He tried once more to raise a shout
for help. But his voice broke in a

“Can ’'Oo Mend My Dolly ?”

Tt was answered !

He heard a veice—a voice that
sounded queerly familiar, like one out
of a dream—calling in response from
the distant edge of the reservoir; then
came the pat, pat of running feet
upon the granite wall, at last ringing
on the slender iron bridge above his
head.

He looked up. A dark form was
bending over the rail, a face—an in-
distinct blur in the gloom—was
looking down.

“ Anybody below there?’ came the
voice again. And he knew it now;
it was the voice of Sam Bleek—Slimy
Sam! His old enemy!

But enemy or dearest friend, the
voice was music to him now.

“Yes, yes!” he shouted back,
making his now cracked voice as
strong as he could. ¢ It is I—Ted
Packer! The valve-chain has got me
by the foot! I can’t get away, and
the water will soon be over me!”

“ Ted Packer!’ he heard the name
ejaculated from above. And his heart
sank. What if Slimy Sam, learning
who it was, turned away and left him
to his fate! This terrible doubt was
soon solved.

“ Throw up one of yer hands so’s
I can make out where yer are!” cried
the lad above. * Then look out, 'cos
I'm comin’ !”
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feeble croak, and again the echoes
came back in cruel mockersy.

Looking up, he searched with strain-
ing eyes the far-stretching brim of the
huge reservoir, hoping to see some
figure passing along its edge. But
no; the hard, clear-cut line lay ruled
unbroken against the cold grey sky.

No help was there.

In dread he turned his gaze down-
ward again. He shuddered. That
darkly-glistening  circle — advanting
rapidly once the higher portion of the
bed was reached—was now within six
feet of where he stood!

In a spell of fascination as horrible
as it was intense, he began to watch
that fast-diminishing circle of dull
white sand, then left that and fell to
watching the portion of the chain that
stretched before him, counting each
link as it vanished as a moment of his
fleeting respite—told off and gone.

He tore his eyes from it at last,
thinking to fix them on the stars, be-
cause they are always calm, and speak
of hope. But the stars were gone,
the sky had clouded fast.

Then he felt an icy chill at his feet—
the first little wave lapped over them !

After that the water seemed to rise
with fearful rapidity. It was soon
level with his knees, then with his
waist. It reached his armpits, and
childishly he beat at it with his hands
—as if that would keep it down !

It covered his shoulders, and then
he managed, with the last effort of
sheer despair, to raise a loud hoarse
shout.

TUESDAY, DECEMBER 6th.

_ Tinker held up a hand, which show-
ing whitish, served to indicate his
whereabouts. Then, looking upwards,
he saw the dark figure mount upon
the almost-invisible handrail of the
bridge, remain poised there ercct for
a single second, then leave it to shoot
downwards almost as a stone mighi
drop.

A splash, so close that it sent the
water surging over his head, an in-
terval that seemed to him hours long,
then the face of Sam Bleek appeared
within a few inches of his own.

It had been a beautiful dive, neat,
daring, and well directed. *But then,
as Tinker afterwards remembered,
Sam Bleek was an expert in the art
of swimming and diving; i was his
one great accomplishment. |

For another second he held on %o
the iron bearings of the pulley at
Tinker’s side to recover his breath.
Then he panted out: o

“Hold on another jiff or so; I'm
going under agen to feel where the
chain’s got yer!”

And with a little upward jump, and
a bob like a moorhen, down he went.

‘“ He'll never do it—he’ll never do
it!” murmured Tinker, closing his
mouth and drawing his breath, for
the water was now level with his lips.

But he was out in his dismal fore-
boding.

Sam Bleeck was a powerfully-built
lad with a strength beyond his years.

His sinewy hands, once they got a
grip upon the kink in the chain, were
not to be denied. Tinker felt the tug

and the strain, as with sheer musculas
strength Sam hauled the rigid chain
back far enough to slacken it.

The well-nigh fatal circle of links
around his ankles fell away, and he
was free. He let his legs rise, and
floated, just as Sam Bleek came to the
surface.

““ Think yer can swim to the iron
ladder, Ted?” he spluttered.

. YTl try ! answered Tinker.

But he never could have managed
it without Sam’s help, for his legs
were so cramped as to be nearly use-
less. Nor could he have mounted the
almost-perpendicular ladder without
the strong arm of his once inveterats
enemy to aid him.

“Now yer've got to run like mad
or yer'll catch cold,” said Sam, when.
they had gained the top of the granite
wall.  “ Wot’s the nearest place where
yer can peel an’ git a rub down?”

‘“ There’s the office,”” said Tinker.
“Tt isn’t far, and I've got plenty of
dry togs there—ecnough for both,
Come on!”

‘“ No, I ain’t comin’,” said the other
lad, turning away his face, and speak-
ing in a strange, husky voice. *‘ You

)

cut off alone. I'll do all right. T'm
a tough 'un, T am!”’
But he shivered as he said it.
‘““You're coming with me!” de-

clared Tinker. “ I want your help.
I couldn’t walk it alone!”

Sam yielded at that, and helped
Tinker to hobble along, the latter
wondering as they went how Sam
came to turn up at that opportune
moment, for he had not been seen at
the works or anywhere in the neigh-
hourhood since that memorable
Saturday afternoon of the ‘* badger
hunt.”

When they reached the office Tinker
had almost to force Sam to euter.
But he had his way.

There was a good fire burning in the
little room at the back, and Tinker,
as he said, hadea plentiful supply of
clothes there, for latterly he. and
Sexton Blake had entirely shifted
their quarters to the iron shanty in
which the office was situated, so as to
be constantly present at the works
night and day.

The two boys soon stripped, had a
rub down, and changed into dry gar-
ments.

Just then Sexton Blake came in,
having just ridden back from his visit
of inspection at the hills. The detec-
tive stared, as well he might, at see-
ing Slimy Sam there, and an ominous
frown gathered on his face.

Sam tried to make a bolt of it, but
Tinker held his arm.

In rapid, vivid style he told Blake— -

of his grim mishap in the reservoir,
ending by grasping his late enemy’s
hand, and_ exclaiming in fervent
tones: ¢

‘“ He saved my life, sir—he saved
my life! Isn’t he a brick?”’

*“ It’s nothin’,” faltered Sam, hang-
ing his head—** it ain’t nothin’, secin’
as I went near to gittin’ yer murdered
up in them woods!”

And he would have bolted through
the doorway, but Sexton Blake
caught him by the hand, wringing it
warmly, as he said:

‘A last good deed wipes out many
bad ones! The fellow who would risk
his life for another must be.sound at
heart! Sam Bleek, there’s the
makings of a fine fellow in you. You
only want your chance!”

And in after days he saw that Sam

had it.
busy ones for Sexton Blake

I and Tinker. There were a

thousand things, great and small, still
to be completed in preparation for
the crowning event of all—the hour
when the water should be let into the
huge conduit on its way to the three
towns.

For, Sidney Temple having taken
a trip to the Continent for the
benefit of his health, the great de-
tective was still in sole command of
the works, and Tinker had naturally
become his lieutenant.

And right well both did their parts.

The men liked “ Mr. Packer,” as
Blake was now called, and worked
cheerfully under him, for his orders
were always clear and direct. He
got a thing done promptly to time,
yet he never hurried them.

And “Ted Packer” was just—as
popular with both men and boys.

One great responsibility was now
off Sexton Blake’s hands. The
stupendous bridge across the valley
was completed at last, and thrown
open to the public.

That splendid feat of enginecring
elicited a tremendous outburst of
admiration throughout the country—
indeed its fame soon spread to other
lands. But in reality it was less of a

The Great Storm.
HE days that followed wero
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marvel than the gigantic water
scheme of which it formed a part.

His hands thus set free, Sexton
Blake was able to devote his un-
divided attention to the water-works,
and they rapidly approached com-
pletion.

Cne morning—as often—he made a
complete round of the works, and
saw that but little remained to be
done.
pride, not unmingled -with a sense of
relief, that he saw the end of his
labours in Redecliff Dale well in sight.

The great dam was finished; the
filter-beds, the );unxping-statloxls, the
miles-long  conduit with its far-
spreading system of pipes—all were
completed. s :

So, too, was the vast reservoir,
although the tons of cement in the
upper part would take months of
hardening yet ere the water dare be
allowed to reach its full height.

But although only half filled, the
vast sheet of water already looked
like an inland sea, so immense was
its extent. 7

“What if that stupendous mass
broke the walls that hold it, and
poured down the valley ?”’ said Blake
to Tinker, as they stood and sur-
veyed it. ‘““ An awful thought!”

For in spite of all the precautions
he had taken, dark doubts would still
invade his mind at times.

But Tinker was not troubled with
any doubts at ail. Sexton Blake had
the ~ thing in hand, therefore it
wrong ! For Tinker’s
faith in h's great master was un-
bounded.

“TIt couldn’t happen, guv'nor—
simply couldn’t happen!” he de-
clared. ‘ You've fixed it all a jolly
sight too well! And we haven’t any
plots to fear now. The Gipsy Squire
and his gang are knocked out.
We're not likely to hear from them
again !’

But the detective had his doubts.
He was by no means so sure about
that !

Yet the days passed and nothing
went amiss. No hint of farther plot-
ting was discovered. Ralph Ardoise
might have been dead, or gone from
the country, or, at least, have
abandoned his plot against Sidney
Temple, for he gave no more signs of
evil activity. 3

The unrest that followed the riots
gradually died down. The discontent
in the towns, no longer fostered by
the agents of the Gipsy Squire, began
to burn out for want of fanning.
Tranquillity once more returned to
Redcliff Dale.

Then, as thouch man having tired
of violence, Nature was bent upon
taking her turn, there came the day
of the great storm—the mid-winter
storm which will be remembered in
Redcliff Dale and all that part of
England for many a long year to
come ! ;

Nature seemed to have thrown zll
her forces into the field that day.

In the still hours of the night
before a fog crept over the hills,
where fogs were not often seen. A
sharp frost came with the dawn, and
the surface of the water in the great
reservoir was shot across with lances
of thin ice.

Then the wind rose and blew the
fog away, revealing a sullen copper-
coloured sky, where the clouds were
so thick as to have no separate
shape.

The wind quickly increased in
violence, and came roaring over the
hills, driving through the lattice of
the great bridge across the valley
with a wild chorus of shrieks and
screams, as though a troop of witches
had ridden on the gale, and were
clinging to the iron fabric, bent on
tearing it down if they could.

Then, as suddenly as the wind had
come, came the snow.

There were no “first few flakes of
the fall ’—it seemed to burst out of
the lowering sky in a mass that
darkened the air like a premature
night, and in a few minutes the earth
was whitened far as the eye could
reach, covered many inches deep
upon the level, and piled in the drifts
to the height of a man’s waist.

Then it suddenly lulled, and even
the gale seemed to hold its breath,
as a jagged line of livid blue fire
shot across the blackness of the
heavens, and made what had been
darkness light too intense for human
eye to endure.

It was followed by a crash of
thunder that shook the solid carth.
Then came the rain!

It was mingled with the snow at
first, but that soor ceased, and the
rain fell alone. It fell not in drops,
but in heavy streams, and the snow,
rapidly as it had covered the earth,
was far more rapidly swept away,
until not a vestige remained.

The lightning and the thunder, like
the snow, did not last long; but the

It was with some  excusable

‘turning

rain, though abating- somewhat in
violence, continued to fall through-
out the whole of that memorable day.

And the darkness remained, 'so that
evening came on with nothing to
mark the change but the passing of
the hours.

Littie labour was done that day at
the works. The men crowded into
the shanties of Ginger Town, and
passed the time as best they could,
with the incessant deluge keeping up
a maddening clatter on the iron roofs
above their heads, and the- wind
threatening with each fresh gust to
uproot every one of the little build-
ings bodily and carry it away.

Sexton Blake and Tinker alone
braved the storm.

They made the round of the works.

at intervals all day long to see that
everything was safe. The great dam
Blake visid2d from hour to hour,
anxious te n.we if the water showed
any signs of rising beyond the level
he had calculated as the utmost limit
of safety.

It seemed to keep at that level in
spite of the floods that he knew must
be pouring down the hillsides into
the lake from whence the river
flowed.

On his last visit in the evening he
could detect mo change, and he
turned back to the cffice-shanty with
a sigh of relief, feeling that all was
secure; the lock he had built below
the lake was doing its work well.

When he got back, Tinker had also
returned from his round in the
opposite direction, and, stripping off
their drenched oilskins, they sat
down by the fire for a talk ‘before
in. Suddenly Blake broke
off in the midst of a remark, listening
with a startled look.

He had detected another sound
above the turmoil of the wind and
rain. Tinker had heard it too.

““ What’s that, gav’'nor?”’ he said.

“The river is rising !’ exclaimed
Blake, springing to his feet. ¢

“Can’t be—can’t-. be!” cried
Tinker. “The man at the lock
would telegraph us if it were.”

And he locked at the dial of the
telegraph on the office wall, which
communicated with the lock-house in
the hills. The needle was perfectly
steady. The warning bell had not
been rung.

Sexton Blake went over to the in-
strument and rang up the lock-
keeper. There was no. response.
Again and again! There came no
answering ring. 3 :

“There is somethirg evil in this!”
cried : Blake. “Tinker, T am going
to ride up to the lock ! Either i1t has
been swept away, house and all, and
the man with it. or this is the work
of our enemies!”

“I’m going with you, guv’nor!”
declared Tinker. And Blake did not
say him nay, for it was likely enough
that he might sorely need his help.

.

Success at Last.

HEY did not wait to resume'

their oilskins, but dashed out

just as they were, save for
storm-caps, pulled well down and
secured with strings.

Blake had a couple of horses—the
finest in Sir Richard Blaise’s stud—
kept in a temporary stable ready for
an emergency like this. They soon
had the animals saddled, and were
mounted and away.

They made a slight detour to take
a look at the dam. To his horror,
Blake saw that the water had already
mounted several feet above the safety
level, and was evidently rising fast.

‘“Ride—ride, Tinker!” he cried.
“Upon our speed depends the lives
of thousands to-night! If that dam
bursts, Heaven help the folks in
Redcliff Dale !

Tinker needed no urging.
knew the awful peril far too well.

They had neither whip nor spar,
nor did they need them. The noble
animals they bestrode seemed to
understand that this was no common
errand, but one of life or death. A%
a touch of the heel, a word, they
bounded forward, and that awful ride
began.

For awful indeed it was1

The rain beat down upon them in
sheets, blinding man and steed ;- the
terrific wind roared at them as if it
would dispute every inch of their
advance.

They rode upon the turfy bank at
the river’s side because it was the
nearest way, and they had nothing
but the roar of the swollen torrent to
guide them, the darkness being so in-
tense that eyes were useless.

At ordinary times that bank stood
some twenty feet above the stream.
Now the water washed over it in
foamy waves.

The horses splashed through it
knee-deep, and thrice were nearly

He

swept away with their riders. Yeb
Blake and Tinker dare not go farther
from the torrent. It was their only
guide.

They did not exchange a word.
They had no breath for speech.

With ecach mile they rode the
awful evidences of the effects of the
storm became more apparent. Huge
portions of the river’s bank had been
engulfed and swept down in the rush-
ing flood. Solid ground over which
Blake had ridden but the day before
was now buried under a broad sheet
of roaring, foaming water.

Once only did they draw rein dur-
ing that wild ride:

This was to rest the panting
horses before beginning the last steep
ascent towards the lock.

Blake had brought a powerful
storm-lantern, wrapped in a bit of
oilskin. This he now uncovered,
and, holding it aloft, threw its light
over the maddened swirl of waters.
He looked for wreckage from the
lock-house floating down. :

He, saw none. Uprooted trees
swept past, and now and again he
caught sight of the carcasses of sheep,
washed out of some fold up®a the
hillsides. But that was all. There

was nothing to suggest that the lock-
house had been swept away.

again, and, passing the lock, rode to
a spot close to where the river left
the lake. There its banks were of
sandstone rock, and upon one side
overhung a wild ravine, of great
depth, and with another stream
flowing through its rugged bed.

At a point on the river's bank just
above it Sexton Blake—with a
‘thought .for every emergency—had
caused a mine to be excavated and
kept charged with explosives. The
little irom shanty, to which the
electric firing-line led, was placed at
a safe distance, concealed among the
bush-grown rocks.

But Sexton Blake knew where to
find it even in that pitchy darkness:

“Lead the horses away, Tinker,”
he said, “and stand by them in case
they try to stampede when the shock
comes.”

Tinker led the animals seme two
or three hundred yards back from
the river’s bank, and there waited;
holding the bridles firmly in his
hand. Sexton Blake disappeared into
the iron shanty.

An interval of one or two seconds.
Then the earth seemed to sway and
throb ugder Tinker’'s feet. The
horses screamed and plunged. It
needed all his strength to hold them.

A dull, sustained roar followed, and

A coil of chain cl d

d Tinker's ankles and pinned him

- to the upsfight piliar.

Hé tried in vain to get free, and the

water was stealthily creeping up, inch by inch.

~ “No; this is treachery!” he mut-
tered. “Our enemies have been at
WOI",I{ here! Ride on, Tinker—ride
on!

They urged their horses up the last
steep ascent, and the lock came in
sight.

The great gates stood wide open, |

and the flood was pouring through
like a mighty cataract!

Tt was impossible to close them now
—the machinery would have been
powerless to force the gates against
that tremendous rush of water !

“I knew it! I knew it!” cried
Blake. ‘“To the lock-house, Tinker
—quick !’

The little building of iron and wood
was speedily reached. Dismounting
under shelter of its wall, they
entered, for the door stood open.
The first object which met their eyes,

-as the detective flashed the light of

his lamp around the room, was the
lock-keeper, lying bound hand and
foot upon the floor.

“Tt was two men in masks as done
it1” he gasped, as Tinker cut his
bonds and released him. = “ Came
upon me sudden, just as I was going
to ring you up about.the flood. But
I’d’ shut the lock-gates dircctly the
storm began, so the water can’t have
got down to the works, and——"

Blake did not stay to enligchten him
as to the terrible truth.

“Come, Tinker!” he cried.
“There 18 but one thing now—to
explode the mine!”

saddle

They were soon in the

from the spot where the mine had
been laid a column of fire shot up
into the air, crested with a balloon-
shaped cloud of whitish smoke, in
which huge masses of the displaced
rocks and earth could be distinctly
seen.

Then followed a terrific, thunderous
sound, as the swollen river, seizing
eagerly upon its new vent, streamed
through the rent in its banks, and
plunged into the ravine below.

When Sexton Blaké rejoined
Tinker for the return ride along its
margin, the water was already falling
rapidly to its normal level

The awful peril was past.

A little earlier than this, two men
came out of the lock-house, each
having a black mask covering the
upper portion of his face.

Having toiled at the windlass until
the lock-gates stood wide, letting the
flood-water gush through in a mighty
torrent, they mounted a couple of
horses that were tethered near, and
rode rapidly down the river’s bank.

“It’s done! It’s done!” cried the
foremost, with’ a laugh of triumph.

“Yes, it’s done, Squire Ardoise,”
said the other, in the guttural tones
of Bates, the ex-groom. “ But have
yer thought wot it means?”’

“It means the ruin of Sidney
Temple !”’ cried the Gipsy Squire,
with another exultant laugh.

‘“Ay that, an’ the death of ’most
every soul in them three towns
yonder !” said Bates. “Squire, T

thought meself a bad Jun, but I'm
an angel alongside o’ you! To kill
thousands jest to wreak yer hate on
one man! Give me my money to-
night an’ let me go! T've had
enough of you X’

Ardoise laughed again.

“ Come back to my house, and you
shall have it,” he said.  “You're
welcome to go. I have no further
use for you. I have played the last
round of the game—and won !”

“Look! There’s a licht comin’
yonder !”” exclaimed Bates, pointing
ahead.” ‘‘Someone’s riding our way
with a lantern!”

It was the light of Blake’s storm-
lantern they saw down the track
they were riding, and not a great
distance away.

Ardoise growled out a savage im-
precation. It little suited him to be
seen in the neighbourhood of the lock
upon that night—so likely to be
followed by one of the most awful
disasters that England bhad ever
known.

“A plague upon them, whoever
they be!” he hissed between “his
teeth. Then, to Bates: ‘Come, we
must not be encountered here ! There
is a track clese here down into the
ravine; we can strike for home
through the woods. I know every
inch of the way. Follow me. And,
mind, the descent is steep. Give
your horse his head: He will take
better care of you than you can of
him.”

He turned off the river bank and
rode boldly down a rugged, narrow
path, little more than a sheep-track,
which descended into the ravine
below.

It was steep indeed. But the well-
treined hunters they bestrode, given
a slack bridle, picked their way down
without mishap. *

“ Now,” said Ardoise, when they
had safely reached the bottom: of the
ravine, ‘““we have but to follow this
stream, and it leads us to the woods.
Careful ! It is tricky going!”

Riding cautiously. among the
boulders and wild undergrowth which
covered the bed of the ravine, they
followed as best they could ,the
crawling stream that ran through its
entire extent. ,

There was no path here, for seldom
indeed did a human being visit that
wild and almost inaccessible spot.

It was slow riding, and they had
gone but a third of the way down
the ravine when the roar of the ex-
ploding mine sniote upon their ears.

‘“What is that 7’ cried Bates, keep-
ing his seat with difficulty upon his
rearing horse. ’

The Gipsy Squire’s answer was lost
in a yet louder, and far more appal-
ling roar, as the pent-up waters of
the river above poured, a mighty
torrent, into the ravine.

In an instant—for it seemed no
more—men *and horses were engulfed
in a swirling flood that filled the
narrow gorge from end to end, and
from side to side, to a depth of

twenty feet.

It was a hopeless struggle, and
soon over. The flood washed the
lifeless bodies of riders and steeds out
at the far end of the ravine, and
there left them, to stare with glassy
eyes at the coming dawn.

We have no space to tell of all the -
glories of that great day, when, with
a golden key, Maggie Blaise turned
the mechanism which let the water
into the huge conduit, and her father,
Sir Richard, in a neat and telling
speech, declared the whole vast enter
prise brought to a triumphant finish.

Sidney Temple was there, quite
recovered now, and looking very
proud and happy, not merely on
account of his great professional
success, but because fair Maggie
Blaise had that very morning given
him what, in his eyes, was the
greatest reward of all—her hand.

Flags fluttered from every part of
the works., A mighty crowd cheered
all the speeches.

Many who had long opposed and
reviled the great water scheme were
loudest in their praises now, in this
its hour of completion and success.

Two figures stood a little apart
from the crowd; smiling on all thesa
triumphs.

They were “Bob Packer”

& Ted.’7

Very quietly they slipped away
when the gay scene was at its height,
and the train was scon bearing them
to London.

And the world at large, loud in its
praises of the Redcliff Dale water
scheme, little knew how much of that
great success was owing to Sexton
Blake, Foreman. 3

THE END.

(Another superb Sexton Blake Serial starts
next week in our Grand Christmas Number )

and
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the study or what it

was that he took off the
mantelpiece. That’s the
whole story in a nut-
shell. But why are you
crying 77

“ Because it is I who

A
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have got Ashley into
& all this trouble!’’
sobbed Gertie. “It is
all my fault.”
And then, through

her tears, she told her
father how she had per-
suaded Philip to go to
Heath’s study and get
her the photograph of
herself which she had
; given to Heath, and
e which Heath had re-
fused to return when
they had quarrelled.

‘“ Ashley could have
cleared himself at any
ON time by hetraying my
secret,” she said, ‘‘but
for my sake he held his
tongue and allowed

ScHooL SERIAL

himself to be branded

INTRCDUCTION FOR THE NEW
READER.

Philip Ashley, a poor, but brilliant, lad
at a Council school, risks his life in saving
the only daughter of Sir David Rendle. In
recognition of this brave action, Sir David
sends Philip to Rayton College with
Godfrey Mortimer, his nephew.

Mortimer turns out to be nothing but
a humbug and hypocrite, and from the
time Philip enters the school plots of dis-
henesty, ete., are laid for bim, and Mortimer
doez all he can to get Phil disgraced.
So far he is most successful, and Ashley
is placed in the isolation room until Dr.
Paul’s return to the college, when it is
expected he will be expelled.

Dr. Paul suddenly returns from London,
and on the way to the college he overhears
a conversation bearing upon the plot to

- get Philip expelled. ¥

Tt appears that Jim Cocker is the
possessor of certain letters belonging to
Dr.-Paul, and to keep the contents of these
Jetters from becoming public property the
master of the college had had to pay
several sums of money to Cocker. Unable
at last to meet with the demands of Cocker,
Dr. Paul decides

to resign his position
at Rayton. :

In a curious fashion Philip learns that
the letters are hidden under the floor of
Cocker’s house, and so he and Dr. Paul
make a journey to Highfield, and recover

. them.

Dr. Paul meets Sir David Rendle, at
Highfield, and Ashley makes his way
back to Rayton, while the master of the
‘college remains behind to expose the whole
truth of Mortimer’s wrongdoing to his
uncle.

(Now read this week’s tnstalment.)

The Beginning of the End,

. FTER breakfast next morning
Mr. Walker went up to the
room where his <youngest

daughter, Gertie, was recovering
from her recent attack of pneumonia.

“Well, my dear,” he said, kissing
her, * I’'m afraid you had a bad night

last night.”
i lglad,” she confessed. ‘“The

storm kept me awake until after
three, and then, just after I had
fallen asleep, I was wakened again

ring at the front-door bell.
Nurse says it was one of the bois.”
“ It was Ashley,” =aid her father.
“He and the doctor went to High-
ficld yesterday on private business.
The doctor remained there, but
Ashley came back and arriv_e(i here
about four e’clock this morning.”
“ Speaking of Ashley,” said Gertie
nervously, *‘do you remember what
you said on the night I fell ill? You
said that Ashley would be eﬁ:pelled
when the doctor came back from
London.” :
“T did,” said her father. ‘‘ Since
then, however, the doctor has dis-
covered that one of the tharges
against Ashley—that of visiting the
Blue Boar—is a wicked invention on
the part of Mortimer and Heath.”
“Then Ashley won’t be expelled ?”
“I don’t think so. But there is
another serious charge against him
which hasn’t been dealt with yet. He
is accused of having stolen a five-
pound note belonging to Heath.”
“That’s what I want to hear
about,” said Gertie. “I think
perhaps I—I might be able to throw
some light on the subject.” s
“You!” exclaimed her father, in
amazement.
She nodded. :
“ Please tell me about it,” she said.
“ Ashley was seen to go 1nto
Heath’s study and take something off
the mantelpiece and put it into his
pocket,” said Mr. Walker. *‘ Later,
Heath missed a letter containing a
five-pound note which he had left on
the mantelpiece. He charged Ashley
with having stolen the note, but
although Ashley denied the charge,
he wouldn’t say why he went into

by a

as a thief.”
Mr. Walker roge to his feet.
“And I believed him guilty!” he

said. “How I have misjudged the
boy! I will go to him at once
and 7

There was a knock at the door. A
housemaid entered.

“If you please, sir,”” she said,
“Dr. Paul has just returned. - He
has brought Sir David Rendle with
him. They are now in the doctor’s
study, and the doctor says will you
please go to them, and”%will you
please bring Mortimer and Heath
and Ashley with you?”

Mr. Walker glanced at Gertie,

«“Now, at last, we shall know the
truth ! ” he said.

He turned to the housemaid.

“While I go up to the isolation
room for Ashley,” he said, * will you
pleaze; go to Big Room and tell
Mortimer and Heath I wish to see
them? Tell them to meet me at the
foot of the stairs.”

The housemaid hurried off to Big
Room, where the boys had just
finished breakfast.

‘“ Master Heath and Master Mor-
timer, Mr. Walker wants you,” she
said.

‘ Where is he ?”’ asked Heath.

*“He has gone up to the isolation-
room,” she answered. ‘ He told me
to tell you to wait for him at the
bottom of the stairs.” ° s

“Do you know what he wants o
see us about?”’ inquired Mortimer.

“Dr. Paul has come back,” she
said, ‘“and he sent me to tell M.
Walker to bring you two and Master
Ashley to his stady at‘once.”

“Hurrah! The Blot’s goin’ {0 be
iried at last!”’ cried Jordan.

“ And expelled, I hope!” said
Sadler vindictively.

“Not much doubt about that!”

said Heath, winking 'at Mortimer.

“We'lt see to that, won’t we, old
man?”’

“You bet!” said Mortimer, with a
grin.

“ By the way,” said the housemaid,
“your uncle came back with Dr.
Paul, and is now in the doctor’s
study.”

An uneasy look came into Morti-
mer’s face, but it vanished almost
immediately.

“1 expect the doctor has told my
uncle that he’s goin’ to expel the
Blot,” he said, ‘““and my uncle has
come to take him away.”

““ That’s it, no doubt,” said Heath.
“ Come on.”

Little suspecting what was in store
for them, Heath and Mortimer made
their way to the foot of the stairs.
Mr. Walker and Philip were just
coming down,

3 say, old chap,”? whispered
Heath uneasily, ‘‘ the Blot looks jolly
cheerful for a fellow that’s expectin’
to be expelled, doesn’t he?”’

“He does,” admitted Mortimer.
¢ And Walker is glarin’ at us as if it
were we who were in disgrace.”

“I—I hope there isn’t goin’ o be
any hitch if we stick to our tale,” said
Mortimer. “ We're two to one, and
if we only lie hard enough we’re
bound to win.”

A moment later they were joined
by Philip and Mr. Walker.

“You will remember,” said Mr.
Walker coldly, ¢ that when it was
reported to me that Ashley had been
seen to go into the Blue Boar, and
when I was afterwards inforted that
he had been guilty of theft, I decided
that, instead of dealing with the
charges myself, I would leave them %o
be dealt with by Dr. Paul when he
returned from London.

“As you know,” he continued,
“Dr. Paul returned from London
yesterday, but important business,
which called him away to Highfield,
prevented him dealing with the
matter then. He has now returned
from Highfield, and he has requested
me to take you three boys to his
study in order that he may investigate
the charges and deliver his verdict.
You have finished breakfast?”’

“Yes, sir,” answered Heath and
Mozrtimer, in the same breath.

“Then follow me,” said Mr.
Walker bricfly.

The Truth Prevaiis.
D R. PAUL sat at his desk with

an open létter in his hand.
On his lcft%a,t Mr. ?.Op\'\'orth,
on his right stood an émpty chdir for
Mr. Walker. In front of the desk
stood three more empty. chairs. Over
by the’fireplace, one elbow resting on
the mantelpicce, stosd Sir David
Rendle, his face whitke, bis lips tightly
compressed, and his whole appear-
ance that of one who had received a
crushing blow.
The door opened, and Mr. Waiker
came in, followed by Philip, Mor-
timer, and Heath. At the sight of

Wateh for Qur Christmas Number Next Week.

Sir David, Mortimer uttered an
exclamation of well-feigned surprise,
and hurried across the room with cut-
stretched hand.

“ My dear uncle, this is indeed a
pleasant surprise!” he purred. I
had no idea that you were here!”

Sir David neither spoke nor moved.
His face twitched with suppressed
emotion. He dared not trust himself
to speak.

“Why do you look at me like
that?”’ asked Mortimer. - Why will
you not shake hands with me? 1 trust
I have done nothing to forfeit your
esteem ?”’

‘“ Nothing to forfeit my esteem!”
blurted out Sir David, finding his
tongue at last. “ You whom I trusted
—you whom I believed to be the soul
of honour—you whom——"

Grief and indignation choked his
utterance. He pushed Mortimer from
him roughly, almost fiercely. Then
he turned to Dr. Paul.

“Is it your wish that I should tell
my nephew what you told me last
night?”’ he asked.

“No,” replied the doctor; “I
prefer to deal with the matter in my
own way.”

He signed to Mr. Walker to take
the vacant chair beside him; then,
addressing himself to the three boys,
he pointed to the row of chairs in
front of the desk. .

¢ Please sit down,”” he said shortly.

The three boys sat dewn—Philip
pale but calm, Mortimer and Heath in
a fluster of bewilderment, not un-
mixed with fear,

“I have sent for you,” began the
doctor, ““in order to inquire into cer-
tain charges which have been made
against Ashley. Before I deal with
that unpleasant matter; however, I
have an announcement to make which
one, at least, of you will be pleased
to hear.”

He glanced at the letter which he
held in his hand.

“This is Professor Hardwick’s
report on the papers sent in by the
competitors for the Beresford Prize,”
he said. ‘It arrived by this morn-
ing’s post. There is no need for me
to read the whole report, which will
be posted on the notice-board later.
For the present it is enough to say
that Professor Hardwick has awarded
the prize to Ashley, who obtained
56 marks out of a maximum of 60.
«This, I may tell you, is the highest
number of marks ever obtained by
any candidate since the examination
was instituted.”

Philip’s pale face flushed with
pleasure. He had realised his dearest
ambition, In spite of the machina-
tions of his enemies, he had won the
Beresford Prize—the blue riband of
the school—and in doing so he had
achieved a threefold record.

In the first place, he -was the
youngest boy who had ever carried off
the prize; in the second place, he was
the only boy who had ever won it in

’

his first term at the school, and, in

i Mortimer.

" Mytton how

A rush was made for Philip, and he found himself surrounded by a jostling crowd of boys, each
more eager than the other to shake him by the hand, and to vow eternal friendship.

the third place, as the doctor bad said,
he had obtained more marks than
any other previous winner.

*“ Ashley, I congratulate you!” said
the doctor simply.

“1, too,” said Mr. Walker—‘“ most
heartily I

Mr. Sopworth coughed behind his
hand, and leaned towards the doctor.

“TIs not your announcement rather
premature?’ he murmured. I say,
is not your announcement rather
premature?”’

“What do you mean?’ demanded
the doctor sharply.

“If you decide to expel Ashley,”
said Mr. Sopworth, ‘ he can hardly be
}[l)ermitted to retain the prize; can

e?”’

“It will be time enough to discuss
that question when I have decided to
expel him,” said the doctor grimly.

He folded up the report, and re-
placed it in the envelope.

“ And now I have to deal with a
far less pleasant matter,” he resumed.
“ T am informed that on the afternoon
of the thirtieth of July, during my
absence in London, Ashley was teen
to go into one of the public-houses in
the village—or, at any rate, was found
there by Mr. Sopworth. Perhaps Mr.
Sopworth will kindly -tell us what
happened on that eccasion ?”

Mr. Sopworth, only too eager,
described how Heath had met him in
the village street, and had told him
that he had just seen Philip enter the
Blue Boar. He related how he and
Heath had hurried to the door of the
inn, and had found both Philip and
Mortimer-in the passage.

‘¢ Ashley’s story was that he had
been dragged into the house by a man
named Cocker,” said Mr. Sopworth.
““This, however, was denied, not only
by the man Cocker, but_also by the
landlord. Both these persons said—
and their story was confirmed by
Heath and Mortimer—that Ashley
had walked into the public-house of
his own free will, and that Mortimer
had followed him, and tried to per-
suade him to leave.”

The doctor glanced at Heath.

““What is your version?’ he asked.

“ Just what Mr. Sopworth has vold
you, sir,” said Heath boldly. “I was
walking down the street, when I saw
Ashley go into the public-house. He
had hardly got inside before I saw
Mortimer dart across the road and go
in after him to fetch him out. T was
just goin’ to follow Mortimer, and
help him, when I saw Mr. Sopworth
comin’ down the street, so I at once
went up io him and told him what I
had seen.”

“ Your assertion is that Ashley was
not dragged into the house?” asked
the doctor. :

“ Certainly not, sir,” said Heath.
“Nothing of the kind. He just
walked in.”

“ And you also assert that you saw
Mortimer run in after him?” g

“Yes, sir.”

The doctor turned to Mortimer.

“ You have heard that Ashley says
that you were in the Blue Boar at the
time he was dragged in,” he said.
“ Ashley says that you came out, of
one of the reoms while he was strug-
gling to get away from Cocker. You
deny that?”

‘“Most - emphatically, sir!” said
‘“What Heath has told
you is the absolute truth. I was
comin’ out of the post-office, and I
saw Ashley walk into the public-
house. Actin’ on the impulse of the
moment, I ran in after him; and
while I was tryin’ to drag him out,
Mr. Sopworth and Heath appeared

| at the door.”

“Had you ever been in the Blue
Boar before?” asked the doctor.

“ Never! I am not in the habit of
frequentin’ public-houses!”’

‘““Have you ever been there since?”’

“ Certainly not,” said Mortimer.

“'That is false,” said the doctor
quietly. “1 myself saw you come
out of the Blue Boar about half-past
four yesterday afternoon.”

“You—you saw me come out of
the Blue Boar?’ he stammered.

“1 did,” said the doctor sternly.

% What is more, I afterwards heard

the landlord tell Mr. Mytton that you
were one %of his best customers, that
you were in the habit of making bets
with him, and that you owed him
several pounds.

“That, however, was not all I
heard,” continued the doctor. e
heard the landlord explain to Mr.
Ashley was dragged
into the public-house, how you were
in the barparlour at the time—
exactly as Ashley says—and how you
and Heath and the landlord conspired

" together to deny Ashley’s story, and

to make Mr. Sopworth believe that
Ashley had walked into the heuse of
his own free will.”’

By this time Heath’s face was as
white as Mortimer’s. Their dastardly
plot had recoiled on their own heads.
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In trying to suin Philip they had
brought overwhelming ruin on them-
selves—for Heath knew before the
doctor spoke what was coming nezct’.'
“If T hadn’t heard all this myself,”
said Dr. Paul, “1 would never have
believed that two of my boys could
have been guilty of such despicable
wickedness. - Needless to say,
cannot allow either of you to remain
at the school another day.” S
“You are goin’ to expel us?”’ said
Heath sullenly.. | s
“Of course,”’ said the doctor. * Sir
David will take Mortimer away this
morning, and 1 have wired to your
father to fetch you away this after-

noon.” :

“ And is the Blot goin’ to be
expelled, too?”’ demanded Heath.

“If you refer to Ashley, he is not.
He has done mothing to merit expul-
sion.” £

“He has!” shouted Heath, carried
away by a gust of vindictive fury.
< If we are expelled, it's only right
that he should be expelled too! He's
a thief! He sgolﬁ’ a five-pound note
out of my studyt <

“That_is ano)tliler falsehood,”” said
Mr. Walker guietly.

“[t isn’t!” cried Feath. “He
went into my study while I was out,
and took the fiver off the mantel-
piece. Afterwarfls hé was qaught in
the act of trying to hide it in Card’s
box !’

“ I say it is false,” said Mr. Walker.
“ And I can prove it."”

He turned to Philip. ,

“You admit that you went into
Heath’s study that evening and took
something off the mantelpiece?” he
said. 7

¢ Yes,” said Philip, in a low voice.
 But Heath knows what it was.”

“0Of course I do!” jeered Heath.
Tt was a letter from my guv’nor,
enclosin’ a five-pound note!”

“ Tt was not,” said Philip.

“What was it, then?” asked Dr.
Paul.

““Ves, what was it?"’ said Mr. Sop-
worth.

Philip hung his head.

“1 cannot telt yon,” he said. ““ My
lips are sealed. 1 cannot explain.’

“But I can,” said Mr. Walker.
“T1t was - a- photograph of my
daughter, Gertie, She has just told
me the whole story. Unknown to me,
the silly girl had given Heath one of
her photographs, and had written
across it: ¢ With {ove, from Gertie.’
When they quarrelled, he took a
mean and caddifh revenge by stick-
ing the photograph on his mantel-
piece for all the boys to sce. Gertic
asked Ashley to gef her the photo-
graph, and he did so. Afterwards,
sooner than betray the girl’s secret,
he refused to say what he had taken,
and allowed himself to be branded
as a thief.”

“ You contemptible cad!”’ cried Dr.
Paul, regarding Héath with a glance
of withering seorn. “ Until now I
thought that Mortimer was the worst
of the two, but even Mortimer would

not have descended to such depths of
meanness as that.”

“Wouldn’t he?’ snarled Heath.
“That shows how much you know!
Mortimer knew all about it. He was
as bad as I was.”

““ No, I wasn’t,”’ retorted Mortimer,
stung to retaliation. ‘ You didn’t
tell me anything about it until after
you had hidden the fiver in Card’s
box.” 7

““Ah!” said the doctor. “ Now
we're getting at the truth! So it was
Heath who put the note in Card’s

box?’
“Yes,” said Mortimer. ¢ When he
found that the Blot had taken

Gertie’s photo, he thought he saw a
chance of makin’ it out that he was
a thief, so he took the fiver out of
his desk, and ran up to Dormitory B.
He meant to put it in the Blot's
box, but he made a mistake, and put
it in Card’s. When he discovered
his mistake, he went up to the
dormitory again in the middle of the
night, intendin’ to take the fiver out
of Card’s box, and say that Ashley
had returned it. He was disturbed
while he was fumblin’ in Card’s box,
but he made his escape in the dark-
ness, and afterwards the boys thought
it was Ashley who was fumblin’ in
Card’s box.”

“You treacherous brute!” hissed
Heath, glaring at Mortimer.
I'll be even with you!”

He turned to Sir David.

‘““You remember takin’ Mortimer
and the Blot for a ride in your motor-
car?’ he said. ‘‘ Some cards fell out
of the Blot’s pocket, and afterwards
Mortimer told you that the Blot was
in the habit of playin’ cards for
money with the villagers. All that
was a lie. The cards were Mortimer’s.
We were playin' cards in his study
when the Blot ran up and told him
you had just arrived. Mortimer told
him to clear away the cards, and the
Blot had just time to thrust ’em into
his pocket before you walked into the
study.”

Sir David walked quickly across
the room, and laid his hand on
Philip’s shoulder.

‘¢ Philip,” he said, in a broken
voice, ‘‘I have cruelly misjudged you,
and I ask your forgiveness. I
believed all that Godfrey told me. I
thought you were a thief, a gambler,
and a frequenter of low public-
houses. Thank goodness, my eyes
have been opened at last! I have
treated you unjustly, but I will make
amends. ;
Godfrey from here te Oxford, and
afterwards to take him into partner-
ship. What I had intended to do for
Godfrey, I will do. for you. The
place which he has forfeited shall be
yours. Henceforth my house shall be
your home, and ‘your education and
your future welfare shall be my care.”

He turned to Mortimer.

“ Asfor you,” he said. “I disown
.you from this day. You will return
with me to Highfield this morning,
but to-morrow you leave my house,
never to return. If you choose to

“ But

I had intended to send

emigrate, I will pay your passage
and give you enough money to
enable you to make a fresh start in
life. Beyond that I will do nothing
for one who has proved himself to
be so utterly unworthy of my con-
fidence and so dead to all sense of

truth and honour.”
l clusion of breakfast, the boys
repaired to their various class-
rooms for motning school. They
were about to do so on this particular
morning, when a message arrived
from the doctor, requesting all the
boys to assemble at once in Big
Room.

There were many speculations as
to the meaning of this summons.
Some conjectured that Philip was
about to be publicly expelled. Others
surmised that the result of the Beres-
ford examination was about to be

announced.

As the boys flocked into Big
Room, it was at once perceived
that the first of these conjectures was
incorrect. Philip was not going to
be expelled—that was evident, for he
was sitting at the end of the room,
looking very happy, and chatting
volubly to Mr. Walker and Mr.
Drummond.

When the last of the boys had filed
into the room, it was discovered that
Heath and Mortimer were absent,
This again gave rise to further specu-
lation, in the midst of which Dr.
Paul entered the room, and mounted
the dais.

Dr. Panl was immensely popular
with his boys, and this was his first
public appearance among them since
his return from London after his
recent illness. Like one man, the
boys rose to their feet, and for several
minutes the big room rang with round
after round of welcoming cheers.

The doctor was plainly affected by
the warmth of his greeting, and there
was a suspicious huskiness in his
voice when he rose to address the boys.

“You are wondering, no doubt,
why I have summoned you here this
morning;” he said, after thanking
them for their welcome. ““I have done
so because I have three announce-
ments to make to you, the first of
which is that I bave resigned my
position as your head-master.”

The boys glanced at each other and
at the dostor in blank dismay. Dr.
Paul waslsaving Rayton! The news
was so uriexpectews it stunned them.

I had looked forward to spending
many more happy years at Rayton,”
the doctor went on, ‘‘ but certain cir-
cumstances—into which I Theed not
enter—led to my placing my resigna-
tion in the hands of the governing
body. I shall have other oppor-
tunities of saying good-bye to you
before the end of the term, so I won’t
say any more on the subject now.

“My second announcement,”’ the
doctor continued, ‘‘is that the Beres-

The Blot’'s Triumph.
N an ordinary way, at the con-

ford Prize has been awarded to

[ ““and

Philip Ashley, who has beaten all
records by obtaining 56 marks out
of a possible 60. In honour of his
success, I follow the usual custom,
and grant you to-day as a whole
holiday.”

In former years the announcement
of the winner’s name had always been
the signal for a burst of cheering.
But there were no cheers orthis occa-
sion. There was a moment’s ominous
silence, then several of the boys
began to hiss. g

The doctor turned sharply to that
quarter of the room from which the
hissing proceeded.

“Who dares to hiss?"” he demanded.

Sadler,, white with rage and dis-
appointment, sprang to his feet.
As the reader will remember, he
had been one of the candidates for
the Beresford, and it was on his
behalf that Mortimer and his cronies
had destroyed Philip’s books and had
done their best to prevent him work-
ing for the prize.

“It isn’t fair!”’ said Sadler hotly,
amid a murmur of approving cheers.

“What isn’t fair?” inquired the
doctor calmly.

“The Blot is a thief,” said Sadler,
it isn’t fair—it’s outrageous
that the Beresford should be awarded
to a thief!”

Loud cheers followed this bold pro-
nouncement. The doctor waited
quietly until they had subsided; then
he signed to Sadler to resume his
seat. .

“1 agree with Sadler that it would
not be fair—that it’ would be out-
rageous to award the Beresford to a
thief,”” he said. ‘But Ashley is not
a thief. I am aware that a charge of
theft was brought against him, but
only this morning certain facts have
come to my knowledge which prove
that the charge was a wicked and un
scrupulous conspiracy.

‘It is not usual,” he, continued
“for a head-master to take his boys
so fully into his confidence as I am
going to take you into mine. But
Ashley has had to fight against so
much prejudice since he came here,
and he has acted throughout so
honourably and unselfishly, that I feel
I should be failing in my duty if I
did not make every effort in my
power to convince you that he 1is
worthy of your highest admiration.

“I have a personal reason, too,”
he added. * Ashley has rendered me
a priceless service. For the past
three months a dark shadow has been
hanging over my life. That shadow
has now been removed, and it is
Ashley who has removed it.. As one
good turn deserves another, I desire
from the bottom of my heart, before
I leave Rayton, to help Ashley to
win your confidence and esteem.”

Briefly, and in a voice that vibrated
at times with indignation, the doctor
then told the astounded boys of the
various plots which Heath and
Mortimer ~had hatched against
Philip, and how, in the last two days,
those plots had been unmasked.”

ments to make to you this morning,”
he continued. “Two of them you
have heard, and after listening to the
story which I have just told you, you
will not be surprised to learn that my
third announcement is that Heath
and Mortimer have been expelled.
Mortimer has already left, and Heath
leaves this afternoon. :

** And now, before I dismiss you, I
want to make an earnest appeal to
you,” he concluded. ‘You are all
young, some of you are thoughtless,
and some of you, perhaps, are cruel
without meaning to be so, but you
are all, I hope and believe, gentle-
men at heart. Now that you know
how unjustly you have judged Ash-
ley, now that you know how little he
has deserved your unfriendly treat-
ment, will you not, like honest
British gentlemen, acknowledge your
mistake and make amends?”

Tubb leapt to his feet.

“I will, for one!” he cried.

“So will I? shouted Holeroft.

“Three cheers for the Blot!”
yelled Rigden.

The cheers were given with hearty
good will. Then as the doctor, with
a happy smile on his face, announced
that the proceedings were over, a
rush was made for Philip, and he
found himself surrounded by a
jostling crowd of boys, each more
eager than the other to shake him by
the hand, to congratulate him on his
success, to apologise for the past, and
to vow eternal friendship for the
future.

Thus did truth prevail in the end.
Thus did justice triumph. And thus
did the once despised ‘ Blot,” by
steadfastly pursuing the path of
duty, despite the enormous odds
against him, win his way to the top-
most pinnacle of popularity.

Conclusion.

HAT same moriing Jim~
Cocker was brought before
the magistrates, and was sen-

tenced to two months’ imprisonment,
without the option of a fine, for being
drunk and disorderly on licensed pre-
mises and for assaulting P.-c. Blobbs.

Later in the day Dr. Paul paid a
visit to Rayton Hall, and sought an
interview with + Margaret Goldie.
What transpired at the interview may
be gathered from the fact that two
days later an announcement appeared
in.the “Morning Post” to the effect
that ““ A marriage has been arranged
and will shortly take place between
Dr. Paul, the retiring head-master of
Rayton College, and Margaret, only
daughter of Colonel Goldie, of Ray-
ton Hall.”

On the following Wednesday the
school broke up, and Philip Ashley’s
first term at Rayton College came to
an end.

. THE END.

(What happened during his second term
with a mnew head-master in chaige of the
school, will be told in our new serial,* THE
NEW BROOM” which starts in next week’s -

“I told you I had three announce-

Grand Christmas Double Number.)

6rand Christmas Rumber of “Che Boys’ Friend.”

- READY NEXT TUESDAY-2d.

THE BEST NUMBER OF THE YEAR.

SOME OF THE CONTENTS:

rI'

<%

GRAND |
SERIALS.

Words and Music of that

2.

3.

4.

.

«« A Boy’s Best Friend is His Mother.’’

«“« SEXTON BLAKE, SPY,”
A Z‘aIe of the Great Detective.

<« THE NEW. BROOM,’’
Maxwell Scott’s Latest School Serial,

““«SOLDIERS OF FORTUNE,”’

Our Great Adventure Serial.

«« YORKSHIRE GRIT,”’

By Stacey Blake.
Wonderful Song:

»

Your Editor’s Christmas Chat, with Large

Portrait ef H, E,

.Great Boy Scoui Maze Puzzle.

By ¢ Yorick,*’

With an Attractive Prize List,

#s The Fireman’s Wedding,’’ 8 Superb Recitg=

tion by Wy A. Eaton.

[How to Make a Panorama. By Geo. P, Moon.

=

II.

5

QPAPPALPASSAN AP SIASPASPA PSP NPINSI NS
TWO SUPERB NEW SERIALS

COMMENCE :

“SEXTON BLAKE, SPY,”
» A Tale of the Great Detective.

“THE NEW BROOM,”

Maxwell Scott’s Latest and Best

School Serial, :
GNAPPAPONAPAAPPPINAI NN NN APNAP N\ NS
Novel Christmas Cards, and How to Make Them.

¢« PHILIP IN SEARCH OF A FATHER,” )
15,000-word Complete Story by Allan

#«GAN-WAGA’S CHRISTMAS REVELS,”

«« THE CHORISTER’S CHRISTMAS,”’

Blair,
2.
By Sidney Drew,
3. « A HUSTLE FOR HOME,"
By Malcolm Dayle.
4,
A ¢ Lads o’ London ’’ Yarn.

A MARVELLOU

. -

SUPERB
COMPLETE
| STORIES.

S, PROGRAMME OF SPECIAL
ARTICLES :

How Private Detectives Work.

Snow and Fros
Take and Fa

t Photographs, and How ito
ke Them.

How I Run My Nigger Minstrels.

A Boy Scout’s Christmas.

How Boy Scouts Can Decorate their Halls,
Club Rooms, étc,

- Christmas Party Fun. How to Make Things

Go with a Swing,
A Play for Our Boys.

Eftc,, etc, etc,

!



THE BOYS FRIEND,
Dec. 10, 1910.

é

Two Superb New Serials Start in Qur Grand Christmas Number Next Tuesday.

443

L

A SPLENDID LONG, COMPLETE STORY WITH A BOY SCOUT HERO. DONT MISS IT.

4_1“5
\

Il

il
jaull

| By MORTOND ¢

R o

e I~

S 3 ) ot o

At the bidding of the tramp, Billy took o his heels. A moment Iater Harvey Lashbrock,; of the cpposing troop,; dashed across
the hollow; and to his surprise Wwas caughi between thse shouldery in 2 powerful grip.

THE 1st CHAPTER.
The Jackal Patrol.

- ILLY stood on the stile, look-
B ing under the flat brim of his
B.-P. hat for ' the. other
members of the patrol, and Billy was
in two minds—whether he should
continue along the lane or cross the
stile and take the field-path.

The Boy Scout’s eyes had scanned
thre ground carefully without finding
any sign for his guidance.

“That’s Jones all over!”’ he mut-
tered. “ Why they ever made that
conceited prig patrol leader licks me!
He thinks he knows everything, and
he has actually got the badge through
soaping round the-scoutmaster! I
reckon if Mr. Buckley knew Jones
as well as we do, he would not be in
the Scouts at all!” 3

From which it may be gathered
that all was not well with the Jackal
Patrol of the 2nd Beeminster Troop.

From his point of vantage, Billy
could sce the lane winding away up-
-hill, to quickly lose itself among the
high nut-hedges; but across the

meadow in front of him he knew that |

another road lay, out of sight, in the

hollow beyond Poverty Farm, whose |

barn-roofs and chimneys were visible.

He had had a pebble in his shoe,
which made him fall behind the
patrol, and, as haste is always the
worst speed, he had broken the shoe-
lace, so that his comrades had got
well on ahead before he reached the
spot where he now stood.

It was very annoying, because, you
know, the 2nd Beeminsters were keen
rivals of the 1st Beeminsters, who,
being all members of the well-known
school, gave themselves no end of
airs, and looked down very much on
the town lads’ troop.

There is a good deal of human
nature, my readers, even among the
Boy Scouts, which is quite the
grandest movement ever set on foot,
unless the sectarians ruin it, which
they will if they are not watched.

He had lost enough time already,
and  thirteen-year-old Billy had
nothing but his own common-sense
to guide him in the choice of ways.

He thought a moment, and jumped
down into the field-path.

The hay grass on either hand was
knee high, and gemmed with dog-
daisies, and as the fresh wind hurried

“ Sexton Blake,

the cloud shadows over )the meadow,
the grass bent and rippled like a
green sea.

Billy sprinted until he reached the
next stile; and then took his way
more soberly, for Bagot, the farmer,
was a surly man, who resented in-
truders, and the path itself was
disputed as a public right-of-way.

The farm was a lonely place, and
justified its name by the air of neglect
which surrounded 1t.

The barns were old, and falling to
pieces; the hedges round ezbout it
were untrimmed; the horse-pond was
half-covered - with duckwead, and
there was no sign of movement or
evidence of stock about the place, if
you excepted some fowls that
scratched and clucked in the yard,
and some lean pigs in one corner,
which could be smelt and heard, but
not seen.

“I-don’t believe there is anybody
at home,” thought Billy, who knew
that the footpath went on for some
distance. ““T’ll chance it, and take a
short cut behind the barns here.”’

He turned aside, opened and closed
a dilapidated gate, and ran noiselessly
along a red-brick wall, which the
swallows and martens had pecked
until it looked as though it were
pitted with small-pox.

Behind the wall was a neglected,
unkempt orchard, and at the northern
angle of it the bank dipped steeply
down into the road.

It was a very pretty road, tree-
shaded and winding, like all the roads
in the vicinity of Beeminster, and its
banks were hollowed here and there,
and fringed with hawthorn bushes.

Those hollows were excellent places
wherein half a dozen patrols might
have lain unknown to the enemy on
the road beneath, and approaching
the ragged hedge, half-expecting to
find his own fellews concealed in one
of them, Billy peeped over, and met
a man’s eyes looking full into his own.

The man was lying on his back, a
short black pipe in his mouth, and his
hands beneath his head, while close
beside him a tin mug was suspended
over a fire of sticks from a rough

tripod.
‘“ Hallo, Buffalo Bill!”? said the
tramp ‘““And what’s your little
game?”’

The man did not speak roughly,
although he was an unshaven, ragged-
looking rascal, and Billy, accepting

spy ! 35

the question as more or less an invita-
tion to approach,: slid through the
hedge into the hollow.: -

‘“Have you seen our fellows pass
this way ?"” he asked.

“There ain’t been no circus along
here since I came,” replied the man,
with a smile. ““They don’t overdo
you in the matter of trousers!” And

" he looked at the expanse of bare knee

that showed beneath Billy’s short blue
drawers. “I reckon you're enjoying
yourself, nipper—having a good time
—ain’t you?”’ .

“Rather!” said Billy, leaning a
moment en his broom-stick and sur-
veying the little camp and its occupier
with a critical eye.

“So am I,” said the man, blowing
out a great cloud to mingle with the
upright column of smoke from the
wood-fire.  ““ If you like to wait a few
minutes, I’ll give you a drink of tea!”

Billy paused and squatted down on
his broomstick.

“It’s very kind of you,” said the
lad. = “Would you like an apple?”’
And pulling one out of his shi
offered it to his new acquair
who grabbed it without ceremony.

“T never refuse anyti laughed
the vagrant; “it wouldn’t do in my
line of life.”

Billy, like a true scout, had taken
in every detail of the man’s appear-
ance, from kis shabby boots to his
broken billycock, and he had seen,
moreover, that the palms of his hands
were soft and smooth as those of a
fine gentleman.

“ What is your trade?”’ said the
boy, seeing no tools of any descrip-
tion—nothing but a small sack and a
freshly-cut walking-stick.

‘“Haven’t got any trade, sonnie,
though I dare say T could teach a
good many folk a good many things
they never knew before.”

‘““But don’t you do any work 2’ in-
quired the lad.

The man’s teeth were white and
regular, and he threw back his head
and laughed aloud. : -

“Oh, I work in the winter!” he
replied.  “But what’s the good of
working this weather? Give me the
blue sky, and the fresh air, and the
open read—that’s what I like! I can
always pick up a bob at the first town
I come to, and it’s astontshing how
far a bob will go if you spread it out
thin.”

He laid his black clay carefully

shrit

i

he |

beside him on the grass, produced an
ordinary tin whistle from a slit in his
patched jacket, and ran his fingers up
and down the holes with marvellous
dexterity and real feeling.

“Like music ?”’ he said, raising his
eyebrows; and Billy nodded, and the
man began to play.

It was only an ordinary air of the
clap-trap, popular sort, but he played
it so exquisitely that he made real
music of it, adding variations of his
own that held his listener entranced.

He would not have stopped when
he did had not the tea boiled over;
and rescuing it from the tripod, the
tattered genius produced a clean mug
from the sack, poured a liberal
guantity into it, and handed it io
Billy.

*“ Ah, they teach you to make a fire
with three pieces of stick, but not to
make tea like that!” said the tramp.
*I learned the secret in—never mind
here I learnt it. Goes down all

, eh?”
licicus I’
g you!”
, no, you're not—I’ll watch it!
There’s plenty more where that came
from, sonnie! Would you like to hear
a hornpipe 7’

Billy, alternately blowing and sip-
ping the beverage, which was
certainly like no tea he had ever
tasted before, nodded delightedly, and
the man struck up such a fascinating
lilt that Billy’s toes began to work in
his shoes, and his whole body to keep
time.

He had forgotten all about his
duties, or where the Jackals might be,
when on a sudden, from round the
bush behind the musician’s head, there
peered the face of a well-grown lad
of sixteen, dressed like himself in
scouts’ attire, but wearing the spotted
blue handkerchief of the opposition
troop, whose position the 2nd Bee-
minsters had come out to discover.

It was Harvey Lashbrook, the
champion of Beeminster College, who
instantly gave a loud * Coo-¢e |”’—the
signal of his patrol—and made a dart
across the hollow to capture Billy.

“ Come on, you fellows! I’ve got
one of the beggars!” shouted Lash-
brook. And so astonished was the
Jackal that he would inevitably have
been taken had not Master Harvey
reckoned without his host.

The musician, however, seeing how

said Billy. “But I'm

a Superb New Story of the Great Detective,
Commences Next Tuesday in Our

‘get on with your game.

| to his inte

‘anything about his sort!”’

the land lay, caught him by the
middle in a powerful grip.

‘“Half a mo’, cockie!” he laughed.
“ Hook it, nipper!" I’ll give you a
fair start!” And; needing no second
‘bidding, Billy vanished through the
breken hedge.

“ Let me go, you beast!” exclaimed
the college boy hotly, his aristocratic
feelings terribly ruffled to find himself
in the embrace of a tattered tramp.
“Tll make you pay for. this! My
father’s a magistrate!”

“ Lor’, now!- I shouldn’t have been
surprised to hear he was the Emperor
of China ! And he cleverly mimicked
young Lashbrook’s tone. *“Really,
Bertie, you mustn’t struggle so—it’s
quite too vulgar !’ Then, seeing that
the Jackal had gained sufficient start,
he released the enemy’s patrol-leader,
who was scarlet with rage—the more
so as the rest of the Kangaroo Patrol
had come up the bank by that time.

Up went the broomstick with its
fluttering flag, but before the blow
could descend - the staff had been
snatched from its owner’s hands and
broken across'the tramp’s knee.

““ Gently, my friend !”” said the man.
“T like your spirit, but I don’t want
to hurt you! Take my advice, and
I want to
finish my tea.””. E

“You dirty hound!” exclaimed
Lashbrook. ‘““Don’t thirk * you’ve
heard the last of this!” And for.a
moment the infuriated lad had wild
ideas of mustering his companions
and falling cn the man.

Luckily- fer the self-respect of the
Kangaroo Patrol—to say nothing of
their skins—he thought better of it,
and with one backward flash of his
dark eyes that meant volumes, he
sprang up the bank after the fiying
Billy, and left the tramp in peace.

An amused smile lingered for a
moment on the tramp’s unshaven face,
and then he sat thoughtfully down,
drew some pieces of bread and butter,
wrapped up in a bit of newspaper,
from the 1dle, and applied himself
upted meal.

“I suppose it was my fault,” he
muttered; “but I didn’t think the
young toff would take it so seriously.
I cnly meznt it in fun. But there!
Whatever I do seems to be wrong.
YT’'ve never had any luck since T was
born, and that’s a fact!”?

A shadow fell over the wanderer’s
countenance, but it soon departed.

“T wonder if T ought to clear?” he
thought. ““1’d half a mind to have
dossed in yonder barn to-night—and
1 reckon I will, too! That youngster
has too much grit to come sneaking
back here with a copper, if I know
And the
strange smile that chased away “the
shadow seceméd to imply that the
tramp had once had more intimate
dealings with the better classes’ than
he was likely to have in his present
guise.

° Meanwhile Harvey Lashbrook and
his companiors raced their hardest
after the flying figure in the distance;
nor did they give up the chase for
close upon a mile, until they saw him
join his ewn patrol on the railway-
bridge, where two other patrols of the
2nd Troop had gathered—a force too
strong for the Kangaroos, who retired
gracefully while there was yet time.

Friendly rivalry is an excellent
thing, and the two troops of Bee-
minster Scouts had probably got
more fun and profit. out of it in conse-
quence than any association I know.

TEvery Saturday they had a field-
day of some sort—stalking each other
for miles, and learning a great deal
of their particular craft—but neither
the young gentlemen of the college
nor the humbler lads of the little
town could have foreseen the results
of this particular Saturday.

Hot and dusty, tired and very
happy, they mustered in the evening,
and marched back to headquarters,
and the sun went down fiery red
behind the woods beyond Poverty
Farm.

THE Znd CHAPTER.
The Crime at Poverty Farm.

HE tramp, busy with his own
- thoughts, lay in his sheltered
nook until the warm sun-
shine left the hollow, and he was just
preparing to rise when something
moved on the bank above him, and
a woman looked down into the road.

She was bareheaded and poorly
dressed, and her face as he saw it
through the screen of boughs that
hid him was pinched and full of
anxious care. 3 ‘

She had come from the farm—for
she was Mrs. Bagot—and not know-
ing that she was watched, she wrung
her hands with a despaining gesture,
setting her head on one side to listen,
and peering along the -empty road,
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evidently expecting somecone long
overdue. ;

““There’s trouble there,” thought
the tramp to himfelf. “ Farm gone
to rack and ruin——farmer probably
drinks. Ha, ha$ The best day's
work I ever did in my life was the
day I took to the road!” :

The distant sound of the shutting
of a door came. to-his ears, and, get-
ting up, he stretched his powerful
arms to their full extent, and yawned
luxuriously.

“Think I't! have a look at that
barn,”” he said, haif-aloud, “and fix
up my bed in daylight. I wonder if
they’ve got any degs about?”’

In spite of his tattered jacket and
.generally  disreputable appearance,
one could not help feeling that if he
had only been washed and shaved and
decently dressed, he wquld have been
a smart-looking fellow ; but habits of
incurable laziness had set their stamp
upon him, and he _was just content to
drift along the tide of life, following
the line of least wesistance—oftén
going cold and Hungry, but joying in
the fact that he was his own master,
without reaksing that in reality he
was his own slave? 2 :

He went away, slouching lazily
along the wall, presently returning to
the hollow for hiy sack..

He had found the place he wanted
in a barn-loft, wheve there was some
sweet-smelling hay, dry as a bone;
and ascending the rickety ladder, he
burrowed snugly, with the sack that
contained all his earthly possessions
for his pillow.

“ Better not smoke,” he thought.
“Fallo! Somebedy coming!” And
rolling noisclessly over, he peered
through -a chink in the broken floor
as quick footsteps entered the barn.

His first thought was that another

ramp had found the same shelter,
for the new-comér dlso carried a sack
upon his shoulder, end looked back
through the big door acrcss the fapm-
vard, as though ke did not wish to
be scen. <

The watcher above saw in the
fading light that the man’s trousers
were gathercd tdgether at the ankles
by bicycle-clips, and that he evidently
knew the place and was there for a
set purpose.

The sack was heavy, and as he
laid it down it gave forth the chink
as of metal.

The watcher overhead became
interested, end. as the man squared
his shoulders and gave a breath of
relief at getting rid of his load, he
was struck bg the very evil, hang-
dog look on his-face and the way he
stood listenimg.

After a moment: the man stole to
the doorway; and peered out across
the yard, and then, with a low
chuckle, stepped softly to the far end

of the barn, where he evidently knew |

he would find the fork, which he
brought back with him.

Then he begam to dig among the
refuse and lifter, and was depositing
his sack in the hdle that ho had made
when he turned:sharply, with a mut-
tered oath.

The same ocareworn woman who
had peered dowm into the road from
the broken hedgk .stood in the door-
way, and the two. locked at each
other

<«

lways the. same, George,” she

said. ‘“You. promised to be back at
dinner-time. What: are you doing
there?”

“ What’s that got to do with you?”
replied the man sullenly, moving to
cover the hole he had dug, that she
should not sea 4t Yoy

“I think it’s’a.gregt deal to do
with me,”” sheaoplied, in a tired, list-
less voice. ¢ F'know you're after no
good. You arg out all day, and
everything is- going  to rack and
ruin.”

_ “The sooner it goes and you with
it the better!” “returned the man
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“The New Broom,”

angrily. ‘What do you want to
come prowling about and spying on
me like this for? I won’t have it, I
tell you! Go you in and get the
supper ready! 1 sha'n’t be long.”

“ You didn’t talk that way, George,
when you married me,”’ said the
woman. ‘‘Are you poaching? Have
you got pheasants in that bag?”

*What the thunder has that got
to do with you?” snarled Bagot.
* You want the cartwhip round your
shoulders again, that’s what you
want, and yowll get it jolly soon if
you're not careful!”

Her thin hands clutched at her
throat as if to restrain the pent-up
grief that was choking her.

I thought you'd like to know
they've been again about the rent,”
she said. “There’s two quarters
owing, and the agent says he will
only give you till Friday, and then
he’ll put us out. And this will be
the third home  you’ve broken up!
And you out all day drinking! I
can smell you from here.”

**And if you ‘are not off pretty
sharp, you'll feel me from here, too!”
exclaimed the man. ‘ Don’t you try
me- too far. Tll pay the rent right
enough; don't you worry about that.”
And he grasped the fork so threaten-
ingly that she shrank back, and dis-
appeared in the dusk, with a sob.

Bagot stood watching her until
her footsteps died away in the dis-
tance, and then he covered up the
hole, muttering, and went out him-
self.

I should like to be upsides with
you, you brute!” thought the tramp
in the loft. *‘I wonder what he has
buried there?” But the thing being
none of his business, he curled him-
self in the hay again, only starting up
as a couple of picrcing screams came
from the direction of the farmhouse.

He sat listening for a little while,
clenching his .fists, with a strong
desire to interview the wife-beater
and put him through it, but the
screams were not- repeated, and he
settled himself comfortably down
again.

*“ They must settle their own affairs
in their own way,” he argued. He
might only make matters worse if he
interfered. Besides, he was very com-
fortable where he was, and a patter-
ing rain was falling outside now,
threatening a wet night.

His evelids closed, and how long he
slept he did not know, but he was
wakened by a sound beneath him-—-the

ring of the fork en the floor of the

barn—and peeping down, he saw a
stable lantern casting a circle of
yellow light in the opposite corner,
and the same man with the evil face
digging another hole,

Into this he flung something that
clanged, shovelled the earth quickly
in, stamped it down with his feet,
spread the litter over the spot, after-
wards holding the lantern above. it
and looking at it first from this side
and then from the other to make sure
that what he had hidden would not
easily be found.

““Now, what in the name of
patience, is going on?” thought the
tramp to himself, for the man had
closed the great barn door to, and
kept looking towards it in a startled
fashion a dozen times or more.

When he came back along the
barn, the watcher saw that his face
was very white, and his interest re-
doubled as Bagot commenced clea:z-
ing away the litter at the place where
he had buried the sack.

A few strong rakes with the three-
pronged fork revealed it, and going
down on one knee, the farmer untied
the sack, and emptied its contents
on to the floor.

A chalice, a ewer, a pair of mas-
sive candlesticks, and several large
silver dishes shone in the lantern-
light, and the tramp’s face grew
almost as white as Bagot’s own.

“ By Jupiter, that’s church plate,
if ever I saw it!” said the tramp,
gluing his eyes to the crevice in the
floor of the loft. “ Oh, oh, Mister
Farmer! So that’s your-little game,
is it?”” he murmured. ‘I must make
myself scarce as soon as the coast is
clear. Tt won't do for me to be
found here if there’s going to be
trouble of that sort.”

He watched him examining the
articles for a long time, every now
and then glancing over his shoulder,
and listening, as though he were
afraid of his wife returning again.
And when he had put them back into
the sack and -concealed it with the
same caution, he remained on his
knees, apparently wrapped in a
brown study.

“I’ve got it!” he exclaimed, sud-
denly springing up. “I'll be before-
hand with them.” And blowing out
the lantern, he threw the great doors
wide open, and vanished.

Maxwell Scoits
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The vagrant heard the opening of
a garden gate, and when all was
still he seized his belongings, climbed
down the ladder, and went out into
the rain.

No dog barked, there was no light
in the house. Poverty Farm seemed
as silent and deserted as when he had
first seen it the previous afternoon,
and stealing along the wall and down
the bank into the hollow road, the
wandering musician abandoned the
slouching gait that was peculiar to
him, and went on his way.

: g 3 S . .

The sergeant in charge of Bee-
minster Police Station stood in the
doorway of that establishment, look-
ing out upon the silent street, which
was more than usually deserted that
evening because there was an enter-
tainment at the Town Hall, and all
the world and his wife had gone
thither.

The pavements were damp, but the
threatening rain had cleared away,
and the stars, like the sergeant in
charge, had come out.

The "sergeant, who, by the way,
was Billy’s father, was smoking a
surreptitions pipe, there being no one
about, and lamenting to himself that
he had been transferred to Bee-
minster from a brighter and more
populous town.

“ Dead-alive hole!” was the ser-
geant’s mental reflection. ¢ Nothing
doing; only five charges in six
months. It's enough to make the
grass grow on omne’s boots!”

When the telephone-bell rang
noisily in the inner room, he turned
his head with a look of surprise, and
the thing was so unusual that he did
not stir for the space of five seconds.

Then he stepped briskly into the
office, and took down the receiver.

“Hallo!' Who are you?’ said
Billy’s father.

And the answer came:

“We are Police Station, Slopton-
cum-Muckflat. Just found the church
has been broken into, and all -the
communion plate  stolen. Two
strangers in a .spring cart drove
through the village in your direction.
That’s the only clue we've got, so

dap!

The sergeant’s lip curled with fine
scorn, Slopton being a village thirty
miles away, on the opposite side of
the county.

. ““ What do you mean by our direc-
tion?”’ he asked.

“Welll ‘they, took “the southern
O ey 3

¢ Not very promising that,” said
the sergeant. *“You had better look
out for footpriuts and finger-marks.
What’s missing? Wait a minute;
I'll take it down.”

He reached out for a scribbling-
pad, and wrote the various items,
with his ear to the receiver.

He had just got down the last of
the stolen property—‘‘two silver
candlesticks, seventeenth century
workmanship ’—when there was a
quick step in the outer room, and
Bagot entéred, breathing hard.

‘“ Quick!” he cried. ‘“When I re-
turned on my cycle from Barford, I
found my wife lying on the kitchen
floor with her head stove in!”

*“Good heavens! Is she dead?”

“Dead as a herring!”’ panted the
distracted husband, sinking on to one
of the windsor chairs and burying his
face in his hands.

“Hallo!” called the sergeant into
the telephone.  You must ring us
up later./ Can’t attend to you now;
we've got another job on here.
Now, Mr.. Bagot, pull yourself
together! Our men are most of them
at the@own Hall. I’ll send for some-
one to take charge here, and then I'll
come over with you at once. Have
you any reason to suspect anyone?”’

“No one in the world,” said the
farmer, looking up with a haggard
face. ‘ But there’s been a tramp on
the bank behind the house, for his fire
is still smouldering there.” ‘

““That’s good enough for a start,”
said Sergeant Stevenson. And as he
put on his helmet he felt that life was
not going to prove so monotonous in
the sleepy little town after all; in
fact, that on the whole things were
looking up. T

THE 3rd CHAPTER.
Constable Heath Has His

Suspicions.
EEMINSTER Town Hall was
B crowded ~to the uttermost
when  Sergeant Stevenson

entered, leaving Bagot outside.

The sergeant was looking for two
of his men, on whom he knew he
could thoroughly rely, but who, being
off duty that night, had taken their
wives to. the entertainment.

It was like searching for a needle
in a stack of hay, and as he did not
wish to raise an alarm—which would
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mean that half the audience would
betake themselves to Poverty Farm
forthwith—he was casting about how
best to find where they sat when his
eye fell on his son Billy, a smile of
happy delight on his fresh young
face.

By a strange coincidence, someone
was singing the very air which the
musical tramp had played that after-
noon, and Billy was entranced.

“Nudge my boy in the ribs, Mr.
Simmonds, will you?” whispered the
sergeant, bending over to the local
ironmonger. And Billy, roused out
of 'himself by the knob of an
umbrella, turned round in his seat,
and saw his father beckoning to him.

“What is it, dad?’ said Billy
anxiously, when he had wriggled his
lithe young body out of the press.

“1 want Heath and Idwards,”
said the sergeanf, in a low voice.
*“Can you find them for me, laddie?
It’s very urgent!” :

Billy nodded, already knowing the
whereabouts of his father’s right-
hand men, and in a few minutes two
stalwart figures might have been seen
sidling their way out of the shilling
seats.

‘ Something wrong, sir?”‘ said
Heath, who was a youngish man with
a brown beard, and a pair of very
intelligent eyes.

“Yes; very wrong,” replied the ser-
geant. ““Mrs. Bagot, at Poverty
Farm, has been killed !”

Constable Heath nodded his head
| without expressing much surprise as
far as his features went, and he con-
tented himself with asking the stere
typed question, ‘“ Any clue, sir?”’
his fellow-constable joined the group.

“Only that a tramp was camping
in the hollow behind the farm, and
has disappeared,” said the sergeant.
And Billy gasped as he heard the
words.'

“T’ll swear he never did it, father!”
exclaimed the boy, instantly cham-
pioning the man who had played so
delightfully, with all the eagerness
and unthinking honesty of boyhood.

*“Why, what do you know about
the tramp? Did you see him?”

“I not only saw him, but I had
tea with him,” said Billy, *“ when I
was out on patrol.”

“Then, you'd know him again?’
said all three, in a breath.

I should think I would !” answered
Billy stoutly. ‘‘ And so would young
Lashbrook : he saw him, too.”

The moment Billy had said these
words he tegretted them, for he re-
membered that Harvey Lashbrook’s
recollections of his tramp friend
would be the reverse of pleasant.
But the thing was done, and, sure
enough, Harvey and his father,
Colonel Lashbrook, J.P., came out of
the hall, the first of the audience to
leave.

The colonel received the police
officers’ salutes with a nod of his
head, and was passing on when
Sergeant Stevenson stopped him, and
told him of the terrible occurrence.

“What ! Killed ! You don’t
say so!” said the colonel quickly.
“ Why, they are tenants of mine, and
very bad tenants, too. I don’t like
the man, and his wife always struck
me as a complaining, nagging sort
of individual. But there! The poor
thing has gone, and I won’t say any-
thing about that.”

* We are just going up there now,
sir,” said the sergeant.

““Then you had better get into my
car,” was the colonel’s prompt
response.

The sergeant beckoned Bagot, and
they all got in, a strangely assorted
company, and rather a tight squeeze,
although the car was commodious
enough.

Billy
Heath's

sat on one of Constable
knees, while Master Harvey
Lashbrook, with his nose rather in
the air, tried to look dignified,
squashed between the colonel and the
chanffeur, as the bright head-lamps
gleamed on the leafy hedges as the
car left the town.

Poverty Farm was a good two miles
out, and lay on the road to Lashbrook
Hall. And as they whirred through
the soft, starlight night, Constable
Heath plied Bagot with a good many
questions, the trend of which was to
appear later.

They turned the car into the farm-
yard, and unshipped one of the head-
lights, while Bagot unlocked the
kitchen door.

It was an ugly sight, and Billy’s
curiosity having been quickly satis-
fied, he slipped out into the open air,
where he was joined almost immedi-
ately by young Lashbrook, with a
face as white as Bagot’s own.

““There’s no doubt who’s done it,”
said the college boy. “It’s that
tramp you were with this afternoon!”

“It isn’t!”’ said Billy.

“ None of your cheek, youngster!”

said Master Lashbrook. ‘He had
got villainy written all over him.
But, of course, I forgot; you didn’t
see what happened after you bolted.
Was he a pal of yours? You seemed
to he pretty chummy.” And the
champion of Beeminster College
threw a world of withering contempt
into his tone, deeming it, as he did, a
condescension on his part to exchange
words with the son of a common
police-sergeant.

“I don't know what you mean
about being -chummy,” said Billy
hotly, “but I do know that man was
no murderer, and youll see I'm
right.”

Meanwhile, their elders in the farm
kitchen were holding a grim consul-
tation.

“ Better bring the doctor here,”
said Colonel Lashbrook,  before you
move her, and communicate with the
coroner.” And Constable Heath,
who, with his brother-officers, had
been making notes in their pocket-
books, turned his eyes on a bicycle
standing against the kitchen wall.

. “T’ll borrow your machine, Bagot;
is it all right?”’ he asked.

“Yes, it's all right,” was the
reply; “but there’s not much oil in
the lamp.”

“That won’t matter for once,”
said Heath, and wheeling it out
through the door, he rode off to the
town.

When he returned with the doctor
and the stretcher from the police-
station, the colonel and the others
were at the hollow on the bank, and
the kitchen was empty.

“ No doubt about it being murder,
sir?"”7 said Tom Heath, but the doctor
looked up at him with half a smile.

“ It will be murder if the woman
dies, Heath—she is not dead yet,”
he replied.

Tom Heath looked over his
shoulder at the kitchen door, and
bent down.

“ Would it be possible, sir, to keep
that fact quiet until you see whether
vou can pull her round ?”’ he said in
a low voice. “I've got my own
reasons for asking the question.”

“Why, yes, not that I've much
hopes of her recovery, mind you,”
replied the doctor. ‘It is  very
doubtful whether she will recover
consciousness, but she might; we can
take her to the Cottage Hospital in-
stead of the mortuary,and no one need
be any the wiser. Have you got some
suspicions, then?”

“1 have, sir,” said Tom Heath,
“and whether they are right or
wrong, which only time will show, it
would help me very much if the
woman were thought to be dead for
a day or two.”

“1 can work that all right for
you, especially as the coroner is on
the Continent, and I'm his deputy—
vou and I can lift her on to the
stretcher before the others come
back.”

“ And what are you going to do,
Bagot?”’ said Colonel Lashbrook,
when they had completed their in-
vestigations and returned to the
farm to find the body gone. “You
can’t stop here all by yourself, man.”

“You had better come along with
me, Bagot,” said the sergeant,  we
can put you up at the station.” And
the broken man, who continued to sob
convulsively into his handkerchief,
nodded and locked the kitchen door
as they left the scene of the tragedy.

In less than an hour the descrip-
tion of the tramp, furnished by the
exultant Harvey, and reluctantly
corroborated by Billy Stevenson, had
been telephoned through the length
and breadth of the county, and the

sergeant’s last words as the colonel

got into his car were: ¢ That will be
all right, sir; you can take my word
for it that the man will be arrested
kefore noon to-morrow.”

THE 4th CHAPTER.
Scouts on the Trail.

OON came, but no news, in
N spite. of the sergeant’s
anxious telephoning, and by

that time, the tragedy having leaked

out, the sleepy little “town was
stirred to its very core. -
Half Beeminster abandoned its

daily avocations, and rushed off pell-
mell to Poverty Farm, only to find a
cordon of police there who resolutely
barred the way.

As it was, they had to take two
persistent” investigators into custody,
before the disappointed crowd re-
tired, and Sergeant Stevenson began
to look glum.

It was Sunday, and seeing that an
improvised search-party had started
out, the sergeant felt the necessity of
doing something official; it was no

use trusting to chance, and unless the
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man was hiding somewhere every
hour wab carrying him farther:and
farther from justice.

Constable Heath was the only
member of the local force who did not
wear a worried look, and he it was
who suggested to Billy that they
should scour the road on their
machines.

Just as they were starting: out
Harvey Lashbrook arrived on the
brand-new bicycle that was the envy
of all the Beeminster boys, and they
were joined by a dozen of the town
scouts, which swelled Tom Heath’s
‘command into quite a considerable

orce.

Heath had had an interview with
the doctor earlier in the morning,
and learned that the injured woman
was still wavering on the threshold,
but the doctor’s report was a little
more hopeful, and Constable Heath
smiled in his brown beard.

It had rained very heavily in the
earlier part of the morning, and
some of the roads were flooded, but
the only thing they had to go upon,
the print of a much-cobbled shoe,
remained on the road immediately
beneath the little hollow where the
tramp had made his fire.

The toe pointed northward, and
taking up the clue from that spot
the constable and the scouts rode
with great caution, noting that every
now and then prints of the same shoe
occurred, showing clearly that the
man had struck along the road in the
first instance.

Harvey Lashbrook was riding at
the head of the band when he gave
a shout and jumped from his machine
“Here it is again!” he cried, point-
ing to the unmistakable trail which
left the high road at a stile,

Whoever he was, the miscreant had
evidently turned off there, into a
right-of-way path that led across an
angle of Lashbrook Park.

Colonel Lashbrook’s estate was of
considerable extent, and one of the
show-places of the neighbourhood ;
there was the Home Park -and the
Deer Park, the Italian Garden, and
the grass terraces, a quarter of a mile
of them, leading down to a vast sheet
of ornamental water, but it was
through an angle of the Deer Park
that the footpath led.

While they were lifting their
machines over the stile, something
like a cheer on the road behind them
made them all turn, and they saw a
fresh contingent of the scouts, who,
having got wind of their intentions,
had put on their uniforms with the
full determination of being ““in it.”

Billy set his teeth hard; his
sympathies were all with the hunted
man, in whose innocence he firmly
believed, and he was only hoping
that he might come up with him
alone and warn him of the threaten-
ing danger.

This was now impossible, and he
rode with the rest along the wet foot-
path where the pools showed how
heavy last night’s rain had been.

When they reached the park
proper, where magnificent chestnuts
hung their broad leaves over the
wall that surrounded it, it was
agreed upon that they should open
out to forty paces, and sweep across
from one side to the other, after-
wards . searching the woods that
fringed the ornamental water be-
yond it. ;

The dappled deer and a flock of
sheep scampered away at the unex-
_pected appearance of that line of
eager lads, led by the constable, but
no- human figure did they see, nor
was the print of the: mended shoe
again visible.

“Pm afraid it
chase,” said Heath.

“ Never mind, it’s jolly good fun,
anyway,” said several of them, as
they carried their machines up the
wooden steps that led over the wall.

Billy had lagged behind, and was
@e last to get over, but as he paused
to _draw breath, he saw something
bright in the grass at the edge of the
path not half a dozen strides off.

When he had carried his machine
down on to the level again, he went
towards the object, and started, for it
was the tin whistle on which his ac-
quaintance of the day before had dis-
coursed those mellifluous strains.

The boy stopped and looked after
the others; Harvey Lashbrook, who
had taken upon himself to usurp the
command of those volunteer helpers,
was ordering them to stack their
machines and follow him into the

is a wildgoose

wood.

Billy knelt down, pretending there
was something wrong with his chain,
and his heart beat wildly, for close
to the whistle was another impression
of that mended shoe, whose wearer
had evidently proceeded down a little
avenue of birches that penetrated the

- wood there.

“Sexton Blake,

Through the trees the sunlight
glinted on an arm of the lake, and
the little avenue led to an old boat-
house on the bank—an ornamental
pagoda with a thatched roof, which
he knew was not used now.

The tramp had met the rain and
turned into the wood for shelter, and
Billy was prepared: to bet his best
boots that he would find him there.

The boys had disappeared now,
and were beating up the wood in a
semicircle—it- would be ten minutes
before they reached the boathouse
at the very least, and leaving his
machine in the grass, he ran as hard
as he could pelt with the whistle in
his hand.

With startling suddenness an un-
shaven face, crowned by a battered
billycock, peered out through the
door, and responded to the boy’s
brandished arm by a wave .of his
ragged sleeve, and the next minute
Billy, panting hard, was inside the
pagoda trying to recover his breath.

“ Quick—quick I’ he whispered.
“ You must clear out; the police are
after you. for the murder of Mrs.
Bagot up at the farm yonder.”

The tramp’s greeting had con-
sisted of an amused grin, but he
started now and turned very white.
‘“ What like a woman was she ?”’ he
said eagerly, slipping the whistle into
his pocket. Thin, pale-faced, with
a screw of black hair done up any-
how, and a shabby gown?”’

“ Yes—yes; don’t” wait, or you’ll
be taken. They’re in the wood now !

“Just my luck,” said the tramp.
“I ricked my knee in the dark on
the way here when the rain came,
and I couldn’t run a yard to save my
life. You’re a gaod little chap to
take all this trouble, but I want you
to do something more for me and
keep your mouth shut until I tell you

to open it. Where was she
found 77

“In the farm-kitchen,” replied
Billy.

“I thought so,” said the tramp
thoughtfully. * Now look here ’—and
taking up his stick he drew a rough
parallelogram on the floor of the
boathouse—‘ that’s the plan of the
big black barn up at the farm,
there’s the door, and there’s the ladder
leading up into the loft.”

Then he dug the point of his stick in
two places on the plan, one near the
foot of the ladder, the other in the
far ‘corner, Billy wondering all the
while what on earth -he was driving
at.
“You must go to the barn when
no one sees you,” said the tramp,
“and clear away the litter at these
places I have marked ‘A’ and ‘B.

about three feet from the wall; at B
—well, I don’t know what it is;-but
you must find it, and tell nobody,
and you must bring the things into
Court when I'm examined before the
magistrates—it may mean a great
deal to me.” :

Billy was utterly nonplussed at these
strange directions, and not a little
frightened, and while he was com-
mitting them to memory, they both
heard the sound of voices drawing
nearer and nearer.

“You wouldn’t be here, youngster,
if you didn’t believe me .innocent,”’
said his strange companion, ‘and
you’re right. I mayn’t be much
good in the world, but I'm not a
murderer, and I never stole any-
anything. You had better not be
found here. Run out and give a yell
as though you had just discovered
me.” And he pushed him towards
the door of the pagoda, which was
on the opposite side to the advancing
cordon.

Billy sprang into the open air, and
his “ Wah—wah—wah—wah!” was
instantly answered by the members
of the Jackal Patrol, to the great
disgust of Harvey Lashbrook, and a
Kangaroo or two who happened to
be with him.

“You don’t mean to say you have
found anything, young Stevenson ?”’
cried Harvey, as he and Constable
Heath dashed up.

““Yes, he’s there,” said Billy, and
flinging the door wide open, the con-
stable stepped in.

‘“Oh, it’s you, is it?”’ said Heath.
“You were playing a whistle in the
High Street on Friday night,
weren’t you ?”’

“That’s me,” said the tramp, with
a smile that might have meant any-
thing, as he touched his battered hat
with mock civility to Harvey Lash-
brook. My respects to your
Majesty !”?

“Don’t be insolent, fellow!” said
young Lashbrook haughtily. ¢ That’s
the man, Heath !”’

“You’ll have to come with me to
the station,” said the intelligent
officer; ‘‘it’s my duty to arrest you
on the serious chargeof murder, but

fspy!u

At A, you’ll find a sack full of silver,,

I must caution you that anything you
say may be used against you.”

“Right-ho, mate! You "needn’t
bother about the darbies, Fll go
quiet enough!” And looking out
through the door at the patch of sun-
light that played among the tree-
tops, he smiled to himself as he
limped into the open.

Harvey Lashbrook lined up on the
other side of him, with an idea of
rendering assistance to the Law, if it
were necessary. He even went so far
as to make a movement with his
hand, as though he would have
grasped the tramp’s arm.

“1f you’ll take my advice, young
man,”” said the suspect, * you’ll keep
your hands to yourself, or else I shall
treat you like a shilling rabbit. I’m
the constable’s prisoner and not
your’s.”’

Harvey coloured and glared at the
Jackals, who had the. indelicacy to
grin, and then they went back across
the Deer Park, and up the lane past
the farm, where the tramp looked
once at Billy, but otherwise main-
tained a stolid silence until they
reached the police-station.

The prisoner gave his name as
‘“John Smifh, London,” and stuck to
it, and when he had been formally
charged and searched, he was con-
signed to a cell, pending his examina-
tion next day.

“Of = course,”  said Constable
Heath, as he left him to his own re-
flections, ‘‘you’ll have every oppor-
tunity of proving your innocence; in
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constable. - You’ve been hanging
round here for the last three hours’
watehing your opportunity to come
into the barn, and looking as guilty
as. though you had dome the thing
yourself. What did the prisoner say
to you in Colonel Lashbrook’s boat-
house before we came up?”’

Billy’s face was a great deal too
honest to deceive Tom Heath,
although he made a desperate
attempt to stick to his guns.

‘“ Now, you had better make a clean
breast of 1t,”’ said the constable con-
fidentially, ‘“and T'll tell you this
much to help you. Your pal, the
tramp, i3 not the man we want for
this job, but if you go poking ahout
under our noses you'll find yourself
in very hot water before you're done.
Did he leave something behind him 7"’

“I don’t know,” said Billy, with
perfect truth; ‘ but he told me that
there are two things hidden in the
barn, and I was going to look for
them.” ;

‘“ Come on, then, and we’ll search
together,” said the constable, who had
very pronounced ideas of his own
which he had not yet communicated to
his superiors.

Billy, fairly cornered, told him what
the tramp had said, and, seizing the
pitchfork, Heath had very soon cleared
away the litter by the ladder’s foot,
and, cutting the string that tied the
mouth of the sack, gave a cry of
astonishment when he saw the silver.

“ Great James!” he exclaimed.
“ This is the church plate of Slopton-

The tramp in the !oft was awakened by a sound beneath him;,
and peeping down, he saw by the light of a stable lantern, a
man digging a hole, and a bundie laid beside him.

the meantime, you've got to keep
your pecker up. I’ll bring you some
tea presently.” And he bestowed
upon him a nod which, somehow, was
almost friendly.

Billy was at his wit’s ends. He had
a mission to perform, but with half
Beeminster buzzing round the farm,
in spite of the efforts of a dozen con-
stables to keep them off the premises,
there seemed no chance of his doing
anything, much less digging.

He roamed about the place like an
unquiet spirit, but at last he saw his
opportunity, and slipped, as he
thought, unseen into the dim vast-
ness. of the great barn,

It was very old, and the timbers
that supported the floor of the loft
had whitened with age until they
looked like the ribs of some antedilu-
vian monster. 4

To Billy’s joy he saw a fork in one
corner, and was just crossing over to
it, -when Constable Heath came noise-
lessly in. :

“ What’s your little game now,
Billy?’ said Tom Heath; and Billy
crimsoned to the roots of his hair.

‘“ Nothing particular,”’ faltered the
boy, for Heath .spoke sharply, and
Billy felt guilty.

“Qh, yes, there is!’? persisted the
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cum-Muckflat, that was stolen on
Saturday, about three o’clock in the
afternoon !I”’

“ Well, John Smith, as he calls him-
self, eould not have stolen it, because
he was in the hollow over there at
that time!” cried Billy.

“Quite right, sonnie. I never said
he did!’ said Tom Heath. *“ And
now let’s dig in the other place.
Phew !” he whistled, as he unearthed
a wood chopper, to which adhered
several long black hairs. ‘“ We are
on hot scent now. That’s the thing the
deed was done with. I want you to
keep your mouth shut, Billy; not a
word—even to your father—until to-
morrow !”’ -

“ What time is the examination?”’
asked Billy, in a hushed voice.

‘““The magistrates sit at eleven
o’clock sharp,” replied the constable,
‘“ and unless 'm very much mistaken
we’ll spring a few surprises on two
or three persons concerned !”’

THE 5th CHAPTER.
A Gallant Yagabond.

HE court-room was packed, and
E there was a full Bench of
magistrates, Colonel Lash-

brook presiding.
It was a quaint room, with tall

Grand Chri

Georgian  windows on one
through which the morning

side,
sun

' slanted in broad beams, in which the

motes danced merrily. s
The tramp, considerably improved
in appearance.by a wash and a brush-
up, lounged in the dock, and the first
witness to be examined was the hus-

band of the murdered woman.

The doctor had been excused attend-
ance until twelve o’clock on the plea
of an urgent case—a matter of life
and death—and Constable Heath kept
his eye anxiously on the clock at the
far end of the room, apparently
chafing at the slow progress of the
legal formalities.

The moment Bagot saw the
prisoner he leaned over the witness-
box and pointed to him, crying ex-
citedly :

“ That man was hanging round my
house the whole of Friday afternoon.
I turned him off the farm twice.”

To everyone’s astonishment the
prisoner laughed. :

‘“This i1s a very serious matter,
prisoner,” said the magistrates’ clerk
reprovingly ; * this is no time for mer-
riment !’

“ All right, guv’nor,” said ‘‘ John
Smith,”” still with- a broad grin on his
fzhce; ‘“ only that man is a liar, that’s
all 1’

Bagot, whose haggard face and
bowed shoulders had excited consider-
able sympathy among the public
assembled at the back of the court,
turned a shade whiter, if that were
possible, and -looked at the magis-
trates.

‘“ What time did you cycle over to
Barford, Bagot?’ said Colonel Lash-
brook.

“ I started out, sir, as near as I ean
remember, about half-past six,” re-
plied the farmer, after a mental cal-

_culation.

“Do any business there?”’ inter-
rogated the prisoner.

‘“ Silence, please!” said the clerk.
“ You'll have an epportunity of put-
ting any questions at the close of this
witness’s ‘evidence.” 4

“ Oh, all right?’ said the prisoner
cheerily.  “ Only that’s lie number
two; he says he got back to the farm
at nine o’clock, and it’s eighteen
miles to Barford if it’s an inch. I’ve
tramped it more than once !”’

Bagot ignored the interruption, and

4 told with much detail how he returned

home to find that hideous thing wait-
ing for him.

When he had finished the clerk
nodded to the prisoner. : e

“ Now, if you have anything to
say, you can say i, he said rather

sharply.
“Pve nothing more to say,
governor,” was the reply. “ I admit

being on the bank -behind the farm
all day, but that that man saw me I
deny absolutely. The poor woman
who was murdered gave me some
water for my tea~ about three o’clock
in the afternoon, and about six she
looked over the hedge into the road
as though she was expecting someone.
Of course, I don’t -expect you to take
my -word, but I think the constable
ﬁonder has something to say!” And

e looked at Tom Heath.

Heath’s eyes had<sought the clock
again and again, and it was now ten
minutes to twelve. * :

T should like to ask Mr. Bagot a
few questions; - your Worship, if I
might be allowed,”” he said.

¢ Certainly, Hedth I”” assented the
colonel, and the ‘townsfolk craned
their necks forward, one old farmer
saying to his neighbour: “‘ He be a _
smart chap Tom Heath, he be !”?

~- ‘“ Silence in court!” cried the magis- -

trates’ clerk. :

Tom Heath cleared his throat.

‘“ Tell me, Bagot,” said the young -
constable, ‘* when was the last time
you saw these things?’ And, stoop-
ing down, he took a pair of candle-
sticks, some platters, and a ewer from
a portmanteau, and laid them on the
clerk’s table.

Bagot started, and said:

“I—I never saw them before!
What are they?’ And as he leaned
over the wiftness-box the beads of
perspiration dropped on to his tightly-
clasped hands.

‘“ This is the church plate, your
Worship, that was stolen from Slop-

ton-cum-Muckflat, some time “on
Saturday afternoon,” said * Tom
Heath. ‘ From certain information

received, I found them in one of
Bagot’s barns under some litter in a
corner done up in this sack.” And
he held it up. i
‘I don’t quite understand your in-
ference, constable,’”’ said Colonel Lash-
brook; © looking  rather confused.
¢ What has stolen plate got to do with
the present charge??. .
“Well, sir,”’ "~ replied Heath,
“ Bagot’s initials are on the sack, and,
of course, sir, as you know, Sloptone
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is the only place in the county where
we find red clay; I've got Bagot's
bicycle outside, and the rims are
covered with ity which is pretty clear
proof that he must have been there,
and could not possibly have. visited
Barford at the time he says he did.”

¢ This is nomsense!” exclaimed the
farmer, leaning heavily on the rail of
the witness-box. ‘I appeal to you,
Colonel Lashbrook, am I being tried,
or is that man there the prisoner?”’

¢ Don't lose your temper, Bagot,”

said the presiding magistrate. ‘' Of
course, it does not follow from that,
Heath, that Bagok :was at Slopton on
Saturday.”
- % No, sir!” interrupted the farmer,
in a triumphant voice, accompanied
by a look at Tom Heath that would
have slain. ‘1 attended market at
Slopton last Wednesday, and have not
cleaned my bicycle since.””

“I will produce two men, your
Worships, who will testify to Bagot
boing the cyclist who begged a light
for his lamp e mile this side of Slop-
ton at dusk op Saturday, and I have
something else here which I found in
the barn.”” And as he held up the
chopper it was a question which of the
two men madé the wilder start—
Bagot, to wham it belonged, or the
prisoner in the dock, who looked at
it for an instant, and then turned his
eyes upon his accuser.

“ That was on the wood pile when
I left the fapm,” said Bagot, in a
shaking voice, ‘“ and that man hid it
there, or else how would he know all
about these thingsf—hid it after he
killed my poor wife, the wicked
bound!” Angd he ‘made as though he

would have sprung over the rail and
rushed towards the prisoner.

One or two constables stepped for-
ward to restrain him, but there was
no need, for at that moment a new
arrival appeared in the court-room in
the person of Dr. Antrobus, who
walked quickly up to the clerk’s table
and bowed to the Bench.

‘1 think, Colonel Lashbrook,” said
the doctor, who was a person of con-
siderable importance in Beeminster,
¢ you will have to amend the charge
altogether from one of murder ’—and
he glanced significantly at Constable
Heath. ‘*‘ The unfortunate woman is
not dead after all; in fact, she has
recovered consciousness. 1 have re-
moved a piece of fractured bone from
the brain, and it is more than likely !
she will recover.”

A loud murmur ran through the
court, and the astonished husband
clutched the sides of the witness-box
to prevent himself from falling.

‘“Not dead !’ he cried, in a voice
that rose almost to a scream:

“ No, sir?”’ said the doctor sternly,
looking at him with a glance of
withering contempt. = But suffi-
ciently well to make a very important
statement, and to accuse you as her
assailant !” :

Bagot’s face turned purple, and,
leaping out of the box, he made a
dash for one of the doors immediately
behind him.

“ Sergeant, stop that man!”

The words, delivered with all the
abruptness of a military command,
came from the prisoner in the dock,
and as Sergeant Stevenson, to whom
they were directed, seized Bagot by
the waist, the eyes of * John Smith, of
London,” and those of Colonel Lash-
brook met, and remained riveted upon
each other.

The tramp was standing squarely at
attention now, one of those slanting
beams from the tall Georgian window
falling full upon his face, which had
a curious smile upon it.

“You and I have met before,
prisoner,” said the colonel, after a

momentary pause. *‘ Your face has
been strangely familiar to me all the
morning. Where have I seen it?”

“ Often enough in the orderly-room,
sir, I'm afraid,” replied the wandering
minstrel. ‘“I wish I had as many
shillings, colonel, as I have had C.B.’s
and ¢cells’ from your lips, when we
were both in the 30th Hussars—the
good old ¢ Scarlet Runners’!”
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The colonel adjusted his eyeglass
and scrutinised the speaker closely.
There was a familiarity in his voice
that was not in any way insolent, and
his heart warmed to one who had been
a member of his own regiment.

“ Your name is not Smith,” he said.
““ What was it?”’

“I'd rather not say, sir,”” said the
tramp; “ but do you remember one
afternoon, about five miles out of
Snarlersdorp, when we got jammed
between two commandoes, and your
horse was shot, in the middle of the
barbed wire?”

“ Yes, yes—go on!”

“ There’s not much more, sir,
except that a man stopped behind and
got you clear just as the pom-pom
opened on us from a little kopje on
the right—""

“Stop! You are forgetting one
thing, Private Gregory!” exclaimed
the colonel, starting to his feet and
bending towards the prisoner. ‘‘ You
ought to add that that man, finding
me badly cut about by the wire,
hoisted me on to his own pony, started
it off, and stayed behind, covering my
retreat with his rifle, and most
assuredly saving my life. Do you
know that I recommended you for the
Victoria Cross for that action, and
that you would have got it if you had
not deserted in the meantime?”

A flush passed over Private
Gregory’s face.

7 stuck it, sir, as long as we were
before the enemy,” he said, in a low
voice. ‘‘ Peace was declared when I
bolted.”

There was a dead silence in court;
even the scoundrel Bagot, held in the
grip of Sergeant Stevenson, listened
with all his ears to that strange inci-
dent.

““ What on earth possessed you to
take that false step, Gregory?”’ said
the colonel at last. * You were a
changed man from the moment the
war broke out; it seemed to stiffen
you, and from being a perfect waster,
you were perhaps the smartest soldier
in B Squadron.”

“T don’t know, sir,”" said the
tramp. ‘I think I must have a lazy
bone somewhere in my composition,
and I hated the restraint.”

The colonel looked at his brother
magistrates, among whom were three

or four retired officers, and his face

assumed a look of sorrowful regret.

e fear you are incorrigible,
Gregory,” he said. ‘I am sorry for
you, but it is my duty to remand you
in custody pending the arrival of an
escort to take you back to the regi-
ment at York.”

““I always said I never had any
luck!” sighed the tramp, instantly
losing all trace of his military bearing
as he slouched from the dock to make
zoom for the man Bagot.

. - L - L] -

No one quite understood how it
came about, but when a corporal and
two privates of the * Scarlet
Runners” arrived in all their glory
of yellow braid and red Hussar caps,
the deserter’s cell was empty!

I know that Harvey Lashbrook was
out very late on the London Road the
night before, and that five pounds
which he had saved disappeared at the
same time as the man who had saved
his father’s life.

It has also struck me as somewhat
strange that the colonel’s son and the
police-sergeant’s son are occasionally
seen in conversation when there is no
one about, and that a very intelligent
smile mantled the features of Con-
stable Heath when he came upon them
thus on one occasion—but the con-
stable said nothing, and neither do 1.

Still, the fact remains that Billy has
attained wonderful proficiency on the
tin whistle, and the instrument on
which he playsis one which I believe
will be familiar to you, my readers.

THE END.

(The best Christmas Double Number of
THE BOYS FRIEND ever published will
appear next Tuesday. It is full of Christmas
stories and articles. Tell all your chums
about this record mwmber.)

A MODEL DE

RRICK GRANE,

By GEO. P. MIOON,

And How to Make It.
GENERAL view is given in
Fig. § of & model derrick

A ‘crane which is worked by
hand. It has scveral movements—all
the movements, indeed, which the
original pessessef. The jib can be
raised towards the perpendicular or

lowered towprds. the horizontal
position, the wholé concern swinging

Fig. 1.~ The Side View of the Steam
Crane.

froup& to carry the Toad to the point
desired, or to return for fresh stuff,

and, of course, the end of the cable
“deicends or ascends at -
will:, - . { e

T have let the model repre-
sent & steam crane for the
sake of appearance. Obvi~
opsly, if you want eomething
more simple, youz can easily
leave out the boiler end the
house, and replace the -latter

by a couple of standards to take the
windlasses, etc,

If you-inspect Figs. 1, 2, and 3—
side view, plan, and front view—you
will get a good idea of the mechanism
of the affair. For one thing you
will note that there are a couple of
windlasses, one to lift the load, and
the other to raise or lower the jib.
Both these windlasses have ratchets,
80 that each remains at
rest when you remove
your hand from the
crank. And both have
friction  brakes to
enable you to lower
away gradually when
the ratchet levers are
moved.

v
. Let us begin with the base. This
is 1ft. square and Zin. thick. To it,

SRR
" Fig. 3.—The Front View of the Crame
(jib removed).

= =

' in the middle, is to be attached by

an absolutely

central screw. the 3in.
by &in. disc which bears

the. mechanism, etc.

] —

I

‘ig. 4.) . A hole must
e bored in the base for
he serew, so that the
disc may rotate, but not

too freely. Fig.
shows how the disc is
made to rotate. A

piece of thin cord goes
round the disc and is
nailed at one point; the
ends are wrapped about
a roller }in. in diameter
and bin. long, in oppo-
site ways, so that when

YIS

the roller is turned the
cord at one extremity is
wound up while the

Fig. 2.—Plan of the Steam Crane.

“The New Broom,”

other is unwound. To
secure the ends of the |

cord, they are passed through holes
in the roller and knotted. Two

EENE TR RN
Fig. 4.—Section of Disc and Base.

pieces of stout wire, one lin. long
and the other 3in., have an end
flattened by beating, and this flat-
tened end is driven into the ex-
tremities of the roller to provide
axles, and, in the case of the longer
piece, a orank
for  working.
These wires
pass  through
holes in two
pieces of Zim.
wood, 5in. long
and 3in. wide,
which, with
two others %in.
longer, make
an _enclosure
round the dise,

R &
AT hSEa

Fig. 5.— n
Showing the Method of 23 Fig: 5 shows!
Rotating the Disc. Lhey areglued

tothe base, and
further secured by screws inserted in
theirloweredge through the base, holes
being made in
the latter to
allow of theuse
of shorter
screws.(Fig. 6.)
Upon . this
acrew a piece of
wood & trifle
under }in. in
ﬁgj"k“m and
53in. square, in
the}:‘lls'cuﬁ d
hole to allow i
to fit over the
dise. The crank

is - formed
naturally,after
th{?’ }v;vira ti)zto
which it is bent . 6.—Showing the
is - pessedpethod of ' Screwing

through itsthe Wood to the Base.
bearing hole.
Theé “house’” is formed of two
T » side pieces, 2}in.
wide and 4in.
long, 'a back
piece, 1iin. wide
and 4in. long, a
roof piece 2in.
wide and 2}in.
long, and alower
part, ;which car-
Il ries the boiler
3| also, 4in. by 2}in.
all of }in. wood.
The roof piece is
{ shaped as Fig. 7
& indicates, the
Fig.7.—The Top of thecut away por-
Engine House. tion . providing

Maxwell Scott's Latest and Best School Serial,
Commences Next Tuesday In Our

room for the jib stay when the jib ap-
proaches the vertical. The back-is also
cut as shownin Fig.8, the position and
extent of the parts being governed by
experiment.
Before gluing and screwing these
parts together, :
we must make
and fit on the
windlasses, One
of these is seen
in Fig. 9. It
congists of three
parts, a barrel
and two flanges,
one of which is
cut to form a g
ratchet. The
barrel is 1}in,
long and %in. in
diameter.Square
the end }in., as

Fig. 8. —Showing the

Fig. 10 illus-
trates, for trhenonse_o L e B
flanges, which
are 3-16in. in  thickness and

lin. in diameter. One of them is
shaped as Fig. 9 shows, the ratchet
being cut with a sharp penknife.
Fig. 11 gives a view of the inside
of the house nearest to us in Fig. 1,

Fig. 9.—The Windlass.

the ratchet flanges, which occupy the
furthest position in Fig.- 1, being
removed for the sake of clearness.
This diagram shows us the brake
which acts upon the flanges of the
windlasses; the top. one when the
lever “is depressed, the bottom one
when it is _pushed up, the elastic
band keeping the brake out of action
till its operation is required.

The “windlasses are supported and
worked by wire driven into“each
end of the barrel, as in the case of
that which rotates the whole crane.
And these wires pierce the sides of
the house in the situation shown in

Fig. 11 ;
The brake lever, seen in Fig. 11, is
Fig. 10.—
The End of
» the Barrel.

about 3in. long and lin. wide; its
thickness is 4in. A screw pivots it,
as shown, to enable it to come in
contact with the top and bottom
flange as desired.

Fig 12 illustrates the other side of
the house, showing the ratchet and
pawl levers, the latter being 3in.
long, %in. thick, and 3in. wide at

their widest point. The illustration
is so clear that further explanation
is not needed. Glue and screw the
sides and back to the bottom, and
add the top piece when the bottom ~
has been screwed to the disc.

We come now to the boiler. This
measures about 5in. in height and
lin. in diameter. It can be cut from
one piece of wood, but it will be
better to let the chimney be a later
addition. Fig. 2 g =
shows its posi-
tion ; it must
not be in the
way of the brake
or the pawl
levers, which, of
course, project
at the rear of the
engine-house.

he jib is our
final task. Fig.
13 gives a good
idea of this part,
which is made

T

Fig. 11.—~The Brake
Arrangement.

“n
/
i

«

)
e

up of two pieces of 3-16in. wood—fret-

wood would be very suitable—10in.
long, and merging from $in. to
iin. in width, and joined by a
couple of Dblocks as shown. The
pulley, %in. in diameter and Zin.
thick, is cut out with a fretsaw, and

grooved with a round file. Tts axle, .

a piece of sufficiently stout wire,
turns in holes bored in the brass

1 plates screwed to the end of the jib,

as Fig. 13 depicts.

The jib "is hinged to the sides of
the engine-house by means of screws
inserted into the block at its wider

end.
N == The cable
TN

thread—
holding
the jib s
atta |
to a sMiall
eye - screw,
inserted in
the top
block. Its
other end
as well as
that of the
other eable
is wrapped
round the
barrel of
the windlass and terminates in a small
tack hammered into the barrel at one
side. The hauling cable passes through
an eve-screw into the lowest block on its
way to the barrel. Paint to taste.

Fig. 12.—The Ratchet
Arrangement.

Fig. 13.—The Jib of the Steam Crane,
THE END.
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Mr. Trimble is the owner of a great
cotton mill in Vulcan Street, Bradiord,
where ali the employees are on strll\e At;
"Frimble’'s mills new : machinery is' being
fitted up which will when completed turn
out work with Wondefful rapidity? The

be to them, and they arc under the im- |
pression that this machinery w111 cause tlle
discharge of many hands.

- Dick Allen,” a plucky and determined
thirteen-year-old Yorkshire lad;.is-left to
fizht the great battle of life parentless and
almost penniless. He resolves to get on in
the world, to. cheer up his ym-ng sister
Jessie, and to provide for'her. " Hé will live
a life Of poverty no longer.

in defiance of the strikers,

emp]oyml‘nt to help fit up the maehmery
in Trimble’s mills.

The strikers become furious, and in. their
rage they attempt to force a way into the
mill and break up fhe machinery. In the
fight between mill-owner and idle em-
ployees, Dick Allen “saves the life of Mr.
Tnmble, and in recognition of this: brave
deed he is given a written document
showing that he wiil be entitled to a one-
fourth share in the mill when he attains
the age of twenty-one.

Dick meets a great enemy when he is
introduced to James Ackroyd,- the un-
scrupulous  nephew of Mr. Trimble.
Ackroyd has a power in the management
of the mill, and does all he can to get Dick
from his uncle’s favour.

Ackroyd owes a certain money-lender
a large sum of money,.and in order to clear
this debt he forges a cheque for £150.
Later, Mr. Trimble-discovers this deliberate

finding hi$ nephew to be a rogue and thief
that he is suddenly taken ill with heart !
trouble. &

Thinking of what will be left him at
his unele’s death, James Ackroyd with-
holds Mr. Trimble’s medicine, and so the
great mill-owner passes away, death being
caused by his nephew.

Aekroyd is anxious to destroy Dick’s

and prevents him from gaining any know-
ledge of the working “of the business.
He does not wish the lad to be exactly
out of his sight, as he hopes to work some
dastardly plot as soon as the opportunity
arrives.

The chance comes, and Widdop, a nasty
youth in the employ. of Ackroyd, is used
as the instrument of the attack. s

Dick’s Narrow Escape.

(Now read this week’s instalment.)
ICK worked with a will at the
job that was given to him.

D He began to have a glimmer

of the fact that he was being
kept out of the work-rooms.

present, for ke kept his eyes open and
He noticed the kinds
of goods he had to handle, the skeps
of full bobbins and empty ones, the:
balls of wool called tops, the empty
beams that were come to have the
warp wound on them. All these
different objects going up to the
higher floors or to the basement below

. aro tall,

‘the edge of the rising lift a

reasons - for

argued the
their movement and the. _purposes to

he noted,

which they were to be put, and in
this- way storing in his mind much
useful knowled"’e

Now, Wlddop had watched him at
work there some time, on and off, for
he had had occasion to visit the lift
himself - with loads of hobbins to_go
down to the store. In Trimble’s the
filled bobbms.wcre packed into skeps;
which are nok to be gonfused with
the buffalo skeps madé: of hide, but
square baskets ‘with lids.
Thess wheh, filled are then whecled
out on long- h@n\llcd tw o—wheeled sack-
carts.

On this floor Wddop™ was ]obber~
lad—that is to; say, a sort of foreman
over a numbper of boys,. half-timers
for the most part, employed in laying+
on and the like. Therefore, he had
only himself to consylt in choosing
the job of conveying the filled skepb
to the lift.”

He had first of all to run along a
passage of a dozen yards or so, then
to turn a corner, and to let his load
down three_steps to the level of the
landing. . Lights were burning in
the spinning-room, but the passages
and stairs were dueky with the gloom
of the winger afternoon,

He came down the passage at a
run, twisted round the corner with
skill, and came, the next moment, to
the top of the steps, -where a few
yards away on a lower level he saw
Dick bending over his task of putting
something into the lift.

He was seized at the moment with
a_blind, vicious. hatred of the boy.
There came upon him the mad im-
pulse,to do -him injury there and
then. He was moving quickly. He
did not stay his impetus at the edge
of the steps. He let his cart leap the
three steps. It ran on the remain-
ing few feet of its:own velocity,
breaking away from ‘Widdop’s con-
trolling hand, twisted round, and up-
set violently a.gamst Dick, just as he
Ivas stepping back from the ascending

How shall words espress quickly
enough what he saw-and what he
realised? The weight of the blow
sent him tottering towards the open
lift-shaft. It was open, for the lift
was already his own height abov
him. He had a momentary glimpse
of the dark depths, the thought of a
sudden crushing out of his life at the
bottom of the shaft, and then he did
thﬁ only thing. possible to save him-
se

He shot up his hands, and grasped
bove him.
Ho could not push off again. He had
to grip it hard to save ‘himself. And
then, somehow, before he could
reason out what to do, he was dragged
up off his feet by the ascending Lift.

In. an instant -he was in a ghastly

quandarv Thnre was no swinging
outwards to jump to safety. An
acrobat might have. done it, but no
one less skilled.. Dick knew, with
that swiftness of thought that comes
in such dreadful circumistances, that
such an’ attempt would mean a drop
down the open shaft. On the other
Ifand, the alternative was not less
dreadful.

In another moment he would be
trapped between the bottom of the
lifs and the next floor. His hands
would be chopped off. He would fall
just the same down the yawning hole
that awaited him.

And then in this moment of
supreme agony he saw underneath
the lift a big ring-bolt that had
evidéntly been used at some time or
other for a connection of some sort.
He held by the ledge -with one hand
for a ghastly fraction of a4 second,
while he gripped the ring-bolt with
the other. The next moment ho re-
linquished the ledge, and swung over
upon. the ring w 1th only a bleath of
time to _spare: |

The ring did not ‘afford good hold.
It was bl"" enough for one hand to get
in, but not f01,t\\0 and the gauge y of
metal being" thin, " it féelt almost as
though it weuld cut ‘his fingers in
two. _But ha hung on, yelling out
warning as, he carie up level with the
next ﬂoor hoping that someone might
be there to stop the lift. Then
demon chance took a turn at his un-
doing.

The lift stopped, but not where he
expected. It came to-rest with a loud

level of the next floor.
had jammed.. His head was up in
darkness. He knew from below no
more than his feet would be visible.

“T° blooming lift’s . fast; it’s
jammed !’ he heard a voice shout
somewhers above. He yelled loudly
for help.” The thin ring was cutting
into the only hand he cold get effec-
tively into it. There came a quick
reply, and an- excited shout ques-
tioning where he was.

Dick answered in an agonised voice.
“I can’t see thee, lad.  Where ista?
Oh, be goy, is tho‘ae thy fe(‘t hano'mg
theer? Oh, Heaven, hae mercy!
Cansta hold there a minute, lad? I
dunno what to do. If I could get t’
lift up a bit or down a bit. I can’t

get at thee up theer!”

‘1 can’t stick on here long !”” Dick
gasped. “T’'ll have {o let go dxrectlv
It’s cutting my hand off.. I shall
have to get hold of the Omde rope and
chance slidmnr to the bott,om :

“ By goy, Iad the'lt 00 over fast!
Sithee, I've got a lot o bags o’ soft
stuft hers. T'll chuck ’em down to t
bottom.  They’re bound, some on
'em, to drop where thy feet’ll come.”
And with no more ado he cast down
{)he lift shaft a big pile of stuffed

ags.

Dick heard them reach the bottom
with a quick-repeated soft thud.
With heart beating anxicusly, he put
out his free h:md and 011ppf’d the
nearest guide rope.

It was really a wire cable, well-
greased, -and stretched-taut between
top and bottom of the shaft. He got

feet and Lnees before he
the ring. .

But there was no takm(» real
of - its slippery -surface. It ran away
from the hold of hishands, knees, and

grinding noise a foot or so below the !
He guessed it

| purpose.

one hand on it, then gripped with his |
let go of |

grip |

2 ¢

ankles He flashed by the next ﬂoor,l
and the next. He caught a.momen-'
tary sight of Widdop standing in a:
st1an°e attitude of strained fear, and
then he was - .gone. :

His hands seemed to be going. s:ud-,
denly ered-hot, for he. clutched -so
taghtlv to try and stay his rapid fall.'
Happily, the cable was good- and;
smooth, with no bits of wire sticking
out - flom it ‘to tear his hands, but it:
was as though he held a hot bax that
was. burning him to the bone,

Then all “at once his feet came. up
sharply upon something that, although.
soft and yielding, gave him a .jer
that he felt to hlS neck. But he'
understood that he was upon the!
bottom, though he was in dead.dark-
ness, and he let go and groped. his
way .outwards, with- thankfulness:
welling up out of his heart. _ And’
then all at once he got another thrill
as lie picked himself up from the bags
upon which he had at first sunk, A:
voice shueked down to him.

“ Tiook out! T’ hf{, is coming down.
by itself, and T can 't stop it. Tt's oﬁ
B ffmde and
Dx? feard a rumblmg. sma\pvng
sound gbove, and he had no need’to |
ba. told of the necessity of haste e
sprang towards the dark opening, “and’
came up violently with ‘a blow th.u
nearly stunned him against . the
wooden door that an evil chanf‘e had®
made _shut,

He ‘cried out with the awful agony-
of the thing, and beat _his hands’
against the door. . He was fast in a
trap. _ In a momeni he would be
crushed. by the de ending lift that !
was coming down out of all contral.
He threw himself against the wood.
It was no good. Death was coming’
down to him. = There was no, escape
this time.

Then down in that pit of dalkness
he got one glimmering inspiration.
He seized one of the stuffed bags that
had breken his fall, and put it upon
another, and then threw still a further
one upon that, till at one side there
was a high rampart of stuff that
would squeezo down a little, and yet
give a solid resistance beyoud a cer-
ta'n pressure.

Then he flang himself down, beside
them, as the lift came groaning down
and settled itself upon the top.

Af that he must have famted for
when he opened his eyes he was lying
in the ecellar among the hampers,
with someone holding a light over
him, and someone else bathmv his
face with cold water.

There were swift questlons ‘put to
him after the expressions of relief at
his safety had died down. How had
he got into the lift shaft? Was it
his own carelessness or what?

He could only answer what he
knew. Someone had let a skep come
tumbling down the steps upon him.
He did not know who, unless—yves,
it was Widdop, of course. Widdop
had been wheeling out the skeps all
thL time from there.

* And another thing,” he said,
was not an accident. It was dome on
He’s got a2 down on me.
Hejxeatened only this afternoon to
smash my face for me. I'm not
afraid of that, but this is a blow from
behind.’

There were half a dozen men there
who had come running down when
the accident occurred, expecting to:
find Dick crushed and dead.

“nodded acquiescence.

kvw

iV utuous tone.

“Look here,” said one, “ we're all
down here alone. .. 1 reckon wed
better fetch this Wlddop lad down
and hear what he. has to say. Let
him:stand a fair trial, and if he can’t

‘clear hisself, just do the proper thing.

Hammer him- well' in° Yorkshire
fashion, and then ‘hand him over to
£ pollce"

“ Right-ho!” cried another, and all
So a couple
went- up to fetch Widdop.

Trled by Hls Mates.

IDDOP was fetched down
into the basement with no
excess: of -politeness. He

- hesitated, and the. messengers seeing

in_ the hesitation. a sign of guilt,
threatened to knock his head off. - So
Widdop went..down to the cellar to
be arraigned before half a dozen of
his ; -fellows, . with -Dick Allen as
plosecutor P

This. - young un chk Allen,
1eukons tha knocked him.down & lift-
shaft!” said a blunt warper. “ W hat’
tha got to say :for thisen’?”’

“ Say.l?? cried. Widdop,. in his best,
““What do I want. to
say agen that little: worm? Who'd
believe- anything. -he. says? He's
known as the biggest ligger in
Bradford. - I wouldn’t. touch him.
He not worth kicking.”

Look here, did you run your
<1\ep into him by letting go of it down
the steps just when: he was standing
near the edﬂe of the lift?”

“No,. 1 dxdnt If somebody did,
it wasn’t me.’

“Well, somebody did, and t’ lid
of t” skep flew open, lettmﬂ' _some of
t’ bobbins cut.. . One on ’em fell
down t* lift to t’ bottom and here i it
is. « Now, look at 1t What yarn’s
that?. It's what you’ve been carrying
out, this afternoon. That’s what they
call evidence.- Summat less nor that
has hung. many a man.”.

“It isn’t true!”? protestmi Wlddop
‘“‘Someone must have chucked it
down to get me, into trouble. I twig
what you're all up to. This kid’s
been telling you that he’s bahn to be
measter some duy, ‘and-you’re making
it right for yourselves by \vhen that
happens s0 that he won L gi'e you t’
sack.” X

Now, thxs was a very unskilful
move on the part of Widdop, be-
cause if there is anything a York-
shireman is proud of, it is his sturdy
independance. = The impntation was,
therefore, very much of an insult.

‘By goy, that’s qmte enough 1o
earn thee a whacking!” said ~one.
*“We know nowt abeut this lad in
that way. ~And we don't know
whether he’s a wrong ’un or a reet
’un; but,” anyhow, he’s got to have
fair plav' Tha’lt have a belting first
for acting suspicious, and second for

cneAkmv tha elders. Get hold on
him, Bill. T'll do the beltin’
masen’.”’

A leather waist-belt in the hands.
of an expert can be made to give real
good punishment, and held down
over a bobbin-skep, he got a first-
class application of this Yorkshire
medicine. He yelled hard. Being a
buliy, he was a.coward, and he.could
not bear pain ; qmetly Luck, how-
ever, was with him,. for his: yells
mounht assistance.

(Continued on the next page.)
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While the punishment was in pro-
gress, James Ackroyd happened to
be crossing the yard, and the lusty
shouts coming up through one of the
gratings, he paused on his way to the
office, and descended into the base-
ment to see what was happening.

“By gad, is this how you waste
vour time?’ he cried.  “Is this a
new sort of game—a game that I
have to pay for? ¥You beggars, what
do you mean by it?’ -

“They set on me for nowt !”” whim-
pered Widdop. “‘ That little rotter
there has Leen tellin’ iies about me!”’

“We'ro porzin’ him, sir, because
he’s very nigh killed this lad by
tumbling him into ¢’ lift ‘shaft, and
ia'ga_in, because he’s given us some

ip."” :

*“Youre holding a sort of magis-
trate’s court, are you?"’ said Ackroyd
sarcastically. *‘ You are judges and
ehief floggers rolled in one. And
yow're playing the game in my time.
f.o0k here, my lads, you must be off.
This is a work-place, not a play-
ground. If there’s trouble here, it’s
my job to settle it, not yours, and if
anybody’s got to be punished, T'll see
about it.”’

““All right, sir. But you can’t ex-
pect us to come and complain in the
office whenever a lad gives lip? We've
just got to porze him."”

“This is diffevent. Half a dozen of
vou wasting time that’s not your
own.”

The men cleared off, at least com-
fortable in their minds that they had
administered the belt remedy well and
truly, and Ackroyd himsclf shut the
doov. at the bottom of the steps after
them. And he also closed the - lift
door, so that no sounds might escape
immediately above, and fastened up
the window that received
through the yard grating.

< “Now, what's 1t all about?’ he
said harshly, lighting a cigarette at
tho gas-jet.

. %The-lies this little brute tells
about me is vight awful,” began Wid-
dop.  ‘““A pal Tve been to him,
really. And vet everything that hap-
peons to him he puts on to me. Fancy
me wanting to chuck him down +
Hifg !

A sardonic smile crossed Ackroyd’s

face. - The barefaced defence of the

big youth was certainly amusing.

“ Y can’t take sides in this matter,”’:

said Ackroyd; ‘“but I certainly know
ho doesn’t stick atanuch. What have
vou got to say, yeu hittle rat?”’
*“What 1 have already said, sir,”’
returned Dick respectfully, vet fear-
lessly.  ‘ tle threatened me early
this afternoon.  He was going to half
kill me, or something, when he got
the chance. If he’d come at me from
the front, I showddn’t mind. But he
threw me down the lift-shaft by let-
ting go of his skep on the trolley at
the top of the steps by the lift, so
that”it came tumbling down against
me.

YA wicked lie!” cried Widdop.
** He fell down because he’s so blamed
careless, tha knaws, and then he lays
it on to me:”’

“ Youw'll never let me alone!”’ eried
Dick fiercely, for he krew on which
side ~ Ackroyd’s sympathy = lay.
“You're always bullying me. I
never get a day's peace from you.”

“There ho goes, sir. Listen to
him.” ;

““And there's mever been a day’s
peaco in the mill since you've been
here!” snapped Ackroyd.
always got some complaint. There’s
always some trouble in which you are
at the bottom. . You're not safe to
have about the place. By gad, how
long are you going to stop here
worrying me?”’

“You're doing your best to drive
mo off, sir,”” said Dick, throwing off
all pretence of supposing the other
was judging fairly; “bug I'm going
to stop!” M

“You little worm, you're going to
stop!” exclaimed Ackroyd, bitirig his
cigarette in two with anger. ‘ You
mean taking advantage of that old
idiot’s will, do you? Very well; T’ll
make you change your mind before
fong !’ Then all at once he stopped,
pulling himself up as it were.

“Of course, I must judge fairly
between you. 1 dare say you’ve both
been to blame. We've got to have
order in the place, and we can’'t go
to the polics for everything. You've
kad your punishment, Widdop. Now,
we’ll give this young rat something
to remember it by. Is that a coil of.
rope lyimg under the hoist? - Just
hand 1t to me. And voll over that
big pack of waste. If he’s tied to
that face downwards, he’ll not be
able to make such a howling.”

The waste pack in guestion was a
huge sack filled tightly with woollen
waste. It was difficult to move,
yather by reason of its unwieldy size

than its weight. To be tied down to

'

light |

“You've

that was to be in a far from pleasant
position.

Dick was no longer in the state of
mind to tamely submit to any more
outrages of this kind, and, antici-
pating what was coming, he made an
attempt to get away. He reaclied the
door that guarded the steps, but Wid-
dop interposed, catching him brutally
by the neck, and swinging him away.
Dick, momentarily losing his balance,
tottered over towards Ackroyd. The
miil-ownex thrust out a spiteful fist,
catching Dick a blow behind the ear
that sent his senses whirring. He
struggled in their strong grip. He
fought furiously, but his feet were
kicked from under him, he was
thrown down, and the rope made fast
about him.

He was pitched on the wool-pack.
The rope was wound round it, and
round him times and times quite
tightly, so that, for all the resistance
he could make, he became a part of
the bulging sack of wool-waste.

‘‘“Here, drag him up nearer the
light,”” said ‘Ackroyd.

“TH roll him up, sir!” chuckled
Widdop brutally, and he turned over
the. big pack till Dick was on the
ground, with the pack suffocatingly
ou the top of him. Up he was pushed
again to the top, then down again, as
the weight rolled over and up again
under the light. One coil of the rope
went round his neck, pressing his face
into the side of the sack. He could
hardly breathe. He felt half-suffo-
cated. - And when they began to
thrash him with a rope-end each, the
cries that he could not keep in were
half-stifled at their utterance.

The pair of ruffians kept on at their
dastardly work. The rope-ends rose
and fell mercilessly. The boy writhed
in agony against the coils of rope that
held him. He forced his head away
from the entrance of the wool-pack,
and gave voice to one piercing
scream. Then he was silent, and his
struggles ceased.

“ He's fainted, that's all,” Ackroyd
said, as he gave one last spiteful
blow. = ¢“ He’ll come round in a.bit.
And 1 hope it will have done him
‘good.. I reckon he’ll want to find
another situation after this.  Here,
just slack away that rope, and then
chuck the contents of a fire-bucket
over his head.”

“ Youll leave him here, then, sir?”
suggested Widdop. ‘‘ Fasten him up
2 bit?” :

“ %Ay, a good idea.
a chance of making up his mind that
he’s had enough of Trimble's. Er—
and if there are any inquiries upstairs,
you can say I have given you both a
hammering. Now, turn that gas out
when you have emptied the water on
him.”’ f
- These gentle attentions wers com-
pleted, and the door at the bottom of
the stairs bolted upen the other side,
and so Dick was left.

He came to his senses—he did not
know how long after—like one waking
up out of a dreadful dream. He
could not understand. He was in
dead darkness, actual and phygical.
He could not tell where he was. "With
a feeling of utter bewilderment he
sat up.” Then the sense of discomfort,
which bad at first assailed him deve-
loped into actual pain, and of a
sudden his bruised ‘- body reminded
him -of - what, for the moment, his
memory had been robbed of.

He remembered it all.

Every muscle of“his body ached;
every inch of him felt bruised. And
he felt horribly cold and shivery. He
found the cause for that when he dis-
covered that he was all wet. And
then the full realisation -of the
brutality he had suffered came surg-
ing upon him, and, kneeling down
beside the wool-pack to which he had
been fastened, he gave way to a flood
of scalding tears. ~He sobbed his
heart out there. He felt that the
world was too much for him.

Then all at once courage came
‘again. There came the memory to
him “of that wild night when he had
defended the mill and Henry Trimble
against the fury of the strikers, and
someone had-said that he had grit.
Theé word fastened on his mind. Yes,
he would still -have grit. He would
stilt have courage.
against all these odds that crowded
against him. =

First of all, he stood up and exer-
cised himself to try and get rid of
some of the stiffness. He thrust out
his arms, swung them round, bent his
back; and worked his legs. He kept
at it till the feeling of chill had dis-
appeared, then he set himself to find
his way out. " _ :

Very little gearching revealed to
him that he was a prisoner, and then
all at once hé became aware—which
he had not noticed before—that the

familiar hum = of the overhead
machinery was not there. There was

il '§7ve h‘Im‘
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a dead silence. Tt was quite evident
that the machinery was stopped,
therefore that the place was closed,
and that not only had he been there
a long time, but that, unless he could
force his way out, he would be there
much longer.

Of the hour he had no ideax—
whether it was early or late, but he
felt -a significant emptiness in the
stomach that seemed to suggest it was
long past his usual time for eating, so
from that he argued that it was not
very early, and that he must have
been there seme hours.

How was he to get out? The only
way open was up the lift-shaft, where
at the bottom still lay the lift that
had so nearly crushed cut his life;
but ‘after the dreadful experience he
had undergone there, he shrank from
any attempt at egress by that way.
But after an abortive attempt to open
the well-bolted door at the bottom of
the steps, the conclusion was forced
upon him that either it was to be an
attempt by way of the lift-shaft, or
that he would have to spend the night
in this cellar. ¢

The latter choice did not recom-
mend itself to him. He badly wanted
to get out. He was greatly handi-

capped by the fact that he was in
total darkness. though, fortunately,
the place was familiar to him, and he
was able to find his way about with
tolerable accuracy.

He found the bottom of the lift-
practically blocked up by the

shaft

had expected that, but it was seldom
bolted—though, at least, there was
going to be some difficulty in open-
ing it, for it was a sliding-door, an™
in the position he was hz Could not
bring~his strength to bear in the
necessary direction. He struggled at
it, first with feet, then with one hand,
while he hung on with the other. His
arms and wrists ached till he thought
he must drop. He panted with the
effort of it. But the door moved at
last. He got his fingers round the
edge of it, and it rolled back on its
little wheels.

It took his last ounce of strength.
He found the rope slipping through
his hands. He was going down again,
and he had not strength to hold on.

.He reached the bottom quite spent.

He lay back on the top of the lift
till his strength came back. = Then
he climbed up again, and finally got
out upon the first floor.

So far, so good. But he was still
locked in the place, and he had no
desire to spend the night there. What
time was it? he wondered. He felt
atrociously = hungry, so that he
thought it must be very late. It was
to satisfy himself on this point that
he groped his way upstairs towards
the office. He thought he could lay
his hands on some matches there as
well, which he badly wanted, for he
would have to make a considerable
exploration to find a way out.

It was as he was going up the steps
that he heard a sound that brought

The ﬁée door was ajar, and, pushing it open another couple

of inches, Dick peered in.

fallen  lift,” though after ~much
manceuvring he found a little space
between the wall and the lift top
which he could creep throagh. He
managed it after much - struggling,
though he had one little fright. The
lift, which lay unequally on some
filled bags at the bottom, tilted over
with his weight on one side, pinning
him between a sharp edge of it and
the stone wall. The pressure caught
him in the waist and small of the
back. For a moment it almost
pressed the breath out of him, then
by good luck his hands caught the
controlling-rope that hung above
him, and pulling all his might, he was
able to take his weight off and to
push back the tilted lift.. So he
wriggled through, and got upon the
top of the lift.

The question was now how to get
up. The greasy guide-eables would
offer no hold. There remained the
control rope, which might or might
not hold him. He decided to risk it
at last, and he started up with ankles
and knees gripping the rope, while he
pulled himself up with his hands.

The intense darkness was a diffit
culty, for he could not tell how far
he had ascended, nor when he had
reached the first floor. - But at in-
tervals he kicked out his legs, so that
by touching the wall he could tell
whether it was stone-work or wood.
Presently the hollow sounding of the

door met his foot. It was shut. HeV

He could see two men drilling and
working hard to force cpen the safe.

It was a
““tap, tap, tap,”’ broken by an occa-
sional *‘click, click, click” with now
and then a ** fr-r-r 7 sort of noise that

him to a sudden standstill.

suggested a drill working against
metal.

He listened to these sounds wonder-
ingly, trying to imagine in his mind
what they meant. They seemed to
come from the office. . He could not
understand it at all, and he crept
quietly up the stairs to find out.

The office door was ajar. He
pushed it open a couple of inches.
What he saw made his eyes open
wide with amazement, and his heart
to beat fast. On a high office-stool
in the middle of the room: stood a
bull’s-eye lantern, probably electrie,
to judge from its brilliancy.  The
light from it was directed full on the
safe, which stood on the ground
against one wall. At this safe two
men were working-manifestly at the
task of breaking it open.

Burglars, of course. Doubtless, there
was money in that safe. . Dick re-
membered, with a start, that it was
Friday night, and that-the wages to
be paid out on the morrow would be
in there. :

Then the old thought cams to him
that had entered his mind during the

fire. This was not all James Ack-
royd’s mill. It was partly his. Tt
was going to be his some day. He

must defend his own.

He thought rapidly. - He must find

-

a way,_oub, and go ands give the
alaysm ™ He paused there still a
I}'tltute longer. One of the men
Fave an exclamation of relief. He
appeared to have been successful.
He was bending over the front of the
safo. - Then came a clicking and
breaking sound. The next moment
the safe door came open, and there
came an exultant chuckle from the

two men and he saw their hands j

thrast into - the safe.

He leaned forward to get a better
view, clasping the door-handle for
support. Then all at once his hand,
which was oily from his climb of the
lift-shaft, slipped from its grasp, and
he fell forward noisily on the floor.

The two men turned angrily
towards the door. One darted forward
to seize the interrupter. By the width
of a hand Dick escaped. He dashed on
to the steps, and ran up. It was his
thought that inside one
spinning-rooms he could elude® pur-
suit among the machinery. He ram-
badly, for he was- stiff from his
recent ill-treatment, and the man on
his heels was both active and swift.
Once the hand all but gripped on his
collar. Then the pursuer slipped on
the edge of a stair, and foll .forward
on his hands. - Dick paused a
moment, and thrust his leg back-
wards. His heel got home painfully,
to judge by the exclamation of rage
that followed, but he did not linger
to learn particulars, and he leaped up
the stairs. only stopping when he was
satisfied that the pursuit had ceased.

Waiting in a corner on a heap of
empty bags, Dick got his breath
again, and at the same time worried
his brain to know what to do.

His own safety was not the only
consideration. He wanted to get out
of the mill to give the alarm. But
how was it to be done? He went on
tiptoe to the top of the stairs, and
listened. There was no sound. They
were doubtless waiting for kim to go
down. Then they would fall ~upon
him, ‘and—— . He shuddered. He
~was frankly afraid. He was feaching
the limits of endurance. - And yet heo
must !  He must go down. IHe must
face it. 4 ]

He went back to the empty bags.
From: oné he tore a couple of squarcs
of stuff, and with some string from
his pocket he wrapped a piece round
the bottom of each boot, and tied it
about his ankles, Thus “with his
boots padded he went silently down

-
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the steps. z

" His heart beat against his ribs. At
every step he anticipated a blow oue
of the dark. He suffered torture in
descending the stairs. He had suspi-
cion of the silence. Surely this was
to deceivo him—to lure him on.
Half a dozen steps above the office
he paused with beating hearf. Dare
‘he go by that door? /

He crept by, holding his breath.

Then all at once there broke on his
ears such a noise—compounded of sc
many elements; the noisy crashing
open of a deor, the stamp of feet, the
cry of voices, threats, cries of pain—
that he came to a standstill with
sheer hair-raising fear rooting him to
the spot

He saw a light flash below, afigurs
dart through the, light,” blocking it
out for a moment, tanother figure
after it. ]

A half-seen struggle in the dark,
with noise ~of scuflling -and veices
coming out of the shapeless, moving
mass of the combatants, then a sharp
metalli¢ elick like the snapping of a
steel lock, with a passionate mutter
coming on the heels of it.

¢ Got him!” said a gruff voice.
And below came an answer: .

“The other one’s here all safe. Is
this the lot, or are there any more of
’em? By gosh, there’s one on the
stairs there just above you! '~ Cop
him, quick!”

Dick shut his eyes before a sudden
brilliant- gleam of light that struck
him. The next moment a powerful
hand got him by the arm, and
another crooked about his body.

‘ Before he could say a word, his
hands were jerked round to the front
of him, something was clipped over
one wrist, and then over the other.

“Quite a young ’un, be gum!
And he’s got his feet padded up to
walk quietly, Oh,* he’s a profes-
stonal I”’

“Oh, youre the police!” gasped
Dick, as his eyes rested on three burly,
uniformed officers of the law. “I’'m
glad! Only you've made a mistake.
I'm not a burglar. I was trying to
get out to foteh you.”’

“ What, with those rags
your feet? It looks like it!”

(Another ripping instaiment of this grand
serial mext Tuesday in. THE BOYS'
FRIEND.)
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