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“he was head prefect and captain of Rock-

e T T e g WS LR

i T # &
-- ..'llifr.. -.'L*-. T . B a
: R e 1 K # ,
- i '-_a-_.::' Jl- Tk |.I| i
” [} b
i ._ J . gt y 4 a
i L f L x ‘,._'I -
A I § = F ‘I
|
- " I ~I F F - ¥ ¥ 1
. o i
-I - -I J 'l ¥ r' r = : § -. A - ] ..-' A
3k a i i W ] . [ - ' ¥ b
Y g5 iy b REL & bty JE T s Bl i
S ki ] A ey R \ ' { H (YL e
¥ 1 it} re o ’ ) T LT
5 - ¥ | . L
LR |-| h ¥ 1
1 =5
.*? g
w
- l' 3
ek
i R
‘_'.l-r "_ll.;r-.: y W
'
' SEn] = "
¥ . F E
] i :I ¥ ;
¥ 4 i
L5 o 8 FLy i ¥ oA e . #
! i ' " ' - il
N .l L B k) & L
" ¥ % BF F % ]
= - I'. b r 4 e .
d - . i L

L]

e

-

The 1st Chapter.

: T he New Captain.
"RATS L
That expressive word, in large capital
letters, emphasised by three big notes of

c¢xclamation, stared Carthew of the Sixth
1n the face. | .

It was daubed in white paint on the
gdark oak of his study door.

A8 Mark Carthew came up the Sixth
Form passage, with his nose in the air
and rather a etrut in his walk, that .in-
scription on his study door dawned ,upon
nim. . '

Carthew of the Sixth had been feecling
very pleased with himself. Nobody else
at Rookwood was pleased with him; but
that did not matter to Carthew. He had
reached the goal of his ambition at last—

wood School. -

True, Rookwood did.not want him.  He
had been imposed upon the school as
cantain by the autocratic will of the
Head, in defiance of the rizhts: of clec-
tion and all the traditions of Rookwood.
Jitamy Silver & Co. of the Fourth Form
had anncunced that they still regarded
“old Bulkeley ” as captain of the school,
and didn’t intend to takce any notice ot
Jarthew.  But the new captain did not
hacd the attitude of tue Fourth, even if
he was aware cf it.
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The whole of the Sixth gave the new
captain the “marble eyve,” but even that
did not mar Carthew’s satisfaction. He
hoped that they would come round in
time; but even if they didn’t hg was
still captain of Rookwood! .

S0 his look was lofty and his face wore
a smile as he lounged along the corridor,
feeling a truly grecat man in his own
eycs. And- then that daubed inscription
on his study door struck him.

Carthew stopped and stared at it.

Evidently it was a mcssage from rebhel-
llous gpirits in ‘the Lower School, who
wanted Carthew to understand what they
thought of his captaincy.
- The head prefect looked
glittering eye. i |

But tiiere was no junior in sight of the
captain, and omnly two seniors—Bulkeley,

round with a

- late captain, and Neville, his chum. Car-

thew then calléd to them:

“You fellows seen this?”

Neviile leoked round, and then, with.
out answering, turned his ‘back on Car-
thew., But George Bulkeley called back:

“What is. it. Carthew?2”

“This {foclery on my docr!” shouted
{Carthew. _

Bulkeley canje.a step or two along the
passage and ‘looked. at the inseription.
''ien he smiled.

“I hadn’t noticed it Lefore,” he said.

“You don’'t know who did itg”
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‘Dr. Chishelm's gaze fastened in a fa
his desk. Then, with a brow of thunder, the Hcad
dragged away the duster from his mouth.

it—is it Carthew ? What do
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“Naturally, I den’t.”
“Perhaps you wouldn't tell
did!” growled ' Carthew.
“Probably not,” assented Bulkeley, un-
moved. “As I am not a prefect now it
18 not my business to keep an eve on the
juntors. I suppose it is the work of some
junior.” SN
“I'l «kin him?!”
Bulkeley turned away.

me if vou

Carthew ‘eyed

him angrily. Although he was ‘captain
now, and Bulkeley had fallen from his

high estate, he still felt his old awe ot
the former. captain of Rookwood. But

that feeling only led Carthew to assert

himself all the more.:

“Look herc, Bulkeley!” he rapped out.

“Well2” o

“1 want the fag found who daubed that
On my idgor!”:: . - |

“You had better find him, then.”

“I leave that to you.,” said Carthew.
“1 believe you know that I am head pre-
fect now. You will take your directions
from me.” gy, - -

“XNothing of the kind, Carthew!”

“Look here—=" ..

“1 do not think you will find anyone to
take your orders,” caid Bulkeley. “Even
the "fags will refuse to do’ so, .I think.
The tact is,  Carthew, you Lave put your-
self into a false position. You know
very well that the Head has no right to

~appoint a captain of the schocl, and the
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y on the blackened

“Who are you? " he exciaimed, in great wrath.

fellows will not acknowledge a captain
appointed without an election. I, for
one, certainly shall not.”

And - with that Bulkeley reioined
Neville, ‘and the chums of the Sixth
walked ' away, without another glance at

The latter scowled blackly after them.
His ' first « attempt - at  the exercise of
authority had ‘rot been much of a suc-
Cess. - |

He scowled again- at the daub on his
door.. The paint was still damp. Car-
thew shouted for a fag. - °

uFag!n .

His . voice echoed along the corridor,
but only the echo answercd him.

Certainly some of the juniors musf have
heard him, but if so they did not take
the trouble to reply or to come.

. “Fag!” ‘roared Carthew.

Still no reply. .

Carthew strode away furiously towards
the big staircase. On the staircase four
juniors - were . chatting—Jimmy Silver,
Lovell, Raby, and Newcome, of the Classi-

cal Fourth. Carthew looked up at them.

“Yag!” he shouted. -

The Fistical four went on chatting, as if

afflicted with sudden . deafness.
“Silver!” yelled ‘Carthew.
Then Jimmy glanced down.
“Hallo, old top!” he said. '

-1t was the first time on record that

--:r.--'-l-ﬂilw-l-b

b g, i o

o wd L il I
I|r 4, o L. [t Y

V. >d face of the figure tied to
strode towards the unhappy Sixth-Former and
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captain of Rookwood had been addressed
as “old top” by a junior in the Fourth
Form. But it was also the first time
that a fellow like Carthew had been
capvain of the school.

“You look rather excited, little one!®
remarked Arthur Edward Lovell, with g

grin.

Carthew gasped. g1

“1 want a fag!” he howled.
down at once, Silver!”

B o 5 Wl | |

“Come to my study at once!®

& What?n

“Will you come at once?”

MW hieh?” /o !

Carthew’s face was a study in. itseld
as Jimmy replied with that series of ins

“Come

terrogations.

a blackleg!

“Ha, 'ha, ha!” roared Lovell.

“ You—you—yon——" gasped Carthew.
“Do you know you're talking to & pre
fect, Silver?”

“The prefects are on strike, area’s
they?” smiled Jimmy Silver. “If you're
not backing up the rest, Carthew, you're
| Blacklegs don’t count.”

“You—you—-—"stuttered Carthew.

" Run away-and play!” suggested Raby.

That was too much for Carthew. He
%harged up the stairs at the Fistical
FOUT:r 1 |

He expected them to break into flight,

(Continued on next page) '
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(Continued from the previous page.)

aud to smite them as they fled. But they
aldn’t. They lined up across the stalrs
~and waited for him.

“Come on, old nut!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Collar him, you chaps, and buumip him—
hard ¥

“What-ho!” cuucklied Newcome.

Carthew halted.

“You—you dare!” he panted.

*Come on and see!” cooed Jimmy Silver.

But Carthew did not come on and see;
he could see without coming on. He
was looking for a fag, not ior a scrap
with four sturdy juniors on the staircase,
in which, as he knew, there would be
"no aid for him from the otlier seniors.

With a black and furious look he
turned and descended the stairs agaln,
and a chortle from the Fistical ¥our fol-
lowed him. _ ;

‘They had won the first round in their
tussle with the new captain of Rook-
wood.

i e L T

'The 2nd Chaptler.

MNot All Lavender!l

Mark Carthew entered his study with
all the jaunty satistaction gone out oi
his manner. _ ;

Already it had dawned upon his mind
that bis new and lofty posivion as cap-
tain of the school was not destined to
be a bed of roses.

The fact was, that a captain of Rook-
wood couid not hoid the position, and
exert due authority, withouv the support
of the rest of the Sixth, and the respect
of the schooi generally. And Carvhew
possessed neither the one nor the other.

He had the Head’s support, and that
was all. That was a great deal; but 1t
was certain that he could not venture 1o
drag the Head into every trifling f:hﬁput-e.
At that rate, Dr. Chisholm was likcly to
get tired of his newly-appointed captain
even sooner than the school.

Carthew took a duster and rubbed the
paint off his study door, and then closed
it with a slam. ile was ahbout to pitch
the duster into a corner when his eyes
fell on the looking-glass over the manuel-
~piece. He started, and gritted his teeth.
Across the glass was chalked in large
letters:

“"RATS ! _
Breathing hard, the new . captain
Rookwood rubbed out the chalk letters.
His fire was out, and he wanted his tea.
But he hesitated to call a fag. He was
doubtful whather even one of the Third
or the Second would obey his call. He
had already had a specimen of the obedi-
ence he might expect from the Fourth.
‘There was a sound of foousteps outside

his door. -

They stopped.

sarthew expected a knock, or to see the
- door open. Neither happened. He stared
at the door, wondering why anyone should
have stopped outside.

After a few moments he stepped to
the door and dragged it open.

“Oh!” came a startled exclamation.

Teddy Grace—otherwise Putiy of the
F¥ourth—stood there, with a brush in one
hand and a small can of paint in the
other. On the door there were three large
canital letters: “R A T-—— *CPutly o
the Yourth had not had time to add the
“S " before Carthew opened the door.

‘The junior jumped back as Carthew's
furious glance fell on him.

“So it was .you!” shouted Carthew,

“Oh!” gasped Putty.

“I-1"Il smash you!”

Carthew tushed out of the study, and
Putty of the Fourth promptly fled. The
prefect’s hand dropped on his shoulder af
the end of the passage, and Putty uttered
a vell.

*“Rescue !” |

From somewhere {ive or six juniors ap-
Peared with a rush, and Carthew was
#eized in as many pairs of hands and
dragged away from Teddy Grace.

Bump!

. 1The bully of the Sixth went spinning
along the ficor. . it

He sat up in a dazed state.

Footsteps died away round the nearest
corner. Teddy Grace and his rescuers
had vanished. -

“Ow!” gasped Carvhew. “Oh!”

¥*Hda, ha, ha!”

Jones major and Lonsdale of the Sixth
were looking out of 2 study near at hand
—and laughing!

As Sixth-Forimerz, it was rveally their
duty to lend the captain of Rookwood
thelr 4id against rebeliicus faus. But

of

'

|

apparently nothing was farther from their

thoughts. They roared with laughter.

Carthbew gave them a furious look as
he staggered to his feet.

“You rotters!” he shoutcd.

“Ha, Ba. hal?

“Why didan't you help wme?” shrieked
Carthew.

“Help yourself, my boy!” grinned Jonces
major. “I've never seen s captain of
Rookwood handled like that before. Ha,
ha, ha!” |

“You're backing up the fags against
the captain of the school!” hissed Car-
thew.

“They don’t seem to need mueh backi
up!” chuckled Lonsdale. “The fact is.
Carthew, you've bitten off more than vou
can chew, old scout! You’ll never be
captain of Rodkwood. Chucek it up!”

“Brer-r-r!”

“If you give it up the Head will very
likely come round and give Bulkeley his
old place back,” said Jones major. *“Do
the decent thinge, Carthew "

“Go apd c¢at coke!”

Carthew tramped back to his study and
slammed the door--still adorned with
thrioe canital letters. J

Something whizzed in at his study win-
dow and, dropped on the floor at his
feet. In astenishment he stooped to pick
it up. -

ng
18,

It was a square of cardboard, and it

bore the familiar word:

£ ’l{‘:& TS E 'y . :

Carthew hurled it into the grate and
rushed to the window. Three or four
grinning juniors were in the dusk outside.

They did not flee, as they might have

been expected to do after sueh 'an out- |
rage upon the lofty dignity oi a captain |
where they

of the school. They stood
were, and grinned at Carthew.
“*Mornington!” shouted Carthew,
“Halilo, cocky!”
“Take two hundred lines!”
“Bow-wow !” .
“Take two nhundred lines, Rawson!”
*Ratal” -
“Take five hundred lines, Conroy!”
“When wili
Conroy.
never?”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“You—you young rascals
“Rats!”
“1 shall report this to the Head—"
“Rats!”
Carthew slammed his window,

i
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The 3rd Chapter.
T ne ¥Fiead’s Ultimatum !

The next day, after lessons, Jimmy
Silver looked invo Neville’s study, in the
Sixth, wioh a rather peculiar expression
on his face.

“Megsage for you, Neville,

i)

he said.

Neviiie jocked round—and Jones major

and Scott, who were with him, looked
round also.

“Well, diiver?”

“From the Head!” said Jimmy.

“0On!” said Neville, becoming
“Well, what isg it ?” |

“Dr. Chisholm teld me to tell you.”
sald Jimmy Silver.
pretects’ room to speak to you, and'he
wants all the prefects of XRookwood
present—except Bulkeley.” _.

“There are no prefeets at Rookwood,
excepting Carthew,” remarked Scott.

grave.

“You'd better take your message to Car- |

thew, young ’‘un.”

“Well, tbat’s what the Head
answered Jimmy. ,1

And he left thic study.

Neville and his companions looked at
one another. IR

“I--1 suppose we’'d better go,” Neville
rermnarked. “The Head is rather a trial,
but we’'re bound to treat him with res-
pect. We hiaven't had a word from him,
since we all resigned in support of old
Bulkeley. This locks as if he's coming
round.”

“He ought {tc have summoned us
through Carthew, as Carthew is captain,”
remarked Lonsdale. "It looks as if it’'s
dawning ca the Head the kind of captain
Carthew is.”

“Well, the present state of affairs can’t
last for ever. 1t’s time the Head saw
reason. Who ever
without prefeets?” gaid Jones major.
“L'it cut over to the Modern side and tell
hnowles and the rest.”

“"Del” said Neville.

Jii..__,f &

said,”

The late prefects of Reokwood were

alad, upon the whole, to receive thai
summons to i nmieeting with the Head.
Lhey hoped thot it was a sign that Dr.
Cliisholm was coming round to their point
of view. -
The “strike ” of the Rookwood prefects
nad lasted some time now; and none had
deserted the cause, with the exception
of Mark Carthew, who had turned “black-
ez ” 1o serve his own ends—without much
profit to himself so far. |
Sixth Form prefects formed a very-.im-
portant part of the administration of the

school; and so long uas they were out of

oifice, their work and responsibilities fell
upon the masters—not at all to the satis-
Taction of the staff.

But awkward as the strike was for the
Head and the staft, it was not exactly

ngreeable Tor the prefects themselves.
They had lost their powers and privileges.
all parties would have been glad to see

the present state of affairs come to an |
end; but Bulkeley’'s supporiers were de- |

termined not to give in.
was made head

Unless Bulkeley
prefect again, the rest

of the august body intended to remain |

on strize. Even Knowles, Bulkeley’s old
rival on the Modern side, had lined up
with the rest. 1
Lis mind of taking personal advantage of
the state of affairs, the scorn and odium
poured uvpon Carthew was a warning to
nim. :

ine hy one the Sixth-Formers who had
held the rank of preiect dropped into the
prefects’ room in the Schoo! House, and

there they awaited the arrival of the
Head.

Some of them looked a little uneasy as
the rustle of 2 cown was heard without.
Pr. Chisholm was an- awe-iaspiring old
gentleman, and it was not eagy to stand
up In opposition to him. |
Frampton and Catesby moved a little
to screen themselves behind the other
fellows as the Head entered.
- But the rest faced him firmly ‘enough.
‘They felt that they were in the richt, and
that encouraged them. | |
Dr. brow was

Chisholm's very stern.

‘He greeted the assembled Sixth-Formers

with the curtest of nods. - :

"1 am glad to see vou all here.” he
said, though there was not much gladness
in his look or tone.

“All except Bulkeley, sir,” said Neville.

The Head frowned. | -

“Bulkeley is not a prefeet,” he said.

“Neither are we, then, sir.”

“*1 accepted your resignations,”
Dr. Chisholm.. “I supposed, however.
that in a short time you would return to
a gense of duty. One of your number, I
am pleased to say, has dene so.”

Carthew smirked. 5 |

“One of our number, gir,” said Neville,
“has acted m a way that the rest of us
regard with confempt,”

Head’s deepening frown

“continue. I

you have them?y” asked |
“This year, next year, now, or |

my offer?” inquirel
round at the serious faces of the prefects.

“He's coming to the |

heard of a school

- places.

if the thought had crossed |

said

THE BOYS’ FRIEND'

There was a murmur of applause., The
Sixth-Formers had not expected so easy-
coing a fellow as Neville to speak up so
bluntly to the headmaster. And the
indiczted that
he had not expected it, either.

“I did not ask your opinion on that
point, Neville,” he said tartly. L repent
that Carthew has acted well and duti-
fully in returning to his proper allegiance.
1 expect the same of the rest of you.”

Silence., :

“The present state of affairs cannot
continue. While you are neglecting your
duties. B

“*Really, sip—"

“Do not interrupt me, Neville.

While

you are neglecting your duties, they {fall

upen cthers to perform.  This cannot
have, therefore, come to
speak to you, and to offer to reinstate
you all in your former positions. I amn

willing to overlook your disrespectful act

in resigning in a body.”
There wags a pause.
“Does  that include

asked Neville, at last.
“Certainly not.”

Bulkeley, sir?”

i L 1 s g | .

“Bulkeley was dismissed from = his
position for good reasons. You know the
reasons. That matter is closed,”

“ But, sir——' . |

“I can listen to nothing further on that
subject, Neyille. DBy decision was not
taken hastily, and it is impossible for me
to reconsider it.” | |

“Very well, sir.”

“May I take it, then, that you accept
the Head, looking

“No, sir!” answered Neville. “We
acted in support of Bulkeley. Unless he
Is reinstated we do not desire to be re-
instatedg” | |

Dr. Chisholm closed his lips tightly.

“1 hope that you speak only for your-
self, Neville,” he gaid.

“He speaks for all of us, gir,”  said
Lonsdale. '

M Certainly!” said Knowles.

- “Very well,” said the Head. “I have
given you tius opportunity of receding
fromm the absurd and disrespectiul
position you have taken up. You decline.

I shall now take other measures. Other
pretects will be appointed in your
places.” |

“Not from the Sixth Form, sir,” said
Neville quietly. “No member of‘ the
Sixth will become a prefect until Bulkeley
1s reinstated. We are all agreed on that.
Only Carthew is cad snough—m—"

“Silence! If the Sixth refuse, unduati-
fully, to act as prefects, 1 shall have o
resource but to appoiut prefects irom
another Form.,” ’

“The ¥ifth!” exciaimed Neville,

“Precisely g0."

There was a grim silence in the room.

“I am still prepared to hear you say
that you are ready to return to your
duty!” said the Head. '

No answer.

“1 ‘will give vou,” ‘said Dr. Chisholm,
it you have |
not by that time applied to me for: re-:

“till this hour to-morrow.

instatement, I shall proceed to appoint
prefects from the Fifth Formm in
That is my last word.”

With that, Dr. Chisholm turned ::i.l"ld

rustled out of the room.

He left a rather dismaved
behind him. ,

Mark Carthew broke if.

“You fellows had better give in,” he
remarked. “You caw’t keep this up.”

“Shut up!” snapped Neville. Rl
“Where will the Sixth be—with the
Fifth-Formers swanking over them as
nrefects?” said Carthew. “l1t won’t do.
and vou know it! It's not good enough.”

“It’s rather thick, I must say,” mut-
tered Frampton. |

“Better toe the line while you've got

the chance!” urged Carthew.

silence

?

“ And acknowledge you as captain of

Rookwood—what?” asked Neville.

“Of caurse!” - |

“Besh! You're no more captain of
Rookwood than Tubby Mufiin is! Get
out of this!” growled Neville. * We want
to consult, and we don't want a spy
present.”

“Gret out yoursgeli!” retorted Carthew.
“Phis 1s the prefects’ room, and I'm the
oinly prefect at Rookwood, at present.
You've no right here at all, unless you
aceept the Head's offer.”

Neville’s eyes gleamed. ,

“I’'ve told you to get out!” he said.
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“And I've told vou I won't!”

“Then TI'll jolly soon make you!” ex-
claimed Neville.,

tle advanced upon Carthew.

The new captain of Rookwood hacked
away towards the door. Once more he
had found his authority break in his
hands. - _

“1'mm not goinz to scrap like a fae,”
he said loftily. “If you touch me,
Neville, T shall report vou to the Head.”

" Keport, and be hanged!” said Neville.

He shoved Carthew out at the door-
way; aund the captain of Rookwood did
not resist. He certainly was not looking

tor a “scrap” with Neville—whatever his

reasons might have been! |
Neville stammed the door after him.

Threzs Halipances

After Carthew’s departure there was a |

long and anxious consultation among the
former prefects. But the .decision was to
“carry on’—there was to be no sur-
render. And if the Head waited in the

expectation of repentant prefects visiting |

him, he waited in vain.

The 4th Chapter.
Carrying the War into Africa!
UTES up to ug!” _ |
Jimmy Silver, the captain of the
Fg'u:lrth, made that remark in the end
study.

There was a gathering in that famous

study-—quite a representative gathering
of the Fourth Form.

The Fistical Four were there, and
Conroy, Pons, and an Ryn, the

Cotonials, and Mornington and Errol and
Teddy Grace. Tommy Dodd and Cook
and Doyle, of the Modern side, were there
also—for onrce on the best of terms with
their Classical mMvals. 1t was, as both
parties agreed, a time for the lion to lie
down with the lamb: House rows could
stand over till the common enemy had
been dealt with—Carthew of the
being the common enemy. |
“Right on the wicket, Jimmy,” agreed
Tommy Dodd. “1t's up to us. And
we're going to solve the giddy problem.”
“We are—we is!” said Arthur Edward

Lovell, “ What's the prograinme, though? |

Are we going to boil Carthew in oil?”

“Something lingering, with boiling oil
in it—what?” grinned Mornington.
Is he to be imprisoned for ten vears or
the duration of the Peace Conference?”

“HMa. ha, ha!” |

“Be serious, please,” said Jimmy Silver.
“This is a serious matter.
gomg to the dogs.”

*Hear. hear!” .

“Full steam ahead for the
wows!” agreed. Mornington,
going to be done?”

“Carthew is!” gaid Raby.

“Hear, hear!”

“Go 1t, Jimmy !V |

“The Head isn't a bad sort,” said
Jummy Silver considerately. It was
owing to Bulkeley pasting Raby a bit too
hard  ¢that he sacked him from the
aptaicey.. The Head meant well. He

Sixth

Or |

Rookwood is |

merry how- |
“What's |

| ~h — -

went too iar.  The fact is, the Head is |

a bit of 4 mule.”
“More than a bit!” remarked Conrov.

“There  was that trouble with 1the
masters last term,” resumed Jimmy
| Silver. “The Head simply forced them

to go on strike; and now he's got the
prefects up against him in the same way.
They’ve taken a leaf out of the masters’
book. They’re in the right; they ought
to stand by old Bulkeley. But it's a
rovten state of aiffairs. We elected Tubby
Mufiin to the captaincy, to show the
) his precious
candidate, Carthew. What docs he do?

Instead of reinstating Bulkeley, he
cancels the election, and appoints

Carthew captain of Rookwood over our
heads—simply ignoring all our rights of
election, and all the historiec traditions of
Rookwood. Is that good enough?”

“No fear!” |

44 N@VGI’!”

“Now, we can’t exactly back up against |

the Head,” said Jimmy Silver,

rather bad form——?

Van Ryn.

“Ha, ha, ha !>

“ Never mind that. Carthew
game. He's appointed
wood, and he’s got to be disappointed—-2

“Ha, ha! Good!”

18

our

“1t's |

: | . ' o interfere, Jones maior.»
“ And might lead to lickings,” remarked | : gl

aptain of Rook- |

“My idea is to lead him a dog’s life till .

he gets out.”
“Hear, hear!®
* Nobody will support him,” said Jimmy

ety Hrr"i'p . "|‘|..l|. "-"'-.". ' #l-, ¥ e R

P E LWL o o R N T R A ., T Y I RS g gt e

INE long stories of

the funny doings
of the famous Bruin
Boys—Tiger Tim,
Bobbie Bruin, elc
Games, toy models
and pictures, - « .
Twoe numbers every
month, '

Silver. “The Sixth turn their backs on
him’; the Fifth sneer at him 1o his face.
Even the kidz in the Third turn. g cheery
deaf ear when he howls for a fag,. I sow
Wegg of the Third walk ofl right  under
bis nose to-dav.” ,

* Good old Weggy ! . i Mo
S Morny's . cousin, in the second; reiused
o fag for him—didn't he, Morny 2»

“He did!” grinned Mornington.. ¢ And

Carthew didn’t piteh into him, as I came

L]

along with a ericket-hat in time,* |
* *“He's reported several ifellows  to the
Head,” went on Jimmy. “Some of. us
fiave been ecaned-——" | ‘ s

“We have!” said Lovell, rubbing his
tiands. - | |

* But we can stand that—->

Al m I

“Carthew can't keep it up. He took
me 1n to the Head this afternoon,” scaid
Jimmy Silver, “ The old bird looked very
ratty. He cancd me, but after I was gong
Carthew stayed to be jawed. I don't know
witat the Head said, but T can guess.. He
doesn’t want fags marched into his study
to be caned every ten minutes,” '

“Ha, ha!» ol o

“ Hitherto——" coptinued Jimmy.

“That’s a good word!” said Lovell
-admiringly. % Go it, Jimmy!” |

“ Hitherto,” repeated Jimmy Silver,

“we've just cheeked Carthew, and made
it a point to disohey all his orders. He's

no more captain of Rookwood than he's
Emperor of China, as a matter of fact.
‘ut he’s still clinging to the name, theugh
he can’t have the game, and standing in
Bulkeley's way. We've got to take active
measures now.” _ |

“ Hear, hear!?” 7 |

“Like merry old Scipio, we're goirg to
carry the war into Afriea,” said Jimmyv
Silver.  “ Having  declared war on Car-
thew, we've got to take the offensive and
go over the tep.,”

“.Bravo!?” e

“We're going to lead him a dog's life
Lill he resigns, or until the Head pets fed
up and sacks him. We don't care which.
Now, Carthevw’s gone out-—IL watehed him
from the window. 1 suggest getting his
study i rcady for him when he comes
§4 s

“Fagyging
come.

“Yes—in
the study.”
. “Phew!
Raby. |

“Yes—when  Carthew’s  the prefect.
‘Ihat’s what T mean by carrying the war
into Africa. 1In this case, Carthew’s studv
15 Carthage, and we're the merry Roman:.
Gentlemen of the Yourth, follow your
ileader !

“O0Oh, we're game!”
ton. |

“ Hurran 1» - it

Jimmy Silver threw open the door of
the end .study and led the way. The
crowded meeting poured out after him,
and rollowed himm downstairs.,

‘Three or four more juniors joinéed up on
the way, as the news of the -expedition
spread, | AN W

There were fifteen or more. in the party
when Jimmy Silver & Co. arrived in {he
sacred quarters of the Sixth Formi

Jones major met them in the passage.

“What the thump do you want here?”
he demanded. | i e N
Calling on Carthew,” answered Jimmy
Silver. AR

“He's out.”

“1 know.” That’s
himn.”

. There was a chortle from the army of
juniors. i) |

Jones
fuliv,

“If this is & rag—" he bhegan.

“You've hit it.» o

“ Well, look here "

“dorry, old man, but we've

for him?” execlaimed XNew-
a way. We're going to rag

Rag a prefect's study!” said

exclaimed Morning-

why we're calling on

major looked at them very doubt-

o time to

‘Wwaste,” answered Jimmy Silver politely.

“What !” roared the Sixth-Former.
“You must allow me to point out thiat
you're not a prefect, and you’ve no right
_ | said the cap-
tain of the Fourth, with great politeness,
but, still more firmness. “ We’'re on the
war-path, and we mean business. See??
“That’s how it is, old chap,” said Jones
minor, who was in the crowd. - « Let’s get
along, Bert!» b
_Jones maior, with a very curious expres.
sion on nis face, backed out of the way.
After all, it was none of his business, s
he was not a prefect any longer.
Jimmy Silver & Co. marched
umphantly to Carthew's study, =
1hat apartment was empty—but it was
SOGD swarming. s
There was vot really muech room for
fifteen or sixteen fellows in the study,
but they found room. o
They swarmed all over it. £
The “rag?” was soon going strong.
such proceedings in the study of a cap-
tain of Rookwood were simply unheard
Gt. They were heard of now for the first
time. | -
Jimmy Silver started with the table,
which was up-ended into the fender.
Ashes and cinders were dragged from the
grate and scattered far and wide. The
carpet was dragged up and hung in fes.
toons ‘over the table-legs, further adorned
with a pile of chairs, and pictures from
the walls, RN At o
Meanwhile Putty, who had brought his
paint and brush, was adorning the walls
and the glass and the windows with in-
scriptions, such as “ Rats!” « Blackleg!”

on tri-

| Outsider ! till the whole study recked

with complimentary messages to Carthew
of the Sixth. i B A
A quarter of an hour sufficed to make
quite a startling change in Mark Car-
thew's quarters,
Fellows strolled along the passage to
look at the juniors at work, and walked
away chuckling. Nobody seemed to think
it was his duty to interfere. The raggers
were careful not to make noise enough to
bring masters on the scene. And there
were no prefects to take a hand in the
proceedings. S
The only fellow who came along and
showed a disposition to chip in was
Hansom of the Fifth—rather a lofty



. out Carthew.
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youth. DBut Hansom’s first expostulation
was answered by a roar of defiance:

“Get out!”

“Yah!”

“No Fifth-Formers wanted !»

“ Ratsi{»

" “Look here, you cheeky
roared the captain of the Fifth.

That was all Hansom had time to say.

There was a rush of the raggers, and
Hansom went spinning out of the study
with a daub of paint on his nose, a fist in
his eye, and three or four cushions crash-
ing after him. He sprawled in the pas-
‘eage, where he made a good target for
geveral portabhle articles belonging to
Carthew, Hansom picked himseli up and
ran for it-—a sadder and wiser Fifth.
Former.

Then Jimmy Silver & Co. finished their
work——conscientiously and thoroughly. By
the time they had finished, Carthew’s
study looked as if a horde of Prussians
had been let loose in it.

Jimmy Silver surveyed the havoc with a
satisiied eye.

“I think that will do,” he remarked.

“I should say it would!” gasped Lovell,
“1I'm blessed if I know how Carthew will
ever get this to rights again!®

“That’s his funeral,” remarked Conroy,
“Hallo! We've forgotten the clock!
Better put the ink in it.”»

“ Ha, ha, ha!”
Their work well done,
marched off in triumph.
- Carthew’s gstudy, in an extraordinary
state, awaited his return. And the
. raggers, satisfied as they were with their
handiwork, could not help wondering what
would come of it—and some of them
rubbed their hands in anticipation.

fags———>»

the raggers

The 6Bth Chapter.
Going Through I[t!

“Silver!»

Hansom of the Fifth looked into the
end study. IHe found the FKistical Four
finishing their tea in that apartment.

“Hallo, old gun!” said Jimmy Silver
cheerily. “'Irot in! We don't often have
-the Fifth to tea; and there’s still the tail
of a sardine—->
- Hansom snorted. Evidently he had not
come to tea, and was not to be tempted
Dy the remains of the sardine,

“ The Head » he began.

“No—the taill” said Jimmy Silver
innocent!ly.

“I tell you,” roared Hansom, while the
Fourth-Formers chortled, “the Head—"

“And I tell you, the tail—”

“The Head wants you!” yelled Hansom.

“Oh! You're alluding to the Head of
Rookwood? 1 was talking about the tail
of the sardine.”

“You'd better go,
snorted Hansom.

And he turned and strode away in lofty
wrath.,

Lovell rubbed his hands.

“Looks like trouble for little us!” he
remarked.

“1t do—it does!” gighed Jimmy Silver.
“Carthew’s reported us, of course. How
did he guess we had a hand in wrecking
his study?”

“How, indeed!” grinned Newcome.
“Even Carthew’s brain was equal to that,
I shouid say.”

“And the Head’s sent Hansom to tell
- us!” remarked Raby. “There's a rumour
going round that the Head is going to
make some of the Fifth into prefects.
~ It looks as if Hansom is getting ready for
the job.”

. “Let me catch him prefecting !” growled

Jimmy Silver. “I—1 say, we’d better go.
lather bad form to keep the Head wait-

ey
We'd better go!”

the lot of you!”

“ Alem !
Theré  was really no doubt upon that

point. The Fistical Four agreed that they |

~had better go; and they went.

< “Trouble?” asked Mornington, as he
met the chums of the Fourth in the

passage, heading {or the stairs with
“rather serious faces.

“The Head's sent for wus,”
Jimmy. |

% About ragging Carthew?”
“1 suppose s0.”

“Then

and: we’ll all come!”
Jimmy Silver shook his head.
“No,” he answered. “No
<whole ecrowd getting licked: it may dis-
courage the chaps.
that affair at all.
apes ™

You stay where you

And the Fistical Tour went on to the |

- Head’s study. |

- They found Mark Carthew with
Head.
- pale with

the

rage; and even the Head’s

presence c¢ould hardly restrain nim when

Jimmy Silver & Co. entered. The effect

of the rag upon Carthew had been like |

“that of a red rag on a bull!

Dr. Chisholm’s face was grim and stern. |
“Carthew’s |

C“Sitver!” he rapped out.

study has been, he tells me, wrecked

during hisg absence this afternoon.”.
“Indeed, sir,” said Jimmy.

“He susnects you of being concerned in |

the affair.”
“PDoes he, gir?”

L “Kindly tell me at once, Silver, whether |
wou had a hand in such lawless proceed- |

ings!” exclaimed the Head.
Jimmy . was silent.
“Do you hear me, Silver?”
“Yes,sib. @ o -
“Then answer me at once!l”
“Of course it was Silver,
wood/would have the nerve——>"
“Let Silver speak, please.
jng for your answer, Silver. Were you
concerned in the outrage in Carthew’s
study
“1 was there, sir.”

“He was the ringieader!” exciaimed |

Carthew.
“You cannoft possibly know that, as yon
- were not present, Carthew,” said the
- Head. rather sharply. “Silver, did you
take the lead in the procecedings?” '
sixps. sip.”
“We were all in it!” exclaimed Lovell.

Publishad -
Every Monday

cheerfully.

answered |

1en yow’re not going alene!” said |
Mornington decidedly. “We are all in it, |
oood the |

Besides, 1t mayn’t be |

The captain of Rookwood was |

' self now, in the Head’s sbtudy.
as the door had closed on the last of the
sir!” burst |

“No other junior at Rook- | a very severe brow.

I am wait- |

“Jimmy did no more than the rest of

us—less, in fact.”

“All who were concerned in the affair
will he severely punished!” exclaimed Dr.

Chisholm. “8Such a thing is too serious
for a caning. 1 shall——-" |
Tap! ‘
The door opened, and Morningtcn of
the T'ourth marched into the study. He

was followed by his chum Erroll and the

Colonial Co., and the three Tommies, and

Putty, and several other juniors.

Dr. Chisholm gazed in astonishment
at the army of fags that bad suddenly
invaded his quarters.

“DBless my scul! What does this
mean?” he ejaculated.

“We're all in it, sir,” said Mornington
“We're all down on Car-
thew, sir, for being a blackleg-——-"

“Mornington! - How - dare
thundered the Head.

“And we ‘all took a hand, sir,” said
Mornington coolly. “If Jimmy’s going
chrough it, it's only fair for us to take
our whacek!”

“We were all equally to blame, sir, if
anyone was to blame,” said Erroll, in his
quiet way.

“Bless my soul!” murmured the Head.

He gave Carthew a look that was not
exactly pleasant. BEvidenfly he did not
expect his new captain and head prefect.
to “land” him with fifteen juniors to
cane at once. He dismissed the idea of
flogging from his mind; fifteen floggings
was rather too large an order.

He rose and took up his cane. -

“As you were all concerned in the out.
rage, T shall punish you all,” he  said.
“You flrst, Silver!” i

Swish, swish, swish!

For a good ten minutes there was a
sound of swishing in the Head’'s study. It
was accompanied by other sounds-—of woe
and sufiering.

Carthew of the Sixth looked on with
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Sﬁﬁqpmﬁﬁﬁ § Carthew dragged open the door, and there was a startled exciamation !
2 2 of the Fourth stood in the passage with a can of paint and a brush.
back as Carthew’s furious glance fell on him.

glittering eyes. IHe was enjoying the
sceng—the . only fellow there who  did!
There was no enjoyment for the hapless
raggers. - .

Dr. Chishclm looked a little fatigued
wlhen he had finished with the cane. Ie
had put in some rather hard exercise, and
he was not an athlete.

He pointed to the door, and . the un-
happy victims filed out, with suppressed
moans and mumbles. In the passage they
locked at one another dolorously.

“This is what comes .of carrying the
giddy war into Africa!” murmured Arthnar
Edward Lovell, “0Ow! Wow! Ye gods!
My hat! Wow!”

“Yow-ow-ow!"”

“0Oh, crikeyl!”

“Might have
Jimmy Silver.

been worsel!”
“1t was going to be a

groaned

| flogping, if you hadn’t come in with your

crowd, Morny!
Yoop!”
“0Oh, dear!”
The raggers wandered away discon-
solately. 'f'hey were still keen on the war
with Carthew: but for the present their
keenness was daniped. |
Carthew was nioct exsctly enjoymmg him-

Yow-ow! Keep smiling!

juniors Dr. Chisholim turned to him with

“This is not what I expected of you,
Carthew,” he, said. “In appointing you
captain of the school, I anticipated, of

L course, that you would exert the usual

authority over tihe juniors. A dozen
times, ot least, you have brought cases
before me which would. naturally  be
settled by the bead prefect. My time is
of value, Carthew!” - = TR

“J--1've done my best, sir—"" gtam-
mered Carthew.

“You certainly led me to suppose that
vou would be able to do better than this.
It is most unpleasant for me to be put

J %
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to the task of caning fifteen boys on a
single occasian.” ' -
“They refuse to be caned by me—"
“They did not refuse to be caned by
Bulkeley, when he was head prefect,” said
Dr. Ghisholm. “1 was seeking a better
captain of the school, not a worse one,
Carthew. Sunch a ‘scene as this must not
be repeated. You must find some way of
making yourself respected in the school,
or it will be quite useless for you to retain
the captaincy. You see that, of course.”
- Carthew mumbled something indis-
tinctly., |
How he was to make himself respected
in the school was a problem far beyond
his ability to solve. He could only have
done it by “playing the. game "—and the
first step would have been to resign the
captaincy he had “bagged ” by deserting
his comrades of the Sixth. The Head, in
fact, was just a little unreasonable; but
he was annoyed and troubled by the
wholegale execution that had taken place
in his study. He felt that it did. not
accord with the fitness of things, and per-
haps it was natural that he should lay
the blame upon Carthew, instead upon his
own error of judgment in selecting that
youth as captain of Rookwoaod. -
“Kindly bear in mind what I have gaid,
Carthew!” added the Head tartly. “Such
a scene as this must not recur, You may
go, Carthew!”

And Carthew went, leaving Dr. Chis-
holm shaking his head very seriously.

The captain of Rookwood was in need of
a fag to clean up his study—in fact, of
a good many fags. But he shouted for a
fag in vain. He took his ashplant and
started for the junior quarters, but he
stopped, and turned back. He knew that
there would he resistance, and he. could
not venture to make more complaints and
reports to the Head-—yet, at all events.

The hapless captain of the school had

the Head’'s study,” answered Jimmy

Silver. | .
. “But the Head’s gone out!”
“Carthew’s wanted there all the same.
We want him.”
“Oh, I see!” grinned Tubby.
-And the fat Classical rolled away on
his errand. Jimmy Silver & Co. repaired
to the Head’'s study. That sacred apart-

ment was usually trodden with fear and

trembling by juniors, but the rebellious
fags of Rookwood were making very free
with it now. Jimmy Silver’s latest scheme
seemed to some of the Fourth rather the
limit of prudence, but he found plenty of
followers.

The juniors had a shrewd suspicion that

the Head was far from satisfied with hLis
new captain, and that he was tired of
the Incessant troubles that had followed
Carthew’s appointment. Jimmy’s idea
was to make him “tireder,” as he ex-
pressed it.
- While nine or ten of the Fourth were
ensconcing themselves in the Head’s
study Tubby Muffin rolled away to deliver
his message to Carthew. He found the
new captain of Rookwood in his study
with a gloomy brow. Carthew had had
his tea in Hall, his fag, with the general
support of the Lower School, baving gone
on .strike. Carthew, certainly, could
have gone on “strike ” in another way-—
with his ashplant—but he had had
enough of rousing hornets’ nests of en-
raged fags about his ears.

He was, in fact, a hopeless failure as
captain of the school, and he was no
longer in a mood to look for trouble.

He scowled at the fat face of Tubby
Muffin as the Falstaff of the Fourth
looked in.

“You're wanted in the Head’s study,
Carthew!” said Tubby Muffin:; and he
disappeared before the prefect could ask
him questions.

to clear up the wreck himself, and it kept Carthew growled under his breath as
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him: busy for quite a.long time. Other
Dixth-Formers came along to glanee in at
nim and smile. . ~

Carthew’s temper was at boiling-point
all that evening. -

But- he had to control it, and consume
his own smoke, as it were. It was dawn-
ing upon his mind that the captaincy of
the school was no sinecure; and he was
beginning to doubt very geriously swhether
ne had been so very clever, after all, in
“bagging” Bulkeley’s place.

The 6th Chapter.
T he Last Straw.
“He’s gone out!”
Tubby Muffin came up to the Fourth
Form passage with that news after les-
sons the next day.

Tubby had been on the watch, and he { 1
) WEES I . -him down, and he was seized ocutside the |

had seen the stately figure of Dr. Chis-
ho{_m crossing . -the quadrangle to the
gates.

“He's gone!” announced Tubby: and
there was a buzz of voices at once in the
Fourth Form passage. -

“T'his 1s where we begin!” said Lovell.

“Come on, you. fellows!”

“You'll' get
marked Townsend.

“Aren’t you coming, Towny?”

“NoO - fear!l” |

“Yah! Funk!” roared lLovell.

“Oh, "we don’t want Towny!” said

Jimmy- Silver. “Hall a dozen would be
enough to handle Carthiew. FPFunks aren’t
wanted, anyway.”
- “Plenty of usg, and no mistake!” said
Mornington. “We'll get along to the
Head’s study, and Tubby can take the
message to Carthew. He won't be sus-
picions of Tubby.” |

“Y’m your man!” said Tubby Muffin at
“I don’t mind taking a message.
What am I to say?” .-

“Simply tell Carthew bhe’s wanted 'in
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Teddy Qrace
T he junior jumped

‘“ 8o it was you !l shouted Carthew.

L

he rose to obey the summons.

He little guessed.
A few minutes later he was tapping at
the door of the Head’s study. As he was

not told to come in he tapped again, |

and opened the doar.

Then he stared.

Dr. Chisholm was not there, but nine
members of the Fourth were there in a
state of breatiuless excitement.

. Carthew stood
biinked at them.

“What—--" he began.

“Collar him!”

Thers was a rush.
in alarm, . but the Fistical Four rushed

doorway. The startled prefect struck
ouv furiously, and Lovell yelled as he
caught the blow and spun over on
floor. But the rest of the juniors swarmed

to the aid of the Co., and Carthew, in the |

grasp of many hands, was swept into the

study.

~ He sprawied on the Head’s carpet, with |
threce or four knees - planted on him to

keep him there. Putty of the I'ourth
shoved a duster into his mouth as he
opened 1t to yell, and Carthew’s yell died
away in a suifocated gurgle.

Arthur Edward Lovell, with his hand-
kerchiel to his nose, followed his com- |
Lovell’s |

rades In and closed the door.
nose was the only casualty.
“Jump on him!” gasped
“Groogh! Secalp him! Ow!
Give him jip!”
“Gerrroooogggh !” came from the cap-
tain of Rookwood. | pky
“Hold him!™” gasped Jimmy Silver.
“I've got the rope!” |
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lovell.

Prics
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 game was up.

| fixed.

{ Jimmy Silver!

in the doorway and

the | their aching palms, rejoiced, and rejoiced
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Carthew struggled desperately. But he
was helpless in so many hands.

Jimmy Silver whipped out a coil of
cord, and proceeded to bind the senior's
wrists together, and then his ankles.
Meanwhile, Teddy Grace secured the
duster in his mouth by binding twine
round it and round Carthew’s head. It
was fortunate for the Rookwood captain
that he had his nose to breathe through.

“Up with him!” grinned Mornington.

“Heave-hot”

®Ha. ha, ha!”

Carthew was swung up against the
Head’s desk. There, Jimmy Silver pro-
ceeded with the rest of the rope. Car-
thew was secured in an upright position
to the desk, facing the door.

The expression on his face was extra-
ordinary.

“Now, where’s the ink?”

Carthew gurgled wildly as the ink was
applied to his face. In a few minutes he
looked 1like a Christy minstrel. The
juniors chueckled spasmodically as.they
regarded him.

“Ithink that will do!” said Jimmy.

“l rather think so!” gasped Lovell.
“What on earth will the Head say?”

“Goodness knows!”

“It will be rather a surprise-packet for
him,” remarked Mornington. *It ought
to show him that Carvnew is no good as
captain of Rookwoed.”

“2ka; 'Da. pal” v

Jimmy Silver & Co. strecamed out of
the Head’s study, closing the door care-
fuily atver them.

The captain of Rookwood was left o
face the tiead when he returned.

Carthew’s eyes glittered. He made
frantic attempts to get rid of the gag, to
yell for help and get released before Dr.
Chisholm could come back. But Putty
had done his work too well, and the
duster silenced Carthew’s voice effectu-
ally. He guve it up at last, and 'waited. °

The sunset changed to dusk, and the
dusk deepened into night.: :

Carthew still waited.

llis feelings while he waited were the
reverse of enviable. What the Head

i would say and do when he found him

there he could hardly guess. Certainly
he would be very angry with the raggers.

i But what was he likely” to think of a

captain of Rookwood who was treated
lixe this by the fags!

‘'he schemer of the Sixth felt that the
Whatever severe measures
the Head took with the daring raggers
he was not likely to sustain Carthew
any longer in a position for which he was
so obvious!ly unfitted. The game was up
—and, indeed, just then Carthew would
willingly have given the captaincy, and a
great deal besides, to escape from his
position.

But there was no escape for him.

The silence was broken at last by foot-
steps In the corridor.

Carthew shivered.

It was the Heud returning.

Dr. Chisholm pushed open the study
door, felt for the light-switeh, and turned
it .on. He came into the study, for a
moment unaware that anyone was there.

Then Carthew dawned on him, so to
speak.

Tihe Head stopped suddenly, as if trans-
His gaze fastened in a fascinated
way on the blackened face of the figure
tied to his desk. For the moment he did
nov recognise Carthew. |

“What—wha-a-at——"" he stutiered.
“Grrrooogh.!”

“Wnat—what is it—what-—who——"

“Mmmmmmmmmmmin !

“Goodness gracious!”

“Mummmmimmmmmum !*

With a brow of thunder the Head'
strode towards the unhappy Sixth-
Former and dragged away the duster
from his mouth. .

“Who are you?” he exclaimed in great

wrath. “Is it—is it—is it Carthew?2”
“Ow! Yes!”
“And what does this mean?”
“Oh! Wow!”

“What does this
thundered the Head.
“Ow—wow! Wasn't my fault!
i've been

mean, Carthew?”

Fagg—
ragged! Ow!

The look

Y ow——-"’
Carthew's voice died away.

He was | on the Head's face rendered him dumb.
‘not aware that the Head had gone out, |

and he wondered 'what he was wanted for. |

Ft')re neinutes later Carthew of the
Sixth limped away from the Head’s
study, free ab last, but feeling as if life
were not worth living as captain of Rook-
wood School.

That evening there were canings in the
Fourth—canings numerous and painful.
But Jimmy Silver & Co., as they rubbed
their bands, had good news to solace
them.

For they had been successful.

The news ran like wildfire through

| Rookwood that Carthew of the Sixth had
' resiened the captaincy! ~

Whether he had resigned entirely of

. . ' his own accord.:or under ressure f
Carthew jumped back into the passage | : PIESirn, 1om

the Head, the feliows did not know-or
care. The fact remained that he had
resigned, and wag no longer captain of

| the school.

And Jimmy Silver & Co.,. as they rubbed

still more heartily when ¢the pain had
worn off. They had led the new captain
of Bookwood a “dog’s life,” and this was
the result; and after the licking had
worn off a little there was a greater cele-
bration in the end study over the fall

b of Carthew of the Sixth.

THE END.
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works at cross-roads!” exclaimed Mr. Lal
Tata, shaking his head. “And there will
be some ‘more dirty work, boys, if you do
not gecure that goat fellow again. He
1s looking very disagreeable since be has
civen himeeli headaches through Lhitting
great Kicks at torteige, and, if he makes
coilisions with me, this
will go pops, and I shall become but a
dirty smear upen the hillside.
be great bomb explosions !”

And Lal nursed the two Ilemonade-
bottles which, carefully
cotton-wool, renosed in his side pockets.

“T’'ll carry the stuff it you like, sir,”
said Dick readily.

“No, my boy,” answered Lal firmly. “1I
will take all risks.
bottles to you.
some fool trick and blowing yourself Lo
ghivercens. DBub what does this mysterious
parchment mean, Captain Bones? Who
was this Alf Dixon fellow, and where did
you get that parchment??

“1t means, sir, that this here Al Dixon
wias mate on the Susan and Anne, a
bargque sailing out o' Bristol, and em-
pioyed in the ¢ld trade c¢f shipping hides
irom the Spanish farms in California to
New York,” replied Captain Bones, slap-
ping the parchment with his band.
“Along o' a mate he came up here when
his ship touched at these islands, an’ they
stumbled on one o’ the caches ¢’ treasure
made by some o the old buccaneers that
used -to come to these islands for wood
and tortoises.”

“Do they eat tortoises?” put in Skele-
ton, who always bucked up when there
was mention of eating.

“Course they did!»” replied Captlain
Bones. “There's two hundred and fifty
pounds of good meat and oil in this chap
here. And 1've heard tell of & ship’s com-
pany from an English frigate bringing
down as many as two hundred tortoises
to the beach in a single day. Ho, ho! A
shellback what’s been punchin’ his way
round th’ Horn on salt horse that you
could carve into snuff-boxes, he’s glad
enough to gect a taste o' fresh tortoise-
meat!” °

And Captain Bones chuckled to himself,

nitro-glycerine

There will

padded with

I would not trust these |
You would go playing

“ An’ what happened up here,” he con- |

tinued, “was that the two mates found
the treasure, and fell out over it after
they'd dug for it. All knifed his pal
Jacob, d'ye see, and got frighteped at
what he’d doney So he shoves Jacob’s
body into the cave, and, doing so, started
a rock-slide where they’'d been digging.
Down comnes the big rock he writes of, and
shuts the moutix of the cave, with Jacob
and the treasure still inside,”?

“ That sounds all  right!? said Dick.
“ Alf ivixon couldn’t go back to the ship
and tell them about the finding of the
treasure, for if they’'d opened the cave
again they’d have found Jacob’s body, and

that would bave been a hanging job for |

Alf Dixon.” _ i _
“That’s about the size of it!” said Cap-
tain Bones.

“ But what’s the tortoise got to do with |

it ?” asked Dick.

“ Why, Master Dick,” answered Captain
Lones, “this selisaine tortoise was the
cnly witness that saw the crime comni-
mitted, over -a hundred an’ thirty year
ago. It’s the selisame tortoise that was
drinking ‘at the spring when those two
lads came up here wicth their picks aad
their shovels and opened the cache. D'ye
see what it says on the parchmenv? Alf
cut his name on the shell feeling as merry
and clean-hearted as a boy on boliday.
Then they found the treasure, and started
guarrciling over it. They was sailormen,
an’ they wore sheath-kKnives. Maybe Alf
says to Jacob, ‘1'll fight you '—same as
the Scandipavians an’ Timberheads do-—
‘inch o’ knife—two inches o’ knife or the
whole blade, which means death!” Lend
me a knite, one o’ you young gents, and
I'll showiyou how th' Russians an’ the
I'inns and the Timberheads fight.”

Skeleton. cpened his jack-knife and
handed it to the old man, who grasped
it by the handle, with his thumb down
the blade uncovering an inch of the point.

“PD’yve sece, boys?” said he. “If a chap
fichts like that he only cuts and stabs an
inch, and there’s no great harm done.
Mavbe Jacob was a Timberhead, and he
challenged All, and maybe Alf hadn’t the
Scandinavian wayv of fightin’, an’ he let
Jacob have th’ whole blade by accident.
But, there 16 15! AW killed Jaccb, an’
lost his nerve when he’d done it, He weng
back to the ship an’ told the captain that
Jacob had tumbled down the clifis. And
the cappen he had a fair wind up coast,
and a fair wind on the Equator is a thing
that sou don’t ge% every day or every
month o’ the year. So he didn't worry
about Jaccb breakin’ his neck. Jacobh was
only a sailor, an’ sailors were cheap as

mud those:days afore there was Seamen’s

an’ Firemen’s Unions. So cappen he up
sails, an’ off he goes to where his cargo
o’ hides is waitin’ for him.”

“But I don’'t see how the tortoise helps
us,” said Dick.

Captain’ Bones chuckled hoarsely.

“He's th’ clue, Master Dick!” =aid he.
“ Doan’ you see, this ole tortoise, he's
been usin’ up and down this here torteise
path for a hundred an’ thirty years?
There’s tortoise-walks all over these herc
islands, but the same tortoise always uses
the same track an’ the same spring. They

ain'’t what you may call enterprisin’
creatures.”.

Dick looked at Captain Bones admir-
ingly.

« Jiminy, captain,” said he, “you’re a
regular Shenlock Helmes!”

« Never heard on him!” said Captain
Bones, taking a pinch of snufi. “But
that’s the way I read that tortoise’s back,
Master Dick.”

« Well, shall we shove the old tortoise
the other way round, and see if he’ll walk
back to the spring that he uses?” asked
Dick.

Coptain Bones shook hig head.

« He's had his drink, Master Dick.”
caid be, and he won't want to come this
way again for a mattér o' three months.
“Torpoises has more sensge than many men.
They know when they’'ve had enough.
They don’t 'old up a pub-front looking
for work.”

Publishea
Every Monday
l “Let’'s try turning him round,” said
{1 Dick.
They threw themselves upon the worriled
tortoise and, using all their strength,
twisted him round so that his nose

pointed uphill.

buat the torloise had no intention of
going uphill to please them.

He hissed angrily, as much as to say:

“« Shub up, you idiots!”

Then slowly he stuck out his stubby
legs from his shell, and started turning
80 that his head pointed downhill along
the tortoise-track, hissing like a boiling
kettle all the time,.

“Do not let us waste more precious

times on tortoisges,” said Rlr, Lal Tata im- |

patiently. “I am getting very fearsome
of these bottles of nitro-glycerine in my
pockets. Nitro-glycerines are most un-
stable forms of explosives, and, in this
heat, T fear I shall blow up like powder-
magazines, And if stuff explodes itself I
shall be blovn to Jerichos. I propese that
we make immediate moves and track tor-
toise 10 spring from which he started. We
can catch tortoise again as we descend
tne mountain.”

wveryone agreed that
right thing to do.

The tortoise was left behind, and at
once started strolling, in his leisurely
fashion of two miles a day, down towards
the coast, chewing his lump of cactus as
he went.

Lal took the head of the column now,
for he was an expert tracker. He read
the signs on the ground ecasily enough.
He pointed out to the boys how the giant
tortoise had been feeding ail the way
down, blazing a fresh trail for himself
by chewing at the great suceulent leaves
of the cactus that grew on the trail.

And the boys could not help admiring
Lal’s sagacity as every few hundred
vards he stopped to show them the fresh
incisions that the brute's horny beak had
made in the great fleshy leaves,

Presently these incisions grew drier and

this was the

harder. Water had cecased to exude
from them. This showed that theyv were
on the traeck covered by the ¥lying
Dutchman, as they called him, on the
previous day.

And the tortoise track led them con-
stantly up and up, winding amongst the
jagged little ecraters of weathered lava
and tufa, studded thickly with acacia,
myritle, and the giant cactl.

T™he old tortoise in his laborious jour-
ney had left his trail as clear as a paper-
chase, and something like a shout went

up from the explorers as they came in
sight of a small, clear pool of water, sur-

rounded by thick grass, upon the brink

of which snowed the distinet mark of the .

areat shel]l, where the tortoise nad rested
upon its brink, shoving his head into the
water and taking in his drink for three
monuvns.

Captain Bones rubbed his hands as the
boys told him oi the signs which Lal
had picked up.

“Yon black man is no fool!” said he in
a whisper to Dick. “He talgs like fool
and behaves like fool. But he 1s a deep
'un! That’s what he 1s—a deep 'un!

“Now Dpoys,” said he, *“there 13 mno
doubt that this is the tortoise spring
that Alf Dixon wrote about in his last
will, and here is a bit of string, which
I have measured off twenty-six paces,
with a. compass to show us which is the
north.”

He dived into the great pockets of his
old-fashioned coat, balancing himseit
nimbly on the uneven ground on his
wooden leg. First he produced a long
length of cord:; then he fished out an
ancient but eflicient compass.

“S8ee where the end of yonder string
will take ye to.” said he.

The boys looked around them. The
circular spring, which was deep aud clear,
seemed to be the very centre of an old
and broken crater, the walls of which
rose some twenty feet around them. -

These low, broken cliffs were of jagged
lava, still reddened by the old fires, and

THE SECRET OF THE CAVE
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scored with cracks, which were lined with
the crystal-like filaments of obsidian.

It was a weird place, and they all
agreed that it was the sort of back-
ground in which one might cxpect to dis-
cover an uncanny creature like a giant
tortoise, or any other antediluvian
animal,

“You might expect to sec one of those
prehistoric peep beasts lookin’ at you
over the top of those little cliffs,” said
Skeleton. “But give me the nosebag,
boys. The air up here is making me feel
quite peckish again. I'm nearly hungr
enough to go back and eat that oid tor-
toise, shell and alll!”

The great haversack, which was called
Skeleton’'s wnosebag, and whichh was
brought ashore on all excursions, was
produced, and Skelcton, unpacking it,
revealed a fine selection of meat-pies,

“Have a meat-pie, Captain Bonpes?”
said be politely.

“Not for- me, Master Skeleton!” re-
plied Captain Bones nervously. “I'm
beginning to feel all of a twitter up here.
We are gettin’ near the treasure. 1 can
feel the treasure-feelin® pricking in my
thumbs and fingers, and that’s a sure

sigcn that we are near the red gold.
Ho, ho, Master Skeleton!” he added.

“The Pacitic is the place for treasure!
There’s hidden gold on every island of
it for them as knows how to find it!”

“Why don't you have one of these
meat-pics?” persisted Skeleton. “If you
get, ncrvous or excited there’s nothing
like a meat-pie to soothe you down. |1
always get awiully peckish if 1 am
excited or upset about anything.”

But Captain Bones had no thought for
meat-pies. His blind eye gazed up at
the grey, lowering sky, through which the

fierce tropical rays of the sun seemed to

beat as thouch they were shining through
a black gauze curtain.

“What are the young gentlemen doing
now?” he asked anxiously.

“Why, they’'ve stuck the crowbar in

by the spring,” said Skeleton, helping
himself leisurely to another meat-pie and
hunting in the nosebag for a hard-boiled
egg. “They stuck the crowbar in by the
spring. And where can that galt have
cot to? 1 hale hard-boiled eggs without
salt !”

“What are the young gentlemen doing

now?” again demanded Captain Bonces
impaticntly.
“Why,” replied Sheleton, “they’vce

stuck the crowbar in the ground close by
the spring, and they’ve made fast the
line to the erowbar, and——~  Are you
sure vou couldn’t nibble a raspberry-puff,
Captain DBones? You want Kkeeping up,
vou know, and it was no end of a pull
up the mountain-side!”

“T don't want no raspberry-pufis!” re-
plied Captain Bones shortly.
the good o’ givin’ raspberry-pufis to a
pirate? I want to know what the young
gentiemen are doing. What's the good
of otferin’ raspberry-puffs to a poor, blind
ole pirate?” |

“Why,” said Skeleton, “how awfully
impatient you are, <Captain DBones!
They’ve pulled out the string, and they
are chalkipg it off with the compass. I
suppose they are trying to find out which
is due north from the spring. And Mr.
Lal Tata is giving them some sort of a
lecture. Oh, don’t worry about the old
treasure! Have a puff?”

“What be they a-deing now?” asked
Captain Bones, fidgeting, and disdaining
the proffered pufl.

“Why, Mr. Lal Tata has, put down his
two bottles of blow-up mixture, and he’s
taken off his turban, and he’s wiping his
napper with a red handkerchief!” re-
ported Skeleton.

“What’s the good o' that {to me?”
growled the old pirate. |

“Well, have . a raspberry-puit!”
sponded Skeleton, diving into his nose-
bag again. - “These puffs are top-hole!
They are hetter than any {treasure or
pieces of eight! Now, if your pal AIf
Dixon had slain Jacob to pinch his puff

“What's |

- crowbar, digging 1ts  sharp
“into the powdered tufa and broken stonse

Te- |

I shouldn’t be surprised. Bub to quarrel
over a lot of dirty yellow gold—well, 1%
fair beats mel” |
Captain Bones growled. At that
moment he would have given anything
for the use of his eyes. He was s0 Im-
patient that he felt inclined to give the

lcisurely Skeleton a waggle of his Obi.

stick,. and to conjure him up a tooth-
ache that would keep him off raspberry-
puffs for the rest of the afternoon!

But there came a shout from the boys
at the end of the straining measuring-
cord. Fhactl

“What is it? What is if, boy?” said
Captain Bones in agitated accents as he
grabbed at Skeleton's arm.

“Horace is wagging his tail!” reported
Skeleton. |

“Pah!” :

Captain Bones made a sound of disgust
and disappointment.

“Don’'t you be so cocksure, old
pirate!” said Skeleton. “And don’t grab
my arm like that; you are smashing up
my pufl. Mr. Lal Tata is dancing and
waving his turban. Horace don’t wag his
tail for nothing, I can tell you! When
Horace wags his tail there’s something
doing!” |

And, sure enough, there came a yell
from the boys!

“Come on, Captain Bones!” they called.
“There’s a big rock here!” _

Captain Bones started up, and, asking
for no guidance, began to stump over
the rocky floor of the old crater, unwit-
ting of the crevasses in the lava that lay
beneath the coarsely-matted grasses.

Down he went with a thump.

“I've broken my leg!” he yelled.

“Which leg?” called Skeleton, with his
mouth full of ginger-cake.

“Wooden leg!” replied the captain.

“That’s all right!” replied Skeleton.
“I've got a couple of French nails and
a bit of string. We'll mend you up pre-
sently, old Bones. Good job you weren't
carrying the nitro-glycerine bottles!”

§ Lying across the entrance to the cave was a skeieton, which
. " could be none other than that of Jacob, the
mentioned in the parchment. And, scattered among the stenes and rubble of the floor was goid!

ill-fated sailop

added Skeleton  philosophically. “It
would have taken more’n a couple of
nails and a bit of string to put you
together again then!”

Arty Dove ran back and picked up the
disabled Captain Bones, pulling the
broken shank of the wooden leg out of
the crevasse in which it had landed.

He lifted Captain Bones in his arms
and carried him over the spot where
they had discovered the fallen rock under
the low crater wall, and he put Captain
Bones upon his bands and knees on the
rock, which  was half buried in the
ground.

Captain Bones patted and slapped the
rock witix his hands.

“Lift me up and let me feel the wall,
Arty boy!” said be.

And Arty lifted him up in his arms
so that he could reach high up the face
of the lava cliff.

Captain Bones seemed to have eves in
his fincers. He touched the face of the
rock all over, as though he were playing
the pilana

“That’s where the rock fell from!” he
cried triumphantly. “Now, boys! Stick
the crowbar down here, and dig out a
good hcle for that there blow-up stuti
o 'Mr. Lal Patalsgl’

“I shall be jolly glad to see the last
of that explosive stuff!” said Lal
solemnly. “Never again will I walk
about mountain paths with my pockets
filled with great explosions. It was
most silly assome thing to do. But I
always play goat, fool tricks when 1 run

- with you, you boys!”

Arty and Dick got to work with the
point - deep

that was gathered round the fallen rock.
Captain Bones was geated on a knob
of lava close by, and to him, listening to

the tinkle of the erowbar, the sound of.
the elinkingz steel was as, muste.

He held his Obi stick in his fingers, and
the grim skull nodded and: dipped towards
the rock in short, convulsive movements,
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which were apparently not caused by
any movement of the old pirate’s fingers.

“Ho, ho, boys!” chuckled Captain
Bones. “We are close upon treasurc
now! Look at the Obi stick which was

given .me by a Mandingo king and sor-
cerer man. He was a great witch-doctor,
and a great ceeker aifter hidden treasure.
See how the old skull dips an’ twists an’
tries to get at the geod red gold. He

knows—he knows:! And there's a skeleton
there, too! He knows! See how hi3
Jaws,grin!”

And the ivory skull that crowned the
black ebony of the carved Obi stick
seemed to be grinning down at the rock
as the boys worked till the perspiration
ran down their faces. '

They all took turns on the crowbar
whilst Tom Morton and Pongo scraped
away industriously at the earth round
the fallen mass of stone with the e€n-
trenching-tools they had brought with
vaem.

As far as they could judge, the {allen
mass of rock, which was of lava laced
with obsidian, weighed about five tons.
It would have been entirely beyond their
strength to have shifted it without the
help of explosive.

There was only one member of the
party who did not take a part In the
treasure-seeking. This was Skeleton,
who, seated by the crystal-clear pool in
the centre of the crater, was seeking for
other treasure amongst the contenvs of
his sumptuous nosebag !

“I've found it!” he yelled.

The boys started, and looked up from
their work.

Surely Skeleton could not have found
another hiding-place of the treasure!
But there he was, dancing wiidly by the
pool, bolding up his skinny hand.

“What have you found?” they yelled in
unison.

“A doughnut!” called Skeleton triumph-
antly. *“1 knew there was a doughnut in
the bag!”

“Ch, shove your head in the
Dick disgustedly. |
- “That’s just what I'm going to do!”
answered Skeleton. “l1 believe there’s
another doughnut there!” .

Then there was a yell from Pongo
Walker. *

“Gold!” he cried.

And he held up a golden coin which Le
had fished up on the point of his entrench-
ing-tool. 1t was passed from hand to
hand, a noble Porfuguese moidore of pale
yellow Guinea gold.

Captain Bones chuckled and rubbed his
hands. |

“That’s the stufl,” he muttered—"the
daffy yellow gold that the Portygese got
fromm the Guinea coast in the old days!
Where's

bagl” cried

the blow-up ligquor?”
Lal had turned to get his lemonade-

| bottles, but he gave a yell of horror.

Horace, who had been sniffing about

amongst the rocks, had found the botiles.

Of late Horace, led away by the sailors
of the Bombay Castle, had been getting
into bad habhits. He had learned to
drink rum and water from a bottle.

In his dim, goatish brain he had there-

 fore come to the conclusion that every

Lis throat.

bottle contained rum.

So he had picked up cone of Lal's
lemonade-hottles between his teeth and
was nibbling at it, perilously shaking it
about, trying to shake some of its sup-
posed contents through the cork and down

- “Horace!” yelled Lal. “Desist, you
tmps of Satan! Obh, thou wicked one,
have a care, or thou wilt blow thyself

| to mincemeats!”

» was not constructed to hold bottles.

“Maw!” bleated Horace, in muffied
tones, as much as to say, “I don’t care
80 long as I can get the cork out of the
bottle !” AR

The bottle was wobbling round dan-
gerously in his mouth, for Horace’s mouth

1f
it broke, or if it were dropped on the
hard lumps of lava that stuck up through

| the matved grass, that long-extinct vol-

canic crater would have given a very fair
imitation of its former activities.

But, lueckily for Horace, Arty Dove,
who saw the danger, pluckily raced for-
ward, and, czcizing Horace’s jaw and the
bottle, ncatly forced open the mouth of
the unwilling goat, and gently removed
the carefuliy-swathed bottle.

i'he cork was already dribhling nitro-
glycerine, and some of it had found  its
way into Horace’s mouth. |

Horace choked violently, and for a
moment, looked as though he had it in
his mind to go for Arty.

Jutt  Horace, luckily, had a long
memory, and he recalled the power of
Arty’s fist. He bleated defiantly, as much
as to say, “You bit me!’” and backed
away like a small boy who does not mean
to fight. ~ v g

Lal wiped the perspiration from
black forehead. .

“Phew!” he pufied. “That was most
narrow escapes. [ did always say that
goat fellow: would bring us into trouble.
He is a no-luck animal. He has swal-
lowed a thousand devils!” .

“He’'s swallowed some of this nitro-
glycerine,” said Arty, examining the
bottle. “Will it do him any harm, sir?”

“Not a bit!” replied Lal. “I wish it
would give him great stomach-aches.
But a little of the stuff is only cure for
seasickness!”

“Then we’d better save some against
we get to sea again!” put in Skeleton,
who, eating ginger-cake, had looked on
unmoved at this little scene.

All was in readiness now for the charge
of nitro-glycerine.

Lal carefully arranged the detonators

to the mouths of the bottles and adjusted
the long fuses. |

To prevent accidents, Horace was col-
fared, and, much against his will, teth-

his

-ered once more to his long Iength of line.

Then Captain Bones was carried well
away from the spot where the explosion
was to take place, and his leg was re-
paired.- with two nails and a cunning
splicing of tar-twine,
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All was in readiness now to fire the
mine.

Lal struck a match carefully, and, hold-
ing it between his hands, lit the f{use.
Then he ran back to take shelter with
his friends, who were hiding in one of
the countless crater-holes which studded
the interior of the extinet crater-like shell
holes. |

Five minutes passed; then ten minutes.
Still the explosion did not take place.

Lal began to look uneasy. _

“I arranged that fuse to go off in
seven minutes!” said he. “Perhaps there
is something wrong with the fuse!”

“Are you sure you mixed the jossop all
richt, sir?” asked Dick. “Perhaps that
old shark, when he busted up the lab,
mixed up some of the bottles?” he sug-
gested.

“*Nonsense!” replied Lal irritably.
“That shark fellow could not Kkick the
contents of one bottle into another. 1
am sure of my mixture. 1t is most highly
explosive. Dynamites is stickjaw com-
pared with it. If it does not explode
with speediness I shall go and see what
has happened to fucze!l”

Lal waited another two minutes. Then
he put up his head cautiously.

“1 cannot see fuse sparking or sending
up smoke!” said he. * Without doubt 1%
has extinguished itself. 1 will go and
make observations!”

He climbed up out of the crater and
stood on its edge, and was about to step
forward when, with a flash of flame and
a shattering rcar that echoed loud
through the savage hills, the charge went.

Lal was blown into the sheli-hole just
in  time. He landed onm Horace, who
prompily butted him in the stomach.
But he missed a huge lump of rock which
whistled close over the top of the crater
in which they were hidden and burst like
4 bombshell a few yards behind them.

Lal sat up and rubbed his stomach
and scowled at Horace.

“That goat ought to be executed!” said
he. “He is not fit for polite society. A
zoat who will hit kicks with his head on
stomach of Master of Arts, Calcutta
University, ought to be pole-axe!”

But Lal soon forgot his stomach
troubles as the boys ran across the. in-
tervening space between their shelter and
the crater wall. |

The home-made nitro-glycerine had done
its work. The rock was shattered to
atoms, revealing a small, shallow cave
Qr crevasse in the lava wall, |

And, lying across the entrance of this
was a skeleton, which could be none other
than that of the ill-fated sailor Jacob,
mentioned in the parchment.

Against the wall of the little cave stood

‘a pick and a shovel, the metal of which
- was pretty well rusted to flakes by the

passage of over a century.

There were a few tattered remnants of
faded clothing on the skeleton, the rem-
nants of a pair of coarse, wide canvas
trousers such as sailors wore in the
eighteenth eentury, a pair of square shoe-
buckles' blackened by time, and a hard-
glazed. sailor-hat which was apparently as
good as. new.

The boys felt depressed and saddened
as they gazed upon this scene of a long-
forgotten crime. That skeleton, with its
tattered remnants of clothing, lying ex-
posed to the cold, grey light, told its
own story of the tragic outcome of that
sallors’ lark ashore.

Alf Dixon and Jacob had gone ashore
together good chums. But the finding of
the treasure had aroused fierce passions.

Thoge were rough days and rough men,
and a sailors’ ficht had ended in a
tragedy which had haunted the survivor
for the rest of his life.

But they all cheered up a bit when
Lal, stepping into the cave, gave a cry of
exultation.

Half buried in the loose rubble which
covered the flcor of the cave was a heavy
golden candlestick, curiously wrought,
whilst the base of a jewelled cup stuck
out of the ground.

“By Jingos, boys!” exclaimed Lal
excitedly. - “We have found some Tom
Tiddlesome Ground! Without . doubt

there is gold here!”™

And gold there was, scattered in the

rubble and stones broadcast—thrown
. there, probably, in the fight between the
two sailors.

They were not long in discovering the
gource of the gold and the plate, for
under the floor of the cavern they
speedily unearthed two boxes of decayed
wood bonnd with copper bands. One of
these contained the fellow of the great
golden candlestick, and several massive
cups of gold set with emeralds.. The
other was still chock-a-block with gold
pieces of . 2all sorts and natienalities,
representing something over  fifteen
hundred pounds fin value.

The candlesticks were handed out of
the cave to Cantain Bones, who chuekled
as he fingered them. - |

“This 1s the right stuff, my jolly
venturers!” said he. “Feel the weight of
‘em! They are solid gold all the way
through,
that .so that thev could not easily be
carried away. But the lads of the Jolly
Rogzer, they would carry a house away if
it was worth their while!”

The bags wiaich bhad held the gold coins

since mouldered away

. moving _
| grinning skull head, was dancing up and |

They nsed to melt ‘em up like |

into |

tindery fragments of fabric. Buf tfhe._

J

' him, boys!
The boys had barely turned their backs |

(Continued from the previous page.)

boys were well provided with stout
canvas haversacks, which they had
ostensibly brought ashore for collecting
plants and geological specimens, And
into these the gold was shovelled.

Even Skeleton’s nosebag was filled with
the treasure, and it was given to Captain
Bones, who chuckled as he dug his hands
among the coins.

“It’s all for you, boys!” he exclaimed.
“And this is only a promise of what we
are going to find on Skull Island when we
get there. These are just the filchings of
some sgailor chap amongst the buccaneers
who used these islands—one of Crafer’s
cang or, maybe, a sailor of Richard
Sawkins’ ships. He hid away this little
nest-egg after they had plundered Lima,
maybe, so that he should not spend it in
roystering. What like are the jewels in
the cups?”

Lal examined the emeralds that studded
the thick yeilow gold of the cups. Like
most Hindus, Lal knew a good bit about
precious stones.

“They are ftine stones,” said he-—
“emeralds of Bolivia—but they are all
flawed!”

“That’s about it!” chuckled Captain
Bones. “Trust the captains for seeing
that a poor sailor-man was put off with
a mouldy four or five thousand pounds’
worth of the stuff. You may be sure they
kept the best jewels for themselves., It’s
a tarry Jack’s cache, boys!”

“But, Captain Bones,” protested Dick
Dorrington, “the stuff really belongs to
you !™

Captain Bones waved his hand rovally.

“What’s the good of gold to me?” he
said. “I’n an old. old man. All T want
row is -just a bed and bacecy an’ not so
much o' them spellin’ lessons from that
there Scorcher Wilkinson! Ho, ho, hoys!
Old Bones may spell cat—k-a-t, but he
knows where the good red gold is to be
found. He can take his snpellin’ lessons
from a tortoiseshell! And it’s all for
you, boys!

agsk no more than that, and that you
should all dress in jewels and silks afore
vou’ve done with him! TI'll sce Skull
Island again afore 1 die! 1 feel
my bones, 1T do!”

And Captain Bones was silent for a
few minutes, digging his fingers into
Skeleton’s golden nqsebag, turning over
the yellow coins as though he were mixing
a pudding.

“Ts the gold all out of the cave?”’ he
asked.

“T think we’ve got it all, captain,” re-
plied Arty. “We've just buried up that
poor skelefon chap in the hole where we
took the boxes from, and there may be
a few golden pieces lying about in the
rubble from its roof.

it In

“Come out of it quick!” said Cantain |

agitation. *“ Never

Bones, with sudden
There’s plenty to

mind the odd pieces.

gspare. The Obi stick is on the jump!
It's a warning! It's a warning! Out.
boys! Quick!”

Thus'exhorted, the boys came tumbling
out of the little cavern.

Certainly the Obi stick, which was lean-
ing against Captain Bones’ knee, was be-
having in a most extraordinary manner,
for, though Captain Bones was not
a musecle, the stick, with its

down in an agitated manner.

“That’s a licker!” said Skeleton, re-
earding the stick and watching closely
for some trickery. “The old Obi stick
has got the jumps! Come and look at
He’s doing a Jazz!”

on the mouth of the cavern to view the

phenomenon of the Obi stick, when there !

was a sudden rumble and a crash behind
them.

They looked round with a jump.

A cloud of dust was rolling out of the

' mouth of the cave, and, when this cleared,
they saw that the little cavern was nearly |

blocked by an immense fall of rock and
rubble from its roof.

The boys turned pale, and looked at
one another. Lal’s nitro-glycerine had
been too strong for that rotten weathered
rock. Then they looked. at the Obi stick,

| which had ceased to dance about.

“Crikey!” exclaimed Chip. “If we had
stayed in there another minute we should
have stayed altogether! That was a
close call!”

Captain Bones gave his nncanny chuckle
and patted the skull
sUiCK.

““Twas the Obi stick that warned ye,
boys!” he said. “’T'was given me by a
Mandingo King, and it always tells when
there’s danger about.
it’s time that we was packing up and
getting back to the ship.
to be left behind on Chatham Island
along with th’ tortoises an’ the Dagoes
an’ the big lizards!™” |

The boys had heard a lot about the
big lizards of the Galapagos.
yvet, they had not seen one.

“I don’tt believe there are any ~ big
lizards!” exelaimed Chip, as he packed
the gold in the haversacks and stufied
branches of myrtle under the flaps of the
bags to prevent the coins from shaking
out.

“Don’t you?” eried Dick. “Well, there’s
one! Huh! Get away, vyou brute!”

He picked up a stone and hurled it at
a huge orange-coloured lizard, which had
popped up out of its burrow amongst the
lava rocks, and was glaring. stupidly at
the party.

And the lizard popped back into its
burrow--which'was like the burrow of a

| seaweeds,.

I promised you that if you’'d |
take Old Bones back to the Pacific he’d |

| very nice person,

| to this blunt question.

| Dick.,” he replied.

| Master Dick,” said he. _
' show. Just a little venture that I found

head of his Obi |

Now, my hearties, |

I've no mind |

But, as |

rabbit—a great deal faster than it had
popped out.

“Phere’'s two sorts o' them lizards on
theee islands,” said Captain Bones, light-
ing his pipe. *“There’s the sort that uses
about up bere on the high land, which
feeds on cactuses and the acacia, an’
there’s the sort that lives on the sea-
shore, an’ swims in the sea an’ lives on
The Dagoes o’ these parts eat
'em both, an’ they say they are good
white meat—Ilike chicken. But 1 don’t
fancy a lizard in my stomach!”

The boys were packing up the candle-
sticks now. They .had no intention of
carrying these weighty objects all the
long distance back to the ship. They

| had made up their minds that Horace

was to do a bit of work for once in a
way, and that the treasure should be
slung over his back.

“Cover them candlesticks up well,
boys!” said Captain Bones. “Wrap ’‘em
round with the branches of the myrtle
till they are right hidden, and tie them
up well., We don’t want any eaves-
droppers or keyhole men about. Don't

let anyone handle them haversacks as |

you go on board, either, an’ remember
to say that they are full of rock speci-
mens which you’'ve got for the doctor.”

The boys did as they were bidden. They
started to lash the golden candlesticks
up in thick coverings of sweet-scented
myrtle branches., |

And whilst they were engaged on this
Captain Bones again showed that queer,
nervous agitation that he had shown be-
fore in the captain’s cabin when he had
been displaying the sample of the famous
treasure of Skull Island.

He started up suddenly, trembling all
over, and gripping the skull head of the
Obi stick. ' sape ;

“Look out, hoys!” he cried, in warning
tones.

about!

Keep down amongst the rocks,
and don’t show yourselves!

I[t’s a key-

| hole man—a lurking, sneakin’, murderin’

honnd! It’s the man with the yellow
face!” V! .
The old bhoy was pomnting with a

tremhling finger towards a thick mass of

myrtle scrub.

“T do not see man with yellow face,”
remarked Lal, in a whisper.

Lal had dropped down at "the eold
nirate’s warning, and was lying very un-
comfortably between two sharp spikes of
obzidian rock. |

“You know, Dick,” he added, “I some-
times think that this old pirate fellow is
aflicted in the head. He is off chumps!
He has bats on his belfries! Who is this
man with vellow faces?”

“T don’t know,” replied Dick. *“But
whoever he is, he doesn’t seem to be a
But what I want to
know is. how can Captain Bones, who is
hlind. see the man with the yellow
face, when we chaps, who have our eyes
and our wits about us, can’t see him!”

But Chip, who was lying close by the
two and heard their talk, said nothing.

He had turned quickly at Captain

Bones’ ery, and he had just glimpsed, as |

itt disappeared hastily hehind the screen
of the myrtles, a yvellow face which had
been peering at them—a face that was
incredibly evil in its expression.

The momentary eglimpse had not enab]ﬂd
Chip to recognise the face. It might
have bheen-that of a native of the istand,
or it might have been a member of the

‘mixed native erew of the Bombay Castle |

who had tracked the little party up the
mountain-naths, suspecting the treasure-

' seeking obiect of their expedition.

Captain - Bones was still shaky and
trembling when they had packed up for
their journey back to the ship.

“T say, Uncle Bones,” said Dick, “tell
us somethine about this man with the
vellow face you are so funky about. Who
is he? And what is he?”

But Cantain Bones would give no answer
He merely shook
his head and answered :

“Never you mind who he be, Master

dangerous man, an eavesdropper, a key-
hole man, a murderin’ cutthroat man
that’s more fiend and devil than any man
I ever met! And I've known some!”
“Did he know anything about this
treasure?” asked Dick curiously. - “And
how dic} vou learn about this treasure,
Captain Bones?” he added. “Where did

L you get that parchment from?"

Captain Bones shook his head.
“There’s nothing In this _tream_lre,
“This 18 a side-

by “accident. In my old junkshop T used

| to buy all sorts of old parchments, old

deeds an’' mortgages, and lawyers’ docu-
ments that had outlived their uses. And
I used to sell 'em again to the Ikey Mo’'s
in ‘the toy trade. Did you never have a
toy drum when you were a little chap,
Master Dick?”

“Of course T did,”. replied Dick. “That

~is, until my . dad put his foot through it

because I kicked up such a row with it!”

“Well, Master Dick, if vou’d looked to
the head o’ that toy drum you would ha’

found that it was made of some bit o' |

old lawyer’s parchment. And that was
the sort o’ parchment I used to buy and
sell again to the Jews for making their
toys. And that’s all the story o’ the
ralapagos treasure. 1 used to read the
parchments sometimes to amuse myself,
and 1T found that old siicet of Alf Dixon’s
will and testament.
was about the Pacific, but T didn’t know
more than you do that we should put in

| at Chatham Island and get the stuft!”

There was no doubt that Captain Bones
was speaking the truth.

“Then the man with the yellow face
knew. no more abonut this treasure than

L you did!” exclaimed Dick.

“Not him!” replied Captain Bones.

“Does he know about the treasure on
skuil Island?” demanded Dick. |

But Captain Bones would not answer,
So Dick came to the conclusion that the
dreaded man with the yellow face was

aware of the existence of the S8kull Island |

treasure, and meant to have a hand in
its hunting,

“There's spies and eavesdroppers |

| Mr.

“He's a bad man, a |

1 kept it because it |

Price

The Unknown Peril.

Horace, considering that he had never
carried a 'load in his life, behaved very
W‘lell when the boys loaded him up with
the
and the massive candlesticks.

These were hung over Horace’s back
and strapped up to him by many turns
and hitches of their long length of line.
Horace seemed to understand the mean-
ing of his golden load, and to appreclate
his responsibility. He stepp
staidly as they n:ade their way out of
the crater of the extinct volecano, and
headed through the tangle of myrtle and

acacia seeking their path back towards |

the ship.

Lal acted as guide through the tangle,
for here there were many tortoise-paths,
all converging towards the spring. And
the track by which they had come was
almost obliterated by these

bending and breaking, here and there, a

twig of acacia or myrtle, and by these |}

he guided his little party.

Perhaps, if Lal bhad looked a little more
carefully at his blazed trail, he would
have discovered ¢that it had been
tampered with.

For instance, as a leading mark, be
had tied a small loop of string to an
acacia branch.

If Lal had been thinking less about
the treasure and more about his tracking
he would have noticed that, by some
mysterious means, his guiding mark of
string had shifted from an acacia to a
myrtie bush.

. Horace presently came to a
turned, looked at Lal, and bleated.

“Maw?" bleated Horace, in an interro-
gative tone.

Then Captain Bones, who was stumping
along on his jury-rigged wooden leg, came
to a pause as well.

“We are off the track!” he exclaimed.
“1 know we are off the track!”

“Nonsensge!” said Lal, rather heatedly.
“T can find my marks where 1 have
broken branches, and a little way back
[ passed a piece of string which I tied on
branch as I came up. In two hundred
vards more we shall come on piece of red
tape tied on branch at right-hand side of
our path. You see!” |

“We are going wrong!” replied Captain
Bones obstinately. “I know it, although
[ am only a poor old blind man. We

- are off the track already, and the goat

knows it as well. Hark to him, trying

to tell you so!l”

And, sure enough, Horace was hleating
discontentedly as the boys led him
along. |

[.al was rather rufiiled. He prided him-
self on his woodcraft and his powers of
obhservation. Yet he had to admit to
himself that this blind tangle of thickly-
ocrowing bushes, all of which looked alike,
with its tracery of tortoise-paths, was a
very fair imitation of the Hampton
Court maze.

“There are eavesdroppers and keyhole
men about,” grumbled Captain Bones,
straining his blind eye as he looked
around him. “TPon’t you forget that,
Lal Tata. There are rascals and
rogues, gallows’ faces, and yellow men!”

Lal got thoroughly irritable now.

“I think you are off your chumps, old
nirate man!” he snapped. *“Do you think
that I, Chatterjee Lal Tata, sometime of
his Maijestv’s Indian Secret Service, am
to be lost like Boy Scout cubs? Do you
think that I, who have tracked the
deserts of Bikanir and the jungles of the
foothills of the great Himalaya Moun-
tains, am going to play puss-in-corner
on little twopenny-farthing mountain like
this pimple. Pah! 'Tush! Pooh—pooh
to you, pirate, with thy talk of eaves-
droppers and keyhole men!

“RBehold!” he added. “Here
piece of red tape which I tied to tree
when we passed up this track. Here is
mark where the big tortoise clipped the
cactus-bush with his beak!
potty, O pirate!”

Captain Bones grinned.

“Not so potty as you think, black
man!” said he. “This bit of red tape—
let me feel it.”

“Here it is, you most rude mans!” said
Lal, very angry now with Captain Bones,
for if there was anything which upset
Lal more thoroughly than anything else
it was to be called “hubshee,” or black
marn.

Captain Bones lifted his hand. He
could just reach the bit of red tape.

“We are off the track!” said he. “And
there's some evil man misleading us.
Yon bit o’ tape is a foot higher than yon
tied it when we came up. I felt for it
when we passed‘this way to see what you
were up to. And I know!
it easy then. Now I have to stand tip-
toe on my timber leg.”

Then he told the boys to lead him fo
the mark where the tortoise had nibbled
at the cactus.

He felt the scar on the fleshy, fibrous
leaf.

“Yon’s no tortoise mark,” said he, as

his fingers groped blindly about It.

“Yon's been cut with a knife, within half |

an hour!” ' _ _
And Captain Bones put his finger to his
lips.
“Ay.” said he, “and it’s been rubbed
with lime, to stop the bleedin’ o’ the

plant.”

“TLime?” asked Chip.

“Ay, lime,” replied Captain DBones.
“Quicklime!
know the taste o’ quickiime—me that’s
used it fightin’ the niggers down the
Solomons?”

Chip gave a slight start.

He glanced at Lal, but Lal! was too

pig-headed and obstinate at that moment |
to notice the significance of the presence |
of lime.in that slight scar on the cactus- |

leaf. g o

There was no lime in Chatham Island.
The few buildings they had seen on the
island were of wood, miserable huts

s crected by the Weary Willie gang of

Throe Halipence

haversacks containing the treasure |
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Dago fishermen and tortoise-hunters who
were the only inhabitants.

And who would bhe likely to be walking
about with lime in his pocketa?

Chip’s quick mind turned ¢to this
point.

Thnere were a certain number of the
natives amongst the crew of the Bombay
Castle who were in the habit of chewing
betel-nut. Tliese were for the most partb
Malays, though some of the niggers and
the Burmese had picked up the habit.
These men could easily be noticed
amongst the crew by their blackened
teeth and slightly scarlet-stained lips.
And Chip kpnew that the habitual chewer
of betel invariably chews the nut wrapped
up in a leaf containing a little lime.

The man with the yellow face was not,
then, a myth, or a creature of Captain
Bones’ imagination. = Chip was pretty
well certain that he had seen a yellow

But Lal had taken his precautions by | iace disappearing amongst the bushes up

in the old crater above.

suppose this man was deliberately mis-
leading them from their path!

What could be his object ?

These questions flitted through Chip’s
mind as Lal grumbled and mumbled about
“This stupid old pirate fellow who has
bats in his belfries.”

He knew Lal well encugh now to know
that it was of no avail to persuade him
that, for all his marks, they were on the
wrong orack. |

But it was not long before Lal dis-
covered that he was off the track after all.
After rambling about in a wild and

| erratic manner amongst the thick bush,

the track suddenly brought them on to
the outer wall of the great volcano., Here
was no slope of ashes and scorie.

All this had been cleared away by cen-
turies of weather and rock-slides, and the
solid lava core of the volcano stuck up
almost sheer in a clifi over a thousand
feet in height—a pile of savage precipices
of black, weathered lava and basalt,

And along the face of this ¢lif was a
wild-goat path, whichh wound ‘into its
hollows and bays, twisted round capes and
projections, with, all the time, ‘a sheer
drop of five to seven hundred feet over
its dizzy edge.

Nowhere was the path more than three
feet wide, and the only member of the
party who was thoroughly happy on it
was Horace, who, sure-footed, and rejoic-
ing in dizzy heights tripped along quite
nimbly under his burden of gold.

The path gave them a view over a wild

expanse of tangled scrub and huddled

craters, which rose like an ash-heap into
the huge crater of a crowning volcano
wiiich was brushed by the low-lying
cloud.

“This is no tortoise-path!” exclaimed
Dick. “ Any tortoise who could come

along here must be off bis chump.”

Lal made no answer to this sally. A
wise man would have turned back and

cast about for the right path.

But Lal, when be had got a bee in his
bonnet, was not a wise man. He saw
that the path gradually rambled down-
wards over the face of the clifis, and thay
it led generally in the direction of the
harbour in which they bad left the Bom-
bay Castle. And this was good enough
for hum.

" Captain Bomes chuckled as he. hobbled
along the path, supporting himself on the

obi stick, and keeping one hand against

the rock-Tace of the towering cliff that
rose above them.

“Ho, bo! We are on the path, ain't
we?” he chuckled. ¢ This is the right way
home—1 don’t think! If we don’t watch
it we'll take a short cut to Davy Jones
h Ho, ho! Where’'s our black Boy
scout and his bits o’ tape? Ho, ho!”

This made Lal wilder than ever.

He, above all, would have liked to have
gone back when he saw some of the moun-
tain-path which lay ahead of them.

It was an admirable walk for a fly or a
goat, but for human beings it was dis-
tinetly dangerous. |

It was desperately hot, too, for the
enormous crags were giving out the heat
they had absorbed in the day like a vast
radiator. ;

But Lal’s pride was aroused. He would

ie led his little party onwards past the
cdges of dizzy breaks and precipices, round
which they crawled almost with closed
eyes, not daring to look at the gulf below.

Captain Bones was wonderiul. Con-
sidering that his wooden leg was only
secured hy two nails and a lashing of tar-

| twine, he managed this wild mountaineer-
i Ing splendidly.

 All of a sudden Lal came to a stop and
turned. | .
““ Look out, boys!” he yelled. “Keep
close to the wall, for goodness’ sakes!”
There was really no need to tell the

| boys to keep close to the rock wall which

they were hugging. If they pushed away
from it they would drop over into an
abyss that was about o thousand {feet
deep. : |

“ Hang on!» yelled Lal. ¥

The little party cowered against the
wall of rock. There was a whistling souna
through the air like the dropping of a
bbomb. L 1

A huge stone, detached from the clift
high above, had passed them. .

They heard it smash, a few seconds

| loter, far below, exploding with the report
L of a little gun. i

“Ho, ho, ho'” chuckled Captain Bones,

| who seemed to be in quite good spirits.
|« Here comes anotner!?” | |

Swish ! -

A second rock of great
through thz air.

They felt the wind of it as it passed.

€'Um!” grunted Captain Bones. “That’s
him--the eavesdropper, the keyhole man!
That’s him at work! It's the man with
the yellow face that’s rocking us!”

siZe _ﬁurt_led -

(Another exciting instalment of this
splendid mnew adventure story in next
Monday's issue of the BoYS® FRILND.
Please order yeur copy in advance.)
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The 1st Thapter.

- Qoecd News for Quntan.,
“Richards!”

Frank Richards did not answer.

It was a sunny spring afternoon, and
lesgons were proceeding in Cedar Creek
School.

Frank Richards was absent from his
usuaL place in Miss Meadows’ class.

He had come away from the gates of
the backwoods school with a wlut{, face

He was dismissed for the afternoon—
dismissed in dl‘i”faf.t, with worse disgrace

10 19”0 W

He saw nothing as he moved blmd!y
out - upon the grassy trail. |
chhm ast”

His mame was called again,, but stiil he

did not. heed.

the Swiss schoolboy of
was lounging against a
gates, with a cigarette

hernoGunten,
Hillerest” School,
tree . near the

between his thick lips.

His eyes fell upon Frank Richards at

once, as the English schoclboy came out,

with a glitter in them.

. He' threw the cigarette infto the

_bracken and stepped out into the ftrail

~that Frank Richards heeded him. T!

] 1)

Peckover

towards IYrank. .
1t was not till he called- a third time
ien
he stopped, a look of angry dislike coming
over his face at the sight of Gunten.
His old enemy was the last person Frank
vichards 'wished to see at that moment.
But Gunten’s manner was quite genial
fact, friendly.
“Anything the matter?”
“Yes ! muttered Frank.
“You're looking rather bad.
you're out of school,” said Gunten,
a curious look. ‘“‘l.awless
at lessons?”

“Yes.”
“And-you’re out?”
“So are you, it seems!”

he asked.

And

with
and Beauclere

snapped I'rank.

MYou otight to be at Hillerest!”

Gupten smiled.

“Lve: got a holiday,” he said. *“Mr.
oges rather easy with me, yon
know. 1 happened to be strolling this
way, and I gighted you coming out. Has

'dmth.mr_r h.t]_;peuud at, Cedar Creek this
afternoon?”

H¥es."

“You've been fightineg; yvour face looks
a bit damaged,” remarked Gunten.
 Frank nodded.

“You're not sent home for ﬁ"htmﬂ?"

| exclaimed Gunten.

liN !I‘
¢ But...:mu're sent home?”
e

Frank Richards’

ANSWers were in mono-

" gyllables. .

“You've iorgotten

- ing
"~ needn’t,
b fchoal I guess I'm sorry!”

- Cedar Creek
- dows

“Going .home on foot?” smiled Gunten.
vour horse.”

Frank started.

i B £ Yes: I forcot.!” he mutivered.
“Pon’t bother me, Gunten! 1 don’t want
to talk to you!”

“You look awfully upset,” said Kern
Gunten. “Tell me what’s happened.”

*1 don’t. care to tell you.”

“1 don’t see that you neced to be un-
friendly,” said t:unnw “I'm not think-
of the rows we’ve had, and ycu
Richards. 1f you're¢ in trouble

| g

F'rank Richards looked at him dulily.
He was thinking of the late scene In the
school-rocom : of Miss Mea-
stern brow, and the gcornful mar-
mur of the class; of his own chums’
averted looks. Even Bob Lawless and

3

- Vere Beauciere seemed to have lost their

‘you,” continued Gunten
-~ of Ttows

faith in him. At that moment of terribie
Ioneliness, almost of desgpair, therec was
something of comfort in the unexpected

friendliness of the Swiss, much as he
disliked the cad of Hillerest. :
“T wused to boe at Cedar Creek with

.+ “We had plenty
“"but that don’t matter. You've
pitched into me for playing cards with
Yen Chin, the Chinee. Never mind that.

"1 zuess I'm not a galoot to bear malice.

tured

“utter misery.

I'm real sorry if you're in trouble!”

“If vou mean that, it’'s very good of
you,” sajd Frank. “My own pals have
on me now.”

“So bad as that?”

“Yes!” groaned Fraank.

“Perhaps 1 could help you out,” sug-
cested Gunten. “Sit down on this log;
you look worn out. Spin me the yarn,
anvihow, and perhaps I can help you
through.”

Frank Richards sat down on the log
silently.

fie was still feeling stunned by the
scene he had been through, and cut to
the heart by the averted looks of his
chums. Nobody at Cedar Creek believed
in him: he was condemned by the school.
It would be strange enough if his old
enemy, Kern Gunten, was the one, to
bring him comfort at that moment of
He feit a glow of some-
thing like gratitude towards the Swiss,
which was wvery 1;1ew to him.

‘L tell vyou,” ne sald. ‘*You can'd
help ne. N"ohot]) ¢an help me I—1
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don’t cven know how it's
I—-" He broke off.
“Go ahead, old scout!
wu heen iifrutm;: mth‘“"
“Tom L.fw rence.’
“1 reckoned he was a friend of yours!”
said Gunten, with a very curious look at
Frank's stricken face. “You'’ve always

seemed chummy with him and his sister
Molly.”

1*1.:111{ Richards winced.
“It’s about Molly!” he gasped.
“You haven't quarrelled with her?”

| -

Whom have

Llappened.

“No, no! But—but,” Frank stammered,
“she’'s had a letter-——fm insulting letter—
and 1t's in my handwriting! I can’t

I didn’t know what was
the matter at first. She wouldn’t speak
to me. Then her brother rowed with me,
and we fought. 1 couldn’t make out
what was the reason. Then it all came
out before hm Meadows, and the letter
vas produced.”

understand it.

“Ia your fist?” -

i‘Y(q rh

i Thu* you wrote it?"

“No! gasped Frank., “It. was a
rovten  letter—insulting. It—it  was

signed with
my hand.
that ghe

my initials, and written in
I never wrote it! It—it said
was always bothering me, and
wouldn’t give me any peace, and that 1
was fed up, and all that—utorrid stuff
that no decent chap would write to a
girl, even if she was bold and forward.
And, ot course, Molly isn't. Some awful
'Eu.(l wrote the If;*tu. and put my initials
o it

“And m your fist?"” grinned Gunten.
rl‘ a

t it 1t Wil in your fist vou must
[§F :Ve Wri‘r‘tﬁn i ks

“That’ S W hat they all think!” groaned
Frank. “It fairly knocked me over. [—
I suppose it was a forgery. Miss Mea-
dcma has sent me m:-me mr the day. I-=I

an’t go home. How can I explain to my
urwl, and \[r-« L;ﬂ.wlf'-aa? I-——l can’'t go!
But-—but I don't think Miss Meadows mll
let me 2o to thv school again. I—1 don't
gnow what will haprnen now.”

ranik Richards let his face fall
his hands.

into

It was seldom that the plucky school-
boy gave way like this, bu at this
;nomtnt he felt utterly overcome and
LGPLICL‘:b

He felt shﬂcldt,d hy the chain of cir-

cumstances, and in despair of ever being
able to prove his innocence. His own

lldndwrltmﬂ was a testimony against him
that L(}uid not be contested. If the
letter was a forgery—as undoubtedly it
was—what fellow could he aeccuse of 1t?
There was no one at Cedar Creek whose
name he could mention,

HIS face buried in his hands, ¥rank did
not see Gunten's look—the grin of mali-
cious, malevolent safisfaction upon the
heavy features of the Hillerest fellow.

He lonhed up at last.

“That’s how it is,” he said. “I'm done
for at Cedar Creek. I don't know what
to flo. Even my own chums dun’t believe
me.”

Gunten roge from the log.

The sneering grin was still on his hard
face, and Frank Richards started as he
saw 1t. It dawned upon him that Gun-
ten's sympathy had been a pretence to
lt,arl him on to tell his story.

“Don’t they believe you?” grinned
Gunten. “I should say not! I TUESS
your yarn wants some belicving, anh
Richards.”

1*1..—1.11!( started as if he had been stung.

“You—you——-" he began. *“You don't
belieye——-"

“Not a word!” answered Gunten con-
temptuously. “Not a syllable! 1 guess
Im not jay enough to believe you!

“"You cad!” L‘(leIHlLll Frank savagely,
starting to his feet. *“Leave me alone,
then! I was a fool to speak to you,
knowing what you are!”

A 1001 right enough, if you thought
I should swallow such a yvarn!” sneered
Gunten. “You wrote the letter right
enough, .,md vou've gob what you deserve !

And if you're kicked out of Cedar Creek,
serve you right!”

Crash '

Frank Richards' face was erimson with
anger, and he struck out at the Swiss
with clenched fist, straight irom the
shoulder.

Gunten gave a yell as he rolled in the
CTAES.

“Now keep your distance!” muttered
Frank savagely.

He turned away, with a moody hrow.

Kern Gunten scrambled to his feet. He
did not follow Krank. He was dabbing
his nose as he plunged into the timber
and dizappeared.

The 2nd Chapter.

Loyal Chums!

“Bob!"”

Bob Lawless started.

Lessons were over at Cedar Creek, and
Bobh Lawlesg and Vere Beauclere were
riding away touther on the timber trail—
Bob lecading Frank’s horse, which he had
found still in the corral at the school.

In the shadowy timber his name was
called, and he looked round, to see Frank

Richards. He pulled in his horse at once,
and Beauclerc followed his exampie. The
two schoolboys were looking grave and
moody.

Frank Richards came out into the trail
from the trees as they stopped.

“You haven't been home?” asked Bob
awkwardly.

“NO-”

“I've brought your horse along.”

Frank took his horse.: He held the
animal, and looked at his two chiums with
a miserable and bitter look.

“Se you're down on me, like the rest

of the school!” he exclajmed.

Bob Lawless shifted uneasily in his
-saddle and Beauclerc coloured.
“You—like all the vrest!™ repeated

Frank.
“Hang it all!” Bob burst out angrily.
“Do you expect a galeot to stand by you,

BOYS” FRIEND

“after what yvou've done, Frank Richards?

Price

You're my cousin, but I'm ashamed of
yocu! You're not fit for a white man to
speak to!”

“Frank!” muttered Beauclerc sadly.

“You think I did it, then?” said Frank.

“All Cedar Creek  knows what you
did?” retorted Bob. *“You've insulted
Molly Lawrence, the nicest airl in the
school. Miss Meadows has given me a
letter to take to my father, 1 guess she
doesn’t want you to go back to Cedar
Creek. And no wonder!”

Frank drew his horse aside.

“You can ride on,” he said bitterly.
“1f you don’t believe in me, 1 don’t want
ever to sce either of you an'"

- Eou re coming home, 1 suppose?

“Where are yvou going, then?”

“Anywhere—1 don’t care much!” said
Frank. “1I suppose my uncle will believe
the same as you do, Bob. If he dees, I'li
never sleep another night under his roof !”

“What do you mean?”’ exclaimed Bob.
“Do you want us to believe that that
letter was decent—that it was maniy, or

ﬂ!l

honest, or anything but cowardly and
rotten 7”
“It was all that, and worse: but 1

expected my friends to hv]icw that I
never wrote it,” answered Frank quietly.

“It was in your fist.”

“It was a forgery.”

“What?” shouted Bob.

Vere Beauclerc uttered a cry.

“Frank, I believe you, old chap — I
helieve vou! 1 couldn’ t believe—— 1 take
your word that you never wrote it!”

Bob stared at his cousin blankly.

“A forgery!” he repeated.” “You mean
that some galoot imitated your hand-
writing, and wrote the letter——-"

“I mean that that's the only way it
could have happened, as I never wrote
it, and never even saw it {ill Miss
Meadows had it in the schoolroom,” said
Frank Richards steadily.

“Oh, gmn"’ gasped Bob.

His face was a study for a moment or
two.

“Do you believe me now?” asked ¥Frank.

“But—but why should any galoot play
such an awful trick?” gasped Boh. “And
—and whe'’s . so hefty with his pen that
e can imitate your fist like that,
rrank ?”

“T don’t know! T only know that that’s
wihtat must have happeuned.”

“1 believe you, IYrank,” rﬁpf‘mt: d Vero
Beauclerc., “I 1elt all the time that you
couldn’t have done anything so hase,
though I couldn’'t understand-———
Bob beiieves vou, too. Don't be au
Job 1"

Bobh Lawless nodded.

“1 guess I take your word,
Said,

Frank Richards' face brightencd,

The whole scheol had condemued Lim
but it was something, at least, if his two
chums kept their faith in him.

“Come mi._]."mnk, get on your horse!”

¥rank vaulted into the saddle.

The three chums rede down the timber
trail together.

“l guess 1 was a jay not to have
thoueht of that!” Bob Lawless said, after
8 long silence. “1 guess you've got it,
Franky. Some miean galoot bas got =&

d 53,

vrank!”? he
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‘““Yen Chin! You young rascal!’ exclaimed Bob Lawless in angry toncs,

GAEGHT HN THE AGT' The Chinee was bending over Bab’s desk, going through it with his

slim,; deft fingers,

copy of your fist, and imitated it, and
written that letter to Molly. Butuhut
who? There isn’'t a chap at Cedar Creek

that would do it.”

“1 don’t think so0,” said Beauclerc.

“But then, 110b0dy outside the school
could get hold of Frank’s lmndwrltm'f to
copy,” said Bob, in perplexity. *“¥t was
Frank’s fist to the last crossing of a T!”

Frank set his teeth.

“It was done by an enemy,” he said.
“Somebody who wanted to get me into
disgrace.s As soon as Moliy got that
letter it was certain that it would make
her down  on me-and it would be
noticed, and it was all bound to come
out, just as it has done!” |

“3 ﬂ'uess so! But—-"

“It’s got me into disgrace with the
Lawrences, and Miss Meadows, and every-
body at the school!” said ¥Frank bitterly.
“There's only one fellow who hates me

Thras Haitpencs

-headmaster favours him,
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enough to act like that. T was 'a fool
not to think of it before-—especially when
I found him waiting outside Cedar Creek
thiis afternoon!” ‘

“ You found whom?”

i KLI‘H Gunten.”

vasn't he at school?”

“*He had a holiday—you me how his
owing to his
father having money III’VtSth in Hillcrest
School,” said Frank., “He "was outside
Ceflar Creek when 1 came out. He said
he came along by chance. 1'm quite sure
that he was curious to sece bow his scheme
had worked, and came along for that
reason.”

He deseribed his meeting with Guunten
and how it ended, his chums listening in
grave silence.

“I—1I guess it may have heen Gunten,”
zald Bob slowly. “1 know Gunten’s hefty
with his pen., e keeps books for his
popper, at the store in Thompson, and
does some of the post-office accounts.
sut—but—--"

# “Who else could it have been?” said
r 11‘}1.
“That's so. But lock here, Frank,

there’s no proof. Gunten’s a bad lot, and
we all know it; but forgery———-"

“It could have beenn no one eise,” said
Frank Richards, with conviction. “He
nates us all Lhree and he wouldn't stop

a2t much against us. He's played this
trick on. me; but it might have been

cither of you two.”

Bob Eknitted his brows.

“How did he get a copy of your f{ist,
Frank?” he asked. ‘“He couldn’'t have
done it without that.”

¥Yrank was silent.

“He used to be at (}*edar Creek,” re-
martad Beauclere. “He saw Frank's

hand often enough then.”

“He leit before Christmas,” answered
Bob. “It can’t be supposed that he had
planned ail this then, and kept some of
Frank’s exercises and tmnhs as a copy, ou
purpose. I guess that's no 'TOUd'”

Frank shook his head. |

“Whoever forged that letbter must have
had a good copy 111 iront of him all the
time,” said Bob. “And not a few words,
cither-—he's ot every _trick of the writing

to a T. 1 guess I don’t see how it could
have been Gunten, Frank!™
“1 ecan’t think of anvbody else who

could have done 1t.”

“That’s not encugh to accuse him on.”

“1' know—1 know.,”

The chums rode on in silence. Beau-
clere left the cousins at the 1ork of the
trail, and Frank and Bob rode on to the
Lawless Ranch together.

Frank's face was troubled and clouded
a8 the ranch came in sight.

i{e had a miserable ordeal before hin.

What view his uncle was likely to take
he did not know, and he winced at the

thoucht of contempt and scorn in the
honest face of the Canadian rancher,
It Mr. Lawless did not place faith in

Lim e was determiped to leave the raneh
at once. He would not remain where he
was doubted and despisedq.

His heart was heavy as he aliﬂ'hteu at
the ranch, and he did not even hear the
cheery ;.r"tufiu" of Billy Cook, the ranch
luwm:m who was passing on the trail.

“Give your father Miss Meadows’ letter
at once, Bob ! he muttered, as they went
into the house. “TFor goodness’ sake, get
It over as soon as possible !”

“1 guess you can depend on the poppa,
Vranun,” answered Bob., ©“ You come in and
pitch your yarn firsf, and then I'll hand
him the letter.”

That seemed good advice, and Frank
Richards resolved to act upon 1it.

A few minutes later he was relating the
ﬁi'.-orj: to his uncle and aunt, with down-

ast Tace and flushed cheeks, heiped out
by emphatic interjections from his cousin.

To his great relief, Mrs. Lawless was all
qympathy; the gcod lady did not doabt
his explanation for a moment. '

Ranecher Lawless was grim and silent.

“Give me Miss Meadows' letter, Bob,”
he said at last.

Frank Richards waited
Leart while his uncle
inistress’ letter.

Mr. Lawiess spoke at last.

“1 believe you, ¥ranXk,” he said guietly.

“ ¥ will ride over and see Miss Meadows in
thie morning. This will want looking into.
For a few days, anyhow. you'd Im_utm'
stay away from scheool. 1 guess I can keep
you busgy about the ranch. You can’t show
up at Cedar Creek agam tiil this is ex-
plained—and I guess it will be looked into
till the truth 1s found. Keep a stifl upper

with beating
read the scheol-

lip, my boy; you've got iriends to stand
hy you.,”
Frank's evelids were wet. He could. not

speax s s heart was too full for words.

e T R T TG

T ha 3rd Chapter.
Dark Days. »
“Awfui aboubs that galoot I‘:ichards,

15N L B

Chunky Todgers made that remark when
Boh Lawless and Vere Beauclere arrived
at Cedar Creelk dchool the next day.

Chunky’s face was very serious,

“Who'd have thought of his turning cuv
like that?” continued Chunky.

“Like what?» growied Bob.

“ Like he's done!” said Todgers. “I'm
surprised at him! He's not coming back
to school, I suppose? I se¢ he's nob with
you.”

Bob gave a snort.

“ He's coming back right enough as soon

as this rotten affair is cleared np,” he said,
“ Frank never wrote that letter, you fat

jay, and jt’s geoing to beé proved somes-
how.”
Chunky Todgers whistled. )

“T reekon it was in his ﬁst » he $aid.
“ [t was a forgery!”
“(Oh, come off !» ‘?dld Chunky Todgers

mcredulomh

“That’s how it is, Chunky,” said Beaue
clerc q_uietly. |

“By gum!”? said Chunky, his eyes
alistening. “Isec! It's a plot! Just like
you read in novels—what ?»

“0Oh, bother your novels!” growled Bob,
He was in no mood just then to listen to
the romantic Chunky on that topic.

“I guess it's Just like the forged lettes
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that wicked marquis wrote to the missing
duke in the hook 1've just been reading,”
said Chunky eagerly. . %I say,. Bﬁb
though, there isn’t any wicked marquisf
at this school!”

“Fathiead!” was 'Bob Lawless’
reply.

Cliunky Todger was not long in spread-

polite

ing the news; but iv found few believers.
Chunky was a

romantic youth, and a
forged letter appealed to his fat imagina-
tton. But the other fellows were rather
imore practical. Ewven Molly Lawrence
shook her head when Beaucierc explained
v0 her. She had been deeply hurt by the
letter, and deeply aggrieved, and she was
COITY ‘that the matter has become public
and caused ¥Frank’s punishment; but the
theory that the Iettu* had br-*-t,n iorge*l
was too “steen.”

As for Tom Lawrence, her hmthe he
slilfffed contemmpiuously at the bugtfcsmon
“«If Richards thinks that he can sneak
back on a yarn like that, he's making a
mistake,” said Lawrence. "1 know ]m
aoing. to hammer him if I see him at Cedar
Creek again—and every time I see him!®
“You didn't have much luck with your

last hammering !? growled Bob.

“ Batter luck next time!” answered
Lawrence. “And I'm surprised, too, at
your standing up for him, Lawless!?”

“]1 believe in him.”
‘% More fool you!”

“Look herg—->"

Tortunately, Molly
along in time to stop the argumen
was growing warml.

It was pretty clear that strong proof
would' be reguired to convince the Cedar
Creek fellows of Yrank Richards’ inno-
cence.

How and where that proof was to be
found was a mystery.

Even little Yen Chin, the
Chince, professed to be shocked at whay
Frank Richards had done: though it was
not easy o imagine the most complete
rascal in the school ba—:ing shocked av any-
thing.

“Flanky velly bad boy!” Yen Chin con-
fided to Bob and Beauclere, ¢ Velly bad
boy-—oh, yes! Me despisee!”

‘“ And you're such a precious good boy,
aren’t you?” grunted Bob.

Yen Chin nedded calmly.

“ Me velliy good boy !” he answered. “Qh,
yes! Me velly gooci b{)}’ allee samee w hite
Chlistian !”

“ How long since you've playcd poker

Lawrence
t, which

u:ﬂe

heatchen

W ith (Iumen 7P grow led Bob.

“No playee pukee with Guntee. Guntee l
velly bad hoy!” answered Yen Chin, “ Me
good hoy !

“You lying heathen! Only the other
day we gave Gunten the trail-rope lor
gambling with you. As for Frank, he
never wrote that letter.” said Bob. « You
ungrateful little rascal! Frank's done you
a lot of good turns, and you ougiht 1o
stand by him now.”

“No can. Flanky velly bad boy.” |

“Then shut up!” snapped Bob. |

“No answered Yen Chin
cheerfully. “ e tinkee Flanky velly bad
boy, sultee nicee oie Molly. Velly bad
boy, and you velly bad ole Bob for speakee
to bad cle Flanky. Obh, yes—— Yoop!?
wound up Yen Chin, in a wild howl, as Bob
Lawless, losing patience, tock him by the
neck and shook him.

Bob strode away angrily, leaving the
heathen Chinece yelhn

Bob and Beauclerc looked rather grim
in class that morning.

They were the only fellows in the school’
who believed in the abgsent boy, and their
helief in him was making them unpopular,

During morning Jessons Mr. .Lawless
arrived from the ranch, and Miss Meadows
left the school-rcom for a few minutes to
speak to him. |

shie came back with a

shutee up!”

severe brow.

and did not shake §
The suggestion §
that the .letter had been forged by some

nephew surprised her,

revengeful hand she dismnissed as an 3}
absurdity. And she did not want theW

rancher's. nephew at the school. Indeed. §
she pointed out that it would be scarceiy g

schoolfellows in. their present state of}
exasperation. Molly Lawrence was much$§
liked and admired at Cedar Creek, and the §
letter in Frank’s handwriting had madeg
all the Cedar Creck fellows bitterly anygry. B
After lessons Bob Lawless and Beau- ¥
clerc left together, wilthout exchanging a¢
word with their schooliellows. They came{
on Tom and Molly Lawrence on the trailg
outside the gates, but the brother andj
sister looked the other way, and rede off §
as quickly as possible,
Bob’s brow was black as he took
Lomeward trail.
“Pretty state of afiairs now, isn't it, 3
Cherub ?” he growled. ¥
Beauclerc nodded.
“We can’t wonder at it, Bob.,” he an-{
swered. “The fellows all believe that{
I'rank wrote that letter. We've got to
prove somehow that he didn’i.”
“Bub how?? said Bob hopelessly. !
“Somehow—I don’t know how yet. Butg
I can’t helieve that such a piece of ras-#
cality will. be successful,” said Beauclerc. }
with conviction.
Bob Lawless found his cousin in a Taryg
from happy mood when he arrived lmr;ne
atv the ranch,
Frank Richards had spent the day In*%
hard work as he was not at schocl. On a i
Canadian ranch there was always plealy ¢
to be done by willing hands. Frank wasg
more than willing to.work; but that day @
he had worked with a hemy heart. ‘He'’}
lnoked hopeiully at Bob as the Canadian g
schoolboy came trotting down the trail.g
There was a faint hope in his breast that @
something .rmg.,ht have been discovered
about the forged letter, - 9%
“ Any news, Boh 2 he asked. i
Bob Lawless shook his head, and Frank'sg
handsome face clouded again.
«“Put we'll- get at the bottom of itV
gomehow.” ' said Bob. hopefully. % Never$§
gay die, Franky, old scout!” - x
And the chums went into the ranchg
together. "
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room
heathen
going
fingers.
lmd left’ under his desk,
of the discovery he w

from.the desk as he heard Bob’s
and angry voice.

appeared
came out empty.
towards him with a knitted brow.

Yen Chin,
doorway. But Vere Beanclerc was stand-
ing in the doorway, waiting for his Llll.l!]l

desk,”

howled
you

or I should jolly
think,”
to know what you'vwe taken.”

heathen,
ran..

heathen,
reached the doorway.
heavy steps after him, and ran on, seeking
to dodge the schoolboy in the doarway
Vere Beauclere
by his pigtail,
mally.

Chinet cly.”
“You

wrigaling.
Chelub lettee goee.”

ola

Flanky.”

On the f'ﬂmwmg morning, and for some

days, Bob Lawless started alone to schcol B
It I‘dI]}\ Richards- remaining ‘at the ranch.

And during those sunny dayvs of 'b,h@ bright

{anadian spring Frank Richards’ face had
lost its old sunny look, for the hope that
his innocence would be proved was grow-

ing mmter with every day that passed. |

The &th Chapter.
A Startiing Confession!

“Yen Chin! You young rascal!”
Bob Lawless utterud that exclamation

In angry tones.

He had come suddenly into the school-
at Cedar Creek, and found the
Chinee bending over his desk,
through it with his slim, deft
Bob had come in for a book he
little dreaming
was fuin;. to make.

yen and jumped

Chin started

sharp

dis-
and
Lawlegs strode

His with a '‘paper in it,
his 'loose garments,

Bob

hand,
into

“What are you after, you young

rascal?” he exclaimed.

“Pool lil’ Chinee no do wlonz.,” mumbled
with a lonzing look at the

“What's the matter, Bob?” called out

Beauciere.

“This heathen was going through my
answered Bob.
$€ Vv hat on .earth for?

“Blessed if I hlzowmtherf;‘:’s no money

£) 4

there.” .

“Pol lil’ Chinece no takee
Yen Chin. *“Me no
tinkee?”

“You were after s omethin;:a

tief.

“1 saw vou.’
“Handsome ole Bob makee mistakee!”
“1 couldn’t have left any money there,
well know what to
said Bob angrily. “But I want
“No takee.” |

“I tell you I saw you!” roared Bob.
“No see. Pool HI’ Chinee no stealee.”
Bob Lawless made a grasp at the little
and Yen Chin dodged him and

“Stop him, Cherub!” roared Bob. .

Beauclere stood " ready to stop the
and Yen Chin halted before he
But he heard Bob's

pmmptl; caught him
and Yen Chin yelled dis-
Pool lil’

“Hold him, Cherub!” panted Bob.
“I’'ve got him ! RANE
lettee go!” shouted Yen ' Chin,

“Yow-ow! You lettee go!

the
snid Bobh Law-

Mpolly Lawrence was passing in

passage, and she looked 1"(}1111(1

“It’s all right, Molly,”

less. “The heathen h:m taken something
from my desk, and ‘I want to Know What‘
s o

“You bad hoy, Yen Chin!” said _,Inllv
“No takee!” wailed Yen Chin. “Ugly.
Bob tellee lie,

roared Bob.

“You ' young rascal!”
“Why, I'l—-I’'l}-—-"

Molly Lawrence came quickly forward.
“What have you ‘talken, len Chm 2%

she ask ed

Wt*1te tﬂ me whenavar you are in duhb or difficulty
BOYS” FRIEND. All readers who write to e, and mclﬂsa a stamped e

All letters should be-addressed:
London, E.C.4.”

-prompt and kindly reply b:s,r nost,
: House, Farringdon Street,

“THE FIFTH FORM PREFECTS!Y
By Owen Conquest,

is the title of our next story of Rookwoad
School, in' which the confusion caused by
the eapt‘unless and prefectless condition
of Rookwood becomes worse confounded.
The firmness—or obstinacy—of the revered
Head causes him to try the experiment
of appointing prefects from the  Fifth
Form—with results that drive him almosty
to despair! |

The next splendid long instalment of

“CSKULL ISLAND!”

Storm’s wonderful new serial,
the s.s. Bombay Cuastle to

o

Duncan
brings

Hounolulu, and-the boys have their. first

taste of the exciting sport of suri-riding
on the famous beach. of Wailkiki. Also
Captain Bones, assisted by his weird Obi
stick, ' gives an exhibition of “magic”
which strikes terror into the hearts of

the nondescript crew of the Bombay
Castle. ‘
in

&i:! STRANGE DISAPPEAHANGE i

By Martm Clifford,

we have a new mystery, which upsets the
even tenor of life at the School,
Backwoods. Vere Beauclerc vanishes
without . leavmﬂ 8 trace, and his chums’
efforts to solve the mystery of his dis-
appearance - lead 1o SOme ‘strange hap-
penings.. -

The next of our 11elpful 581‘16‘:} of cricket
artlules 1S entlt‘ed

by thﬂ Pmprretors; 'I‘ha Amalgamated PI‘EHB, leltﬂd The
Inland and abroad (except Scuth Afrlm and Auatmla,sm) 8s. 10d. per

buhshrtpmon rates:

away |

Oriental facility in lying,

anything !
What

and you've -
taken' something and hidden it m your
rags,” growled Bob.

“Nicee ole Molly, vou m—ake(,'

samee as bad ole

in the

“No takee noting. Me good boy-——nh'

y. S P2

“Hold on fo his pwt,_m
whnat he's taken,” said "Bob.
clere Imdded—-—-aml Imld‘ on.

. Yen Chin wriggled as Beb turned out
his pockeis—a folded sheet of exercise-

while I see
And Beau-

paper, covered with Bob’s writing, com-
ing t-{_.'} light. Bob stared at it in utter
astonishment.

““What on earth did you want that for,
you silly lmatlzen‘?” he exclaimed.

“No wantee,” gasped Yen Chin.
takee back. Ole p. z00d.”

“You can have 1t if you like,” said
Bobh. “Why couldn’t you say what it
was, and why: couldn’t you ask me first,
1II you wanted it.” .

“You givee me papec?”

“Yes. ?ou can have it if you like, you
young ass! Biessed if I don't think
you're loose in the roof,” grunted Bob.
“Let him go, Cherub.”

But Vere Beauclerc did not let the
Chinee go. He tightened his grasp on
Yen Chin’s pigtail. His handsome face
nad taken on a very grini expression.

“Hold on. a minute, Bob—and
Molty,” he said. “Before we let the
young rascal go we’ll find out what he
wants that paper for.”

- “No wantee,” said Yen Chin hastily.

““Then why did you take it?"”

The heathen was silent. With all his
he did not seem
to have a falsehood rc‘ldy

“What does it. matter, Cherub?” asked
Boh, In wonder.  “1t’s ouly shieet of an
essay. and it’'s done with."

“1% may matter a lot,” answered Beau-

clerc quietly. *“That old paper 1s covered
with your handwriting, Bob.”
“Naturally, as it was In my . desk.

What does it matter?”
“A lot, 1 think,
your handwriting.”

“Wha-a-at?”

. “Last week a letter was written in
Frank’'s handwriting, and we wondere d
how the forger got a specimen to copy,
sald Vere Bcaurlu't, very guietly. “ Now
we find Yen Chin pilfering a specimen
of your wriving from your desk, Bob. It
looks to me b

"Uh!”" exclaimed. Molly Lawrence.

Bob understood.

He grasped Yen Chin’s shoulder, with a
look on his sunburnt face that made the
little heathen quake.

“Out with it, you rascal !” q'ud Bob,
between his tceth. “That paper’s worth-
less, but you don’t want it for nothing.
‘xc}rmb[}dy ias put you up to getting a

It’s a specimen of

.-:.-m‘-mrmn af my fist.”

“Me no savvy.”

“It’s worked so well in Frank's case
that I'm to be the next!” said Bob,

white with anger.. ‘Somebody’s going to
L’,‘J‘ an insulting ltttﬂ" in my. handwriting
next—I see the game. " Thank gm:dmm-:
you had the sense to think of it., Cheruh.
This young rascal 18 the man—unless he’s
been put up to this.by omvbuuly elee.,
He gtole a specimen of Frank's hand, same
as he's Stﬂl(’l‘l a specimen of mine. It’s
plain enough now. Yen Chin, you younge
villain, did you write that. letter to
Molly?”

Yen Chin gave a dismal yell.

“No wlitee nothing. No c¢an.,”

“He couldn’t have dene it, Bobh,”
Beauclere. “We Lknow his fist—he can
lhudlgy write English. It was some chap
accustomed to handling the pen who
forged "Frank’'s haud., Yen Chin got the
specitnenn for him: there’s no douht of
that now.. Yon Chin, vuu"r-e coming to

said

Miss Mmumﬁ

“No ‘wantee see \119%}’ '%Ieadﬂe'” wailed
tl_‘ - haplcss.
wh clm pool 111

heathen.
Chinee !”

“Missy Meadee

Teil me about yﬂuraelf

Eomn

“You

you,

bl o v BOYS FRIEND

“Who ;:zot you to steal tlns papcr?”'

du"zmnded Bob.
“Wo stealee. Takee.”
“Whom did you take it for, then?”

Yen Chin cast a hopeless glance round.

There was no escape for him.
“Guntee!” he whispered.
“Kerp Gunten!” shouted Bob.
“Allee light.”

“Gunten made you take thla paper from

my desk.”
“Me
card!” wailed Yen Chin.
3ob’s wiliting. Me no tinkee any wlong.
Papee no goodee.”
Molly uttered a cry.
“Yen Chin! You wicked boy!
Bob's handwriting for?”
“Quntee no say.”
“Didn’t you think,
exclaimed Boh.
- “Me tinkee of Guntee’s dollee,”
Yen Chin simply.
me wantee dollee.”
Bobh tightened

you silly heathen?”

said

his grasp on
with pain. |

“Now tell me this,”
“Has
other chap's writing—Frank Richards’,
exampie.”

said Bob savagely.

I'CIICC.

Yen Chin.
“Answer me!” snapped Bob.
“Allee light. Lastee weekee
givee me dollee for takee papee

“What. did he: want it for?"
“Guntee no say.

game was,”’
only

what Gunten’'s
a pause.  "He was
money,
rascal.
and tell her, Yen Chin.”

“No wantee see Missy Meadee——

b

swered Bob grimly. “Come on!

T he Sth Chapter.
Cleared at Last!
Frank Richards starteda.
“Bob!” he exclaimed.
Fronk was talking with Billy Cook on
the - ranch trail after dinner that day,

the timber.

hat to Frank as he came tecaring up, and
¥Frank’s heart leaped as he saw it. There
was evidently newas. |

“Tranky!” yelled Bob, dashing up in
a cloud of dust, and drawing in his horse
s0 suddenly that the  animal’s
struck fire from the stones. “Old man!
Hurrah!”

“Bobh——--"" |

“It’s all O.K.!” gas ‘ped Bob. “Right
as rain, Franky! You're all right!”

“Wall, I swow!” ej*mula.twl Billy Cook.

Bob LEWICE% jumped off his 1101'-:.&., hig
face ablaze with excitement and hard
riding. Evidently he had made good
speed from Cedar Creek. He'grasped his
cousin by the shoulders, and waltzed him
round on the trail in the exubcrance of
his satistaction,

“All .O.K.!” he trilled,;
Right as ram! You're
Hurrah!”

“But—but what's happtﬂed‘?” ﬂa:iped
Frank breathlessly.

“Oh, gum! YI'm out of breath!
right! . Gunten,

“All serene!
ail - right!

fip: cheeks red, but his eyes:very bright

lab nie hnow whan you think of the
0 uveLope ¢r posteard, may be sure of receiving a
The KEditor, the BOYS’' FRIEND, Ths Fleetway
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“CWHEN AND HOW TO MHIT!”
By J. W. Hitch.

The famous Surrey professional i3 one
of those who believe that a batsman
goes to the wicket to get runs, and it is
towards the gentle art of run-getting,
pure’ and simple, that his valuable hints
are directed.

GQRIT, BR&ENS AND WORK !

o ik i it 0 Ml sl

These three things put a fellow on the
road to success, as a correspondent of
mine points out in a very well thought-
out letter. IHe writes In answer to a
growl from a lad of Lancashire. I have
no hesitation in endorsing all that my
correspondent says. Grumbling does not
do any good. Whining because of lack
of education is sheer waste of time
time that ought to be put in
library or at continuation classes, making
up for what has been missed. Many a
successful man has done everything him-
gelf, tand won distincetion and wealth,
My mrrespmldent tells me of 4 man who
at thirty-three could not: read or write,
vet settled down to steady work and won
through to an. excellent position. I
could tell him of a case I know of the
same sort. -

POPULAH YARNS.

o AR ST A

A writer in a daily paper speaks of the

complete absence of stories which might.

take the place of the works of Bavnes
eed, Kingston, and Henty. ° He BAY S

-*heSe f.».i,mous authors have had 1no sSuec-

at the

times have changed a good deal

o A T b Fls ¥

Ces80rs.

mistaken.
doing?” he asks. Well, a
amused even better than zome of ‘thc,
authors who have passed on succeeded in
doing.
as well catered for as was his tather:; but

period when a lad was satisfled with an

annual gilt-edged volume. That would §
not do for him now. He wants his &
storlies fresh and fresh, and plenty of
them. 1t is premselv this want that the

Companion Papers supply,

\

OOK ABOUT MIDDLESEX.

There are many Middlesex readers of the

- old Green 'Un, and I think they will be

- book.

interested in a little publication, entitied
“Middlesex to Wit,” issued at a shilling
by -Messrs. W. H. hﬂllth & Son.
been comnpiled hy, Clive I‘enn, and has con-
tributions from 'Sir Owen Seaman, the
Duchess of Northumberland, Mrs. Lt‘ﬂp(ﬂd
de Rothschild, and others. Middlesex did
muech 1n the war, and some of the work
it did is dealt with in this readable little
By the wav, what a number of
people, if "asked ftt}r the
county town of Middlesex, would reply,
“London, of course!” But it is not Lon-
don. °~ Brentford holds the place of
hononr—narrow, rather dirty, but quaint
old Brentiord, which faces Kew Gardens,
and which Iunﬁlr George the I*ust sald re-
mmd&d him of Hanover,

. ;| . THEEDITOR.

I“laﬂtway Hau&.ﬂ Farrmgdou Street Lundan E.C. 4. Advertlsﬂ-ment oﬂicas The Flﬂetway Hmﬁe
agenty fOr

annim, 4s. 5d. for Bix montha. Sole

Price
Three _Halfpe_nz;a
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stony bloke after playee piecee
“Guntee sayee
givee dollee fol papee with handsome ole

Don’t
vou know what Gunten wanted a sheet of

“Me gottee no money,

the
heavhen’s shoulder till Yen Chin squeaked

yunten got you to take himi any
for

“Answer that!” breathed Molly Law-

“You hurtee pool 1iI’ Chinee!” wailed

Guntee
flom
ole Flanky’s desk,” whimpered Yen Chin.

Me no tinkee narm.”
“1 believe the little idiot didn’t kEnow
caid Bob, after
thinkine of the
and gambling with it, the little
You can come to Miss Mecadows

“That doesn’t make any dillerence,” an-

And Yen Chin., quaking, was &l into
Miss Meadows’ sitting-room, wiitlsy Bob's
iron grasp on his shoulder. %

when BBob Lawless came galloping from.

Bob was riding hard, and he waved his |

hoofs |

It’s all
Yen Ch..n, Miss Meadows.

_-'_j‘ Miss Meadows made a sign for sil:en-ce.

told you of Yen Chin’s

I am disposed to think he is &
“What are the ‘(:ungzer writers g

great many of ¥

them are keeping the young generation 9 present, Richards, the matter rests there,

and you return to Cedar Creek cleared of

The boy of.the present day is '

since the J

% condemned unijustly.
& self for being deceived by what looked
¥ lilie mnch.blw evidence ;
¥ SOrry !

.. taken in.

; glance was eloquent,
P Frank Richards was forgiven—for what
% he had not done!

€ to Frank Richards.
& over he was
name of the B crowd as
% schoolhouse. In his
& almost have found it in his beart to for-
¢ oive Kern Gunten’s black treachery.

yet to be dealt with.

& churns
¥ next weelk.)

7/’0/10}

You’re to come back to sclicol!
panved Bob Lawiess.

“1 guess that’s good news,” said Billy
Cook heartily, and he clappod Frank
tehards on the shoulder. “I knowedl

knows!

‘you was the real white goods, kid! You'd
better go “and. tell your  poppa, Bab.

There he is in the doorway, with your
moppa.” | - _ |

Bob Lawless, grasping Frank’'’s arm,
rushed him to the raneh-houge, where his
father and Mrs. Lawless were looking out
of the doorway, surprised to see Bob
home from sctool at that hour.

“What has happened, Bob?” demmnded
the rancher.

Bob gasped for breath. |

IE s alli T onti? Ben sard vt AR COR
poppa! I found Yen Chin—that blink-
ing little heathen, you know—rummaging
over my desk. And what do vou think
he was after? A copy of my fist! And
then I never guessed. But the Cherub
tumbled. ' The Cherub’s sharp, poppa!
And Yen Chin owned up that Gunten had
offered him a dollar for a copy of my
fist, and owned up that last week the
foreign trash gave him a dollar for a copy
of ¥rank’s fist. ~What do you think of
that, poppa?” "

Mr. Lawless knitted his brows.

“It’s pretty clear,” he said.

“Only the day before Molly Lawrence
oot that letter, Yen Chin took .a c()pv Of
Frank’s handwriting. to Guaten,” 'said
Bob breathlessly. “He’s owned up to
Miss Meadows. 1 don’t think he knew;
in fact, I'm sure he didn’t. He was onl_}
thinking ot the dollars, the silly heathen!

But it’s plzin enough what Gunten
wanted the copy for.”

“The - wicked boy!” exclaimed Mrs.
Lawless, greatly shocked -

Frank Richards drew 8 deep breath.

“1 guessed it was Gunten,” he said.

“There was no proof. But this is pretuy
good proof. We’ll see whether Gunten
has the nerve to deny 1t.”

The rancher nodded.

“You can leave Gunten to me,” he

said. “I will ride over to the st{)re, and
see his father, and have the matter out.
Leave it in my hands.”

“Ves, uncle,” said Frank, with rather
reluctant assent. - He. would have pre-
ferred to deal with Kern Gunten with
his own hands.

But the matter was too cerious to he
left to a schoolboy. ' Frank was aware
that it was better for his uncle to deal
with it, and he submitted cheerfully.

‘“Has - Miss Meadows sent you for
Fronk, Bob?” asked the rancher.

“Ye“, dad. I'm to. take him hack to
Cedar Creek this afternoon.”

“Good!”

Frank Richards’ face was very bright
when he rode away on the trail for
school with his Canadian cousin. The
clouds had rolled by at last. ~He wagy
late for afternocon lessons, and all Cedar
Creek was in the big school-room ; andg
never had Frank Richards bheen so glad
to see the school-room before. | In the
last few shadowed days he had wonderéed
whether he would ever set his feet inside
Cedar Creek again, or whether he had
looked his last on the backwoods school.

There was a buzz in the school-room, as
Frank entered with Bob Lawless. Vere
Beauclerc waved his hand to him from
the class, with a joyous. smile: and Tom
Lawrence gave him a weleoming grin.
Molly C(}]f}ul"ﬂ{l and smiled. It was clear
that Frank was.on his old footing ‘With
the Cedar Creck crowd.

M iss Mmdows turned to the cousins as
they: came in, the lesson stopping. She

| ‘gave Frank a kind smile.

“(Come here, Richards!” ‘thes school-

mistress called-out..
Frank joined her before the c]ﬂss,ql;m
e
buzz in the school-room deepeﬁed and
“Richards, your cousin has made a
discovery here to- day. No doubt he hag
confession.”

“Yes, ma'am,” said Frank.

¢ “There is ho doubt in my mind now,
B that the letter sent to Molly

% was a forgery,” continued M iss Meadows.
g her voice llemd in every corner of the
' school-rocom,

Lawrence

in breathless silence. *“Yen
‘hin has coniessed that Guntenr bribed

® him to obtain a copy of your handwriting,

the day before the letter was wntten
The coneclusion is plain. - The matter is
very serious, and I shall see your uncle
and Mr. Gunten about it. For the

all suspicion of having acted in the base

, manner for which you were condemned.”

“Hurrah!” came from Bob Lawless.
Miss Meadows smiled.

“1 am sorry, Richards, that you were
I cannot blame my-

: but L.am very
Your name 1is Ll@ared my hoy.”
And Miss Meadows shook hands with

Frank Richards before the class, anaq
8 Frank went to his

place.

“I'm sorry, old scout*" whzspered Tam

¥ Lawrence, as he passed.

nodded cheerily.

serene!” he F:}Elld
It’s all right.”
“Me solly, too, ole ]ﬁlanl«.s g murmured

Frank

“All “You wero

® Yen Chin.
1t has )

“You hittle rascal!” |
Molly Lawrence did not speak, but l’lE'I"
and showed that

That afternocn was a very happy one
When lessons were
surrounded by 2o friendly
he came out of the lumbper
happiness he could

But that was not to be. Gunten wis
THE END. b |

(Another grand complete story of the

of the school in the backwoods

Farringdon Street, London, E.C. 4.
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night and day, - is a good speced for a
tortoise.

1 vote we collar this chap and take
him on board the Bombay Castle,” said
Pongo, who was always eager to add to
Lhis zoological collection.

“Who’s zoing to carry him home?” ex-
claimed Dick.

“1 don't know how you
chans feel about it, but I don’t feel like
drageing aleng twenty stone of tortoise
in this bheat!”

Captain Bones chuciiled.

“Let Bim go on walkinz downhill,
yvoung gents, and we'll cateh him up
when we return this way. He'li Keep to
the torteise path all rigot. These tor-

w Otory

An Amazing Ne

Yhres Halipence

L a mo’, and let me look through

toises always keep to their own paths,” |

NEW READERS COMMENCE
HERE!

The famous school-ship, the Bombay

Castle, is on the way to the South
Seas on an educational voyage,
a mixed crowd of schoolboys drawn from
many of the most famous schools 1In
England. Our old friends, Dick Dorring-
ton, Chip, Skeleton, Porkis, and Pongo
Walker, with their famous pet animals,
are of the number. Captain Handy-
man is in command of the liner, Dr.
Crabhunter is the Head of the floating
school, and “Scorcher” Wilkinson I8
responsible for the boys’ discipline.

At the last moment Dick, Chip, Porkis,
and Pongo manage to smuggle on board
a quaint old riverside character, calling
himself Captain Bones. Captain Bones
is a little blind man of great age who
sailed the South Seas in the bad old
days, and is more than suspected of
being a retired pirate himself. He tells
the boys he has the secret of a won-
derful buccaneer’s treasure.

with

By

appeared all right, as though it were
running down a scullery sink.

“He's all right!”’ said Pongo, with
saatisfaction. “He can’t have broken his
neck, or the stuff wouldn’t run down his
throttle like that. Besides, his head
doesn’tt wobble much.”

“Hi!” protested Skeleton. “Steady on
with that liquorice-water! You don’t
want to drown the goat, and we shall
all be wanting a drink presently.” And
taking the crowbar which they carried,
he placed it as a lever under the mighty
shell and turned the tortoise right side up

- again.

It must have heen the effects of Skele-

ton’s patent cordial, for, in a little while,

The first Pacific Island at which the |

Bombay Castle touches is Chatham
Island, one of the Galapagos group. Here,
according to Captain Bones, a small cache
of the old pirates’ treasure 1s hidden
in a cave.
for it. Lal Tata brings a couple of bottles
of nitro-glycerine.

narrow path winds. Captain Bones tells

the boys that this is a tortoise-path, and g

shortly after they meet a giant tortoise.

Horace, the goat, is greatly excited, and §

gt once charges the tortoise, head down.
(Read on from here.)

The Clue to t'ha Parchment.

The boys gave a gasp as Horace, the
poat, charged the glant tortoise of the
Galapagos.

‘The island is covered ¢
with wild vegetation, through which a-g

A party is made up to search ¢

Horace opened his eyes, bleated faintly,

and struggled to his feet, where he sitood,

head and tail down, regarding the giant
tortoise sorrowfully.
put its head

And when the tortoise
out of its shell and hissed at him, Horace

 backed away. He had bad enough -of

giant tortoises.

“Ha!” said Lal, regarding Horace with
creat satisfaction. “That goat {ellow
will not kick any more butts at this so

great reptile!”
The boys seated on the tortoise felt if

-drowsing
-and thirst drove it once more into the

the South Seas.
DUNCAN STORM.

slowly rise on its flippers and move under
them. It was making its way inch by
inch and yard by yard towards the sea
sands, where it would burrow and lay
in the warmth *till hunger

moist uplands and cut of the arid, water-
less belt below.

For this is the habit of the giant tor-
toise of the Galapagos, since all the fresh
water in the island rises from springs
which are situated in the higher ridges
of the islands. The ' tortoises which
frequent the lower districts are obliged
to travel for a long distance for water.

The inhabitants say that each animal
stays for three or four days in the neigh-
bourhood of the water, and having drunk
its fill, then returns to the lower country.
The male tortoises are recognised by their
greater size and their long tails, and
when in the company of the females give
a loud, roaring noise.

This particular .tortoise which had
bested Horace was evidently an old
bachelor. He' did not roar, but merely

hissed like a punctured tyre as he lifted
himself slowly up on his flippers and
started to march slowly downhill. He
weighed all twenty stone, and he was in

no hurry-for two miles a day, travelling

A Special Article for Young Cricketers, - - - - -

I have often heard people say, “Cricket

$ would be very much more attractive if the

county
d do.”

layers would hit more than they
5uite richt up to a point, but
unless the batsman chooses the proper

! ball to hit he is running risks of getting

They knew that Horace had met his §

mateh at last.

The tortoise hissed, pulled his head back 4

into his carapace, or tank, and waited for

the collision.
It came with a erack that resounded

through the scrub like the explosion of ¢

a bombshell.
Horace hit the sloping shell head down-

wards in his old, familiar style. But he
glanced off the huge tortoise like a shell
from an armour-plate, shooting into the

air, turning head over heels three times, §
and descending with a thump that Kicked |

caught or bowled out; and there arc
many things to consider when taking such
risks while representing one’s county.

Of course, to see the purest and most

L exciting game, you cannot do better than
¥ look on at a match between two strong |

and local teamas who have one day in
which to do their level best. Even by

8 looking down the columns of your cricket

paper, you will learn that one district
team has perhaps beaten another by

P scoring 300 runs against about 250.

up a cloud of dust and sand like a )

fountain.

Horave gathered himself together, stag-

gered, squinted, shook his head in a dazed ¢
fashion, and, turning, faced the rear end g

of the bafliing tortoise. °

The. sight of it made him angry, for 3
when he has tucked his tu’penny and his §

tail in, one end of a tortoise looks most
uncommonly like the other.
And Horace naturally thou

him and threaten him.

“Maw!” he bleated, and off he charged
® fearless

cricketer flogs that loose, straight ball|
& called the half-volley.

agzain.
The result was exactly the same.
Horace might just as well have charged

% bank safe.

He glanced off the shell like §

a projectile, as his own thick head clashed ¢

on it. Then over and over he went,
landing in a sitting position well down the
path, loocking thoroughly dazed.

“Better leave. him -alone, Horace,  old
-chap!” advised Pongo.
many for you, and you'll only give your-
self a headache!”

But Horace, though dazed, was

beaten.

it over on its back with a tremendous
heave, powerful enough to have upset a
furniture-van.

Then, backing away, he charged for a §

third time. -

This time he caught his head on the J

square edge of the shell, and that settied

him. .
1t was a tremendous blow, and it did

not shift the tortoise by a hair’s-breadth.

But the blow was too much for Horace. _ ; .
B Zame as a recreation, or as an antidote to

He rolled over on his side, stunned and
insensible. He had met his match.

“Crumbs!” exclaimed Pongo.
butted himself to death!”

Horace’s eyelid. “He’s only stunned.
Lend us that water-bottle, Skeleton.”

Skeleton was carrying a water-bottle @
his own special mixture of ¢

filled with
liguorice-water and lime-juice.

“If anything will put Horace on his legs }
“1 never found ¢

that will do it!” said he.
such a refreshing drink in all my ex-
perience.”

The boys seated themselyves on the back
of the tortoise and watched the efforts
of the V.A.D. party to revive Horace.

Pongo lifted the goat's lip, and opened ¢
his mouth with the marline-spike of his g

Then he started pouring

clasp-knife.
down the

Skeleton’s liquorice cordial
3hroat of the insensible goat. ey
It gurgled ip Horace's throat and. dis-

Yet all this has been done between the

 hours of 11.30 or 12 and 6.30. Surely 1t

is & lesson which may as well be learned
by players in first-class elevens, who have,
as a rule, a far better wicket to play
upon. But then, of course, the local
cricketer enjoys the sport for what it
is.

In this style of cricket the most ub-
orthodox shots are sometimes made. A

? man forces a ball away on the leg-side,
b pulls, and runs extraordinary

' ght that the |
giant tortoise had~turned round to face %

being out leg-before in his efiorts to

score where the fieldsmen gre not stand- |
! ing; but in the majority of cases the

quick scoring may be attributed to the
manner in which the local

This quick rate of scoring simply means
that the best players in our local clubs
know how and when to hit. There 18 an

b ideca amongst our young cricketers that
y the men who play in local or 3aturday

“He’s one too 4

cricket are vastly inferior to the men |

who, by taking part in first-class or

B county games, have become well known,

not %

He rushed at the tortoise, got €

Lis great horns under its shell, and rolled & preciates the fact more than those who |

“He’s @

“No, Le hasn’t!” said Porkis, lifting

# would at first probably
b be drafted into their county sides, be-
& cause they would have to restrain, to a

" would “cary”

at least by name, throughout the lenguih
and breadth of the kingdoin.
This is a huge mistake, and nobody ap-

are at the head of the county clubs. In-

8 deed, I am not far wrong when I csay
\ that most of our best-class local elubs

include in their Saturday teams at least
one or-two batsmen who are In every way
fully qualified to play in first-class cricket.

In the first place, however, there isn’t

room in a county team to include all the
¥ yvoung amatcurs who are sufficiently clever
¥ cricketers;

and next, the
Saturday afternoon batsmen play the
the worries of business, rightly regarding
the claims of citizenship, or the serious
side of life, as being more important than
the claims of sport.

And so it is that in most of our Satur-

L day teams we find one or two pre-eminent

batemen who, with most monotonous
regularity, score their centuries, or
thereabouts, with lightning-like rapidity,
and get an amount of enjoyment out of
the game which is not perhaps appre-
ciated by the bowlers who oppose them.

Some of the batsmen 1 have in mind
fail were they to

considerable extent, their natural impulse
to hit. Bowling in club ecricket is so
much weaker than in first-class games;

% grounds are, as a rule, so much smaller,

in consequence of which the hit which
a ball over the local boun-

risks of |

majority of |

dary would run the risk of resulting in
a catch on a larger enclosure; and then
the seriousness of county matches and
consequent loss of points by defeat has
a restraining effect o the man who has
hitherto regarded the game in the light
only of a pastime.

In Saturday afternoon games there is
not much seriousness, because the hours
set aside for a mateh are so few, that
were the players to indulge in stone-
walling it is quite likely that only a
quarter of the players engaged would get
an innings. It is a case of get runs
quickly, or get out and make room for

| somebody who can.

I can remember the time when I used
to take part in local cricket, and 1 appre-
ciate the real pleasures of iearless hit-

H
the famous All-England and Middle-
sex Cricketer, who has weitten this
Article specially for the BOYS®
FRIEND.

ting, and what it means to a side if a
man really knows how to hit the hali-
volley. 1 have often seen men in first-

| class matehes who have, shown every in-

dication of being great batsmen, and yet,
when that half-volley comes along, do
not attempt to give the loose ball the
punishment it deserves.

Yet, as 1 give the matter longer and
deeper thought, I appreciate the fact that

cricket of all grades, from the Test game

played between England and Australia,
to the council school match in a public

of Thrilling Adventure in

|

LOOSE BOWLING.

gaid he.

Captain Bones had been patting the

shell of the giant.
“He’s a fine, well-grown lad,” said he.

“As like as not he was running aboubd

here in the days of the old buccaneers,
for there's no saying how long they will
live, Older’n than Ole Bones he is, and
I reckon he could tell a thing or two

- 93

if he could only speak.

The boys had slipped off the back ol
Tortoise riding I8

the great brute now.
not an exciting sport, and Captain Boenes
gave a sudden start as his fingers played
over the top plate of the tortoise shell
which had been just vacated by Porkis.

Porkis had been sitting on two initials
and a date carved in the shell of the

biute. They were almost grown out by
time, and the boys had not noticed them,
but the sensitive fingers of the blind man
read them better than the eye.
“Young gentlemen,” said he,
trembling
if there’s not some letters scratched on
this old fellow’s shell. I can feel ’em

with my fingers like old scratching on

the bark of a tree, but they are very
faint.”

The boys examined the top shell, and
the tortoise, surrounded by them, pulled

in his head, with the bit of cactus he

was chewing, and stepped dead in his
810W progress.

“There’s something that logks like
initials and letters,” said Dick. “But 1
can’tt rcad them. They are pretty well
cbliterated.” |

“They need be,” replied Captain Bones,
speaking half to himself. “Look again,
voung gents!” he pleaded. “I know there
are letters there an’ figurés. 1 can nigh
read ’em with my finger-tips. An' you

By J. W. HEARNE.,

for 1t.”

By the way, perhaps. I'd better explain &
: ball %
comes along and pitches some yard and a ¥

half to two yards away from the batting- € ... piece of chalk he had
creas ol Ca e Bure 18 y fe y :

¢, you can be sure he is the fellow , the laboratory, with the purpose of chalk-
O, 8 Ing “I am an ass.
: > < & Smarler's back. He had little thought to
it drops somewhere % 5 K ¢ had Lt ought

shorter than the distance [ have named. §

what is a haif-volley. When the

you are looking for. In the case of an
cxceptionally tall batsman, a ball
half-volley even if

tise with a bat but without a ball, you

can easily understand how simple it 'is §

to punish instead of playing an ordinary

€1,

one (o represent the batting-crease and

tiie cother to locate the spot where the
hali-volley will pitch; then get your bhat €
and make a huge straight hit, getting &

the lett leg well out toward the mark
and trying to get all the force of the

stroke when the bat meets the imaginary %
bali, say about six inches aiter it has §

pitched.

Dy practising this shot both without ¢
a ball and when Iin the nets, merely a #
short space of time will bring about per- ¥
& approval,

fection, provided always that the left

foot is thrown out in the direction of the €
ball and the downward swing of the bat §

18 perfectly straight.

Tﬂ_ be bowled out by a hali-volley is
humiliating ; to play forward and emother g4

back to 1v
The bali should

it is to lose a chance: to play
18 probably fatal.

muscie of the legs, back, armg, and wrists

seem to take part in it, and the ball flies %

off without an apparent effort.
The bat should meet the ball just when

the latter is rising, or, say, tix inches @
It adds @
_ the %
striker to get to exactly the right spot— §
to jump in to meet the ball, even leaving €
¥ comme abt to drynke.
$ thys cave:.is north by ye Pole star twenty

from the place where it pitches.
force to the hit—beside enabling

OPC'S ground and taxing the risk of being
stumped if the ball is missed altogether:

although I do not advocate the jumping %

outrof one’s ground as a general thing.
When the down-swing of the bat has

brought it against the ball, the right foot ¢
will close up on to the left, and the whoie J
momentum of the body will be added to €
and bat. Pro- €

bably more runs have been scored off a @ _ \
® sheathe knyfe, In ye said cave.

the swing of the arms

half-volley than any given ball, and pro-

bably more batsmen have fallen a vicbim §
to its temptations, as not only may a fair §
caught, but also any ¢

error of timing or any inpaccuracy may g ) .
% great tortoyse which was drynking by the

hit be as fairly

send it high into the air.

[ ought to warn the young cricketer of
the greatest fault wiiich is committed by §

1 he asked.

in a
voice, “use your eyes, and see

» the
9 1792’17
park, would be better and brighter if ‘1 e L gk ot
players would only take advantage of all 3 his Obi stick.
the chances offered to them, and {ear- %

lessly hit the ball which absolutely “asks € tort’ise’s back as soon as I touched it with

) fing
d expedition.

It is straight, and, if you like to praec- gg,l the top plate of the tortoiseshell. |

he %
hit with a good swing of the bat, and §
when the stroke is correctly made every AVEC
» claimed.

¢ ol

getting under the ball, and § ;
# wayte to discover hiys bodye since he had

» a fayre winde for ye Californian Coastes
; ang many hydes were waiting us there
A and——-

7/6/19

are all scholards! 1Isun't there an A an’
a b, an™ 1792°"

Then a happy thouzht struck Skeleton.

“Wait a2 minute, you chaps!” said he. .
“Tve got -one of my brain-waves. Hailf
my
pockets!”

Skeleton emptied his pockets. There
were all sorts of things in Skeleton’s
pockets. There was a fump of liguorice,
a paper of brandy-balls, some tar string,
and a champagne-cork. There was also
a lump of hecl-ball which cobblers useé
fbr blacking the instep of boots, and a
stick ef chalk.

These last two objects were those for
which Skeleton was looking.

‘“Any of you chaps got a bit of paper?”
“Thin paper.”

Pongo ob¥ringly produced a large, thin-
leaf pocket-book.

“Don’'t use that top leaf, Skeleton,”
said he. “1'm writing to my mater on
that, and it's taken me a long time to
write that bit. I don’t want to have to
write it zll over again. Writing homs
letters gives me a pain in the back.”

Skeleton unblushingly read Pongo’s
letter as far as it went.

“Decar mother "—it ran,—“I am quite

t well, and 1 hope this finds you the same.

The sca is very blue to-day. Skeleton is

on board. eating as much as usual. I will
write you som¢ more to-morrow. (To-
morrow.) - Skeleton is still eating, and

the sea is very blue. We caught a shark
this afternoon, and took him into the -
labh. He came to life, and kiked Mr. Lal
Tata into the bottle and jug department.
There was a great escaps of gas which
killed the shark. Skeleton is still eating.
I will write some more to-morrow, and
send you a picture-postcard when we get
to (';, place where they sell picture-posis
caras.” |

Here the letter broke off. -

“] don’t think there is any need for

~you to write home all about my appe-

tite, Pongo,” said Skeleton reproachfully.
“Your mater, reading that letter, might
think that I was an awtful pig. I am
not really. It's just the heat makes me
hungry. + I think it is a rotten letter,
anyway!”

And Skeleton, pulling the letter from
the pocket-book, laid the leaf, face down,
on the top plate of the tortoise and
rubbed gently with his lump of black
heel-ball, just as if he were taking a
rubbing of a memorial brass or a tomb-
stone. -

He gave a start as he did so, for there

Y on the paper, in white letters and figures,
) appeared the lettering which was visible
4 to the eye on the worn tortoiseshell:

“ Alf, Dix.n, 1792.”
“Who's Alf Dixon?” asked Skeleton, as
letters appeared. “*Alf. Dixon, -

Captain Bones gave a shout, and waved

“1 told you so, boys!” he exclaimed.
“J knewed there was writin’ on that there

Iy finger-tips!?”

“ Wait a minute!» said Skeleton. “ We'll
try it another way.”

He took his stick of chalk, which was a
pinched from

Kick me!” on Bully

useful in a treasure-hunting
He rubbed the chalk across

1t

The tortoise sat quite still, chewing his
lump

Horace, who was eyeing him with greav

& disfavour.
Make two chalk-mmarks on the ground, ¢

Having chalked the top plate white, the

P cunning Skeleton lightly dusted it with
a silk handkerchief borrowed from Dick:

Dorrington for the purpose, as Ské¢leton’s
own handkerchief was in use for carrying

® o small package of rock-cakes.

And sure enough, as the chalk was -
dusted off, some of il remained in the
faint scores in the shell, giving the same

& reading in plain white letters:

“Alf. Pix.n, 1782.» |

“That's plain encugh,” said Skeleton,
squinting at his handiwork with great
«¢ Alf. Dixon, 1792°1 -1 sup-
pose Alf cut his moniker on old Slowcoach
as far back as 1792.»

“He did that!” replied Captain DBones,
flourishing his Obi stick excitedly. “And .

) this is the clue that I was looking ifor.
d Listen, boys!” |

He dived into his pocket and produced
& sheet of old and yellowed parchment.
“ Read vhat, DMaster Dick!” he ex-

Dick took the parchment and read:
“¢And I Alfred Dixon, sometime mate
Lt ye bark Susan & Anne of
Porte, do hereby declare that my littel
share of ye treasure of ye Boucaniers is
puried in ye hylltoppes of ye Chatham
Island of ye Galapagos Grouppe, ¢lose by
ye sprynge where ye great tortovses do
And ye bearing of

six payces from ye spryng, in ye syde of
ve old crater. And there is buried my

¥ cinne and my treasure and may CGod in

hys Mercie have pity on my soule. Note.
there is ye greate rocke across ye mouth
of ye cave which did slyppe because of our .
dygging after I had hyddén ye body of .
my shipmate which I did kill with my

: My sinns
is heavy upon me for, but half an hour
before I did commit this great erime, I
was Jesting and innocent as anny hoye
and did carve my name on ye shell of ve

sprynge—ye only wytnesse of my great
cryme which I now confesse in thys my

players, who are not; gﬁnerany aggfessive’ r-';" laste Will and Testament for the easement

trying to hit. ¥or some reason or other &
the shot is -made far too soon, resulting %
in the bat
either producing a lofty hit, or absclutely
missing the ball altogether.

of my soul. And I dydde tell them on ve
shyppe that Jacob fell from ye cliffe path
and was kylled and ye Captayne would not

Here the writing stopped at the end ¢f

the sheet of parchment.

“What does it all mean?”® asked Dick

b wonderingly. |
L Y1t means that there was some dirty

of cacvus, and shoving his ugly head <"

: : » out of his shell now 3
forward shot, as do quite a lot of bats- € of his l now and then to hiss at

Brystol &



