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Erroll’s eyes swept over the open heatih, and he gripped Mornington's arm fiercely. From the direction

A TIMELY WARNING ' of the village several constables were approaching the bungalow. * You fool!” muttered Moraington.
® “Po you know what you are risking by coming here?"” *1know!"” replied Erroll. * Come, Morayi”
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The 1st Chapter. “T'Il wait for him 1if you don't Tubby Muffin seemed to think that Tubby Mufin sat down in the, *“I suppose you ve been licked [cor
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Trouble Ahead. = alienie s :
Erroll - looked worned, but

mind. it was. however. He chuekled again. | passage with a loud concussion, and a | cutting call-over.” said Jimmy.
ho “We could hear Bootles in the | louder roar. Valentine Mernington, “That's my affair,”
“Has Morny come nodded assent passage.” he said, “and Morny was | who had pitched him- out of tha | " Well, if you
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Jimmy Silver looked 1n as tne door | “Sit down, then !” he said.
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Kit Erroll was alone in the study. | in a glum mood. There was silence e, and eat cok eyt g bl -?_I S5 SR oS ; ooy IR
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looking out of the window inio toe | in Study No. 4 rti ) Y S sy Lo - : : i3 . “Fias - ol
i ‘ : F'ubby. * Serve him might, you Lu,n--:ﬂ‘r. , Tubby Mufhn blinked 1nto the study. | off your chest, and have done with %
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heard a swishing in- Mr. DBootles’

and SRk 1 - "-"*‘ﬂ-}_ R Rl T T few minuies ‘.:_t-a*r. anc th-:-_ SHence ¥ oo ds. He. he. he! Yaroooah ! | Then, as Mornington swung angrily | Isctared, thouzh, if that's what sou've
“1 thunk e i e i ot T !}mﬁ*"': by Tubby Mufhin's fab | .. 03 Tubbs. all of a sudden. his | round, Tubby took to his heels and | got in your mind. I'm not in-
not liere, anyway: > . | coeorise. fat chortle changing into a roar of | vanished. clined io be trifled with just now !”
“He's missed calling-over,~ said “1 say. ' Morny's com n ! | angaish. ¥ I *Had your tea, Mornv?” asked Jimmy  Silver shrurged his

Erroll mildls. shoulders.
“No—1 don't want any. Do yon Valentine Mornington was plainly

JImmy. chuckled TUbh}"; ** Boatles 1= :.",-l'ﬁ'il'li; A gmip of 1ron was laigd on E.‘C'Sl"‘lfl?il
*1 know.” him no end for missing call-over! He, | Muffin’'s neck from belind, and he
ey oy don’t know —when he'll be { he. hel” was spun away iram the door of Study | want anything here, Silver?” asked | in the worst of tempers; but his black

back 7 \ “That's noihing to cackie gi, Fou | No. 4. | Mornington abruptls. "I'm not 1p | looks had no terrors for Jimmy Silvei .
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rising & little at Morny's mode of
address.

“If you'd rather have
Morny " he began quietly.

*Oh, get it over!™ :

“I will, then,” said Jimmgz Silver.
“You cut the matech with the
Moderns this afterncon, Morny, It's
the second match you've cut smnce
you were clected junior captain.”

*“Is that your business?”

“Yes rather! I've stood aside to
give you a chance to make good as
skipper,” said Jimmy Silver, "but
there's a lirmt! There was a time,
Morny, when vyon were about the
blac%re;t EE'TEP at Rookwood——"

i Et.I

“We all thought that was over and
done with, Now it looks as if you're
dropping into your old ways agamn!”

“It's kind of you to take such an
interest in me,"” sneered Mornington,
““ but ] think I mentioned that I don’t

want any sermons!”

“1'm not going to give you & ser-
men; but to talk plain sense. If
yvou choose to play the gost, it's your
own zffair, and you can go to the dogs
your own way, I suppose ™

“Thanks!™

“But it's not good enough for the
jupior captain of Rookwood,” said
Jimmy Silver calmly. "I needn’t go
into  details. Morny ; but it's plain
enough that you're playing the goat
again, and under the cires, you ought
to resign the captaincy. A gambling
plunger isn't good enough for the
job, and you know 1&!V ;

““ You mean that you want the job
s S 1

*1 meant to stand aside, and T've
stood aside,” he answered. ‘‘l'va
backed wvou up, and you kmnow it!
But when vou're throwing your duties
aside in the most flagrant way, for
the sake cf playing the goat, it's
time somebody put his foot down.
Do you think I don’t know that you
went out to gamble this afternoon ™

*1 don't care what vou know !”

“Very well, I want to ask you
one question—are you going to be
junior captain, or are you going to be
a giddy goat? You can't be both !”

“I'm goin’ to please myself!”

““That isn’t an answer!’

“ Tt's all the answer you'll get from
me."” said Mornington, throwing him-
self -into the armchair. “Go and
gat coke!” X7 ss

Jimmyv Silver compressed his lips.

“J don’t want to guarrel with you,
Morny,” he said. “I'd be only too
glad to see vou playing up, and I'd
back you up mno end. But I can't
stand aside and see everything going
to pet while you play the goat. If
vou wen't do the decent thing, 1t's
up to me to see that you don'’t do any
more harm. You know vour duty as
skipper, and wou den’t do it. You
don't even turn up to ericket practice
now, and vou're getting into rotten
furm, so that you wouldn't be much

sood even if you took the frouble to-
play in the matches; and you've
stoppex] doing even that. It can't
oon!"

“Js that all?” yawned Morning-
ton. “If it is, will you give me a
rest ¥

“Morny ! murmured Erroll.

Jimmy Rilver looked at the new
junior captain, and his lock was very
expressive.

Hi'cu mean to keep on like this,
dthen ? he asked. :

“1 don’t mean to give an account
of myself to anybody—least of all to
you!" answered Mormington.

“Very well! Then I'm up agamst
you!" said Jimmy Silver. ' That's
a plam warning, Mormmgton'!"

-+M!?!‘

Jimmy Silver clenched his hands.
Morny's manner was very hard to
bear with patience.

“And now,” continued Mormning-
ton, rising to his feet, “I've heapd

h. and you can get out, Jimmy

enoug
Silver 1™

“You cheeky cad!” exclaimed
Jimmy. “1I've a jolly good mind to
punch vour head before I go!”

“Go ahead, if you pref::r to leave
this study on your neck!™ answered
Mormington, wih a speer. |

it now,

SAVED BY HIS CHUM!

(Continued from the previous page.)

“By Jove!” :

Jimmyv Silver made a stride towards
the dandy of the Fourth, and Morny's
hands went up promptly enough to
meet him. Kit Erroll rushed between
before a blow could be struck on
either side. -

“Stop it!”" exclaimed Erroll
sharply. “Clear off, Jimmy—and
vou, Morny, don’t play the fool!”

** Look here, Erroll—"

“Oh, dry up " snapped Erroll.

Jimmy Silver left the study quietly
enough. He did not want a fight
with%dnrningtnn; he had come there
to warn him, and he had warned him.
The dandy of the Fourth threw him-
self into the armchair again, his eyes
fixed loweringly on Kit Erroll

“So vou're takin’ Silver's side, are
vou " he sawd.

“0Oh, talk sgsense!”™ said KErroil
“Silver’'s right, in every word he’s
utiered, arﬁ you know it. You're
not doing your duty.”

llB}. g‘d '!F-F _

Morm n burst into a laugh. Tt
was unusually plain speaking from his
chum, and it rather amused him.

*“If you don't want fo do & cap-
tain’s duty, vou can resign,” sad
Erroll. * Why don’t you do it?"

““No fear! - I'm stickin’ to the job.
Swank, you kmow,” said Morningion
coolly.  “ It's my weakness, Besides,
I'm not goin’ to be bullied. And I'm
not goin’ to be preached at. That's a
tip for you, Erroll.™ :

“I'm not thinking of preaching at
you, Morny; I know it wouldn't be |
any good,” said Erroll sadly. “1I
wish vou'd be more sensible. What's
the good of plaving the goat as you're
doing now? I'm quite sure that
you've lost your money this after-
npoon.” :

“Right on the wicket.”
“Well, that must be an end. Now

you've sold your bike, be

THE BOYS’ FRIEND
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voung' ass. Don’t vou know that | chance had come—what Morny be:

vou're the rich relation now, and I'm
a dashed poor relation?” :
“Oh, Master Mormny! 1 never
wanted the money,” said 'Erbert.
“I'd ’and it all over tc you with
pleasure, if 1T was allowed. And I've
got a lot saved up, sir, and it's all
vours if you want 1f, and I'm only tco

glad.” -
“You're a good kid, 'Erbert,” said

Valentine Momington, with a touch |

of remorse in his tone. *I'm a beast
to take your momnéy.”

‘“Tt's vours, sir.”

“But I'm gomn’
'Erbert—— lo1*

The Fistical Four came in sight
through the trees, and Mornington
stopped abruptly.

immy Silver & Co. walked on.
The expressions on their faces showed
plainly enough what they were think-
img—indeed, the contempt in Arthur
¥dward Lovell's speaking counten-
ance would have pierced tae shell of
a tortoise. i

Morny turned crimson,

His recklessness had brought him
low—so low that he despised himself ;
but the contempt of the others was
still more bitter,

“Oh! Favesdroppin™—what?” he
exclaimed.

Lovell turned sharply.

“1 heard!" he answered. * You
know I couldn’t help bearing, as 1
was passing close te you. Now yon're
borrowing that kid's monev to lose In
gambling. You're a hopeless cad
Mornington. You ought to be kicked
out of Rookwood !" |

“Hear, hear ! said Raby.

“You let Master Morny alone!”
exclaimed 'Erbert of the Second,
fining up at once.
nese, anyhow."”

“Come on!"” ssid Jimmy Silver
quietly.

The Fistical Four went their way,
and disappeared through the arch into
BJfIthd.

ornington looked on at the fag
with a gloomy brow,

*Don’t you mind them, Masier
Morny,” said 'Erbert. .

*1T  don’t!” muttered Morny.
“ But—but—— Oh, dash it all!"”

1 know it's all
Erbert.

to settle up,

“You amt

lieved to be a chance at last

| restoring his fallen fortunes. At the

secret gaming-den, run by Tickey
Tapp in the bungalow on Coombe
Heath, the infatuated junior hoped fo
* break the bank "—the delusive hope

| that has led many a reckless plunger

to ruin.

It was wreng—wickedly

| wrong—but the old reckless instincts

had revived in Mornington at the
thought of it, and all other considera-
tions were thrown to the winds.

rot,” continued
gong  to

able to rai Tou ot be | gamble, are you, sir?”

thought ! grinned Mornington. - 'Erbert’s voice, hﬁﬁﬂ’ﬂf-' e & P
“Well, youi -T'd 'tather see you't  —Subposs UL am tIREE snped

stony than plaving the goat like this.”™ | 47 0;1 i?:?;, :

“Well, I'm stany—no mistake |
about that,” said Mornington, with a
shrug. *Luck has been against me.
But 1 can raise the wind right
enough. You forget that I've got'a

cousin in the Second Form here, and
g 'Erbert would lend me the

oun
Y Seots off his fost it T asked hite.*

|-

Erroll started. 1

*You're not going to borrow
money from ‘Erbert, Morny "

“Why shouldn’t I

“You couldn’t repay ii, for one
thing. if you lose it."

“"Erbert won't dun me for it, if I
don’t.” )

Erroll drew a deep breath. The |
shocked expression on his face drew a
mocking laugh from Mornington.

“Shocked—what ! he asked.

“Yes,” said Erroll quietly. *“I
never thought vou'd have fallen as
low as this, Morny.”

“Well, voa've found me out, then,"
sneered Moamny; “and now vou've
found me out, the best thing you can
do is to drop my acquaintance.”

“1 sha'n't do that.” |

“You will if yvou ecan’'t keep off
sermons,’”’ said Mornington. *I'm
fed up—with vou as much as with
Jimmy Silver ! Hang you both!”

b Mﬂrﬂg :"I'

“Oh rats!” -

Mornington strode out of the study,
and closed the door with a slam

The 2nd Chapter.
The Lowest Depths.

“Oh. Master Morny! Course 1
will—ansthing you like !”

Jimmy Silver started.

It was the
Sunday—and the Fistical Four were
sauntering in Little Quad after sar-
vice. Lovell, Raby, and Newcome
were talking—at the same time—and
Jimmy Silver was listening. The
opinion of the Co. was that it was
high time that Mornington was
“shifted ™ out of the jumor
captaincy, and they were glad to see
that Jimmy Silver showed signs of
coming round to their opinion.

From under the trees by the arch-
way came the voice of 'Erbert of the
S8acond Form—otherwise Mornington
II. The chums of tha Fourth could
not help hearing it as they strolled
by.
“CB.'I.'I
"Erbert "

‘“ Cert'nly, Master Morny.”

voll manage fen quids,

| fellow, in some ways.

following morning— |

L:i You'd better keep your mones,
i _!‘!

“No fear, sir! Arter all, why
snouldn's you ’ave a fluiter if you
want?"” said 'Erbert loyally. “A
gentleman like vou, sir, ain't like the
other blokes.”

Mornington winced.

“Lovell was right!” he said
moodily. “I ought to be kicked out
of Rookwood. I should be if the
Head knew. But—but 1 shall settle
this up, kid—luck can't go against me
all the time, Tt can’t! 1 shall screw
out of Tickey Tapp all I've lost, and
more, "’ ]

“T'll fetch the tin now, sir.”

“After dinner will do.”

i 01’1 right."

Valentine Moznin nodded to
the fag, and walked away, his hands
driven deep into his pockets.

I1is face was moody.

There were excuses for the reckless
Morny had
been the richest fellow at Rookwood
before his fall came—before hiz lost
pousin had turned up, and the great
Mornington property had passed to
him as the rightful heir. And a
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1 that's the fellow!

- ANG instead of winning he had lost
incessantly at Tickey Tapp's roulette
table—as he mighs tmva expected, if
he'd known more of the shady side of
the world. Mr. Tapp was not in the
business for his “ health,” and i1t was
not likely that he could live upon
losses, Swindling is the i able
gssociate of gambling, and although
Morny was not aware of it, Mr.
Tapp’s roulette-table was arranged to
bring up the numbers at Mr. Tapp’s
own sweet well. Roulette was sup-
posed to be a game of chance; but it
may safely be said that roulette never
15, and never was, played as & game
of chance. It is played to win money
irom foolish punters, and it answers
that purpese admirably. Morny's eyes
would have been considerably opened
if he could have exanmined the con-
struction of Tickey Tapp's roulette-
table.

But ho was not thinking of that.
He was thinking how cruelly luck had
beon against him—how his most care-
ful calculations had come to nothing.

Mornington's brow was moody
when he came in to dinner.
Erroll looked - 'at him = rather

anxicusly across the table, but Meoruy

. : , | did not catch his chum's eye.
“*Tain't your busi- |

After dinner Erroll joined him in
the puassage. '

“Coming out?” he asked.

IING.?"

With that abrupt answer Valentine
Mornington turned away, and went
to joiun "Erbert, A few minutes later,
with the fag's savings in his pocket,
Momington started for the gate.

Jimmy Silver & Co. saw him go.

“On Sunday, too!” said Lovell,

“Perhaps— " = began  Jimmy
Lovell interrupted him,

“Perhaps he blowed! You know
what he’s going out for. And that
's junior captain of Roekwood—
He's got to be
sacked out of that, anyhow!”
And Jimmy Stlver was silent.

The 3rd ﬂl‘llp‘hfn
Tracy Makes a Discovery.
“Dash it a

1]

Il, not en Sunday!

Adolphus Smythe of the Shell made !

that observation. And Howard
nodded assent.
Tracy of the Shell locked obstinate.
“What does it matter?” he asked.
“My dear man,” said Adolphus,
“there's a limit. T know it'§ hard
cheege. Twice we've been goin’ to
sample the roulstte at Tickey Tapp's
bungalow, and twice we've been
sheered off by that cad Mornington.”
“The coast’'s clear to-day,” said

Tracy.

“Very likely; but, dash it all,
there’'s a limit! I'm not goin’ there
on Sunday.” |

“Oh rot!” said Tracy sulkily,

“There’'s such a thing,” smd
Adolphus loftily. ‘‘as gowd form,
Tracy. 1 like a flutter as well as the
next man. But gamblin’ on a Sun-
day is dashed bad form, and I'm not
goin' in for it.”

“]I must say 1 agree
Smythey,” remarked Howard.
will keep, Traey.”
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*Since that cad Morny's been cap-
fain, he's meddlin’ with ETEr;l;'th'I_l' of
the kind,” he suid. “He actually
stopped us near Tickey Tapp's placa
the other day, an’ sent us back,
threatenin’ to report us to Bulkeley.
Now we've got a chance—"

“Chuck it!” said Adolphus.

“And I've got a suspicton,” wenb
on Tracy. “There's Eeen a lot of
talk about Morny lately. While he's
down on the Giddy Goats, it looks a
%rean deal as if ha's playin’ the Giddy

ot himself. 1 half, suspect that
when we found him near the bunga-
low the other day, he wasn't lookmn’
for us, but was goin' there himself!”

Smythe whistled. S5

“That's rather thick ! he said.

“Well, I suspect it. Jt's just in
Morny's line, as he used to be. Now,
I'm goin’ to risk a visit to-day,” said
Tracy. “If I find Morny hangin’
about, T'll tell him what T think—and
sharp, too! Will you fellows come?”

* Not on Sundav.” :

“Oh rats!" * ;A

Allan Traey turned on his heel, and
went out of the gates by himself.

Even Smythe-of the Shell had his
limits ; but Tracy did not agree. He
was keen %o try his luck at Tickey
Tapp's table, and he was deter-
mined that ii should not be put off
any longer, . _

He walked away down Coombe
Lane, and turned into the foptpath
through the wood. :

As he entered thd leafy psth in
Coombe Wood he guve a start.

Ahead of him, under the trees, was
a  well-known figure—the  elegant
figure of Valentine Morpington.
Morny was standmng, with an expres-
sion of impatience on his handsome
face, in talk with Kt Erroll, And
Tracy stepped from the path into the
trees 2t once. He did not want to be
observed, '

There was.a bitter expressipn on A

the Shell fellow’s face. e

He more than half-suspected that
Mornington was a visitor  at the
bungalow himself, while exercising
his authority as junior captain to turn
back the Giddy Goats from such pur-
suifs. And that thought made Allan.
'I'rﬁcy feel very hiﬁerﬁjindeed;._,’f: '

eeping away from the patn, mﬂE
of the Shell moved on quietly througl
tho trees, and drew near the spot
where Mornington and Erroil ) s
standing.  He was curious to hear
what was being said, for the atiitude
of the two juniors was a plaig indica-
tton that Erroll was ing to re-
strain his chum, and that Morny's
impatient temper was rising. As he
came behind the bushes close by the
path, Tracy caught Morny's voice,
raised a little in anger. :

“Yon don’t know anythin® about
it, Erroll! You're talkin’..out . of
your hat. Give us a rest, for good-
ness sake!” -

“Listen to me a minute or two,
Morny,” came Erroll's quiet tones.

4

“1 know more sbout it than you

fancy.” ;

“1 don’t see how you can,’” sneered
Mornington. “You're too good to
have played roulette, I su g

“1 never played it, certainly. Bué
I've seen it plaved.” sk,

“You have?” ejaculated Marning-
ton, in astonishment. il

A pained look came over Erroll’s
faces Through the interstices in the
bushes Tracy was watching: them
curiously as he lisiened. '

“You know 1 had some  rather
strange experiences before 1 came to
Rookwood, Morny,"” said Erroll. “1I
don't like speaking of that $ime, or
thinking of it. But now——=<l He
paused. “You know, old chap, that
for a time 1 was with a rascal-called
Gentleman Jim, who had taken me
away from my father, The man was
a rascal in every way—a thicf and a
gambler. At one time he ran_ a
roulette bank, on Monte Carlo lines—
secretly, of course, as it is ilegal o
England." 3

“Oh!"” ejacnlated Mornington.

“Foolish fellows used to come to
him to play.” continued Ereoll. “I
have seen them, sometimes. . I've
sean them calculating the «2un of
colours and numbers, and so«forth;
the fools! For I knew the secref;
Morny. I've seen the ronlette-table
And I tell
you, old chap, that the eroupier can
bring up any numbers he pleases.”

*1t’s impossible I '

“Not impossible, Moray-—easy!
I've seen Gentleman Jim . praetising
with -the wheels when &e punters
weren't there. He used to make me
call out numbers fer him to turn up

oun the wheel, as an exercise-of his

sleill. s 5 e
“Oh; gad!™ muttered Momington:
* But even swindiing to ih_&t—_ extent
was not enough for him,” said Errell;
“and he had a contrivancé fixed

| under the table, worked by the'foot;

;
1
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to stop the wheel any moment ke
chose.  As a rule. he depended on his
skill in turning the wheel., But in
exeaptional cases—when there was a
heap of moner on the board—he used
thut contrivance to make sure of a
win. He was afraid to use it too
often, lest it should be detected; but
it was alwavs there if he needed 1t."

“And vou've seen 1437

“I've seen it, 1 tell you, Morngy,
if a plaver could dodge the cheating
of thé croupter, by placing his stakes i
after the wheel has started, he can
always bhe beaten by secret trickery.
Dash it all, old man. do you think
that professional gamblers can afford
to plav fair? A run of luck on the
side of the playver might break the
bank at any time, if they played a
square game. 'They couldn’t afford
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to, 1f they wanted to.”

“I've heard of the bank bein’
broken at Continental casinos.”

*“You mean you'se read cunning
advertisements, for that is all such
reports are.”

Mornington was silent.

*“Apart from it’s being wrong and
rotten, Morny, vou're throwing your
money away,”” said Erroll.

“0Oh, hang it all ! exclaimed Morn-
ington frritably. *“The man you
speak of mavy hiave been a swindlin’
lround, but they're not all the same,
Tickey Tapp's bank 1sn™t the same.”

- BUﬁ——'"

“*I'm going to try my lueck, anyhow.
I don't belhieve half vou sav, Erroll;
vou're prejudiced. Look here, come

E I

with me, It isn't far, Tt's the first
bungalow past the wood—Heath
Bungalow. I can get you in. Come

with me, and try your luck, too.™

*I wish you'd come with me,
Morny—back to Rookwood. This
sort of dingy [ooling isn’t good
enough for yvou.™

“Oh ‘rats!”

Morniagton turned and sirode away
up tha footpath, to end the discussion.

Erroll looked after him with a
troubléd brow, and walked slowly in |
the same direction, :

In a few minutes Mornington was
oiit of sizht. '

Behind the bushes, Tracy of the
Shell grinnaed, and resumed his way
through the wood.

He was sure now of what he had
only suspected before.

‘Meornington was a regular visitor at
Tickey Tupp's gaming table, and that
was why he had turned the vidd
Goats back from the bungalow—be-
cause he did not wish them to discover
him there, :

He would not turn Tracy back this
The cad of the Shell hurried on, and
came oat inte the footpath again
when he was well ahead of Erroli, and
hurried along the footpath towards
the heath.

As Lie emerged from the wood, at
last, upon the open heath, in sight
of the bungalow, he sighted Morning-
ton.

The footsteps caughi Morny's ear,
and he turned. a dark look coming
over his face at the sight of Allan

Tracy. He strode up to the Shell i
fellow. )
. “So you're bere again! he said. |
* Clear off I"

Traew - smiled evilly.

“I'mr goin’ in,” he answered.
“Let's go in together, old top! 1
know what you are here for. I'm on
the same game. Coming?”

“What !’

*Coming? " grinned Tracy.

Valentine Mornington did not
answer.

He .séemed taken aback, and his
eves gleamed at the Shell fellow with
menace.in them.

“Yolr're goin’ — where?” he ex-
¢laimed .at last. ‘

“*Into the bungalow.”

“You're not!™ said Mornington |
quietly, f

Tracy laughed.

“I think -I am,” he answered.

“Don's come the captain with me
now, Morny: 1t won't work. That
chicken won't find, old top. You've
been there yourself — many a time.
Y ou were goin’ there when I met vou
here the other day. 1 suspected it
afterwards, an” I know it now. Re-
port me to Bulkeley, if vou like—or
to Mr. Bootles—or the Head., T'll re-
port you at the same time. See?”

And- Tracy laughed again, quite
enjoving the situation.

Mornington did not spealk.

His eyes were glittering, but the
Shell fellow did not heed his threaten-
ing look. He felt that he had the
whip hend.

. “You've been playin’ us for fools,”
he said: “‘playing captain and
keepin’ us in order—by gad! And
all ihe time you've been gamblin® in
Tickey Tapo's den yourself. My
ward 17 ;

“Not all the time.” said Morning-
tor quietly., ¥ Only the lad few days, |
Tracy.” J

L an e

“1don't eare! I'm goin’ io do the
same, and 1 defy vou to mterfers with
me again,”

Morny’s hands clenched.

“ Wil you let me pass®”
Tracy.

- xu"',
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_ doure goin' to try to stop me!

xes™

Tracy set his lips.

“I know vour game, and vyou've
admitted 15,”” he said. * Yet you
think yvou're coming thd captain over
me, all the same.”

Mornington nodded. J

“*Why, you—vyou cheeky hound!™
shotited Tracy, in rage and mdigna-
tion, ** Get out of the way.”

“You're going back, Tracy.™

“*No fear.”

“As junior captain, I'm bound to
keep you out of such a den as Tickey
Tapp's,” said Mornington ceolly. *1
may let duty slide in some ways, but
not in every way. See? You're
goin' back.”

“I won't! And ¥ you nterfere
with me, Mornington,” said Tracy
venomibusly, “I'll go siraight to
Bulkelev of the Sixth, and explain
to him.™

“What proof will you give?"

“Proof?” repeated Tracy.

“Yes; Bulkeler will want some
proof before he tukes any notice of o

asked

| yarn hke that."

“Why,
Tracy,

you—you—-" stammered

L
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Tracv's furicus
Mommington’s face, and the junior
captain stagrered back with a ery.

The next moment he straightened
up and was springing forward.

The mark of Teacy's blow showed
red on his cheek, and his eyes were
glittering with passion.

Mernington's temper, never per-
fect, had been sorely tried during the
past few days, and now it was-at its
worst. And Tracy’s blow hed stirred
up all the bitterness in his heart

He attacked savagelv.

Tracy, almest equally enraged. gave
blow for blow, and for a couple of
minutes he held lus ground.

But there was no resisting Morning-
ton's furious attack.

The Shell fellow was driven back
and back, till he wis under the trees
of the wood again, and all the time
Mornington was raining fierce bhlows
upon him,

A powerful drive sent Tracy spin-
ning at last, and he rolled gasping at
the foot of a treg. Mornington's eves
gleamed down at him.

*Get up, yon ecad!”

Tracy groanéd.

Do you want any more?” asked
Mornington befween his teeth.

“Hang you! No!” gasped Tracy.
“TIl make von suffer for this!"

“Get up and go, or I'll begin on
yvou with my @ boots,” aniwered
Morpmgton contemptuously,

Tracy dragged himsell to his feet.

fict ¢rashed into |

Prios

“ Do you think the police wouldn't

like to know what's going on at that
plzee?” sneered Tracy. °‘ Morny's
there with a gang of gambling out-
siders, breaking the law., Lei him
walli & bit. Tl make him sorry he's
| laid his'hands on me, the cad I™
“Tracv, sto %
With . a speering  laugh Tracy
| turned off the footpath and plunged
through the wood, tgking the shortest
cut towards Coombe.

Kit Erroll stood rooted to the
cround. :
There was no mistaking the

} malictous determination of the cad of
the Shell. What a more decent
fellow might have done from a sense
cf duty, Tracy intended to do from
malice ; but it came to the same thing.
It meant & police raid on Tickey
Tapp's headguarters—and Mornington
was there!

Erroll felt his brain whirl as he
thought of at.

| Morningtorn—taken by the police in

the midst of a gang of shady, disre-

putable gamblers, at an illegal
roulette den!  The thought almost
stunned him.

1t meant disgrace, rain, certain ex-
pulston from Rookwoed, with every
circumstance of shame and ignominy !

It meant that, without the shadow of

a doubt, to any Rookwood fellow

found at Tickey Tapp's den.

I Morrington had gone his way with

- ‘;
et ™,

“Your
gad, I'll make Morny sorry
ungalow, and I'm going to

mcv Tun“s I"FBBMER ! Tracy halted as he met Erroll face to face on the path.
pal did this ! muttered Tracy. "B
for it!"” ‘““Where is he now 7' asked Erroll uneasily. '* At Tickey Tapp's
- the police-station ! ™
“You're known to be a liar,” said With a look of bitter malice at the
Mornington. “ Bulkeley himseli has | jumior captain he limped away up the

punished vou for lving. Your word
1#n't worth mmch, old scout.”

Tracy trembled with rvage. He
realised that if Momington chose to
deny his accusation, he had no proof
of it to offer. He did not hold the
whip-hand so effectively as he had
supposed.

“Mind yvour own business, then,™

he mustered. *“You're gomn’. Why
shouldn’t I go?”
“Because I  wont let you"”

answered Mornington. * Never mind
whether I'm goin'—1 sha'n’t take the
trouble . to argue with you. But
you're going back to Rookwood, you
measly cad—and sharp! "

Tracy clenched his hands and strode
on. He was in too great a rage to
ieel, at the Moment, his usnal fear of
Mornington.

Moray caught him promptly by the
shoulder: Cet s

Whetner if was alingering sense of
duty, or simply his repugnapnee to
lave Tracy's eyes upon him while hie
was standmg at Tickey Tapp's green
table, the junior captain was quite
resolved that Tracy shoald not enter
the bungalow.

“Let go!” panied Tracy thickiy,

“Get back !”

|

taatpath. |

Mornington watched him €l the
thicket hid him from - sight; then,
witli a contemptuous smile, turned on
his heel and strode:swiftly towards the
bungalow.

“Oh gad! Ow!" mumbled Tracr,
as e dragged-himself along the foot-
path. “Oh! By gad, I'll make him
repent this—and I know a way. Qw!”

*“Hallo! What 2

Tracy halted as he met Rit Erroll
favte to face on the path. Erroll
stared at his bruised face.

“Your pal did this.™
Tracy, " Morny. by gad!
make him sorry for it. Oh!

“Where is Morny ?” asked
uneasily,

* xone ndo Twckey Tapp's bunga-
low to gﬂirkhh‘__" hissed Tfiﬁb‘:_’ﬂ'. “He's
beaten me off, the cheeky cad! But
I'll make -him sit up for 1t!  Let him
vait a liktle.””

“Xeit're not gowng to speak at
Rookwood ! exciatined Erroil.

Tracy gave a bitter laugl.

“No; Morny's pointed ont thas
that coek won't fight. 1've thought
of something betier than that. I'm
gong to the police-station.™
= "\that : Lk

muttered
But T'IH
O 2™

Ernoll

l

wiltil obstinacy, flouting his chum,
soorfiing his good comnsel, reckless of
the consequences. But he was still
Erroll’s chum, and it was of his good
| qualities, not of his reckless folly, that

Kit Erroll thought then.

His mind was gquickly made yp. Of
the danger to himself he hardly
thought ; his only thought was to save
Mormington, if he was vet in time.
And as Tracy of the Shell tramped

broke into a rén along the footpath,
and he was heading for Tickey Tapp's
bungalow on the heath,

The 4th Chapter.
The QGreen Table.

* Make your game, gentlemen '

A fat, coarse-featured man droned
out. the words as he sat before the
roulette-wheel,

Mommmgton of Rookwood poshed
aside the hangings in the doorwas,
and entered the roulette-room as

Tickey Tapp was speaking.

{ came m, and gave him a feendly nod.
He recognised one of the best cus-
tomers ef his peculiar business,

There were a dozen punters in the
rogm already, gathered round the

away through the wood, Kit Erroll |

Tickey Tapp glanced at him as he :*

2
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green cloth, .and the game was going
; strong - when Morny entered.

The dandy of Rookwood came up $o
| the table,

~ Make your game, gents!”

Coins and eurrency notes. fluitered
on toe board. © With a twist of his
band, Tickey Tapp sent ihe wheel
spmning, and spun the little ivory ball
in the opposite direction. Muost cves
were fixed on the spinning wheel
Zrowing more eager as it slowed
down, and the ball spun past the
little numbered pockets.

On the green cloth of the table
were yellow numbers, corresponding
to the numbers on the wheel. The
number of the pocket in which the
ball finally rested was the winning
number, and the unthinking punters
fondly imagined that it rested there
by chance. On one number—ij—a
wealthy punter placed a five-pound
note, and, if 17 came up, Tickey Tapp
was bound to pay him £175 by the
rules of the game—thirty-five times
the amount of the stake. And, as a
few such coups would have cleared
Mr. Tapp out of all his resources, it
was pretty certain that sauch 2 win
would not happen often, if it hap-
pened at all.

Mornington, mindiul of what Erroli
had said, in spite of himself, watched
| ite turn instead of playing.

The wheel slowed and slowed, and
ihe ball dropped into & pocket. It
aropped in at 5—a good distunce from
17 on the wheel. Tickey Tapp had
not run ihe remotest risk of 17 turn-
Mg up & winoing number.

Moms's brow clouded.

The incident. bore out Erroll's
statement that the croupier was able
to turn up whatever numbers he
chose, from skill and long practice
at spinning the wheel. Sometimes,
doubtless, he biundered, bat, as =
rule, he could rely upon his-skill.
He did not need fo exert it alivays.
When most of the numbers were
| covered, it was enough to let the ball
, run by chance, for it was certain then
thag, whoever won, the bank would
win maore. There could only be one
wihning number, and there might be
thirty-five losing cnes, as well as zero.
But when a large and reckless stake
portended danger to the bank, the
croupier called upon his skill.

Mornington's hand was  in  his
pocket on the banknotes little "Erhert
had lent him, or, rather, given him.
Dut he did not draw out the money.

1 In spite of the fever of gambling

that burned in hiz veins, Errolls
warning weighed upon him. To play
| and lose was one thing, but to throw
| his money into the grasp of =
swindler was quite another: that was
not even gambling—it was sheer -
imbectlity.

And Morny resolved to watch the
game 3 little before he played. It
was the dawn of retorning good sense.

*Make your game, genis!”

Tickey Tepp had taken in his win-
nings—a considerable sum, ncluding
the five-pound note of the wealthy
punter. He had the ball in hand,
ready for.2 new spin.

Momington stood
watching,

The room was hot and stuffy, the
windews covered with dark curtains
to prevent possible observation from
without. There was a cloud of cigar-
etle-smoke in the air. Somehow it
was borne in npon Morny's fastidious
mind, as never before, in what dingv
surroundmgs he was finding himself.
¢ Next to him stood a fat man, evi-
| dently a' bookmaker, who was warm
+ with whisky and perspiration.- Morny
moved a httle away from him. The
scales seemed to be fallinz from his
eves. Somehow the rouletie-table was
losing its fascination already.

Money showered on the green cloth
again.

Tickey Tupp's patrons evidently had
“money to burn.”  Without it it
was not much use visiting Mr. Tapp.
At the roulette-table only reade cash
was admitted. |
I The wheel was spinning again, and
i the ball revolving. Among smalle:
| stakes, thers were three fivers on the
table—on numbers 17, 1B, and 36
And’it was zero that came up.

Mornimngton's frown deepened.

In the next round the fat book-
| maker placed a five-pound note. on
zero. And zero came up again, and
Tickey Tapp passed a bunch of bank-
notes %o the winner. There weas a2
murmur round the table, and Momyv
started. ; ‘

But at the same time—his eves
opened now, as it were—he caught the
furtive smile that passed between
Tickey Tapp and the beockmaker.

And he understood.

The two were confederates in the
game, and the preternded punter was
aliowed fo win to enconrage the
others. Tickey Tapp's banknotes hasd
| been paid over fo an apparent winner,
but they were still ¥in the business.”

motionless,
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Mornington had been determined
not to listen to Erroll’s counsel; he
had been determined to fling con-
sideration to the winds. But he could
not helop himself.

The warning had taken effect, and
he could not help it; his natural
strotig sense would not allow him to
be deceived now that his eyes were
UPEHEd. '

He felt & sickening at the heart.

The glamour of the game of chance
was gone now—now that he knew it
wis not a game of chance at all, but
& deliberate swindle which was worked
as an absolute cerfainty—for the
bank.

He felt disgust and contempt for the
obtuseness of the punters, who could
not see what was so plain to him, for-
‘getting that a very short time before
he had been as blind as the rest.

He still watched, without playing.

Some of the punters, he noted,
seemed to have lingering doubts, in
spite of themselves, for they were
careful to place their stakes afier the
wheel had started, and the croupier
had taken his hand from it. There
was only one reason why they should
do so—u lingering doubt that the
croupier could control the wheel.
After he had taken his hands from it
they felt safe fo stake.

Morny found himself watching one
of those cautious punfers He was a

yvoung man with a vacant face, a fair
moustache, and an eveglass, evidently
wealthy, He had lost again and
again, and now he was playing for
larger stakes, and carefully reframing
irom placing them till the wheel had
started.

But he continued to lose.

Onee or twice, when he threw on
a pound note, he won. But when he
piaved with fivers and tenners he had
no luck. The explanation was simple
enough. Tickey Tapp could afford to
leave sovereign stakes to chance, but
he could not afford to pay out hun-
dreds of pounds. .

Sgme secret conirivanee, invisible
to the players, existed, which enabled

Tickey Tapp to control the wheel sur- |

reptitiously up to the very moment
that 1t stopped.

Mornington’s lip curled.

His money remained in his pocket.
He had come there to gamble, not to
throw his banknotes away; and now
he knew that by placing them on the
green cloth he was throwing them
away as surely as if he had dropped
them into one of the old quarries on
the heath.

The knowledge thaf the game was

“rigged * did what appﬂa‘ls to his

better nature had failed to do. Maorny

was “‘ fed up.”

But with that feeling there came
shame for what he was doing—szhame
at his wvile surroundings and the
wretched greed that had brought him
there.

And this was Sunday !

A hot flush came into Momington's
cheeks, He made a step towards the
doorway. And as he did so there
sounded throuzgh the rocom a loud
knocking.

Knock, knock, knock !

The 5th Chapter.
Saved by His Chum,

Tickey Tapo started to his feet.

Knrock, knock!

The wheel was revolving, but no
onc regarded it now. For at the
sound of the loud and insistent knock-
e one alarming thought was in all
minds.

“The police!™

The hangings a2t the door were
pulled hastily aside, and a startled
faco looked 1n, the face of the door-
keeper of the bungalow.

“What is it1" mutiered Tickey
Tapp.

“The police!” muttered Morning-

ton, and his heart was like lead within
him.
Tickey Tapp hurriedly followed the
man from the room. Marnington
caught the doorkeeper’s burried
whisper. :

“There's a young gent, sir. He
says the police——"

Tickey*Tapp locked back from the
doorway.

“Calm  vourselves, gentlemen!
There’s 2 way out in case of need.
No one need be alarmed.”

Then he disappeazed.

Mornington followed him dowzn the
passage.
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“What the—"' Tickey Tapp was
beginning.

Mornington ran forward.

“Erroll, you here? Are vou mad!™

“I came to warn you, Morny——>

“But, the police For good-
ness’ sake, clear—"

“T've come for yvou—"

“Look ‘ere! Wot does this ere
mean ™ interrupted Tickey Tapp.
*“You've been hammering on the doer
tidl you was let in, young feller. Now,
wot do you want? You've come to
give us the office—"

Erroll gave the sharper a stare of
contempt.

“You!" he said scormfully. “1I'd
be zlad to see you in the hands of the
police, more than glad! I've come to
warn my friend. Morny, come with
me at once, Tracy's gone to the

| police-station, and they may be here

any minute now!”

“By gad!” mutiered Mornington.

“So we've been given away, have
we?” muttered Tickey Tapp savagely.

“You have, and serve yon right!"”
answered Erroll coldiy.
police will be here before vou ecan
escape. Moaorny, come—come ; there's
not a moment to lose !

He turned to the door.

The doorkeeper had put on the
chain after admitting Erroll, and the
Rookwood junior removed it.

“Come ! he =aid.

* Better keep in cover if the beaks
are about!” said ‘Tickey Tapp.
*There's another way out.”

“Keep it for your rascally associ-
ates!” said Erroll
time. Morny, come—come [”

He threw open the door.

Mornington followed him from the

bungalow without a word. The door |
b - defeat your object. As soon as he hae

was slammed after them, and the
chain rattled into ite place,

Erroll’s eves swept over the open
heath that glimmered far and wide in
the afternoon sunshine. From the
direction of the village two or three
police helmets could be seen bobbing
amidst the gorse. The police were
coming already!

“You fool, Kit!” muttered Mom-
ingion. “*You fool!
what you've risked by comin’ here?"

“1 know! Come, Momy!”

Erroll took his chum’s arm in his

grasp, and started towards the wood. |

Morny ran with him. without protest.

Every minute was precious now, for
if the police arrived it was certain that
ther would stop anFone seen leaving
the bungalow.

But there was still time.

The two juniors plunged into the
shades of the wood,' and the thick
trecs swallowed them up and 'con-
cealed them. Then Valentine Mommn-
ington stopped.

*“Come on, Morny !” urged Esroll.
*“Rookwood's the safest place now.
Some of the cads there 'may talk i
the police—" 5 1

“They won't be nabbed now,” eaid
Mornington coollyv. “There's 4 secret

wayv out, and they've had warnin’.”

Erroll bit his lip hard,

“It was for your sake I came,
Morny,” he said. ‘‘For the rest, I'd
be glad to see them taken!”

“They're no worse than I was.”

“I don’t agree with you, Morny.
But come on—come on——"

“Let's walt and see what happens.
We're saie here, old top.”

Mornington clambered upon a
branch, and looked out over the
heath. In the distance, towards the

village, appeéared a policeman’'s
' t&lmit. Mornington drew a deep
reatn.

The police had last little time i
acting upon the Infermation given
them. A little Jater, and all weuld
have been lost—for Mornington!
Erroll's warning had come in time to
save him !

He dropped from the tree.

“Come on!” he said abruptly.

The chums hurried along the foot-
path. What was happening at the
bungalow they did not know, and they
cared nothing. Whether Tickey Tapp
and his honourable company had
escaped in time, or whether they were
rounded up in the gambling den, was
a matter of small moment, The two
juniors were thinking of their own
NATTOW escape.

They hurried on in silence.

Not a word was spoken till they
reached Rookweod. Jimmy Siiver
was standing in the gateway, chatting
with "Erbert of the Second Form.
'Erbert looked up guickly at Valen-
tine Mornington,

Morny ecame up, unheeding the
dark frown that gatbhered on Jimmy
Silver’s brow. i

“J—I've been wailtin’ here for you

| %0 come in, Master Morny,” mutieped

In the little hall of the bungalow |

a junior in Etoms was standing, and
Mornington ustered an exclamation as

he saw him.
It was Kit Erroll.

'Brbert. “I—1—"
Morningion smiled.
“Tve got something here for
kid,” he said. “I find I eha’n’t want

f-C’ant:‘nq:d on page 371.)
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. THE RIGHT

" BOY " McCORMIOK.

Holder of Lord Lonsdals’s Champion-
ship Beidt,

SOME FAVOURITE BLOWS USED
IN MODERN BOXING.

In mntroducing to yvour notice some
blows that are meore or less used by
present-day exponents of the * noble
art,” I should likxe to impress upon
you the fact that it is not wise to
gpecialise in any particular one. I
am gomng to repeat once more that it
15 absolutely necessary to wvary all
vour methods in boxing. By special-
ising 1 any particular &E)lnw. or using
one as your favourite punch, you are
likely to get into that masty habit of
being a “one punch boxer.” An
opponent, without overworxing bhis
brain, would scon discover that you
rely principally on a certain punch,
and would accordingly set his plans to

found ways and means of avoiding
that puneh, you will find yourself as
like to a battleship without a gun, and
will be cnnsidﬁraglj disconcerted.

In starting, I will take the right-

arm parry and the left to the face,

As your opponent leads off with the
left, guard with your right, and
imimediately counter with your left to

the face. This is the first counter in
boxing.
THE RIGHT PUNCH TO THE

RIBS.

This blow, which is wvery useful
if performed in the proper manner,
will, in nine cases out of ten, send an
adversary clean off his feet. Wait for
him to lead off with his left, parry his
blow with vour leff, kpocking his arm
& trifie upwards, uncg vou will find
that vou have exposed the whole of
the left side of his body. Bring your
foot a trifie forward as you send your
hand to his ribs {side) thus catching
tam off his balance and sending him
over.

Another zood move is to draw your
nﬁpor_lant by sending a left swing to
the Jaw. and mssing intentionally.
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Quickly reverss the position
{left straight to the jaw.

He will inevitably come forward to
counter, and will be surprised with a
jarting punch to the jaw, if you will
anly %ring vour hand back in the
roverse direction to which you started
vour swing. Remember to hit back-
wards with the knuckle part of the
glove.
CROSS COUNTER,
This punch 15 likely to end any
combat, provi you have judged
your distance timed wour blow.
Wait for 2 leit lead, slip same to your
right, and quickly bring the right
shoulder round, sending your right
over his extended leif arm to the jaw.

THE BOYS’ FRIEND
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Personal Hints from the Light
Heavy - Weight Champion of

Great Britain.

By catching him on the angle of the
jaw you wiil bave found the “ point,”

and most likely put him to sleep for

a brief period.

Another effective guard and counter

is to knock his left lead aside (to your
left) with the right hand, turning
your shoulders in the process so that
your right shoulder 1= in advance of

Prica
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holding his left in readiness to follow
up his right swing.

| THE STRAIGHT LEFT TO THE

BODY & THE LEFT TO THE JAW.

These blows can be brought into
luse either as counters or by taking the
mitiative yourself. You can walt for
your opponent to lead off with his
left, and parry with your righs, send-
ing the left straight to the body as
you step in, and then with the same

nd hooking him clean to the jaw
over his right guard. The first punch
to the body will make him gasp, drop
his guard a trifle, and bring his head
forward to meet vour left hook that is
on the way. He is running into this
latter blow, and this makes it doubly
pumishing—in fact, with sufficient
force, will probably knock him out.

If you are attempting this blow
without a lead, just step in with the
left foot confidently, and send the left
straight to the body as indicated, and
nen hook the same hand to the jaw.

Theso are the blows that are chiefiv
used in boxing, and vou will do well
to practise them verv carefully at first
with a friend, not forgetting th

Another lﬁﬁiivn guard and counter is to knock your opponent's left
lead to your left with the right hand, turning vour shoulders in the
process. .

the left, and your left hand well back. [ slightest detail, and in time they will

As soon as his left has passed youn,

uickly reverse the position of the
shoulders and send the left siraight to
the jaw. In knocking the blow aside,
you want to time vourself so that you
catch him near about the wrist with
your rvight palm; this will spin him
slightly off his valance and turn him
round a trifle, exposing the left side of
his jaw where your counter should

!

O s

the shoulders and send your

(See eccompanying Article),

i

land. The quick turning of the
shoulders will give you great power
behind your counter, apd will also
give you the extra reach which is
necessary for you to land vour hit.
THE LIVER PUNCH.

You can nearl§ always get this

home by stepping inside wour oppo- |

nent's right swing and sending the
left hard to tbe right side, just below
the ribs, where the liver is situated.
This is a very painizl punch when

delivered with sufficient force, but

whilst getiing 1t home, be prepared
to guard with your right in case he is

|
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come automastcally to you. ‘

You will notice whilst you. are
going through the different counters
and leads how essential it is to get
that mechanieal turn of the shonlders
when vou are ‘delivering blows. To
zet home your counters it is necessary
to use up the whole of your treach,
and yvou will find that without follow-
ing these instructions, your attempts
will seldom reach your opponent, and
the few timues thev do land, little
power will be behind them.

Remember always that the force of
your punch comes from your body,
and not from the large mustles you
may happen to possess. 3

Always poise yourself comfortably
upon vour feet, and move frégly and
easily upon your toes. Don't waste
too much energy by sparring round
your opponent unnecessarilyv. That's
zll right for exhibition boxing, but
not for the real thing. A point to be
remembered when practising side-
stepping is not to cross the legs, 1if .
this is done, vou can imagine what &
splendid opportunity 1t presents to
your opponent if he is at all sharp,
and & knock-down is the general re-
sult. This mistake is made time and
again by beginners. PR

Never thrust the chin too far for-
ward. It mav leok aggressive, but
there again, if your opponent is sharp,
it offers such 2 tempting bait for the
knock-out. Keep it sunk fairly well

*on the neck. T should like torsay a

few words on self-control, which is
s0 very important a factor .fo the
boxer, and should be cultivated from
the beginning. Temper very. seldom
triumphs over & cocl and level-headed
opponerit, and, as is often the case,
meets its just reward. Box for the
sport of the thing, and if .you get
hurt take it smiling.

In the concluding article next week
I intend to give you some advice on
training for boxing that will help you
a great deal both ‘with regard to vour
abilities and your health jn general.
It is necessary to be fit morally and
physically fo become an able exponent
of the great spart of sclf-defenee, and
the hints that I will give vou will
elp you in an apprecizble manner to
attain that fitness.
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The 1st Chapter.

In Merciless Hands.

Dawn flushed upon the wide waters
of the Pacific.

A glimmer of light on the seas, a
rosy flush in the eastern sky, and
ithen the red sun was above the
waters, and 1t was day.

Frank Richards & Co. were still
sleeping.

They had slept littla during the
night, while the brig Ocean Queen
was ploughing her way westward
over the wide ocean. But towards
dawn,; fthe chums of Cedar Creek,
overcome by weariness, had sunk into
siumber in their chairs, their heads
resting on their arms on the cuddy
table, ;

Thers was a step on the companion-
ladder, and Benedetto, the Italian,
came down.

The dusky face of the Italian
showed signs of weariness; he had not
closed ~his eyes that night. But
weary as he was, the mutineer of the
Ocean Queen was keenly on the alert

His revolver was stuck in his belt,
ready to bis hand if he needed it—and
it was likely enongh that he micht
need 1t ab a2ny moment. Single-
handed, the mutineer had taken
command of the brig—and he dared
not sicep. His dusky face wrinkled
irfo a grinv as be locked round the
cabire.

The three s&choclboys, sleeping at
the table. were not the only occu-
pangs, The mate of the brig, and two
seamen, Iiay on inattresses on the
floor, bandaged and helpless. Frank
Richards & Co. had done what they
could for the vietims who had ifallen
under the Italian’s revolver in the
struggle for the brig. Wun Pang, the
Chinese cabin-boy and coock, was
geated near the wounded men, rock-
mg to and fro, and rubbing a huge
bruise on his pigtailed head. He
blinked at the Italian with a look of
terror,  but Benedetto paid him no
heed, .

*Walke yp!”™

Frank Richards started out of his
sleep.

He rubbed his eves, and stared
rather dazedly at the evil, mocking
face of the mutimeer.

For the moment it was difficult for
Frank to romember where lie was:
and e expected to ese round him the
familiap, walls of lLis room: at the
Lawless Ranch, 11r the distant Thonip-
son Valley of British (Columbia,

Bat the dusky face before him re-
called him to himself.

He started to his feet, his eyves
gleaming.

Bob Lawless and Vere Beauclore
awoke at the same moment and rose.
They eved the mutinecer grimly.

Benedetio touched lightiv the butt
af the revolver in his belt. 1t was a
hint to the chumis of Cedar Creek to
be careful, and 1 was not lost on
them,

The mutineer was master of the
situation.

In the skipper’s state-room, Capiain
Finn stifl lay unconscious from the
terrible blow the raffian had dealt him
in' his slumber. His revolver was in
Benedetio’s possesion—and it was the
only firearm on board the Oecean
Queen. And the Italian had alreads
proved that he was a dead shot.

*“ Buon giorno, signorimi !™ grinned
Denedetto.

The schoolboys did nof answer.

*“Ah! You are sullen!” said Bene-
detto. *I6 will not serve yon,
signorili.’ He touched the butt of

the revelver again. *“1 am master
here. You have seen me shooi?” He
made a gesture towards the mat-
tresses. - Do you wish to join them 7"

He smiled, as the chums of Cedar
Creek were shill silent.

“There 15 no other firearm on the
ship ! continwed Benedetio. “ There
was a rifle, and the mate's revolver—
T have dropped them into the sea.
You onderstand? Every life om
board- 1s at mv merey. On shore, in
Canada, you know what. awaits me.”

|

an -command of the ship.
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“A rope!” growled Bob Lawless
savagely.

Benedetto nodded.

“E vero!" he assented. ** And so
vou understand, signorini, that I shall
not stick at irifies. Cospeito! You
have seen that already! The bng is

shorthanded now—and I shall require }

vour services on deck, now that 1 am
You will
turn 1o, and pull apd haul with the
crew. You understand? Other-
wise——" ’

He tapped the revolver again.

“We understand,” said Frank
Richards curtly. **You have the
upper hand now, Benedetto.”

“T mean to keep it! The brig will
gerve  my furn, and Jand me some-
where on the coest of Californis,
where T am not known. Fer some

days I shall need 1t.

After that, you

BY . ..
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Benedeito, can get ashore; he dares
not go rear & port.”

“IWhat a life—while it laats ™

“We may turn the tables on him
Fﬂf.'ll

*Hush !I”

Benedetto came out of the capfam’s
state-room, which opened upon the
cuddy.

He called to the Chinee.

“Wuan Pang!"

“Allee  lightee !” whimpered Wun
Pang. *' Me comee.”

“ Breakfast.”

“¥You bet—me gettee—allee light.”

There was no doubt that the Chinee
would obey the orders of the new
commander of the Ocean Queen. IHe
was trembling in every himb as the
black eves' of the Italian glittered
at him.

Benedetio can get ashore; he dare

THE BOYS' FRIEND
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Benedeito fixed his black eyes upon
the chums of Cedar Creek.

“¥Yes,” said Frank,

“'Take wyour truck into the fore-
castle. You will berth forward with
the hands now.”

“Oh!"” said Frank. : 3

* Get' the wounded men movea nto
the forecastle also. And the sooner
the befter.”

“They are better where ther are,”
said Frank anxiously. “*There’s
yrecious little room in the forecastle,

enedetto, and 1t may be dangerous
to move them.”

Benetletto shrugged his shoulders,

*Obey my order!” he answered.

“Bu:—"

‘* Listen to me, signorino. I shall
not repeat my orders to you. Take
them into the forecastle, or throw
them into the sea, if you choose; but
the cuddy must be left clear.”

“Very well ! said Frank quiedly.

"Fhe Iialian’s orders had to be
Frank Richards could guess
his object easily enough. He in-
tended to have the after part of the
brig to himself, for safety's sake.

The crew lent assistance, and the
wounded men and the unconscfous
captain were bmu{ght up and con-
veved into the stuff
laid in the -bunks there. Then the
schoolboys tock their own bags mnto
the foc’s’le.  Only the Chinese cook
remained in the cuddy; from him
Benedetto had nothing to fear.

The Italian descended for breakiast,
the hapless Wun Pang waiting on
him in fear and trembling.

The crew muttered together on the
deck while he was below, and one of
the half-castes showed a2 knife, and
his teeth at the same time. But they
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SURPRISING THE MUTINEER!

The big boatswain crept nearer, marlinespike in hand, but at the next step there was a

him in tense silence.

sudden move from the Italian.

¢an go where you please. But :f you
raise a Gnger against me while I am
aboard I shall sheot you down like a
dog. XKeep that m mma.™

The Italian passed on, and entered
the skipper's state-room.

Captain Finn stall lay unconscious in
is bunk.

Frauk Richards & Co. looked at one
another as thev heard the Italian in
the skipper’'s state-room at work. He
was breaking open a locker, and they
could guess that he was in search of
plunder, The mutineer did not mean

| to leave the brig empty-handed, when

he made his escape from her.

“The - awful rascal!” mutiered
Beauclerc.

Frank Richards clenched his hands.

* He's got to be downed somehow,”™
he whispered. '

““Take care, old chap; he means
what be said. There's been prootf
enough of that.”

“T know !”

Bob Lawless made a grimace.

““1 guess this is 2 tophole holiday
for us!” he said dismally. *1 never

reckonec-on this when we came awayv’

from Cedar Creek School for a holiday
by the Pacific. I—I say, I guess I've
landed vou fellows.in this! It was
my idea to have a run down the coast
in a tramp brigz—and this 15 how it is
turning-cut.™

“TI¢ may tum out better yet.” said
Frapk, * It will be some days before

turned to the deck, making the chums
of Cedar Creek a sign to follow him
there.

The 2nd Chapter.
Playing 'Possum.

Frank Richards & Co. looked round
them as they came out on the deck of
the Ocean Queen, el

The wide Pacific lay glistening in
the morning sunlight, and a hght
breeze plaved over the waters, and
filled the patched canvas of the old
oveann. tramp. The brig moved
through the waters due westward, and
the Canadian mountains had long
sunk out of sight below the horizon.
Round the vessel lay the waste of
waters, with a sail or two dotting the
blue in the distance. Benedetto
rapped out an order to the man at the
wheel — a Mexican balf-caste. The
Italian was very careful to keep out of
hailing distance, and as far as possible
ont of sight of any other vessel

There were five men on deck, mn-
cluding the helmsman—all that re-
mained of the ecrew. Two lay

wounded below in the cuddy, with the 1

mate. And the seamen had evidently
riven up any idea of disputing the
Italian's authority. Mest of them wers
dagoes, and though guick enough in
a guarrel, with fis¢ or knife, they were
not of the kind to resist a Tesolute and
merciless ruffian like Benedetto. He
was prepared to shoot them down at a
sign; aud they knew i&

"

Closer and closer the boatswain drew, and the crew watched
iIf the Italian slept one

minute

detto appeared on deck sguain.

The Italian glanced at the sca, and
up at the sails, and rapped cut orders
to the crew. The course of the bng
was changed ageain, Now that the
vessel was far out of sight of land,
she was put upon a southerly course,
the Italian’s intention being {0 run
her ashore i some lonelv part of the
coast of Oregon or California, and
escape with the plunder he had se-
cured.

What happened to the brig or her
crew after that he did not care.

As the sun rose higher, blazing heat
poured down upon the Ocean Queen.
The Italian stood leaning upon the
taffrail, his eyes alertly abeug him.
But weariness was evidently gaining
upon him, and Frank Richards & Co.
noted 1t with satisfdetion. Sconer or
later the rascal must sleep, and then

Benedetio siid into 2 sitting posture
at last, his back against the taffrail,
and his chin dropped on his breast.

Whether he was asleep was uncer-
tain; but his eves were clesed now,
though the revolver wes noew in his
hand.

Frank Richards glanced af his
chums.

“There are marlinespikes here,” he
said in a low voice. ** What do you
fellows think——" |

*Look |7 muttered Bob.
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One of $he crew was beginning to
move. stealthily towards the mefion-
less Ifalian.: Tt was the boatswain—
a big, broad - shouldered New
Eunglander. He had a marlinespike in

15 hand,  If he came within reach of
the sleeping Italian, 1t - was clear
gnough what bhe intended to do.
~ The chums of Cedar Creek watched
him,

None ventured to make a move-
ment, lest the Italian should awake.

Benedetto did not seem conscious
of his danger.

His head remaimed sunk farward,
arnd his breathing was rezular: his
face was in shadow, but his eyes
appeared closed.

Closer and closer the boatswam
drew, silently, and ‘the crew watched
him in tense stillness.

Frank Richards could almest hear
his heart beating as he watched.

If the Italian slept one minute more®

The biz boatswain was witlhin six
feet of hun, the merhnespike gripped
in his powerful band. But at the
next step there was a sudden inove-
ment from the Italian.

His richt hand swept up, with the
revolver 1n 1k

Crack }

The boatswain staggered back
with a cry, and fell upon the deck,
the marhnespike crashing to the
planks,

*“Oh!” panted Frank Richatds.

Benedetio sprang to his feet, the
smoking revoiver 1n his hand, and his
glittering glance swept along the
deck.

There was a mocking grin upon his
swarthy face,

He was prepared for a rush, -but
the rosh did pot come. The haif-
caste seamen scuttled forrard.

Bob Lawless clenched his hands.
“Playing 'possum !” he muttered
between his teeth. *“ It was & trick
—he was never asleep——"’

The lialian Jaughed lightly.

“Richards !” be called out.

Frank approached him.

“Pitch that carrion info the sea.”

&4 \viiat?”

The wounded boafswain was groan-
ing at Frank Richards’ feet. The
ball was in the shoulder, and he was
compleieiy disabled.

“*Throw him overboard!™

Frank’s eves flashed.

“71 shall do nothing of the kind,”
he answered, setting s & Are
vou mad, Benedeito? Do you think
you <can make me into a murderer
Iike yourself 77

The revolver rose to a level, and
Frank Richards felt a sickness at the
heart 2s he loocked af .. He wgs
looking death in the face. But
nothing would have indured him to
obey thesavage order. The wounded

| boatswain groaned again.

- B

For a moment the Iftalian locked as

if he would pull trizger. - Bui per-
haps some recolicction crossed his
i mind that it was Frank who- had

- e s o s e e
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eiped to save him from: the sea—or
help :
pechaps he remembered that the brig
was dangerously short-banded now.
He lowered the revolver with a hight
lauzh,

“Carry him away, then,” he said.

| *Let him live! I think these rogues

have had their lesson!

Franlk drew a deep breath.

The Italian turned awdy, rolling a
cigarette, and the wounded boat-
swain was carrted to the forecastie. A
Little later, Benedetto sat 1 the
shadow of a boat swinging at the
davits, and closed his eyes agamn.

- .- - ! But he was not likely to be attacked
were alert and obedient when Bene- | thi:.:; B J ey

The crew of the oceaun
tramp had learned that the mutineer
slept with one eve cpen, and whether
asleep or awake, Penedetio was not
likely to be attacked azain.

The 3rd Chapter.

A Desperate Attempt.
The day passed m a shimmering
blaze of heat on the blue Pacific.

Franlk Richards & Co. worked with
the remainder of the crew. at the

orders of the Ifalian; but there was
little to do but trim the sails. - One
of the hali-caste scamen was kept at
the helm, and the brig rolled and
ploughed eon her way  scuthward.
Sails appeared I the distance, but
the watchful Italian avoided coming
near them.

Dusk set 111 at last, and relieved the
heat.

Captaan Fimn had recovered con-
sciousness, but he was ill 1n his bunk
in the forecastle. The chums of
Cedar Creek spent a good deal of
their fime n tending the skipper and
the wounded seammen. The state of
affairs had been expiained to Captain
Finn, but he was too badly hurt to
think of making any attempt to re-
capture his ship. All the wounded
men were badly in need of a doctor’s
care, but there was no chance of thai
till Iand was touched—perhaps, in
deed, not then. Frank Brichards &
Co. were in dread thet one or anothes
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of them might sink under his injuries, ]

and that the shadow of death might
fall upon the Ocean Queen. But as
yvet the worst had not happened.

Glad enough were the chums when
evening descended upon the ocean;
the twilight quickly deepening mto
darkness. With her lights glimmer-
ing iuto the gloom, the brig forged
on. DBenedetto was still on deck,
peering oceasionally into the shadows
of the sea. Frapnk Richards and his
chums drew forward, near the fore-
mast, and spoke fogether i low
tones,

“This can’t go on much longer,”
Frank muttered, * There will be
death in the forecastle i the men
there don't gct proper esitention.
Something’s got to be done, you
fellows 1"

“The crew won't raise a finger
again,” said Vere Beauclere.

“Not likely, T guess,” remarked
PBob Lawless. ““We've got to handle
the dago, if he's going to be haudled
1t all.  We could make the land in &
few hours, if we gzot rid of him. But
hﬂ‘l-'-:——-'-” -

Frank Richards wrinkled his brows,

He was getting into a mood 'of des-
peration, as were his chums. The
three schuclbovs were In a to
take risks, if there was any hope of
success.  Indeed, as matters were,
their lives were not worth much, for
at any - time the reckless mutineer
might break out into murderous
ferocity. During the aftermoon he
had been below several times, and
the schoolboys had heard him rum-
maging for valnables.

“The bruta won't even close his
eves,” muttered Bob Lawless; “or
if?-' he doas, we can’t tell if he's asleep.
1 giiess ifs no go, Franky. Gan't
argue with a loaded revolver, in the
grip of a crack-shot like that dago.
it's only asking to be drilled.”

“1 wonder——"' muttered Frank,

ik 1“:'&1' ?H

“When he goes below again——""

“* Harder to suckle him below than
e deck,” said Bob, with a shake of
the head. *““He would have us at
his mercy there.”

“1 wasn't shinking of that. 1 was
thinking that when he comes up the
compamon-ladder—it's dark now—
the moment he pués s bead out on
deck——"

Frank paused.

Bob's eyes gleamed,

“J—I wonder!” he said.
failed—"

“1§ we failed, it's death!” Frank
Richards shivered a hittle. “ DBat 1t
may be that, anyway. How do we
know what be intends? When he
runs the ship ashore, what may he

§ Lk

do theu?

“He will vamoose, I reckon.”

“.And leave us to set the police
after him¥"

Bob started.

“ By gum ! I guess——"

“You'voe seen what a villain he is.
He's much more likely to scuttle the
ship, and wuse his revolver on wus,
than to leave us to help bring him %o
justice.”

“The awful villain!
likely enough.”

“We'll try vour scheme; Frank, if
wa get a chance,” said Vere Beau-
clere quietly.* The lives of everyone
on hoard may depend on it.”

“That's what 1 was thinkmg. Get
hold of something to use as a
weapou, and keep it hidden.”

* Right-ho I’

The chums separaied ; thev did nof
wish Benedetto to observe them talk-
1n% togéther teo much, _

hev were in & subdued mood—
but quite determined. Life or death
hung upcu a chance now, and they
wore quite ready to take the chance,

Bob Lawless found an iron belt,
which he concealed about him, and
' grrﬂ:z!-:B;&h;urt, !I;hi;kdhmpth?f WDE-EL

ere uelero shp into his pockot
a big olasp-knife belonging tﬂmﬁm
boatswain. So fur as they could
prepare for the struggle, they had
prepeced. It only remeined to waich
for their opportamity.

The opportunity was long in coming.

Benedetto seemed i no hurry to go
below.

Master. of the brig as he was, his
situation was full of terfible peril, and
he realised it clearls.

The crew remained on deck; the
forecastie - was crowded with the
wounded in the bunks; and, besides,

“ ¥ we

T guess it's

{Continued from
the previous page.)

Benedetto did not allow them to
go off wateh. His rest in the
afternoon seemed to have re-
freshed him, and he paced the

rapping out a direction to the
halfvaste at the whegl. Wun
Pang, the Chinee, put his pigtail out
of the companon, and announced
that supper was ready, and then at
last the Italian went below.

In the glimmer of the stars Frank
Richards & Co. exchanged a quick
look. The hour had come.

The chums of Cedar Creek were
tired, but they did not think for a
moment of sleep. Before their eves
closed again their fate was to be put
to the test. They stole quictly aft,
and gathered round the companion-
hatch. Ingide the companion a small
lamip was burning, and Bob Lawless
stlently extinguished it.

Then the schoolboys waited.

The few members of the crew on
deck had observed their action, but
they did not speak, or make 3 move-
ment. If the chums of Cedar Creek
tackled the mutineer, they had to
tackle him by themselves—though,
doubiless, the knives of the half-castes
would be ready if they suceeeded.

They walted with beating hearts

Below, they could hear the Italian
in the cuddy., and occasionally his
voice was audible, snupping an order
to Wun Pang. ‘The scent of a strong
cheroot came from below at last.
Benedetto was smoking one of the
captain’s Mexican cheroots after his
supper. They heard him push back
his chair and rise from the fable.

“Now!” whispered Frank Rich.
ards. :

* Hush ! :

The footsteps of Benedetto were
heard below. They heard him mut-
ter to himself in Twlian, doubtless
because the light in the companion
was out.

Then his footsteps came up the

In the shadow of the hatch the
chums of Cedar Creek waited, their
E;w_ts in their hands, their hearts

Benedeito stepped lLightly out on
deck.

Crash !

The iron belt, iz Bob Lawleas’
hand, crashed fairly in the dusky face
of the mutineer, and he re back
with a scream of pain.

His revolver was in his hand the
pext nstant.

But before he could use it, Frank |

Richards struck with the wooden
billet, and the Italian's arm dropped
paralysed to his side.
e adly draoond Ao 1
Jdeadly weapon ar e
deck, and exploded there, the bullet
whistling away harmlessly.
Renedetto was staggering, but he
half-recovered, and plunged towards
the revolver. Beavclere struck at him
with the clasp-knife as he did so,
and the Dblade haocked nlun? the
Ttalian’s shoulder. Benedetto leaped
back, lost his footing, and rolled down
the companion-ladder, landing with a
crash at the bottom.

The 4th Chapter,
Cornered !
Frank Richards made a spring for
the revolver.
I+ was that deadly weapon that
had made the mutineer master of the

| brig—and mnow it was out of his

hands ! _ :

Frank caught it vp with throbbing
heart.

“He's mmingi" panted Beauclerc.
“Stand ready!”

“(Give me the shooter, Frank——"
"~ ¥rank hended the revolver quickly
to Bob Lawless, The Canadian school-
bov gripped it, and his linger was on
the trigger. Benedetto, hurt as he
must have been by his fall, was
coming furicusly up the companion-
wav., and as he appeared in sight,
there was a gleam of steel. His knife
was in his hand, and savage fury In
lns face.

Bob Lawless did not hesitate.

The mutineer had no chance of
using his knife.

The moment he appeared in sight
Bob Lawless opened fire with the
revaolver,

Crack, craek, crack!

As fast as he could pall the trigger
Bob Lawless pumped cut the bullets,

There weas & yvell of agouy from the

Italian, and bhe dm:F@red* into the
companion again. he first bullet
had struck: the other two erashed
into the woodwork over his head as
he disappeared.

The chums heard 2 {all below and o

STCal.

after-deck tirelessly, occasionally-

“q
Bob.

Groan !

“Come down and cellar him !> ex-
claimed Frank. ©

“Hold on! The pesky skunk may

guess that ieis him out!” poanted

be playing “possum again—it may be
a trick to‘'get us in his reach!” ex-.

claimed Bob hastily., “‘Remember

| his knife!”

Frank Richards stopped in time.
“You're might, Bob."
i Cﬂspt‘m ! 11_

I will kil vout for this—cospettol™
And he groaned dgain. FLALN
The seamen were coming aft naow.

As if by e miracle, their dreaded

enemy had been beaten, if not over-

come, and they werea ready to help.

d & ht.s:- four half-castes had their knives

out.

But as they losked into the dark-
ness of the companion they paused.

The Italian could be heard moving

below; he was wounded, but he waus
evidently not disabled. The ghimmer

. of light from the cuddy lamp was

suddenly extinguished. In antici-

| pation of an attack, the Italian had

plunged the cuddy into darkness, And
no one cared to tackle the desperate
man in the darkness of the close
guarters below,

“We've downed him, anyway,”
said Frank Richards, with a deep
breath of satistaction. * Keep the
pistol handy, Bob M

“You bet! He gets the lead
through his cabeza, i he shows 1t
over the level of the deck.” said Bob.
“I've got two bullets left, and one
will be enough for Mister Bene-
detio 1’

Leaving his comrades to watch for
the Italian if he should emerge, Frank
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_ The furious voice of |
the mutineer came from below. ** But

D

Below, there was no sound from the
mutineser.

It was possible that his wounds had
overcame him, or that he was sleep-
ing. - Somewhere below, too, was Wun
Pang, the Chinee, doubtless hiding u
torror in some obscure corfner. In

the glimmer of .the stars Frank
Iﬁig-hm'ds & Co. slept the sleep of deep
tigue. ; |

The sound of knocking roused them
from slumber later in the night. They
started up. |

Kunock, knock, knock!

;* It's the Italian!” exclaimed Beau-
clere,

The knocking proceeded from the
companion hatch.  Captain  Finn
walked towards it, with a. %HII'I'M&

“* Signor!” came in a shout from
below,

“Belay, there, you dago trash!”

“ Ah, it is you, capttano! I will
make  terms with you!"™ ceme the
Italian's voice, muffled by the closed
hatch.,

*“1 gyuess I'm not makipg any terms
with a dego mutmeer!™

* Listen to me, signor! Give me
a boat, and 1 will leave your ship!”

The captuin grinmed. Jhi s

“Ym'ﬁ leave my ship In  irons,
Benedetto, when we drop enchor in

pori!” he answe _
But I am not taken

" Cospetta !
vet, signor.”

“You're welcome to the cuddy till
the morning! Then 1 guess 1'm
coming down for you, and if you don's
surrender, you dog, I'll shoot you in
your ‘tracks !" | :

And the cvaptain walked away, with-
out paying further heed to the
Italian. :

“1 guess Mister Benedetto is feal-

Richards hurried forward, He enteved | ing where the shoe pinches now!”

the forecastle, and found Captain | grinned Bob Lawless. *
in a bunk, aroused ! I reckon.”
ex- |

Finn sithing up 1
by the finng. Frank hastily
plained what had happened.
“Jerusalem |7 said Captain Fipn.
“1 guessed I mnever reckoned  vou

voungsters would have handled that |

bulldozer like shat! 1. guess I'm
obliged to-you, sonny.™
“The ship’s yours again now. cap-
tain,” said Frank. “ Do vou feel well
enough to get on deck?” :
sy El"llﬂﬂi 0 rr _
Captain Finn clambered out of the
bunk. His bearded face was pale,

and his head was swathed in bandages.

But he walked steadily enough as he
came on deck. The news that the
mutineer had been defented, and that
he was in command of the brig again,
seemed to have given Captamn Finn
new life. He proceeded aft, where
Bob and Beauclerc were weatching the
companion—and Benedetto's  voice
could be heard below, muttering
curses in his own lan £,

“Give me the shooter, kid!"™ said
the skipper.

Bob Lawless banded it over,

“There's two cartridges left, sir,”
he said. " Benedetto's got the rest
about him, I guess. It cant be 1e-
lﬁ&ded. (5]

“1 guess one will ‘be enough if 1
et o bead on him!" said Captain

inn grimly; and he shouted down
the companion, *“ Benedetio! You
black-visaged swab, tumble up!"

A deep curse frem below was the
only answer,

“Will vou tumble up, Benedetio?”

“ No, signor.”

“Wait there till davlight, then, and
I caleulate weo'll rout you out, you
murdering dago! You're going
ashore 'in irons, after all, Bene-
detto "

“Credo mno, capitano,” came the
Italian's reply. *““The irons are not
forged that will hold me !

*I guess we shall see about that.
We're going to head for Vancoygver,
Benedetto, and 1 reckon we ghall sece
Canada at dawn. - Put that i your
pipe and =moke it, you mutinous
thiet !"

The captain stepped back,

*1 reckon we're net gomg fo give
him a chance with his knife,” he said.
“ Batten down the hateh!” ‘

“ Good stunt " said Bob.

The batch was closed and battencd

down, ;
It was impossible now for the
up to the deck if he

Italian to come

wished; not that il was likely he |

would run the nisk. Without a fire-
grim, he was at the mercy of the
crow, and they would certainly have
shown him no mercy. He was too
dangerons to be attacked in the cuddy
in the dark, but he was as good as a
prisoner there, His teeth were
dyawn. i

f_fa‘ptnin Finn, it a state of great
satisfaction, in spite of the aching in
fhiis head, gave orders to his crow, and
the course of the brig was chan
onece more. Frank Richards & Co. laid
down to sleep In soire canvis on deck

with light hearts. When the sun rose |

sgain they hoped i{o sce the moun-

tains of Cunada on the castom | e ea :
| the skipper abruptiy. ‘°1 reckon tae |

hﬂri_mn*_

]

{ hatch was

His jig is up,

And the chums of Cedar Creeck
settied down to sleep again,

rosy dawn wes #fushing over the
Pacific. As they turned out Bob Law-
less pointed to the eastward, with an
exclamation of great satssiaction.
“Land:” he sawd. _
Dim in the distance the mouniain
impits barred the sky. It was many

m mile distant, but i was land— |

Canadian land. And 1t cheered the
hearts of the chums of Cedar Creek
’g see the misty summits agamst the
< .
“And. now for Benedetto!”. said
Bob Lawless,

The Last of Benedetto!

Captain Finn called the bands aft
as the sun rose higher and daylight
streamed down upen the seas. The
and the skipper
louked down into the companion-way,
The revolver was in his hand now,

“Benedetto!™ he shouted.

There was no answer from below.

* Benedetto, tumble upl”

Ei% s 1 ing down f
o2 ess I'm coming down for you,
then Igucalled out the captain. *“ Lift
a finger, Benedetto, and you go!
That's a waming!"” :

“ Hallo, he's coming!” exclaimed
Bob Lawless.

There was a scuttling of feet below,
but it was a pigtailed head that rose
mto view,

“Get out of the way, Wun Pang!”
growled the captain, as the Chinaman
Eﬂtfied o &jﬁlf ned !” gasped W

“Me so flighte Sl - un
Pang. “No sleepee! Hidee in coal
lockee! Pool old Chinaman flighten !”

“Where's Benedetto?”

“Afe no savvy.” :

“ Haven't you scen the Italian since
dawn?” asked Frank Richards.

Waun Pang shook lhis head.

“No see,” he answered.

Captain Finn looked puazled.

“I guess he can’t be in biding,” he

spid. * There's nowhere for hum to
fie in ambush, the skulking sesa-
lawver! Anyhow, I gues I'm gom’

down to rout him out Eﬂmﬁ:".
“ And we're after you!l” said Bob
Lawless,

out of danger, I calculate.”
“ You may want our help, captam.’
Captain Finn grunted, and began
o descend the comnpanion-way. Frank
Richards & Co. followed lim, each
of them with & wea in his hand.

A couple of the crew followed, armed |

with capstan-bars,

Desperate as the Italian was, he had
little chance of resistance now. There
were encugh to deal with hivm, even
if he escaped the captain's revolver,
which was not likely.

The cuddy was deserted.

The table was lntered with cap-
tain's stores, which the mutineer had
apparently turnéd eut. and the frag-
ments of a meal conuld be seen; but
there was no sign of the mutmeer.

“* Keep vour deadlights open!” said

——

| T

||
]
I |
'
f
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pesky polecat is hiding in sorfi@tomer,
ready to jump out with his sticker.
Pon’t give him a chance!™
“You bet!” said Bob Lawless,
ETEI?' eye was wary as the search
n tor the Italian. \
he state-rooms were examined and
the lezurette, and every ible
corner where Benedetfo could have
hidden himself, but the Italian was
not discovered. : T e
But Frank Richards noted that the
cabin window was open, and he locked
out at the sea creaming away in the
wake of the Ocean Queen.

In the woodwork there was a stain
of blood. :
. “Captain Finn!"™ . e

“ Waal?™ x

“Look here!" |
sk‘,‘ Jehosophat!”  ejaculated ~ the

lgan |
e searchers gathered round the
cabin window. The bloodstain told its
own stery; it indicated where the
Italian had climbed eut in the hours
of darkness,

“ He's gone, then !"" muttered Beau-

Frank Richards shivered a little as
he gazed down at the sea deep below.
Evidently the Italian had taken to
the water, knowing that he had o
means of escaping ayrest in the morn-
ing. Had he plunged down to his
death in the deep waters,: or with
some vague hope of resching the land,
and vet escapimng ¥ :

It was mmpossible to say.~ But it
was certain that he was gone, 'dnd the
m Pacific held the secret of his

Captain Finn nodded his head with
grnim satisfaction. :

*1 guess the ¥ varmint pre-
ferred Davy Jones' locker to a rope
on shore,” he remarked.
he's teken some food with him and
fiash : that's what he's been turmung

e L | out my stores for, 1 caleulate. PBui
They did not waken again il the |

he couldn’t swim leagues] of the

Pacifie. 1 guess he's gone diyn, and

S goud riddance to him for a mutinous
og!”

gm:l Captain Finn ‘pot his revoiver
in his pocket, apd returned to the
deck.  Frank Richards & Co. followed
him more slowly.

There was little doubt as to the fate
of the mutinesr. _

He had entrusted himself to the sca
as @ last chance, perhaps not aware
of the real distance of the brig irom
land. The risk, great as it was, had
doubtiess seemed better to him than
the cerizinty of being sent on shore
in irons as soon as the brig dropped
anchor, to teke his trial and his just

punishment, ¥

“1 guess he had pluck, anyway ™
Bob lLawless remarked. * 1 suppose
there’'s a bare chance he mizht be
picked up at seal” _

“Not much,” =aid Frank, “espec-
ally wounded as he was. I'mrafraid I
can't feel very sorry for him:" *

“1 guess not, Still, he had plenty
of pluck.”

The ¢hums of Cedar Creck returnad
to the deck in a thoughtfol moad.
Whatever had been the fate of the
mutineer, he was gone, and there
counld be little doubt that the biue
waters of the Pacific had closed nbm'g

his head for ever.

The following duay the Ocean
Queen dropped anchdr in Canuadian
waters, and glad enough were the
chums of Cedar Creek to set foot on
dry land again They remained some
days at Vancouver, and then
journeyed northward to Pacific Point
to finish their holiday by rthe sea.
And in the cheery days that.followed
they soon forgot their tragic expen’
ences on board the ocean tramp. And
when the time arrived to return to
the Thompson Valley and hoive, thew
boarded the cars on the Canadian
Pacitic in cheery mood. ' -

“1 guess wo've had a good time,™
Bob lawless remarked, when, on the
last day of the journey bone, they
rode up the Thompson Valléy frail,
“We got more than we bargained for,

Tisd
. - -

“You voungsiers bad betier kﬁﬂpl but we came out right end up. - We

shall have a yarn to spin the' fellows
at Cedar Creck next week.” -
And a few days laker ' FranK
Richards & Co. rode up the familtar
trarl t.hrnugh the timber 1o Cedar
Croek School, and their school life
commeoenced onee more, .

THE END.
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(Continued from page 364.)

CAPANANAS

your banknotes after all. Thanks all
the same

“ Oh, Master Morny! But—"
.- Mornington thrust the notes into
‘%he fag's reluctant hand.
" *“It’sall serene, kid. Isha’n’t want
them,” he said. “Go and lock them

** Orl right, Master Morny!”
Valentine Mornington walked on

* up at once!”

with Erroll, leaving Jimmy Silver
staring after him blankly.

There was a curious expression on
Erroll’s face. Morny's action had sur-
prised him, as well as Jimmy Silver.

“Time for tea, I think, old top!”
yawned Mornington.

*“Yes, old chap.”

The chums did not speak again till
they were in Study No. 4.  Erroll
lighted sticks in the grate, and shoved
the kettle on them, Mornington
watching him with an odd smile.

“Well*” he said, as Erroll looked

up.
*“Well 7 said Erroll.

“ Do yon know that you're a thump-
in’ fool?”

*I hope not.”

“¥You are, an’ no mistake about
that. Suppose the beaks had been a
little quicker, and you'd been nabbed
at Tickey Tapp’s show along with.me?
We should beth have been expelled
from Rookwood !”

*I Eknow,” said Erroll, in a low
voice.

*“And yet you risked it

‘e &Tce.!ﬂ

“Well, you're a thumping ass!
Aund a jolly good pal!” spid Morning-
ton, his tone changing. * Erroll, old
chap, I've been a beast—a regul%r

beast! There's a bad sirain in me
somewhere, and it works out at times.
I suppose I can’t help it.”

“Try!” 'suggested Erroll, with a
smile.

“Everythin’ you told me about that
rotten game is true, and even if it
wasn’t, what was I doin’ there, any-
how?" muttered Mornington. ' If
it's any satisfaction to you, Kit, I'm
ashamed of myself.”

“If that's all over, Mormny—"

“It's all over, Kit. Honour
bright !

“Then there's no reason why you
shouldn't make a jolly good success

B L s A e - e il B e el

as  junior captain,” said Erroll
brightly.
ornington shook his'head. -

“Tve been thinkin' about that, he
said. “I know what 1 ought to do,
and I'm goin’ to do it. Bué never
mind that now. Let’s have tea.”

And Mornington and his chum sat
down to tea in a more cheerful mood
than either had known for s:};e time
past. The clouds had rolled by In
Study No. £ at last.

THE EXND.

{Arother long complete story of
Jimmy Sitlver & Co. next Monday,
entitled A Surprise  for the
School!” By Owen Conguest.)



