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Dick’s party of British bluejackets
closed in on the raiders, and soon

(An incident in our grand new serial which starts on page 470.)
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The tst Chapter,
The Derelict.

“Hard a-starboard! Smartly,
now, unless you want us to be in col-
lision! . Hey, you in the echooner,
d'yc:u think you've bought all the
gon 7"

Midshipman Dick Murray leaned
over the end of the bridge of the
light ‘cruiser Firceat and yelled the
latver remark through a megaphone,
addressing it to one of the ordinary
frading schooners so frequently met
with off the Spanish coast. But,
unltke most of its kind, this ship had
not chosen to give the war vessel a
wide berth and plenty of sea room;
itistaad, it had flapped its sails in the
wind, tacked in a nost slovenly
fashion, and then hurled itself down
upon the light eruisor at the rate of
knots, apparently intent on crushing
itself li]ie an eggshell upon her
armoured hull.

The boy's query brought an unex-
pocted answer, for there appeared in
the head of tpo companion-way under
. the foob of tixe maigsai]l-a d
figure, which, supporting " itsrlf
aguinst tho hatch-cover, raised suppli-
cating hands towards the cruiser, re-
maimn? in this attitude for a second
before {alling forward on its face.

““That’s weird,” remarked the lad.
“I'll let the commander know about

this. Ile may he interested.” .
“He is."” Commander Ilardyv
spoke at the lad’s shoulder. * And,

in_passing,. Mr. Murray, let me com-
pliment you on the smart way you
avoided that ship’s charge just now.
And as a roeward I'll send you away
in the seaboat to talk to her crew at
close quarters. I expect you'll find
them all either drunk or asleep, and
vou have my full permission to stir
them into a proper rcspect for the
rule of the road at sea with the toe
of your boot. Tell them that it isn't
at all usual for a British warship to
send visiting parties in this way, but
we can't have this sort of thing going
on, endangering the lives of seamen
carelessly. Anyway, seaboat's crew,
man the first cutter!”
" Ten minutes later the Firecal’s sca-
boat’s crew was ploughing her way
through the water, urged by the arms
of sixteen " hefty bluejackets, and
steercd by Petty-oficer Michael
Casey. a good-humoured giant., and
as reliable a seaman as sailed the
Soven Seaz. It wasn't any use chas-
ing the schooner; all Dick could do
was to take the boat to a spot where
she might be intercepted in her wild,
headlong rush, and then hook on to
her chains as she passed. Being
trained seamen, the cutter’s croew
found little difficulty in carrying
through this feat without caﬁmzin
their awn boat; and Dick, followe
a couple of men, swung hiinself
aboard the schooner in the twinkling
of an eyce.  Naturally, he looked
round for somebody to strafe, but,
save for that grotesquely crumpled
figure by the companion-way, there
waa no! a soul on the achooner’s dock.
- “Jump to the helm, Riley,”
ordcred Dick, ‘‘and keep this blessed
hooker on some sort of a course!
Mann, you get the rest of the boat’s
crew aboard, and ease off your main-
braces till you'’ve got her hove to.
I'll investigate.”

He picked his way across the
schooner’s glanting deck to the com-
panion-way, and bent to raise the
fallen sailor. Dick put his hand
under the prone head and turned the
man over. Then he stepped back,
for thoe front of the stranger’s blouse
was saturated with blood from a

wound in the chest. He was plainly
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a Speniard, the dark skin and the
tiny gold earrings shouted that fact
aloud. As Dick’s hand touched him
he opened his eyes and tried to smile,

“(Gracias, senor,” he said. But
Dick, ulldcrstanJing no Spanish,
shook his head.

“I epik ze Ingleese,” amended the
stranger. “1 die. 1 am kill. But
ze papers! Ze Inglcese senor mue’
avo zo papers. Zey are in ze little
secret 'ole in ze centre beam in ze
main cabin. Ze submarine, it kill
me an’ ze ozzers hefore——"

And, as if tho effort had robbed
him of his last remmmng strength,
the Spanfard’'s head fell lorward on
his breast. Dick bent to raise him,
but the eves were glazing fast, and
when the midshipman thrust a hand
inside the other’s blouse he could feel
no heart-beata,

“He's dead. sir,” said Casey, at
Dick's side. ‘““But what’s these papers
he's yammering about, and what’s he
mean by talking of submarines?
There ain’t no war on now.’

Diol:,uhruiged his shoulders. =~ -~

“I'm as bad a guesser as you,
Cesey,” he replied. ‘ But he said
something about a secret hole in ihe
centre beam of the cabin, so we'll
have a look there before we cudgel
our brains any longer. Hallo, the
ship’s signalling! What’s she say-
ing?”

The midshipman read - off the
semaphored words with the ease c:f
long practice. “Firecat to culter,
it said. ‘“‘Please report at once
reason why schooner steered 0
wildly. Can you find any men?”

“In other words, ‘DBuck your.
sclves up,” ” smiled Dick. *“Come
on, Casev, let’'s eee what's wrong
with this hooker, or the * bloke * will
be gotting shirty.  There's nobody
on deck; let's see if there’s anybody
below.” _

Thoy descended the companion-
way and entered the main saloon. It
was obviously the place where the
small crew of about six lived, ate,
and slept, and Dick found two men
sleeping their last sleep on its floor.
Examination showed that they had
been shot through the head. But of
others there was no sign. Nor was
there anything to indicate that there
had been a struggle in that cabin.
Tea in basins on tho table was still
warm, and thin steam still ascended
from the interior of a newly decapi-
tated egg. The furniture was still
in its proper place, and it looked as
though the dead mcn had either com-
mitted suicide or been shot by each
other. Yet the wound in the body
of the man lying on deck was no gun-
shot wound. Desides, in a schooner
of this size three men were by no
means all the crew—three men
couldn’t have hoisted or lowered her
somewhat heavy sails, or worked her
on her voyage. DBut where, then,
were the others? o

Dick and Casey took all this in
swiftly, and then went back on deck,
No, the boats, as far as they could
sce, were all still. in place, oven a
small dinghy towed over the stern.
And the forecastle was empty. Yet
it didn’t seem possible that this quiet
schooner, sculfi)ng around the seas
with all her sails set, till Mann and
the bluejackets had hove her to, had
lately boen a battle-ground. — She
seemad ep utterly peuceful—only that
queerly huddled e%gure on the com-
panion-way marred the picture. :

“We’d better tell the ship what
we've found. and ask for instruc-
tions,” said Dick, jumping to the bul-
warks, and wrapping his leg round a
shroud to hold him steady while he
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semnaphored the message. Aboard the
I'irecat the commander bit his lip.
The cruiser was due at Gibraltar that
night to join with the Atlantic Fleet
for manceuvres, and couldn’t spare
time to tow the schooner to port. She
couldn’t leave the vessel derelict to be
a menace to nuavigation, and she
equally couldn’t sink her. Therefore,
tgp commander did the only possible
thing,

“ Keesp the cutter’'s men aboard for
your crew,” he signalled to Dick,
‘‘and sail the schooner to Gibraltar
as salvage. Rejoin Firecat on your
arrival, and please don’t make too
long a holiday of it.”

And, ringing down her engines, the
light oruiser gathered way, and
puthed onwards at top speed, making
up for tho delay occasioned by her
boarding and examination of the
schooner Maria Dolorosa, as Dick
found his new command to be named.
Soon Firecat was a spock on the hori-
zon, and by the time she had totally
disappearéd,. Dick had split his *men
into two wxwhes, himself in ¢harge
of one, and Casey reeponsib,’e for the
other, had made all nececssary sail to
steer southward, and had carried the
three dead bodies of the original crew
aft, where they could be conveniently
buried over the sido in due course.

And then suddenly Cusey remem-
bered something.

‘““Was there not sorde
hidden _ .
respectfully. *“Sure, and it's think-
ing I am that we’d better have a look
at ’em, in case they're worth keeping
and using ourselves, You nover can
tell what these Dagoes will be getting
up to:; and maybe these papers’ll turn
out to be of advantage to the Service.
and. maybe, to oursvlves as well.”

“Maybe,” said Dick. ““Though 1
don’t suppose by any chance they
refer to pirates’ hoards or treasures
or the other things one usually
connects with Spaniards.  More
likely they're the ship’s log and
manifest and things, | Anyway,
they’re in some secret hole in the
contre beam of the mgin cabin, so
we'll have a look at 'ém for our-
selves,” _

And, little knowmg th
so lightly mentioned w Ing_
change the whole coursd of his life,
Midshipman Dick Mur led Petty-
officer Casey down the} companion-
way to find them,

word of

t the papers
re gmll:a to
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The 2nd Chapt]r.
Thoe Mysterious Pgpers!

It took the two sailormen half an
hour to find the spring that opened
the door of the little cavity scooped
out of the solid beam which ran
athwartships ; and, with a cry of glee,
Casey thrust his hand into 1, he
being nearest, when it slid Dback.
There were papers there—four of
them, in fact—and Dick sprang to his
side to read them in a second.

A quick glance showed ghat two of
the sheets were in bladk German
characters, while the otimrs were
covered with scrawled wntings which
looked as though a fly har1 wandered
across the paper after taking a bath
in an ink.well. Dick dnd Casey
spread them out on the cabin table,
and tried to read then, .

“I thought I knew German,” said
Dick at last, “but this beats me. It
doesn’t make any sensc. Now, what
in the world, in either English or
German, does iopatkr’® stand for,
unless it’s a code word? Na, Casey,
we sha’n’t get much information from
this little lot. The German’s too
high for me. And that shorthand.

apers, sir?”’ he asked of Dick .
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looking siuff is worse than Greek,
I've never had any lessons in Amabic
or Turkish or Moorish, any of which
these characiers might be. But 1
expect the commander’ll be able to
get them read and acted upon, what-
ever they may be., Hallo! What's
wrong on deck? We seem to have
stopped.”

Thrusting tha papers into his inside
pocket, the young captain led his
second in command on deck, where
they found Maria Dolorosa hove-to
oncoe more, this time not of her own
accord, but because the wind had sud-
denly ceased to blow. The sails
flapped against the masts, and the
schooner pitched lazily in the swell,
and it seemed likely that the trip to
Gibraltar would take longer than was
oxpected. However, as Dick and the
others realised, it was no use crying
over spilt milk, or worrying about
what couldn’t be altered; so, after a
deal of rummaging, when some of the
cutter's crew found fishing-lines
stowed away in & small locker, heo
raised no objection'to their fishing to
while away the time, and add to the
vanety of the menu.

And as the sunny afternoon waned,
and the twilight deepened until the
darkness wrapped the Atlantic in a
valvet mantle, the wind held off, and
Maria Dolorosa lifted and fell to the
light rollers which disturbed the
glassy sen.

“We'll keep wutches, ready to get
away the minute the wind ocomes,”
declared Dick. *‘Casey, you'd better
take the first till midnight, and then
I'll relieve you. I want to see if 1
can make any more sense of those
papors. Maybe I'll find the key to
the code, when we can read them for
ourselves.”

But, though Dick juggled with the
mixed medley of letters and numbers
without ceasing, straining his keen
eyes in the glimmer of the swinging
oil-lantern, which was the main
cabin’s only illumination, he got no
nearer solving the cipher  of the
mapers. Indeed, he was not at all
sorry when, five minutes before mid-
night, one of the watch came below
to inform him of the time, and to
add that, in his own quezint words,
““the wind was still blowin’ a flat
calm, sir,” because the change of jobs
gave him a rest.

He found the world wrapped in
darknees, and, save for the creaking
of blocks and the flapping of sails
against the masts as the ship rolled,
perfectly silent. Somewhere forward
two or three glows in the darkness
showed where the men were smoking
cigareties, prior to going below, now
that they were relieved of duty, and
the gleam of the schooner’s naviga-
tion lights showed red and groen over
the water beside thein. But, beyond
that, the schooner might have been
the first vessel ever navigated, for all
the company sho had. She was
simply drifting to the south-west, and
there was no means of inducing her
to head in any other direction,
though, from the fact that the stars
were hidden and the blackness of the
night, Dick inferred that he would
have more wind than he could handle
before long.

He took over the deck from Casey,
and sent the watch to turm in. His
own men he made reef the sails,
partly as something to pass the time,
aud partly in case the wind, when it
did come, was squallg, as frequently
happens after a dead calm in the
Eastern Atlantic.  And when that
was done the ship settled down to
darkness and silence again, broken
only where & couple of men lay in the

| would serve for a wecapon.

shadow of a deckhouse, and mur.
mured rominiscences of their lives to
keep them awake. _

Dick seated himself on the roof of
the companion-way leading to the
main cabin, and gazed vacantly at
the Bapping mainsail over his head.
His thoughts were busy with the find-
ing of three dcad men, and he
wondered what was the explanation
of the tragedy. They were still
lying aft, he remembered, and he
must bury them to-morrow. He
wondersed how much of the Burial
Service ho could remewmber, and if
the men werv of a religion to which
that service didn’t apply. Would
they——  Hallo! What was thet?
He could have sworn he saw a2 dim
tigure getting over the bulwarks us
though coming zboard. He stared
into the darkness for a moment, and
then, slipping down from his perch,
strode across the deck, never think-
ing 10 do it stealthily. |

And then, suddenly, with a catch
at his heart, he realised that he
actually had seen somebody come
aboard—somebody who skulked in

tha shadowr.
ou?” demanded Dick,

~ “Who are A
jumping for the figure. ‘“And what

do you want?”

For answer the skulking man
raised himself, and whistled .shrilly
twice. Then he turned to Dick s
though to explain, but jnstead
launched himself at the young mid-
shipman. Taken uttorly by aurprise,

Dick was borue to the deck, yelling

as he went.

“Hi, there, Firecats!” he cried.
“We're boarded! We're—-"

The invader’s fingers found Dick’'s
throat, and began to press. His
knee was boring its way into Dick’s
chest, and he socemed to weigh a
ton. Dick tore at the arms that held
him, but with no avail. Then thero
camo a sudden rush across the deck,
and two of the bluejackets stumbled
over the pair already on the deck.
The next thing Dick knew was that
the fingers had relaxed their grip,
and he was being assisted to his
foet, .

The next minute he was swapt off
them again, for, with a yell that
effectunlly roused out the Marin’s
watch below, there rushed aver the
bulwarks the forms of a round dozen

info theé darkness around the un-
armed British bluejackets, .

The Firecats fcll back, for they
hadn't even a pistol among them, and
soized belaving-pins and handspikes
and short crowbars—anything that
 Casey,
arriving 'in a hurry up the hatch-
way, just missed a bullet aimed at his
head, and sprang forwnrd in the
darkness at the place where tha flash
had shown. The result wes that one
of the invaders went down undor his
burly opponent. heartily wishing ha
had never been so foolish ag to invade
a ship manned by DBritish sailors.
Casevy wrenched the revolver from
the luckless man, and sprang to his
feet.

“ That'll teach you, ye blighters!”
he exclaiined. ‘*Now, where's the
noxt that wants a little scrap with
meé—gun or no gun? Come out, ye
spalpeens, and show geraelf and it's
Mi'ke Casey as will fight the lot of
yo!” |

The skulkers needed no sccond
Invitation, but sprang as onc man
out of the shadows, fearful of using
thoir pistols at such close quarters in
case they =hot their own friends.
Truth to tell, they had been as much
surprited at finding the schooner
manned at all, and even now they
didn’t know the number or calibre
of the men they were matched
against,. But they could only seo
Cesey, and thought there were not
more than half 2 dozen. Therefore,
they were brave. .

Dick’s throat was painful, but his
temper was aroused. He found the
rest of the men gathering weapons in
the darkness, and secured a hand-
spike for himself.

“Follow me, lads,” he whispered.
“Shake the blighters up for coming
aboard here withouwt invitation!
They’re up to no good; and one
Englishman is as good as ten Dagoes,
any night!” :

The bluejackets needed no further
urging. They only wanted a leader.
And so it came about that as the
dozen dark forms which had
apparently walked out of the sea,
closed on Casecy, Dick’s pnrti_closed
on them, their bare feet meking no
noiso on the deck.

Bang went a pistol almost in
Casey’s face as ifs holder received na
hefty clump on the bead from a
helaying-pin, and pitched forward.
Then the fight rcally commenced.
Dick laid out right and left with his
weapon. The others fought like
scrimmaging wolves, and over all
Casey’'s huge form and hefty fists—

men, apmed with pistols that spabt ¢

Y
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now supplemented by the butt of a |

captured sutomatic—beat about with
grim impartiality,

The fight didu’t last long, for the
man who had tried to strangle Dick
suddenly hauled out of thc melee,
whistled shrilly once more, and
dashed for the bulwarks, The re-
mainder of the invaders, such as
could move, followed htm, apparently
disappearing into the sea. But
Dick’s blood was up.

“ After em, lads!” bhe velled., “If
they can walk on the water, so can
we, and we'll bung ’em down quick
to Davy’s locker!”

He sprang over the bulwarks as he
spoke, followed by a dozen of the
Firecats, the other four having hurts
to tie up and bruises to rub, -for the
victory had not been cheap. _And, to
Dick’s surprise, insiead of leaping
into the water, his feet encountered a
solid steel deck.

““(Great snakes! A submarine!
he gasped. “Here, lads; here’s
another prize! Take it, and we'll
tow the thing with us!”

17}

The impetus of the. rush over
Maria Dolorosa’s bulwarks had
carried half the TIirecats down the
stecl ladder of the submarine's

conning-tower in close pursuit of the
crew, and soon her deck was
deserted. But the fight waged on;
there now being no rcom to use fire-
arms, cven if the enemny had found
time to rcload them.,  Ilandspikes
and belaying-pina had been dropped
here and there, but the bluejackets
didn’t need them now: they could
sec¢. their enemy, so that it had turned
out to.bd a real scrap, alter all
Down the echoing tunnel of the sub-
marine it surged, men herec and
there falling over fittings of the
underwater boat, but all scrambling
up in an instant and carrying on the
good work, Tt was the tables turned
with a vengeance; the invaders wero
invaded, and they didn't seem to
like it. ,

And then, as if seized by a giant
hand. the sirging mob of Bieh were
swept off their feet and crashed in
a struggling, kicking, striking,
writhing heap into the very bows of
the boat, while u wild laugh rang
out from the central control plat-

form. The leader of the band, see-
ing that there was little hope of his
side winning, had managed to win
his way to the controls, and, shutting
the conning-tower, had suddenly
started her engines, and was now
suoeking the depths of the ocean, him-
self and his enemies cooped up in a
frail prison of steel.

But in a second the {ight resumed
its merry course, for now Dick and
his men were the superior force,
and, besides, had the advantuge of
being uble to see what they were
fichting. And, to even matters still
more, they had captured their fair
share of the pistols, though they had
noe ammunition to use 1n them as
yet. .
Then as suddenly as she had started
oft the submarine stopped dead.
With a jerk that threw them all
again c¢ff their feet, she struck
botitom, and bounced back like a
rubber ball. The maniac who had
stationed himself at the controls was
pitched cut of place, his head striking
the steel deck with a thud, and after-
waras he lay still and crumpled,
never moving a limb, Dick glanced

at him:

“Dead!” he yelled. “‘1lis neck
broken. . Well, you blighters, what
about it? Ilave you had enough, or
would you like some more ?”’

For answer, the subinarine’s crew
raised their hands above their heads.

“Shove the hight of a line round
each one, and help yourselves to the
guns !” said Dick, with a short laufh,
to his men. “Wo'll tako thus ship
back where she came from, if we can
tird the place, and if I can help it,
we'll not baunp things on the way.
Casey, if vou don't leave that chap
alone 1 shall get cross with you. He’s
surrendered. you know. Thatl's
better. Now tie him up, and come
aud help me with the controls of this
sardine-can full of machinery.” )

Casey grinned, and released his
mun. He glared round for a second
to see if any of the strangers were
sti)l showing signs of fight, for the
big frishmau had never had his fill
«f scrapping. But they were all
quiet, and submitting to be bound by
the blucjackets. .

“ Faith, that little tamasha did me

R o ™

THE. 'BOYS’ FRIEND

the world of good, sir!”’ he said to
Dick, making his way to the controls.
“It's me that wouldn’t mind a scrap
of the same size e¢very night, provided
the other chaps wouldn't use pistols.
Anyway, 1t's a souvenir of the Great
Waur I've got now, sgor, and, with
your permission, 1'll keep this pistol
in case it 18 wanted again, What
might you be calling them chaps—
Dagoes, ch?”

“A mixture, Casey,” said Dick.
“Froms the number of languages
they swore in while the scrapping
was going on, they’re the swecpings
of all Europecan countries, and what
on earth they’r¢ doing aboard a sub-
marine liko this beats me. And 1
can’t quite placo her—directions
shoved up everywhero in several
languages, with English on top, and
a star inside a crescent marked all
over thce place. Where the dickens
did they get her from, T wonder?”

“Maybe thesll tell us in due
course, sir,” smiled Casey. “I know
the best way to get information out
of these sort of chaps!”

“Casey,” laughed Dick,. gingerly
feeling the bruised swelling around
his left cye, “you’re a bloodthirsty
brute! But now just put the know-
ledge of submarines you gained
during the war into good use, and
get us back to the Marin Dolorosa as
soon as possible. 8She’s my prize, and
I don’t want to lose her, though the
commander will be a little Int sur-
prised when I cart a subinarine iuto
harbour- as salvage as well as a
schooner, ch¥”

They discussed many matters while
the submarine was breaking surface
and cruising about till dawn, seeking
the Maria Dolorosa. The calm which
had delayed the schooner stood their
friend now, for it allowed them to
remain on the surface of tho sca, and
use the great gasolecne cngines to
push them along at top specd.

Malevolent eyes g{:m}d at them
from the forward cnd of the craft,

. whero the dozen men who had origin-

ally owned the submarine were tied
up in a necat row, and who when
addressed maintained a surly silence.

Dawn came at last, and with it the
sight of the still becalmed Maria

Dolorosa drifting her way along the
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The 1st Chapter.

The Car with the Damaged
Mud-guard !

It was through the force of cir-
cumstance, rather than his own n-
chination, that Mr. Thomas Grant
daily occupied the dgiving-seat of
taxicab No. LC 41 B, instead of a
comfortable oflice within the hal-
lowed precincts of New Scotland
Yard. .

Not that his job was a poor one,
by any means, It was, indeed, quite
the reverse, for the Craue Street rank
was well in the track of London’s
busy stream, and consequently the
cabs were seldom disengaged. DBut
Mr. Grant had ambitions, He also
posseased in a very remarkable degree
“that most precious of gifts to a detee-
tive—the sense of observation. In
chort, Nature had intended him to be
a crime-investigator; but Fate, the
inexorable, had decreed otherwise.

Just now that self-same “gift”
was centred on a big limousine stand-
ing at the opposite curb a few yarda
farther down the street. There was
nothing rcally remarkable about the
cur itself, except that the rear left-
hand mudguard was severely bat-
tered, us though it had come 1nto vio-
lent contact with something.  But
this was the third day in succession
that the big car had taken up the
same position, and had remamnced
there for hours, apparently with no
particular object in view.

The chauffeur's coat-collar was turned
up to his cars, although the weather
was mild, and his cap pulled well down
over his eves, so that 1t was impossible
to see very much of his face; also, the
car's window-blinds were drawn,
succeesfully foiling any attempt to
catch a glimpse of the interior. And
thesc were the things which set Mr.
Grant a-wondering.

THE. ADVENTURES OF

211 GRANT CHALFELR DETECTV

By EDMUND BURTON

“Yes,” he mused, “there’s some-
thing funny about you my f{riend,
and Suffering Cmsar!”

The exclamation wes pardonable
under the circumstances, for the
blind of the mysterious car had sud-
denly been drawn aside and a face
locked out—a dark, evil face, hLke
that of an Eastern,

But the glimpse was a briel one.
Next moment the blind had dropped
back, and the taxi-driver had re-
sumed his interrupted reflections.

Presently a swift patter of footsteps
caused him to swing round. A low-
sized man was standing there, breath.
ing heavily, and tightly gripping a
small, box-like parcel wm}')ped in
brown-paper. The man’s face was
deeply tanned, telling of many years
spent. under a tropical sun, whilst
dark rings beneath the eyes snggested
nights passed in sleeplessness and
anxiety. .

“Disengaged?” the newcomer
asked a trifle hoarsely. And Grant
poiuted to his flag.

“Yes, gir. Where to?"”

“Benfield. And drive like the
dickens!” *

Grant stared. Benficld was a good
distance off, and quicker to reach by
train than by taxi. Nor did this
individual look exactly a mnillionaire,
and—well, the fare would be high——

“What are you waiting for?” the
man snapped roughly.  “Think T
can’t pay? See that!”

11e pulled out a handful of coins,
and Grant saw that his money would
be safe enough, so without more ado
he opened the door. The man got
im, very carefully placing his parcel
on the seal beside him, and sank back
as far as possible,

But for onece it scemed Grant’s
observation had gone on strike.
Otherwise, he might bave noticed
that the swarthy-skinned old pedlar,
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“The Affai; of thz 'Golc}en Flower.”

who had been standing by the kerb
with his tray of nicknacks, suddenly
moved off, with a curious smile on
his. face, as he gave a backward
glance at taxicab No. LC 41 B,
.But Grant saw nothing of this, and
shortly his whole attention was fixed
ahead as he deftly steered his cab
through the maze of traffic until the
suburbs were reached.

It was then that he became con-

scious of something which brought
all his previous wonderment bhack
ngain with  redoubled force. For
clearly revealed in the little observa-
tion mirror facing him was a large
car, the build of which was certamly
familiar.  Then, as it slowly over-
haunled and passed the taxi, a whistle
escaped Grant’s lips, for the car’s left
rear mudgiard was all bent and
twisted out of shane. Jt was the
mysterious limousine.
-~ Yet, he vefleeted, what had it got
to do with htim? Why should he
worry? That other car was nat
shadowing his cah, for had it not
passed him and forged ahead?

“Asg!” he muttered savagely,
cracking on extra speed. “The
thing's probably as innocent as the
day, yet-—"

Yet! Yes, r1hat little word made
all the difference.  Grant's natural
dotoetive instinet refused to be
smothered. The mysterious car, the
strange, evil face, his fare’s agitated
manner, all combinad to force 1t upon
him that here was something worth
investigating.

The 2nd Chapter.
By Whose Hand?

His fare had instructed him to
‘““drive like the dickens,” and Grant
did his best. .

Village after village, town afler
town, flashed swiftly by; and
now, as dusk was closing in, Grant

"halted about a mile from Benfield to

i

edge of the horizon. Dick and Casey
between them tqok the submarine
alongside her, and made it fast with
her grass hawsers before transferring
the prisoners to her more spacious
decks.

“We've got aboard in time, I
think,” said Dick, pointing where the
dark brown clouds were massing up
in the south-west. “For 1if that
little lot doecsn't contain wind, I
never saw wind-clouds in my life.
Well, breakfast first—we've earned
it—and then we’'ll have a chat with
these prisoncrs of owors. Anybody
missing, Casey?”

** Not on our side, sor,” said Casey,
who had been making a rapid count.
*““We're all present and correct.”

“We're four man short, sir,” said
one of the prisoners suddenly. * And
we'd like to know what you're going
to do with us?”

. “That depends,” replied Casey.
“Maybe I'll use the lot of you as
chopping-blocks and . sparring part-
ners while we're getting to Gibraltar,
whero we'll shove you in prison for
prracy and murder on the high sea,

and a few other small offences. WWhat
have ye got to offer for your
liberty ¥”

Tho man grinned.

“A full explanation,” he said in
English, “not only of the reason why
we came aboard here last night to
get some papers out of the centre
beam in the main cabin, but also of
the contents of those papers, and
what they mean to the peace of the
world. Those papers, in the hands of
the wrong folks, you may be sur-
prised to know, will start a war along-
stde which the German bid for world
supremacy will look like a dog-
fight.”

Dick looked intently at the speaker,
and there was that in his eyes which
told that his words were true.

“Well, we'll hear your cock-and-
bull yarn after we've had breakfast,”
replied Cusey. *“So you can get all
your details worked up ready.”

And. sure enough, after the men
had fed, the English-speaking men of
the party,supported by theircomrades,
were brought before Dick and the re-
mainder of the Firecats. The sub-

inarine was now inade fast ulongside,

li&ht up. .
.+t The Dragon, T suppose, sit 2™ he
mquired througﬁ the tube, - =

There was no reply, so he repeated
the question. Still no answer.

“Hang him!” Grant gave an
exasperated growl, for he wanted to
return that night. “I expect he’s
fallen asleep.”

He opened the door, but no sound
came from the interior of the cab.
}He could just discern the dim outlines
of the man’s figure against the far

L

window,
“Asleep, sir? Benfield's right
ahead. Where are you putting up ?”

Still no sound, no movement, and
Grant gave his fare a gentle shake;
but there was no response. Impa-
tiently he struck a match, and was
ust able to catch a ghmpse of the
wddled figure in the corner ere the
flame flickered out.

The man’s position was so un-
natural that the taxi-driver felt
vagnely alarmed. He lit one of the
sidelamps and carried it back.

“What's wrong, sir? Are you ill?
By Jove!” .

Grant staggered back, nearly drop-
ping the lamp. Then, pulling him-
self together, he held the light closer.
His fare was stone dead—murdered !

Just beneath the right ear some-
thing was buried in the neck—an air-
gun dart. Evidently it had been fired
either al very close range or from
some very powerful weapon, for the
tuft of coloured hair at the end was
ahnost buried in the flesh.

IFor the next few minutes it was the
detective—nol  the taxi-driver—who
held the satage, as, slowly and care-
fully Grant commenced a thorough
examination of the body and its sur-
roundings, \Where had the dart been
fired from, and when? He had not
halted till now since leaving the city,
for his tanks had been full and the
engine perfect,

Of course, he had been compelled to
slow down at times, so perhaps it was
then the occurrence had taken place.
The man was sitting in the left-hand
corner, and the right-hand window
was open. Could anyone have sprung
on the running-hoard and fired the
fatal shot when the cab had been
travelling slowly? It seemed feasible,
for Grant might not have noticed,
since the mirror did not reflect the
side of his own cab. Yet it would be
risky for anyone to attempt such a
thing in broad daylight.

11e stepped back and shone the light
all over the taxi’s side, at once giving
a startled exclamation. No; the
assassin had not stood on the running-

b

board.

That was quite plain now.

and the calm still held, so thore
wasn’t any necessity for anybody in-
terested to absent. themselves from
the confercnce in the big main cabin,

“Well, prisoners at tge bar, we're

ready to hear what you’ve got to say
as to why we shouldn’t hang ye to
the yardarm for piracy, attcmpted
murder,‘ assault and battery, carrying
guns without a licence, and letting
off fireworks in the shape of cat-
tridges on the public seas to the com-
mon danger,” said Casey, taking the
nod from Pick. *“On your feet, Mr.
Man, and let's hear your information,
and we’ll weigh it and see if it's
good.”
. “Before I tell you anything,” said
the Englishman, *I must.ask you to
promise that if yvou find what I have
to tell you true and valuable, you will
not only rclease me and my comrades
here, but you will also hand us back
our submarine, and allow us to go
free of all charges.”

“Well, I'll let you go if your infor-
mation seems worth it., That's a
promise,” said Dick.

I thank you, sir!” said the.other,
with a bow. ‘“And now to surprise
you. The papers you hold, sir, are
istructions for the finding of a huge
treasure hidden off this coast by tEe
Kaiser Wilhelm 1I during the last
war. They are being sought after by
the League of the Star and Crescent.
for the purposes of financing another
great war,

“If you will kindly verify the truth
of my statemncnt, and restore to me
and my men our liberty, sir, 1 shall
be very grateful. 'The code word is
‘ Joachim.’ * '

The stranger had spoken the truth,
as Dick socon found out, and he and hig
men returned to their submarine,
their liberty restored. :

‘Just then a gun boomed sullenly,
and a shell fell into the &ea a few
yards from the two ships.

“That’s a cruiser of the League—
after the Maria Dolorosa and her
papers |” shouted the stranger, as he
disappeared down the conning-tower
of the submarine.

(Another  instalment of  thie

wonderful yurn in next week's Boys'
FRIEND. )

For just level with his head, and a few
inches from the door, something was
visiblo on the outside of the cab. 1t
was a second dart, which had struck
the woodwork at a downward angle
proving conclusively that it had been
fired from a height. Nohody on the
running-board—pasted against the
door, as it were—could cause the dart
to enter at such an angle, or, in fact,
to strike the outside of the cab at all.

Now, what could have happened?
Ah, the big limousine! Tt was of
high build.” It had overtaken him,
ax}d-—a'o_s, by Jove !—had slowed down
elightly when passing him. He re-
membered that now.  And it had, of
course, passed him on the right.

* Now, am ] correct?” he reflected.
“Why did that " car hang about
Crane Street for so long, and then
only move to go in my direction?
’Pon my soul, I believe there’s some-
thing in the theory! Probably two
weaponsg were used as well, for no air-
gun or pistol I ever heard of carries
more than one dart at a time,
though several makes have pellet
magazines; and there would hardly
have been time to reload—that is, if
the shots were fired when the other
car was passing me, as they rmust
have been if they came from the
limousine at all.

“ Now, the possible motive? Not
robbery, plainly; revenge, likely,”

Grant. re-entered the cab, shining
ithe light round, and now noticed
something which had escaped him
hefore. The brown-paper parcel had
been unwrapped, and on the seat
beside the dead man lay a wooden
box, and a small, groteaque-looking
1mage. Ita hands were folded
across its  breast, and clasped a
portion of what scemed to be a
golden stalk, which apparently had
been broken off short.

The man’s right hand was tightly
clenched, but Grant forced it open,
and a glittering object dropped to the
cab-floor. He stooped quickly, pick-
g up & small flower fashioned out
of pure gold, each petal exquisitely
carved and covered with minute
hieroglyphics.  When he placed the
stem against the broken portion
between the idol’s hands, they fitted
exactly.  Evidently the msan had
been examining the image when he
wag shot.

“Well, T suppose I'd best give
information at once,” Grant mut-
tered, ‘“as 1 think 1've gone about as
far as I can go at present. Consider-
ing that the face I saw looking out
of the limousine was that of an
Eastern, this image is likel} at the
bottom of the whole-affair.”

o ‘
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He wrapped up the idol again,
placing it back on the seat. The
little golden flower, however, he
slipped into his pocket for safety.
Then, having carefully withdrawn
the dart fromn the woodwark outside,
and having just as carefully placed
it in a tin tobacco-box, he drove on
to the Dragon.

Sleepy Benfield was soon on tenter-
hooks of excitement., ‘YThey had
something to talk about for months
to come, for even the oldest
inhabitant could remember nothing
approaching this most mysterious
occurrence. ‘

As Grant left the hostelry, after in-
quiring the way to the police-station,
he noticed that a ray of light from
one of the inn lamps partly illumined
the dark interior of his cab, and it
scemed to him that the body of his
fare bad slightly shifted its position.
On going closcr, he found that such
was indced the case, and also that
tha paper parcel had vanished;
whilst the disarranged state of the
cab-cushions showed clearly that a
hurried search had heen made for
something else—probably the golden
flower which now reposed in his
pocket, g

'Things had certainly moved with
lightning speed. Even the brief
time that he—Grant—waa inside the
Dragon had been taken advantage of,
telling that the enemy were well
aware of the taxi’s destination, and
had been lying in wait,

So Benfield, Grant reflacted, had
svidently been the goal of the big

limousine also. Why?

The 3rd Chapter,
Picking Up the Threads !

At the inquest, which was held in
the bar-pariour of the Dragon, Grant
wasg, of course, the chief witness. He
told his story straightforwardly,
omitting nothing save the finding of
the golden flower, which fact he
thought wise to keep to himself, as
something instinclively told him that
it would be through the medium of
this littla article that the mystery
would be solved—if ever.

The jury brought in the only
possible verdict under the circum-
stances — *“ Wilful murder aganst
gome person, or persons, unknown.”

Nobody in Bentield or the neigh-
bouring toswns remembored noticing
a large motor-car with a_ battered
mudguard, nor had any foreigners
been scen in tha district. So there
the matter rested until a day or two
later, when a workman discovered
the limousine In a field about two
miles away, where it had evidently
been driven-in behind a high hedge
and abandoned.

The C.1.DD. now took a hand in the
affair, end zent down Detective-
Inspector North to inveetigate. This
astute officer succeoded in tracing
the car to a garage in the City,
where the proprietor informed him
it had becn hired every morning for
several days past “by three forcign-
looking gentlemen, who had paid a
good price, cash down,”

Grant’s request to see the
deceased’s apartments was readily
granted. These consisted of a bed-
room and sitting-room, communi-
cating by folding doors.

“* And now, madam.” said Grant to
the landlady, when he had taken a
brief survey, “you will pgrdon me,
but I noticed you seemed a trifle
upset at the inquest. and perhaps you
may have withheld something—un-
intentionally, of course. - You said
Mr. Williams only went out late at
night. How did he occupy himself
during the dayl”

‘“Reading. sir—by candle-light.”

“By candle-light? Why?” _
" “He had something wrong with his
eyes—a diseasc, he said, contracted
in foreign parts. Ile alwavs kept the
blinds down and the shutters closed,
because he couldn’t stand the day-
light.”

" H!m!
suppose ?*’ .

“Yes, sir; but particularly this one
he used most. I know it by its
hacked appearance.” The landlady
vicked up a tattered volume and
handed it to Grant, who opened it
at random. - .

The page was covered with quaint
signs and hieroglyphics, and, going
to the window, yet kecping his back
to Mrs. Johnson, he took the golden
flower from his pocket, comparing
the symbols on its petals with the
others. They were for the main part
very similar, suggesting that the
book was a kind of history of the sect
or tribe, with whom the ,ornament
was probably connected.

“Thanks!” Grant said, returning
the volume. “Mr. Williams was
evidently fond of study as well as
travel.”,

The landlady started slightly.

“That's strange, sir!” she ex-
claimed. ‘*One of the forcign gents

Those are his b;)oks. I

who called here yesterday was very
interested in that book, and passed
tnuch the same remark!”

Grant with difficulty restrained a
gasp.

‘“ Foreigners?”’ he repcated. * Now
we're gotting on! I'm very glad you
told me this. Mrs. Johnson. How
many were there, and what were

they like?"”

“Two, siv—dark-skinned chaps,”
she answered. * They inquired for
Mr. Williams, evidently not having
heard the news. When I told them,
they seemed quite shocked, and
begged to sce their old friend's
rooms."’

“Ah! brought them
up?n

“I did, sir. They appeared to be
go genumelv upset that I couldn’t
refuse, They spent about ten
minutes looking over his things—
mainly that book there.”

““Were they alone hero for a
while, by any chance?”

“Why, ves, sir! That's what I
was just coming to. Whilst I was
talking to them, a ring came to the
door and I went down. Tt was an
old ‘pedlar, who kept me looking at
his blessed stock-in-trade for more
time than I could spare. Curiously
enough, he, too, was very swarthy-
skinned.” '

*““And the other two went—-’

“ Just afterwards.” .

“Did you notice, were the rooms
disarranged in any way?”

“No, sir, 1 didn’t. But, you see,
Mr. Williams was always rather un-
tidy in his habits, s0 amongst all this
litter it would be hard to tell if any-
thing was out of place.”

“71 son,” nodded Grant. * Well,
I'm much obliged to you, madam!
Good-day !"”

He passed downstairs and into the
strcet.  Certainly, he had gleaned
some information, but exactly how to
make use of it was the problem.
Grant undoubtedly posscssed a detec-
tive’s fafents 1m a2 very marked
degree, but what he lacked was
equally necessary—sound training as
to how to make the best possible use
of them, _

Things had now reached a point
when the advice of a professional
tracker was indispensable; =0 he
decided to see North, of‘tho C.1.D,

And you

The 4th Chapter,
An Exchange of Confidences !

Detective-Inspector North received
Grant cordially enough. Truth to
tell, he was at a deadlock himself, and
was ready to weclcome even the
slightest clue which might put him on
the scent. For, since tracing the
limousine to itz owners, ho had been
able to do practically nothing in the
matter,

“You were, of course, wrong,” he
said, after listening attentively, “‘in
withholding information at the out-
set about your finding the golden
flower: and yet I personally consider
you did quite right if you can under-
stand the paradox*”

Grant nodded.

“1 wunderstand perfectly. You
mean that from the law’s point of
view I should have told everything,
but that I-was sensible in saying
nothing of the only substantial clue
in our posscssion. You share my
apinion that there may have been
spies in court?”

“Procisely: Now, your theory
from the start?”
North was not one of those

pompous, self-opinionated men who,
swelled up with their own importance,
will have nothing to do with an out-
sider, should such by any chance hap-
pen to poke his nose into matters that
concerned the regular police only. He
fully realised t?mt moro than one
smart amateur had in the past put the
seasoned professional investigator on
the right track, and was quite ready
to accept assistance from this taxi
fellow if it promised to be veluable.

“Well,” commenced Grant, *from
what I have read of these things, the
whole business scems fairly clear up
to a certain point. To begin with, a
big limousine ocoupies tho same place
three days in succession ; its blind[; are
down, and only once do I get a
glimpee of the occupant, who 1is
apparently an Eustern. 1 then take a
faro to a place which i3 easier to reach
by train than by taxi. This looks as
though my passenger had some objec-
tion to railway travelling-—which
objection might be that it would be
easrer to follow him. lHe seems agi-
tated, and 1s gripping a parcel very
tightly ; and he chooses a time when
there is only one cab on the rank—
my own—thus believing he’s safe fromn
pursuit,

“ Nothing happens until the big car
overtakes and passes me in the

on the outskirts of Denfield. 1T
told how, from the

ave

F)Sition of the
 dart outside, I concluded that the

missilo had been fired from the limou-
sine, which theory is borne out by the
fact that tho big cor was found aban-
doned near Benfield. This shows that
ita3 occupants evidently knew our
destination, either having overheard
| Williams instructing me, or perhaps
someouv had been watching his
rooms, and shadowed him when he
came out.” (This, s our readers will
probably guess, was the correct
theory, if they will cast their minds
back to the incident of the swarthy-
faced pedlar whom Grant failed to
notice.) *They also seemingly ex-
pected him to put up at the Dragon,
as 1t is about the only decent place in
the village, and must have been hang-
‘ing about, as witness the fact that
they had time to scarch my cab whilst
I was absent. Ihey apparently don’t
know that I found the golden Hiower
when 1 puled up to light the lamps.

“Then the doctor stales that
Wilhams was killed by cobra-poison,
which snake, I believe, is manly an
inhabitant of India.

*“Next, I visit Mrs. Johnson, whe
says that her lodger travelled u great
deal. She also informs me that he
spent his days reading by candle-light,
as he haod some eye affection to which
daylight was dangcrous. That, I
know, was all bunkum, for the man’s
eyes wore perfectly healthy-looking,
and 1t was broad daylight when he
engaged me. No. The motive for the
closed shutters and his only going out
at night was fear, pure and simple.
He'd probably stolen the idol from
some eastern temple during his
travels, and guessed he would be
followed, yet so greal waa his interest
in the golden flower that he could not
part with it until he had deciphered
the inscriptions written on its petals.
From the fact that he left behind all
those curious books, I conclude that
ho had succeeded in doing this, and
was anxious to get away unnoticed to
some quiet place like Benfield, to
study his translations in peace., But,

guburbs; then I discover the tragedy |

fearing that he might not secure a
taxi quickly if he waited tifll after
dark, when the eveming rush would
begin, he decided to rizk emerging by
daylight on this last occasion.
.. North nodded, but retnained silent,
‘“Then,’”’ resumed Grant, warmming
to his work, “two foreigners—Indians,
likely—call to see ! their old friend
Wilhayne.” They ara shoagked ot bis
- death, and ask Lorsce. his rooms.
Whilst there, a dark-skinhed pedlar
arrives, and keeps the landlady talk-
ing. Why? Because he i3 the third
of the trio of ‘ forvign-looking gentle-
men ’ who hired the limousine. The

kept Mrs. Johnson engaged in order
to givo the others time to scarch for
the flower, which they think may have
been broken oil before Williams left.
his lodgings, since they didn’t find it
in my cab. They've got the idol, but
apparently they dare not return with-
out the blosrom also, for fear of the
wrath of their priests or gods.”

North sat u{) in his chair with an
approving smile.

“D’you know, friend Grant,” he
said, *'that you're a loss to the Force?
I agree with you in every particular.
It's very well thought out for an
amatour—indeed, it has quite the pro-
fessional touch. You mentioned that
you suspected there were {wo weapons
used. From that I should say that
your theory about Williams being
tracked from his lodgings to your cab
is correct, the shadower afterwards
joining his colleague in the limnousiuc,
and tho third man was, of course, the
chauffeur, They probably fired
together, but only one dart took
eftect.”

“Yee, that's very likely,” agreed
Grant, ‘“but though we've got tho
thing straight up to a certain point, it
docen’'t get wus any nearer the
as8AssINSs,
their next miove? Will they revisit
Williams' rooms, have another search
of my cab, whose number they prob-
ably know, or chuck up the sponge
and return with the idol alone ?”

“Not the latter, anyway!” replied
North deaidedly. “ They’ll stick at 1t
until they cither succeed, or prove

?

that the flower i3 lost for ever. Ah!
You've got an idea?”’
“Yes,” replied Grant; *though

whether it's worth trying or not |
don't know.”

He gave North a brief outline, and
the C.I.D. man evidently approved of
it, for he clapped the taxi-driver
enthusiastically on the back.

The 5th Chaﬁtor.
How the Trap Worked !

The outcome of the foregoing con-
sultation was that the {ollowing
announcement appeared next day in
all the principal London newspapers:

“A GOLDEN FLOWER.

“ Workman's Strange IFind.
““Whilst going to his work early the
other morning, a labouring man
picked up a curious article, a sketch of

which s shown hereunder.

What d'you think will be :

whole thing was a plant. The pedlar |

“It is a beautifully-carved flower,
fashioned from pure gold, and covered
with mystio symbols. The base of the
stalk seoms to have been roughly
broken off, which indicates that it had
originally been joined to something
else—an ornament very probably.

“Mr. Thomas Smitheon, the well-
known curio-dealer of Minter Strect,
has purchased the quaint article,
which is at present on view in his
shop window, and is attracting con-
siderable attention.”

The latter part of the announce-
ment was certainly true, for quite a
considerable and ever-cha-nﬁing crowd
was hanging about$ the window of Mr.
Smithson's emporium, gazing—some
curiously, some half-amusedly—at the
glittering lsttlo blossom occupying a
prominent position therein.

The curio-dealer was an old pal of
Grant’s, and, standing well back in
tho shadows at the far end of the
shop, were the taxi-driver and hie
colicarue, North of the C.I.D., both
eagc-rry watching the crowd oulside.

Presently Crant gripped his com-
panion’s arm, and nodded his head
m that direction.

““There ! he whispered. *I'm sure
it’s the face I saw looking frem the
limousine. T hadn’t much of a
glimpse, but the johnnie was eo
evil ”

North ook a short step forward.
At the back of the crowd a dark,
sinister face was visible, the coal-black
eyes fixed gloatingly on the Little
ornament in the window, Then the
man boldly entered the shop, and
inquired in good English what price
Smithson wanted.

The curio-dealer, who had previ-
ously roceived his instructions,
appeared to ponder for a while, thus
giving North and his colleague time
to draw closer to the prospective ocus-
tomer; then the C.I.DD. man spran
forward. Thero was a metallic clic
as the handcufls were snapped on the

dusky wrists,
Crash!

the

Grant and others turned
shqrgly. The window was in
smilhereens, and a loan, brown hand

‘was being swiftly withdrawn through

the jagged gap, regardloss of numer-
ous cuts threatened by the broken
ylass.  And, clenched tightly in that
hand, was the innocent-looking cause
of the whola ghastly business~—Tho
Golden Flower,

Conduocted hy PERCY LONCHURST.

Leaving North to attend to his
prisoner, Grant dashed from the shop.
The sccond man was already several
vards away down tho street, running
like a hare, whilst the crowd, too
dazed by the audacity of the theft,
stood opon-mouthed and helpless.

Turning and twieting, up one street
and down another, rushed tho pair,
until the river loomed ahead and the
thief half-turned; but, seceing his
escape cut ofl—for the others had by
this time recovered, and were coming
up fast—he sprang for the parapet and
dived over.

" Grant was in the water almost as
soon, but a strong tide was running,
and already the Indian was beginning
to show signs of distress, Then, as s
pursuer;s hand touched his collar, the
man sank like a stone. Theo chauffeur
dived, but to no purpose—the body
had evidently been caught by somo
undcr-current, and was not recovered.
Tho Golden Flower will never again
be seen until IFather Thames gives up
his dead.

& L - L ]

Followed by a curious crowd, North
marched his dusky captive to the
police-station which stood only a few
yards away,

The Indian seemed quite resigned,
walking almost with an air of dijgnity.
As they neared the station, however,
tho detective felt him shiver violently,
and next moment he had collapsed in
a heap on the pavement. North gave
a cry of horror as he stooped down,
for a brightly-coloured tuft of hair
was vistblo amongst the coal-black
locks at the back of the man’s neck.
The captive waa stone:dead when they
carried bhim indoors.

Who had fired the dart no one
knew. The large crowd had been too
intent watching the couple in front to -
pay much attention to each other.
North and Grant, however, were quite
convinced that the third Fastern was
the reaponsible person, nor was the
motive very far to scek. Guessing
that a conviction was certain, staps
had been taken to have the captive

uietly removed, lest his tongue

puld reveal any secrets connected
with The Golden Flower. There are
mysteries in the East, to prevent the
eolving of which even human life is
considered of little or no account, é

THE END.

(Look out for next week’s case—“The
Affutr of the Mystic Bell!”)
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(1f you are In nsed of any advice concerning health and general fitness write
to “ The Health Editor,’”” The BOYSE’ FRIEND, The Flestway House, Farring-
don Street, London, E.C.4. All queries will be personally answered by Mr.

Longhurst.

Se¢izxo this opportunity of securing first-rate information and

advice FREE )

Physical Fun,

“ All work and no play makes Jack
a dull boy,” and unless it is possible
to introduce some ‘‘play ” into your
exercise, for the purpose of develop-
ing physical strength and building up
health, there’s the risk that frequent
repetition of the ““work ” will cause
it to become tiresome and you will
lose interest. Here are a few tests
from which it is possible to exiract
fOne amusement,

Stand sideways against a wall, with
the left foot and the left cheek close
agamnst it, Now, see if you can lift
the right foot while steadily keepin
the position. It can be done, though
not by all. If you come across au
chap who can do this, ask him to go
further, and touch his left knee with
the right foot without falling over.

If he succeeds, challenge him fur-
ther. Stand him with his back close
against the wall, toes forward, and
place a penny on the floor just in
advance of his toes. Tell him he
shall have the penny if he can stoop
down and pick it up without shifting
his heels from the wall. You won’t
lose many pennies, I'll warrant,

Here’s an easy one. Chalk a line,
place your toes against it, knees
down, hands clasped behind your
back, and then stand upright again
Iyithout shifting your toes from the
ine,

Something harder. Fold the arms
across the body, and lie down flat on
the back. Now try to get up again,
using one leg only, and preventing
the foot of the other leg from touch-
ing the ground while you get up.

These last two tricks are really
excellent exercises for strengthening
the big muscles of the thighs.

How to lift two persens from the
ground at the same time,

Stand botween tho two fellows.
Stoop, and pass the right hand behind
the left thigh of the one on your
right. and seize his right hand. Now
do the same with your left hand, it

going behind the night thigh of the

chap on your left, and gripping his
left hand, which he will gmln); \\Si‘t.hin
f'our reach, Both fellows must now -
ay one arm each about your necck,
and if you will raise yourself quite
gradually, you'll be able to lift both
from the floor together. Don’t have
your feet close together when trying
to perform this feut; let them be
about eight inches apart.

Japaness Physical Training.

Attacker and defender stand facing
each other, the latter putting forward
his lef¢ hand, and the other gripping
it with his nght, Both anns are
alost horizontal, and the attacker
should take an overhand grip of the
wrist. The palmm of the defender's
hand is downwards. Both bend for-
ward as far as possible. Then the
attacker tries his utmost to force the
captured hand back to the sturting-
point, the defender resisting for all
he is worth, The object gained, then
begins a struggle to force the hand
downwards.

The right hand of defender and
left hand of attacker then carry on
the exercise, after which positions are
reversed-—after breathing spell--and
the .conlplete movement gone through
again,

This exercise has a very sirong
mfluence upon the body muscles, but
particularly those of the lower part of
the back and the abdomen.

Every muscle between the fingers
and the shoulders comes in for hard
use in the next exercise, and it is to
be carried through ou both sides of
the body, one after the other, so that
the loft side gots just as much exer-
clse as tho right,

e hetend.

(Another splendid  Health  and
Frercise article in next Monday's
DBoys’ 1'RIEND. )
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The 1st Chapter.
The Face from the Past!

“ Where’s Erroll?”

Junmy Silver wanted to know.

It was the Bagshot match that
afternoon, and Jimmy Silver & Co.
were gathered on Little Side at Rook-
wood, ready for the fruy. But Erroll
of the Fourth, inside-left—usually as
punctual as a clock—wag not present,
And the Bagshot brake had already
been sighted on the road.

““Morny, where’s Iirroll ?”

Valentine Mornington shook his
head.

**lle went down to Coombe after
dinner,” he said; “but—"

“He’s had lots of time to get back
from ' Coombe!” grunted Jimm
Silver, ‘“The DBagshot Bounders wiﬁ
be hero in another minute. Bqther
him ! It isn’t like Erroll to stray off
like this Just before a football-match.
I don’t want to put another man in

ig——""
“0Oh,
sharply.
“I suy, Jimmy!"”
Muafin.
you like.”

rot!” said Dormington

sang out Tubby
“I'm ready, you know, if

To which Jimmy Silver responded

only with a snort. Apparently he did
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ting Tale of Jimmy
Co., and Kit Erroll.

§ about my life before T came to Rook-
wood, Morny. I've told you. You
know I was, for a time, in the hands
of a gang of rasculs when 1 was only
a kid. T saw a lot of things it wasn’t
good for me to see.”

“I know you kept straight, old
chap.” said Mornington softly.

“Yes, I did, though it was hard
enough at that time.”” TErroll's brow
wrinkled., ““They wauted o muhe a
thief of me. I had pretiy hard usago
because—because I wouldn't. 1 don’t
know what’s become of that brute I
was with then. 1 don’t want to
know. I suppose he’s still in prison.
But I’ve secn a man—a man who used
to belong to that gang—-and—and it's
brought it all back to my mind,"”

His voice trembled.

“In Coombe?” asked Morny.

“Near Coombe, I passed him in
the lane.”

' 'l f.f‘l L) ‘ ' . T
./'10'.#"?' S
. '-4, ’(_-4,' LT
.‘ﬂ,l",'-?ﬂ 3
. fr 4

unot ke

“1'll cut down to tho gates, and
see if he's comin’,” said Motnington,
‘“ Keep your wool on! The Bagshot
Bounders aren’'t here yet, and they
can walt, anyhow,”

Momy was gone before Jimmy
Silver could make any reply to that,
He ran down to the school gates, and
looked along .the road to Coomba
village. Mornington was surprised
himself by the absenco of his chum,
It wus quite hke Morny to turn up
at the last minute—or after the lust
minutes—-but not at all like K1t Erroli.

A figure cune in sight on the road
coming towards the school, and
Morny recognised Erroll.

Erroll was not hurrying himself.

He: came along slowly, his hands
driveri deep into his pockets, and his
head bent, his eyes on the ground.

Ho looked like a fellow buried in
deep and not pleasant thought, and
it was pretty clear that he was not
thinking of the football-match, now
due on Little Side at Rockwood,

Morny ran out into the road.

“Erroll ! he called out.

Erroll started at his chum’s voice,
and looked up quickly, His hand.
some, grave face was curiously pale,
and therz was a troubled look in his

ﬁ_yes. Momington run quickly to
ini.

* What's the matier?’ he asked
anxiously.

“* Nothing, Morny.”

“Havo you forgotten the football-
mutch?”

Erroll sturted again,

¢ I-~1——"" he stammered.
time "

“The Bagshot fellows will be on
the ground 1n o minute. Jimmy
Silver is getting his hair off.”

“I'm sorry! 1—— Let’s get on,
then.”

They hurried towards the school
togethor, |

But close by the gates Erroll paused
irresojutely.  He flushed a little un-
comfortably, a2s ho met Morny's
curious glance.

“There’s somcthin’
said Mornington quietly,
seedy*®”

[T} h no [!‘!

“PDon’t you want to play? You're
always as keen as mustard.”

Frroll paused. _

“Jf—if Silver wouldn’t mind,” he

tho matter,”
“Feelin’

mmuttered. “I—I don't feel like
footer this afternoon, I—1 —="

“ Somethin’s happened?”

“Wall, yes,” said Erroll, after
another pause. *“]l—I've seen a
man-——-" -

I{e broke off, flushing.

Mornington smiled.

“Plenty of men to ba seen in
Coombe,” he said. “I suppose you
mean some particular man?”

“Yes, A man 1l saw years ago,
hefore I came "to Roockwood.”
Frrell’s eves drooped before Morning-
ton’s. ‘‘You-—you know somethmg

“Ts it

Often ho had scen that set, dark, look

on Erroll's grave face, and known
that his chum. was thinking of the
dark old days that were now, happily,
behind him for ever.

“Hallo! Hero you are!”

Jimmy Silver’s voicoe broke in, as
he joined the two juniors, rather
breathlessly.

“Dash 1t all, is this playing the
game?”’ dermmanded Jimuy hotly. “ Do
you know Bagshot are waiting on the
ground, and you stand here confab-
bing? Got o move on, bother you'!”

“I—-I"m sorry!” faltered Erroll,

“Keep your sorrow til after tho
match,” said Jimmy crossly. *“ You
haven’t even changed. It’s too bad.”

“Erroll isn't feeling up to footer,”
said Mornington, coming to his
chum’s rescue. *You'll have to let
him off, Jimmy."”

“ Why the thump couldn’t he say so
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water,

Crash !

Erroll gave a jump.

He had taken out his canoe, alter
parting with Mornington; but his
paddle weas idle now. He had tried
to rouse himself from the black mood
that had seized upon him, but he
tried in vain. In spite of himself,
the phantoms of the past were before
his mina. It seemed to him, some-
how, that his happy, careless lifo at
Rookwood School was only & dream;
that behind it lay the grim reality,
his old life of fear and shadow, the
victim and unwilling pupil of the
gang of cracksmen who had held him
in thrall in his carly years. Gentle-
man Jim, whose viﬁamy had dark-
ened his young life, was safo behind
prizon walls; he had nothing to fear
from his former associates. DRut the
memory was there: and somehow, in
his present mood, the memory
soemed more real than present
realities, since he had seen the face
of Baldwin Sleath.

He sat in the canoe, his paddle idle,
his chin sunk on his breast, his brows
puckered. He was a good distance
from Rookwood now. The brown
November woods shadowed the bank
on cither side of him, but he did not
seo them. He zaw only the evil faces
his bitter memories conjured up from
the dead past. He had forgotten
where he wasg, and he was suddenly
roused from that deep, black reverie
by the crash of the canoe upon a half-
submerged, floating log.

He started up, and in an instant
the catastrophe cameo. Before he
knew what was happening, the cap-
sized canoe had slipped from under
him, and he was struggling in icy
Something struck his head as
he fell: his cry was choked as he
plunged under the swirling waters,

He came up dazedly.

Erroll was a2 good swimmer, and he
struck out bravalv for his life. He

THE FIRST OF A GRAND NEW SERIES OF ROOKWOOD YARNS! The 2nd Chapter. him; the trees, the bank, were
- . In the SBhadow of Death! W*ﬁrhng as l(ril a dance of death.
‘ Lo e ; | 6 groancd. .

1t was death, after all; he could no

hold on many minutes, with his
numbed ﬁnﬁzers. And there was no
help—no help! Morny was far away.

Morny, who would have given his life
to save him.

“Hold on!” |

The sudden call carhe to Erroll as
to one in a dream. He hardly
realised that it meant that help was
at hand.

‘“Hold on, guv’nor; I'm coming!”

Erroll stared dizzily.

A boy was creeping out along the
swaying branch from the gnarled
trunk—a boy some years younger
than himself, in soiled, tattered
clothes, with a rag of u cap on his
head. But the little, brown, soiled
faco was sharp and intelligent, and
full of resolution. He came crawling
along tho branch with the activity of
a squirrel, and it swayed and sunk
deeper under his weight, light as he
was, and there was an ominous,
cracking creak. |

If it should bLreak!

It might break at any moment
under the weight on it. Erroll knew
it, and his rescuer knew it.  And
that meant a sudden plunge to death
in the icy water. DBut the boy came
on resolutely and swiftly; and in a
minute more he was leaning over
Erroll.

““Give us a grip, guv'nor!”

He reached down and seized one of
Erroll’s hali-frozen hands.

Crack!

The branch rang agein, threaten-
ingly. But steadily. between the pull
from above and his own desperate
efforts, Kit Erroll was dragged from
the water, and rested, panting, with
his chest over the branch.

“Go back!” he whispered huskily,
““Go back! I can manage now.”

“Sure?”

“Yes, yos!”

““ All aerene, guv’'nor!”

1 T b | 1 1 1 h

ono of Erroll’s arms.

AT THE ELEVENTH “0“3! words came to the

drowning lunior as one in a dream. The unknown boy selzed
Crack !
threateningly.

““Mold onl!l? The

The branch rang agaln

““Ihd he know you?”

“Noj; he did not recognise me, I'm
sure of that,”

“Then he can’t be here on your
account,” said Mornington.

“No:; I don’t think that., He can’t
know I'm at Rookwood, I think. e
never had anything to do with me,
cven in the old days. I just saw him
sometimes with the others, thet's all.
But he's here for no good; he's never
anywhere for any good. I don’t sup-
pose he remembers me, DBut I re-
member him well enough, though
he’s changed his appearance a bit.”

“He can’t hurt you, old chap,”

said  Mornington, after a pause,
“You're not afraid of that?”

Erroll smiled faintly.

“No, no! - It's only that it's

brought it all back into my mnind—
those awful days I want to forget, It
--it’s made me feol rotten. I feel
mwtten whenever it comes into my
mind, I try not to think about it
Now—nov 1t all seems as fresh as if it
was only yesterday that I was with
Gentlemnan Jim and the rest—and
that man Baldwin Sleath—"

“T understand,” said Morny softly,

Morny understood well enough.

earlier, then?” demanded the captain
of the Fourth., ‘l.ots of fellows are
keen enough. I --=" Hae brokae oit
us he caught the pained look on
Erroll’s troubled face. * Well, never
mind. I'll iell Oswald. Come on,
Morny!”

Jimmy Silver darted off.

“Cut off, Momy,” said FErroll, in
a low voice.

“I'm goin’ to cut the match, old
man, an’ stick to you for the after-
noon, "’

“No, mno!” exclaimed
hastily. “You're wanted.
can’t leave Silver in the lurch.”

1] ]Sut_____!l

“Cut off, old chap! I shall be all
right. I'm going up the river, and—
and I'd really rather bhe alone, if you
don’t mind.”

“Right-ho, then!” said Morny.

He could not help feeling relieved.
Heo did not want to miss the match.
He gave Erroll a nod, and ran after
Jimmy Silver. Kit Erroll turned
from the school gates and tramped
away, his hands in his pockets, and
his brow lined. He was in a black
mood that afternoon, and in that
mood he was glad to be alone,

Erroll
‘You

Coratew tdlal ol was Tor his ltte now, 1he |

dim, brown woods were solitary;
there was no one to help him.

But he was dazed; his head was
singing from the blow on the log, and
the chill of the water was icy and
bitter. He struck out for the bank,
with the swift eurrent tearing at him,
His eyes closed once dizzily, and the
ewilt waters rushed over his head.
He struggled to the surface again,
strenuonsly resisting his fate,

.s}{elp!tb . [

The cry sounded faintly over the
wide river, i

His head seemed spinning; his
senses fleeting. Again there was a
rush of water over him, and again he
camec up, dazed and panting. There
came into his dizzy mind a thought
of the football-ficld at Rookwood: of
Jimmy Silver, of his chum Morning-
ton—~Morny, who would have risked
life to save him, if he had only
known. He swam despairingly, a
faint cry ringing from his pale lips
again,

Was the bank nearer? The dim,
brown woods scemed to be receding;
the silence, the solitude chilled him
like the icy chill of the water round
him. He stared about him wildly.
Tho cn’nof had vanished from his
sight, drifling upturned. The water
bubbled over his lips.-

He came to himself, with a sudden
realisation that this was death—
death, if his own strength could not
save him. And his strength was
going ; his senscs were spinning. He
gritted his teeth and made an effort,
and the brown woods swept nearer.

Nearer and nearer. Ha conld aen
a squirrel upon a gnarled trurk; but
he was almost spent.  He was near
the rushes now; near the branches
that overhung the water. But an
undercurrent caught him and whirled
him away, fcebly resisting. Some-
thing brushed his face, and he
clutched hold with a despairing hand.

For some moments the dazed junior
only knew that he was holding—
that the hungry river wae pulling at
him, sceking to sweep him away to
death. His senses cleared. It was
the extremity of an overhanging
branch, nearly touching the water,
that had hrushed his face; and it was
the branch that he was holding to,
dragging it lower with his weigﬁt as
the river pulled at him.

He held on grimly.

The branch swayed and creaked,
twigs and leaves splashed in the
water as his weight dragged it down.
But it was strong; it would bear.
He would climb on it.

‘But he could not climb,

His strength was spent, and he
could barely hold on, and he could
not drag himself a foot from the
sucking water,

He cried out again, but his voice
was only a husky whisper. The

shining, rippling river whirled about |
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branch to the trunk, und dropped
lightly to the ground.

He watched the Rookwood fellow
curiously. :

Erroll rested for a couple of
minutes, and then crawled on the
branch, swaying but no longer
cracking. The task would have been
nothing to Erroll in his usual con-
dition; but now it tried him sorely.
He was panting and exhausted when
he reached the {runk. and the
rescuer had to help himn down to the
ground,

Erroll sank into the grass, and
lcaned back against tho tree, in a
pool of water. :

For some minutes he did not move,

His strength was at its lowest cbbh.
He almost fainted as he sat spent in
the grass.

‘“Better get a move on, guv’'nor.”
It was the stranger's voice. *“ You'll
catch o chill, I reckon.”

Erroll staggered up at last. Hao
leaned on the tree, gasping. He was
more himself now, and he looked
curtously at his rescuer, who stood
watching him, chewing a straw, with
a slicht grin on his face.

“You've saved my life!”
Erroll. |

“] s'pose &0,”

“I'm awfully grateful—j——"

“All serene, guv'nor!  Feel
right now?"’

“Yes, yes!”

“Then I'm off.

panted

all

The ragged vouth turned, and
plunged into the wood. Erroll
stared after him Dblankly for a
moment. Then he shouted:

“Stopl Stop!”

The 3rd Chapter,

The Wail!

“Stop !’

Erroll of the Fourth made a quick
step after the youngster who had
gaved his life. But he was atill very
weak, and he staggered, and had to
lean against an oak for support.

“Come back!” he called faintly.

He heard the boy halt in the
underwoods ; stopping for somo
moments, out of aight, as if un-
decided. He came back at last
slowly, emerging into view again as
if with reluctance. His dark eyes,
which had a peculiar quality of keen-
nees in their depths, sought Erroll's
face.

“What 1s it?"” he asked. ‘You
want me?”

“Don’t go yet!” exclaimed Erroll.
“J—I want to speak to you. Are you
in a hurry?”

Tho boy shifted uneasily.

“Not exactly in a hurry,” he said,

“My name’s Erroll,”” said the
Fourth-Former of Rookwood. “I
should like to know yours.”

- The boy grinned. .
““Same here!” he said.
“What? I—I don’t understand!
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You know your own name, 1 sup-
pos¢ 7’ said Erroll, in amazement.
» ¢ They call me the Kid.”

*But that isn’t your name?”

*1 s'pose not. It ain't a naume, 18
it ?u

“It's a nickname,” said Erroll.
“ But you are called something elso?”

“Yes; I'm called the Cool Kid
sometimes.”” said the other, grinning,
* But that ain’t much forrarder, is it ?
Sorry | can’t oblige you, sir, but 1
haven't any name to call my own.
15 that all you want?”

“No, no! I--] want to repay you,
if I can, something for what you’ve
done for me,” said Erroll,  “If that
branch had broken when you were
helping mg. you would have been
dvrowned with me. Do you know
that?” :

“1 s'pose s0."” :

“You risked vour life.”

Tho Kid shrugged his shoulders
carelessly. _

“Jt atn’t the fust time,” he said.
“1 don't know that I'd care very
much, neither, if I'd gone in. Life
ain’t all beer and skittles for the likes
of me. I wouldn’t care much.”

“My dear fellow, that isu’t the way
for a chap to talk at your age,” said
Erroll gently. *“You've had a hard

tuno 1"

“AMore or less. 1 ain’t complain.
ing.”

“But your people—you've got
people——"’

“Only my friends.” -

“Ah! You hzve friends, at least?”

“Yes—so long as I'm useful to
thom,” said the Kid. “1 don’t
reckon Baldwin Sleath would waste
ancther orust on me after that.”

Krroll started violently.

“ Baldwin Sleath!” he breathed,
Back to his mind came the dark, evil
face he had seen on the Coombe road
that afternoon—the face of an old
acquaintance of evil days. ‘“Do you
know that man?”’ .

“He's my guv’'nor,” said the Kid,
with a stare. * But you don’t know
him—-vou couldn’t, & young gentle-
man like you.” :

“1’ve seen him,” said Trroll.

“1 didn't reckon thero was anybody
knew him in these parts,” said the
Kid, *He don't reckon so, neither,
I know that. YWhere did you see him,
then—you, & young gentleman?”

Erroll did not answer. He was
thinking deeply as he looked ot the
Kid's face. It was not a clean face,
apd it had a reckless, half-cynical
expreasion that was painful to see in
a face so younz. It was only too
clear that the Kid's lines had not
fallen in pleasant places, and that he
had knowledge-—undesirable  know-
ledge—far beyond his years, Yet there
way something pPrepossessing in the
face—the features were good, the eyes
darl and clear and steady—there was
a lurking trace of refinciment. And
this boy--little more than a child—was
in the hands of Baldwin Sleath, the
cracksman, tho rascal who, if he was
not wanted by the police at the pre-
sent time, had kcen wanted by them
many a time.

It was liko a leaf from Erroll’s own
past, and his heart went out in sym.
pathy Lo the hapless boy. He had
been through the valley of temptation
himself, and had c¢scaped unscathed—
onlv with black memories. But the
Kid—something told Erroll that this
boy had not pulled through without
a stain. If he was Baldwin Sleath’s
pupil, he was a thief, if Sleath could
make him so.,

Erroll shivered.

“* Never mind where I have seen
him, Kid,” he said gently. “I know
the man. 1 know ie is a rascal—a
criminal—a man that no boy should
ever see cr speak to. You'ro too
decent for such friends.”

“T've got no others.”

“You shall have others!” ex-
claimed Erroll vehemently. “I am
one to begin with. You saved my
life, and I will stand your friend.”

“You!” said the Kid. “You're a
schoolboy—a rich young cove, you
are. You wouldn’'t touch the hkes
of me.”

“You shall see. I will prove it,”
eaid Erroll. He shivered again, and
remembered his dripping clothes. “1I
must go now; but I must see you
again. Where shall I see you?”

The Kid shook his head.

“I dessay you mean kindly, sir,”
ho said, with more respect in his
manner. ‘“But vou don’t caich on,
yvou don’t. It ain’t no good. You
can’t do me any good, and I should
only do you harm. Never mind
about my saving your life. I reckon
I'd bhave done that for a dog, if it
comes {0 that. DBut you're a decent

~cove, vou are, and—and here’s your

watch.”

To Erroll's blank amazement, the
Kid produced a gold watch from his
rags and handed it to him. Then he

k

turned and slipped into the wood and
vanished.

Erroll did not call after him again.
Ile stood staring stupidly at the
watch in his hang.

It was his own watch—a handsome
gold watech, a birthday present from
his father. 1le had not missed 1t:
but evidently the nimble fingers of
ths Kid had relieved him of it when
hz helped him from the tree. That
pxplained his hurried departure, and
his reluctance to return when called.
The incident gave Erroll a pang. Yet
there was good in the boy; he Had
risked his life to save a siranger,
and he had returned the stolen watch
for a few kind words.

“The poor lad—the poor lad!”
whispered Erroll, ‘ He is decent at
heart—and the evil in him is the work
of Baldwin Sleath. I will save him'!
As T was saved from such a fate, so
I will save him, and Heaven help
me!”

But it was dangerous to linger—he
was chilled to the bone. He started
for Rockwood, breaking into a trot
to warm his chilled limbs. DBut as he
went he was thinking of the cool,
checky f[ace of hu Kid—of the
strange mingling of good and evil he
had seen in the waif—and he repeated
to himself that, IJeaven helping him,
he would save the boy from the sin
and misery that threatened to blacken
his young life.

The 4th Chapter.
NMornington is not Pleased!

“I{allo! Here's Erroll1”

“Boen taking a bathe with your

clobber on, old scout?” grinned
Arthur Edward Lovell.

“You're wet,"”

A dozen fellows met Kit Erroll as
ho came hurriedly up the stairs at
Rookwood. lle was m a warm glow
with running and he was in a hurry to
get to the KFourth Form dormitory
and change his wet clothes.

Something like a_celebration was
going on in the Classical Fourth
rassago, a8 the dusk of the November
afiernoon deepened. Jimmy Silver
& Co. were in great spirits, Erroll
remnembered the football match. He
did not need to ask how it had gomne.
The hilarity of the Rookwood foot-
ballers told how it had gone. .

“Ilow many did you beat them
by?” he asked, with a smile.

“Three goals to one,” said Jimmy
Sidver, with great satisfaction. ' 1f
ou’'d -been in your usupl place, you
f)ounder, we'd have made it four or
iiwla-l. T’?ut Oswald played up jolly
well—

“] rather think he did!” chimed
in Dick Oswald. “1 bagged one of
the goals, anvhow.”

“You did—you did!” agreed
Jimmy Silver, “ And Tommy Dodd
bagged another, which was quite
good for a Modern. We’re just goin
to have tea in the end study, Erroll,
and Morny's coming, s0 come along.
Better get into some other clothes
first, though.”

“Buck up!” said Mornington.
“You’ll catch cold, Erroll. 1'll come
up with you.”

Mornington drew his chum away
towards the upper staircase, and they
disappeared. In the Fourth Form
passage there was a march of triumph
going on, Raby and Newcome fur-
nishing music by beating with rulers
upon tin cans. The overwhelming
defeat of their old rrvals of Bagshot
School had highly delighted Jimmy
Silver & Co., and thev felt that the
occasion. was worth celebrating, So
they celebrated, the Bagshot foot-
ballers having departed to hide their
diminished heads.

In the dusky dormitory, Errell
stripped quickly and rubbed himself
down with a rough towel. He was
feeling little the worse for his perilous
adventure, save for the bump on his
head, which ached a little. Valentine
Mornington sorted out dry clothes
for him. ,

‘““And now, what's happened?”
asked Mornington, as Erroll began
to dress, ’

“I've been in the river.”

Morpington grinned.

“I guessed that much in my
head,” he answered. *“ You looked
as if you’d been in the mver.”

“The canoe capsized. 1 was care-
less,” sald Erroll. “I shall have to
look for it to-morrow. I suppose it’s
stranded lower down. It's got my
name in #, anyhow. I’ve had a jolly
narrow escape, Morny. I—I should
have gone under, but for a kid who
fished me out.” .

“Good for him, whoever he was,”
said Mornington cordially. “A
Rookwood chap?”

“No; a young waif—a little raga-
muffin,” said Erroll. ‘‘But—but a
jolly decent chap, I think, Tl tell
you afterwards.’ _

“Tell me now,” sgid Mornington,
sitting oun the bed. ! No hurry to get

’

to tea. They're still celebrating in
the passage.”

“ All right.”

Erroll told the story of his adven-
ture, and Valentine Moruington
listened witkout comment tll he had
finished.

There was a rather elfrious expres-
sion on Momy's face, and he looked
at Erroll twice or thrice in an odd
wuy.

“ A regular young rascal!” he said,
at length. * A trained pickpocket,
to have your watch off you like that
without your knowing it.”

‘““He gave it back to me, Morny.”

“He thought it safer, perhaps.
You'd have mussed it later, and
guessed where 1t had govne.”

“f—1 suppose so. But I don't
think that was his motive,” said
lirrell, rather disappointed by Morn.
mgton’s tone. * [—I think he felt
that—-" :

““Well, what?”

*I mean, I don’t think he's a thiet
at heart. [I—I1 want to help him,
Morny, somehow—-help him clear of
all that——"

“You can't!” answered Moruing-
ton calmmly. *It's not your birey,
for one thing. Aud it’s not possible,
He's an associate of thieves and vaga-
bonds, that's clear enough. lle did
a good-natured thing—1 dare say you
exaggerate the nsk--but that dcesn’t
make him a saint. You’d better keep
clear of hiun.”

“Morny!”

“Thut’s my advice, and it’s jolly
good. He's mixed up with Sleath,
the man you saw to-day. [t’s pretty
plain they’re here together, and for
no good. You don’t want to got
mixed up in that kind of thinf agamn,
I suppose?” exclaimed Mornington
irritably.

Erroll did not reply, but his face
was very troubled.

Truly enough, he shrank with hitter
repugnance from anything that re-
called the old davk days. But thero
was such a thing as duity. He felt
that the waif could be suved, and that
ks eoiild help to save him. Ha had
expected his chum to share his views,
Mornington could be generous, DBut
Morny was evidently 1 one of his
intractable moods. Morny could be
frank and genorous, but there was a
vein of suspicious jealousy in  his
nature, and that was the ciloid that
had been touched now. )

His smile wos* half ,a sneer as he
watched Errol’s distréssed face. .

“You're simply romuncing,’ = he
said cooblly. * The kid did you & good
turn, and) vou want to make himn out
an angel. Some young tramp, who
picked your. pocket. DInh! Look
here, Erroll, the fcllows have f{or-
gotten that talk therc was ubout you;
it was all explained away, and so on,
But they’ll remember fast enough if
vou begin any stunt of this kind.
The young rascal may pick other
pockets as well as yours. You're not
goin’ round as the champion of a
young thief. I suppose? Cut it out!”

[ 1) Bul 13 .

“ What is the fellow to you, any-
how?” snapped Mornington. ‘“You
could have given him a quid for his
trouble : he’d have thought more of
that than of all this philanthropic
moonin’, Did you offer him a quid?”

“1 never thought ”

“ Probably he thinks you're a mean
rotter, then,” grinned Mormy. “That
was what he wanted.”

“1 don’t think so. I-—7"

“ You fellows coming?’’ bawled the
powerful voire of Arthur Edward
Lovell up the staircase.

“Right-ho! Ready, Erroll?”

“Yes.”

“Come on, then, and let’s hear ro
more about your precious young pick-
pocket,” said Morningion.
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Errall followed his chum in silence
from the dormtory. Certainly, after
Morny’s reception of his conifidence,
ho was not like to suy anything move
to him about the Kid. But he had a
will of his own--a will that was
stronger than Morny’s, if it came to
that—and his intention was un-
changed. He was going to befriend
the Kid—-he was going to save him.
But it would have to be without
Morny’s help.

Bang, bang, bang!

The triumphal march was still
going on in the Classical Fourth pas-
suge. The rulers and the tin cans
made stirring music, and the decper
notes of a-boot and a tea-tray were
added now. ¥From the lower stairs
came the deep voice of Bulkeley of
the Sixth.

“ Do you fags want me up there?”

The music ceased suddenly.

‘“Only if you'll come to tea in the
end study, Bulkeley,” called back
Jimmy Silver.

To which the captain of Rookwood
did not reply. But the triumphal
march ceased, and Jimmy Silver &
Co. crowded into the end study to
tea. Mommington and Ervell joined
them there. The end study was pretty
well crowded. Over that merry and
somewhat riotous meal the talk ran
on the footbull-mateh and the crush-
ing defeat of DBagshot; and, to
Erroil’s relief, he was not questioned
about his adventure. Somechow,
under Morny's mocking eyes, he did
not want to speak of the Kid again.

The 5th Chapter.
YVhat Happened in the Night!

Midnight !

Kit Erroll stirred restlessly, and his
eyes opened.

Heo could not sleep that night.
Round him was the sound of steady
breathing; deep and resonant came
the snore of Tubby Muffin. The
Classical Fowrth were deep in
slumber, with the exception of Kit
Erroll. Perhaps it was the reaction
jrom the axcitement of his adventure
in the river, and the ache of the
bruise on his head where he had
struck the log. And he was troubled
in mind, too, by Mornington’s atti-
tude. There had been coldness
between them already. They had
hardly spoken over prep in the study.
Morny was in one of his uncertain
moods—mooda in which Frmll had
bean accustomed’ to bear® with hin
with friendly patience. It troubled
him now; but the thought of the Kid
was minning in his mind, too.

If only Morny had taken it more
kindly-—1f that way'vard, jealous
temper had not broken out so inop-
portunely! But Erroll had to take
his best chum as he [ound him, and
he had often found him exacting, He
could uot sleep; he had dozed off by
fits and starts, only 1o wake again.
There was a deep oppression on his
mind, In the shadows he seemed 1o
see the evil, leering face of Baldwin
Sleath, and then, again, the cool, half-
mocking of the Kid.

There was a glimmer of light in the
dormitory, where all had been dark,
save for the pale starlight at the high
windows,

Erroll started.

A glimwmer of light, and darkness
again. Was 1t fancy? His heart
beat strangely. He listened with
painful intensity. Did he hear a faint
footfall in the zilent, lofty room?

Light again! A bar of light cut
the darkness like a knife. ¢ knew
row that it was theflash of an
electric-torch, turned on by someone
who was gropmng his way in the
dormitory. gle started up, with a
mufiled exclamation.

His exclamation was answered by a
quick. sharp breath. The ray of the
electric-torch turned on his face, and
another face bent over him for a
second.

In the gleaming light he saw the
face of the Kid. The dark eyes, the
clear-cut mouth he remembered so
well—he saw them as in a dream.

For one fleeting moment they looke?
into one another’s eyes. Then the
light abruptly vanished. All was
dark.
¢ “Kid!" breathed Erroll.

He szt up in bed, his heart thump-
ing. What was the Kid doing there,
at midnight, in Rookwood School? -

e Kid :’)

Dead silence—silence and darkness,

Had he dreamed it? He was yet
only half-awake., He passed his hand
across his eyes, and wondered.

Someone stirred in a bed near.

“What’s up?” camec a sleepy voice,
the voice of Jimmy Silver.

“You awake. Jimmy?  I—I
thought I heard—1 saw someone—--"
stammered Erroll. .

There was a sleepy grunt {rom
Jimmy Silver.

“You're dreaming, old chap! Go
to sleep!” .

_to Bulkeley

“But T thought—I thought—"

“Bosh! Go to slecp!” _

Jimmy Silver turned his head on his
pillow, und was quickly in the jand of
dreams again. Iurroll rubbed his eyes
and listened.

Was 1t g dream? B

He had been thinking of the Kid,
haif-awake and half-aslecp. Had ho
been dreaming when he thought that
the light flashed in his face and the
waif’s eycs looked at him?

All was silent—silent as the grave.
*J—T must have dreamed!” whis-
pered Erroll at last, . |

After all, how could tho Kid have
been there?
dreaming fancy.

There was no sound—though he
remained long listening, there was no
sound, no gicam of light. He laid his
head upon the pillow at last. Surely
it had been w drecam! _

He slept at last—soundly. Ilis eyes
did not open again tll the rising-bell
was clanging out in the crisp air of the
putumn morning. Erroll was one of
the first out of bed. Ho smiied as he
thought of tao vision of the night,
The sun was creeping over the old .
becches of Rookwood, and in the sun-
light that vision seemed fantastic, un-
real. e had dreamed that the Kid’'s
face had looked down on him in tho
hours of darkness—he was eure of
that now., o

He joined Jimmy Silver & Co. in
punting a football about in the gquad
before breakfast. Mornington did not
join in—it saited hts wayward humour
to keep aloof from his chum thas
morning. Erroll looked at him alinost
appealingly when he came out, but
Morny, with a curt nod, sauntered
away, and joined in talk with Towns-
end and Topham of the Fourth—
whom he did not oftrn honour with
his society. Erroll did not follow him.
Ho knew from of old that when
Morny was in this humour thero was
nothing for it but to let hum alone, to
come out of it when he chose. :

“1 say, Jimmy':!” Tubby Muffin
came up s the crowd of - cheery
j}mioz:s came lir_1 to brenkf:mlt. “1 s?_%-',
there’s something on, you know. Do
you know what’s happened 7"’

“Blessed if T do!” yawned Jimmy
Silver. 'Don’t you, Tubby? You
gonerally do!” '

“Well, I know there’'s something,”
eald Tubby cautiously. *“1I saw the
Head—and lLo was looking awfully
solemn. Mr. Bootles was mumbling
in the passage, and
Bulkeley gaid, * Is it possiblo?’ lle
said be hadw’t heard a scund.” :
v “Then he couldn’t have been
referring to our celebration #fter the
match yesterday!” grinned Lovell.

*“11a, ha, ha I o

“Of course he wasn’'t!” said Tubby
peevishly, **Something’s happened, 1
tell vou. I heard tho Head on his
telephone. ll¢ gave the number of
the police-stution at Rookham [*

“My hat!”

“I'd have heard more, only that

Deast Carthew came zlong and kicked

me !"” said Tubby, w1 an mjured tone.
“He said I was listening atythe
Head's door—suspicious beast, you
know. Hallo, there’s brekker?” And
Tubby Muffin rolled rapidly into the
dining-room. IEven his curtosity took
second place to his appetite.

Errolf’s heart had sunk as he lis-
tened. At the breakfast-table he
glanced at Mr. DBeotles' faze—the
IForm-master was looking unusually

rave and preoccupied. At the Sixth
"orm table the seniors were talking-in
Jow tones, with serious looks. It was

etty clear that there had been somo
iappening  of an unusual kind at
Rookwood during the night. Back to
Erroil’s mind came with painful clear-
ness tho glimmner of the electrio lamnp
l—-l-;the facd of the Kid bending over

im.

Thero was a buzz among the juniors
when the portly figure of Inspector
Sharp, of Rookham, was scen ¢rossing
the quad, to be shown in at once to
the Head. The Rookwood fcllows
went into class with excited faces—
Erroll with a weight like lead at his
heart. Before first lesson was over the
truth was known—that there had been
a robbery in tho school the previous
night, and that the Rookham
inspector had been cailed in by tele-
phone to investigate. The details
were not known yet—but the main
fact was enough for Erroll of the
Fourth. -

It bad been no vision of a half-
awakened fancy. The Kid had been
in Rookwood School that night—and
there had becn a robbery! Those two
facts came together in Frroll’s mind
with crushing force. Ilec hardly heard
Mr. Bootles’ voice as it droned in
the IForm-room. The Kid—the boy
to whose zenerous courage he owed
his life! What was he to do now?

THE END,

(Next week: ** Divided Duty.” A
splendid tale of Jimmy Silver, Kit
Erroll & Co., and the Kid. Make
« point uf reading it.)

It must have been a
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Tke 18t Chanter.
The Coming of a Stranger!

Face flushed bencath its tan, his
grey ewes fixed steadily upon the
refractory steer, Don Darrel whipped
his lusso from his saddle-bow, and
touched the superb, black horse he
rode with bis spurs.

Great silver spurs they wcre, after
the fashion of the Mexican ranch-
men.

Not that Don was & Mexican, or,
for thet matter, 8 man. He was
British to the backbone, and just a
truce over fiftcen; but, since the

boy's father had died 2 month ago,.

he had shouldered responsibilities at
which many a person twice his age
might well have been appalled.

From his birth, Don Darrel lad
lived just over the Arizonian border
m Mexico, and had come to drees
very like the cowmen of that country,
simply bccauso such clothes were
most easy to obtain.

He cu' a fine, picturesque figure
in his sweeping sombrero, orna-
mented with a siiver cord, his black,
silkem _shirt, and corduroy trousers,
which were almost hidden by wide
leather chaps, with a fringe down
cach leg. |

He sat his liorse as if he were part of
it. He had been born, so to speak, mn
the saddle, and there was not a buck-
ing broncho on his late father's great
ranch he would have hesitated an
instant to geu astride of. |

Of course, Great Steer Ranch had
hecome. his on his dad’s death, and
up till now, with the aid of a loyal
lot of cowboys, a good fereman, and
one very particular friend and ser-
vant, Don had run the property as
well and profitahly as it had been run
before the great sorrow had come
inte his life.

There was talk of rustlers (catile
thieves) being in the vicinity,

The herds, tno far away to be
rounded up and brought in before
nightfall. were, by Don's orders, to
be doubly guarded. Those that had
heen grazing near had bheen driven
into the cerral which in a wido sweep
surrounded the ranch buildings and
the homestead; at least, all save one
ill-tempered brute, and Don had
alrendy got his measure.

After the steer that had refused to
follow its fellows Don Darrel sent his
horse, leaning low over the animal’s
neck with his lariat held ready for
the throw.

“Leave lim to me, boys!” he
jerked, with just the slightest of
twangs, as several of the hands who
had driven the other cattle home
would have sent their horses after
bim. .-

The group of sombreroed, sun-
bronzed men sat their steeds, watch-
ing. Day in, day out, they were accus-
tomed to seeing fcats of nding that
anywhere but 1n Mexico or the
ranching districts of the States would
have becen counted as marvellous;
but they never ceased to admire the
ready * and splendid horsemanship
and the dogged grit of their *‘dead
boss] .’ =on.

The steer saw lhe horse and its
youthful rider, and, swinging round
with a vicious snort, careered away
across the open pratrie,

Don’s open, boyish face set a little
grimly, end he went after it. Again
his spurs just flicked his horse, and
ita gallop increased to a racing pace,
its hoofs sending up a cloud of
choking, yellow dust from out of the
long, dry grass.

The stcer flung 'up its head and
bellowed dehiance, and it thudded
over the hard, sun-cracked ground as
fast as it could go. But it might
just 'as well have tried to outdistance
an express train us to attempt to
avoid its pursuer.

Stowly but surcly, the horse raced
nedrer the bull.  Thirty, now only
twenty feet divided them; then—

Whiz!

True as a die, Don Darrel's lasso
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' went snaking through the air, and

the noose foll fairly and sqnarely over
the steer’s horns and head, to settle
about the thick throat.

Quick as a flasli, tho oppesite end
was wound about the horn of Don’'s
saddle, and he had pulled up his
horse with a swiftness that would
have thrown a less surefooled animal,

The jerk that came when the
lariat was dragged taut swung the
horse half-round. Being accustomed
to such work it kept its legs, and, as
Don flung his lithe body back in the
saddle and pulled hard upon the
reins, the animal planted its forefeet
into the ground and refused to
budge. .
The stecr tugged and bellowed,
snorted and flung up 118 horns. A
struggle went on then that the
distant group of cowpunchers
watched with delight, though it did
not last for long.

THE BOY WITH
FIFTY MILLIONS!

But there was no feult to be found
with Snap’s teeth, and it would have
gone mighty hard with man or beast
who dared to molest his young
master. He was as faithful a dog as
could be found in a day’s march, and
Don Darrel would not have erted
with him for his weight in gold.

‘““Calin down, Snap'” Don laughed,
patting him and caressing his shaggy
head. * 1 guess you cou]gn’t be more
enthusiastic at seeing me if I had
been away for morths instead of
hours! Quit on it, you owl! You'll
tear my coat!”

Snap was so pleased that he was
finishing his Jumping and pawing
with litdle playful bites. Don, sce-
ing a horseman riding into the corral,
drew the dog’s attention to him.

“There's Chuta, bhoy!” he said
“(r00d dog! Find Chuta!”

Snap cocked an ear al the name
and stood tense. Then, espying the

L —

)

having given him his first lessons in
the saddle,

Chuta came riding up at a smart
hand-canter, Snap barking and leap-
ing beside him. The half-caste’s eyes
had brightened at the sight of his

oung friend and master, and as the
goy watched the red man and the
dog, a suspicious mist came to his
own.

He had seemed very much alone in
the world since his father's death,

and it was good to know one had

friends.

“They are hoth what the world
would call nondescripts, but both as
truo as steel, with hearts of gold!”
he thought. “Say, Chuta, where
have you been?”

“Me go help shift de cattle on de
south ranges,” Chuta answered.
“Much too (fry where de herd was,
and de cattle die—dio * pronto’ if

e ot
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THE STAMPEDING HERD!

With set face and cracking stock-whip, Don Darrel rode in front
oi the herd, determined to eave the wounded man from being
trampled to death beneath those countless hoofs.

The bull had to realise at length
ihat he was “‘roped,” and that to
break away was impossible; and
finally it was brought into the corral
by its triumphant captor, panting,
foam-flecked, quelled.

Tossing his end of the lasso o one
of the men, Don slipped from the
saddle. He was breathing a trifle
quickly, but that was all, and looked
quite. cool and unruffled.

He turned as he heard a palter of
feet and a delighted *‘ Whoof!”
behind" him, and for the next few
moments was doing his best to keep
from being knocked down by the
frantic manifestations of aflection of
a brown-coated, cross-bred dog.

This was Snap, his cspecial pet and
comrade, who had glimpsed him from
afar and torn across the corral to
welcome him home afier the day's
work. .

As dogs go, Snap was no aristocrat.
He had the coat of an Irish terrier,
and the long, thick-set body of an
Airedale. His tail had not been
*docked,’” and his paws were so large
that he gave the impression of being

a gigantic puppy.

rider, he swung round and made for
him, giving vent to another joyous
bark. ]

The horsemian was a curious figure,
No one, not even Don, knew him by
uny other name save Chuta, and, as
suggested by his gaunt, brown face,
his sombre eyes, and lank, black hair
which rested upon his shoulders, he
was more than half a Redskin.

Probably, when years ago the first
courugeous frontiersmen were push-
ing westward from the rolling Texas
ranges, and disputing overy inch of
tho way with the Apache Indians,
Chuta’s forefathers had fought with
the “palefaces ”’; but Chuta himself
was friendly cnough with all whites,
and would readily have lain down his
iiffe to scrve one—Don Darrel,

As a lad Chuta had come to the
ranch, and, as Don’s father had been
a widower, acted as cook and general
housekeeper; for he was quick to
learn, and goon became skilled in all
domestic tasks.

From the first he had attached
bimself to Don, and, indeed, it was
to Chuta that the boy owed much of
his superb horsemanship, the servant

left dere. Chuta know, an' Chuta
tell Boss Luke!”

Ile spoke of Luke Hendrey, Don’s
foreman.

“Good for you, Chuta!” Don
answered. ‘T hadn’t noticed they
were in danger from the drought out
yonder; but trust you not to miss
anything!” .

The cowboys had ridden off,
driving the lowing cattle across the
corral. Don and Chuta, with Snap
at their heels led their horses
towards the red stables, which, with
a group of sheds, lay on the far side
of the corral near the picturesque
ranch-house of red adobe bricks.

Having watered and fed tho
animals, and ecen them comfortable
for the night, tho boy and his strange
companion retired to the homestead,
where Chuta hastenced to preparo the
evening meal.

Don, who was ever for improving
his education, buried himself in a book
of English grammar, whilst Snap,
knowing nothing of learning and
being most interested in the juicy
stcake Chuta was grilling, squatted
near him, and sniﬁ'c:i appreciatively.

After the meal, which all three
enjoved, and which was washed down
with a generous supply of tea, Chuta
gettled down to clean his own and hia
young master's rifles, 8nap, beinyg fuil
and comfortable, curling himself up at
his feet. -«

Don Darrel hesitated as to whether
he should make himself happy within
doors or go out, and decided upon the
latter alternative, littlo dreaming that
in doing so he was io alter the whole
course of his young life.

He clapped on his sombrero, slipped
his gramunar mto the pocket of his
buckskin jacket, and strolled out on
to the veranda, then, after standing
there awhile, something prompteod
hun—it may have been Fate—io
walk across the coirral.

Heo reached the rails at leagth, and
stood looking away to where a rise in
the rolling prairie formed the horizon.

The lad had been born out here in
thiz wild spot, but, nevertheless, he
could always find time to admire the
constantly - changing beauty of his
surronndings.

Ho was alone with the big silenco of
the plains. There was not even a
cowpuncher in sight on the rench, the
men all having gone to the communal
ranich-house, where they bunked and
ate, and that was sttuated In the
shadow of a row of cottonwood trees
far away on the opposite side of the
corral to the homesicad.

The prairie, stretching formile upon
milo in front and to the left and right
of the corral was also quite deserted.
Therc was not as much as a breath of
wind to stir the long, scented grass,
which was bathed now 1o the crimson
glory of the setting sun.

Somchow, Don could not bring him-
self to take out hizs book and go on
with the studying of it. Ilc stood
watching the sun as like a blazing ball
of firo it dipped beyoud the risé 1n the
ground ahcad. Then, just as the short
twilight was at hand, the boy gave a
start and shaded bis eyes.

On the horizon, eilhouetted sharply
agamst tie red afterglow of the sun-
set, was a man on horseback, and he
was approaching the ranch at a jog-
trot.

Don remained watching him, won-
dering whom he could be: for it was
not often that strangers came to the
property, and, as the rider drew
nearcr, the boy saw that he was cer-
tainly no plainsman,

The hand Don had let fall to one of
his big, black revolver-holsters was
withdrawn. Carcful as one had to be
on the prairie, the siranger looked.
harmless enough, and riding seemed.
to afford him a certain amount of
distress. :

He was far too heavily built to ride
with any degree of coinfort. Hoe must
have scaled nearly sixteen stone, and,
suppressing a smile, Don felt glad for
the sake of the horse he rode that it
was sturdily built.

After his glance at the animal, Don
again sludied its owner, for he found
him intercsting. He wore a wide-
brimmed panama, a soft shirt, and a
collar and tie—articles of attire seldom
seen near Great Steer Ranch—and a
riding-costume that suggested Fifth
Avenue, New York.

His face was florid, and ended in a
roll of chins. It was clean-shaven, and
a hard, thin-lipped mouth, and keen,
steel-bluo eyes. rather swopt away the
ludicrous impression given at first
glance by his bulk. He might weigh
sixteen stone; but, for all that, f\e
looked to be an alert-witled American
man of business. Don Darrel put him
down as that, and the future was to
prove him right.

As the min guided his horss
towards Don, evidently meaning to
approach and address him, there hap-
pened a startling thing.

Whilst the stranger was still some
dozen vards from the corral, his horse
suddenly pricked up its ears, and
stoppod with an abruptness that
almost threw hun.

_ The next instant, tho stout rider had
indeed gone fiving out of his saddle.

| The horse, obviously terrified by
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something not yet apparent to the two
men, whecled about, then reared -up
on its hind legs, and, losing his grip
on the bridle-rein, the stout man
thudded flat on his back in tho grass.

It was an ugly fall for a heavy per-
son such as he, and, in alarm, n
leapt_over tho corral-rails, and derted
towards him, as he saw that he
remained where he had dropped.

The Bying hoofs of the horse must
have only just missed the unfortunate
man’s head, ns the animal got the bit
between its teeth and raced nadly
That 1t was

away over the prairie.
frightened out of its scuses was
certain.

Don Darrel saw that the failen
rider's oyes were closed, and it was
possible that ho was badly injured.
The lad had little time to speculato as
to this, however, for a sound came to
his ezrs that ho had heard once before,
and remembered only too well.

It was like the rumbling of distant
thunder, and scemed to mako the
earth heneath him vibrate. It came
from afar off; but he knew that it
was made by the hoofs of hundreds of
stoars—one of his herds which,
startled at eomething, had stampeded |

Don realised tho danger of the pros-
trate man, gnd shook him roughly by
the shoulder. As yet, the cattlo were
not in sight, and probably a goodly
distance off ; but at the rate a stam-
peding herd travels, they would be
rushing down upon them in a few
moments. X

To Don’s satisfaction,” the stranger
opened his cyes. Ho stared dazedly
up at the boy for a second or (wo,
then twisted his lips in pain.

“Quick! CGet up and comeo behind

the rails!” Don Darrel urged, seizing |

txista.rm and trying to drag him to his
. feet.

“Let me lie’ here for o while, my
lad,” the stranger begged, stifling a
groan, “I've iujure{f my back, I
guess, and I can’t move!”

“But you must!” Don cried
shaking him i his excitement and
et L etk

thought. Heavens! but what was
wrong with his back that he was so
helpless and in such excruciating
pain? Was his spine broken? Was
the plucky boy’s attempt to save him
all in vam, in any case?

Don’s horse bumped up against the
sido of the burly steed alongside of
which it raced, and one of the bull's
horns crashed into his leg and badly
bruised it. e had little tiine, how-
ever, to think of the pain just then,

The bellowing brutes were turning
a little. Hope was high in his breast
until he saw how near they were to
the man who stared at them from out
of the grass ahead.

Don Darrel yelled at the top of his
voice, and more frantically he used
his whip. Iear that, after all, the
steers on the flank of the herd would
trample the life out of the stranger,
had gripped him.

Thinking nothing of his own
danger, he struck at tho bull beside
him—struck until the animal was
dazed, and roused to fury with pam,
;J.lpd Don feared it would turn upon

im.

He forged his horse slightly ahead,
and with the long thoug of the whip
lashed as many of the brutcs as he
could reach in the oyes. They bel-
lowed with pain and rage, and the
nearest of them tried to toss him
from its path, but always he was just
too far away in time, and his frantic
exertions now had the dosired effect.

It was not until he found his horse
almost stamping upon the prostrate
stranger that he reulised he had
Lgmed the cattle sufficiently to miss

im.

With a gasp of relief Don whirled
his horse clear of the man, and, pant-
ing hard, watched the line upon line
of cattle sweep past, blindly following
the swerved leaders.

Hundreds he had estimated them
at, and as they thundered t him,
shaking the ground as if it was
affected with earthquake tremors, and
deafening him with their bellowing,

but from a long-standing heart
trouble.” :

“I am sorry—real sorry.” Don
Darrel returued siowly., ‘1o was
not one to seek to be very friendly;
but, somehow, whilst he was here,
sir, [ got to like him, I guess.”

“He evidently took to you,” the
lawyer rotumed, in a strangely signi-
ficant tone. ‘' Did he give you anfr
inkling that he was the richest of all
America’s nany millionaires?”

Don shook his head.

“Well, he was that, my boy,” Mr.
Ponsonby assured him. “ And ’-—he

uused, as though to give weight to

is words—* having no relations save
2 nephew by marriage, who has
turned out a black sheep, he has made
you his sole heir.” _

“His heir!” Don gasped, staring
dazedly ut the man of law. ‘“Do'you

really mean that—that he has left me

his—his giddy millions?” .

“He has left you his entire fortune
—fifty million pounds sterling, as you,
a Britisher, would count it!” was the
stuggering reply. -

Don Darrel reeled bodily, as he had
reeled mentally. His brain was
buzzing, his tongue seemed to cleave
to tho roof of his mouth, and the
rocom appeared to be whirling madly
round him. _

As he collapsed limply into a chair,
he found the lawyer's grave but
kindy face swimming in a mist, and
beyond it ha seemed to see pile upon
pile of gold, silver, and banknotes,
that stretched farther than the eye
could see.

Fifty million pounds! e could
not estimate what it would look like
if it could be all laid out before him!
Tifty times a million pounds in gold!
Fifty thousand thousand pound Bank
of Ingland notes, of which he had
heard his father speak! And it was
all his—his! _

He prossed his hands to his fore-
head, and tried hard to think clearly.

But it was of no use. At present
there was room in his lbmi}n for on1|y

his friends to the Strand and they
had alighted. * Say, Chuta, it looks
a mighty grand place, thoug‘h I don’t
see the gold-paved streets I've read
of in bLooks.” _

Chuta grunted, returning with
interest the curious stares of the
passers-by.

“You could pave dem wi’ gold,”
he suggested gravely.

“**Shucks! So I could!” Don ex-
claimed. *'Or, at least, an almight
lot of them! But I don’t guess 1 will,
for there's many better uses for
mouney. (ee! Aren’t we being
gnpec{ at! We'll get right along to
some hotel,”

» There was still a touch of the plains

about the attire of the boy and his

friend, for they had bought the
clothes they wore in a Mexican town
before leaving on their long journey.

Don's idea of coming to England
was that he might be educated at an
English public school. Ie was no
longer troubled with his ranch,
having made a present of that to his
foreman, Luke Hendrey.

Many lads would have shirked
“gwotting ¥’ to improve their
oduecation with cndless money at their
coamand, and have settled down to
have & ripping time. Not so Don.

Ha realised the value of grasping at

the schooling which had hitherto been
denied him. But—and it was a big
“but ’—he meant to have the good
time all tho same. ‘

Mr. Ponsonby had been appointed
his trustee, and had opened up
negotiations with Dr. George Hard-
ing, of “Eaglehurst School for the
Sons of Genflemen,” as it appeared
in its advertisements.

It was situated near the village of
Eaglehurst in the heart of Essex, and
Don Darrel was due to arrive there
on the morrow. He little thought as
yet how his coming was being dis-
cussed, and the excitement it was
causing those who were to be his
follow-scholars.

Don espiedd 2 rather magnificent

Probably the menager would not
have minded had Don expressed a
wish to bring a den of lions to his
hotel. An army of pages and ser-
vants were instructed to see that
“ Master Darrel” wanted for nothing.
He and Chuta and Snap were given
tho best disengaged suite, and then
Mr. Manager got to work.

He saw that Don Darrel’s presence
at the hotel was noised abroad, and
ero long it was besieged by hosts of
newspaper reparters. ‘

‘he manager was artful enough to
seo that they did not reach Don, but
he invented wonderful accounts of
how the Doy was flinging imaginary
thousands about, which were duly
printed in all the evening papers, and
seriously alarmed Mr. Pousonby when
they were copied by the great
American dailies and came to his
notice. ‘

Don’s first task was to obtain
clothes more suttable for a schoolboy.
But everything was easy. A tailor
from Bond Street was telephoned,
and sent a representative round In
a taxi to receive tho boy’s orders.
By the ecvening Don Darrel was
attired in an immaculate Eton suit,
and Chuta had one of quict patterned
tweeds.

But he refused to part with his long
dank locks of jet black hair, and when
he put on a *bowler” Don had
bought him, the result was funny, to
say the least of it.

“Dat's right! You laugh! DBut
me don't care!” he grunted. “Me
tink Chuta looks ° dinky! "

Grinning, Don Darrel left him
admiring the effect of the hat before
a pier- ?ass, and strolled down to the
palm-court. With supreme contempt
for hotel rules, Snap followed him
downstairs.

Don had had a tiring day and, call-
ing the dog to him, sank down upon
a divan that was almost concealed by
a great cluster of ferns and palms,

He was thinking of the school to
wpieh he was going‘ on t-llne mMorrow

of cattle bearing down on us, and
they’ll trample you to death! It was
the sound of them that startled your
horse and made him throw you! For
the love of Heaven, pull yourself
together and 1make an effort,
siranger ! .

The man’s already pale face
blanched to the lips. With all hjs
strength, he tried to scramble up,
but could not evon bring his heavy
pody to a sitting posture. o

Don Durrel’s teeth came together
with a snap. There was but one
chance left now to eave the life of the
prostrate stranger, and that was to
try to turn the muddened herd so that
it missed him in its blind, unreason-
ing rush.

b He gmbbo&i.tfor Iih? _blridlle of his
orse, secured it, and fairly leapt in
the saddle, v el 0

Tho horse reared, and tried to
throw him; but he had it under con-
trol in an instant, and, digging his
spurs deep, he rode straight towards
the onrushing cattle, though he must
have kuown thut he fuced almost cer-
tain death.

The herd was coming on madly,
and even in the waning light he could
see@ that it must number hundreds, at
least, He knew that the front ranka
might try to avoid him, but that the
brutes tearing blindly behind would
force them onwards,

With sot face, und cracking the
stockwhip, Don Darrel rode at the
cattle, then swung off to the left, %0
as to dash along the face of them.
His horse stumbled with the swift.
ness of the swerve, nearly coming
down. Fortunately, however, it re-
vovered itself, or Don would have
been - a dead lad.

Right out to the end of the fore-
most lino . of beasts Don dashed,
shouting, and still cracking his whip
as he went, and almost deafened by
their bellowing. The tossing horns
of the last steer he passed missed
goring his horse only by inches.

Don Darrel swung round once
more, so that he rode at the end of
the front rank of the multitude of
beasts.” Then, ricking his life every
second, he began to ply the whip. |

Like a madman hs lashed at the
nearest steer, and the brute swerved
from him, forcing others in a similar
direction. As yet, however, it was
only very slightly that the course of
the onrushing beasts was allered,
and, singlo handed as he was, it
seemed impossible that the boy could
make them swerve sufficiently to miss
the helpless man lying in the grass
only some thirty or forty yards away,

The latter had contrived to raise
his arm, and slip his hand beneath
his head, and by this means was ahle
to raise it enough to witness the

gallant effort Don Darrel was meking

for his hfe.

The stranger watched with the
fascination of horror. The herd must
surelv trample upon him! he

he knew that he had beeu night.

There must be fully five ﬁundred
boasts there, he calculated, which
meant that it was one of his largest
herds that had engaged in the stam-
pede. He shuddered to think of what
would have happened had he not suc-
ceoded in altering the brutes’ frantic
course,

He watched them until the great

clond of dust that envcloped them
morged with the twilight, und giew

fainter and fainter in the distance.

Then he slipped from the back of his
horse, and fell upon his knees beside
the stranger, to see if he could find
out how badly he was hurt.

“You saved me from a terrible
death, my boy,” the latter suid
huskily, as he sought for Don’s hand.
1 shall not forget.”

Then, as with anxiety gone reaction
set in, he fainted dead away.

"The 2nd Chapter.
Fifty Million Pounds.

It was four months Jater that the
gequel came.

The strangifr’s back was not
brokon, but his spine was bruised,
and it was six wecks before he could
leave thoe homestead.

He had proved a curiously silent
man, save that he had never coased
io praise and thank Don Darrel for
his bravery.

All that the youngster learned from
him was that his name was Cyrus Q.
Deemster, that he was, as he put it,
‘*comfortably rich,” and that he was
in the ranching district of Mexico in
the intorests of a combine of Now
York millionaires, who were buying
up certain properties, uand see?{ing
options on the cattle reared by others.

He offered Don Darrel no monetary

reward when he was well enough for

a waggon to take him to where he
could engage special trains and other
conveyancez to carry him the long
distance to his hotne in New York-a
fact for which Don was pleased. The
lad was not of a grasping disposition
by ang means, and had ample income
from his ranch.

Cyrus Q. Deemster went off with
just a hard grip of the hand, after
thanking him again for his bruvery,
and, in the hard work every fresh day
brought for hiin on his property, Don
Darrel forgot him until well over two
months had elapsed, and another
stranger rode up to the ranch.

“My name is Ponsonby,” he said,
when Don received him. “and for
many years I have been the sole legal
adviser to the late Mr, Cyrus Q.
Deemster.”

“T.ate!” Don cried, starting, and
giving him a quick, inquiring glance,
“Is Mr. Deemster dna%, thon?"

The attorney bowed his grizzled
head. | C

‘“He died a month ago—not from
the effects of his fall from his horse,

—

ole Lraine ol thought  hat he was the
richest boy in the world, and that in
the future he could obtain almost
anything by raising his [ittle finger,
from a motor-car to an Atlantic
liner!

Then fear seized him, :

How would he use the wmoney?
Would he, as he grew older, grind
others down, and cause them nitsery
and wretchedness, as many other
millionaires ware wont to do?  f

“Shucks! No, never that, I
guees!” he thought.
And there and then Don Darrel

resolved that his milliong should open
the way to endless travel, experience,
and adventure foy himself, and prove
the key to happincss for all whom he

met,

T.he 3rd Chapter.
Don Darrel Bound for Sohool,

Dark plots were being hatched
agginst Don Darrel, the boy with fifty
millions. : _

By the terms of the will left by
Cyrus Q. Deemster, the enormous
fortune that was now Lon’s would
revert, if he died whilst still a lad and
had no heirs, to one Randolph
Gurney.

Gurney was tho blackguard nephew
by marriage of the late millionaire
whom the solicitor, Ponsonby, had
spoken of, and mightily hitter and
disappointed wna he when he learned
that his uncle’s vast wealth had gone
to a stranger,

For wecks he was inconsolable. He
spent his time in drinking moro than

- was good for any man and in cursing

tha fates that had caused his undle to
cross Don Darrel’s path, not taking
into consideration that, knowing his
spendthrift habita, Cyrus Q. Decmster
might still have willed his millions
elsewhere.

Tater, Gurney, who was a young
New Yorker of about thirty, turned
his mind to how best to sweep Don
Darrel from his"path and inherit the
mighty legacy.

On the nigh: prior to the opening of
our chapter, Randolph Gurney hsad
visited ono of the worst criminal dens
in New York's Bowery, and conferred
there with a certain Captain Ray-
mond, a crock and adventurer who
had engaged in practically everything
daring and shedy, from fraud and rob-
bery in America, Londen, and else-
where, to bushranging in Australia
and Zun-running to a certain South
American Republic.

But morae of this anon. For the
time being, it is Don Darrel who
interests us.

This mornirg Don Darrel, followed
by tho faithful Snap and the half-
caste Indian, Chuta, had stepped from
a train at FEuston, and taken his
first glimpse of tho place of his
father’'s birth—ILondon!

“So this is London!” Den said
when a taxicab had taken him and

hotel near Charing Cross Station, and
led the way to it.

He entered the imposing vestibule
and sauntered up to the clerk at the
reception-desk, Chuta, his red face
Sphinx-like, and Snap following.

“1 want a suite of rooms for m
friend and myself, pard,” Don sgaid,
with a friendly nod. *

The clerk stared at him
ciliously. :

*“*We don't
Lia answered very curtly.

“Why not?" :

*‘ Because it's against our rules.” .

“Shucks! Ile's a nice docile dog,
and he won’t do any damage.”

* Nevertheless, you cannot bring
hitn here,” declured the clerk, look-
ing at Chuta as though he suspocted
him of wanting to steal something.

““How much do you charge for a
guest 7 | '

“ Four guineas per day inclusive,”
the clerk snapped, making it as high
as possible in the hopes of ending the
argument and being able to get on
with his work.

Don Darrel whippod a cheque-book
from his pocket and scribbled in it
quickly.

“I've a notion I'd like to stuy
here,” he said. *“I'll pay eight
guineas por day for my friend, cight
guineas for mysell, and sixteen for the
dog. Here is a cheque for the two
days we shall be here, though we
shall be leaving before midday to-
morrow.”

“Look here, I don’t want any of
your tomioolery!” the clerk cried,
exasporated, and making to come from
behitud his counter. *“If you don't
clear out I'll send for a policeman
and—-""

lle broke off with a start, as his
eyes fell upon the signature at the
foot of the cheque Don had tossed
upon the counter.

“Great Scott! You're the young
gentleman the newspapers have been
speaking of—‘'the boy with fifty
millions!” ¥ he gasped.

“Y reckon s0,” Don agreed calinly.

In a moment the man's attitude
chenged. He was all smiles and
courteey. Not only did he know that
the ridiculous cheque would be met
without question, but the fact that
Don Darrel, the richest boy in the
world, had selectad the hotel would be
a huge advertisement for it.

“Doge were not taken as a rule.”
But he would *‘call the manager,”

super-

who *“would doubtless be most
leased ' to convenience  Master
arrel,”

Don smiled a little bitterly. * The
Golden Key ! he thought.

The manager came, smiling and
bowing. Ile even tried to pat Snap,
but jumped back comically as that
sagacious dog, sensing his affection
was not genuine, showed the whites
of his ¢yos and said “ G-r-r-r!” deep
down in his shaggy chest

take dogs ?'nere, boy',”'

Whell Ledse Dap poeliva a rather eanoily
coincidence. .

Tompking minor of the Fourth
Form at Eaglchurst had come up to
tewn to join his father and stay with
him a day or so before Mr. Tompkins
went on a long business trip abroad.

The Tompkins were a Nottingham
family, and their home being there,
father and son had put up at tho
hotel. They had just finished dining
when Don took his secluded seat, aucf,
erdering their coffee to be brought to.
the nalm-court, strolled there them-

selves, and took a couple of zeats on

the opposite side of the forus and
palmas zereening Don Darrel’s retreat,

“1 don’t know what Eaglehurst is
coming to, pater!” Don heard the
rather squeaky voico of the younger
Tompkins say. And his next remark
caused bim to start. ‘“ This American
boy who is coming there was brought
up on a beastly ranch.”

“Dear me!” said his father, who
wanted to read his paper. ._

“Y-uns!” went on young hopeful,
who spoke with an affected drawl.
“The fellows say he will probably
wear & slouch-hat and carry revolvers
and a lasso, and—cr—that kind of
thing, vou know, pater—in fact, he's
a wretched cowboy, or was before he

camo into all those millione of
money.” . .
Mr. Tompkins, something of a

snob like his son, lowered his pover.

‘“Surely vour schoolmates will not
tolerate him, Theodore?” he said
pompously.

“You bet they will not, pater!”
declared Tompkinsa minor.  “The
school, which has lost tone enough of
late, was Julended for the sons of
gentlemen, not a loi of—er—cattle
lads! What?”

He laughed unpleasantly.

“Oh, no; he’ll have had enough of
it afler one term, pater! Most of
the fellows have already decided to
make matters too hot {or him !”

Behind the palms, Don Darrel rose
quietly to his feet.  llis bandsoine
boyish face had set hard, and thore
was a dangerous gleam in his eyes.

He went to the reception-desk and
borrowed from the clerk a telephonae
directory and a railway guide. He
studied both for a few moments, then
rctired to his room. , .

“In the morning, Chuta,” he said
to his f{riend and servant, “I want
vou to go to an address of a horse and
blood-stock dealer I'll give you, and
buy a couple of young horses that are
as near untrained as possible. Have
them sent right aleng to Little Mer-
stram, which is the station before
Eaglehurst, where we are going. It
has come to my knowledyge that Eagle-
hurst School bas certaln idecas about
me, and—well, it would be such a pity
to disappoint it !”

fMake a point of rcading- next
week’s long instalment of this cxciling

) talel)
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A SPLENDID TALE OF ADVENTURE IN BRITISH COLUMBIA!

The tst Chapter,

- Taking the Tralf!

Sherif l{enderson, of Thompson
Town, jumped from hie horse at the
porch of 1he Lawless ranch-house.
The first grey glimmer of dawn was
breaking in the ecast, over the summits
of the distant Rocky Mountains.
Farly as the hour was, all was astir at
the Lawless Ranch,

A group of cowboys stood by their
horses, the latter ready saddled for
the trail. The ranch-house door was
wide~open, and the ruddy gleam of a
log fire showed within, Rancher Law-
less stood in the doorway, with a rifle
in the holiow of his arm.

“!Morning, sheriff | he called out
cheerily. ]

“*Norhing ! grunted the sherift of
Thompson.,  *“ All ready, I see!”

“1 guess so! Come m to breakfast,
anrd 1'll call the boys. I guess you’ll
want to talk to them before we start.”

“1 reckon so!”

“And your men?” :

“They'll be along in half an hour.”

[ 1] Good !" '

Sheriff Henderson sat down at the
long pinewood {ablo to an_ample
Canadian breakfast; and Mr. Lawless
step to the stairs.

*Bob !” he shouted.

“Hallo!”’ came a sleepy voice from
above. *“That you, popper?”

“Sure! Turn out'— the sheriff’s
here!”

* Right-ho 1"’

Bob Lawless yawned porientously,
and turned out of bed. Frank
Richards sat up and rubbed his eyes.

“Get o move on, Franky!’ said
Bob. -

“Can’t be dawn yet!” mumbled
Frauk Rickards.” ** 1 fcel as if I’d only
just closed my eyes!”

Bob gave a sleepy chuckle.

“Same here—but it’s dawn, all tho
same! Look at the window! And
the sheriff’s downstairs!” '

Frank Richards yawned and turned
out.

A good night's sleep had made the
chums of Ccﬁar Creek feel better, but
they were still fatigued from their
exertions of the previous couplo of
days.

But & plunge + in cold water
awakened them thoroughly, and they
looked cheery enough when bhey came
down and bade the sherilf of Thomp-
gon good-morning before tho log fire,

Sheriff 1lenderson eyed them rather
curious}y. | ‘

“1 guess you young scallyways have
been through it !” he remarked.

“I guess so, sheriff I’ grinned Bob.
“But we're ready to go through it
again if you're going after the rustlers
to-day !”

“I reckon you’d do better to stay
at home,” said Mr. MHenderson.
"“You can tell me what you’ve found
out about the ranch-raiders S

“ But you'll want us to guide your
outfit,” said Bob.

" “Your father can decide that.”

Frank Richards and Bob looked
anxiously at the rancher, They were
very keen to join in the pursuit of
Handsome Alf and his gang of
rustlers, whose hidden retreat they
huad discovered in the hills.

“QOh, let them come!” said Mr.
JLawless. ‘] gucss I'll see that they
don’t run into danger again. Now
tell the sheriff what you’ve found ocut,
Bob.” S

“ (o ahead !”” said Mr. Henderson.

“1I guess wo've found out nearly all
there 1s to know,” said Bobh, with a
touch of complacence. “We were
aftcr the straved horses, eheriff, when
we came on the raiders. They’ve got
their camp in a locked valley in the
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heart of the Wapiti Hills, west «f
here, and there’s a big crowd of cattle
and horses rounded up there—all the
plunder, I zuess, that they’'ve buggoed
from the ranches in the Thompson
Valley,”

“You've eeen that?”’

“Sure!”

““And the rustlers let you come
away to tell me about i1t?"”

“I guess they didn't want to!”,

chuckled Bob. " We just got away by
the skin of our front teeth, didn’t we,
Franky?”

HJust
Richards.

And the chums proceeded to narrate
their adventures 1n the Wapits 1lills,
and their narrow escape from the
cavern in the locked valley.

about!” smiled Frank

“Pile inte your breakfast now,
boys!” said Mr, Lawless.

Frank Richards & Co. sat down to
breakfast. There was an almost in-
cessant thudding of hoofs outside, as
the sheriff’s men arrived in twos and
threes from all quarters. The Lawless
Ranch was the rendezvous for the
outfit that was to take the trail in
search of the rustlers, and the gather-
ing was a numerous ono, The appear-
ance of a ranyg of ranch-raiders in the
peaceful Thompson Valley had taken
the ranchers and farmers by surprise,
and hitherto no success had been met
with by the sheriff in hig attempts to
trail themm down. The news brought

bv Frank Richarda & Co. was a
“windfall ¥ to the sheriff of Thomp-

son. Including the cowboys of the

Luwless Ranch, there were over fifty

“Ready !” he called.

“We're quite roady, father!” said
Vere Beauclere, jumping up from the
table. *“Come on, you fellows!”

And Frank Richards & Co. ran out
to get their horees and ride with the
sherff’s outfit.

The 2nd Chapter,
The Rustiers’ Retreat!

“That’s the canyon!”

Bob Lawless pointed with his
riding-whip.

The sun was high in the heavens
when the Thompson sheriff’s outfit
arrived at the foot of the Wapiti
H.ills.

Before them lay the opening of the
canyon, like a great rift in the hills,
into which Frank Richards & Co. had
ridden after the strayed horses a
couple of days before.

Far ahead, at the end of that gulf in
the hills, lay the narrow gorge that
gave access to the hidden valley,
where Handsome Alf and his gang
had made their eamp.

The sheriff rapped out an order, and
Billy Cook and half a dozen of the
cowboys rode ahead, to scout in the
canyon.

Tho outfit followed them at a trot.

The hard rocks below the horses’
hoofs gave no sign of a trail, and the
traces left by the driven cattle had
been carcfully obliterated by the
ranch-raiders. Nothing was left to
guide a pursuer; and but for the dis-
covery made by the chums of Cedar
Creek, Handsome Alf would have
been quite secure in his hidden
retreat, |

Frank Richards was wondering
whether the ranch-raiders had
lingered in the locked valley, up in
the hills,

Handsome Alf had known before
sundown the previous day that the
chums had cscaped, and he could not
fail to be aware that the sheriff of
Thompson would take the trail at
dawn,

But the outlaws could not have
removed the stolen cattle in the

BLASTING THE

RUSTLERS’ STRONGHOLD!

of falling rock. ‘' Forward !’ rapped out the sheriff to his men, ‘

Suddenly there was a fearful
explosion.

rending
It was followed by the crash

Thao sheriff listened in silence, eat-
ing his breakfast the while,

“You've had a closo call,” he said
at last. *If the raiders are still in the
locked wvalley, I reckon they’ll be
rounded up pretty soon. I guess 1’l]
be glud of a guide to locate them.
But oughtf’t you young scallywags to

be at school ¥

‘““School ! gaid Frank., “We're
jolly well not going back to school
until Handsome Alf is rounded up,
are we, uncle?” |

The rancher smiled.

“I think they've carned that much,
sheriff,)”” he said. “Ilallo! llere
comes the other young rascel!”

Vere Beaucler¢ rode up to the

ranch-house and dismounted, and
came in cheerily.
“In time?*” he asked. *“Good-

morning, eheriff ! Father’s coming on
to join your outfit.”

“The more the merrier,” said the
Thompson shenfl.

horsemen gathered outside the house
—an amp!o force to deal with all the
rustlers 1n the section.

*I guess we're on in this scene,”
Bob Lawless remarked to his chums,
as the sheriff went out with the
rancher. *“If they left us behind I
rather reckon we'd follow on, after
we've spotted where the rustlers hang
out, No school for us yet awhile.”

“No fear!” agreed Frank Richards
emphatically.

“Handsomo Alf will be on his
cuard,” remarked Beauclere. “If we
had got away unseen we might have
iaken the rotters by surprise.
But—-——-—.—"..

“But we'll take them, anyway,”
said Bob contidently. * They COlthg!’t
get the cattle away in a hurry, and
they’re sure to put up a tight for their

lunder. Wo'll round them up in the
ocked valley, and collar every rascal
in the crowd.”

Mr. Beauclero looked into the room.

time; and it was not likely that they
would abandon their plunder with-
out a struggle.

That the enemy were still at hand
was soon proved by an exchange of
shots in the canyon ahead. Billy
Cook came riding back, with a streak
of red on his bronzed cheek.

““I guess we've roused them out,
sheriff,” he said. “They had scouts
out in the canyon. They’ve vamoosed
with something to remember me by,
I guess. They’re to home.”

“Good!"” said the sheriff.

With half a dozen scouts still
ahead, the outfit rode on up the

‘canyon.

The sheriff gave the order to halt
at last where a stcep acclivity rose
before them, and the rocky walls of
the canyon narrowed to a gorge.

In the narrow gorge, huge rocks
had been piled in a barricade, and
over the rocky barrier the gleam of
rifles could be scen,

———

Tho oufit dismounted, and tethsred
their horses among the rocks.

To ride up the gorge in the face
of volleys across the barricade was
certain death.

There werc over filty men in the
outft; but five hundred could not
have rushed the barrier in the gorge
if the outlaws were determined upon
reststance.

And that that was the case was
soot clear enough, for shots bogan
to ring out from the gorge, and a
bullet spun the sheriff’s Stetson hat
round on his head.

“1 guess they mean business,”
gaild Mr. Henderson calmly. ‘Keep
in cover, hovees!”

“You bet, sheriff!” sgaid Billy
Cook, who was already decp in sassa-
fras. with his rifle before him, watch-
thg for a chance to put in a shot at
the defenders of the locked valloy.

But the outlaws were cautious
enough; not a head or a hat showed
over the barrier of rocks.

They were waiting for a charge,
when their volloya would have told
with deadly effect on tho assailants,

But the Thompson sheriff was not
there to throw away the lives of his
followers.

He sat on a boulder, in the cover of
a rugged rock, and lighted his pipe.

““Are wo stopping here, sheriff?”
exclaimed Mr. Lawrence, ono of the
farmers in the outfit.

The sheriff nodded.

““1 guess so, for the present.”

“T we rushed them—-=""

“Not a galoot would got as far as
those rocks alive,” answered the
sheriffl composedly. “I gucss we've
got to think of a better stunt than
that. Young Lawless!”

‘““Here, sheriff!”

“You've been on the other side of
that barricade. Do you reckon
there’s anv other outlet from the
valley yonder?”

“I guess not, sheriff, So far as
we could sce, it was shut in an all
sides by the hills—a locked valley.”
answered Bob. “Of course, there
may be a path out over the hills; we
couldn’t see about that.”

“I guess there would he a nath,”
said Mr. Henderson quietly. * That’s
a pretty safe corner to lic low in;
but the rustlers wouldn't leave them-
selves withont a back door in case of
accidepris, There'll Lo & path over
the hills on the other sidé, I reckon.
You saw nothing of it*”

(X} NOI’G !?’

“They wouldn’t be able to get the
cattle away by such a path,” re-
marked Mr. Lawless.

““No; only their own skins,” said
the sheriff, “I reckon they'll hang
on as long as they can, and if the
gamo goes agin them they’ll make &
break for safety. I reckon they're
hoping now that we'll run on their
rifles, and give them a chance of
wiping us out; then they’d be able to
drive oul the cattle, and look for a
safer quarter to skulk in. But that
1=n’t our game. We camp hero, for
the present.”

“T guess we're hung up for a bit,”
Bob Lawless remarked. “The
sheriff’'s right; it’s certain death to
advance up the gorge while they hold
that barricade in force.”

“But what the thump aro we going
to do, then?” asked Frank Richards.
“There’s no other way into the
upper valley.”

“7 guess tha gheriff will think that
out,” said Bob confidently. “Hallo!
What's the game now?”

Mr. Henderson had called to one
of the outfit, a mining cngineer of
the Thompson Valley. He was in
close talk with him for some minutes,
and then the miner mountied his
horse and rode away down the
canyon. He disappeared in a few
minutes at a gallop, evidently on his
way back to Thompson.

“What's on now?"” said Beauclere.

Bob shook his head.

“1 give that up,”” he said. “But
1 guess the sheriff’s up to something,
and there’s going to be a surprise for
Handsome Alf and company.”

Something evidently was “on,”
though the chums of Cedar Creek
could not guess what it was.. Idle-
ness was the order of the day now,
and as the sun sloped westward the
outfit hung about in groups among
the rocks, chatting, or smoking, or
exchanging shining shots with the
outlaws in the distance.

The 3rd Chapter.
The Sherifi’s Plan!

“A white flag!” exclaimed Bob
Lawless suddenly.

All eyes were turned wupon the
barrier 1n the gorge, thres hundred
vards from the camp of the sheriff’s
men.

Over the piled boulders a white
flag rose into view, and it was
followed by a figure the chums of
Cedar Creek knew well.
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A  dark-skinned, handsome man,
with a curled moustache, and gold
earrings glimmering in his ears,
stood on the rocks and waved the

ﬂalg.
t was Handsome Alf.

*“That’s Carson!” sestd Bob Law-
less. “He's got plenty of nerve to
show himeelf in the open. DBut [
reckon we'll respect the white flag.”

The outlaw was shouting, but his
words could not be distinguished at
the distance.

Sheriff Henderson rose from tho

boulder where he was seated, and

knocked out the ashes of his pipe.

“You're not going out of cover,
sheriff !” exclaimed Mr. Beauclerc..

“I guess so. Keep that galoot
covered, boye, and drop him if
there’s a shot.”

“You bet, sheriff!”’

Mr. Henderson advanced from
cover towards the outlaw.

'He was within easy range of the
rustlers behind the stack of boulders
in the gorge; but Handsome Alf was
already covered by twenty rifles, and
the outlaw’s life was the guarantee
for his own.

He waved his hand to the man
with the earrings, signing to him to
come forward.

Hand=ome A)f jumped down from
the rocks without hesitation. It was
evident that the Californilan had
plenty of nerve.

He advanced to within a few yards
of the sheriff, so that the two leadoers
met half-way,

Handsome Alf saluted the sheriff
with mocking politencss. Mr. Hender-
son eyed him with cold grimness.

“Well?”” he asked., “I reckon you
want to talk?”

“T guess so, sheriff.”

“*Go ahead,”

** Safe yonduct on hath sides for the
pow-wow—ch?” asked the Califor-
nian.

13 Sure.”

“1 kuow you'rs a man
word, sheriff.”

““Get ahead with what you want to
say. Is 1t surrender?”

The Californian laughed.

“No.” Handsome Alf gritted his
white teeth. ‘“You can hang on in
the canyon as long as you like, I
guess; it won't worry my crowd,”

“T guess we shall hang on a bit,"”
assonted the sherifl.

“I'tn ready to make terms.’

“You can talk.”

“Clear off, and give me two clear
days to get out, and I'm open to quit
this section.” said Handsome Alf.
“That's a good offer, and will save
bloodshed.”

- “@ive you time to get out with
yvour plunder?”

“That’s understood.”

“ Anything else?”

“That's all. It's a good offer. 1
reckon we could hold you off here till
next fall. Is it a trade?”

“1 guess not.”

“ What do you reckon you're going
to do, then?”

*I'm not eonfiding that to you, at
present.’”” sald the sheriff.  *““You'll
know all about it when-—"

“When?"”

“ When vou're cooling your heels in
the calaboose at Thompson, I guess,”
eaid Mr. Henderson. “The only
terms I can offer are—unconditional
surrender and a fatr trial.”

“] guess we're wasting time,” said
Handsome Alf. ¢ (iood-bye, sheriff!
We'll meet next at the end of a
rile!”

“T ask nothing better.” .

The outlaw strode savagely back to
the rocky barrier, and swung himself
up.

Mr. Henderson walked calmly back
to his men.

of your

y

The moment Handsome Alf was in
sheriff of Thompson was behind the
rocks by that time.”

“No surrender, sheriff?"” asked
Mr., Lawless.

“Nope. I reckon the galoots are
puzzledﬂi etting rattled a bit, 1 guesa.
They don’t. know what the game is,”
said Mr. Henderson. ‘I calculate
they’ll know before morning.”

The sun sank lower.

The firing died away; but 1t was
renewed at intervals, and bullets
splintered among the rocks.

A3 soon as darkness set in a very
wary outlook was kept in the sheriff’s
camp,

There was a possibility of a rush
from the outlaws, though it was not
likely, for Handsome Alf's gang cer-
tainly did not number half so many as
the Thompson outfit,

No rush came.

During the hours of darkness there
were intermittent shots from the out-
laws, and a steady rifle-fire from the
sheriff’s men. Frank Richards & Co,
were rather puzzled by the fusilade.
The bullets splintered on the rocky

barrier in the gorge, without doing |

g—

any farther damage; but the cracking
of the nifles was almost incessant,

“ Looks like wasting lead,” Frank
Richards remarked.  “They won’t
show their noses to catch our
bullets.”

“Tho shenff’s got his reasons,”
answered Bob. ‘‘Mr, Pycroft hasu’t
come back yet. The sheriff sent him
to 'Thompson for something. It's a
long ride. I guess Mr. Henderson’s
waiting for hm,”

‘‘But what—-"

“We'll see when he comes.”

Towards midnight the chums of
Cedar Creek rolled themselves in their
blankets, as many of the outtit had
done, and went to sleep among the
rocks. But a dozen men were still
keeping up a fire on the gorge,
answered every now and then by a
shot from the wakeful outlawa, Thick
darkness lay over the camp in the
canyon, when Frank Richards & Co.
were awakeuned by a stir about them,

The mining engineer had retumed
fromn Thompson at last, and with him
he brought three laden pack-mules,
The sheriff's men were unloading the
mules with the greatest of care, and
the schoolboys eyed the unloaded
packs with great curiosity.

“What 1s it, wuncle?”” Frank
Richards asked, finding himself near
the rancher in the gloom,

““Keep back, Frank.
mite.”’

* Dynamite )” repeated Frank, with
a start.

“Giant-powder from the mines,”
said Mr. Lawless. * Keep back!”

I'rank shivered a little.

A chance shot striking the pack-
mules’ load would have hurled every
member of the outfit into eternity at
once, There was a hush ainong the
Thompson men; every man was
awako and on the alert now. Inces-
santly. ringing in the darkness, came
the crackle of vitles, keeping up their
futile fire on the rocky barrier in the

gorge,

1t’s dyna-

The 4th Chapter.
The Dofeat of the Rustlers!

FFrank Richards & Co. waited, with
beating hearts.

They understood the sherifl’s plans
now, grim and terrible as they were,

The outfit had passed the day idly,
while the giant-powder was brought
up from the mines at Thompeon,. The
barrier in thie gorge could not be
rushed by living men, but a petard
was a different matter. The inces-
sant rifle-fire was kept up, so that
when a desperate man went forward
with the petard his movements could
not be heard by the outlaws. But
the man who carried the giant-powder
in the darkness towards the rocky
barrier would take his life in his hand.

Pycroft, the mining engineer, was
the man chosen,

In the gloom the
movements were calim and uncon-
cerned. He removed his boots, and
Jaid down his weapons. It was neces-
sary to be us silent as the grave when

he crept forward with his fatal load. §

One well-directed shot from the out-
laws would have rutned all.

'The chums waited in suppressed ex- ¢ :
g must get it—

citement.
: “He’s gone!” Dob whispered at
ast.

Frank shuddered.

“If a shot should touch him——"'

“Itv won't,” said Bob confidently.
“The gorge is as black as the inside
of a hat, A chap could creep up as
far as the rocks without a chance of
being spotted, so long as he kept

quiet. Getting over would be another /

matter, of course. No chance of that,
with the rustlers watching on the
other side. If he makes a bit of noise
the rifle-fire will cover it.
has been going on for six or seven
hours now-—on purpose, Stnrtmﬁ i
suddenly now would have made them
suspicious. 1 guess the sheriff knows
his way about, you chaps.”

“ Poor wretches!” muttered Frank
Richards.

He was thinking of the outlaws who
manned the barrier of rocks in the
gorge, upon whom this fearful sur-
prise was to be sprung.

The chums listened in painful sus-
pense.

Excepting for the steady roll of

rifle-fire they could hear no sound in %

the gorge. '

But they pictured the creeping man
advancing by inches in the darkness—
they pictured him laying the petard
that was to blow up the rock barrier
into fragments of stone, and its de-
fenders with it—they pictured him,
his deadly work doune, creeping back
in the gloom, aud laying a trail of
powder as he crept.

Bob caught IFrank Richards’ arm
suddenly.

“Look!” he breathed.

A red spark glittered in the black-
ness of the gorge. |

1

schoolboys _
could not see his face clearly, but his }

Yieft ?

) 12. “What do you mean—hold
3 mlt?!l i
13. “Oh, sold out. How on$§
A carth—"
14, Monday; ves, I know., DBut

That row Y

f1n

- well— _
’ 10. “ Look here, Green, T simply}

¥rank caught his breath,

“The fuse!” whispered Beauclerc.

There was a patter of bare feet on
the rocks, and the mining engineer
came breathlessly into the sheriff's
camp. f

“Reudy, boys?” came Mr, Hender-
son’s deep voice,

“Ready, sheriff !

All was ready for a rush as soon as
the dynamite had done ite work.

Frank Richards & Co. grasped their
rifles. But their hearts were thiob-
bing almost to suffocation.

A shout rang in the gorge. The
outlaws had seen the red spark, and

| perhaps they guessed what 1t meant.

But there was no time for them to
act.

The spark ran swiftly along the
powder trail, and it was & matter only
of moments,

The rifle-fire had ceased.

For some terribla seconds there was
silence in the canyon—silence in the
gorge, save for the wild shouts from
the rustlers.

Then sudden.y came a fearful, rend-
mg explosion,

A red flare danced against the
blackness of the night, and the deafen-
ing roar of the dynamite filled the
gorge with thunder.

It was followed by crash on crash ot
falling rocks,

Amid the splintering of rocks wild
cries and groans could be heard, and
the squealing of startled horses,

“ Forward!” rapped out the sheriff.

The explosion had shattered the
rocks, and hur.ed them far and wide,
and the way into the locked valley
Jlay open, only cumbered by debris.

Among the splintered rocks lay five
or six figures, still in death, and half
s dozen more that moved painfully
and groaned.

With a rush the sheriff and his mnen
wera through the garge, stumbling
over the shatiered remnants of the
barricudes, and the bodies of the oiit-
laws who had perished in the explo-
sion.

" Nine or ten outlaws who had
oscaped the explosion were in full
fiicht across the valley,

Here and there a shot rang oul,
answered at once by the outlit with
rapid fire. The squealing of horses
and the bellowing of frightened cattle
echoed across the locked valley. In
a few minutes the Thompson men had
rogched the  group of corrala and
cabins where lay the outlaw camp,
and here two or three desperate men

1. “Ilallo? Is that Green's?”

3. * Where's my—"
,4' a4 Y(‘-S"‘"f—"
5. “\What do

one?”

6. “Of course, I do——"
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voit mean—which
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You knew perfectly]
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11. **1I know it’s a special one. All
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Then
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s Editor,

19. “Good! 'Then I'll expect it
up at once!”

20. *‘Right! Thanks! Good-bye!”
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Ag
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put up a fight, and were shot down
with rifles in their hands. But most
of the rustler gang surrendered as
they were overtaken, and held wp
their hands promptly. .

Half a dozen prisoners were roped
uE, but among them the Cedur Creck
chums looked in vain for Handsomo
Alf.  They wondered whether the
man with the earrings had perished
in the gorge. It was impossible to
ascertain tiil the morninF. |

The affair was quickly over, the
scattered firing died out, and the
sheriff’s outfit camped for the re-
mainder of the nigitt in the cabins
formerly occupied by the rustlers in
the valley.

But there was little sleep that night,
and Frank Richards & Co. were glad
when the light of dawn stole over the
high cliffs that surrounded and shut
in the locked wvalley.

The 5th Chapter,
The Last Capture!

Frank Richards threw aside his
blanket and rese. His eyes had hardly
closed since he had rolled himself in
it in one of the lug cabins from which
the rustlers had fled.

A camp-ire had been built, and
was blazing away merrily, and the
Thompson men were gathered round
it, cooking their morning rations.

The Thompson outfit were in the
greatest of epirits, '

Sheriff I1enderson had dealt sternly
enough with the outlaw gang, and
the *“ wipe-out * had been almost com-
plete. {f was likely to be a ecvere
lesson to any enterprising rustlers who
were tempted to wander over the
border and make the Thompson River
their hunting-ground. Almost all the
gang had fallen or had been captured,
and the stolen herds grazing in the
locked valley were fecaptured, and the
cowboys were already preparing to
drive them away down t.]he,canyou.

Frank Richards & Co. looked round
over the grassy valley shut in by
barren cliffs, where hundreds of head
ol cattle and horses were grazing.

“1 guess it was a clean sweep,”
Bob Lawless remarked. “ Handsome
Alf reckoned he was as safe a8 houses
here, but——"

“There go the prisoners!” eaid
Beauclere, _

Half a dozen men wero riding away
with the captured outlaws in a2 buuch.
The rustlers looked dejected encugh.
Their lawless career had come to a
sudden stop, and long days behind
prison walls lay dismally before them,
SNome of the sherifl’'s men were bury-
ing the bodies of the fallen. Two or
three badly wounded rustlers lay in

*1 wonder what's become of Hand-
AlE?” said Frank Ilichards
v¥. " Billy Cook says that
his body hasn’t been seen,”
Bob swept tho green valley with his
glance. ,
“1 suppose there's a dog's chance

¢ that he's got away,” he remarked.

¥ hillside

) under,” ho said.

“There may be a path out over the
somewhere., 1 guess the
sheriff will make sure before he goes.”

As the morning sunlight strength-
ened there was a search of the locked

\ valley for stray fugitives from the out-

law gang. 'wo or three of the
L rustlers were found skulking among
the rocks, and were rounded up, and

sent off after the other prisoners. To

Y the sheriff’s questions they answered

that they knew of no path out of the
valley, excepting by the gorge, and
the fact that they had lingered was a
proof of what they eaid. But the
sheriff of Thompson was not satisfied.

““I gness Handsome Alf hasn’t gone
“There's no trace

b of him to be found, and I reckon if

there’s a way out of the valley he
would know it, though he mightn’t
tell his men. Scatter and look for a
trail. If he’s alive, we're not going
back to Thompson without him.”

And the scarch went on during the
sunny morning while the cowboya
were driving away the captured
cattle, 2 dozen men remaining with
the sheriff to continue the search.

Frank Richards & Co. joined in it
keenly. The cruel death to which
Handsome Alf had consigned them,
and which they had so narrowly
escaped, made them eager to help in
bringing the Californian to justice.

They rode round the locked valley,
scanning the cliffs that shut it in, but
on all sides the cliffs seemed inacces-
sible, save where the gorge opened
into the lower canyon.

In one spot, where the torrent came
tumbling down the cliffs into the
valley, Bobe Lawless halted. His
chums drew rein.

“ Nothing there, Bob,” said Frank
Richards. * A goat couldn’t have
climbhed up there, and the watér woulid
wasgh him down if he did.”

“I guess that’s so,” assented Bob.
.‘But - " ‘

“But what?”’ -

“I guess I'm looking under the
waterfall.”

“Under it!” ejaculated Frank.

From a sloping bed above the tor-
rent fell a sheer twenty feet to theo
level of the valley, amid showers of
spray. The shect of water seemed
unbroken ugainst the ¢liff. DBob's
chums watched him in amazement as
he approached closer to the waterfall.

Bob's keen eﬁ'es had noted that the
cliff over which the torrent tumbled
was overhanging, which meant that
therec was a clear spaco below,
screened by the sheet of falling water,

He plunged through tho mist and
spray of the waterfall at the side of
the torrent and disappeared {rom
view.

Frank
and smile

““Nothing there,” he said.

“I fancy not. But——— Iark!”

Crack ! . ‘

A rifle rang sharply, and the report
came from under the sheet of falliug
water against the cliff,

“My hat!” :

Frank Richards ‘leaped from his
horse and dashed to the torrent’s
edge. He plunged through the spray
at. the gide of the waterfall.

To his surprise, he found a clear
space of six feet or more between the
screen of falling water and the face
of the cliff. -

On the wet rocks two fizures were
struggling fiercely, locked in a deadly
grip. . =

“Jlaudsome Alf!” yelled Frank
Richards.

Evidently Bob J.awless had tracked
the skulking outlaw to his hiding-
place. Ilis hasty shot, as he sizhted
the crouching rustler, had missed, and
Handsome Alf was upon him the next
momeiit, '

It was fortunate for Bob that his
chums were at hand. |

“Back up, Beau!” shouted Frank.

Heo rushed at tho outlaw.

Bob Lawless was down on his back
ont the rocks, the Californian knecling
above him, and Handsome Alf was
already jerking tho bowie-knife from
his belt. - |
. Frank’s grip on his shoulders
dragged him back as the knife came
out, and the Californian reeled over
on the wet rocks. -

He panted out a curse and rose to
his knees, and at the same moment
Vere Beauclere closed in on him, and
his rifle-butt swung over the outlaw’s
head. '

“ Surrender, or——

The Californian sprang at him with
lunging knife.

Crash ! -

The rifle-butt descended, and the
blow caught Handsome Alf full upon
the head. _ ]

He gave a groan and pitched side-
ways. -

Bob Lawless scrambled up breath-

glanced at Vere DBeauclero

»”

Jlessly.

I guess he's our mutton!” he ex-
claimed triumphantly.

Handsome Alf stirred and looked up
wildly. A rope was being knotted
about his wrists, and as he attempted
to struggle Bob Lawless pressed the
point of his own knife to his ribs.

“Let up!” he said pleasantly,

“ A thousand curses i

“ As many as you like, old scout!”
grinned Bob.,  “*Make sure of tho
scallywagz. Frank.”

Frank Richards knotted the rope.

“You bet!” he answered. ‘‘He's
safe now. Get up, Handsome Alf!
The sheriff’s anxious to see you.” .

The man with the earrings gritted
his teeth, his fierce black eyes glint-
ing at the Cedar Creck chuma.

“1 guess I'll remember this!” ho
muttered. “I guess—"

‘Tt will be a happy memory for you
in the stone jug, if they don’t hang -
you,” said Bob Lawless. “Get a
move on "

The Californian was marched out
from under the hollow rock, drenched
with the foam of the falling. torrent.
In great triumph the chums of Cedar
(‘reek marched him towards the
camp. .

“Sheriff 1” bawled Bob Lawless,

“You've got him!" exclaimed the
Thompson sheriff; and his bronzed
face lighted up with satisfaction at
the sight of the sullen, savage outlaw,
“] reckoned he wasn’t fur off. Rope
him up on a hoss, and I reckon we’ll
be getting.” [

And when the sheriff's outfit rode
out of the locked valley and took the
homeward trail Handsome Alf rode
in their midst, bound to his horse—to
imprisonment in the calabooze at
Thompson till he could be transferred
to Fraser for trial and punishment.

» - *

A couple of days later Frank
Richards & Co. were in their old
places at Cedar Creek School, school-
boys once more now that the outlaw
gang had been rounded up.

THE END.

(Mind you read next week's ftale
of Frank Richards & Co, entitled
“Judge Lynch.” It is a corker.)
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The 1st Chapter.
The 8torm!
A sharp cry from Patrolleader
Ted Martin,

“] say. did you see that?”

The acouts, with the exception of
Wilson, wheeled round, and a quick
glance at Ted showed that he was
staring out to sea, although not a
ringle thing could bo seen in that
pitch darkness.

The lightning came again before
anyone could speak, a vivid, forked
streak that cameo zig-zagging down

from the ink-coloured sky into the

sea, but it was not at the storm Ted
Martin was looking.

“Did you see that rock, Kitto?!”

“ The rock thal’s between the shore
and White Gull Island?” flashed back
tho fellow whom everybody called the
‘““sprucer.” * Yes, { saw it! Ted,
there’s & man on it!”

The last words came in a whisper
from Kitto, but Ted Martin did not
move for o moment. His hand was
up, shading his eye, and he longed
for the pexi fBash to come about as
much as he could have longed for
anvthing.

The rest of the patrol stand at the
alert, awsiting orders, but there were
several startled cries when the
lightning did play once more.

It showed up the rack Kitte had
spoken of with amasing clearness,
and just as clearly 'the form of a
man standing therc—s cloar, black
outline against the already foam-
capped weves: and Ted Martin was
rapping out his orders almost before
the flash had died away.

“Go back to tho camn and report
to the scoutmaster, Wilson!” he
flashed. * You others, follow me!”

He darted away down a lane as he
spoke, and the rest of the patrol were
close on his heels, for it was as clear
as anything that there was serious
work ahead.

That rack they had seen the man
on wan cut off from the mainland at
hich tide. and in such a storm as
was obviously coming, it would be
overswept by the waves in a manner
that ne human being could stand
against,

All that was porfectly clear to Ted,
but thoro was not & rien of his losing
hin head. . He had taken to héart too
thoroughly the “Be Prepared”
motio for that to happen, and he
was never once at fault in his way
down to the shore.

At a fast r'in he led his patrol to
where their stout bdat was beached.
and again his orders were rapped out

crisvly.

“You take ' the rudder-cords,
Pearson. when we're afloat!” he
cried. “1f anybodv doesn’t want to

come, just say so, for it’'ll not count
against 'you!™

None of the scouts spoke.

There was o white face here and
there, and woll there might be, for
the wind was increasing with every
second, but there wasn’t a fellow
among them who thought of shirk-
ing, Thay just caught hold of their
baat, and raced her down the beach
until her bows were in the foam,

“Wait' a minute!”

Ted Martin spoke quietly now, his
eves fixed on the waves as they came
yolling in, then he gave the word.

. **Out with her, you fellows!”

" He lurched forward himself as he
spoke, dnd the othors weren't a
second behind them, and the launch
was made in splendid fashion,
scarcely a gallon of water being
shipped for all the ses that was
running.

With fine speed the ecouts bent to
their oars, for all of them had the
pilot’s badge “up,” and ocould pull
a scull, and very little time was
wasted in getting the boat racing
through the bhreakers.

It was not tho outward journey
that was worrving Ted, though; he
was pretty certain of getting to the

rock safely, but coming back was
going to bo a very different thing.
“Just &s hard as you can!’ he

shouted to his «¢rew. “Every
moment is bringing more wind with
it.  Give a shout, Pearson, when
wo're between the rock and White
Gull Island!”

“Right-ho 1"

Young Pearson
forward,

He thought hoe kunew tho cxact
spot where they could get the boat
right up to the rock, in water that
was sheltered from the wind by the
izland. He waited for the next flash
of lightning, then saw that ho waa

right
We're

bent  eagerly

“Steady now! almost
there!”

“Good!”

Ted Martin panted out the word,
then he saw bis chance.

“In with her, you chaps! Get hor

nose right up to the rocks, and hold
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are, well pulled! It's & cockleshell
of a cruft we're in, by the shudder
of har—a Davy Jones' ecraft!” |

Ted Martin and the others took no
notice, They had too much on hand
in the fight against the storm to be
puzzled at the old sailor’'s running
remarks, for more than one of them
did not think they were going to
make the shore in safety,

‘“Jt's the darkness that matters as
much as anything,” thought Ted, his
teath gritted. ‘‘Pearson can’t sce
what course he’s steering except
when the lightning’s playing. Ah!™

The last exclamation was a gasp of
relicf, for a steady, white light—from
a good-sized eloctric torch, by the
look of it—was gleaming steadily
ahead. Someone on the beach was
giving them a guiding light, and that
was going to mean much to the
Otters, .

“Keep her bows or her stern to
the waves, my men! Let nothing
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The last words cameo in another
frenzied shout, but unhoeded by Ted,
for the critical moment had come.
The hoat was on the crest of a wave
again, with the beach below them,
and the patrol leader of the Otters
guve his command.

¥1t's now or never, chaps! Row
like Trojans!”

The boat shot ashead, but even then
there would not have been much
chance of saving the craft, even if the
scouts did manage to acrambie
ashore themsclves, if there had not
been help at hand.

There was help, though, in the
form of & fine, stout rope which a

trol of Girl Guides had ready, with
Scoutmaster Hendron and ‘“Jonah
Wilson to lend them a hand.

Mr. Hendron came running into
the surf, and Ted Martin caught the
rope flung to him, making it fast with
lightning-like speed. and an instant
later the boat dashed ashore.

It thudded down on the beach,
Beforo ever the next wave could
reach her, though, the Girl Guides
hed dragged her asshure, and the
dangor was past,

Ted sprang from the boat, but
before he had timo to say a word the
satlor they had rescued was shouting
again, his voice sounding hoarser
than ever.

“Well done, my lads, be you fisher-
men or landlubbers, or aught else!”
came his words. ‘““Help old Cap’'n
Bowers ashore, and you shall have a
roward for to-night’s work that'll
make your mouths water. Treasure,
my hocarties; real treasure, and you
shall share! Give me a hand, one of
you!”

“I'm giving you one!” rapped out
Ted Mertin. “Can’t you see 1,
Captain Bowers?”

“Not 1,”” came the harsh, grating
answer; ‘‘for I'm blind—blind, my
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THE MAN ON THE ROCK!

The lightning showed up the practically submerged rook with
amazing olearness, and on it could be seen the form of a8 man !

her as well as you can with the
ocarsi" |

Hao was climbing into the bows of
the boat as he spoko; then, while the
li;i'htning was playing, he sprang
ashore and atraight for where a
middle-aged man who lovked like a
gailor was standing,

Ted had hin by tho arm in a flash.

“Into the boat with you, sir, [ov
there 1isn't a moment to loose!
We'ra in for no end of a rough
Journey back!”

‘““Ay, ay!” camo a hoarse, grating
voice. “8ink me if this 1sn’t a
storm that is a storm! Holp me
aboard, whoever vou are, for I'm not
the man 1 was, I tell you—I'm not
the map I was!”

Ted scarcely heard the gratin
voice as he helped the sailor abhoar
the boat: thon, with an anxious
shout, he got his patrol to work with
the oars again, and that termble
journey to shore was commenced
—a journey that was not likely to be
forgotten by the Otter Patrol for
many 8 long day.

One moment they would be poised
high in the air on a whitecapped
hillow; the next dashing down an
incline of water at a speed which
seemed certain to send the boat's
nose right into the sea. Then up
again, ‘with the spray flying about
them ax if a4 snowstorm were raging.

“Well pulled, my merry men!”
came the hoarse voice of the man
they had resciled. * Whoever you

come broadside on, or down we go,
sink me if we don’t!”

It was the sailor again, screaming
the words now in a frenzy of excite-
ment, while Ted Martin was con-
scious of a flash of anger. Afier all,
they had rescued the sailor, and the
least ha could do was to show himself
a man, and not scream like soimne
scared tenderfoot taking his first trip
on a bit of a sca.

Again the boat was on the crest of
a wave, her bows and stern out of the
water, and Ted gnitted his teeth
again. The next wave was going to
be the critical one, for on that they
would have to make the beach.

Failure to do so was gaing to have
the craft caught by the following sea,
and that would mean a collection of
matchwood for someone to collect
next day, whatever might happen to
Ted Martin and his chums.

“Get roady to pull all you know,”
he shouted, * the moment ] give the
word !” | , "

“That’s 1t, my sons!” raved the
sailor, “‘Obey the skipper, and let
the rest go! It's swim or sink with
the old man aboard any craft. Pulj,
you lascars—pull!” |

;Hold your tongue!” repped out

“.Pull, 1 tell vou!” came the
hoagse shout. “Call yoursclves
sailors! Sink me if a crew of sea-

cooks wouldn't pull a better stroke!

It’s Davy Jones’ locker for the lot of
us, my men!” ' :

The 2nd Chapter.
Jonah's Firaworks !

“Oh, 1 didn't know that, Captain
Bowers !’

Ted Martin spoke in open concern
ae he hel the sailor from the boat,
for blindness was an aflliction that
roused all Ted's sympathy at once.
Captain Bowers mercly shrugged his
shoulders and stursped away over the
sandhille, feeling his way with his
stick and muttering aloud as he went,.

“Treasuro for them all,” sounded
his words. " They saved me from
Davy Jones! Sinefz me if they sha'n’t
have a share in the treasure!”

The echo of his muttoring still hung
in the air when Ted Martin turned to
thank tho Girl Guides for their timely
help, but Betty Hanson, ﬁatirol-loader
of the Robins, Glenchurch Company,
laughed lightly.

‘““Scouts asre not the only people
who keep their cyes open,” she said.
“We saw that poor old sailor on the
rock, too."”

“Po you know anyihing about
himt”

Betty shook her head.

“I knew he was blind, of course,
for I've eeen him heaps of times in
Glenchurch. He lives at that little
fisherman’s cottage on the sandhills,
al ouglh ho hasn't been here ver
long. 1 suppoee we shall eée you all
at tha fcte to-morrow afternoon?”
“:! h, we shall be there!” grinned

“Then the Robins will show IWL

e

how to raise money for the new
hospital,” came Betty's challenging
answer, “‘ Let's hopo 1t will be fine!”

‘**Rather!”

Ted turned to give a hand with
hauling the boat up the beach, as
Betty Hanson marched her patroi off,
and, of course, Scoutmaster Iendron
had to be told everything.

Mr. Hendron, a young school-
master, listened with a grave
expression in his quiet, good-looking
face, for it was he who had brought
the Otter Patrol down to tho minis-
turo carsp on the sandhills, and he
knew well enough that six of the
pg.b;ol had risked their lives that
niizht.

“I wish 1 had been with you
fellows,” was all he said. *You've
brought off a fine piece of work, all

the lot of ;ou! Now to turn in for
the night!’

_The scouts hurried back to their
little camp, thoroughly enjoyed

supper round a glowing wood fire, and
scrambled into their sleeping-bags in
the three tents before the last of the
red embers had died away.

By a stroke of splendid luck the fol-
lowing day was bright and eunny, and
the Otter Patrol were among the first
to reach the old-world garden where
the fote was to be held-—a magnificent

old garden belonging to Mr. Seaton
Quaile, who reulhy ived on White
Gu)l Island, which was also his
property. '

Mr, Quaife met Ted Martin and his
pqtrél with a friendly laugh.

“You’ve come properly prepared, I
sec,” he exclaimeod, pointing to the
well-loaded haversacks the scoute
were armed with, ‘' Thinge to sell, |
suppose 1

“ Ypos, sic !”

““Made them yourselves — oh?”
went on Seaton Quaife. * That's the
idea! A hospital in Glenchurch i
badly enough needed, and we want
evory penny we «an got this after.
noon. You'll bave to keep your eyes
open if you don't want the Gir!
Guides to beat you, though. They've
already started making money.”

Even as Mr. Quaito spoke, Betty
Hanson and her sccoud leader,.May
Andrews, came running up, armyed
with cameras of the t-card size,

Mr. Quaife laughed heartily.

“You see the 1dea, boys!”

“N-no!” muttered Ted. .

“ Why, the girls have rigged up the

| old summer-houso as a dark-room, and

are taking photogvaphs of tiie people
s they come in,”’ explained the owner

of White Gull Island. * Then they
hurry off, develop and priut on gas-
light postcards, and sell the prints.

Havo you foilows got an idea as good
as that one?” -

“ You—you wait until it gects dark,
sir,” said Jonah Wilson, the tender-
foot eagerly, aud lie kept a firm grip
on a large wooden box he waa carry.

ing. . :
g‘ed Martin did not feel so hopeful,

though. c :
Ceortainly younf Wilson had a novel

idea of his own for making cash, but

Jonah's ideas didn’t always como off,

while it needed only a glance ar Betty
Hanson's protty face to seo that her
whecze was proving a huge success.

In fact, the Robins were beafing the
Ottera hollow ai]l the afternoon, and
Ted Martin became desperate-looking
as the light faded.

‘“Kitto, we’ve got to do something,
old chap!” : »

* Jonah is our only hope now,” an-
swered Lho sccond leaddr anxiously.
“ He's not much of & reed to lean on,
still, we've got to lean on him. The
gu:ém will havo twice_as much mouey
to hand up as we have.”

“Humph!”

Ted racked his brains for a last-
minute idea, but nothing in the way of
an inspiration came, 80 he turned to
young Wileon as a last resource. The
tenderfoot was optimism personified.

“ Everything will be all right when
my show starts,” Jonah said. “I've
fixed up things on what used to be
the tennis-court, and that's all shut
in like a little quarry. People will
hn.z-:uto pay to come through the
gate.

“Well,
start 1’

“ Young Pearson can go round with
the notico now,” said the tenderfoot
eagerly. ‘' I—I shall want eomeons o
lend me a hand, though!”

“I'll do that!” ohuckled Kitto.
“Get on with it, Jonah !”

About three minutes later, Pearson
was hurrying round the dgurdon, carry-
ing a large placard and shouting the
notice written on it in a ringing voice.

“Grand frework display on the
tennis-court !” he cried. ‘‘ Admission
~anything you like to give! All tha
fireworks actuaily made by Tenderfoot
Wilson of the Quter Patrol! Starting
the moment it is dark !” ‘

It was nearly dark then, and Wileon
couldn’t help thrilling as he heard
Pearson’s stentorian voice. FEvery-
thing that was being said was true,
too, for there was not a single bought

when are you going 't?
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firework in young Wilson’s box; he
had made every one of them himself,
and already he and Kitto wereo fixing
up a huge affair that looked very
much like an overgrown Roman
candle. .

“ But it is1’t,” declared the tender-
foot. * Nothing like it, really !”

“ What’s 1t do, anyway?”

“* You'll see in a minute!” declared
Jonah excitedly, matchbox in hand.
*Is 1t dark enough yet?”

“You'll get the word from Ted
when it's time. Hero he 18 !”

Ted Martin came up hurricdly, real
concarn on his face.

“Only about a dozen people have
paid to come in so far!” he jerked
out. *'The rest show signs of going
home. Better get a move on,
Wilson ! \

Jonah darted forward at once,
striking 8 match as he ran.

“ Look out, Kitto!” he whispered.
“It's 2 pretty powerful thing. That's

cgob it 1” '

Jonah had lighted his patent fire-
work at the first attempt, and darted
away from it as quickly as ho could.
Kitto, too, jumped back, for there was
no telling when Jonah Wilson ‘had a
scheme on hand.

- For about half a minute there was a

cruvelike  silence, then someone
laughed, and it sounded very much
like Betty Hunson. Wilson coloured
up.

“Better light it again,” he whis-
pered. *' Can’t expect them to go off
first time, you kunow, Aren’t you
coming. old chap?”

*No,’ said Kitto briefly; so the ten-
derfoot went alone—at least, he went
to within about a yard of his patent
firework ; then there was an explosion
that made one think the war had
broken out again, while Wilson came
part of tho way back without mean-
mg to.

Still, the display of vividly-coloured
balls was quite brilliant, end 1if a few
of them did find their way down the
spectators’ mnecks, Jonah Wilson
couldn’t be blamed_for that,
he was too much excited
about it, even,

“I'm going to call the thing the
Green  Demon, There he goes

agsin!”

to think

Besides,

“Yes,"” gasped Kitto, ‘Straight

for me, too'”

Ho jumped aside, and the (ireen
Demon darted away in the darkness
on a mission of its own; but not for
long, for it supplied most of the ex-
citemment for the remainder of that
display. :

It remawed hiddern and stlent long

-enough for Wilson to get an original

catherine-wheel going, then joined in
with a terrific explosion that made
Kitto jump in the air and the viear
drop his pipe, but where the Green
Demon jumped to then no one could
say. -

All that was certain was that he
was back again just as \Wilson started
up a huge tray of green fire, and the
explosion that took place this time
braught a whole crowd of laughing
visitors on to the lawn.

In that way the Green Demon was
a huge success, for money simply
poured in at the “box "-office; but
1t got on Kitto's nerves, all the same.

*““Sooner or later it'll fizzle out--
won't it, Jonah?”

“Yes, rather!
matter of fact.”

“(Good!” gasped Kitto, as a louder

It has now, as a

“explostoir than ever raised an echo at

his feet.. “* Sounds®like it, I must say.
The thing secems to be tied to me by
a plece of string !’

Kitto stood it for a litile longer.
then retired from the scene, and
Wilson finished off his display alone.
His last effort--a fine rocket-- refused
to go up; but that didn’t matter, in
the least, for the Green Demon was
ready with his final effort, and Jonah
Wilson nearly went up instead.

However, there could be no doubt
that his show had saved the situation,
for when Ted Martin handed up the
money the Otters had taken, he was
within a shilling of the cash that
Botty lHanson and her guides had
made, and the vicar had any amount
of nice things to say to both of them.

As he turned away Betty Hanson
fuced Ted laughingly.

“ Next timme the Otters won't be in
it, Ted Martin!”’ .

“The next time, Betty Hanson,”
retorted Ted, ¢ the Robins will be as
much out of the picture as the Dodo.
Good-night !
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“Good-night !’ laughed Betty, for
the two patrol leaders were the best
of chwms really, and were always
likely to be. ,

At the gates Ted found Kitto wait-
img for him; and, as the rest of the
patrol had gone back to camp with
Mr. Hendron, the two leaders saun-
tered home by way of tho beach.

“T say, I wonder if [ could get out
to that rock where we were last
night, Kitto?”

- “Oh, yes, with the tido as it is. But
what ever for?”

“Can’t say,” laughed back the
patrol leader. “ Got a fa,uci( to have
a look at the place, that’s all, Dan’t
you bother, though, for I sha'n’t be a
minute!” '

He darted forward as he spoke, and
if he could have known it, that
chance climb out to the last of the
chuin of,rocks was destined to bring
about the first of a series of amazing
things that, later on, were to startle
the wholo neighbourhood.

At.tho mowment all Ted Martin was
thinking about was to get to the rock
and back, and, with his pocket-lamp
on all the time, it was the easiest of
climbs. )

He reached the great, jagged rock,

“then slipped forward a little on some

wet seaweed, and that was the end
of his pocket-lamp. He crushed the
bulb in his hand. and was about to
turn at once for the journey back to
the beach.

Even as he spun round on his heel
he was vaguely conscious of an un-
canny feeling that there was some-
body clse present. ,

“Who is there?” he rapped ont.

An instant later Ted Martin
received one of the shocks of his life.

A pair of the most amazing eyes
were staring at him from only a yard
or two away—horrible, uncanny eyes,
that seecmed to blaze in tho darkness
as if they could see—and, without
knowing it, Ted starfed back.

He looked again; but the eyes had
gone, and there was not a sound to be
heard anywhere, except the wash of
the waves as they nippled over the
low-lying rocks.

(Another cxciting instalment of this
fine tale in next Monday's Boys’
FRriExDp. )
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Fal difBeulty.

GREETINGS!

This, our splendid Bumper Num-
ber of tho Boys' Friexp, will, with-
out doubt, be the means of introduc-
ing the old **Green ’Un ” to a large
circlo of new readers. To them, as
well as to that huge circle of loyal
readers for whom 1 work weck by
week, I extend my hearticst greet-
ings. Neither labour nor expense has
been spared in the preparation of the
Boys’ FrIEND Boxing Apnual and
Guide, Part 1 of which is presented
free with every copy of thia issue.
That the gift will be appreciated by
many theusands of reader-chnms I
do not for a moment doubt. 1 shall
be rewarded by their continued sup-
port of what 1s the oldest and, by
common consent, the best boys’ paper
on the market. The new programme
of splendid yarns starting this week
speaks for itself, and this will be
carricd on in our next issuc—another

wonderful Free = Gift Number—
which will be packed with good
things.

Foremost is the second part of our
grand

ILLUSTRATED BOXING BOOK.

As T said last week, there will be
four parts to this magnificent little
volume, and in three weeks’ time you
will have the complete book, an excel-
lent addition to anybody’s book-
shelves,

There will be another long instal-
| ment of that wonderful tale,

AND CRESCENT !*
By John 8. Margerison,

which cannot fall to please any
reader, however critical he may be.

# THE BOY WITH FIFTY
MILLIONS !

By Victor Nelson,

REDITORSIDENER! S

Write to me whepever you are In doubt er
All letters should bde addroased:
Y *“The BEditor, the 30YS' FRIEXD, The Fleetway
House, Parringdon Street, London, E.Q. 4.

"THE LEAGUE OF THE STAR

»
'1§
TtedORSRTY

s |

will 61 two pages with exciting
adventure, as will ulso

¥ THE MISSING SCOUTMASTER !

By Ross Harvey. z,
“THE AFFAIR OF THE MYSTIC
BELL!"

By Edmund Burton,

i3 the title of the next case to ba
handled by that able investigator,
Grant, chauffeur-detective.

The title of the next of the new
series of Rookwood yarns is

“DIVIDED DUTY!¥
By Owen Conquest,

and you can take it from me that
it's a splendid tale, containing a seri-
ous plot, with lots of schoolboy fun,

' 1

*"'."\ od

As to Cedar Creek,

‘ JUDGE LYNCH ! .\
By Martin Clifford, i

is simply a top-hole yarn, packed
with adventure and exciting incident,
Be sure you read it. |

There 1s just this, be sure vou order
your copy of the Bovs’ FRIEND well
in advance, as there's going to be an
enormous rush this next issue, Don’t
forget there are thousands of new
readers, and if you are not careful you
will miss your copy !

L

R

TTON’S

i l?f“' i ki
Quickly gives h speeds.
booklet contalnfng imen

92 and 93, Great Russell Street, W.C.1.

Bracch:

NERVOUSNESS 11,3, Eviiew Sarback, i
bervous, timid, low-sgtrlt-ad. lack solf-copfidence, will.
power, or 1ea!l awkward in the presenoce «f others, gand $

penny stamps for particulars of the Mento-Nerve Btrengthen-
Guaranteed 'cure.—GODFRY ELLIOTI-
BMITH. Ld., 435, Imperial Bldgs., Ludgate Circus, E.O. &

ing Treatment,

HOUR
DUTTON'B SHORTHAND has only 8 rules and 29 charao-

Complete theory learned in 24 hours. Practice
Send 2 stamps for jllustrated
leasons to DU TTON'S
COLLEGE (Desk 303), SKEGNESS. London Branch:
Manchester
5, 8, 9, Victoria Buildings, St. Mary's Gate.

SHORTHAND

If you Aare

24

His to

NICKEL

2

Qent.’s
Dust Proof ocases,
aither pocket or

2. extra.
2/- extra.

§ B -

 ¢ash with order enclose
given with every watch.
i  To avoid disappointment send 13/-

executed in rotation,

(M Dept.)

SILVER WATCHE

Delivered on First Payment of

= ONLY. YOU HAVE
WATCH WHILST
PAYING FOR' IT.

full-aizse Railwx
keeping Keyless Lever Watch; Stout
Nickel Silver or Oxydised Damp and
plain dial,
foctly balanced superior Lever Move.
ment, splondid timekeeper. Price for
wrist, 15/.
Luminous dial (see time in dark),
Ladies’ Chain or Wrist,

Wa will wsend either of these
watches on reoeipt ot P.O. for 2/
After receiving watch you send us &
. turthsr 2/-. and promise 1o pay the
rewatning 11/- by weekly or monthly instalments. For

{u- only. Five years’ warranty

and &4,
| postage at once. No unpleazant inquiries. All orders

{ THE LEVER WATCH CO,,|

42&, Stockwell Creen, London, S.W. 9.

time-

per-

each.

extra

“CUT THIS ouT

Yalue 24.

Send this coupon with P.O, for only 5/- direct to the Fleet
4, In return
you will receive (post fres) A aplendid British Made 14.ct.
(lold Nibbed Ficet Fountain Pen, value 10/6, If you save
12 further coupons, each will count ag 2d. off the price; so
you may send 13 coupons and only 3/-, Say whether yon
This great offer ia made
to introduce the famous Fleet Pen (o the BoYs' FRIEND
{Foroign postage extra.) Saliafaction guaranteed.
d, or Satety Models, 2/. extra.

“* Boys' Frienad.”? PEN COUFPON.

Pen Co., 118, Fleet 8t., London, L.U.

want a fine, medium, or broad nib,

readers.
S5oli-Fi 1Kz

CI.ARxe, NIlcgorrs

IEEEESENCLARNICOIEESEEE]

welcomes

CREAM & LILY

CARAMELS

& COowMBs.

L.td.s

Victoria Parle,

$ e |
&aclud

} direct from fact
rices and SAV

Yy
Zonophaone, Peathe, |\
B Edison Belland Daccas,
Inuncdiate delivery. Sent oa 3¢
i days’ tnal, pack

refunded. Send
beautifully illusirated art catalopue B

LMEAD CO. (DEFT. G10€ ) H

HEIGHT INCREANXD

IN 30 DAYS

Ko Applisnces. No Drupgs.
Melvin Strong Systemd NEVER FAILB.
particulars and
Btrong, Itd. {(Dept. V.), &4, Southwark St,, 8.E.

at whalesalo /& \
POUNDS. /he//(

‘orid’s finest massive Table
Grand~, Portable-Hornlessand
exquisitelv coloured monster.

o hornMead-o-phonoste
tlect from.  Grand hargans
lin Columbdin, Re

3 o » ‘_“‘ . A y L’

. —y '-..","s“‘.”‘ 'y
55;‘-;——;33,3 4
N

troce, carriage ~ .

tunes and goo needies B
Satisfaction, or money
pastcard  for

SALL HEATE, 4

5 / Compilete
- 3
Course, -

No Dieting. Tbs'
Pull

estimuonials 1d. stamp.—~Melvin

LILY

CARAMELS,
101d. per % Ib.

e,

Raincoats, Trench-

Catalogue =i

Costumes, Rings,

- Watches, etc., on easy terms. 30/-
worth, 5/- monthly; 60/- worth,
10/- monthly, etc. Write for

Free.

Free Catalogue and Order
Form. Foreign applications

invited. MASTERS, Ltd., 8.
Hope Stores . RYE. (Estd.15869.)

CREAM
CARAMELS,

AN IDEAL BOY'S KNIFE

CORBETT & Co., 60, Mark Lane, London, E.C.3

FOR 11d. ONLY.

Strong. Light Knife with Clasp and Qe Good
Steel Blade in Flat Rust-proof Metal Harndle.
Sent by return ou receipt of Postal Urder for 1f1.

(2d. beiny for Postage.)

10d. per }lb.

London.

I525252ICLARNICONEEEESE]

-

BUMMERS (Dept. A.P.), Upper

“ curly Hair!”® * Mine curled at once,’” writes Major,
Rammers’ * Qurlit ' curls straightest hsir,
ussell ‘Street-. Brighton.

1 ,50 2! 6." @t(\.

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS, £1.—Great Bargains,
Intereating Hobby, Rtandard Films. Lists Free.—Desk H,
Dean Cinema Co., 94, Draytont Avenue, W. Ealing, London,

]

MATERIAL.

BOYS! Iingrave own name or design on Watchen, Medals,
Genuine, simple instructions, 1/-.—~H., WALL, Dept.
B.F., 107, Venmore Street, Liverpool.

PHOTO POSTCARDS OF YOURSELF, 1/3 doz,
12 by 10 ENLARGEMENTS, 84,
CATALOGUE
HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

ALSO CHEAP PHOTO

AND SAMPLES

g& FREE & POST FREE

—ILLUSTRATED -~

CATALOGUE OF
\BIG

BARGAINS

POST FREE 71D TO £7-1-0.

y  FOR NOW,
7 XMAS & AFTER.

v WATCHE3S., NICKEL ALARM & WO0D
STRIKING CLOOKS, JEWELLERY,GRAMO-
PHONES, LEATHER & FANCY GOODS,
NOVELTIES, USEFUL GOODS, TOYE, XMAS
CARDS, ETC., ETO., ETC. SATISPACTION

¥ OR MONEY BACK. PAIN'S PRESENTS

HOUSE, DEPFT. 7, HASTINGSE.

All applications for Advertisement Space
should be addressed : Advertisement Dept.,
BOYS’ FRIEND, The Fleetway House,
.« Farringdon Street, London, E.C. 4. ..

¥

Printed and pubiished every Monday by the Proprietors, 'The Amalgamated Press, Limited, The Fleetway Houne, FParringdon Street, Londo
Begistersd for Transmission by Canadian Magarine Post. Subscription Hates: Inland, 1ls, per annum; be, 64. for six months. Abdroad, 8e. J0

L] T

Agency, Ltd, B8ole Agcnts fur Australia sn

3 Now Zealand;

n. B.C. 4. Advertisement Offices: The Fleetway Honse, Farringdon Street, London, B.C. &
d. per sonum; ¢s. 5d. for six wonths. 8ole Agenta for Sonth Africa: The Centra]l News
D
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