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\ THE AMBUSH IN THE DESERT

hern thongs immediately
heavy thud, the rider

gled round the animal’s legs and brought it to the ground with a
following suit. Jim Handyman and his chums would be safe for a while at least!

the camel drew level with the two watchers the padrone whirled the bolas over his head
with a mighty heave let fly. The lead weights on their leat|
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Highway Robbery!

The Bombay Castle, with Dick
Dorrington & Co., Dr. Crabhunter,
Scorcher  Wilkinson, and  other
masters and boys, put in at Gibral-
tar on one of her famous voyages.
The boys were arrested on a charge of
being involved in a smuggling affair,
They escaped, however, and on re-
joining their ship had drastic revenge
on Kidd & Co., a gang of bullies, for
wrecking their cabin. The ship then
steamed into Tangier.

The boys went ashore, and drove
into the desert on camels. They were
captured by a gang of Arabs, and im-
prisonied in an old Moorish castle.
There they mest four British seamen
under similar circumstances. Jim
Handyman escaped, and set sail for
Giibraltar in a entter. He had not
been at sea long when he discovered
he was being pursued by a large sail-
ing vessel, and the pursuer was gain-
ing on him hand over fist.

* % *

Soon, siraight ahead of him, a
white pencil of light shot up from
the horizon, and, swinging round,
fixed itself like the bullseyo lantern
of a policelnan on a white pile of
distant buildings.

Jim was reassured aboui his course

now, That was the scarchlight of
H.M.S. Mischief, and she was giving
lthe city of Tangier a show. Or
perhaps she was keeping an eye on
the wharf in the hope of secing the
missing boys come off to her.
" Neuarer and nearer came the fol-
lowing sail. Jim could sco the craft
now in the darkness—a big lateener
showing a great spread of sail on her
tall, raking spars.

~Jim  guessed what she was-—-a
Spanish coasting felucca, which was
following this  course along the

African shore to make the most of
the easterly brecze, and to keep out
of the strong current which always
sets through the Straits from the
Atlantie.

Sho was fairly whizzing through the
water, and heading, like himself, for
Tangier. But she soon caught sight
of him. He could hear the men
tulking oxcitedly aboard her, and the
great sails were brailed up to slacken
hor speed.

They were ialking Spanish, and
were evidently much concerned to
find a small ship’s boal cruising in
this fashion through the piteh-black
night.

“Ahoy!” called a voice, and a
lantern flashed in tho darkness.

“ Ahoy I” answered Jim.

“Quicn va?” (“Who goes there?”)
asked the voice,

“H.M.S8. Washtub!” answered
Jim. “Bound from Monkey Moun-
tain to Tangier with a cargo of
orang-outang !”

Of course, the Spaniards aboard the -

felueca did not understand this cheer-
ful reply. They put up their helin
so as to bring {\im to their weather
side, and lit a flare which illumined
both him and Cecil. Aud, greatly to
Jim’s delight, ho saw the swarthy
face and red brewer's cap of his old
{riend the smuggling padrone.
. “Good-evening, Doun Licquorice
“de DBarcelona Nut!” ho called joy-
fully. “Half a mo’, and T'll lower
sail!  Where are you bound
“Tangior !” came the answer.
“Right-ho!”” replied Jim. “ That’s
the station where I get out! But

your ship will do it’ faster
than me!” And, leaving the
tiller, he jumped forw and
lowered his sail with a run.

A rope wag thrown to him,
and he was brought along-
side the felucca.

The padrone recognised
him now, as his grinning face
showed in the light of the
lantern.

“Carramba!” he ex-
claimed. “ It is the little Eng-
lish demon! There has been
great shipwrecks! Merciful
Heaven, to think of all those fine
young English boys all drowned!
They were demons aund the sons of
demons, but they were such little
men !

The worthy padrone was thus
lamenting when Jim reassured him.
Jim realised that the padrone thought
that, finding him out here—almost
open Atlantic—something very serious
must have happened to the Bombey
Castle.

“It's all right, Alonzo!” said he.
“ There hasn’t been a shipwreck! The
Bombay Castle is in Taiesier—savvy?
But me and my messmates have been
pinched by Barbary pirates ashore.
and there's a hurry ! 8o take my boat
in tow, and bustle along!”

The padrone gave a gesture of
astonishment.

In his smuggling irade he used a
good deal the wonters of Gibraltar

Bay, and knew a fair amount of
English.

“Pirate!” he exclaimed. “What
pirate?”

“8idi Bu Ahmed!” replied Jim.
“He's collared the whole bunch—
Pongo, Dick, young Whiskers, the
middy, and fat Jumbo, and Chip; all
the nuts! He's got the lot!”

The padrone made a gesture of
despair.

“Him bad man—wrong 'un!” said

he.

“I should think he was, the yellow-
faced heathen!” replied Jim. “ Now
I'll sheer close alongside, and get
aboard.” ‘

The, little crafi came alongside the
felucca, and & dozen eager hands
were held out to help Jim aboard the
arching decks.

The hands were again outstretched
to his companion who had remained
outside the circle of the lantern.

They had got hold of Cecil before
they knew what they had got, and as
he jumped aboard they gave a
simuitaneous howl, and fell back-
wards at the appariiion.

“Carramba!” yelled the Spaniards.
“It is the Demonio! Look, it is

Baalzebub! Ay de mi!”
‘' Baal - your - grandmother !”  ex-
claimed Jim. ‘‘Haven’t you scen

old Cecil before? Now I come to
think of it, he wasn’t with us when we
went for that little sail together,
padrone. Don’t be afraid of him.
He doesn’t bite anything but his
dinner! Goad monkey-—sa\'vy? Real
good monkey! Boy Scout!”

And when the crew heard that Cecil
was a Boy Scout they became a little
bit reassured. But they kept at a
good arm’s-length from Cecil as he
rested himself on the hatches, and
blinked at the lamp, showing his teeth
in a greal yawn.

“When he yawns like that, it shows
that he's hungry!” suggested Jim.
“Got such a thing as one of those
penny melons that vou sell for two-
pence and a few oranges and a bit of
bread? If you give him something
to bite, he won’t bite you!”

“Me dio susto!” (He made me
afraid!) whimpeved the cabin-boy,
who had bumped his head against the
bulwark.

“No need to be afraid of him,
Percival,” replied Jim, with great
condescension. “He'’s a real white-
headed boy, my monkey! Never tells
a lie. Never steals. Never does any-
thing that he ought not to do. But
he loves melons and raisins.”

The cabin-boy took the hint. He
dived down below, and brought up a

big water-melon, a bunch of rdisins as
big as his , and several little rolls
of the white cakey bread that the
Spaniards are most fond of-

The boat had been taken in tow
now, and the sails of the felucca were
full spread again. The gallant craft
was moving through the water in
splendid style, and Jim’s heart was as
light as a feather.

The felucca which was called the
Santissima Trinidad, was a craft with
heels to her, and the breeze she had

ot suited her down to the water-
ine. She fairly whizzed through the
sea, leaving a trail of white, fleecy
foam behind her.

“You come supper now, mister!”
said the padrone. ‘“ We get to Tangier
in two hour, or less!”

Down below, in the stuffy little
cabin, there was a good supper of
dried shark fried in oil, with green
peas.

Jim thought it was the finest supper
he had ever had in his life, and the
padrone gave him a big mug of
steaming black coffee, which put new
life into him.

After that there was sticky, swect
Spanish pastry. And Jim thoroughly
enjoyed this. !

He looked round the little cabin'
curiously.

On the bulkhead was the portrait
of a gentleman in evening-dress.

““Who's that, padrone?” he asked.

“ Zat, he is my brother. He is good
brother—he is a ver’ good brother!”
said the padrone, beaming all over
his mahogany face. “Him got
coffee-shop in Liverpool. Him marry
English lady out’a pickle factory!”

‘““He looks a real toff!” said Jim.
“And what are those leaden weights
and the rope?” he asked.

The padrone laughed.

“Souvenir, mister—memoria!” he
added. ‘“When I was young man 1
did go to ze Argentine to make my
fortune on ze pampas. I use ze bolas
an’ ze lazo long time. I was cowboy.
What you call 'im—guacho!”

Jim sat up, and took
interest i the padrone.

So this mahogany-faced old pirate
had been a guacho——one of those wild
horsernen of the BSouth American
prairiés who can bring down a young
colt with the bolas at full speed, and
who are more expert with the lasso
than the famous “greasers” of
Mexico.

Jim was smitten with a new and
entrancing idea. His eyes gleamed as
he figured out the time which had

sudden

elapsed since the Chinese must have.

started from the stronghold of Sidi
Bu Ahmed.

“Look here, padrone!” said he.
“How would you like a chance of
picking up five hundred pounds?”

The padrone sat overwhelmed by
the notion.

“Tive hundred English poynds!”
repeated Jim. “None of your Brad-
burys, but the solid gold durions—the
real metal!”

* Where you find five hundred gold
pounds?” demanded the padrone,
lighting his cigaretie, and full of
business.

“Why.” said Jim, *“somewhere
about the time that we get near
Tangier a man will come flying along
the coast road from the same direction
I have come from. He will race into
Tangier on his camel, and he will race
out again in less than half an hour,
when the saddlebags of his camel will
be carrying a thousand pounds in gold
—real gold!”

And Jim leaned across the little
cabin table and tapped it.

“Gold,  Alonzo!” he insisted.
“Real gald! Do you understand?
Same siuff that you've got in your
tecth !”

The padrone’s eyes were glowing.

“Gold!” he exclaimed. “El oro.
Viva el oro!”

“That’s the stuff I” said Jim. “A
thousand pounds. TFive hundred for
you and five hundred for me.”

“Tut it is a matter of police!” ex-
claimed the padrone, his face falling.

“It is robbery, and I am not a
bandit !” .
“It’'s not robbery!” said Jim.
“That gold is the price of my head.
The man will be racing back to Sidi
Bu Ahmed. He wanted to cub off
my head at dawn, and throw my body
to the tame lion there. The tame lion
has been fed on donkey till he’s fed
up with doukey, and the rascals were
going to give him & taste of me by
way of a change.  That thousand
pounds is mine. But if you ecan
throw a bolas to wind up that camel’s
legs, and bring him on his cheek-
bone, and fetch the Chink down out
of the esaddle, five hundred good
durions, five hundred broad pieces,
five hundred golden dubloons are
vours for keeps. All I want is the
Chink and the other five hundred.”
Could the padrone bring down a
camel with the bolus? .
There 'is no SPtnish expression for
1 should smile [ but the expression
on the padrone’s rugged face spoke
it as plainly as words, )
“ Well, what about it 7" asked Jimn.

“ Nothing simpler,” replied the
padrone. ' If this Chinese evil one
16 attempting to purchase the

assassination of ‘the honourable young
caballero, he is the enemy of all right-
thinking men, the enemy of all men
of honour. I will with the most pro-
found pleasure bring down his camel
and make him prisoner. If the
honourable young English caballero
wishes that the rascal shall e-
rived of life,” added the Padrone,
‘I have a good ecija knife.’

“No,” replied Jim. “I don't want
to do him in. I don't like that sort
of thing. If you can just lasso him
up, and put him in a bag for me, like
a penny bun, and raft me out to the
Bombay Castle—that’s all I want.”

The padrone made a gesture of
delight.

“Consider it done, Excellency!”
said he. “We will catch your
Chinese murderer, and we will put
him in a bag. And you shall take
the blood money from his camel-bags,
and we will render him safe abordo of
the Bombay Castle. Verily, you
English boys are demons, and the
sons of demons! I know the coast
road, and I know the place to catch
him.  He will take the lower road,
for he will not dare approach Tangier
otherwise. There is a picket on the
upper road, and that is known to
everyone who has business with Sidi
Bu Ahmed. We will catch him in the
sand-dunes, and bring his mouth to
the carth. He shall kiss the dust,
this dog, and the son of dogs!”

“That’s the jolly talk!” said Jim
encouragingly.

“Now we will go to the deck!”
said the padrone. *We cannot be
far from Tangier nor from the place
where we will wait for this evil

- fellow 1"

They climbed out on deck, and
there, five miles ahead, they could
plainly see the lights of the Bombay
Castle and of ¥.M.S. Mischief.

Somewhat to the surprise of his
men, the padrone changed his course,
and bore towards the sandy shore,
which lay about four miles away.

He stationed his mate in the bows
to heave the lead, for, in this part of
the wide bay or depression in the
coast, the floor of the sea was shallow
and sandy. d

As Harry Dark had prophesied, the
wind, which had brought them along
at a fine speed, was beginning to take

off into a light night breeze, and’

there was no great sound of surf on the
sandy, open shore as they neared it.

The padrone motioned to two of his
crew that they were to get ready to
row him ashore in Jim’s boat, which
was towing astern.

He ran in till there was only a few
feet of water under the felucca’s keel.
Then he gave the word to lower the
sails, and to drop the anchor.

The boat was brought alongside,
and the padrone, with his bolas and
lasso, dropped into it, having thrown
a big canvas bag in the stern-sheets.

Then Jim and the two men got in,
and Cecil wanted to come too. The
padrone looked doubtfully at Cecil.

“Does this son of a thousand
demons want to come, too?” he asked.

“He’s all right, skipper!” replied
Jim. “He may come in useful if we
have a tussle. He’s a rare old
scrapper when he’s roused up!”

The rone nodded, and away they
went for the shore, the boat bobbing
up and down in the short waves.

And soon she came drifting ashore
on a wild, sandy beach, where nothing
was heard but the solemn beat of the
waves and the cry of the curlew.

The Spaniards leaped out, and
dragged her high up on the sands.
Then they stood by the boat whilst
the padrone led the way up through a
group of tumbled sandhills, through
which passed the apology of a road
for the stronghold of Sidi Bu Ahmed.

Presently he crouched, and lifted
his hand. " They had arrived just in
time. Along the track came a loose-
limbed, flying camel, and high-
perched on his saddle sat a ‘shape
which Jim had no difficulty in recog-
nising as the cat-headed' Chinee.

He was flogging on his swift camel,
and heading for the few scattered
lights of the city of Tangier,
travelling as fast as he could go.

Jim felt o pang at letting him pass
unmolested. But he wanted hisman,
and he wanted the thousand pounds
to pay the padrone for his skill and
for capturing Lis enemy.

“That's the chap!” he whispered
to the padrone, as the camel, with its
swift, slugging stride, passed them
and melted in the darkness like a
phantom. * Now all we have got to
do is to wait here till he has drawn
the shekels from the savings-bank and
comes back by this road. Then you
bolas his camel, and put him in the
sack. Iis camel has got the hump
now, but he’ll have the hump then !”
added Jim with pleasant merriment.

The three waited there, crouching
in_the sandhills. '

It was all very dark and still now,
save for the slight rustle of the drift-
ing sand in the night wind, and the
occasional piping of a night bird.

A qguarter of an hour passed with
astonishing slowness on these lonely
sandhills, and Jim found' out that,
when you are waiting to do a high-
way robbery, your nose tickles, and
you want to sneeze badly.

Presently the padrone lifted " his
head and sniffed the wind.

Cecil grunted, and was still.

J_“Is he coming along?” whispered
im. vy
The padrone shook his .finger.

Which is the Spanish negative:
There was a faint tinkling of a bell

in the darkness. ;

“ What’s that?” asked Jim.i

“No good!”  whispered '= the
padrone. *‘‘ Lepero—no good—leper !”

Jim felt a crawling up his back as
that sinister tinkle sounded in the
darkness.

He had heard about lepers who
were often spies. They were bad to
meet, anyway. .

Nearer and nearer came the tinkle
of a bell. There was a human being
moving about somewhere in the dark-
ness of the sand dunes.

Jim felt himself grow cold, and the
padrone crossed himself. :

’Il‘hen he drew his knife from his
sash.

Jim held his breath. He could sce
a white-robed shape passing against
the dark sky not twenty yards from
him, and he put his hand ovet Cecil's
ugly muzzle in case he should growl
or make a noise. ;

But the leper passed on, and, with
2 sigh of relief, Jim heard the tinkle
of the bell die away in the darkness.

The padrone sighed, too. = -

‘“Leper, him no good!” he whis-
pered.

Then he stiffened. Something else
was coming along that dark road.
heading out for the country at full
speed. It was a camel, right enough.
They could hear the rattle of the stecl
nose-chain, and the creaking of the
saddlery.  Then followed thg smack
of'a whip. 4 ey

It was the Chinee.’ He had’got his
money from some evil sourceiifi Tan-
gier. Now he wag racing for the
stronghold of Sidi Bu Ahmed to.claim
Jim’s head. 4

Little did he dream that the head
he was riding for was peeping just
above one of those dark sandhills by

* the roadside. A

Slowly and deliberately the padrone
unwound his bolas, and set the leaden
balls swinging at the end of their
leathern thongs as the canmrelcamo
grunting and slopping, along %iér the
sands. ; o

He passed like a flying shadew, and
Jim thought they had missed him.

But .those lcaden weighty flew
round at tremendous speed:as the
padrone whirled them over Bi§ head
and let them go. e

And the next thing that hafipened
was that the racing camel stood on
its head, turning over in a complete
somersault, throwing its rider hedrily
into the sand. , i

He landed like a bombshell, scatter-
ing the sand in all directions. Then
he lay still as the padrone, with a leap
like a tiger, was upon him, holding
the point of his knife at the assassin’s
throat in a style that showed that he
had been through more of this sort of
thing than he had any right to.

For a moment Jim's heart misgave
him.

Supposing they had bolassed the
wrong man !

“Move, fiend, and you die !” whis-
pered the padrone, still holding the
point of his knife against tho Adam’s
apple of the fallen man.

Jim drew Skeleton’s clectric-torch
from his pocket. It was near burned
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out, and the filament of the tiny bulb
only glowed red when he pressed the
spring. But it showed enough light
to-allow hin to recognise his man. It
was the cat-headed emistary of the

~dread Chang, chief of the Trident
Society of China.

The Chinee was not dead Soon he
opened his eyes and commenced to
struggle.  But the padrone had
already started to lash him up with
his raw hide lasso, and in a few
minutes had him tied up in a ball.
He was then rolled in the canvas sail-
bag and made fast.

Then “they looked to the fallen
camel, which lay quite still, with its
hind legs bound together by the
bolas, which had curled round them.
and its long neck stretched ocut on
the ground.

It tried to bite Jim with its yellow
teeth as he walked up to it; but Jim
happed  aside quickly, for he knew
that there is no wound in the world so
difficult to heal as a camel bite.

There were the leathern camel-
bags. He hastily unstrapped these,
and, plunging his hand into the
nearest, drew forth two heavy bags of
gold. N

The other pocket of the bags gave
a similar result.

“There you are, Alonzo!™ whis-
pered Jim. “It is as I tcld you.
That merchant in the sack was carry-
ing: the price of my doom. Now we
will divvy up, and let the camel loose,
end. get back to the lugger. You
secure the gold. T'll look after the
man, He 15 mine! Cecil, lift me
this bag!?” "

Cecil made no bones about lifting
the bag. He grabbed it with his
great paws, and hoisted it over his
shoulder. The bolas was removed
from the camel, which staggered to
its feet, and marched off solemnly to
tho ‘nearest patch of Mirram grass,
where it started grazing peacefully,
doubtless glad that its rider had been
duly: sacked, and that there-was no
wild ride that night back to the
stronghold of Sidi Bu Ahmed.

Then the landing-party took their
way back to the shore, where they
found their two Spaniards standing
anxiously by the boat waiting their
return.

The padrone gave the low
smugglers’ whistle, which is like the
cry of the night birds. Then the two
slipped the boat into the water;, and
were standing ready to shove off when
Cecil dumped the bag containing the
captive aboard, and the padrone and
Jim climbed over the gunwale with
their heavy bags of gold coin.

A light flashed in the darkness now
and then to show them where the
felueea was anchored, and, with short-
dipped strokes, they rowed off to her.

The bag containing the Chinee was
thrown aboard unceremoniously, and
rolled down the cabin stairs into the

s

There -is no sound so sweet to me
as.to hear the thud of a ball meeting
good ‘willow, especially when I myself
am holding the bat, and the ball has
simply flown to the boundary. No
doubt many of you enjoy the same
experience, and 1t differs from mosi
good things in thav the oftener the
. experience the greater the joy.
Well, we all hope for a good season,
and what a seuson is promised us !

The Australians.
Foremosi of all is, of course. the
vigit . of the Victorious Australians.

H. W. LEE.

litile cabin, which was closed and
locked.

Then the boat was veered astern,
and all hands helped to get up the
anchor and set sail.

And it was just about midnight
when the felucca sailed up to the
great shape of the Bombay Castle, as

Jim told the padrone to help Cecil
to bring the Chinee in the sack

aboard the Bombay Castle, and jump-
ing across the barge, made his way
up the companion to the deck.

Under each arm he carried a meat
canvas bag containing .two hwundred
and fifly golden sovereigns, '
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stood Jim Handyman, with some of the best blood-money and

certainly the worst crook in the world.

relief at seeing his son once more,

cribbage-board, and by so doing saved young Jim from some
twenty well-deserved lickings.

+ 'The cabin door fiew
* .open, and there

Captain Handyman, in his
flicked the pegs from his

she lay at her anchor with some shore
boats beside her.

She was taking on board vegetables
and flour. But the gangs who were
working this cargo had knocked off
for cocoa, and no one took any notice
as the felueca, with lowered sails, slid
up alongside one of the big shore-
barges and made fast.
: PRI RANA
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Wherever they go they will re-
ceive a tremendous welcome, and
every county they meet will be
anxious to do their utmost to
lower their colours. They arve,
undoubtedly, a very strong com-
bination. In Warwick Arm-
strong they have a captain who
is a born leader, and this is a very
valuahle asset to any team.

Aund here I would point out to
my veaders that too often not
sufficient thought is given to the
selection of their captain. Games
are won and lost more often than
many of vou think by bad cap-
taincy. In junior cricket less
than ten runs often divide the
scores at the close of a maich,

which is- usually a single-innings
game; therefore it can be seen that

good captaincy means a tremeudous
lot, no matter what class of ericket
one may play in. -

Now, Warwick Armstrong knows
his iearn, which is the first duiy of a
skipper, and thai takes a lot more
doing than the ecasual thinker would
dream of. It means knowing your
men’s cricketing value according. to
the conditions und- the opposition. 1

iimes a matter beyond consideration
in small club criket, but I point it

know very well thai this is some--

High up under the high bridge he
had seen a light in the chart-room,
and he knew his father was there.

He crept softly up the ladder and
met no one, and soon he reached the
windows of the chart-room.

These were open, and, though the
blinds ewere drawn, Jim could hear
the sound of voices,

HOW TO PLAY
CRICKET

lay LEE of Middlesex
vm

THE QUALITIES THAT MAKE FOR SUCCESSi

out to emphasise the fact that a great
leader does something else besides
winning the toss—or losing it—and
giving the ovder of going in, and
changing bowlers  The successful
captain is he who does the right thing
at the right time most often, and this
faculty can only be got by experience
and observation, :

Bowler and Wicket-kesper.

Let me give you an example. One
of England’s greatest batsmen has a
weakuess  for getting Lb.wv. Time
after time this man’s wicket will be
taken by a change bowler, whose
chief asset will be to "send down a
straight ball with a slight variation
in pace. Very often that bowler will
be taken off as soon as he has accom-
plished his purpoze. He probably
would not be successful against in-
ferior batsmen; it is just a case of
playing on a man’s weakness, and it
pays to find those weaknesses cut.

A very great help to a skipper is
the wicket-keeper. One of ¥ngland’s
greatest captains as well as one of her
greatesi all-round  players was the
Hou. ¥. S. Jackson.  Whenever he
was in doubt as to policy, he never
failed to consult—I am writing 'of

test maftches—Dick Lilley, a wicket-

A flutter of the night breeze parted

the blind for a moment, and Jim
peeped - in. There was Captain
Handyman and Mr. Lal Tata and
Scorcher Wilkinson and Captain
Roberts, the commander of H.M.S.
Mischief, < all . seated, smoking

solemnly and' sadly.

Captain Handyman was speaking.

“T think your midshipmen will
turn up again, sir,” he was saying,
“and I'm not afraid for my youpyg
rips of schoolboys, even if this chap,
Sidi Bu Armed, has got them. Buf
I'm anxious about my boy Jim—
terribly anxious, for there’s ‘more
behind this than - appears “on the
| surface.”

Captain Handyman paused.

Jim had another peep as the blind
lifted in the night breeze.

The tears were rolling down Mr.
Lat Tata’s fat face, and his father sat.
at his desk looking miserably at a
cribbage-board before him. The red
peg marked twenty-three.

“Look at this crib-board.,” said
Captain Handyman sadly. ‘ My boy
had got twenty-three lickings pegged
down for him. But he was a good
boy. Never was there a better boy,
though Dve often given him a good
hiding for the good of his soul. But
he was an affectionate boy, a brave
boy. a kind boy. Straight as a die,
and good to his mother, generous as
they -make ’em, and the pluck of a
little bantani rcoster. Hadn’t he,
Lal?”

“Yes,” sobbed Mr. Lal Tata. “He
was splendid young {fellows. He
always reminded me of Admiral
Horatio Nelson when he was a young
chaps. Just such another, ready
always to do duty. If he did not
like lessons of Algebra and other
learned subjects, who shall. blame
him? Boys of high spirit do not love
lessons. I did not love lessons when
I was a young boy fellow. And now
I fear he is dead. Mo, ho, ho! Our
young Jim fellow is dead, and my
heart turns to water. I have pains
in my stomach, and there is dust on
my head. Ai, Ai, Ai!”

And Lal, covering his head with a
big red handkerchief, lifted up his
voice and wept aloud as the padrone
and Cecil dragged the bag containing
Jim: captive up to the bridge.

Poor Mr. Lal Tata was making
such a noise that no ono of the com-
pany in the chart-room heard the
padrone as the dragged the bag con-
taining the- Chinee up to the boat-
deck and gave it a cheerful kick, just
to let the Chinee inside the bag know
who was who.

Captain Handyman, grim and sad,
looked at the pegs in the cribbage-
board. -

“I am afraid my poor boy is
gone,” said he. “And how I'm
going to break the news to his poor
mother I don’t know. I thought I
had done him a good turn when I gof.

keeper who kept for England on more
than twenty occasions. A wicket-
keeper has unique opportunities of
studying his opponents and also as to
how his own bowlers are bowling.
Dick Lilley—he was always known as
“Dick,” although his right name is
Arthur, I believe—was, during his
playing days, a great adviser; a tip
to the bowler was often sufficient to
get rid of a man who was well sef.
His county was Warwickshire.

There is no doubt we shall be hard

pressed to win back the *ashes”
from such’ a strong side as the
Australian.  And_ yet do not

despair. Indeed, I am just as opti-
mistic of our success as Mr. Arm-
strong is of Australia’s.  Speaking
quite seriously, I do mnot think our
men touched anything like the form
they are likely to show during the
coming season. Just fancy, for in-
stance, our ‘Patsy ” Hendren play-
ing in five fest matches without once
touching a century. I will be bold
erough to say that I don’t think it is
likely to happen here. And Jack
Hobbs, too, and Russell and Woolley,
and the other good men and true all
seemed to fall short of reproducing
their best. Nearly all of them are
more than likely to be renewing ac-
quaintance with Armstrong’s men in
the test matches here, and we have

others who, should they run into

form early, will have to be con-

sidered. ‘
There is Mr. D. J. Knight, the

crack Swrrey amateur, who in his day
T place as the finest amateur bat in
England. Then we have that re-
markable voung man, Mr. G. T. 8.
Stevens, who last season played for
the (lentlemen against the Players af
Lords, scoring 47 runs, when every
one else was failing against the best
bowlers in England, and this, mind
you, when he was still a schoolboy.
If he does not develop into an all-
Bugland: player, I shall be very sur-

prised, as will most of my colleagues.
Another brilliant young University

him out of the Port of London the
night these scoundrels served the
black patch on me. But they've gof .
their agents all over the world, and
I'm afraid they've snapped my poor
little Jim!” .
. Then Captain Handyman started {»
his feet, for through the doorway of
the chart-room there sounded a clear
and cheerful voice.

‘“No, they haven’t, father!” called

the voice of the missing Jim. “I’ve
got the agent this time. I've got

him in the bag here!” .

And there, in the doorway, stooc
the missing Jim, his eyes shining.
nursing under cach arm a bag of good
red blood-money. .

And Captain Handyman flicked the
pegs out of the ecribbage-board,
wiping out the promise of twenty-
three well-earned lickings, and stood
speechless before his son and heir.

Captain Handyman stood there,
unable to believe his ears, and unable
to believe his eyes. ;

There was Jim, his' son. Jim
alive’ and in the flesh, with the
padrone grinning behind him as he
stood with his foot on the big canvas
sack.

“Why, Jim, where arve the other
hoys 7’ demanded his. astonished and
delighted father.

“They are shui up in a Moorish
castle along the coast, father,” said
Jim. And he proceeded to tell the
tale of their adventures since they had
left the ship.

Captain Handyman stood astounded
at Jun’s narrative. He had had a
few striking adventures in his own
lifetime, but his son and heir was
plainly cclipsing him.

The captain of H.M.S. Mischief
roared with laughter when he heard
how Jim had gone ashore, and. in the
night, had captured the bearer of his
own death-sentence, together with the
payment for his own proposed execu-
tion.

The sack containing the Chinee was
dragged into the chart-room and
opened, and there sat ihe cat-headed
Chink. looking about as evil as it is
possible for a human being {o look.

“ Yo this is the chap who wanted
to murder my son, is it?” demanded
Captain ~ Handyman. “1  don’t
remember ever having seen his ugly
face before! But we’ll clap him in
irong, and shut him in a safe cell
aboard vour ship, sir,” he added,
turning to the captain of the H.M.S.
Mischief. “Now it’s getting on for
an hour after midnight. But, if T
don’t pull that turkey buzzard’s
roost about Bu Ahmed’s ears by
dawn, and get all our boys hack. my
name is not James Handyman !”

(Another grand long instalment of
this super story in newt Monday s
Jovs' FRIEND.,  Order’ youwr. copy
TO-DAY!)
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cricketer who might also get the

highest honours, is the Cambridge
man, Mr. A. P. ¥. Chapman, who
distinguished himself in this very

same match by as brilliant a display
of out-fielding as one would wish te
sce.

Fielding.

Now a word about fielding. You
can’t field efficiently unless you know
your bowlers. 1t should not be neces-
sary for the captain, unless he has
some special plan in view, to have to
placc his men every time he changes
a bowler. As soon as a change is
made, the fieldsman should be able
to take up a position which he knows
will be best suited for that particular
bowler. I have scen in junior
cricket four slips to a slow bowler
just hecause a fast howler has fous
there. Invariably the slower the
bowler the deeper the field should be
the rule, with your good catchers in
the out-field.

Now, I hold ihe view that in a
short game, fielding is the most en-
joyable phase of the game. If one is
in real earnest to do the best for
one’s side, it is a case of baing “on
your toes” the whole time your
opponents are in. And I don’t use
the words “on your toes” as a mere
figure of speech. I mean it literally.

When fielding, keep well balanced
on the fore part of the feet. You will
always he slow in getting off from
the mark if you are solidly on your
heels; youw spring from the toes, and
a fraction Jate means the missed
catch in the slips, and the game lost.
1. is the golden rule for fieldsmen—
“Keep on your toes.”

(Another fine artedle by thig
Jumous cricketer in necxt Monday's
Boys’ FRIEND.)
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A SPLENDID LONG COMPLETE JIMMY SILVER YARN. By OWEN CONQUEST.

The ist Chapter.

‘The Return of Gummage Major!

“Gummage major's come back !”

Tubby Muffin fairly howled that
announcement into the doorway of
the end study.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were at tea
in the end study in the Fourth, and
they were discussing a topic that was
just then of burning interest to the
Fourth I'orm at Rookwood School.

The fact that Mr. Dalton, their new
Form-master, was to leave Rookwood,
worried the Fistical Four consider-

ably.

They liked and admired Mr.
Richard Dalton, whom they alluded
to, among themselves as Dicky,
and they thought it very hard lines
that Dicky had to go.

So Tubby Muffin’s startling an-
nouncement found them very pre-

occupied, and they declined to be
startled, or even interested, by
Tubby’s statement that Gummage

major had come back.

Who Gummage major was they
didn’t even know, and they didn’t
want to know, and they did not azk
Tubby.

Arthur Edward Lovell, who was
talking, went on talking, just as if
Reginald Muffin did not exist at all.

“It’s simply rotten about Dicky!”
said Arthur Edward. “Any chnp
can see that he’s one of the best :

“One of the very best!”
Jimmy Silver.

~ *““We liked old Bootles,” said Raby.

““But Dicky beats old Bootles hollow !
The Head must be a duffer to let
him go!”

“An awful ass, though T wouldn’t
say so to him personally!” remarked
Newcome.

“And what’s he going for?” con-
tinued Arthur Edward, as he cracked
his second egg, still heedless of Tubby
Muffin. ‘“Just becanse he stood up
in a boxing-match at the Bunbury
Ring, as a gentleman boxer, to bag
a purse of ﬁﬁ,y guineas to help an old
comrade who was crocked in the war,
Why, the Head ought to admire him
for that!”

“We do!” =aid Raby.

“I say,” bawled Tubby Muflin,
¢ (tummage major’s como back, you

said

fellows! Do you hear? Morny’s
seen him in Coombe 3
“Who and what the thump 1s

he?” exclaimed Lovell, exasperated.
“Bother the man! What about
him?”

“He’s come back!” gasped Tubby
Muffin.

“Well, is there anything unusual
in an old Rookwooder looking in
at Rookwood?” demanded Jimmy
Silver. ‘“What the dickens does it
matter, and where does the excite-
ment come in?”’

“QOh, you don’t know,” said
Tubby. “It's Gummage, who was
‘expelled. That was before our time,

He was sacked for pub-haunting and
coing to the races and carrying on
wenerally.  An awful character, I
believe. The Head fairly booted him
out after a row. Now he’s come back.
He's putting up at the Bird-in-Hand,
I tell you!”

“ Must be a shady sort of character
to put up at that den!” growled
Lovell. “But I don’t see anything to
get excited about.”

“You will when I tell you,” said
Tubby, “Gummage major was

A FINE TALE OF THE CHUMS
OF ROOKWOOD SCHOOL.

By OWEN CONQUEST.

expelied, and T've heard Bulkeley and
Neville and Carthew talking about
him. He's been seen in the village,
I tell you, and they all know what
he’s come back for.”

“Woll, what has he come back
for?” asked Newcome.

“Mo lick the Head !”

“What?”

The Fistical Four jumped at that.
Reginald Muffin had succeeded in
startling them at last.

“To lick the Head!” yelled Lovell,

Tubby  grinned, much pleased with
the impression he had made,

“That’s it!” he answered.

“(Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Jimmy
Silver crossly.

“Tt’s true!” howled Tubby. “Old

Mack knows all about him; so does’

the sergeant. He was here before
our time, but they remember him.
The sergeant saw him in Coombe, and
Gummage major rave him a message
for the Head before two or three
Rookwood chaps. He told Sergeant.
Kettle to mention to the Head that
he’d come back to keep his promise.”

“ And what was his promise?”

“When he was sacked he told the
Head he would come back when he
was a man and thrash him.”

“Phew!”

“That's about ten years ago, I
believe,” said Muffin. *‘It’s a jolly
long time, anyhow. He said he'd
have come back before, only there
was the war, you know, and he
couldn’t come before now. Now he's
come, and he says he's coming on to
Rookwood to-morrow - afternoon to
keep his promise. He's going to bring
a dog-whip—"

“Y¥or the Iead?” shrieked Jimmy.

‘lYes.,’ .

“My only hat!”

Jimmy Silver & Co. forgot tea:
they even forgot Dicky Dalton. The
return of Gummage major, once of
the Sixth, was a much more exciting
matter. An Old Boy returning to
Rookwood with a dog-whip for the
Head was the most tremendous sur-
prise that had ever happened, or
could happen, at Rookwoad.

“Tt can’t be true!” Lovell gasped,

at last. “The fellow .can only be
gassing.”

“It's  true!” chortled Tubby
Muffin. “The Head's going to be

dog-whipped to-morrow. Fapcy that!
Fancy him hopping! He, he, he!”

Mornington looked into the study,
grinning.

“You fellows heard?”

“Tg it truc?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“True as a die! I heard Gummage
major talking to the sergeant in the
High &trect in Coombe,” grinned
Morny. “He's a h fellow, six
feet high, with fists like legs of
mutton, and a busted boke. He's
been in the prize-ring since he left
Rookwood. I hear that he always
was a hefty fellow with his fists, and
he took up prize-fighting for a livin’.
Fancy a giddy prizefighter comin’
here to lick the Head to-morrow!”

“Great Scott!”

“Does the Head know?” gasped
Lovell.

“1 don’t know whether Sergeant

Kettle’s delivered the message,”
grinmed Mornington.  “But the
man’s coming, anyhow—a regular

bulldog, and full of spite. He's goin’
to make tho Head pay for sackin’
him from the school ten years ago.
So he says, an’ I know he.means it.

How lucky it's a half-holiday to-
morrow! 1'm going to be on hand to
see the fun.”

“He, ho, he!"™ chortled Tubby
Mufhin,

Jimmy Silver frowned.

“The fellow will have to be

stopped,” he said. “The Head will
telephone for- the police,”

“The police!” chuckeld IHorny.
“That's P.-c. Boggs, and Gummaﬁe
major could knock, him into the
middle of next week with his little
finger, = 9E .
‘L he Sixth will chip in,” said

y.

Morny laughed.

“I.don’t envy them, if they try to
handle a six-foat prize-fighter,” he
said. ‘“He could handle Bulkeley
like a baby. I can tell you, there's
goin’ to be a show to-morrow. Gum-
mage major means business.”

Jimmy Silver & Co. left the end
study—leaving their tea unfinished—
and joined the crowd of the Fourth
in the passage. The passage was
buzzing with excited voices; the news
had spread. ¥rom one end of the
school to the other, the fellows were

discussing Gummage major, once of
the Sixth, and his ferocious inten-
tions. If Gummage major's desire

was to create a sensation in his old
school, certainly he had succeeded.
From the captain of Rookwood, down
to the smallest and inkiest fag, there
was one name on every lip—and that
was the name of Gummage.

The 2nd Chapter.

Nice for the Head!

“1 am sorry!”

Dr. Chisholm spoke kindly enough.
But there was an inflexible decision
in his look and voice.

Mr, Dalton, the new master of the
Fourth ¥orm, bowed his head.

He was seated in -the doctor’s
study, and in that calm and sedate
apartment there was no trace of the
excitement that reighed everywhere
else in Rookwood School.

Apparently Dr. Chisholun had not
yet heard of the return of Gummage
major. Possibly he would have de-
clined to be disturbed by the news,
even if he had heard it.

“T am sorry, Mr. Dalton,” he re-
peated. “1I will say that you have
g'ﬁven me every satisfaction during
the short time you have been at
Rookwood. As a Form-master, 1
have no fault to find with you—none
whatever. T am sorry to part with
you—sincerely sorry. Byt I fear that
there is no help for it.”

The young master was silent.

His dismissal from Rookwood was a
serious matter to him; such posts
were not to be picked up every day.
And he liked Rookwood ; he liked his
class; he was happy at the old schoal.
But he was proud, too; and much as
he would have liked to remain, he
had no thought of asking it as a
favour.

“T have taken time 'to consider the
matter,” went on the Head gently.
“ I will even say that I do not blame
vou very much. But there is the
fitness of things to be considered. All
the boys in the school are aware that
you appeared in the boxing-ring at

unbury in a fight with a profes-
sional boxer——-"’

“It was before I arrived here to
take up my appointment, sir,”’ said
Mr. Dalton.

“ A few hours before,” said the

‘Rookwood.

Head, “ and it seems that some Rook-
wood boys were actually present and
saw you there. You must see for
yourself, Mr. Dalton, that I could
not tolerate anything of the kind.
You tell me that the affair was
simply “an ordinary boxing-match,
There are many people who will
describe it as a prize-fight. And I do
not see much distinction myself—
certainly you boxed in a public place
for a purse of money. I am, I repeat,
sorry; but in the circumstances, I do
not see how you can remain at Rook-
wood as a master.”’

Richard Dalton rose to his feet.

“ Very well, sir,” he said. ‘It is,
of course, for you to decide. I am
sorry to leave; but I am prepared io
go immediately.”

“ You will take your time, Mr.
Dalton; and go far as your work here
is concerned, I shall always be pleased
to gi}"e you a recommendation. But

“ 1 will leave to-morrow, sir,”’ said
Mr. Balton. *“ It is not pleasant for
me to remain here under notice of
dismissal; and if I am to' go, the
sooner the better. Unless it will
cause you serious inconvenience, I
should prefer to leave to-morrow.”

“My convenience need not be con-
sidered at all,” answered ‘Dr. Chis-
holm stiffiy. *“If you prefer it, let it
be to-merrow, by all means.”

* Very good, sir!”

Knock !

The door opened, and the flushed
and troubled }ace of Sergeant Kettle
appeared in the doorway.

Mr. Dalton passed the sergeant on
his 'way out. Dr. Chisholm fixed a
look of calm inquiry on the sergeant.

“ What is it, Kettle?” he asked.

Sergeant Kettle stammered and
flushed. He had a message o deliver,
but it was a very difficult message to
deliver to such a ran as the Head of
Dr. Chisholm’s glance

ew colder and more. surprised as
ﬂ‘n Kettle stammered and hesitated.

“Well 7 he snapped.

“If—if you please, sir
tered the sergeant.

“You have not been drinking, I
_h(_)lpe, Kettlo?” said Dr. Chisholm
ieily.

“yOh, sir! No, gir! I—I—I've been
to the village, sir—""

* Kindly tell me at once why you
have come to my study, Kettle!”
said the Head testily.

“ Tt—it’s young Gummage, sir~——""

“ Gummage?”’

“ Yessir!”

Dr. Chisholm
brows.

“1 fail to understand you, Kettle.
There is no boy in the school of that
name. Are you referring to a boy
whom I expelled from Rookwood for
misconduct many years ago?”’

“ Yes, sir!” gusped the sergeant.

““ And why?’

“ He's' come  back, sir—he's in
Coombe now, staying at the Bird-in-
"And, sir!” stammered Mr. Kettle.

““ Indeed ?”’

“ You—you remember, sir,”’ mum-
bled the sergeant, *“ when he was ex-
pelled,”air, and flogged, he—he said

7 stut-

elevated his eye-

r——

“ He was guilty of insolence,” said
the Head freezingly. ‘I do not care
to recall his insolence, Kettle. Why
do you mentiou the matter?”

“He's given me a message for you,
sir,” said the sergeat desperately.
“Talked it out loud in the street,
sir, afore a lot of Rookwood boys.
He's coming up to the school to-
morrow afternoon, sir!”’

“He will not be admitled,” said
the Head. * You will mention to
Mack that Mr. Gumniage is not {o
be admitted to the school. He was a
disgrace to Rookwood while he was
here, and he will never be allowed
to revisit the school so long as I am
headmaster.

¢ He—he says, sir——

i

“If you have anything to say,

1"

Kettle, say it at once

“He's got a dog-whip, sir-—"

6 \\'haty')

¢ And—and he says he's coming up
{o-morrow, sir, to—io thrash you, sir,
same as he said he would when he
was kicked out, sir!” blurted out the
sergeant. }

It was out at last.

A trace of colour crept into Dr.
Chisholm’s cheeks. But that was the
only sign he gave that the insolent
message had impressed him at all.
His manner was as calm and stately
as ever.

¢ You should not have repeated his
fresh insolence to me, Kettle,” said
the Head severely.

“ But, sir—-"’

1 take no notice of it. The man
is beneath my notice!” said the Head.
“ That is all, Kettle!”

“ But—but he means business,
sir!” stammered the sergeant. ““ He's

rowed into a six-foot chap, sir, and
he's been a prize-{ighter since he left
Rookwood. He's dangerous, sir!”

Dr. Chisholm’s lip curled.

“ You can scarcely suppose, Kettle,
that 1 should be moved in any way
by the threats of a ruffian?”’ he said.

“ Nunno, sir; but—but-—"

“ You may go; Kettle.”

“ Yessir. But—but he's
to—" '

“ You will tell Mack that he is not
to be admitted!” said the Head.
And with a wave of the hand he dis-
missed the sergeant.

There was nothing more to be said.
and Sergeant Kettle quitted the
study, sorely troubled in his mind.

It was all very well, the sergeant
considered, for the Head to take this
lofty and scornful tone; but when the
prize-fighter arrived on the morrow,
something had to be done with him.
And Mr. Kettle was assured that he
would arvive. For years Gummage
major had nursed his old grudge
against the headmaster who had ex-
pelled him, and now he had come
back for vengeance—and stately and
]sc_nr.ufu] looks were not likely to stop
him.

Mr. Kettle procecded to inform old
Mack, the porter, at his lodge, that
he was not to admit Gummage major
on the morrow. Old Mack blinked
at him. S

“And 'ow am I {o stop him, if he
chooses to come in?” demanded old
Mack.

.The sergeant shook his head.

“The "Kad didu’t say,” he replied.
. “He'd better say, if he wants the
job done [ said old Mack tartly. “T'm
paid to keep this ’ere gate, Mr.
Kettle, not to scrap with prize-fighters
at the age of sixty-three. Why, that
feller Gummage could pick me up in
one ’and, and you in the other, Mr.
Kettle, and knock our ’cads together,
if he liked !” Z

“And well T knpow it!” said Mr.
Kettle.

“Well, then.” argued old Mack,
“all werry well for the 'ad to say
he ain’t to be admitted. Buf ’ow
am I to stop him? T arsk you that,
sergeant.” :

“Don’t ask me!” said the sergeant.
“T1 ain’t a blooming wizard, and I
don’t know,”

“I know what the 'Fad ought to
do—he ought to call in the perlice,”
said old Mack.

“He won't. He's too ’igh and
proud to do it,” said Mr. Kettle ‘“Be-
sides, s'pose Gummage was only gas-
sing, and don’t come? We can’t
keep a perliceman ’anging on ’ere all
his blessed life, I s'pose?”

“Well, I'm going to speak to Mr.
Boggs, and arsk him to drop in and
take a drop with me to-morrow arter-
noon,” said old Mack. “If the ’Ead
won’t, I will. And I'll lock the gate.
More'n that I ain’t paid to do. But
if young Gummage begins ructions,
the Kad will ’ave to deal with him.
It ain’t my job, nor yours neither,
sergeant.,”

To which the
heartily enough.

coming

sergeant assented

The 3rd Chapter.
Great Expectations!

Jimmy Silver & Co. were in a state
of considerable excitement the fol-
lowing day.

In fact, there was excitement all
through Rookwood School.
 Lessons that morning, were 'taken
in an atmoephere of subdued feverish-
ness, as it were. All the fellows were
thinking of the afternoon, and what
it might bring. A

After lessons some of the prefects
conusulted together, and Bulkeley and
Neville decided that if the prize-
fighter attempted violence they would
have to chip in, 'But they did not
look forward ta the prospect with any
joy. Stardy fellow as Bulkeley was,
he knew that the tremendous ruffian
at the Bird-in-Hand could knock him
out like an infant. He was rather
relieved when, after dinner,: he
noticed Police-constable Boggs dro
in at old Mack’s lodge. g.l‘hougl
what Mr. Boggs coulg do against
Gummage major, if he ecame, was
rather a mystery. Unless his. uni-
form and the terrors of the law scared
off Gummage major, Mr. Boggs was
not likely to be useful in the emer-
gency.

After -dinner there was a crowd of
Rookwood fellows outside the, gates
watching the road, like Sister Anne,
for the first sign of Gummage.

But they were not allowed to, watch
for long. Mr. Greely, the master of
of the Fifth, came out and ordered
them in, frowning. Then the gates
wene closed.

“Give Gummage major a chance
when he comes, Ma«i; " grinned
Mornington.

Old Mack shul the zates and turned
the key. Jimmy Silver & Co. re-
mained about the gateway, and more
and more fellows joined them there.
At any moment now the expelled
Rookwooder, who had saved up his
vengeance so long, might arrive; and
most of the fellows Wvanted to be on
the scene when he came.



14/5/21

Every Monday

Published

THE BOYS® FRIEND

Price
Three Haltpenece

221

There was a loud shout as a power-
ful figure loomed up at last, visible
through the metal bars of the gate.

_ *Gummage major !” roared Morn-
ington.

It was the prize-fighter.

Heo did not look much like an old
Rookwood boy. His face was marked
by many signs of old combats, and
his nose was broken. His eyes were
small and glittering. He was dressed
loudly, and wore a coloured muffler
knotted round his bull-neck in licu
of a collar. It was pretty clear, from
his looks, that George Gummage had
gone to the bad since leaving Rook-
wood; or, rather, he had started to
the ‘bad at Rookwood, and gono to
worse after leaving.

“Here he is!” chortled Tubby
Muffin. “He, he, he!”

“Good old Gummage!” chuckled
Peele.

The bell rang loudly in the porter’s
lodge, and old Mack came ambling
out, with a scared look.

“Let me in !” hooted the visitor.

“You, Master Gummage?” asked
old Mack,, blinking at him.

“I'm Gummage—George Gum-
mage! I've come back!” grinned
the big man through the bars. “You
haven’'t changed much, Mack. ' Let
me in, old sport. I've got a pressing
engagement with the Head.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T’ve got orders not to let you in,
Master Gummage,” said old Mack
nervously. ‘“Now do go away and
be quiet.”

Gummage laughed.

“If you don’t open this gate I'll
come over the wall!” he said. 1
don’t care which. 1've got to see the
HMead, Mack. You remember the
old bird expelling me from the school
—what ?”

“Yes, sir; I remember,” mumbled
old .‘;\Iack. “A young rip you was,

)

“T told him I'd come back and
thrash him some day, didn’t I,
Mack ?”

“You did, you young raskil I”

“Now I’ve come back to do it!”
said Mr. Gummage cheerfully. “ Are

vou letting me in, old bag-of-bones 2"
“No, T zin’t!” said Mack.
“Then I'm coming over!”
George Gummage moved along

from gate, and swung himself on the
top of the school wall. Then forth
from the porter’s lodge. like a lion
from his lair, strode Police-constable
Boggs, plump and majestic. Gum-
mage, with one leg over, looked down
at him, grinning. Mr. Boggs waved
a large gloved hand at the returned
Rookwooder.

“(Clear hout!” he said. “If you
step inside these ’ere presinks it will
he my dooty to take you in charge,
by border !”

“How are vou going to manage it,
cocky 7 asked Gummage major.

“Tieho answers how !” murmured
Arthur Edward Lovell.  *“If Boggy
tackles that cove, I fancy he will
bite off moare than he can chew.”

Gummage, evidently not scared by
the majestic Boggs, dropped lightly
within the school wall.

“Take him. into custody, Mr.
Boggs!” called out old Mack in a
quavering voice.

Mr. Boggs advanced heroically
upon the prize-fighter. He had his
duty to do-—or to attempt to do.
George Gummage looked at him and
lifted a large, clenched fist.

“Scuttle off I he snanped.

“1 takes you into custody for tres-
pass, Mr. Gummage,” said Mr.
Boggs, “and if yoa resist the lor
-——~"" He loosened his truncheon.

Gummage major did not give him
time to handle the truncheon. He
tame at Mr. Boggs like a bull, and
what happened next the fat constable
never knew. Something that seemed
like an earthquake hit Mr. Boggs,
aind he woke up, as it were, to find
himself on his back, gazing up at the
sunny spring sky, with a general im-
pression that the solar system had
gone off with a loud explosion.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Jimmy
Silver.

Some of the juniors had had a
vague idep of *rushing” the ob-
streperous old Rookwooder, but after
that hefty drive the idea quickly died.
For it was plain that the huge bruiser
could have knoeked them about like
&0 many skittles.

Mr. Gummage glanced” at the
~juniors, and laughed.  He did not
fear any interference from them.

“*Ands off I” moaned Mr. Boggs.

as the big man stooped over him. **1
give you best! Oh crikey! “Ands
off |7

(Gummage ] laughed again,

major
picked up the poiiceman. stout as he
wag, and pitched him into the lodge.
Then he stepped towards the terrified
porter. Old Mack did not wait for
‘him. He bolted into his lodge like
a rabbit info a burrow, and slammed
the door. and locked und double-

bolted it. Old Mack had had enough
of Gummage major. ¢

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Gummage.

And he strode off towards the
School House, with an excited crowd
of juniors following at his heels. Even
the pending.departure of Dicky Dal-
ton was forgotten now in the fense
excitement of the arrival of Gum-
mage major.

"The 4th Chapter.
Simply Awful!

George Gummage came up the
steps of the School House.

In the hall Bulkeley of the Sixth
was waiting, with five other prefects
of the Sixth Form. They werc pre-
Eared to stand up in defence of their

eadmaster, and any ordinary indi-
vidual would not {:avo had much
chance against half a dozen sturdy
Sixth-Formers of Rookwood.  But
the big, broad-shouldered prize-
fighter was no ordinary individual.
He was, in fact, a rather extraordi-
nary one. .

“Get out !” said Bulkeley sharply.

“T'm here to see the Head ”

“We're here to stop you,” said the
Rookwood captain. * Get out!”

“Not half!” said the old Rook-
wooder.

And he rushed on.

Six sturdy seniors closed on him
desperately, and there was a struggle
and a terrific uproar.

For a moment or two little could
be seen but whirling arms and legs,

Jimmy  Silver. “Good  heaveus,
what's going to happen now!”

“Nobody here can handle him,”
said Lovell. © *Nobody but Mr.
Dalton, anyhow, and he's sacked and
going-—-"

Jimmy Silver jumped

“Dieky!” he exclaimed.

1t was like a brain-wave, '

Without another word to his chums,
Jimmy turned and darted to the stair-
case, and raced up the stairs.

He thumped frantically at the door
of Mr. Dalton’s room. The new
master of the Fourth was there,
putting the finishinig .touches to his

acking. The station cab was coming
For him at four. Jimmy thumped on
the door, and hurled it open.

“Mr. Dalton!” he panted.

The Form-master, in his shirt-
sleeves, was kneeling before an open
trunk, packing a shivt into it. e
stared round at the Fourth-Former
in surprise.

“Silver,”

C_—'QY

“QOh, come, sir!” gilsped Jimmy,

“Gummage major—-"

“What?”

“He's assaulting the Head, sir.
Nobody can stop him. - But you could,
sir, if you liked. You could handle
him, same as you did the Bunbury
Pet, sir. Oh, do come!” gasped
Jimmy incoherently.

Mr. Dalton rose quickly to his feet.

“I do not understand. Who is

he ejaculated,

“They can’t handle him!¥ panted

-the war.

“what

Head !” he chuckled. * You remem-
bor me—what! George Gummage of
the Sixth, whom you flogged and
kicked out of Rookwood, ten years
ago-—what!”"

The Head eyed him coldly.

“1 remember you, Gummage,” he
said. #You were a rascal at this
school, and met a. well-deserved
punishraent. © You -appear to have
become a greater rascal since then,
and a ruffian in addition. Leave my
study at once!”

Gummage major chuckled. '

“Didn’t I tell you I should come
back and thrash you?” he demanded.
“1'd have come back before but for
That kept me too busy for
never forgot you,
Are you

gome years. But
old bird! Now I've come!
ready?”

“If you venture upon violence here,
sir——" began the Head, with his
most crushing dignity.

But no amount of dignity could
have crushed Gummage major. He
came towards the Head, grinning, and
cracking his whip.

“Your turn now!” he said.

“Ruffian, hands off !”

“Y reckon not!”

There was & sudden yell in the
corridor. -

“Dicky! Go for him, Dicky!"”

Hasty =~ footsteps approached the
Head's study. Mr. Richard Dalton,
in his shirt-sleeves, appeared in_the
doorway. He glanced at the Head

and at the burly prize-fighter.

THE FIGHTING FORM-MASTER!

The fight between the *“Old Boy
) looked as if it would be a lengthy affair, when with one
tremendous blow Mr, Dalton lifted his opponent into the air and sent him crashing to the floor. Cheers

rang out from the onlooking juniors and a sigh of reliet escaped Dr. i

" and’'the young master

Chisholm.

and then Bulkeley and Neville went
spinning away, crashing on the floor,
Knowles and Carthew loosened their
grasp and backed off. Lonsdale and
Jones major, fighting hard, were
fairly grabbed off their feet and
tossed away. Leaving the prefects
scrambling ~ and  gasping, George
Gummage strode on down the corri-
dor towards the Head's study.

“Dy. Chisholin,” he roared, * where
are vou? I've come back—George
Gummage, that you sacked from
the school ten years ago, you old
rascal! Where are you hiding your-
self?”

He crashed a heavy fist on the door
of the Head’s study.

‘The door was not locked. The
Head of Rookwood was too proud to
adopt such a measure. But certainly
a locked door would not lave stopped
the vengeful Gummage.

The door flew open under his blow,
and he strode into the study. Dr.
Chisholin, pale and calm, rose to his
feet to face him. From under his
coul, the prize-fighter whisked out a
dog-whip.

In the School 1Touse hall Dulkeley
stagrered up.

“Where 1s he?” lhe gasped.

“He's vone to the Head’s study,”
exclaimed Mornington.

“(ome on, you fellows!” panted
Bulkeley.

"He raced down the corridor.
Neville followed him; the resl were
too severely damaged.

Bulkeley aud Nevillz rushed into
the IHead’s study. In the passuge the
f{rmk\\‘uod fellows watched broath-
essly.,

Gummage major? What has hap-
pened?” he exclaimed.

Jimmy panted out a breaihless ex-
planation. Mr. Dalion understood in
a few words, '

“He's in the Head's study now,
sir,” wound up Jimmy, panting.
“He’s got a dog-whip, and—and-—""
Mr. Dalton, without even staying to

room. He took the stairs three at a
a time. Jimmy Silver, rushing after

him, was left far behind.

The 5th Chapter.
A Fight to a Finish!

Bump'!

Bulkeley of the Sixth came out of
the Head's study aud landed in the
corridor.

Crash ! y

Neville followed him out.

There was a buzz in the crowded
corridor. 'The hapless prefects had
fared ill in their last attempt to
restrain Gummage major, once of the
Rookwood Sixth,

“Now the Head's gottin’ it!”
mured Morningtoi.

“We-~we ought to chip in,” mut-
tered Lovell.

“What, can

muy-

we do?” said Raby.
“Oh, my hat! Who ever heard of
such a thing! Let's look!”

The Reokwood fellows crowded
along io the open doorway. ‘They
stopped there; they could not tackle
the burly prizedighter. Dr. Chisholm,
stonding  ai his writing-table, was
{ pale, but still ealm. Gummage major
| mads the dog-whip whistle in the air.
| “Now for you, my dear wold

put on his- coat, darted out of the

“Do ‘you require my assistance,
siv?”” he asked quietly and politely.

Gummage major turned round.

“Hook it!” he said briefly. “I
don’t want to hurt you, young man.
But hook it while you're safe!”

Mr. Dalton did not heed him. His
glance was fixed inquiringly upon the
Head of Rookwood.

A flush crept into Dr. Chisholm’s
cheeks,

This was the masier he had dis-
missed for having stood up in a fistical
show in a boxing-ringz. He had been
right, in his own way. DBut it was
only Mr. Dalton’s fistical powers now
that stood between the Head and a
terrible humiliation he could scarcely
have recovered from. - He felt at that
moment that he had not treated the
voung man generously, and he hesi-
tated to ask assistance at his hands.

But there was no alternative. He
shuddered -at the sight of the dog-
whin in George Gummage’s powerful

Dalton,” he
“this—this roffan—-"

“Leave him to me, siv,” said the
youngs Form-master- quietly.

He strode inio the study, and
promptly placed himself between the
Tead and the threatening assailant.
Dr. Chisholm stoed, leaning one hand
on the table, breathing hard. Gum-
mage major came closer @ to  Mr.
Dalton, with a threatening glare.

“(set, out!” he snapped.

“Tt is for you to gel out,” said Mr.
Dalton calmly. **Otherwise I shall
eject you. Take your choice!”

Gummage major zrinned, and
rushed on him. The next moment he

said  faintly,

was flying backwards, to crash against
the wall. The hands that had
knocked out the Bunbury Pet had not
lost their cunning.

“Well hit!” roared Lovell, in the
doorway.

“* Bravo, Dicky!”

Silver.

Gununage major slid to the floor:

He blinked dazedly for a few
moments at the voung man who had
knocked him down. -Theu ‘he leaped
up, dropped the dog-whip, and tore
off his coat. Without a word, but
with a snarl of rage, he rushed at
Mr. Dalton, and the pext moment u
wild and whirling fight was in pro-
gress in the 1lead’s study.
" Round the doorway the Rook-
wooders were crammed. Jimmv
Silver & Co. had good places—behind
them crowds more were wedged.
Down the corridor the swarm was
thick. The feliows who could naqt see
into the study yelled excited in-
quiries, and Jimmy Silver & Co.
yelled back. '

Dr. Chisholm looked on at the
scene like. a man in o dream. It
seemed, indeed, ‘like some fedrful
dream to the stately old gentleman.
Mr. Dalton, powerful as he was, was
half a head shorter than the burly
prize-fighter, and three stone less in
weight, But he stocd up to his bulky
assailant coolly, calmly methodically.
Never once did. George Gummage
gét past him; never cnce did he get
near the Head.

There was severe' punishment on
both sides.  Mr. Dalton's left eye
closed, his nose was swollen, and a
red stream trickled from his mouth.

velled  Jimmy

But the face of the prizefighter
looked like raw beef. Every blow

from the fighting Form-master told,
and, powerful as his antagonist was,
it was soon clear that the fight was
going against Gummage major.

He {fought on gamely, however,
standing vp to Mr. Dalton so lonz, as
he could stand. It was a tougher
“serap ” -than the fight in the Bu-
bury Ring. At one time it seemed
like “touch and go.” But the. fighi-
ing Form-master wradually geined the
upper lLand, though e paid for it
dearly. ¢ was almost totterins
when at last Georze Gummage went
to the floor with a crash, and failed
to rise. The defeated prize-fighter
lay and gasped.

“You've done me! Ow! You're
a wood man, vou are!” he said faintly.
“Oh! Ow! Knocked out, by
thunder! I'm Jdone!”

Thare was a roar in the corridor.

“Dicky wins!”

“Good old Dicky!”

“Murrah 7

“pPolkeley,™  said  Mr. . Dalton
quietly, *help that man away, aud
see him off the premises, please.” .

s

S Certainly, sir!” said Dulkeley.
And Bulkeley and Neville raised
the defeated bruiser from the floor,
and led him out of the study, and
the door closed after him, My, Dalton
turned to the Head, with a rather

paivful smile.

“Tt is all rizbt now. sir,” he said.
“PBut 1 was about to leave when
Silver called me here. But, as you
see, 1 am in hardly a condition for
travelling. With your permission !
will postpone my departure until
to-morrow,”

“Your departure!” exclaimed ihe
Head warmly. * Mr. Dalton, can you
speak of that now? You bave saved
mo-—from what, 1 shudder to think.
Only io-day T told you that you could
not remain ab Rookwood as a master.
Now I ask you to stay! I beg you to
stay! You will not refuse—-"

“But, sir-—--"  slammered
Dalton.

“1 will take no refusal,” said the
Head, taking the young master’s
hand and wringing it. ** You shall
stay. Come, sir, as a favour io me
you will consent to remain at Rook-
wood?”

And Mr. Dalton stayed.

Mr.

The affair of Gummage major was
long the talk of Rookwood. The Old
Boy had zone again—and in a sadly
dilapidated state—and he did not re-
appear. He had evidently had
enough. And Mr, Dalton stayed.
For a week the young master was
invisible to the general cye, keepiug
to his room till he recovered from the
effects of that terrific combat. When
he appeared in public again there
were still signs of damage about him,
and he was the hero of Rookwonl.
And when he came into the ¥ourth
Yorni-room to take his class again the
YTourth stood up. and for a full twe
minutes by the clock they cheered the
Fighting Form-master,

THE END.

( Wrongfully Aceused!” 1z lhe
title of the mnext grand lony
complele tale of Jimmy Sileer & Co.

in next Monday § BoYs’ FRIEND.)
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shall not help matters by taking the
affair into our own hands.

“T give you my word that he shall
be punished.

“Also, 1 do not think we need
despair about Scrutton’s loss of sight,
which is, T should imagine, only tem-
porary. 1 have a faint recollection of
a similar happening in the Bowery
sonmte years ago, and

“It’s getting light!” broke in the
voice of Bunny Scrutton. ‘There’s

numum\%mmnnnnnnmmunnmumlm\mmm

a mist !

“The Penalty!

John Maynard, millionaire coal-
owner of Coalham, accepted a chal-
lenge from Jackson IHooley, an
American boxing promoter, ‘the con-
ditions being that he would - find
boxers to meet the American’s men in
the ring—and live. )

The first contest was a draw. The
second, between Jack Vernon, skipper
of the Miners’ Eleven, and Snowy
‘White, a negro gained a very doubt-
ful verdict. Jackson Hooley deter-
mined to win the third, between
Bunny Scrutton and his man, Peie
Harper. To this end he bribed one of
his followers to dope Scrutton.
Scrutton became blind, and the fight
was stopped. Harper, to save himself
from the hands of the angry specta-
tors who wanted to swarm into the
ring, gave information to the M.C.
as to the author of the crime—Jack-
son Hooley. The latter, however,
denied the accusation, and the
audience ordained among themselves
that Harper should pay the penalty
of the crimc;. .

A frightened shriek escaped Pete
‘Harper’s bloodless lips as the enraged
crowd converged upon the ring. His
limbs were shaking pitiably, and into
his ashen features there crept a look
terrible to behold.

Pete Harper was gazing into the
cold face of Death.

Tvery passing second increased his
peril, and the threatening shouts,
coming nearer, ever necarer, made
him cry for merey.

“Don’t let them get at me, sir!”
he begged, again and again, turning
his agonised features up to the M.C.
“They’ll kill me!”

“Tel’s out the cur!” shouted an
indignant voice.

“At him!” cried a score of men,
gripping the ropes, and preparing to
leap into the ring.

Bunny Scrutton, who, although
sightless, could follow _everything,
understood Harper’s peril; he knew
that anything might happen if the
crowd put hands upon the perfidious
American.

He turned his
towards the M.C.

“You must stop this, sir!” he
said quickly. “They mean murder;
I can hear it in their voices! Speak
tn them; make them listen to reason.
Tell them anything, but don’t let
sthem get at Harper !”

“No, sir; don’t let them get at
me » hegan the American, when
Harry Lake turned flashing, contemp-
tuous eyes upon him.

“Shut up, you gum-chewing, clam-
devouring cur !”” he snapped viciously,
bending over the grovelling Harper.
“For two pins, I'd set about you my-
self, and by the time I'd finished with
you that ugly dial of yours would look
like the back of a bus!”

“Don’t touch me!” whined the
American. g

sightless eyes

“Pon’t touch me!
Harry Lake turned away in disgust.
““Now, then, all together !” shouted

one of the raiding party, hoisting

himself into the ring.

Every second was precious if
Harper was to be saved, and the
M.C. decided upon a bold stroke. He
strode towards the man who had
climbed through the ropes, gripped
him in strong, sinuous fingers, and
swung him into the air.

The next moment the fellow was
hurled bodily over the ropes, o fall
upon a perfectly inoffensive old
gentleman sitting m a ringside seat.

The happening was so unexpected
that the onrushing men stapped dead
in their stride, and gazed up at the
M.C. in open-mouthed wonder.

“ (sentlemen,” cried the official, in
even, mellow fones, “I beg of you
not to let your anger get the upper
hand of your common-sense. We are
all  thoroughly  disgusted  with
‘Harper’s despicahle conduct, but we

Tverything’s blurred ; it gets
lighter, lichter, and I see—— Ah!”

He pointed a shaking finger ab
Harry Lake.

“Can it be—can it be, T wonder?
Surely I'm not mistaken?  There's
nothing like it on earth! Yes, yes,
it’s the same—the same !”

The little bald-headed trainer
looked anxious; he feared that
Bunny’'s lost sight had turned his
brain, and that he was wandering.

“What’s the same, old man?” he
asked soothingly.

“Your ugly old dial, Harry
chouted Bunny exultantly, throwing
his arms round the little fellow, “I
can see!”

The M.C., Jack Vernon, and May-
nard crowded round the tousle-headed
youngster, whilst the audience rose

10

R

1 must say that T've not had a fair
run for my money, seeing that this
white-livered dago down here ”—he
nodded towards Pete Harper, who
was still lying upon the canvas—*‘got
cold feet!”

“] can quile appreciate your
position, Hooley,” returned the
millionaire quietly, “and I should
not think of claiming this bout as a
win. We must arrange another
match.”

“PBut why?” asked Bunny Scrutlon,
glancing up at John Maynard.

The millionaire coal-owner gave a
puzzled frown.

“What do you mean—‘ Why ’?” he
asked.

“I  mean,” answered DBunny
quietly, “that I'm more than willing
to go on with the contest. In fact, L
should very much like to settle the
affair—"

“And seitle Harper into the
bargain!” grunted Harry Lake,
glaring down at the American boxer,
into  whase. face t{here crept a
frightened pallor.

He had not the least desire to re-
new hostilities, having already felt
the weight of Bunny Scrutton’s fists.
Bunny, on the other hand, was eager

N L

Jackson Hooley mnodded and
glanced down at Pete Harper.

“Say, you  get up!” he said. as
though addressing a dog. “Get up
and take all that’s coming to you,
and that’s some, believe me!”

Pete Harper hesitated for a
moment, and then rose slowly to his
feet.

“Qay, T ain’t allfired crazy about
ooin’ through with this circus,” he
said, with a nervous glance at the set
features of Bunny Scrutton. “I ain’t
feeling well 17

Bunay nodded his tousled head and
looked sympathetic.

“Yyer felt worse than you do
now ?” he asked.

“1 gure ain’t!” declared Harper,
hoping that the youngster would ery
the match off.

“Well,” said Bunny, “you're
going to before I've finiched with
you !’

Pete scowled as he looked at Jack-
son Hooley.

“Say—-" he began.

“@Get to your corner ! snapped the
American promoter.

Harper's face was ashen, and the
light of cowardice showed in his small
eves as he walked to his corner.

Luther McGlosky, Harper’s princi-
pal second, grinned as he swung the
swivel-seat round.

“That kid’s goin’ all ont to smash
you this time, Pete!” he said en-
couragingly.  “He means to knock
you through the building! You sure
ain’t going to live long enough to tell
the doctor your name !”

Pete Harper made no reply; he was
a slave to fear.

Jackson Hooley, meanwhile, had
turned to the M.C.

“If yowll make an announcement,”
he drawled. “we’ll go ahead.”

The M.C. turned to the “house.”
and the hum of conversation stopped.

WITH THE RAW °UNS!

¢ Seconds out! Time!”

No sooner had these words left the time-

keeper’s mouth than the two giants walked from their corners with
the firm intention of fighting to a terrible finish!

to its feet and gave voice as one
man.

Vociferous cheers made the arc-
lamps dance and quiver, whilst
Bunny’s friends gripped both his
hands and threatened to reduce them
to a pulp.

The excitement was wild—electrical
—and beaming faces could be seen on
every hand.

Jackson Hooley, the American pro-
moter, strode across to Bunny, and
held out his slim, powerful hand.

“Say,” he drawled smilingly, “T
should like to say how tickled I am
that youre all right again, son!
Shake !”

Bunny Serntton looked searchingly
into the lean features, only to find
them set in an inscrutable mask. The
youngster had taken an instinctive
dislike to the promoter right from
the moment he had set eyes upon
him, butvhe could not very well
refuse to accept the proffered palm.

“T'm sure you're pleased about it,”
he said slowly. “I thought you
would be!”

A shadow passed across the Ameri-
can’s keen eyes as the youngster said
the words ; he wondered if Bunny had
reason to suspect treachery.

Hooley turned to John Maynard.

“Waal, sir,” he drawled, ‘1 guess
4his is another win for you, although

for the fray, and he determined not
to be denied.

“Well, sir, what about it?” he
demanded, looking from Maynard to
Jackson Hooley.

Hooley, who knew there could only
be one ending to the affair, would
like to have backed out, yet he did
not see how he could do so under the
circumstances. Bunny = was badly
handicapped by his terrible ordeal,
whilst Harper had more than re-
covered from any punishment he had
received at the youngster’s hands in
the first round of the contest.

The American promoter shrugged
his shoulders. )

“Say, that’s real sporting of you,”
he drawled; ‘“but you're sure taking
some risk in goin’ through with the
business. Why mnot let me find
another boxer for you—a clean
fighter?  You sure don’t want to soil
your gloves on this skunk?”

Te touched Harper contempiuously
with the toe of his evening shoe.

“ As a matter of fact,” said Bunny
Scrutton, with a grim smile, “that’s
just what T want to do. T’ll soil my
gloves on him, never fear!”

“What do you say, Maynard?”
asked Hooley.

“1’'m willing 1o let the contest go

on,” said Maynard readily.

“ Gentlemen,” he cried, *Scrutton
\\‘is[hos io proceed with the contest
anc i

A roar of cheering and handclap-
ping rang through the hall, and the
official decided that no further state-
ment was necessary.

Bumny Scrutton, Harry- Lake, and
Jack Vernon walked to their corner;
whilst Maynard, Jackson Hooley, and
the M.C. quitted the ring.

“PDo you feel all right now,
Bunny ?” easked Lake, flexing: the
youngster’s leg muscles.

Bunny gave a grim emile,

“1 feel so fit that I'm almost sorry
for Harper,” he said.

Then came the gong.

“Seconds out !”

Bunny was on his feet in a flash,

and was almost across the ring before
Harper was pushed out of his seat by
MeGlosky.
_ Bunny’s first blow sent his man
against the ropes, and Harper covered
up. hiding his jaw behind his gloves.
This fact did not worry Bunny, who
promptly played to the body, landing
with lefts and rights in a manner that
made Pete gasp and wince.

“Tight, you cur!” shouted Jackson
Hooley, losing all control of himself.
“He can’t eat you!” ‘

As a matter of fact, Bunny Scrul-
ton proceeded Lo do cverything other

than eat his man, and the end of the
round found Pete reduced to a state
of torpor.

He managed to get to his corner,
however, to be received by the grin-
ning McGlosky.

“The feller wot told you that
you're a fighter misinformed you,
Pete,” he said, wagging a towel.
“You sure don’t know the first letter
of the boxing alphabet!”

Pete Harper groaned;
broken in spirit.

The minute rest passed all too
quickly for the American, and he
looked tired and apprehensive when
he answered the gong.

“Tight him, you boob!” hissed
Jackson Hooley from the ringside.
“Fight, or quit!”

Pete decided to fight, for he did
not wish to get into the bad books
of the promoter, who was a power in
the American boxing world.

He dropped into a crouch as he
advanced, and no sooner was Bunny
within distance than he lashed out
with a left that was perilously low.

Bunny stepped back, and then re-
plied with a right and left to the

he was

head. These blows, and the fact that
he missed This swing, appeared to
rouse Harper, for he stepped in

quickly and began to use both hands
in a manner that brought a gasp of
surprise from the packed ‘“house ”
and a satisfied smile to the lips of
Bunny Scrutton.

He was more than pleased that his
man was going to put up a fight.
Bunny disliked punishing a beaten
opponent. He meant to thrash
Harper in any case, for he could not
forget the fellow’s treachery in dop-
ing the water in the pail.

The two men stood toe to toe, and
exchanged blows with clockwork
regularity.

Left, right; left, right!

Pete Harper’s small eyes held a
wild light, and his thin lips were
drawn back in a snarl.  Shcer des-
peration showed upon his features.

He was making a last bid for vic-
tory, and if he failed—1" The
thought made him fight with the
frenzyv of a madman, and so savage
was his attack that Bunny Scrution
was forced to give ground.

Jackson THooley’s keen eyes were
glinting with excitement.

“Fight him! TFight
cried in a subdued voico.

him!” he
“You've

got him, Pete! Get him on the
run!”
Pete HHarper was a hurricane

fighter for the momen{, but Bunny
Scrutton knew that he could not last
at the present pace. The youngster
was in no wise worried, and he saw
to it that he did not ship any blows
upon a vulnerable spot. Ile received
punches upon his shoulders and arms,
but the flying gloves never found his
“point.”

A minute from the gong found
Pete breathing hard, whilst the power
behind his blows was reduced to an
almost negligible quantity, and their
speed slackened perceptibly.

A grim swile twisted Scrution’s
lips, and he stepped forward.

A second later the position of affairs
had been reversed, and the American
was giving ground before a shower
of mighty blows that crashed through
his guard with terrible effect.

Bleeding from the mouth, with an
eye  that was slowly closing, Pete
Harper was forced round the ring, a
grunting, unpleasant cough escaping
his swollen lips each fime Bunny
Scrutton’s gloves found their billet.

And that was often. )

The’ American was a pitiable sight.
but his young opponent could find
not a grain of compassion for him,
Bunny could only remember that,
even at this very morent, he might
have been sightless, a helpless crea-
ture to be led by the arm, an object
of pity.

The mere thought brought an
angey flush to his set features:  and
Harper, seeing the flush, backed away
in alarm, with a pleading look in his
small eyes.

“Harper,” said the youngster, in

'grim'and terrible accents, that turned

the ‘American’s craven heart to water,
“you're going to pay the penalty!”
The American backed away to the
centre of the roped square, whilst
Bunny followed him like a shadow,
the incarnation of Retribution. 3
Not. @ blow was struck for a full
two seconds, for Bunny was measur-
ing his man for a knock-out, and
Harper had not spirit enough to re-
turn (o the atiack. .
Then the youngster's devastabing
left flashed forward, pushed out with
all the power of his splendid body:
bui it did not connect, for DPete
Harper gave a frightened cry and
dropped to the canvas, where he re-
mained, flat on his back, with his wild
cyes glaring up at the youngster
standing over him.
“Stand back, Scrutton!” came tho
warning. '
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Bunny stepped to the ropes, whilst:
the droning voice of the ‘timekeeper
ticked off the seconds. a%, -

Pete Havper was blinking up at the
lights, but he made no attempt to get
to his feef.

Jackson Hooley, leaning forward in
his seat, and with a hideous expres-
sion~upon his lean features, brought
his fist down upon the edge of "the
ring. ¢

“Get up and fight, you boob!” he
shouted angrily, i

Pete did not move, however,

“%ight, nine—-"

A breathless pause.

“Out!”

Thus ended one of the most sensa-
tional boxing contests ever staged at
the Imperial Sporting Club.

A Fresh Challenge!

John Maynard, the millionaire coal-
owner, walked up the broad stone
steps of the Imperial Sporting Club,
nodded to the commissionaire, and
passed through (he door which that
gorgeously-attired attendant swung
open- for him.

An' obsequious servant relieved him
of . his hat and coat, and then he
strolled away in the direction of the
smoking-room. A babble of voices
came to his ears as he neared the
comfortable apartment, and no sooner
did he step across the threshold than
a tall, well-set-up man of military
appearance called him by name.

‘“Ah, we were just talking about
you, John!” he said smilingly.

“Talk of the—— But you know
the rest,” laughed the millionaire.
‘“And_why, pray, am I honoured in
this manner?”

He sank into a deep saddlebag
chair, and selected a cigar with the
care of a connoisseur.

“It seems to us, John,” said Major
Fortesoue, ‘““that you stand a very
good chance of bagging the thousand
pounds from the American fellow.”

“From Hooley 7" Maynard
nodded. “Yes, luck has been with
me up to the present.”

‘“And I don’t see why it shouldn't
continue to be with you, Maynard,”
put in a member, the editor of a
London sporting paper. “Hooley
appears to have come across with the
usual Yankee bluff, but he ran against
the wrong person when he mef you!”

“Ilave you got any other good
voungsters up your sleeve, John?”’
asked Fortescue.

The millionaire smiled.

“1 venture to predici that I ecan
always find boxers who ave good
enough for anything that Hooley can
produce,” he replied. “ Coalham is
famous for its coal, its footballers, and
its boxers.”

“But it couldn’t turn out a real
cluss fighter until the moon grows
horns!” drawled a voice.

Every head furned in the direction
of the door, to find the lean form of
Jackson Hooley standing there. The
keen-faced American had a cigar jut-
ting from the corner of his thin lips,
and his eyes were smiling in a mock-
ing, challenging manner,

“I beg your pardon, Mr. Hooley?”
said John Maynard. ¥ don’t quite
understand you.” )

The promoter strolled into the room
—he had been elected an honorary
member of the club—with an easy,
insolent air. :

“1 thought you would have done so,
sirrah,” he drawled, ‘ seeing you are
one of the much-lauded bulldog
breed!  You were talking about Four
boxers, and I said that you couldn’t
find a real fighter with a magnifying-
glass!”

“Go on!”
quietly. )

“Waal, I see that you don’t quite
get me yet,” continued Jackson
Hooley, glancing at the glowing end
of his black cigar.

“Boxing’s just a matter of iricks
and ringeraft-—child’s play compared
with real fizhting—the bare knuckle
stuff,” he went on. “I was out at
a place called Starlight Creek a few
months ago, and I saw a sight that
was good for sore eyes, and somethin’
that you wouldn't see in this little old
country of yours in twenty years.”

“What did you see, sir?” asked

Major Fortescue.
“¢“T saw a real bare-knuckle scrap,
sir,” said Jackson Hooley-—“a fight
with the raw ’uns! And didn’t them
fellows show that they were made of
the real stuff! They hammered away
at each other like champions, and
the scrap didn’t end till one of ’em
was pu’ down for the count in the
twenty-fifth round! What do you
think of that for sheer grit?”

He glanced round at his hearers.

“You ain’t got a fighting man in
Enleand—” %

“Pardon me, Mr. Hooley!” broke
in’ John Maynard quietly. “Do I
understand * that you have a bare-
knuckle fighter in your:‘string ’? ”

Jackson Hooley nodded his sleek
head.

“Sure!” he answered. “ Wild Jake
Starmer’s down at my training-camp
at ‘Billington at this very moment.
And he’s sure eating his head off for
a fight.”

The millionaire puffed thoughtfully
at his cigar, whilst the members gazed
at his handsome face and ‘tried to read
his thoughts. )

He looked up at last and fixed his
clear eves upon the American pro-
moter’s lean featuves.

“T am inclined {o vreseni the
manner in which you spoke about
Ynglishmen, Mrv, Hooley,” he said
slowly. X .

“Fvery word's true, ain't it?”

said John Maynard
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asked the promoter, thinking he was
bluffing the millionaire into a bare-
knuckle contest. i

“That has to be proved,” returned
John Maynard, still in a very quiet
voice, He looked up at the American,
and there was a curious, smiling light
in his eyes.

“Mr. Hooley,” he went on, “you
must imagine that I am a very dense
individual if you think that I cannot
see through your—er—bluff. You
are anxious to arrange a fight with
the raw 'uns—I think that is the term
—because you think that it will be
a walk-over for your man.”

“Bay, draw it mild!” protested the

American. “It’s up to you, any-
way !”
“It is,” agreed John Maynard,

“and I imagine that I shall be able |

to find & man to accommodate Mr.
Wild Jake Starmer.”

A bright May morning, an hour
after dawn, found most of the

members of the Imperial Sporting
Club gathered about a copse upon
John Maynard’s Sussex estate.

They had travelled down from
town to witness a bare-knuckle fight
between Wild Jake Starmer and
Ben Briggs, a giant collier, who had
consented to meei the American
under Prize Ring rules.

Ben was a fellow who had the
greatest contempt for gloved fights.
He considered boxing a game for
schoolgirls and children.

“Men should fight with their
hands,” he was wont to declare.
“Good, hard fists can do some
damage. That’s what they're for!”

There was much activity inside the
copse.

A number of men were working in
a clearing, driving in stakes, and
roping them in a manner which
proved that this was not the first
occasion upon which they had
erected a prize-ring. ’

“Here’s John and his man,” said
Major: Fortescue, as the millionaire
and Ben Briggs came striding
towards the copse. The collier was
clad in an overcoat, but it was easy
to see that he was a veritable giant
of a man. His face was rugged and
clean-shaven, whilst his bullet head
was closely-cropped.

The lips were a straight line, and
one could not possibly conceive their
curving into a smile.

Briggs seldom smiled. Life was a
serious business with him. Whippet-
racing, football, boxing made not the
slightest appeal to him, and the only
time he was happy was when some
foolish person was misguided enough

i{o try conclusions with the “raw
‘uns.”

It was ihen that Ben Briggs en-
joyed himself. The other man

seldom, if ever, showed the slightest
signs of hilarity.

Jackson Hooley, Luther McGlosky,
and Wild Jake Starmer followed
almost immediately, and one swift,
expert glance {old the collier that
here was a man worthy of his steel.

The “wild” gentleman had a
granite-like face that looked as though
it had been poured into a mould, and
set. It was scarred in a dozen places,
and bushy eyebrows almost obscured
the small, twinkling eyes.

Wild vaulted clean over the
ropes and stroderaway to a corner,
taking not the slightest notice of the
assembled sportsmen.

Maybe he hoped to bluff Ben
Briggs, in which case he was
doomed to disappointment. The taci-
turn collier was not in any way tem-
peramental. Bluff left him cold.

He slipped out of his overcoat,
and the inembers of the Imperial
Club  could scarcely suppress: a
gasp of amazement and admiration
as they let their eyes rest upon his
perfect body.

The muscles zvippled under a
smooth, alabaster skin, upon which
there was scarcely a sign of hair.
Briggs was a perfect man.

Wild Jake Starmer also dis-
robed, and it was at once seen that
his body was matted with coarse hair,
a striking contrast.

He was a powerful fellow, and
there was an air about him which
proved that the possibility of failure
had not entered his head.

The preliminaries were soon over,
and the silence was hroken only by
the excited chirping of the birds in
the trees.

Jobn Maynard and his friends
crowded round the erude ring. and
waited for the signal from Major
TFortescue, who had agreed o referce
the fight. )

A couple of seconds later the two
aiants walked from their respective
corners, and the fight with the raw
‘uns was in progress!

(More of this wonderfu! bowing
story will appear 1n next Monday’s
Boys’® FRIEND.  Order your copy
TO-DAY.)

No. 7.

IN THE ROYAL NAVY,

There are excellent prospects in ihe
Navy for keen, hard-working lads.
They must, however, be possessed of
very good characters, be able to pass
the physical and eyesight tests, and
must be not less than 155 years old.

Ordinarily, a boy is required to sign
on for twelve years’ service, com-
mencing as from the age of eighteen.
He must be the son of a British-born
subject, and a certificate to this effect,
or a sworn declaration made before
a magistrate by the candidate’s parent
or guardian, is required.

On first joining, the new recruit is
rated officially as a secoud-class boy,
and his pay is 7s. a week, with, of
course, free rations. After a while he
is promoted to first-class boy, when
bis pay is nearly doubled—12s. 3d. per
week ; and at the age of eighteen, or
sooner in some instances, he becomes
an ordinary seaman, drawing 19s, 3d.
a week.

The next step upwards is to be able
seaman, then leading seaman, petty
officer, and chief petty officer, each
advance in rating carrying with it a
corresponding increase in pay. It
should also be noted that a boy, on
first joining, is provided with a free
outfit, and receives thereafter what is
known as a “kit upkeep allowance ”
to maintain it.

For convenience’ sake, we speak of
life in the Navy as a career. In
reality it affords a wide and varied
choice of careers to an ambitious
youngster anxious to get on.

In the old days a sailor was exactly
what the name implies; that is to say,
his work had to do mainly with sails
—reefing them, bending them, and
so on—and with the ropes and rigging
which upheld and controlled them.

Nowadays all this is altered,

Although we still speak of a naval
seaman as u ‘‘sailor,” the word is
really a misnomer, since the modern
fichting-ship possesses no sails, and
bis work, therefore, cannot possibly
have anything to do with them.
. Instead. he has to learn an immense
variety of things that were quite un-
known to the sailors of Nelson’s day;
and, in addition, he is usually a
specialist in some one branch of the
science of naval warfare.

What this branch shall be is Jargely
dependent on what a boy’s bent is on

_fnining, his training before joining,

his educational qualifications, ‘and so
forth. The choice open to him covers
a wide ground. e may become, for
instance, a stoker, a steward, a wire-
less telegraphist, signalman, writer,
shipwright, engine-room  artificer,
ordnance artificer, cook, sick-berth
attendant, electrical artificer, or any
one of a number of other things.

In the beginning, however, every
recruit goes through much the same
routine. He is first drafted, in all
probability, to one of the great naval
training barracks at Chatham, Ports-
mouth, Devonport, or elsewhere, or
he may possibly be sent to a mnaval
training-ship.

The difference between the two is
not so great as might be supposed,
for the life in each instance is so
arranged as to resemble as nearly as
possible life on a man-of-war. Ilis

arrival in barracks, for instance, is
called *coming aboard.” I[ he
wishes to go into the town of an
evening he applies for “ shore leave.”
His hours of rest and duty are regu-
lated, not by the familiar clock, but
by the number of sirikes on a bell;
and when his day’s work is over, and
the *“Last Post ” is sounded, he
retires, not to his bed, bubt to his
hammock,

The work he is called upon 1o per-
form is hard, but varied and interest-
ing. He learns, for instance, some-
thing of gunnery, how to splice a rope
aund lower a boat, is initiated into the
mysteries of blocks and davits and
the various tackle pertaining to them,
and, in addition, he has to spend an
hour or so each day in the gym-
nasium, where he i3 put throuch
courses of Swedish drill and other
similar exercises designed to make
him strong, supple, and agile,

The rates of pay for fully-trained
men range from about £1 10s. a week
for able seamen up to approximately
£3 a week for cE.ief petty officers.
This is, of course, in addition to free
rations, and kit upkeep allowance.

Considerable additions to pay,
ranging from about 2s. up to 16s. a
weeky can also be earned by qualify-
ing in gunnery, torpedo, and other
special training courses, and “ good
conduct pay ” is issued at the rate. of
1s. 9d. a week for each good conduct
badge. Volunteers for the Submarine
Service, if accepted, are likewisc
entitled to special allowances, vary-
ing from bs. 3d. a week for boys up
to 17s. 6d. a week for other ratings.

As regards the chances of promo-
tion, up till comparatively recently
it was practically impossible for an
ordinary seaman to rise above
warrant rank. Now, however, a
certain number of commissions are
reserved for lower-deck men, many
of whom, after passing the necessary
tests, are to-day serving as lieutenants
and lieutenant-commanders.

There is, therefore, nothing to pre-
vent a lad from raising himself by his
own efforts to a position of dignity
and comparative afiluence. “Others
have done it; why shouldn’t 177 Let
this be your motto.

In conclusion, let me add a word
in correction of the impression—still
prevalent in certain quarters—that
the naval “Jack Tar” is recruited
mainly from amongst wastrels in
other walks of life.

This may have been wholly true
vears ago. It is mot even partially
true to-day. Ou the contrary, the
highest possible testimonials as to
character are insisted upon in the case
of every recruit, and no boy who has
been in prison or in a refermatory is
eligible under any circumstances
whatsoever,

In short, it is no longer the bad
boy of the family who goes to sea,
but the good boy—the pick of the
bunch.

(The Editor of the Bovs® FRIEND
will be pleased to give further advice
on this subject to readers requiring
it. Letters should be addressed to
“The Editor, Bovs’ Frirxp, Fleet-
way House, FFarringdon Street, Lon-
don, E.C., and the envelope marked
“Royal Navy” in the top left-hand
corner.)
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RESULT OF

“BOYS’ HEROES "’

In this competition no competitor
seut in a correct solution of the pic-
tures. The first prize of £5 has there-
fore been awarded to A. McLeod,
152, Molyneux Road, Kensington,
Liverpool, whose solution contained
one error.

The three prizes of a tuck hamper
each have been awarded to Stanley
Barrie, 19, Barrie Terrace, Ardros-
can; James Lynch, 8, Greenhough
Street, Ancoats, Manchester ; Bernard
Wallis, 14, Bgerton Road, Bishopston,
Bristol, whose solutions contained two
errors each.

The eight prizes of 5s. each have
been added together and divided
amony the following competitors in
order of merit: Wm, H. Grant, 01,
Fisher Street. Denniston, Glasgow;
Wm. (. Barrie, 19, Barrie Terrace,
Ardrossan; 'I. Coleman, 4, Delhi
Place, Telegraph Street, Portsmouth ;
A. Brown, Forthview Cottage, Pol-
monside Square, Polmont Station,
N.B.: Nellie A. Ball, Nubbock, Hex-

.

COMPETITION No. 15,

ham; H. Halliday, 12, Military Road,
South Shields; Alice Mclntyre, 19,
Kennedy Drive, Partick, Glasgow; '
E. Daley, 17, Polefield Road, Heaton
Park, Manchester; Fred Bevan,
519, Fishponds Road, Bristol; C.
McCarthy, 44, Norman Street, Bride-
ton, Glasgow; John Currie, 3, Teviot
Row, Weensland, Hawick; Don Leed,
27, Whitefield Avenue, Cambuslang,
Glasgow: Mary Lister, 12563, Dum-
barton Road, Whiteinch, Glasgow;
H. A. Parsons, 10, Corby Road,
Mapperley,  Nottingham:  Joseph
Kennedy, 72, Morningside Road,
Edinburgh; J. McCracken, 2, Auld-
house  Avenue, Pollokshaws, Glas-
gow.

The correct solution is as follows:

The Easter holiday is upon us, and
if we have sunshine, large numbers
of young people will have a happy
time. This picture puzzle will assist!
you all to spend at least one interest-
ing hour, and that hour may be:
worth £5 to you. Try itl
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Balancing [Excerciges.

Every athlete, especially the boxer
—iot so much; the wresiler—a very
great deal—knows the value of being
able to maintain a_good balance. A
very preat deal of lie success of ju-
jitsu tricks depends upon the perfect
control of balance. So does success
in high jumping, pole leaping, and
also dancing.

Balance means control of muscle,
and this is something that has to be
learned. To the ordinary person an
act of balancing is never mechanical
—that is to say, done without think-
ing about it. To the juggler, who
puts in days and weeks learning a
trick, balance does become mechani-
cal, but only because of the enormous
amount of practice he has put in.
Walking is really an act of balanciny
the body, and we walk mechanically,
without the brain taking part in the
act;” but that is only because we do
such a lot of walking. You can
stand on one leg without thinking
very hard what you are doing, but if
you were balancing yourself on one
foot on a narrow pole several feet
from the ground, you’d be thinking
hard all the time what you were
doing.  Your brain would be taking
a decidedly active interest in the work
your muscles were doing.

That’s what T mean by saying that
balancing has to be learned. And it
is an art worth learning since, apart
from anything else, it develops in-
crease of muscular control. And the
chap who has the greatest control
over his muscles will get more work
out of them than another who is
lacking in that control.

Here are a few balancing exercises
worth - any athlete’s trouble to
practise.

"_.’_ilIll|II|lllllllllllllIIII"lllllIllIllllllllllllIIlllllllllllllllIIIIlIll.llllll\lllllllIlllllllllllIIIII"IIIIIIIII"IIl||||||l|l||||llllll|llllllllllllllllllllIIIIIIIIIIIllllllllllllllllllllllllllllillllll'ﬁ

£10 in Prizes Every Week.
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4st Prize, £5.
3 Prizes of Splendid Tuck Hampers.
8 Prizes of §s. each.

UM

On this page you will find a picture-
= puzzle, dealing withh boating, which
= you -are dnvited fo solve. Bear in
= mind that each of the pictures may
= vepresent part of a word—one, two,
= or three words. There is nathing
wiusual about the wording, and the
sense of the sentence will guide you.
Solutions containing alternatives will
be disqualitied.

When you have solved the pictures
to your satisfaction, write your solu-
tion in ink on oune side of a clean
= sheet of paper, then sign the coupon
= beneath the pioture. Cut out the
= picture and the coupon-—+do not sever
= the coupon "from "the picture—pin
= your solution to the picture, and post
= to:

HETTHE G

Rise on the toes as high as possible,
and hold +the position for several
seconds  Then walk forward and
backward. Walk on the heels for-
ward and backward, keeping knees
straight. Stand with arms extended
sideways at level of shoulders, raise
right leg as high as possible, and
extend toes forward. Count one,
two, and then foot back to ground.
Then the left foot the same. Lean
head and shoulders backwards as foot
rises, Exaotly similar movement, but
with legs reised behind. Keep knee
straight. Don’t lean forward more
than possible.

Stand erect, feet together. Raise
right foot until knee—bent—is as
high as stomach. Don’t lean for-
ward. Grasp foot with right hand
from inside knee Now bend the
supporting leg and try to touch, the

ground with the right knee. Rise

without releasing foot or losing

balance. Same with left leg.
Similar exercise, but . leg raised

behind, foot seized with left hand;
lower, touch with knee, and rise as
before,

Qood Temper.

There is a piece of advice ithat in-
variably finds its way into all books
giving advice and instruction upon
boxing. It is: KEEP YOUR
TEMPER. {

It is a good, highly-necessary piece
of advice, for there is perhaps no
sport in which there are such great
temptations towards lesing control of
oneself. Moreover, for a boxer to lose
his temper is for him to offer de-
liberately an advantage to his oppo-
nent, When a boxer loses his temper
he begins to hit wildly, to forget all

about his guarding, his footwork, all

Boy Heroes’ Competition No. 21,

Gough House, Gough Sqil‘a(lj;e,

0.C. 4,

8o as o reach that address not later
than Wednesday, May 18th.

This competition is run in conjunc-
tion with the * Boys” Herald,” and
readers of that journal are invited to
compete.

Read These ﬁulos Carefully.

The First Prize of £5 will be
awarded to the competitor who com-
plies with the foregoing conditions,
and sends a solution exactly the same
as the Tditor’s eriginal paragraph.
In the event of o competitor’s solu-
tion being exactly the same as the
original paragraph, the prize will be
awarded to the competitor whose

solution is the nearest.

The second or other prizes will be
awarded to the readers whose solu-
tions are next in order of merit.

the nice, -styligh, and clever points of
the game. In nine cases out of ten he
is quickly and thoroughly made aware
of the fact that in boxing to lose con-
trol of one’s temper doesn’t pay.

8Seli-Defence Problem.—Counter to

the Come-along Hold.

A gratifying number of solutious to
the above problem have been re-
ceived, and this despite the fact that
the hold is one of the kind which
is so very conclusive that no satis-
factory counter appears to exist,

But it does, and this is it.

Immediately the hold is put upon
you, turn quickly to your left—it is
your left arm that is locked, remem-
ber !—-tensing muscles of left arm to
their utmost. Your right hand is
swiftly placed beneath the chin of the
attacker, butt of hand pressing upon
the jawbone, and at the same moment
your left knee is jabbed behind back
of attacker’s right knee. A backward
jerk of attacker’s head, combined with
the knec stroke, will bring him to the
ground, the pressure on your elbow-
joint released, while you so come
down that your knee lands ou his
solar plexus,

There's the correct solution, the
best that nativs jiu-jitsu experts have
discovered, but I'm not going to tell
you that it’s extremely easy a counter
to make use of, It isn’t. One has to
act like lightning and with complete
accuracy. When speed and accuracy
are combined, it is an easy couuter.

“Oh, but while I'm getting to the
fellow’s chin he’s breaking my arm!”
will ‘be the objection of some.

Quite so! If you're slow he w.ill
be 11 a position to damage your limb.
Everything depends upon rapidity of
execution.

The solution given by a Birming-
ham veader is identical with the cor-
rect one; so it is to William Cattell,
of 37, Tat Bank Road, Oldbury, near
Birmingham, that I am awarding the
prize,

(The column which Lecps you fit
—** Health and  FEzercise "—-crery
Monday in the Bovs’ FRIEND.)

=

=

THT

In the event of ties, the right toE
add together and divide any or all of 2
the prizes is reserved, but the fullE
amount wiil be awarded. No com-Z
petitor will be awarded more thanZ=
one share of any prize. g

No responsibility can be under-Z
taken for any effort lost, delayed, orZ
mislaid, and proof of posting will not £
be accepted as proof of delivery org
receipt. ; =

The Kditor veserves the right toZ
disqualify auy competitor's solutionE
for reasons which he considers goodE
and sufficient.

cerning the competition. and entriesE

Write to me whenever
,you aro in doubt or diffi-

culty.
be addressed :
the Bovs'

All lettérs should
“ The Editor, -~
FRIEND, The swecr

Flestway House, Farring-

don Street, London,E.C.4.7

NEXT MONDAY’'S ISSUE

will contain the usual complement of
good stories, articles, etc., among
which the following are worthy of
special mention : )

A fine, long instalment of our new
serial—

“SPORTSMEN, Ltd!”
By Walter Edwards,

This yarn has proved to be one of
the biggest hits of the year. Letters
in praise of it are rolling in daily
from readers all over the country—
yes, and the Colonies, too. When
readers start and pay the Govern-
ment twopence postage to tell us what
they think of a story it is a sure sign
that that story is SOME hit, and
then a few!

Many readers thought when *The

Miners’ Eleven ” came to an end
that Mr. Edwards would probably

rest from his labours, and you should
have felt the sigh of relief that went
up when “ Sportsmen, Ltd,” made its
appearance. I say ‘“felt,” and I do
not exaggerate.

Another item that is causing a lot
of my older readers to sit up and beg
for more is the new series, entitled :

‘“ CHOOSING A CAREER!”

These articles were the outcome of
the many letters I received, asking
for information as to how to enter
the various trades and professions.
The article for next week will give
you all the information you want on
how {o become '

- A VETERINARY SURGEON.

This calling is one of the few left
that is not overcrowded, and although
its followers need no little amount of
brain and skill, I know for a fact
that a large number of my readers
are desirous of entering ihis profes-
sion, — And as to the *“brain and
skill ™ part of it, that you all have,
or you would be satistied with any
old puper for your week's reading.
And, ‘of course, you are not. You
demand the best, and you get it in
the Bovs' IrikxD.

By this time you will all have read
the {irst of the splendid new series of
cricket articles from the pen of the
famous Middlesex Eleven man—I1I.
W. Lee.

These articles are exclusive to the
“B.F.”  Why?  Because all good
things are exclusive, and all goad
things find their way into the columns
of-—  But need I mention it?
'S obvious!

The decision of the=
Editor must be accepted as final andZ
legally binding in all matters con-Z

Here is a very uselul little para-
graph from a country reader, My
contributor is 1. C. Westcott, of

are only accepted on this express con-Z Little Langferd, Bow, North Devon,

dition. Correspondence must not beZE
enclosed witl cfforts, nor will any b
entered into in conriection with th
competition. Employces of ihe pro-
prietors of this journal are not eligible
to compete.

BRI R

B.F.

1 enter Boys® Heroes Competition No. 21, and agree to accept the Editor’s decision as final.
NI s sieecstreeactnnsesnaencsnenesssesrerorsessorseonsassisatarsssssstrasssstasssanssasssns
AdAreas . ieroscraencotsarcantnirsrererivessnessssesssessessteotessessstsassasesssercassesnsssssee
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Closing date of Competition —May 18th.
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and I am awarding him a cash prize
of 5s. for the following article on tho
care of

TAME PIQEONS.

Boys living a little way out of
towns, and with gardens, will find
pigeons both profitable and easily

Londou_itself a pigeon-cote can be
built without dificulty. But pigeons

The cote should not be small. $mall

spoil the tail and wing
The house must be cleaned
¢ X Remember, as
in all things, cleanliness is impera-
tive! The cote should also be fre-
quently lime-washed to prevent insect
If your birds have a worried,
1 sure thev are
suffering from this, and they will not
thrive.

Pigeons drink a great deal, and
enjoy a bath. The best way to
arrange this is to sink a suitably-large
vessel, preferably a glazed earthen-
ware dairy-pan, into the ground,
build a little rockery around it, and
fill it with water. Vour trouble will

feathers.

Z be amply repaid by your feathered
= friends’ delight at bejng able to bath

and perch on the rockery to dry.
Stock your pigeon-house in May or
August. Young birds are then plenti-

ful and qnite cheap. The young
pigeon  which squeals longest, and
loudest is usually the hen.  To pair
= your birds at the age of six months.
= place them in a separate coop, and

allow them to feed from the same
vessel.  1In a few days they become in-

separable, and may Le given their
freedom.
The hen lays two eggs, usualiy

: Emale and female, and sits for about
lllllIHIIlllllllIl!mlIlIlmllllIlmmlllllmlllll!lllllﬂllllllll||IIIIIIIlIIlllllllllll|lIlllllilllllllIIHIIIllIllllllll"lllIIIIIIIIIIIIHIlll"lIli|IIIIIIllllﬂllIIIIIHIIIIIIIHIIIIIIIllmlllllé‘"gm‘-‘f“ days, during which time she,

is to be kept quite quiet and free
from alarms. ‘

Feed your pigeons on wheat,
barley, crushed maize, beans, peas,
and almost any seeds They are
also fond of picking over: piles of
broken brick.

A Good Type of Dove-Cote.

Should anyone wish to keep
pigeons let me give him one word of
advice. See your pigeon has not the
worried, draggled loock mentioned
before, and should his fancy light ¢n
the ““carrier ” or. *““homing ” pigeon,
see that the red ring around the pupil
of the eye is of a deep colour.

T >

A. J. Torbes, of 454, Holburn
Street, Aberdeen, sends meo the fol-
lowing article on how to make an

ACETYLENE LAMP.

This is an idea for an acetylent
gas lamp that I am sending you. 1
have tried it and found it to work
successfully. Take an old syrup tin
and pierce a hole about an eighth of
an inch down from the top of the tin.
Get a piece of brass or copper %in.
piping with a gas thread screwed on
one end. Solder the other end of the
pipe into the hole in the tin.  The
threaded end is to tuke an ordinary
acetylene burner which may be ob-
tained from any garage at the cosi
of a few pence. When {itting be care-
ful that the it is o good one, or the
gas will escape before it reaches the
burner proper, thus causing an in-
different light. Then take a Brasso
tin - with a screw top, and cut
out the Dottom. the

Solder

The Lamp when Complete.

Brasso tin to the lid of the syrup tin,
and then pierce a very small hole iu
the lid of the syrup-tin with a very
fine needle. ¥ill the Brasso tin with
water, and put some carbide in the
syrup tin.  Then fix the lid and
Brasso tin tightly to the syrup tin.

A small air inlet hole should be
bored with a very fine needler in the
top of the screw cap of the water
container.

A handle may be added if required,
out of #ny piece of tin or other metal,.
soldered {o tho syrup tin. The lamp
may also be painted if desired.. When
finished it will appear as in the
accompanying diagram.

I have sent my reader a cash prize
of bs. for the above little paragraph,
which T am sure will interest all my
readers of a mechanical turn of mind.

STRINGER!

T should like to draw iy chums’
special attention to the topping sport-
ing story now running in our com-
panion paper, the * Boxs' Herald.”
I is called * Stringer. the Demon
Bowler,” and is c¢reating a tremen-
dous stir,  Stringer is a queer and
faseinating character, whom everyone
should make a point of meeting*in
the pages of the * Boys’ Herald.”

YOUR EDITOR.
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A GRAND LONG COMPLETE YARN OF FRANK RICHARDS.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

' The st Chaptar.
Red Dcer Mine!

“ Stop him!”

Frank Richavds looked up.

L was a glorious May morning in
British Columbia. From a cloudless
sky, the sun blazed down upon the
trail that climbed the steep hillside,
by the side of a torrent that leaped
and foamed on its way down to the
plains.. On a boulder beside the leap-
mg stream, Frank had sat down {o
rest. Ie had been on the tramp
since dawn, and the Red Deer Mine,
for which he was heading, was still
(mt'lOf sight up the winding canyon
trail.

A rapid patter of feet on the stony
path came to his ears, followed by
a, ringing shout.

Down the steep path towards him,
with the activity of an elk, a man
came bounding—a man with a copper
skin  and gleaming black eyes.
Twenty yards behind him came a
white man, his face flushed crimson
with exertion, in hot pursuit.

It was the white man who shouted,
as he caught sight of Frank Richards
sitting on the boulder beside the trail.

‘“ Stop him! Stop thief!”

Frank rose quickly to his feet.

The running Redskin was still some
digtance from him, and it was easy
enough for Frank to stop him. On
one side of the trail leaped the tor-
rent, ou the other was a steep wall of
rock, inaccessible to anyone less sure-
footed than a mountain goat.

There was no escape on either side
for the fleeing Indiau. He paused a
second as he caught sight of Frank
um'l then came bounding desperately
on .

““Stop him!” roared the pursuer.
““ Stop thief!”

I'rank Richards jumped out into
the trail and held up his hand.

“ Stop!” he shouted.

The Indian did not stop.

Ilis dusky hand fumbled in his
deerskin girdle as he ran, and a knife
flashed out in the sunlight.

He came right on, the knifle gleam-
ing in his hand, and his black eyes
glinting at the schoolboy in his path.

Trank Richards stood his ground.

His heart thumped as the Redskin
rushed down on him, knife in hand.
He had no weapon, excepting the
stick he -carried in his hand, and
which he had cut in the wood below
to help him up the steep trail. He
grasped the stick aud stood steady,
his eyes on the Indian.

In a few seconds more the man
was upon him.

He came with a rush like a bull,
the knife gleamiug in the air, pro-
bably expecting the schoolboy to leap
aside and give him free passage.

But I'rank did not retreat. His
stick  swept through the air and
caught the Indian’s wrist with a

crash, and the knife went spinning
into the stream.

The next instant the Redskin
crashed into him, and they rolled on
the rocky trail together.

Trank  Richards® was underneath,
dazed by the shock. Bul as the
Indian leaped up and ran on, I'rank
grasped at hig ankle, caught it, and
dragged him over. The Redskin
came down again with a heavy bump
and a yeil.

Before he could rise a second time
the pursuer was upon the scene.

- As the Indian scrambled up, a
heavy cowhide boot caught him in
the ribs and rolled him over. Then

the big boot was planted on his chest,
pitining him down. The Redskin lay
quiet, his black eyes glinting up at
his cantor like a cornered snake's.

“1 guess this is a cinch,” panted
the white man. * 1 reckon I've got
you by the short hairs, Kaloota.”

The Indian did not speak. Now
that he was captured, he seemed to
be accepting his fate with the stoical
indifference of his race. I'rank
Richards rose to bhis feet and stood
looking an, a little breathless, and
rather curious to know what the
trouble was.

“ What has he done ?” he asked.

The big white man glanced at him
and mopped his streaming brow.

“1 guess he's given me a run down
the hill for nearly a mile,” he an-
swered,. “and I calculate he would
have got away with the stuff if you
hadn’t chipped in, bub. 1 guess I
was pumped, some. Now, Kaloota,
shake it out of your rags!”

The Indian did not stir.

“You hear me? Shake it out!”

No reply from the Indian.

“T guess I'll make you get a move
on, Kaloota. You've got a stick
there, bub. Lay it across him till I
give the word!”

Frank Richards shook his head.«

“ 1 want to know what's the matter
first,” he answered coolly. “1
stopped the fellow because you called
out ‘Stop thief!” But I want to
know what he’s done!”

“Lend me vour stick!”

“ Net till T know the rights of the
matter,” answered Irank.

“T guess I'd take that stick and
give you the thick end of it for your
sauce, if you hadn’t just done me a
good turn,” snapped the other.
“ But if you're so darned curious, the
Injun has scooted with a nugget from
the Red Deer Mine, and he's got it
in his rags now. I guess I'm Red

Deer Smith, the manager of the
mine. Got that?”
“Oh! Youre Mr. Smith?” ex-

claimed Frank.

““ You've heard of me, T guess?”

1 was told down the hill that Mr.
Smith was manager at Red Deer,”
said Frank. *‘I'm going there look-
ing for work.”

Myr. Smith stared at him.

“1 guess you ain’t beginning well
by cheeking the manager,” he said.
““ Now lend me your stick, aud not so
much chin-music.”

I'rank Richards handed over the
stick.  He wunderstood now that
Kafoota was one of the “ hands ™ at
the gold-mine, and had bolted with a
nugget instead of hyuding it over—as
gold-mining hands have sometimes
done from™ the beginning of gold-
mining.

‘Mz, Smith whirled the stick in the
air.

“ Now,
Kaloota "’

The Indian, with a grunt, groped
in his rags, and tossed out a gold
nugget on the trail.

“ Pick that up, boy!”

Frank Richards obeyed.

“I guess that’s the piece,”
Mr. Smith.

are you shelling out,

said
He removed his heavy
boot from the Iudian’s chest. “ Now
you can git, Kaloota. You needn’t
come looking for a job again at Red
Deer. If I spot vou around the dig-
gings, I guess I'll make some marks
on your copper hide. Savvy? Now
¥
‘he Indian rose, the

watching
mine-manager warily.

Mr. Smith was standing ready to

kick him as he started; and a kick
from the big, cowhide boot was not
a light matter.

‘“ Ave you travelling?”
Mr. Smith, i
again.

Kaloota, with a snarl, turned and
ran. e was quick, but not quick
enough to escape the active foot of
the mine-manager. The heavy boot
crashed on him from behind as he
ran, and he lost his footing and rolled
down the steep trail. yelling.

Red Deer Smith burst into a roar
of laughter.

demanded
as he raised the stick

“T guess that lets you out,
Kaloota. Don’t let me see you agin
—it'll be bad for your health if I do,
I guess. Git!”’

The Indian scrambled up a dozen
yards away and fled. Mr. Smith
tossed the stick , back to IFrank

Richards, put the gold nugget in his

the greater part of humanity—to
work ‘or starve. To work he was
quite willing; but it did not seem so
easy for a wandering schoolboy to
et a ‘“job " in the Canadian West.
'he jobs he had already tried had
not turned out successful.

He started up the trail after the

mine manager, and hurried on to
oin him.  Mr. Smith appeared to
ave forgotten his existence

already; he was a busy man, and
his duty at the mine claimed him.
But he glanced down at the school-
boy, as Frank came up panting at
his side.

“Want anything ?” he asked.

Frank felt a lttle indignant.

“Well, as I've helped you get your
nugget back, it wouldn’t be out of
the way to say ‘Thank you,” at
least !” he answered.

Mr. Smith nodded.

“Thank you!” ho said.

And he strode on.

Frank kept pace with him, break-
ing into a trot every now and then
to keep up with the mine manager's
long strides.

“Want anything else?” asked Mr.
Smith, after a few minutes, as he
found the schoolboy of Cedar Creek
still at hig side.

“ \-!‘,5.‘,

“Give it a name.”

“Work !” said Frank.

Mr. Smith langhed.

“1 guess you've earned a few
dollars helping me to get hold of that

Injun,” he said, “Call it five—
what |7
“I don’t want any reward for

that,” answered Frank. “I'm look-
ing for a job at the mines. I was
coming up to Red Deer to ask you
for a job.”

“1 guess there ain’t a job at the
mine for a kid just out of his nurse’s
arms,” replied Mr. Smith. “Take
my advice, and go back to school.
Come along in ten years’ time, and
T'll give you a trial.”

Frank Richards mado no rejoinder
to that. Mr. Smith, with his long
strides, went on ahead, and soon dis-
appeared up the trail. Frank
Richards followed in the same direc-
tion, though feeling very discour-
aged. After Mr. Smith's reply there
seemed to be little chance of getting
work at Red Deer; but he would not
turn back after having come so far.

Jouly

others attended to the sluice-boxes
into which the gold was washed. A
hundred yards away stood a group
of pinewood buildings—the buuk-
houses and cook-house; and a little
farther on a lumber-built house with
a  green-painted veranda, which
Frank guessed (o bLe the residence
of the manager. .

It was to the latter building that
Frank would have taken his way, if
he had not already encountered Mr,
Smith. But. it did not scem useful
to call on the manager just then,

Mr. Smith had stated, with un-
necessary plainness, that he had no
job for a schoolboy, and F¥rank did
not want to hear it over again.

In a discouraged frame of mind,
he walked ou to the group of build-
ings, scarcely knowing what he
should do when he got there. But
he was tired and hungry, and Red
Deer marked the limit of his travels
for that day. e discerned that
there was no “camp "—the bunk-
houses, cook-house, and store all evi-.
dently belonging to the mine, and
the employecs of Red Deer
Smith lived there '

It was nearly midday, and an appe-
tising smell came from the cock-
bouse as I'rank approached it.

A fat negro, in a state of great
perspiration, was cooking there, and
he glanced round and waved a ladle
as I'runk looked in.

“You git!” he said laconically.

And Frank Richards * got.”

With a last sizzle, the huge monitor
ceased to play, and the men in gum-
boots came crowding towards the
cook-house. Some of them glanced
rather curiously at the dusty school-
boy, and one or two of them gave
him a rough salutation in passing.

But nobody displayed any interest
in him, or cared to ask him who he;
was or what he was doing there. To.
purchase a meal in the mine cook-
house was out of the question, and
Frank Richards did not care to ask
for one gratis, He moved on rather
aimlessly, wishing fcrvently that he
had never tramped up the long, steep
trail to try his luck at Red Deer. He
was wondering whether it would be
advisable, after all, to look in at the:
manager’s house, and give Mr. Smith:
another chance of securing his ser-
vices, when a heavy hand dropped on
his shoulder, and he spun round, to

IN THE DEAD OF THE NIGHT!

Frank Richards kept well back in the shadows.
Indian discover the sleeping form of the miner on the
veranda and, if so, what dire vengeance would he wreak upon the unfortunate man ?

Wouid the

pockét, and started up the trail with
long strides.

The 2nd Chapter.
No Hands Wanted !

Frank Richards looked after
mine-manager.

This was the man he was coming
to Red Deer to see; to ask for a job
at the diggings.

He did not seem a very promisin
individual to deal with: but ]*‘r.'_miE
had no choice in the matter. His old
home in Thompson Valley was closed
to hin:, aud he was looking for work,
and it was necessary to find it.
During his tramp up from Siskoo, his
slender supply of cash had almost run
out—and Frank's choice was that of

the

Mr. Smith had long been out of
sight when Frank. Richards came in
sight of the Red Deer mine.

In his earlier days at Cedar Creek
Frank had seen something of placer:
mining on the creeks of the Thomp-
son River, and he had cxpected to
see something of the same sorl at
Red Deer. But the Red Deecr dig-
gings were quite differcnt.

The “mine” was more like o
rugged gash in the hillside than any-
thing else. A huge monitor, fed by
the waters of the creek, splashed a
roaring stream of water upan it with
terrific force, hurling earth and
stones and even rocks into the air.
Men in gumboots that reached to
the thigh waded in the water, clear-
ing away stones and rubble, while

find himself looking at Red Deer!

Smith himself.

The burly manager gave him a
grin
grin.

“So you've come on hyer?” he
said.

“Looks like it, docsn’t it?” said
Frank.

“What are you leoking for hyer??

“A jeb.”

“1 guess I'vo told you about that.
But [ veckon youw've been on tramp
some time, bub?”

“Yes.”

“Hungry?”

“Yes.”

“Waal, you did me a good-turn
down yonder,” said Mr. Smith. “1
guess I can stand you a meal, Come
alonger me.”
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Frank Richards hesitated.

He was both fatigued and hungry,
but he hesitated to accept an invita-
tion delivered in that rough-and-
ready fashion. But Red Deer Smith
obviously did not understand such
delicacies—or perhaps he had no time

for them. He stared at Frank.

“Didn’t you say you were
hungry?”

“Ye-es.

“Then come along. What's the
matter with you?”

“Thanks; I’m coming,” sad
Frank.

Mr. Smith strode on without wast-

ing further ~words, and Frank
Richards followed him into the
jumber-house. And he was glad

enough, a few minutes later, to find
himself sitting down to a solid meal,
brought along from the cook-house by
a smiling, almond-cyed Celestial.

The 3rd Chapter.
Kaloota Retnrns!

Red Deer Smith leaned back in a
big wicker-work chair after dinner

on the veranda, and ligheed a thick
black cheroot. Dinner and the

cheroot combined to put Mr. Smith
into a good humour, and his rugged,
bearded face wore quite a good-
natured expression. He 'signed to
Frank Richards to join him on the
veranda, and Frank sat down there
glad to rest. Wild and rugged as Red
Deer was, there were flowers in pots
along the veranda, and a green
creeper clambering over it.  The out-
look upon range over range of hills
was splendid; but Mr. Smith’s
glance, when it wandered, came to
rest on the monitor by the creek and
the ugly gashes of the mine workings.
Red Deer Smith evidently had an eye
for utility rather than for beauty.
But as he progressed through his
strong-smelling cheroot, he turued his
attention to Frank Richards.

“You're looking for work up here
in the mountains—what?” he asked.

‘(Yes’,

“ Left school long 7"

“Only a few weeks.”

“ What’s your name?”

“Frank Richards.”

“(Canadian born?”

“Noj; I'm from the Old Country,”
answered Frank “But I know how
to work, if you like to give me a
chance.”

“1 guess you wouldn’t be any use
hyer,” said Mr. Smith. “It’s man’s
work at the Red Deer mine, and hard
work at that. But you did me a good
turn—that nugget was worth fifty
dollars that Kaloota stole.  You're
goin' on tramp again when you leave
hyer—legging it %my 2”7

“Yes. 1 shall try my luck at the
place-mining,” said Frank. *1I shall
find something to do, anyhow.”

“That’s plucky !” commented Mr.
Smith. “Plenty of work in Canada
for any galoot that ain’t afraid of it.

you want an easy lifo in a town,
you’re liable to join the unemployed ;
but if you're willing to do chores,
there’s plenty of chores to be done.
I'd take you on as chore-boy hyer,
only 'm satisfied with that Chink,
and don’t want to fire him——"

“T’'m not looking for another chap’s
job,” said Frank hastily.

Mr. Smith smiled.

“That’s right, too. Well, I reckon
you may get a job lower down, in the
cattle country, or something on the
fruit ranches, now that the summer’s
coming on. And I reckon I'll stand
you ten dollars to see you on your
way, after what you did this morning.
Got that?”

¥rank shook his head.

“Thank you!” he said.
want any money I don’t earn.
not down to my uppers yet.”

Mr. Smith regarded him thought-

“1 don't

T'm

fully through the smoke of his
cheroot. )
“Jest as you like,” he said. “‘Is

there anything I can do for you, bub?
I reckon I'm due at the mine in five
minutes now.”

Frank hesitated.

“If you'd like to let me hang on
to-day; and sleep in one of the sheds
to-night. T'll be obliged,” he said.
“T'm jolly well tired out with tramp-
ing, and I’d like to leave it till sun-
rise to-morrow before I take the trail
again.”

“I guess you can bunk in the shed
next the stables, if you like,” said Mr.
Smith. “You'll find plenty of clean
straw there. You won'i walk off with
my hoss in the middle of the night, i
hope !”

¥rank staried to his feel, flushing
ncarlet.

AT THE GOLD DIGGINGS!

(Continued from prervious page.)

“If you think I may be a thief—"
he began hotly.

“Shush!” said Mr. Smith, chuck-
ling. “My little joke, that’s all. I
guess 1 know a galoot’s face when

he’s honest. Hang on hyer, bub, and
turn up to supper at seven, and sleep
in the shed arter. And if you alter
your mind about them ten dollars, let
me know before you vamoose. So-
long !”

Mr. Smith threw away the stump of
his cheroot, tramped down the
veranda steps, and strode away
towards the mine. In a few minutes
more the monitor was hissing and
roaring, and the gum-booted miners
were busy, Red Deer Smith directing
operations. And Frank, who had
nothing to do, and was tired, sought
out the shed, and went to sleep in the
straw, glad, at any rate, of a good
rest before he should take up the trail
again on the morrow.

Through the hot afterncon Frank
Richards slept soundly enough) un-
disturbed by the din from the gold-
mine. In his dreams he saw again his
old home at the ranch in the Thomp-
son Valley. and saw himself riding to
the backwoods school with Bob Law-
less and Beauclerc. Chunky Todgers,
and Yen Chin, the Chinee, and Miss
Meadows mingled in his dreams—and
somehow, along with them, the dark,
evil face of Kaloota, the Indian he
had stopped on the Red Deer trail
that morning. Dark and threatening
was the evil copper face, and the
knife of the Indian gleamed, and
Frank Richards awoke suddenly,
startled out of slumber by the vivid-
ness of the vision. He sat up in the
straw, and stared around him, still
half-asleep, and in expectation of see-
ing the Redskin. But the next
moment he smiled at his nervous
fears. Through the open shed door
came the golden flood of sunlight
from the western sky, and the sound
of voices from the men in gum-boots
working at the mine.

Frank Richards rolled out of the
straw, and stood in the doorway, look-
ing out. Westward, range on range
of hills glowed in the sinking sun, and
lakes and torrents - flashed back
crimson and gold. Tt was close on

‘sundown, and Frank began to think

of the supper Red Deer Smith had
mentioned. The keen mountain air
made him hungry.

He turned back to the lumber-built
house with the green veranda, from
the windows of which the lamps were
glimmering now.

He passed the shed, which was to be
his sleeping-quarters that night, and,
finding the door left open, stepped to
it to close it. As he was to sleep
there, he did not want to find one of
the wandering Indian dogs ensconced
in the straw when he turned in. Some
slight sound caught his ear, and he
looked round the dusky shed, with a
feeling of uneasiness. Somehow the
dark, evil face of Kaloota, which had
haunted his dreams, came before his
mind’s eye.

He could see nothing in the gloom
of the shed, and he struck a match
and held it up, looking about him
sharply.

The shed seemed vacant, but he
noticed that the straw where he had
slept was humped up, and with a
quick suspicion in his mind, he strode
towards it. ‘The match went out, and
he struck another, and stirred the
heap of straw with his boot.

'I‘Eere was a sharp exclamation from
under the stratw.

“1 thought so!” said Frank grimly.
“Turn out, you rascal, whoever you
are ! What are you skulking there
for?’

The straw was thrown aside, and a
dark, Indian face looked out in the
gloom. Frank started back towards
the open doorway as he recognised
Kaloota. He had not forgotten the
Indian’s knife

The Redskin eyed him evilly.

His knife had gone into the moun-
tain streamn at his encounter - with
I'rank on the trail; but he had
evidently obtained another weapon,
for Frank saw the haft peeping out
of his deerskin belt.

1le did not touch the weapon, how-
ever.

He stood silent in the straw, eyeing
the schoolboy framed against ihe last
glimmer of the sun in the doorway.

“So it’s you!” said Frank.

No answer, but the Indian’s black
eyes glittered.

“What are you doing here?”
demanded Frank, waiching the man
warily, quite prepared for an angry
rush.

 ““Kaloota come here sleep!” said
the Indian.

“Is that all?”

Kaloota nodded.

“Well, if that’s all, there's no harm
done,” said Frank. “But you're an
ugly customer, Kaloota, and I fancy
you mean mischief ; you're too handy
with your knife. I shall have to tell
Mr. Smith you are here.”

Kaloota started.

“No tell white chief!” he said.
“Kaloota come sleep—Kaloota far
away from Redskin lodges. No hurt
little paleface. But no tell big
chief I”

Frank looked at him distrustfully.
If the Indian had ecrept back to the
mine only for a night’s shelter, there
was no harm done; but it secmed to
Frank that he read more than that in
the glittering, revengeful eyes.
Before he could decide what ito
answer, however, the powerful voice
of Red Deer Smith was heard.

“Richards! You around, boy?”

“Here I am!” called back Frank.

“T guess you won't get any supper
if you don’t look lively!” Red Deer
Smith came striding up. ““ What's
the game hyer? Hallo! Kaloota,
by the jumping Jehoshaphat !” :

The mine manager strode into the
shed.

Kaloota laid his hand on his knife,
but he had no time to draw it. The
brawny hands of Red Deer Smith
closed on him, and he was fairly
whirled out of the shed into the open.
A powerful kick sent him stagger-
ing, and he took io his heels, and
vanished into the shadows.

“T guess that’s the way to deal
with that trash!” said Red Deecr
Smith, as the Indian disappeared.
“Did yeou find him here, Richards?”

“Yes; he said he had come for a
night’s shelter,” said Frank. “If
that was all he wanted, it secmns
rather hard—-"

Red Deer Smith burst
laugh.

“I guess that Injun is pizen,” he
answered. ‘“He could get a night’s
shelter down in the valley along with
his own folk, if he liked. I reckon
he was hyer nosing round for some-
thing to steal—another nugget, I
guess. He was fooling you, 1 calcu-
late. Now come in to supper.”

And Frank, dismissing the Redskin
from his mind, followed the mine
‘manager in to supper.

into a

The 4th Chapter.
The Peril of ihe Night!

Frank Richards made a good
supper with the mine manager, and
the.n sat in the veranda with him,
while Red Decer Smith smoked his
cheroot.  Glittering stars spangled
in the dark blue heavens, and in the
soft starlight the mountain ridges
and summits loomed up ghostly in
the distance. From the store came
the sound of a tuneless chorus roared
by the miners, making merry after
their day’s labour. Then, at the
door of the cook-house, the black
cook set a phonograph going, and the
canyon echoed to the refrains of the
Iﬁs;;fia’.ruee River ” and “The Maple

In the manager’s house the Chinese
chore-boy cleaned up for the night.
and disappeared to one of the bunk-
houses. ~ Mr. Smith smoked his
cheroot, and yawned, and
another, and read a week-old paper
by lamplight, while Frank found en-
tertainment enough in watching the
mine camp, and listening to the
Fhonograph, and looking at the star-
ight on the hills. When Mr. Smith
had finished his paper he proposed a
game of draughts, whether to amuse
himself or to entertain his visitor
Frank did riot know. However, they
played draughts until nine o’clock,
when Red Deer Smith rose and
stretched himself, with a portentious
yawn.

“I guess this hyer is the time when
I turn into my little bunk,” he re-
gzalrlfed. “You’d better do the same,

ub.”

“ Right-ho !” said Frank.

“I guess I'd offer you a bunk if
there was a spare one in the house,”
said the manager; ‘“but this hyer
shebang was fitted up for one.”

“It's all right in  the shed,”
answered Frank. “T'm jolly glad not
:o be sleeping in a thicket by the
rail.”

“Good enough! Breakfast at six,”
said Mr. Smith. ‘“And if you want
that ten dollars, remind me at break-
fast. I sha'n’t see you afterwards.”

Frank Richards smiled slightly.
This was a broad hint that his host
expected him to make himself scarce
after breakfast the following morn-
ing. Mr. Smith’s hospitality was
based upon the service Frank had
rendered him, and he regarded a
dav’s feed and a night’s lodging as
sufficient recompense. But Frank was
quite prepared to take the. trail at
dawn. He did not want to linger at

. Red Deer, ahere there was nothing

smoked

for him to do but to watch others at
work.

“T sha’n’t want the ten dollars, Mr.
Smith,” he answered. * Good-night !”

*“ Good-night, bub!”

Frank descended from the veranda.
As he went he heard the mine-
manager dragging his blankets out
into the veranda, evidently with the
intention of sleeping there in the
open. ﬁ}ge night was very warm,
and it ¥ much pleasanter in the
veranda than in the stuffy wooden
house. It occurred to Frank that as
Mr. Smith was /sleeping in the
veranda the bunk would be empty,
and the manager might have offered
it to him. But apparently Red Deer
Smith’s hospitality had its liits.
Frank rather preferred the shed, how-
ever, with the bed of straw and the
starlight glimmering in upon him.

It was useless to think of sleep yet
awhile, and, in any case, Frank was
feeling too disquieted to sleep. He
could not help picturing the slinking
figure of the Indian, creeping in the
shadows of the manager’s house, his
evil eyes glinting, his knife at hand,
and Red Deer Smith at his mercy if
he dared to take his revenge.

Frank opened the shed door, and
looked out into the night.

It was mnearly eleven o’clock now,
and all was still and silent, save for
a snarl occasionally from the dogs
worrying over the bones thrown away
outside the cookhouse The scene
was so peaceful that Frank’s dis-
turbed nerves were soon calmed. But
he continued to look from the door-
way, thinking of many things in the
silence of the night.

He started suddenly.

From where he stcod he could see
the wooden posts, painted green, and
the steps of the veranda of the
manager's house. The starlight that
glimmered there was broken by a
black passing shadow.

Frank rubbed his eyes, and looked
again.

A dark figure was creeping up the
veranda steps, not a dozen paces
from him.

His heart beat fast.

He could not recognise the man,
but he had no doubt as to his identity.
Kaloota had returned—for revenge.
As the figure moved, Frank caught a
ghimmer ofieold steel in the starlight.
The Indian’s‘knife was in his hand.

“Good heavens!” muttered Frank.

Without even stopping to catch up
his stick, he ran at top-speed towards
the veranda steps. ;

He reached them almost in the
twinkling of an eye.

The dark figure had disappeared
into the veranda above. And from
above came the sound of a deep, un-
musical snore, showing that Red Deer
Smjth, rolled in his blankets, was
sle®ping soundly.

Like a flash Frank Richards dashed
up the veranda steps.

He heard a hissing breath in the
gloom.

The dark figure had reached the
sleeping manager, and Red Deer
Smith’s eyes, closed in deep sleep, saw
nothing of the danger. = But the
Indian turned his head at Frank’s
footsteps, and that pause alone saved
the life of the sleeping man

Kaloota's black eyes dilated and
glittered at the sight of Frank
Richards. The schoolboy of Cedar

Creek rushed straight at him, heed-
less of the knife.

Before the startled Redskin could
act, Frank was upon him, and grasp-
ing him.

The Redskin closed with him
savagely like a wildeat, and Frank
felt the knife graze along his check.
An instinctive movement saved him
from the slash. The next second he
had hold of the ruffian’s wrist, and
was holding off the knife. They
trampled heavily as they struggled,
and Red Deer Smith, suddenly
awakened, leaped to his feet with an
oath.

“By hokey !”

“ Help!” panted Frank Richards,

In the grasp of the Indian he went
down, and Kaloota’s knee was planted
on his chest.The Redskin dragged his
right hand free, and the knife flashed
in the starlight as it swept aloft. And
Frank Richards, with a shudder of
horror. closed his eyes as the savage
blow descended.

The 5th Chapter.
An Offer Declined!

Frank Richards’ life hung on a
thread.

But the keen steel that circled
above him, and came sweeping down
in a savage, murderous blow, never
reached him.

Red Deer Smith’s fist, clenched and
like a lump of iron, crashed on the
side of Kaloota’s head even as he
struck, and the Indian, half-stunned
by the blow, reeled aside.

The knife came down, but it drove
into the wooden planks of the
veranda. two or three inches from

Frank’s shoulder. It stuck' there,
quivering, and the Indian lost . his
grasp on it as he rolled over.

He had no chance to rise again.

Red Deer Smith’s grasp was upon
him, and in the powerful hands of
the mine-manager, Kaloota was help-
ess.

Red Deer Smith held him, shaking
him like a rat, the Redskin struggling
feebly, and in vain.

“That you, Richards?” panted the
manager.

IFrank sat up'dazedly.

His escape from death had been so
fearfully narrow that it had left him
shaken and white.

“Yes,” he stammered;
got him?”

“1 guess I've got the skunk. Are
you hurt?”

“N-no, }—I think not.
scratcn I gasped Frank.

“That’s good!”

Two or three of the miners were
coming out of the bunk-houses now,
and the manager shouted to them.
Kaloota, still resisting feebly, was
handed over to them, Red Deer
Smith going with them to see that
the Indian was safely “roped ” up till
the morning. What was to happen
to him then Frank Richards did fhot
know, but he had no doubt that it
was {o be something drastic.

Frank sat in the veranda to wait
for Mr. Smith’s return. He was feel-
ing almost sick with the horror of
what he had been through. It was'a
quarter of an hour before Mr. Smith
returned. ;

“1 guess that scallywag is safe till
morning,”” he remarked grimly. *If
he gets out of the rope I've put round
hint he will be a wonder. Sure you're
not hurt, Richards?”

“Only this scratch on my cheek,”
said Frank. *“The knife went pretty
close.”

“You've been plucky. 'Tain’t every

,galoot that would have tackled an
Injun with a knife, with his bare
hands,” said Mr. Smith. *‘I reckon it
was lucky for me I gave you a night’s
lodging, Richards. I s’pose you woke
up and saw the durned scallywag
nosing around?”’

“1 wasn’t asleep,” said Frank.
“T’'d been thinking of him, too. I
thought he’d come back for mis-
chief.”

“T reckon T'll take all the mischi¢f
outer him to-morrow,” said Red
Deer Smith grimly. “Now you get
back to bed, Richards. But I guess
I want to talk to you in the morning.
Breakfast at six, remember !”

“Right-ho, Mr. Smith!”

Frank Richards: did not find it
easy to sleep. It was a couple of
hours before he was able to keep his
eyes closed. But he slept at last, and
did not waken again until the raucous
notes of ‘a ““buzzer ’ rang through
the canyon, ecalling the Red Deer
community to a new day and its
labour. REER B I

Frank came out of the shed and
took a dip in the creek, and turned
up at the manager’s house in time
for breakfast at six. He found Red
Deer Smith already at' breakfast
when he came in.

“Pile in!” said
laconically.

Frank Richards piled in with' a
good appetite. Red Deer Smith' did
not. speak again till breakfast was
over. Then he rose and lighted his
pipe, and fixed his eyes on the school-
boy of Cedar Creek.

“You sayved my life last night!” he
said abruptly.

“T suppose I did,” assented Frank.

“TIt was plucky.” said Red Deer
Smith. “You had a narrow shave,
a closer call I never want to see.’.

“1 know.” :

“You came here looking for a
job,” continued the mine-manager.
“T told you straight there wasn’t a
job going for a kid like you.”

“That’s so!” i

“But I reckon this alters the case,”
said Red Deer Smith. “I'm going to
give you a job.”

Frank Richards brightened.

“I’'d be glad of it,” 'he said.
“What can I do?”

“Nothing, I reckon. I'm going to
make a job for you, and put you on
the pay-roll,” “said Mr. - Smith.
“Savvy? [ dare say you'll make
yourself useful one way or another in
the long run. Catch on?”

TFrank rose to his feet. 4

“Thanks!” he said. “That's not
the job I want. 1’m not out locking
for the bread of idleness, Mr." Smith.
Thank you for a night’s lodging, and
good-bye !”’

And Frank tramped away in tho
fresh morning sunshine, with his back
to Red Deer, and the world before
him once more.

THE END.
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A STORY OF THE RICHEST SCHOOLBOY IN THE WORLD!

A Terrible Torture!
Don Darrel, a lad of fifteen, in-
herited the stupendous sum of fifty
millions from a stranger whose life he

saved out on his ranch in Mexico.
He came to England to school, with
his dog, Snap, and his half-caste
servant, Chuta. He, with his three
special chums—Frank. Philips, South,
and - Losely—are the leaders of the
junior portion of Eaglehurst School.
.There is a gang of crooks who are
out “to get” Don. The Boy with
T'ifty Millions bought a motor-launch,
and while out picnicing with his
chums they met a General Pepper.

The general invited them to stay
with him for the night. There was a
perpetual state of ‘‘war” between
the gencral and his mneighbour,
Admiral Biffen, over a large oak in
the latter’s garden. At dead of night
the boys and General Pepper invaded
the admiral’s garden and cut the tree
down. They were interrupted by the
arrival of the gang of crooks, who
forced them at the revolver’s point
into - the gencral’s housc. Admiral
Biffen’s daughter, FElsie, had, how-
ever, seen the progress of events, and
determined to reach the police by
means of Dyon‘s mgtor-lm;uch.

Meanwhile, very sinister huppeﬁings
were tal:m% place in the house.
(General Pepper had been suddenly

hefore he could raise a single cry, he
had been gagged. Then, whilst the
rest of the scoundrels kept their

other prisoners at bay with their
weapons, the old soldier was bound in

> M
2

a chair standing hefore the table.
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Inez Alvarez stood before him, and
her dark eyes glittered menacingly
1though the holes in her mask into
his,

“General,” she said. in her low,
musical tones, ‘“you will realise that
you are entirely at our mercy; but
our one wish is to relieve you of the
collection of precious stones you have
rather unwisely hoarded here. -If you
will be sensible, and tell us in what
part of the house they are concealed,
no harm whatsoever will befall you.
On the other hand, a refusal on your
part to fall in with our wishes will
be punished by death in a very un-
pleasant form! What is your deci-
sion? Nod your head if you agree to
disclose  the whereabouts of the
jewels.”

General Pepper was not easily in-
timidated, and, far from nodding his
head, he vigorously shook it, and
glared his defiance.

The woman shrugged her shoulders.

“So be it!” she said. *You are
bringing upon yourself what is going
to happen!”

She made a quick sign to one of her
confederates, who stood upon the
table a small leathern attache case,
which none of the captives had
previously noticed.

Simultaneously, one of the other
masked men forced up one of the
veteran’s hands, after partially freeing
it, and knotted one end of a'length of
cord about the wrist.

He then tugged upon it until the
old soldier’s hand and arm rested upon
the table, and to ensure that they re-
mained thus, he firmly secured his end
of the cord to one of the opposite

egs.

Chuta, the boys, and the admiral
watched in puzzlement, as the masked
intruder who had charge of the
attache-case carefully measured with a
pocket-rule from the old soldier’s
clenched fingers to a point he marked
with a drawing-pin at the table’s
farther side.

He swiftly jerked the marking-pin
from the mahogany, and in ita place

when he won!)
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drove in a screw. Moving
the attache-case near the
latter he slipped over it a
loop of a leash-like_ strip of
hide, which protruded from
under the lid of the case.

The vigilance of the
members of the gang who
were covering the group of
prisoners by the wall in-
creased, and, with a ges-
ture that was intentionally
dramatic, the man by the
table opened the attache-
case, and whipped it away,
leaving a squirming brown-
and-yellow-speckled object
on the table.

Involuntarily
horror broke from the
white-faced boys and the
admiral, whilst, although
he remained silent, the
sombre eyes of Chuta
widened with dismay.

For, held captive by the
strip of hide, which was
secured to its tail, was a
small, vicious - looking
snake, and it was twisting
and writhing to break free,
and, in doing so, lashing
itself into a state of fury.

The general gave a
startled jump, and vecoiled
as far as he was able in
his chair. But, he was un-
able to remove his arm and
hand from the table, and
his eyes were dilating in
horror; for, when the snake
stretched itself at full
length, its diamond-shaped
head was within an inch of
the old man’s clenched
fingers.

“An Indian swamp
adder—one of the most
deadly veptiles of its kind,
general !”  TInez Alvarez
said mockingly

And as another of her
men came forward, un-
screwing the stopper of a
flask he held, both Don
Darrel and Chuta knew
what was to come.

Well might the woman
lead a band of criminals.
She was as cruel and un-

gasps of
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scrupulous as she was beautiful.
Only a brain absolutely fiendish could
have devised such a means to enforce
the general to disclose his secret.
Don Darrel had been laid upon a
couch, and he watched the grim scene

by the table with horrified and
fascinated eyes. Inez Alvarez and her
gang were about to submit their

victim to a somewhat changed form
of what the American Indians had
known when years ago they had been
waging their endless war against the
white men, as the “snake torture.”

“You will notice, general,” the
woman drawled, “that the strip of
hide is just too short to allow of onr
pet reaching your hand with its poison
fangs. In the flask my comrade here
is holding is water. Do you know
what happens to hide when sprinkled
with water? It stretches, general—
becomes slack. Are you still foolish
enough to refuse to lell us what we
want to know?”

The old man’s eyes almost bolted
from his head, and his face now was
as white as the proverbial sheet.

In the ordinary way he was mno
coward. A glance at his record when
he had actively served his country was
ample proof of that, but death in the
form that threatened—swift, almost
instant, death that came without his
being able to stir an inch to save him-
self, appalled him.

He shuddered, his gaze fixed in a
semi-hypnolised stare on the repulsive
reptile that writhed and twisted, and

hand, and, to his fevered imagination,
it seemed that its head was already
nearer his convulsively - clenched
fingers.

More water upon the hide, and the
woman_ flicked at the snake with her
handkerchief, goading it into vicious
rage, which it endeavoured to turn
upon the helpless man before it.

Don Darrel wrenched and strained
at his bonds. The Boy with Fifty
Millions would have risked all in an
attempt to snatch away the snake
and grind his heel upon its ugly head
could he have broken free. But his
captors had not bungled their work,
and the more he tore at the cords
about his wrists the tighter they
became.

Admiral Biffen was breathing hard
as-he was compelled to watch the
terrible mental torment of his neigh-
bour and one-time enemy, whilst
Grierson, Losely, Philips, and South
were quivering like  high-spirited
hounds kept in check by leashes. All
that was British in them was out-
raged by the cowardly and dastardly
thing they were witnessing, and only
the revolvers of the men who guarded
them kept them from leaping to the
old soldier’s aid.

Chuta could stand it no longer, and
suddenly he made a quick spring to-
wards the table, one of his red-brown
hands darting behind him to snatch
from his belt his tomahawk. But
instantly three of the crooks flung
themselves upon him, the weapon was
taken from him, and he was forced
back, with the muzzles of a brace of
automatics pressed menacingly to his
chest.

“Say, quit on it!” Don Darrel said
hoarsely. “I'll give you five—ten
thousand pounds to put that snake
back in the case!”

Inez Alvarez smiled a cruel, little
smile as she shook her head.

“We shall demand far more than
that from,you, Master Darrel,” she
sneered, ‘““if you, too, do not want'to
die!”

“You fiend!” Don breathed, his
handsome, boyish face curiously stern.
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beautiful queen of the desperadoes
hissed, pointing to the speckled agent
of destruction. **Do you not see that
in a few moments more the snake will
reach you? Are you more in love
with your jewels than your life?”

The general's face was ashen now,
and his eyes dazed with dread. His
ordeal, however, was almost over.

Suddenly his nerve gave way, and
he did a thing he had never before
been guilty of in his life. He pitched
sideways in his chair in a decad faint.

An exclamation of chagrin broke
from Inez Alvarez, and she signed
for the snake to be put back in the
attache-case.

A member of the gang took the
tongs from the fender, and, gripping
the reptile’s sinuous body between
them, dropped it back in the case,
and quickly jerked shut the lid and
fastened it.

He had hardly taken the loop of
the %ide from the screw driven into
the table than a startled gasp came
frora another of the villains who was
standing by the French windows,

“My heavens, what’s that?” he
cried, in mingled alarm and excite-
ment.

Instantly a tense silence fell upon
those who crowded the room. The
admiral, Chuta, and the boys, as well
as Inez Alvarcz and her followers,
gazed towards the garden, their ears
strained and a question in their eyes.

From the direction of the river
floated a steady beat of a motor, and
a thrill of hope shot through Don
Darrel, as he understood what it
meant.

Someone was in his launch, and had
started the engine. Did it mean
that someone had secn the raiders,
and was secking to rush away down-
stream and bring help?

“The launch! The launch we
saw moored to the river-bank!” Inez
Alvarez cried. “Quick! Six of you
stay here to guard our prisoners.
The others come with me. Someone
is trying to get away and give the
alarm. and bring the police down
upon us!”’

She  went the

runfning  through

A TERRIBLE ORDEAL !

“ Speak !’* hissed the girl. *‘ Speak—tell us where you have hidden
She broke off meaningly.
within half an inch of the general’s hand.

your jewels or——-"’

The snake was now-:

darted forward its hideous flat head in,

efforts to reach and strike at his hand.
It was awful—too terrible to contem-
plate, and already his nerves were
tried to breaking-point.

“Will you speak, general? Nod, if
vou will,” ‘Inez Alvarez said, her eyes
fixed mockingly upon his face.

The general made no movement.
The thought of losing his treasured
jewels steelod his natural dogged
bravery, and he glared at the head
of the gang defiantly. She shrugged
her shoulders in impatience, and hade
a motion, of her hand towards the
flask held by her accomplice.

He moved nearer the table, and
allowed a few drops of the water io
trickle upon the strip of hide. Beads
of perspiration broke out upon the
hrow of Gieneral Pepper, as the snake
darted yet again abt his imprisoned

“If I spend the whole of my
wealth, you shall be made to pay for
this night’s work!”

“ Silence, you little whelp!” one of
the men ordered. striking him a back-
handed blow in the face. ‘ Mind your
own business, and think of vourself!
You are in our power, and will need
to do so before we have done with
you!”

Again the scoundrel with the flask
allowed water (o drip upon the hide
ghat held the angry and venomous
veptile in check, and now there was
not the slightest doubt that the water
was having effect.

The strip of skin was slackening—
slackening so that the snake’s deadly
head was reaching within half an inch
of the old soldier’s knuckles.

“Speak, you stubborn fool!” the

I'rench windows, her nickel-plated re-
volver in her hand. Half a dozen of
her men raced after her, almost
tumbling over one another in their
haste.

Whilst those left behind closely
covered the admiral, the boys, and
Chuia  with  their weapons, Inez
Alvarez and the confederates who
had accompanied her tore down the
sloping garden, and the woman fired
al the dim figure she glimpsed. in
Don Darrel’s launch as she neared the
water’s edge.

It belonged to Elsie, the admiral’s
daughter, as the reader has doubt-
less guessed.

The plucky girl had stolen out of
the house, and, gaining the launch,
started up the engine. She was just
in the act of casting off from
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its moorings when the beautiful
Spaniard and her masked followers
came racing down the garden towards
her.

Many girls would have fainted in
terror, but Elsie Biffen had in her
much of the stubborn pluck that had
won her father his one-time high
position in the Navy, and the
approach of the qnundrol: and their
unserupulous leader only made her
hasten in the unhitching of the last
rope holding the launch to the bank.

As she cast it free and sprang to |

the starting-lever, the launch leapt
away like a thing of life. A perfect
fusillade of revolver-bullets .whistled
over the girl’s head, but fortunately
none struck her, and in less time than
it talkes to write, the launch was
many yards away down-stream, and
rapidly tearing out of range.

For a short distance the woman
and her six followers ran along the
bank, firing after the fast-disappear-
ing motor-craft.

A bullet ripped through the sleeve
of .the coat Elsie had flung on over
her dress, and another passed so near
1o one of her delicate ears that she
felt it singe her flesh.

But she clung tenaciously to the
driving-wheel, and in another couple
of seconds had swe pt round a bend in
the river-bank and was out of sight.

Tnez Alvarez pulled up, her beauti-
ful face working with rage.

‘“Back to the house!” she ordered
sharply. * We-dare not stay to force
the ‘general to speuk when he re-

covers, and must content ourselves
with what we can get out of Don
Darrel.”

“Buat what will you do with him #”
one of her companions asked, as they
hurriedly retraced their steps.

“Offer him the choice of two alter-

natives—the payment of a million
pounds sterling, ~ or death!” ihe
woman answered, with a readiness

that, showed she had already been
making plans with regard to the

schoolboy ~ multi-millionaire.  “ He
will pay right enough.”

“ And our vengeance upon him for
hounding us fmm our retreal at the
schoolhouse 77 ~ another man asked.
“Yowll.abandon that when we get
the money 7"

The woman .laughed softly, and
shook her head,
“Why, no, amigo mio!” she re-

turned. * After we have his million
he shall die just the same. When
you know me better you will realise
that I do not forglvg easily. But
hasten! We must get the boy away
and be far from here without delay,
or we may find the district sur-
rounded by police.”

They re-entered the room, and
Inez Alvarez curtly told her other
followers to be ready to leave.

“You, Burke, and you, Jem, take
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the boy out to the cars,” she
ordered.

And, whilst the others kept their
weapons pointing at the admiral and
the other lads and Chuta, who were
still standing over against the wall,
the two men addressed went to Don
Darrel, picked him up between them,
(alnd moved ‘towards the French win-

ows.

As Chuta realised that they were
about to carry off his young master,
all veason left him, and his black eyes
blazed with rage.

For a moment he stood swaying,
his hands clenched and his head
thrust forward. Then he made a
desperate spring towards Don Darrel.

Two shots rang out, the second fol-
lowing so quickly upon the first that
they might easily have been mistaken
for one.

Chuta halted dead in his leap, flung
up his arms, and fell prone upon his
face, where he lay still and inert, and
from the admiral there came a cry of
mingled horror and indignation.

“You murderers! You
killed him !” he cried.

And to Don Darrel, who had seen
what had happened, as he had been
carried into the garden, it was as if
an icy hand had clutched at his
hearr.

Was the admiral right? Had he

have

lost in that tense, brief moment his
best and truest friend ? .

The Qang’s Escape!

Don Darrel was hurried down the
sloping garden by the two men who
carried him, and Inez Alvarez, the
beautiful - but totally unscrupulous
woman who led the gang, followed.

Another of the masked desperadoes
snatched up the attache-case, contain-
ing the deadly snake that had been
used in the futile attempt to force
General Pepper to disclose the wheére-
about of his jewels, then one by one
the remainder backed through the
*French windows.

Once outside, the majority swung

round, and hurried after Don’s
bearers and the woman.
There was no time to waste.

Once Elsie Biffen reached some town
or village on the riverside, and told
her story, the telephone ‘and tele-
graph wires. would hum with the
news of the outrages they had com-
mitted, and bodies of police wonld
rush to the spot from all directions.

Unless they were quick, they thus
might find a cordon flung about them,
and discover that escape was cut off
in each and every direction.

Back in the room where such grim
scenes had occurred, all was con-
fusion.

As soon as the last of thé masked
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men had retreated through ‘the
windows, the:admiral/ had rushed to
another room in which there was a

telephone.
At one time, before their heated
and lengthy quarrel over the

admiral’s pet tree, he and the general
had been constant companions and
friends, and '}] miral Biffen knew the
interior of the old soldier’s house
almost as well as he knew his own.

But, as he snatched up the re-
ceiver, clapped it to his ear, and
waited, fuming with impatience, the
admiral discovered, as had " his
daughter, that no answer came from
the Exchange, and after desperately
trying to attract attention, he" was
forced to come to the same conclusion
as Elsie, that the wires had been
severed by the raiders. \

As he stood by the instrument,
vainly trying to communicate wr(h
the HExchange, and thence with the
police, Admiral Biffen heard three
shots ring out from the garden, and
guessed that some of the boys had
plucklly followed the escaping crooks.

In this he was right, and he was
relieved to find all four lads back in
the room and unharmed when he re-
turned to it.

“What happened?
firing?” he asked, suppressing a
shiver, for it will be remembered
that he was clad only in a suit of
pyjamas, and he was growing so cold
that hig teeth were beginning to
chatter.

“We went to the windows to see
which way the villain went, sir,”
South replied. “They shot at us as
soon as we showed ourselves, and
we had to come back. As it was. it
was only by luck that we weren’t hit.
The bullets came whistling right
amongst us!”

“The dogs! The murderous vil-
lains!I”  Admiral Biffen = snorted.
“ And this poor fellow, is he dead?”

He indicated Chuta, who still lay
prone and motionless on the floor.

What' was the

“1 think he is. sir,” South -
answered, with a shiver, and there
was a Jump in his throat “No.

My hat. he isn’t!" he cried
“See, he is moving !”

though.
next 1nstant.

(Another long instalment of this
gripping tale in next Monday's Boys’
FRIEND. )

are our easy terms, which place within

§/- monthly. Gents’' Shoes, same g
price 30/-; Tan, 35/-.

the English-made Boots and Shoes, Gents’ Derby
shape boots, strong sole, well stntched and Solid
Leather throughout, pnce 27/6, or 5/- Deposlt and

Same terms.

your reach

quality,

(New Style)

IEE5E5ENCLARNICONSEEESEN
ORANGES AND LEMONS

8

Send 5/- with size now, and say which
pair we shall send you. Price List Free.

*“Which will you have—CREAM or LILY CARAMELS 2"

* “Either so long as they are—

] ¥
CLARNICO CARAMELS.” ¢
L]
MASTERS LTD., 8, HOPE STORES RYE (‘,_;‘*2 Cream 9d., Lily 10d,,
= 1869 Chocolate Lily 103d.
er z-
POWERFUL STEREOSCOFE (nd Picture g per 1-1b lb
FHolder), size 2} ins. long, made of Black Meta as ROYAI AIR FOR‘
Powerful Lensi and is sent complete with 100 Pice 0ose °lr 1[;‘ %)o i lb-.
ts“::l"ad‘ -y mfbi::fgm ok BOYS WANTED between 15 and 16} years of age, Must or x€8,
ctually been lhowu at, Various be medically fit and of good education. Boys receive
;lct.ure Palaces. Place Picture thorough instructions in selected trade, and are paid, fed,
in Holder, Focus housed, and clothed during training. v
to Suif Blght [ ig Write or call for descriptive hookh‘.‘i. cte., to—R.A.F,
and Hold to the ] Recruiting Depots: 4, Henriotta Street, Covent Garden, »
Light, the Re. / W.C. 2; 298, Bath Strect, Glasgow; 11, 8t. Anno Street,
sult will As. Liverpool; "Crown Buildings, James Watt Street, Birming-
;lo:hl,:hfz?xdgel. ham; or 15, Old Town Street, Plymouth.
the 100 Pic-
are {4 y
bAttont “BE MAKE THIS!
and the Sub. Set 'of parts for making Electric
Jeots 'Idehy Shocking Coil 1/9 Post Free.
Samosie ENE SMALL POWER Co. S8 4.7,
\ Guecns Rond. ASTON,
Tllustrated Gamalogues 6d. -
}IS'FE"‘I]% Value! Novel, Interesting & Amusing to u n
ost Free. Big Value ove ere:
All Satistactionor Money Back Pmc‘asbaloguel\oval 1/6 CRICKET BATS %}.‘: 10/6
ties. Pain’s Presents House, Dpt. 45, Hastings. Best Willow Mlade, Splendid Driver. “SLOGGER,”
Cane anlq Il{:ubber Handle, 13/8. (.%brect. ht; .e{ery
detail REE to every purchaser a 200-page book on
NERVOUSN ESS l!thegreatestdmwbawll;lnll(eto Cricket and other games. Stumps, 8/8 (¢3in.), 7/3 per
nervous, timid, low~smrlte; nylg:?:n ‘;lel‘l‘tgémn?il:ienceyo‘tv?ﬂ? he" ot ,Slx bails incladed. B(JompotBallS« ]'d"f"’laf,-é’fﬂ
power, or feel awkward in the presence of others, ‘send 3 LIST sﬁoril;v;?:(u}:ﬁi%ii lf‘:lg(; :af,qﬂeﬁn ngrmgs 9d.
penny stamps {,or %nlculg;dof the Melxé,%-g%ge streliglt,oh’g,g- TOM CARPENTER 69, Morekambe Street,
ing Treatmen uaranp cure. — 3 eet,
SMITH, Ltd, 485, Imperial Bldgs., Ludgate Cirous, E.C.4. - s Walworth Road. $.E11.

ELECTRIC LIGHT!

Battery, Wire, Switch, Reflector, Lamp.
Instructions, Az( ., 5/- and 9/- I’ost Paid,

Harborne Power 38 A.P.
Queen’s Rd., An.\m Birmingham. (Illust Cat. 6d.)

CUT THIS OUT

s Boys’ Friend.” PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

nd this coupon with P.O. for only 5/- dlrect to the Fleet
s:P"en Co., 119, Fleet St., Lon don, E.C.4. In return
you will receive (post free) a splendid British Made 14-ct.
Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6. If you save
12 further coupons, each will count as 2d. off the price; so
you may send 13 coupons and only 3/-. (Pocket Clip, 4d.
extra.) Ask for fine, medium, or broad_nib. This great
offer is made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to the
Boys’ FRIEND readers. Satisfaction guaranteed.

Self-Filling, or Safety Models, 2/- extra.

“Curly Hair!”—“It's wonderful,” writes E. M, Hundreds
testimonials. Ross’*“ Waveit” curlsstraightesthair. 1/3,2/5.
—ROS8 (Dept. B.F.), 173, New North Road, London, N. 1.

FACTORY TO RIDER

Packed Free, Carriage Paid. Fifteen Days Tyal
)} LOW CASH PRICES or 12 MONTHS® CREDIT.

Prompt dehvery Buy direct from Fact:
iSave Dealers’ Profits. Shop Soiled and Second.
hand Cycles CHEAP. Tyres and Accessories
at popular Prices. Write for Monster Size
0e List and Speciar Offer of Sample bicycle.

f ME A CYCLE COMPANY, ipc.

Dpt.B.635,BIRMINGHAM.

PHOTO POSTCARDS OF YOURSELF, 1/3 d

12 by 10 ENLARGEMENTS, 8d. ALSO CHEAP PEOTO
MATERIAL. ZCATALOGUE_ AND SAMPLES FBEE.—
HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

CLARKE, NICKOLLS & COOMBS, LTD., Victoria Park. London.

I‘ULL-SIZED MEN.—These are the men who win suc-

you are under full size, increase; your
hexght. by the Gn‘van Scientific Treatment. This treatment
has even increased the height of soldiers after years of
Army drill. Students report from 2 to 5 inches increase.
Send a postcard for 1!‘u.u,mculm-s and our £100 guarantee to
Enquiry Dept. A.M.P,, 17, Stroud Green Rd., London, N.4.

TOBACCO HABIT POSITIVELY CURED IN THREE
DAYS.—Famous Specialist’s prescription, 1/6.—H. HUGHES
(Box B.P.), HULME, MANCHESTER. g

* Curly Hair!” * Mine curled at once,” \vrl 3t
Summers’ *“ Curlit ” curls straightest hair. 1/
SUMMERS (Dept. B¢F.), Upper Bussell Street. Brlzhton.

)rluted a.nd publlshed every Monday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press, Limited, The Floetway Emue, Farringdon Street, London, E.O. 4. Advertisement Offices: The Flestway House, Farrlngdou Street,
ed for Tr ion Canadian Magazine Post. Subscription Rates: Inland, 11s. per annum; 5s. for six months. Abroa 8s. 10d. per annum; 4s. 5d. for six months. Sole Agents for South Africa: '[‘he

n,
&a‘ntral Ne\n
Agency. Ltd. Sole Agents for Australia and New Zealand: Messrs. Gordon & Gotch, Ltd.; and for Canada, The Imperxal News Co., Ltd. ud.lut'dd , May 14th, 1921,



