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Famous Mawrice Everard, in this 1ssue,
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| ' Joe Blackman glanced from Kerrigan’s handsome face to the outstretched hand before him. ‘ What’s that for ? *
& he asked, deliberately folding his great arms. (An incident from the magnificent boxing story included in

= R



AH Lk

56

i L .I ¥ t
. \ = "
£ \ " i s
b , iy -
& f r ’ _I' . .
r A i & - i
5 i J
1 : vz | h W \ i
- L
Wk \ ;7 (/
- '} .-'..
. . i 3
— _-1'.,"'..'__':.‘11"-. / ] 7 ] :
Rl T g
I + oy
= s i y A, -u!--_.:_-:-r
[ - — ¥ ;
. 1 s | I e IR T ) e A
e "‘“T#: "‘1;"" - S -'—1 -"--“'.'.'..:”1"..." . --u__""':ﬂ-a-'.l:i:. ¥
m s -.'-'1*- il 5 T = . ey _-'-L_._'.',"-..
-
s

- 1. e
= =l B

[

The 1st Chapter.

~ The Camp by the Sea!
“Thalassal” exclaimed Arthur Edward

Lovell, beth pathetically and dramatically.

“The giddy sea!” said Jimmy Silver,

less poetically.

Five dusty and rather tired schoolboys

came round ‘a bend in the chalky lane,
and the wide blue sea burst upon their

View.

Jimmy Silver & Co. had  been

tramping for a good many hours in chalky

dust and blazing sunshine.

'he sudden

sight of the sea had much the same eif?ct
upon them as upon the retreating ’1&;1
Thousand of ancient days, heunce Lovell's
classical ejaculation.

“Looks jolly decent, doesn’t it?” said

Lovell. “Just what we want—a piunge, to

lear off this thumpin’® dust!

Now 1

know ‘what those giddy old Greeks felt
like when they saw the sea after heofing
it across Asia Minor!”

“Kim on!” said Baby and Newcome to-

gether to the pony.

that fine view of the sea.
did
quarters.

Trotsky, the pony, stopped.. |

Perhaps he was stoppiung to contemplate
Or perhaps: he
nott care for the sea at closer

Trotsky had a way of stopping when

he was specially desired to put his best
foot foremost.

“Move on, you hrute!” hisgsed Raby.
“Kim on, Trovsky!” )

“Oh, push him alonzi” said Lovell.
Putty Grace lifted a crickeb-stump out

of the little baggage-cart.

He did not use the st.unip_-—that.' was

N0t necessary.

'rotsky was a most intelligent animal,
and the sight of the stump was generally
enough for him. As soon as it was pro-
duced, Trotsky would buck up to save
unpleasantness. _
Trotsky moved on slowly, and the
baggage-cart rumbled atter him on 118
two wheels. In a few more minutes the
Rookwood treading on
shingle.
- Tramp, tramp, tramp!

The sea-breeze blew in the heated faces

tramps were

of the Rookwood holiday-tramps, cooling

and invigerating.

Jimmy Silver looked up and down the

shingly beach.

*said Putty Grace.

“l wonder wliere we are exactly?” he

2

remarked. “Accordiug to the map—" |
“Somewhere in Kent, anyhow,” said
Lovelil.

“Must be' somewhere near Hythe, 1
think,” said Jimmy. ' T e
“Not very near, as it’s not in sight,
“Anyhow, we can

‘camp here if we want to.”

“Yes, rather.” :

“Nobby place for a camp,” said Lovell,
his eyes glistening. *If we buck up,
there will be time for a bathe before
dark. Doesn’t seem to be anybody about,
and none of their dashed notice-boards.

if T ever become Prime Minister 1 shall

make a law against sticking up notice-

“boards where fellows want to camp.”
. -Arthur Edward Lovell spoke with feel-

passers would

[
i

ing. The chums of Rookwood had been
on their holiday-tramp for a week now,
and the number of notice-boards they
had discovered was enormous. Quite a
large proportion of their fellow-citizens
seemed bent on impressing on the general
public the unpleasant fact that tres-
ye prosecuted.

On :this blazing August day the Co.
had been looking for a camp for hours,
and they had observed a number of ex-
tremely suitable spots. Each suitable
spot, however, was barred to stray

campers.

bhegun to feel very like the retreating

So the Rookwood juniors had really

Teén Thousand, who had nowhere to rest
their weary heads. ,

“Keep ™ smiling!” said Jimmy Silver
cheerily. “ Everything comes to him who
waits!”

“Must be a jolly life, then, to be a

-ﬁfaiter!” remarked Putty Grace thought-

Fully.
joke,

Putty was never too tired for a
zood or bad. But the Fistical
Four did not always appreciate Butty’s

humour. 1t fell upon deaf ears now.
Lovell was = already  unharnessing
1rotsky. Jimmy Silver turned the tent

The sun was
much

out of the baggage-cart.
sinking low, and there was not
licht left for camping.

“Simply a nobby place for a camp!”
Lovell declared again. “By the way,

though. Trotsky can’t eat shingle, I sup-

N

S

pose.
for him.” i :
“&Give him some oats for to-night,”
sald Jimmy Bilver. “There’s some in the
cary.” i
“Good!”

FPublished
Every Monday

Putty.

| Nervous you can  sit up

There ought to. be some grass
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“Isn’t this a bit close to the sea for
camping?” asked Putty.

Lovell grinned.

“Do you think the sea-serpent will
come out in the night?” he asked.

“"Or the merry old shark?” chuckled
Raby.

“Nunno! Bute—-"

“Lend a hand with this gear, . old chap,
and never mind “ butting.’”

“But " said Putty dubiously.

“Lend a hand, ass!” said Lovell
warmly. “Have I got to handle this
stuff on my own, while you butt like a
billy-goat ?”

-4 But—_l‘!‘

“There you go again!*

“ But,” roared Putty, “what about high-
water mark?”

“Which 27

“Hadn’t we better be careful to camp
above high-water mark?” demanded
“We don’t want a sea-bathe in
the middle of the night, I supposel”

“Is the sea out now?” said Lovell,
looking round at the streteches of sand
beyond the shingle. “Yes, I suppose so.
“Well, there's high-water mark. Can’t
you see: that ridge where the water's
banked up the shingle at last high tide?”

“That : looks like it!” agreed New-
come.

Putty still looked dubious. But Putty
had a way of looking dubious when
Arthur Edward Lovell made his positive
statements. Lovell, perhaps, erred a
little on the side of positiveness.

“Is that high-water mark?”

Putty.
“Haven't 1

asked

“Is 16?” snorted Lovell.
told you it ig?”

CAUGHT BY THE TIDE!

“Yes; but do you know?” asked Putty. ;1 Putty of the Fourth.

Another snort from Lovell. He was
tired, he was dusty, he was hungry-—-
three powerful reasons against indulging
in frivolous argument.

“If you'd got any sense,” said Lovell,
“you'd see that that shingle-ridge is high-
water mark; and we're yards and yards
on the safe side of it. But if you feel
to-night and
watch for the tide. I’ll swallow all that
comes past the ridge!”

“What bothers me is that I micht ha%i
b

to swallow it, if it mopped down on
in the middle of the night. I think—-"

“Draw it mild!” said Lovell. “You
don’t, and you can’t. All you can do is
to make rotten puns. Give your chin a
rest, old man, and let’s get this tent up
before it’s dark. There won’t be any
tide up here, but there will be plenty of
spray—when the water comes in as far
as the ridge.”

Putty still seemed unconvinced. Buf
he ceased to argue, and lent a hand with
the camping arrangements. And when
the camp was completed, and Trotsky
safely pegged so that he could not
wander, the Rookwood juniors ran down
the shelving sands, and plunzed into the
curling waves that broke gently on the
beach, and thoroughly enjoyed the swim.
After which they returned to camp, so
hungry that even an advancing tide. or a
tidal-wave, would scarcely have driven
them away bhefore supper.

The 2nd Chapter.
Round the Camp-~Fire! _
The little two-wheeled baggage-cart,

.| which the kind-hearted Mr. Richards had

!

|
|

lent the Rookwooders for their holiday
travels, was a distinctly useful article.
It was small and it was licht—small
enough -to iollow bridle-paths and even
footpaths, light enocugh to be lifted by
& combined etfort over such an obstacle
as a stile. But its stowage capacity was
great, and its set of lockers held almost
everything imaginable. The Rookwooders
had all the “traps ” with them that they
needed for comfortable camping, and
plenty of other things—and a good supply
of provisions.

Jimmy Silver had the great gift of
forethought, which came in very useful
now.
to be seen on the shingle—but there was
a Taggot in the baggage-cart, as well as
some cut logs, which Jimmy had laid in
stock at the last village. So there was
no difficulty ahout a camp-iire—excepting
the difficulty caused by the ocean breeze,
which blew out Lovell's matches as fast
as he struck them.

Lovell was lighting the fire~~he was
quite an industrious youth, and he had
an Imward conviction that he was the
only fellow in the party who really could
do things. He always had doubts about
a fire that was lighted by anybody else.
Putty offered to lend him a hand, but
Lovell declined aid.

“You see, we want to get the fire
going !” 'he explained.

“You don’t seem to be getting it going,
old bean!” Putty remarked.

“I sha’n’t be any quicker if I'm inter-
rupted by silly asses!” retorted Lovell.

And he stifick more and more matches.
“Let’s sit rovnd and watch,” suggested

There was nothing like firewood

Price

Lovell was about to growl out an indig- |
naut refusal, but fortunately he thought

better of it.

“You might have done that -already!”

he grunted.

“Well, I offered to help, and you———
“For goodness’ sake, Putty, don't argue
and jaw, when I'm waiting for you to

hold up a ground-sheet.”

. Putty closed one eye at the other
campers, who grinned.
to argue with Arthur Edward, who was
the

getting a little excited. He held up
ground-sheet to keep off the wind, and

Lovell——on second thoughts—dashed some

of the paraflin from the ¢an over the

laggots and the crumpled newspaper

under them. To his great satisfaction,
the fire flared up at last.

“1It’s going!” said Lovell. “You needn’t
stand there, Putty, like a graven image,
ujit[l'i that ground-sheet! The fire’s all
right.

Which was Arthur Edward’s way of ex-
pressing his thanks . for assistance!
Putty obediently dropped the sheet, and
tlie sea-breeze biew hard right into the
fire. It flared up high, to Lovell’s areat
satisfaction; but the flame, after flaring,
suddenly went out. | '

“Well, my hat!” exclaimed Lovell, in
great exasperation.

“The fire hadn’t quite got a hold, you
know,” said Putty. “The wind’s pretty
strong.” |

“1f you hadn’t dropped the sheet just
then——" -

“You told me to!”

“0Of course, you must argue and jow!”
sald Lovell, with bitter sarcasm. “The
question is, do we want any supper, or
are we going to hang around iistening to
Putty Grace arguing and jJawing ?”

Whereupon Jimmy Silver & Co., being
too hungry to display further patience,
took a hand in the proceedings, and
lighted the camp-fire.  Arthur Edward
Lovell shrugged Tis shoulders, and
watched them with a satirical smile,
without the slightest expectation of see-
Ing the fire burn. To his surprise, it
burned quite nicely, and once it was fairly
going, the breeze only stirred it to greater
activity. |

The iron stewpot was slung over glow-
ing embers, from which sparks flew far
and wide over the shingle. It was quite

glanced round.
tent. was surrounded by water !

“This is worth
watching.”

Arthur Edward Lovell breathed hard,
and started on a second matehbox, There
was quite a fresh breeze off the sea, and

& heavy murmur from the waves as they

dashed and broke on the shingle. Every
time Lovell succeeded in getting a match
alight 1t was promptlv blown out. Jimmy
Silver and Raby and Newcome and Putty
sat down round Lovell and watched him—
which was rather exasperating to the
fire-lizhter. They were frightfully hungry,
and the camp-fire was badly wanted to
c¢ook the supper. Four gentle wvoices
urged on Lovell to renewed efforts.

“These rotten matches!” said Lovell,
breathing hard. *Rotten foreign matches.
you Know; they ought to ‘be kept out of
the country. The blessed heads fly off—
nearly got one in my eye! What are
you silly owls blinking at?”

*Let me——"" began Jimmy Silver.

“Do you think I don't know how to
lght a camp-fire?” asked Lovell.

“Well, I believe we’ve only 2ot a dozen
boxes of matches,” said Jimmy, “and we
shall want to light the fire again in the
morning. At that rate-—-"

TOh, dry upl”

Putty Grace rose from the shinzle and
went to the baggage-cart, and returned
with a can of parafiin.

“You don’t *need paraffin to light a
camp-fire,” said Lovell.

“I don’t,” agreed Putty: “but vou do,
old ¢hap.”

“Look here——" roared Lovell.

“Suppose I held up a ground-sheet to
wkeep the wind off?” suggested Putiy
gently,

What he saw in the starlight made him gasp.

. and

Jimmy Silver thrust his head and shoulders out at the opening and

1 h8
.

dark now, and the murmur of the sea
came through dusky gloom. One by one
the stars came out in a calm sky.

An appetising scent of cooking c¢om-
forted the hungry campers. But they
were too famished to wait for the stew,
and they started on hard-boiled eggs left
over from the last camp, and cold
toes, and huge slices of bread-and-butter,
And when the stew was done, they aid
that full justice, too. Tramping and the
keen sea air gave them an appetite which
Tubby Muffin himself would not have
disdained.

After an ample supper the logs were
piled on the fire, and the juniors
stretehed themselves on the shingle in
luxurious ease. strange lights and
shadows were e¢ast around the camp by
thie flickering flammes. 'Trotsky, having
negotiated his oats, lay on the shiugle
regarded the fire with his' usual
thoughtful expression—occasionally test-
iy his rope to make quite sure that it
secured him from wandering. The, bagz
gage-cart stood tilted forward with its
shafts  hali-buried in the shingle.
Through the gloom of the summnier night;
the deep murmur of the sea came
musically. Down by the sea it was a
little chilly in the wind, and the juniors
were glad of the glowing fire.

“This 1s something like!” yawned Jimmy
Silver. “I'm jolly sleepy! I say, this
Is a ripping way of spending a holiday !”

“Topping!” said Putty, echoing Jimmy’s
yawn. “Tip-top, in fact!”

“Lucky we’ve got the tent up already,”
murmured Raby. “I'm too jolly tired and
sleepy to put it up now, aiter supper.
What about turning in?”

Thres Halipence

L of silver.

But he forbore

simply nodding off.”

the beach, and camp
| But he let himself be influenced by the

pota- |

L rot.”’
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Putty rose to his feet, and looked away
towards the sea. Through the darkness
he caught the glimmer of starlight en
curling waters, touched into broken lines
He strolled out of the camp,
sleepy as he was, towards the sea.

“Hallo! Going fo have another bathe?”
bawled Lovell. “Mind you don’t fall in,
fathead !” T

Putty did not heed. He tramped
through the shingle, down to the soft sand
that was churning under the Jlapping
water. Lovell burst into a chuckle.

“Poor old Putty's afraid of the tide.”
he remarked. “We're miles above highe
water mark—yards, at least.”
~ “Not much difference!”
Newcome. |

“Oh, rats! Putty’s as nervous as a
giddy eold hen,” said Lovell. He looked
round Yo make sure that Putty of the
Fourth was not within hearing. “I'm
Jolly well going to give him a lesson. Ase
soon as he's asleep I'll mop someé water
over his chivvy, and he’ll think the tide’s
coming in over the tent.”

“Ha, bha, hal”

‘1 suppose we're pretty safe here?”
sald Jimmy Silver, looking round. “1¢
would be no joke " |

“1 tell you it’s all right,” said Lovell.
“1 looked out high-water mark, and it’s
that pebble ridge yondér—not a drop
ever comes past that. You can see
where the sand’s piled up.”

Jimmy Silver was too sleepy to argue
the point, though later on he had reason
to wish that he had not left the decision
to Arthur Edward Lovell. Putty Graca
came back through the darkness.

“Tidal wave coming?” asked Lovell

murmured

cheerily. oF
“The tide's turned.” said Putty.
“Auybody got a ¢ Daily’ Mail ’2®

asked Lovell, o

“What on earth do you want a ° Daily
Mail ’ for?” or

“To -sign the insurance coupon bhefore
we're all drowned,” answered Lovell
humorously. '

“Ha, ha, ha!” g |

“Well, T leave it to you.,” said Putty.
“But if I'd pitched  the camp, I'd have
pitched it a good dozen yards further up
the shore.”” { g

“Take your giddy blankets, and walk
a mile inland!”’ suggested Lovell. “You'd
be almiost safe there. Still, there might
be a landslide~or an earthquake.”

“Oh, let’'s turn in,” said Raby. “I'm

The Fistical Four turned into the tent,
and Putty stood looking round him
thoughtfully hefore he followed. He was
tempted to take his blankets further up
in the open air.

prospect of Lovell’s derision in' the. morn-
ing—if after all it was all right: and he
followed the Fistical Four into the tent
at last. And in a few minutes more, the
five Rookwood juniors were fast asleep.

The 3rd Chapter.
Wet !
Splash!
Swish! Swocosh!
“Oh.” roared Putty of the Fourth, sud-
denly awakening from balmy slumber.
He started up blindly in ‘the dark
Water had dashed over his face—ani
startled him out of his sleep. He awoke
to an instant realisaticn of his fears—the
tide was on them! Putty dashed the
water from his eyes with his hands and
yelled to his comrades, i,
The tide’s on

“Wake up!
uE..!J
“Ha, ha, haly. . i)
To Putty's amazement, he'Wwias answered
by a yell of laughter from the darkness.
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovéll:
“You silly ass?™ shricked "Putty. “1'm

Turn out!

wet already——"

“Ha, ha, ha'¥

“Hallo, what's the thumping row 2
came Mmmy Silver's sleepy voice.

“The tide-—* N

“ A bucket of sea-water!” roared Lovell
“That’s all! I've just dabbed Putty’s face
with a little water! Ha, ha, ha!*?

“What?” howled Putty.

Jimmy Silver & Co. gave a sleepy
chortle, | i |
“All serene, Putty.” chuekled Jimmy,
“Only one of Lovell’s fatheaded jokes.
It's all right.”

Putty breathed hard. He was 2 great

Jumorist himself; and like many great

humorists, he did not wholly appreciate
humour when he was personally the objegt

_ of it.

But he realised that it was a f;ﬁsﬂ
alarm, and he groped round him---—nntl._li_u;:;
was wet but his own face. Evidently'the

| tide had not after all reached the tept.

“You silly ass, Lovell!” breathed Putty,
“I've a jolly good mind to punch vour
silly head, for waking me.up with your

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell. |

“If you cackle again I'll puach your
cheeky nose——2?
- “Ha, ha, ha!”

“That does it!” snorted Puitv, and Qe
groped in the darkness, and captured a
head, and punched. | ,

There was a fiendish yell from. Arthur
Newcome. ’

I’IEI‘ Wharrer you at?  Leggo! I-—l—
“Ob, my hat! TI—I thought it was

Lovell—"" gasped Putty. _*
“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled wacl\. “Go it,

Putty!” | | ,.
“Ll-T'll——" stuttered Putty, /

“Order!” exclaimed Jimmy ' Silvér.
“You're treading on me, fathead! Go to
sleep, and punch Lovell's silly head in
the morning.”’ T :

Putty rubbed his face and hair dry, in

Indignant silence, and turndd into Hhis
biankets again. The ' Fistical Your

chuckled sleepily, and turned over to seek

slumber once more. Putty/followed their

example, and he was sobn fast asleep
agai. | |
Once more calmness and repose settled
upon the Rockwood camp. |
The junjors were thorcughly tired, and
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mingled with his dreams. _
be floating in water with his clothes on,
in his dream; and gradually he passed
from sleeping to waking,
that he was really wet.

streaming 'into his blankets.
up,

the - Fourth had retaliated his
joké on him--on a liberal scale.

swamped with
angrily.
chucked two or three

starting into broad wakefulness.
the place is fairiy swimming.”

Putty, waking up.

have, you ‘born dummy.
me, you dangerous jabberwock.”

come’s voice, iy
simply soaked! Is it raining?

inder

19/8/22

they clept-as.if for a wager, deaf to the
crowing murmur of the sea, and to a
series of ‘uneasy whinnies from Trotsky,
who, instead of sléeping, was exerting
himself, in vain, to get away from bhis
tether. -

Arthur "'Edward Lovell was the first to

awaken. -

Lovell had been dreaming, and gradually
the idea of being splashed and wet
He seemed to

and realised

him and
Lovell sat
startled, feeling wet all over.
““That silly ass, Putty!” he gasped.
His immediate idea was that Putty of
practical
But if

Water was creeping round

that was the explanation, Putty had been
very thorough ;
swamped.

. “My hat!
LOVB“.

for Lovell. was fairly

I'll smash him!** roared
“This isn’t a joke! Putty, you
born idiot, I'll give you an awiul hiding

for this.”

“ Wharrer marrer?” murmured Jimmy

Silver.

“I'm wet!” roared Lovell.

*“0h, go to sleep.”

“How can I go to sleep when I'm
water!” shouted Lovell,
silly chump must have
pailfuls over me.”
“Hallo, I'm wet, too!” exclaimed Jimmy,
&l Why'

“That

- “TMThat idiot Putty——" :
“What ofi earth’s the row?* exclaimed

“Hallo! I'm wet!

Have vou been at your silly tricks again,

Lovell——*1

howled Lovell.

haven’t!”’
You've swamped

HI

1've been fast asleep.”
you swamped me

“¥Eh!

“ Haven’t with

water?” hooted Lovell.

“Not unless I did -it in my sleep,”

answered ' Putty.

“Well, somebody has—" |
“Hallo,, Fm wet!”? exclaimed New-
“Why, my blankets are

“I'm wet!” shouted Raby. “Grooogh!

J-—groogh-£I"ve got a—moogh— mouthful
of water—grooogh—salt !>

Jimmy SilVer started up. The shingle
the  tent was swimming with
water. As he stoed, it splashed over his
knees. Qutside the tent there was a
sound of lapping water, close at hand.
Evidently. the flooding of the tent was
not a practical joke, as Arthur Edward
iad supposed. Fither there was a terrific
downpour .of rain, which had found
entrance, or— | ' o

“The tide!” gasped Jimmy Silver.

*“The what ?” ejaculated Lovell.
“Tide! Rot! How could the tide touch
us, when we're miles above high-watér

mark.”

“Putty was right after all——"?

“What ut_it-er roui?

¢ Fathead?’® roared Jimmy
“Can’'t you see the tent’s flooded.”

“How c¢an I see anything in piteh
aark?® oo (;

“Can’t you feel it, then, ass?” Jimmy
Silver groped to the tent flap, and tore
it open. “Oh, my only hat!®

A swamping rush of water caught him
at the Lknees, and sgent him staggering
back into the tent. There was a breath-
less yell from the other fellows, as the
wave subsided over them, drenching them
in every. spot where they were not
already drenched.

“Why, what.— what——"  spluttered
T.ovell. Even Arthur Edward could no
longer doubt. '

Now that the juniors were wide awake,
they could hear, and heed, the shrill cries
that came from the tethered pony. Out-
side the tent there was a ceaseless rush
and dash of water. The shingle under
them was alive ,with moving water, and
their feet sank deep into it as they stag-
cered about in the dark.

*“The tide!” gasped Putty.
the tide! - Oh, you asses——"

The tider was not only comwing in, but
it was coming in hard and fast—and it
was  only too sorrowfully clear that
Arthur Edward Lovell had been mistaken
about high-water mark. The tent had
been. pitched: well within the reach of
the sea at high-tide—in spite of Arthur
Edward’s -absolute positiveness that it
hadn’t! |

Only the froth of the incoming waves
haod reachicd the camp at first, and
soiaked through the shingle. But solid
water followed, and followed fast. While
th= juniors: were still groping blindly in
the darkness, the water was over their
knees, and the tent itself began to shake
and reel, as the pegs came loose in the
drenched shingle.

J4immy Silver got his head ont at the
opening, and' his startled glance swept
round. Luckily, the stars were bright,
and gave a light over sea and shore.

What he saw in the starlight made
Jimmy Silver gasp.
" beaward  was a

Silver.

“Caught in

boundless extent of

" yolling waves—rolling and bhooming over

one anothér in the sharp breeze from the
ocean. Round the tent the waves rolled
and broke, and landward they ran on for
a2 dozen yards farther, breaking in foam.
The tent was completely surrounded by
water, and at any moment it might “go.”
Trotsky, hali-buried in water, and quite
buried when-an extra large wave rolled
in, was trampling round his peg and
squealing frantically. The baggage-cart
had sunk deeper, and was full of water
from the breaking waves.

Jimmy Silver seemed to be looking out
on a world turned wholly to water and
foam.

“Good heavens!” he gasped.

“Is-—is—1is 1t the tide?” stuttered

1 Lovell.

“Get outside!” yelled Jimmy. “For
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“You | up the beach.

| make ouf:

goodness’ sake get a move on! Never
mind your clothes—never mind anything—
we shall be drowned in another minute.”

“(Great Scott!”

The juniors plunged wildly out of the
reeling tent. 'They were only just 1n
time. - A high roller, driven by the wind,
came swamping in, and it broke over the
tent and the juniors with a terrific crash.
The tent crumpled up under it, and
went flying on the wave, and five breath-
legs and scared juniors were hurled head-
long on the shingle, and the wave passed

right over them.

T R T S B

The 4th Chapter.
Something Like a Wash-QOut!

“0hl"

“Qoooooch!™

Overwhelmed by rushing water the five
juniors were swept away, rolling and
sprawling in a wild mingling of shingle
and sea. Jimmy Silver came with a bump
on something hard, and threw out his
hands and clutched and held on. The
wave passed on, spreading over the beach

and subsiding, aud his head came out

clear, .

He was clinging to the baggage-cart,
which swam with water. It was too
deeply rooted in the sand to shift, how-
ever. Jimmy stared round him dazedly.
Lovell had hold of the pony’s tether.
The peg had come out, and the pony and

Lovell went swamping away up the
shelving beach together. The tent had
disappeared; but Jimmy Silver caught

. sight of three heads dotting the foam.
| Then another heavy wave camse rolling in,

churning up the shingle and swamping
over his head.

He clung desperately to the cart and
waited for it to pass.

It passed and spread, higher and higher
Jimmy Silver was clear

again, and he panted for breath. He

| realised that the baggage-cart was not

a safe refuge—it would soon be entirely
covered with water. And when the next

| toller came heavily in, Jimmy let go his

hold and went with the wave.

It bore him whirling away landward,
through shallower water, and he clutched
and caught, at shifting shingle, trying to
get a hold. The subsiding wave left him
sprawling breathless.

He scrambled and staggered to his feet,
and = scrambled landward, the
crunching and shifting under his feet in
pools of water,

The next wave rolling after him gave
him a gentle lift, and then he staggered
beyond the reach of the sea.

He stood in safety at last, under the
gleam of the stars, drenched and
dripping, half-choked by the sea-water he
had swallowed. He rubbed salt water
out of his eyes and blinked round for his

chums.

“Here you are, Jimmy!” gasped Lovell.

“Where are the others?”

“There’s Raby-——" _

Raby was sitting on the shingle above
the margin of the lapping water in a
dazed state, gasping. Newcome came
tramping along the sands, streaming.
The Fistical Four were all safe.

“Putty 7 exclaimed Jimmy Silver.

“Can’t see him——"

“Must be safe—we’re all here——""

“Putty!” yelled Jimmy Silver in alarm.

And his comrades shouted with him
above the rear of the incoming sea.

‘“Helpt”

It was a shout that echoed back. A
dark object was beating and flapping on
the water—the dismauntled tent. And
Putty's shout came Irom it. In the
dim, uncertain light it was difficult to
but Jimmy discerned Putty of
the Fourth at last, struggling amid the
wreckage of the tent. Apparently he
was caught 1n the wreckage, for he
scemed to be unable to detach himself
and swim for it.

“The whole thing will come ashore!”
breathed Lovell. *“Bound to.”

Jimmy watched with breathless anxiety.
A rolling wave caught the tent and rolled
it shoreward, and the Fistical Four stood
ready to rush to their comrade’s help.
But a whirl of receding water caught the
tent again and swept it out. and Putty
of the Fourth with it, struggling.

And after it, on the retreating wave,
went Jimmy Silver, without stopping to
think. By Iluck he bumped into the
tangled tent and ropes and hlankets, and
he shuddered as a rope tangled round his
leg, and kicked it away in haste. Float-
ing on turbid water, he stared for Putty,
and found him-—clinging to the tent-pole,
his face white and almost rigid, Jimmy's
crasp was on his shoulder the next
moment.

“Putty!” he gasped.

“I'm caught!” (panted Putty Grace.
“There’s a dashed rope caught round my
waist. 1 can’t get it loose! Look out!”

Jimmy could only cling, as a rushing
wave caught the tent again and the whole
thing went reeling’ and rolling up the
beach, The waters seemed to be boiling
round him. Lovell and Raby and New-
come came trampling through the foam,
but -they could not reach the tent—it
went out again on the water, with Jimmy
and Putty. And the soaked canvas was
sinking and dragging them down.

Jimmy drove down under the water and
aroped for the rope that held Putty a
prisoner. Somehow, 16t was tangled right
rounc the junior, as tightly as if tied in
a scientific knot. Jimmy dragged at it
fiercely, but there was no loosening it.
He came up again half-suffocated. The
tent was not being driven shoreward mow.
It was being sucked out in an eddy, and
the beach looked distant to Jirnmy’s wild
glance round. The bare thought of being
whirled out into the rough, rolling sea
sickened him. Putty put his mouth close
to Jimmy’s ear, to speak in the roar of
the waves.

“Cut off! You can’t help me! Clear!”

Jimmy did not answer: but he did not
think of obeying the injunction. It was

sink or swim together for the Rookwood

juniors,

stones |

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

“If T only had a knife!” he groaned.

Something gripped Jimmy in the swirl-
ing water—Lovell’s face loomed over his
shoulder in the starlight. Something
flashed white—it was an open clasp-knife
in Arthur Edward's hand. From the
beach Lovell had seen what was wanted.

“Give 16 to me!” panted Jimmy.

He gripped the knife from Lovell, and
groped round Putty again. With his
head under water, half-choked, dazed,
and dizzy, he sawed at the circling rope.
It parted.

Putty’s movement told Jimmy Silver
that he was free. A moment more and
the three juniors were fighting their way
shoreward. Shifting shingle swirled
treacherously under their feet, and an
eddying wave caught them and drove
them out; and then a heavy roller came
thundering in, lifted them, and swept
them up the beach. All three of them
were too dazed and dizzy to do anything

the juniors staggered out of reach of the
next wave that came swamping in. It
flooded Tound their knees and sucked at
them, but they staggered out of its reaeh,
;mcé salk down on the shore in safety at
ast.

There they lay, how long they never
knew, too exhausted to move, dizzily
watching the sea breaking at their feet,
and churning up the shingle into little

Jimmy Silver was the first to move. He
staggered up, with spray raining on him.
“Better get out of this!” he gasped.

And the juniors tramped higher up the
beach, beyond the fall of the spray. A
glimmer of pale rose on the horizon
announced that dawn 'was at hand. And
never had the sunrise been so welcome to
the Rookwooders.

| hillocks.

The 5th Chapter.

* Price
Three Halfpence

of

It was:a bright, clear moruning, and the
sun was already hot. The warmth was
very grateiul and comforting to the

- soaked juniors.

~ They fairly basked in the sunshine as
it grew stronger and stronger. 'The
danger of the night was past, and they
were recoveritg their usual spirits. Bub
their situation was quite dismaying.
_The tide was fturning; but it was
likely to be some time before their
night's camp was uncovered., Whether
the baggage-cart was still there, they
could not tell; they could only hiope that
it had sunk too deep in the wet sand
for the waves to detach it and bear it
away. There was no sign of the teut—
and Trotsky had long since vanished.
Jimmy Silver rose at last and stretched
himself. § |
“Keep smiling!” he said, as cheerfully
as possible. “Might have been worse.
We came jolly near getting drowned.”
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interesting

career as a professional

paid

And then there are frequent competitions with big Cash

Prizes.

who. want to take wup the

thoroughly.

THIS FREE BOOK TELLS YOU HOW TO START & HOW TO WIN

This Free Booklet 1s the first step on the road to success in real Photography.

BOYS! Take up PLATE __#
gl T ) s
as a HOBBY and Win a

in the £3,000 All-British Photographic Competition

If you have not taken up Photography—then
youre missing a Jolly good thing.
and fascinating hobby & fellow could have,
and 1t’s getting Very préﬁtable,- too.
tor the Press, for instance, offers excellent prospects of a
good 1ncome—hundreds of photos are bought daily by
‘newspapers and magazines at a generous price.
again, Photography offers definite prospects of a well-

In this competition, for instance,
Cash Prizes is offered for Amateur

are hundreds of PRIZES for beginners.

But start right—go in for real Photography—PLATE
Photography—the most practical and satisfactory form
of Photographic work—the form adopted by Pressmen,
Professionals, and all serious Amateur Photographers—
i fact, the only kind of Photographic work for those

After the Wash-Qut,

“Prefty state of affairs!”
Thus Arthur Edward Lovell.

“Jolly near!” said Raby, shivering.
(Continued on page 60,)
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It's the most

Photographic work

Then

Portrait Photographer.
x3,000 in
_ Photographs-—ther‘a_

hobby properly and

it tell_s you

the best way to start and the best materials to buy in order to win one of the big Cash Prizes

oftered in this £3,000'C0mpetiti0n.

print from your own plates.

It tells you how to take pictures and how to develop and

Do not buy any materials at all until you have read this book and
seen the Cameras, Plates, and Papers recommended.

Send for the Booklet now. It is Free.

Hundreds of Cash Prizes for BEGINNERS

This Competition is organized and guaranteed by W. Butcher & Sons, Ltd., Elliott & Sons, Ltd., J. J. Griffin & Sons, Ltd.,

Houghtons, Ltd., liford, Ltd., T.

T

of £100
of £25
6 of £10
6 of ' £5

300 PRIZES of £1

PRIZES
PRIZES
PRIZES
PRIZES

6
6

ALSO PRIZES OF
£30,£15,£10,& £5 each,
and 100 PRIZES of 10/~
for Juniors.
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Illingworth & Co., Ltd., Imperial Dry Plate Co., Ltd., K Phot hics, 1.
Loto Photo Materidls, Lt dnd Welliaston & Ward' Lid, esmos Photographics, Ltd.,

SEND THIS COUPON TO-DAY

WITH id. STAMP FOR POSTAGE
) To Secretary, £3,000 All-British Photographic
Competition, 4, Oxford Street, London, W.,1.
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‘ COUPON | Boys® Friend

To Secretary,
£3,000 All-British Photographic Competition,
4, Oxford Street, London, W.1. '

I am thinking of taking up Plate Photography, and
entering the £3,000 Competition.  Please send me Free
Booklet, I enclose herewith 3d. stamp for postage.

Name" l'iiillllllllll!lliliill#lilllllillllIlllll;i!iIlllilﬂilig'
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WRITE IN BLOCK LETTERS.
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And Len could run.
“ Here tha are, Lowden 1’
Thae ball came to Len across the

* turf—never rising so much as an inch

—right to his feet ! |

Len was facing his own goal at the
time. He trapped the leather, how-
ever, and spun round. Then he was
off like a shot from a gun.

His opponents knew him as a dan-
gerous man by this time, and they
were after him. Also the two backs
were between him and the goal and

.rapidly closing 1in.

Len took in the situatign
glance. It was quite uselessfto shoot

from this point. He must get nearer,

and he must beat one of the backs at

least.
““Go. on, Lowden!
Let’s ’a’ another goal !”’ |
“Pass out to t’ left, man!”

Stick to 1t!

"“What’s t° matter w1’ t' right
wing ?°”’ _
It was the wusual advice. Every

spectator thought he—or she—as the

case might be, could give the right

advicee. But Len had long since

realised the futility of taking notice

of those who were watching.
The wingers were rushing forward

to take the ball in their stride; but

the opposing backs were now placed
in such a position
diate tackle would be the result if
the ball went either to right or to

left.
So, running the risk of being called
selfish, Len stuck to it, and ran on.
He knew ‘that the accusation would
only be likely to be levelled against

him if he failed to do anything. If 1t
came off, everybody would say that

he had done absolutely the right

thing. '
All these thoughts went through his
brain in a flash, and then one of the

. backs®wiis upon him.

» A slight tap to the right, a kick for-
ward, and Len had beaten him fair
and square. g

But the other re#lised the impoyt-
This‘chap was a danger-

goal a score would be the result, and
points, since they were so near

¥ Not if I know i1t!” he muttered,
and dashed after the lad.

They closed in on Len as he rushed
into the penalty area—the two backs—
and Len went to the ground, with his
It was a

ceived, however, and a claim for a

penalty was negatived by a vigorous

shake of the referee’s head.
That was the position—the three of
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them on tho ground, and the ball
beside them. |

In a fraction the goalkeeper dashed
out from between’the sticks with the
intention of picking the ball up and
kicking away. |

There was no time for Len to get to
his feet. He just remained prostrate;
but he slightly turned his body, and,
even as the goalie was stooping, he
swung his right leg round and kicked.

The sphere eluded the ’keeper’s
eager fingers, and rolled—quite slowly
and sedately—towards the net, seemed
to hesitate for a second almoest on the
line, as though undecided ‘whether to
co 1n or not, and then rolled over.

Not more than three or four inches,
but sufficient. The whistle went, and
the referee’s hand was pointing to the
centre of the field. . .

Perhaps a lucky goal—but splen-

" didly worked for, all the same—and a

goal that would have been impossible
of achievement if Len had not kept
his head in the last moment.

The two backs and the goalkeeper,
carried away by disappointment,
blamed each other, and perhaps the
goalkeeper might have been a little
quicker. Once Len had taken that
kick from the ground, however, they
were beaten. .

It was the hat-trick for the boy,
and the winning goal! And there
was a scene of great enthusiasm at the
close. _
young Len Lowden, whatever his
father was, had played a rattling good
game for his side, and that he was
deserving of all praise.

In the dressing-room Len was
further congratulated, and Brigson
did not dare to venture to sneer on
this occasion. °

He knew that if he had done so he
would have had all the rest of them
on to him.

As it was, Tom Dabley came up and
touched him on the shoulder. |

“Just listen to me, my lad,” he
said.” “Tha’ve played t’ last game
that tha ever will play for Colvilie’s.”

Bert shook himself free.

“I tell thee ’twas no foul l”” he said, |

€T 3J

/

¢ And I tell thee tha’rt a liar. It

"was a foul, and one o’ t’ dirtiest I ’a’

ever seen. Tha fouled one o’ thy own
side, because tha wert so mad that he
was doing well. Tha didn’t want that.
A proper rotter tha art, and I'll see
tha never kick a 'ball for t’ *team
again !>

“Tha will?”

49 J_A,y !5? . |
“Tha’rt not everyone!” Bert said
defiantly. ““There’s t° committee to |

be consulted !”

“1f £’ committee are proper sports—
as I think they are—tha’ll agree wi’
what I say.”

‘““And I suppose tha’rt going to
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mak’ a '‘big fuss o Len Lowden
Tha'rt going to overlook ¢’ fact
that his father’s a gaolbird, and that

2

he’s a spy,:and :

“He’s 'a  good player, and he be-
haves himself as a gentleman on t
field, which 1s more than tha can do.
Now buzz off as quick as tha like !”

‘It had not been a successful day for
Bert. Outside the dressing-rooms a

ing, waiting for the players to come
cut. |

And Bert was greeted with a storm
of hisses and catealls. It was no good
him trying to speak——they would not
listen to him. There was no possible
excuse for what he had done. As for
his guilt—well, they had seen with
their own eves.

“We don't want such as thee in t’
team, Brigson!”’ one girl cried out.
“Tha’rt a disgrace to it! Tha'rt a
disgrace to t' mill as well !”*

Brigson gets the Sack!

The servant shook her head. .
“I'm sorry,” she said, ‘““but Mr.
Warner is out.”
William Griffen scratched his chin
—which seemed to be a habit of his
when in doubt or thought.

“Did he say when he would be
back?” he asked. ‘“He made the
appommtment himself; he was expect-
mg me.”’ |
- ‘““He told me to say that he had
been called away on important
business if anyone should call,” was
the answer. |

A shight pause. Then:

“All right, my girl,” Griffen said.
“By the way, you look a very smart
and intelligent young lady. I sup-
pose you can be trusted to deliver a
message correctly—eh?”’

The girl grinned. |

“I've delivered a decent few in my
time,” she said.

“Very well, then. Tell Mr. Warner
Mr. Griffen—Moyr.
Grriffen—#will call upon him on Mon-
day at the same time
1s not able to see me then I shall be
compelled to take the steps I have
contemplated without any further
discussion with him. Tell Mr. Warner
that, will you?”

“Ay, T wall.”

“Thank you!” .

He raised his hat to her and went

away, and she stood there for a bit

staring after him.,

“T wender what t) game 1s?” she
murmured. « . ‘“He knows summat
aboot t’ master, that’s sure enough.
Wonder what 1t 187”7 |

There was a sinall report'about the
ioothall match in the local paper on
Saturday evening, and .a rather more
extensive one on Monday.

Len was well spoken of. It was
stated that Colville’s had got more

‘than a promising centre—they had

got the finished article.

“Lowden 1s speedy, he passes well,
and 1s a really fine shot. Also, as his
last goal proves, he keeps his nerve;
he has a wise head on young
shoulders. Hz will score a lot of
goals this season if he keeps free from

| injury.”’

Len read this to his mother with
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pardonable pride, and Mrs. Lowden
looked and felt immensely pleased.

“I only wish I could have been
there to see you play, dear,” she said.
““I would have done if I had been a
bit stronger.’’

““Never mind, mother,” Len re-
plied. “You'll see plenty before the
season 1s out, I’'m hoping.”

““Was Mrs. Colville there?”

“Yes. And her daughter Ida.”

“You didn’t see them?”

I.en shook his head. _

““Oh, no; they were in the stand!”
he replied. ‘I don’t suppose they

take a great interest in football.”
Ida did, if her mother didn’t. And

?

Mrs. Colville had not been there for

nothing on this occasion, either !

After the dinner-hour on Monday
she went to the room that was always
reserved for her as a private office at
the mill, and, saying nothing about
it to Silas Warner, sent for Bert
Brigson. -

And nothing could have been curter
than the way she treated that young
man.

‘I have made inquiries ahout you,
Brigson,” she said.. I may sav that
I was present at the match on Satur-
day, and I was disgusted with the way
you behaved. It 1s such conduct as
that that brings the whole mill into
disrepute. 1 will not have 1t. You

are a dangerous character, Brigson

and I have found from your over-
looker that you have been late three
times recently.”

Bert began to whine.

“I couldn’t help that, ma’am,” he
said. ¢ J——""

Mrs. Colville waved a hand.

“That is quite sufficient,” she in-
terrupted. ‘‘Go to the cashier and
get your money. You are dismissed !”

There was such an air of finality
in her tone that Bert realised that it
would be useless to protest. He had
got to go.

And, since he had nothing further
to gain, Bert changed his tactics.

“I’ve got Lowden to thank for
this!” he said. ‘1" spy has been oop
to his tricks again! But it won’t end
here——" |

Mrs. Colville touched a bell.

“T want you to get out of this
ofice—and the mill—withimn five
minutes !”’ she said. She looked up
as a clerk entered. ‘“Take Brigson
to the cashier,”” she added; ¢ sece thas
he gels paid, and see him off the
premises. He 1s dismissed!”

“Very good, ma’am.”

There was no help for it.  Bert
Brigson had met his just desserts at

The mill was closed against hin!
““Ay, but T'll ‘get back there!” he

muttered. “I’ll see Warner! He'll

'a’ to tak’ me back! If he doesn’t—

himself !”

And so that same evening Brigson
made his way towards Silas Warner's
house, httle guessing of all that was
to happen there—of what he was to
stutnble upon !

(What is i that DBert Brigson 1s
about to discover at Silus Warner’s
house?  On no account must you
mrss next Monday's instalment of
this industrial story!)
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WASHED OUT!

By OWEN CONQUEST.
(Continued from page 57.)

“Lucky Lovell came along with that
knife!” remarked Putty Grace. * Better
still if we'd camped - above high-water
mark.” ' ' o

“We won’t leave it to Lovell another
time!” grunted Newcome.

Arthur Edward snorted. &

“1 was jolly sure that that shingla
ridge was high-water mark,” he said.

“You always are so jolly sure, old
chap!” remarked Raby. |

“My idéa is that the  tide’s come in
farther than wusual this time,” said
Lovell obstinately. “As a rule—-"

“Rats!” said Jimmy Silver tersely.
“You were a silly ass, Lovell, and saG
were we to leave it to you.” |

“Look here——" |

“Anyhow, no good jawing,” said Jimmy.
“Let’s look for Trotsky, and when the
tide’s down we must save what we can
of the outfit.” .

Hunting for Trotsky kept the Rook-
wood juniors busy for some hours. They
were ravenously hungry ;
nothing to eat. Trotsky was sighted
after an hour’s search, but he seemed
unwilling to be caught.  He led the
juniors an infuriating dance up and down
and round about for quite a long time.
But for the rope still trailing from his
neck, he would probably never have been
caught at all; but, fortunately, Jimmy
Silver succeeded at length in capturing
the whisking end of the rope and hang-
ing on to it. After that Trotsky was
compelled to listen to reason.” -

Trotsky was led back in triumph; and
by that time the juniors found their
camp uncovered by the receding tide.
To their great satisfaction, they found
the baggage-cart safe and sound, though
more than half-buried‘in sand. They
scrambled round it and dug 1t out, and
Trotsky was secured to it, and the cart
was dragged out. e g

Everything in the baggage-cart was
soaked, but there were tinned things, and
on these the juniors made & late and
famished breakfast. Then they tethered
Trotsky securely and went to hunt for
the tent, hoping that it might have bheen
cast ashore somewhere. They found it at
last—high and dry on the shingle, half
a mile away. A good many things were
missing, but the tent was there, and
that was a great comfort.

e » ®

It was late in the afternoon when
Jimmy Silver & Co. were prepared to.
start on their travels again. |

“And we won't camp by "the sea any
more!” Jimmy Silver remarked thought-
fully, as he took charge of Trotsky's
head to lead him on. “Too jolly
exciting.”

“All right if .you’re careful to keep

well above high-water mark,” said Lovell.

“What!”

The juniors
olared at him.
was quivte himself again.

“Oh, bump him!” said Raby.

“Here, hands off ! Wharrer you mean?
I—you—yooop !” roared Lovell; as he was
collared by his indignant comrades and
duly bumped.

And Arthur Edward Lovell was silent
for at least five minutes as the Rook-
wooders marched on their way.

THE END.

(" Rough on the Rookwooders!’ is
the title of wncxt Monday's grand
story of Jommy Silver & Co. on their
kﬁﬂ%iay tramyp. Through the trouble-
some Arotsky, the Co. ‘huve the
pleasure of meeting an old. friend.)

looked at Lovell. . Thﬁ-f
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