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A MODERN ADVENTURE STORY—CRAMMED FULL WITH

The youthful voyagers from

_ The 1st Chapter.

Britsin is in a panic because a
large port of Lincolnshire has dis-
a; ed in a night, leaving behind
a_blackened and charred  coastline.
Similar reports are received from
China, South America, and South
Africa. Miles Belmain, an American
scientist, puts forward the theory
that these calamities are the results of
projectiles fiom another planet, and in
this he is supported by Charies Wil-
fred, editor of the *Morning-Sun.”
Belmain is approached by three
youths, Ken Thornton, Sid Kennedy,
antl Tma Baynes, who offer to ex-
plore the void to seck the origin of
the-sirange occurrences in. a space-
ship known as Pear! IL This ship,
they inform: Belmain, is built of a
gravity-defying metal of their own
discovery, snd similar to one in
which they have slready visited the
i:lau_n!.s Mars and Vulean, Although

o is dubious at firsf, the American
finally accepis their offer. After some
weeks" journey through space the

three adventurous young men yeach
V_engg, but no sooner have they
landed than they are attacked by a

monster dragon-fiy which, but for
the quick action of Ken Thornton,
would have killed Tin Baynes. Sid
and Ken commence a tour of in-
spection, but are trapped in & forest
of giant orange flowers by a number
of monsgter ants. These they succeed
in beating off. By means of a com-
bination of wwireless telephone and
cinematograph ey are zble to
watch Tim Baynes endeavouring to
fight his way into the Pearl; his
antagonist being an ant. Suddenly the
ground opens beneath the space-
ship, and the Pearl vanishes, taking
Tim and his antagonist  with it
Then, as Sid and Ken are wondering
anxiously whaf has happened to their
chum, something plunges down from
the trees and lands on Kennedy,
who loses 'consciousness, with thye
sound of Ken's despairing ery ring-
ing in his ears.

The 2nd Chaptar,
A Strange Prison!

Kennedy's first struggle towards
consciousness was tho knowledge of
a throbbing head and a dry, aching
throat. e heard a murmur of
water, knew that the place in which
he lay held a dim, subdued light,
that vaguely interested, yet barely
iroubled him. Buf, for the moment,
he had no sense of wonder. He
seemed to be siill in the thrall of
that nightmare flight through un-
ending trees, his. mind engrossed
with the thought of the crawling
herrors. - :

For several minutes he Jay there,
weéak of body and lax of will, con-
tent to rest with oyes hali-closed.
If his brain held af definite idea, it
was fear of the things he had vamnly
sought to escaype, fear that the night-
mare had stll to reach its grim
finale, His mind struggled in weak
protest nifmmat the thought, yet his

bey acquiesced in that which

Little by little, the tide of life
within him began fo flow, and, with
awakening vitality, came dread. He
thought of his comrades, of Ken's
shrill scream, and of Tim’s plunge
into the earth!

He tried to rise, and with his first
movement came dizzingess and navsea.
From sifting upright, he dropped
full-length on his back, lay motion-
less until the vertigo left him, then
rgse and staggered a dozen paces
aimlessly. .

He stood, frowning with an effort
of concentration. BSlowly his reason-
ing brain reasserted its will. He

BREATHLESS INCIDENT!

By LESTER BIDSTON.

(Author of our recent success *' The Space Destroyer 1'?)
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Earth meet a young Venusian girl in the stronghold of

the monster ants!

rubbed hia eyes as if to dispel the
last mist of stupidity and, with a
shudder of apprehiension, tumed re-
solutely to the secking of his fellow-
Al -
Almost immediately his glance fell
on Ken, lying without visible move-
ment, c}uite close to him  Bending
‘anxiously over his friend, Sid saw
that he was unconscious, or drugged
in heavy sleep, his breath coming in
sharp, short gasps, his lips half-
forming unintelligible words, as if he
lived again that ghastly fight through
the {orest. 3 =
Attempting (0 case the awkward
angle of Een's head, Sid disturbed
him. His cyes came wide open and
glaring in an instant. He jerked up
with a suddenness that brought a
groan to his lips. and, like Sid nad
done, he dropped hack for several
seconds. Then he recognised his
friend, and a wry smile crossed his

ace.
“Hallo, 8:d.”" he eroaked. '“Where
are we?! And what's happened to

ua? » 2
“Just what T'm  wondering,”

answered 8id. “I can only re-

member pitching to earth and !ee!ing

a terrible pressure on my throat.

.woke up @ minute sgo with a taste | §
in my mouth as if I'd bitten into a |

century-old egg.”

“Exactly my commplamt,” Ken
agreed, struggled to his feet,
helped by Sid’s svmpathetic arm
“My goodness, Sid, I remember
now. Those atrocious ants got us
and drugged us as coolly as if we'd
been patients in an operating-
theatre!”

4 They ‘\-hﬂtl? ”
£ Drug us, I tell you,” repeated
Ken. ou pitched forward with
one of them on your back, snd I—I
saw another dropping on me, a
second too late, unfortunately, to
avoid it, I let ont a yell and
struggled. But 16 was no 1, for
I was overwhelmed by numbers, and
as T lay with a dozen holding me
down I watched a—a sort of jelly-
bag affair passed over your noss and
mouth.”

*And then—" Kennedy asked.

“Why—nothing. ¥ v
and heaving stopped like magic, anj
in about three seconds you were as
quiet as a sleeping babe. Then they

ut their nose-bag on me, and
ost interest in the p ings.
That's all, old son.”

“Humph!" Kennedy stoed in
frowning thought for several seconds,
then peercd mbout the dimly-lighted
placa in which they stood. *“We're
evidently up against insects & jolly
sight too intelligent for our comfort.
And, just as evidently, we are gaoled
in some underground prison that is
going to take a denl of getting away
from.” He indicated a four-foot
opening- high overhead, from which
the light filtered down to where they
stood. “An impossible climb. But
we're forgetting old Tim; in fach,
TI'm almost frightened to think what
might have happened in his case,
after that picture we saw of the Pearl
disappearing into the ground. I

wonder if—" hs paused, his foot
tappin nneas:lg upon the hard
groun 26 here, Ken. the

things that captured up were un-
donbtedly a tpecies of ant, weren't
theyi ™ .
“ Admitted. But what then? ™
“Well, following the ways of the
thousand and one kinds we have on
Earth, what more natural than to
supposs that these creatures live
underground  like  their smaller
brethren? Anyway, I'm helding on
to that theory for the present, and

Your plnnging

I'm not going to give up hope of
Tim’s safety yet.” -

“But that dossn't account for the
Pearl’s mad plunge,” Thornton an-
swered dubiousaly.

“Dopsn’t it? I'm not so sure.
Imagine an ant-hill at home, in-
cressed in size a million-fold! Why,
Ken, it would mean a veritable
underground city—its _roof little
better than a shell of ‘soil.”

ey
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e
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'fusion; and Bid, at an

“My stars, Tim!" exclaimed Sid.

“Wao've been bewaili your sad
end. And here we find you living
in the iap of luxury!?”

Tim dropped the tube, whirled

round with eyes and mcuth open lo
their limite, and eprang towards his
chums with a ory of glad surprise.
“Oh you, you, you!’ he yelled,
grasping thelr hands and dancing
round them with exeited delight.
“Td about given up hope of ever
sm you again, and I've been as
broody as a mouiting owl.” He
stopped his wild dance as sudden!
as he had commenced it “But
forgot, boys. Let me introduce you

_to Miss Thin Slayer, the village

beauty ! "

Tim stood between them, bowing
to right and* left. *“Miss Thin
Slayer, my wooden-headed chum,
Sidney Kennedy; snd my pudden-
headed pal, Kenneth Thornton.”

The girl, who had been standing
several paces away regarding them
with quiet curiosity, apparently recog-
nised Tim’s action, if not his w
and inelined her head in response to
their polite bows. She advanced, her
hands outstretched in friendly greet-
ing, murmuring words that were un-
intelligible to the chums. To the
newcomers she looked very beautiful
and very stately, yet her bright blue
eyes were so frankly kind t the
others were covered with shy con-
rate, was
grateful for the dim light that hid
his fiery blushes.

To rolieve his feelings he turned
sharply on Tim:

D\

RECAPTURED

driven between Sid and the

i :ll'l'mstI bnloro"u;o voy:g.ra realised what was

* happen a living w
otl'::l!s. and though %:
friends, the lad was warned of the l’ut‘llt}o
throathold of one creature

of ants had been
tried to rejoin his
of resistance by a quick
8 forelegs !

Thornton’s eyes opened with alert

intereat.

“Then you think that accounts for
Tim's mishap? ¥

Sid nodded,

“Likely a8 not. But we're doing
no goad by standing here, and as our
insect guards are not in evidence, I
suggest we scout round a bif.”

Investigation proved that thoy kad
been placed in a circular chomber
whose floor was of hard, beaten soil,
and whose walls were smooth rock.
Very quickly they came across a
wide opening that gave on to a long,
straight passage, and from this pas-
sage the walls on either side were
pierced by rooms such as the one

ey had vacated n minute earlier.

It was in the third chamber that
they found Tim, and though the
sight of him brought glad smiles fo
their faces, the comfort in which he
was placed made them inclined to
kick themselves for their syasted
anxiety. As they entered Tim was
lifting. the end of a flexible tube
towards his month. and, wonder of
wonders, a stately-locking girl was
sitting beside him, regarding him
with a smile of unconcealed amuse-
ment; a slim girl, whose fair face

was framed by Dbeautiful coils of
black hair, who wos clad in a
loose tunic of blue, silky material.

T gay, old boy, go easy with your
offensive descriptions.™ f

“Right-ho, Sid; only don’t worry.
The lady can’t understand a word we
say, and perhaps she's paying mo
back with interest in her own lingo.”

“But \\.‘&Sm d'you get her name

“Listen.” Tim turned towards
the girl and, as he touched his chums,
said: *“Bid, Ken; Ken, Sid.”

Apperently the girl understood, for,
tapping her own chest with o fore-
ﬁngei'. sho answered in & low, musical

“Then-sls. Then-sla.”

“There you are—Thin Sloyer,’
plain as plein,” said Tim,

“Not it, Tim,” s=said Thornton.
“The girl is speaking slowly so that
we can understand her. it up
and Thin Slayer becomes Thensla—a
rauch nicer name."

“My bat!” exclaimed Tim; “it
does; an’ all1” g

But Thomton, ever practical, had
something more imporfant on his

mind.

“YWhat about esting, Tim? Doecs
your Venusian maid live on air, or
substance? I can about hesr my
bones ratthing, I'm that full of
nothing.”

Tim indicated the tubs that had
first attracted their attention.

*Eat, drink, and be merry, boys;
for to-morrow the well runs dry.”

“That d'yon mean?’ asked
Thornton, bewildered.
“It's there. Look! Food, drink,

and ‘about all yow'll get in the eat <

line, my bonny boy."”

As Tim spoke, he picked up the
tube and pressed his thumb on the
bulging mouthpiece; in response, a
thin stream of whito fluid dripped
from the tube, and {his he inviled
the others to sample. Nothing loath,
they tried it, to find if not unpalatable,
a milklike drink that was slightly

bitter, yet gratefully refreshing.
watched them with a grin,
“Not bad, eh? And an unlimited

supply, as far as I know, Her lady-
ship introduced me fo it not long
ago, and, but for her, I might have
starved.  But how do you fellows
come to be here, prizoners in this
nightmare place?™ L

Sid gave Tim a tabloid sketch of -
their adventures. :

“And to end our unsatisfactory
tale,” he concluded, I can only say
that after the sbominable drug ihat
was forced on us, we woke up in a
chamber twin fo this; and, as yef,
know nothing of the place we arein.™

“And I eannot fell you much,” Tim
replied. “Aboub on hour after you
follows left the Pearl I was pretiy
lonely and bored, when I was amazed
to see Miss Thensla dash from a
cluster of frees not far from the
ship. Almost in front of me she
stumbled and fell in o heap. Of
course, I hastened to help ber, and
hardly ‘made surc that she was in o
dead faint, when I received your
S.0.8. messape.
a erowd of the ant-beasls emerged
from the snme patch that had brought
Thensk to light.” 3

Tim pesused awkwardly, and Sid
had to ask him ftwice {o fnish his
yarn, before he continued:

“Well. T couldn’t abandon Thensls

to the mercy of those evil ihings, so
I picked her up s best T could—"

*Tiken sack of polaloes,” Thornton
interjected, e

*As best I could,” Timr tepeaied
impressively, “‘and made a dash for
the Pearl. The things were just a
bit too quick for me. I made a fight
for it' pn the ship’s ladder, but the
collapss of the grouud beneath us
finished the fight and nearly Gnished
us at the same {ime.” ; :

¢ And what's become of the Pearl?™
Sid asked anxiously. 5 ER

“Oh, it's resting nboub hall a mile
away, appurently undamaged.”

“hen what's {o prevent us re-
gaining possession of it and escaping
fram theze monsirous things?™ asked

Kon.

“0nly that there’s a young army
of them encamped round i{-ans—th_ey
Jook unkind at closo quarters,” Tim
answered significantly.

“¥ou mean that they have the
gense to know that the Pearl would
enable us to escape?” Ken persisted
incredulously. Y

“T do. And why not, Een?” Tim
pointed to the food tube. “If they
have the sense to make things Jike
that, be sure they have *Grade A’
grey matler in their ugly heads. How
much they do understand, I cannot
say, of course; but from what I've
seon they know sufficient lo bar us
out from ‘the Pearl” :

“Tim's right, I thiok,)* Sid ex-
imed. ‘“We're unarmed and preity
helpless, and we've already had some
experience of the sirength of these
great ants. IF ever we get away it
will have to be by ;;uile, not brute
force, that's corfain.” y

Thornton still appearcd dubious, as
if unable to credit that any imsects,
however big and numercus, were
above thoir fighting strength.
Noting this, Tim stepped towards

exit.

“Well, come and see for yourself,”
he sup;Eested. “Thensla’s as good as
a Cook's tourist atlendani. She's
evidently been a prisoner here for
some time, though where
originated from is quite beyond me.”

“But what about the ants?” Sid
asked. “They surely won's allow us
to go about as we please?”

£ do,” anawered Tim.
“They've little fear of us escaping.
You'll understand why when sou've
prospected round a bit.”

The Buried City ! 5
Under happier circumstances the
tour of inspection that followed
would have been of fascinating
inferest to ihe three voyagers.
Thensla. proved to be an efficient
guide. She appeared to know every
highway end byway, every intricate
turn of what proved to be a veriiable
underground city, The place had
certainly been buili—or, rather, dug
out—on a definite plan, and ils size
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and ramifications amazed the sight-
seers. g

At first the chums hesitated to
cross the path of the giant ants who
soon bogan to appear. But Thensla’s
serens coolness placed them at their
case, and they -tiuickly grew accus-
tomed to the cold, meditative stare
with which the sirange creatures
regarded them. Tho pl _htqrnny
swarpied with the things; it is no
exaggeration to say that thousands
were conoentrated in the buried city.
Buk each one appeared occupicd with
its own particular task, and, beyond
that ono fixed slare, the prisoners
were ignored. :

It was & sconp of frenzied activity.
Flere, & snuad boring deeper into the
soil, enlarging passages, makiug
additions] rooms, and always using
the molerial excavated to press inlo
a hard smooth floor that was =
pattern of eflicient road-making;
farther on, they saw & company
enlarging an aperture that led to the
outer world, a hola fifty feet over-
head, and one easy encugh for' the
ants to approach with their sucker-
like feet, but = way to freedom that
vas hopelessly beyond the reach of
the humons,

"Their cyes looked on many marvels
during: the honrs that followed, so
ihat, much as they hsted the things
who had captured them, they were
forvad to respeck their intelligent
activity. Thensla showed them huge
chambors which proved to be resting-
places; acother series which held
hundreds  of  stalled creatures of
wathotio docility, whose only joy In
lifo seemed to be the
slow masticating  of
tho orange - coloured
flowers that grew n
guch  profusion over-
head, and whose use
now imcumo apparent.

Later the chums
vealiaed  that from
these  meck,  green

jusecta tho ants ob-
isined the life-giving
fluid on which they
liad to depend for su=
tenanpe,

But to Sid and Ken
by far {be greatest

- surprse wis the enor-
mous central

“Toock. boys,” Tim
whispered, ‘2 they
emerged  info  the

real  open space,
‘there lies W:hr;
Pearl. Gnbroken,
but entirely out of .
our reacl."

“YWhy, this ball is
almost the replica of
a  Romse amphi-
thcatwf" exclaimed
Si.  “See, tier after
tier descending Lo the {
level whero the Pearl
rests. But—"

Sid abruptly ceased
speaking as the clear,
bell-liko notes that
had precoded  their

Published -

Zvery Monday
detaining land on his leader’s
shoulder. “See, fwo score of the

things surround it, and we know thci
have the strength of bulls. Then lool
round vou and you'll agree it's best
to lie doggo at present.”

Thointon spoke sober fact. By now
the hell had filled, and thousands of
motionless insects ringed fhem, rising
tier on tier, elmost to the roof. It
was amazing the spaed with which the
musical signel had been answered,
and the others realised tho truth of
Ken's words. Even before they could
have reached the cuter fringe of silent
guards the sarrounding throng would
have overwhelmed them.

And pow from an openiug near the
Penarl appeared three great ants whese
size dwarfed even the gusrdians of
the ship.

Admilted that they were merely
swollen specimens of inscets that we
would t.hour:htless!f crisk underfool
on Bath, yet at close quarters their
coldly caleulating eyes, gmnt domed
heads, and slow, considered move-
ments, sent o thrill of apprehension
throngh the unforlunate voyuagers.

“0Ugh!” shuddered Tim. “They
loolc ne full of kindness towards us
a3 a starving szilor would look upon
a copked Kipper!”

“They're certainly considering us
pretty  closely,” Sid | answered,

“though T hardly think they have
coak-pot designa in their minds, old
boy."

Of that which followed the churms
could gather litile that was under:

others, and though he made 2 move-
ment to circle round the intervening
insects, a quick throat-hold of one
creature’s forelegs warnad him of the
futility of rezistance.

“Stand still, Tim{” he cried to the
Irishman, who was struggling madly
to break away from the grasp of two
of tho creatures.  “Drop it. boy!
You'll only setile the fate of all of ys
if you persist in fighting the in-
evitable. Now, Ken, don’t you join
in. Don’t, I tell youl”

U S
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“ But we're nol going o have you
dragged away to goodness knows
what Lorriblo end I” Tim panled.

“Do as vou're told,” Sid pleaded,
seriously alarmed for Tim's own sake.
* Calm down and remember I'm not
dead yet. Not even in danger, as far
a8 we know.” !

Every word. he spoke suw hi

that bung low on the horizon, yet
nover set! - An open glade in the
forest of exolic flowers, overpower-
ing heat, and the knowledge that
death might reach onl & hand at any
momentk.

_Such was Sid's unenviable situa-
tion an hour after he had been ruth-
lessly torn from his comrades, Now
he knew the grim meaning of the
meeting in- Ant-town, knew that the
three rulers had decided to make 2
terrible use of their prisoners.

It required all: his fortitude to re-
{rain from an exhibition of cowardly
hysleria.

He closed his oyes, seeking vainly
to shut out the pepeirating glare
that ate into his brain. He longed
for the shade of the trees that sur-
rounded the glade, but this measure
of comfort was denied him by the
fact that he was roped to a stake
driven deep into the ground, and
that a length of line allowed bim a

tantalizing freedom that always hept
him six feet nway from the nesrest
paich of ehade.

Exaclly as the natives of India use
& roped goal to tempt the tigers o
their land, so was Sid being used to
attract the Aying horrors that winged
in this Venusian sky. -

At first ho hed fought Bereely to
free himself, but the rope—a strange
thing of haircoated hide—resisted
all his puny efforts, and his struggles
had but served fo exhaust him. Now
he crouched, in apathetic abandon,
close to the stake thet held him, and
he groaned with the thought of the

1 3 - e =
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whirling chain of heavy wood flow

from gha trees, hit the swiltly-

moving body with & dull thud, and
twined round and round it with a
force that snapped the vertebra of
the vicious monster. In fhat mstant
t was turned from eruel power to &
hissing, writhing mass lying ab the
mercy of thosa who knew not the
moaning of the word.

Hardly had it touched ground
befora o dozen of the hidden ants left
the shelter of the adjacent trees.
Their first sction was to rip away
the damaged wings and plunge a

inted rod into the head. A merci-
ul and instantaneous death. Then,
dragging the vanquished horror with
them, the greab suls again sought
the shelter of the trees, leaving ?:1:!
in isclated  prominence, rubbing his
eyes and hardly web realising the
meaning of the swift-moving drama
in which he had played so prominent
& park

But why prolong the horror of
thet hour? Suffice it fo say thab
only when six living forpedces had
hurled themselves to death did the
skulking ants release Sid from his
nerve-racking position and herd him
back to the uuderground city. And,
by that time, Sid had been driven
half mad by the sun’s terrible glare,
his tongue was- swollen and black
from agopising thirst, and his hands
visibly trembling with tho ordea
through which he had passed.

Within the city he was guarded
until he reached the end of the long
passage that He now thought of as

home. There, he was

casually and con-
temptuously  “turn
adrift  to. his own
devices.

Dog - tired, dazed

and aching in every
himb, ke W:Js_ slowly
staggering slong  its
dim length when his
chums swept down on
him wilh & whoop of
joy.
- In an instant thoy
had their arms avound
him: and, with many
exclamarions of sym-
pathy ot sight of his
white faoce | and
draggled o nce,
they helped him into
the chamber whero
Thensls. stood in
anxiouns sohiude.
Only when be had
drunk deeply of the
deliciou: fluid and lay
reclining in such com-
fort as their circum-
stances permatted, did
they allow him {o re-
late his terrible ad-
venfure.

“And, boys,” Sid
concluded, “I have &
snspicion  that tha
stake is in pretty con-
stont use, and {hat
Thensla’s people have
giten been cast for the

capture again broke
on their ears—na sound
inrpossible (o describe,

THE HUMAN BAIT!

Aa the monster dragon-fly dropped towards him like an arrow, Sid
fongth on the ground, so that the great insect passed within three feet !

lenped aside.

falling full

role I occupied to-
da:-“
“The foul brutes!™

but one something
like the quavering
notes of the dulcimer that is loved
133* children because of its clesy, rich
one.

The music agitated Thensla with
curious unrest. She spoke n dozen
quick words to the chums, shook her
Iread impatiently at their obvious
bewilderment, snd finally grasped
Sid's hand and tried to draw him back
into the passage that stood behind
them,

Put now the way was blocked by
numberless ants. Already from 2
score of roads that converged upon
thiz contral chamber the insects were
crowding, and, whether by accident
or design, the voyagers and Thensla
were forced to descend level after
level until they stood nervously in a
corner of the open place that was the
centre-piece of the huge hall.

Thirty yards away the squat bulk of
the Pearl looked ridiculously insignifi-
cant in the vast chamber, 1ts bronze-
coloured hull ns Grmy anchored fo the
ground as if it was destined mever
again to soar into space. High over-
head s, jagged rent in the roof showed
the cause of the terrifying disap-
pearance thal Sid and Een had
witnessed.

“So mear and yet too far,” Tim
muttered.  “Just think, boys, one
touch of the lever and this scene
srould drop away like a bad dream.”
_ “I'm almost ivelined to make a
dash for it,” Sid replied. *A sudden
break might take them by surprise,

and—"
“Fasy, Sid,” Thorntor laid a

standable. Certain it was Lhat the ant
leaders or rulers held a minute in-
speelion of their prisoners and of the
Pesrl.  Certain, also, that the con-
nection between the ship and men
was understood, and that their fate
was considered in a lengthy touching
of antennee.

One feature of this amazing scene
was plain to the prisoners—thatl what-
ever decizsion was arrived alb was com-
municated to the patient thousands
by bell-music from an unsecn instru-
ment.

“Yi's worse than deuble Duich to
us,” grumbled Tim, who was de-
voured by thwarted curiosity.

“PBut that it is not impossible for
the humans of Venus to understand,”
said Sid—* well, look at Thensla 1”

The girl’s face had gono deathly
white.  As the Ilast silvery note
trembled into silence she wrung her
hands and uttered an exclomation of
dismay.

The chums sattempted io ecomfort

her, but tears came unbidden to her

eyes, and she took and pressed the
hand of each of them, seeking fo
convey & sympathy she was umb%c to
speak.

. But now events moved rapidly. A
single note rang through the hall that
was a signal for & dozen of the
Pearl’s guards o separate from their
fellows and to surround the prisoners.

ﬁ\a’i,mwt biel'ore the Yoyagons roalez'ged
what was happening, a living wedge
had been driven between Sid and the

the Pearl,

hustled = step farther from his
comradaes. 3

“PDo as I ask, Loys. Keep quiel
and guard Thensla if you have any
love for me.”

As he uttered the last word be dis-
appearad from the eyes of his despair-
ing comrades, hidden by the bulk of

ROBERT McNEAL,
(WEST BROMWICH ALBION)

in next Monday's
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And though as yel bul
vaguely uncasy Jat the enforced
separation, he was o undergo 8 grim
tost before his eves sgain looked upen
the faces of his chums and that of the
girl who was their companion in
misfortune.

8id's Toerrible Ordeal !
The white, blinding glare of a sun

disaster that had, thus early, over-
taken their great adventure. Ha
came near to tears as ho remembered
how the world he had lefe might yet
suffer,

Sid's morbid infrospection was
broken by the sound of a shrill thin
hum from high overhead. Shadin,
his eyos as best he could with both
hands, he failed for a time to dis-
tinguish anything out of the
ordinary. But soon, at a height of
two or three miles, he noticed a
cloud of what looked like midges—
little winged things that flew at an
incredible speed, ringing and quarter-
ing. the blue with rhythmic move-
ment and definite purpose.

Prayiog that the giant horneis
might pass him unnoticed, S8id
watched them drop towards earth
and swerve over his head at a height
of over a milo. wns congratulat-
ing himself on his escape, listening
gratefully to the diminishing hum of
their wings, when suddenly a shrill
whir made him jump round to see an
isolated, and litherto unobserved,
monster dropping towards him like
an arrow in full fQight,

For one second he was spell-bound.
Then the instinct of self-preservation
made him leap aside barely in time
fo escape the outstretched legs that
cought to hold him preparatory to the
death-stab from the poisoned sling.
Luckily. for Sid, his mad spring
restlted in his falling full length on
‘the ground, and, as the great hornet
shol past within thres feet of him, a

exclaimed Ken. “Oh,
if only we had three of the rifles
that lie useless in the Pearll”

“PBut we haven'f,” answered Sid.

“Unfortunately, we only have onr
own wit and sgility to depend om.
To-day, good fortune enabled me to
cscape the deut.h-sta.bbng swoops of
those terriblo hornets. Bui I feel—¥
know—that such luck eannot last for
!ongi" -
“Then it's up to us to find a way
out of this mess without delay,” Tim
said.  “There must be some loop-
hole if only we can think of it.”

“Perhaps so, bul the way's nok
apparent yet,” Sid replied. * Mean-
while, my ordeal to-day may be yours
to-morrow, for it's quite cerfain that
these creatures will use us freely.
Try to profit by my experience, and
remember always to remain molion-
less until the swooping hornet i
about fifty feet away, then dart up
at right anﬁ!:ls to its course. Chance
taught me that in my first encounter,
and it’s about the only tip I can give
}'Ou."

“Bub suppose several atfack fo-
gother?” asked Ken ~ “‘What hap-
pens then, old boy?®”

Sid shrugged his shoulders.

“A new goat wanted, I suppose.™
He smiled wanly. “Bul don't think
of it, Ken. ‘Sufficient for the day,’
and &0 on. I'm fed-up, and going fo .
have a slecd.”

That was the beginning of a
lengthy period of dread and snxiohy.
As Sid had feared, ecach of the
voyagers wis used as a decoy fo

(Continued cverleaf.)
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allract the ravenous, gianl hornets.’
Phey never know when the dread
summons would come—never knew in
which direction they would be taken,
for on every oceasion a fresh hunting-
ground was chosen by the astute
msects; ;

In time they came to recognise and
hate the single, deep, bell-notes that
floated through Ant-town, the invari-
able prelude to a nerve-racking
exparienca for one or other of them.

Sometimes days—if the word can
be used in this place thai knew nof
darkness—would elapse in which the
whole party was left in idleness. Ai
other times the dread summons would
bo struck twice or thrice within the
hour, so that they were constantly on
the strein, never knowing from one
minute to another when they would
ggarh“;!u:':u away into the t‘erri%:le

o open—never knowing but
that the departing one was hiddzgng a
long farewell to his comrades.

Tor ons thing they were thankful
heyond measure. ‘Thensla was never
forced to undergo the chained ordeal;
not because of her sex, hut. as they
later . learned, because she was a
precious capture—a valusble hostage
10 be barlered in some time of future
need.

Because of the impossibility of un-
derstending a single word she sp
the chums felt a cerlain shy awkward-
ness in her presonce. But she left no
donbt in their minds of
ready sympathy; and that she ha
intelligence above the u\'erﬁe she
soon proved by petiently and everly
ie_vol}&m'g a method of teaching them
rer Ia

her w

age. X
Forn‘ﬁm:n ab a time she named [N

every object on which she could
her hand, and eagerly ahsorbed every
word they spoke to her. 1t wonld be
tedious to enter into details of thoso
days, but hour after hour words and
pames  wWere ex ed snd  com-
mitted tc memory. With such good-
will did all four of them enter into
this scheme that after Gve weeks of
captivity the voyagers were able to

A of to-day
&

1 hate Tarp. To escape, I came ount-
side the wall, with this resuit.”

Her glance circled the illlighted
cave, moodily despondent.

Although Sid was unable to grasp
the meanmng of many of Thensla’s
\\_.'ozd:e‘ he understood enough to rea-
lise the unfortunate position of the
harassed girl and to feel a great
sympathy for her.

“Bul who is this Scund P* he asked.
“Whenee comes he, and why does
your father fear him?”

“Tarp rules all, and Scund rules
'I‘né'p," Thensla answered simply.
“We ate slaves whom Scund takes,
uses, and throws aside.”

“Bure, & sweel gentleman!” Tim
said. “IU's a mico home-from-home
world we've dropped into !

And there, for the time being, the
conversation ended abruptly by Tim
being hustled away to what he termed
“decoy duty.”

Two hours later he staggered into
the cave, his right eye en angry red
bruise, blood dripping from his

“BOYS

1t is doubtful if the football world
knows a more dominating
Serw:mhty John—otherwise
ock—Marshall, the right full-back
of the Middlesbrough club. The
minute he e¢nters the feld you can:
not help being struck with the
mighty proﬁqrtions -of the man, and
when the play begins his air of calm

ay [] assurance, his confidence in his own

ability, simply compels the attention
of the onlookers. Here is what &
well-known winger who has played
against.  Mavshall, said of him
recently: “In a way he resémbles
‘Downs, the Everton defender, for he
bears a remarkable facial resem-
blance to the tough litile ex-Barnsley
ian.

converse slo and haltingly with @ however. Morshall is taller and less
the beautiful Venusien girl. . spectacular in  his methods. But

Tt will be gucssed how eagerly they W what = ‘brick wall' to run up
strove to understand each other, an against |

Thensla was when she
: they were iravellers
from another planct. In the begin-
ning she s to them ineredu-
Yously, as will be readily understoocd.
But Sid's fortunate possession of a
map of our world, one corper o
which showed the sun and its atiend-
anl planets, finally convinced her.
“Look, Thensla,” Sid explained.
“This spot is Earth, where we come
from. And here is Venus, where we
are now being =0 unkindly treated.”
Thensla's brow furrowed, and little
ridges i
eyea as she tried to understand Sid’s

words.

“Tarth? Venus?” Her forefinger
{ouched the star-shaped dots to which
Sid had pointed. She nodded eagerly.
“Tarth—yes.” Then her head shook
emphatically. = “Vernms—po.  This
Atara—Atara.” -

I;wen, we eall it Venus, Goddess of
\ne.,,
“Yenus, Goddess of Lovel!”

Thensla repeated the words slowly

and - sadly. * “But no, Atfara, or

Venus, knows no love. ¢

Everyone hates’ everyone, b

All fight. The only love we know is

Jove of the lall1”

Sid; a born linguist, and far ahead
of his comrades in his knowledge of
the new tongue, translated Thensla’s

W 8.

“PBedad! T can well helieve it,”
Tim agreed, “‘These ant-fellows
saem to have a great skill in making
all things into meat. And that’s

‘how amazed
realised .that

what they'll make of us, some day, if |

we don’t jump quick encugh.” -

“Put ask where she comes from,”
Ken interposed.  '“IUs eertain that
she doesn't belong to this ghastly
crowd.”?

" When Thensla undersicod the ques-
tion her eyes filled with tears, though
sho answered readily enough.

“J am from Apadocia, from behind
the Wall of Retreat,” she explained.
“One day, Scund, Lord of Tarp, de-
manded me from Uensl, Lord of
Apadocia and my sive. I hate Seund,

e o
> | <alD> - | cals> | <

ed. at the corners of her

“IIa is the embodiment of cool-
ness, confidonce, and cunning, the
type of player who breaks the heart
of the wing o?posed to  him.
Finesse, and he will probably let you
literally tia yourself in a knot, and
then work away the verdich Use
force, and bhe is built to win in 2
canter. Speed secms the onl
of the oppositicn, and here s head

forchead, one eleeve of his coat ripped
from shoulder to wrist, and a jagg
three-inch tear in the calf of his right

leg. : :

*My stars!” Sid exclaimed, as he
caught the stumbling youth and
gently lowered him to the ground.
“What's happened, old chap?”’

“Juss o zecond too late in dodgi
a fiying horror!” Tim murm
He smiled wanly. “But a second too
soon to be altogether outed.”

Sid was passionately and furiously
angry.

“Hang them! This is aboul the
finish! You rest, Tim, and after-
wards we'll fight a way to the Pear),
or end our misery onee and for all,

FRIEND”

There the resemnblunce ends, |

hope

Anything's better than the
agony of this living death|*

slow

One Chance in a Million !

It wos easy enough for Sid o
declare that they would regain the
Pearl, but quito a different matier
when it came to making the atlempt.
They bad grown fo hate the soulless
things that held them. They feared
the ordeal of the stake more every
day, but even to themselves they
were forced to admit that they were
nursing & desperately forlorn hope.

“You see, chaps” Sid explained,
“3b isn't as simple as if we had a well-

stocked arsenal hidden away, or as
though we p some latent
ommpotent power like ular heroes

of fiction. We have our bare hands,
and »—he studied the mixed collee-
tion from their turned-out pockets—
“two ecleciric torches, sixteen-and-
threepence in loose cash, a dud penny
—Tim’'s mascot—one box of matches,
and one claspknife. A mongrel col-
lection, you'll agree.”

““And our rifles rusling in the
forest,” Ken added,

“And everything thal’s any good
aboard  the Pearl” suad Tim,
““Where, sure, i's no good at nll.”

“Then there’s Thensla to be con-
sidered,” Ken continued gloomily.

“T'm thinking of her aﬁ the time,”
Sid answered. e turned to the gisl,
and spoke in her own e.
“Thersla, we are anxious to regain
our space-devourser, It's a desperate
chance, an almost cartain failure, but
we cannot remain in the hands of

FOOTBALL

comes into play. Ravely does he lay
himseli open to be o term
“the ferro-concreto full-back® wery
expressively meets the case.”

ike .many other defenders, Mar-
shall had ideas of being a forward at
one time, and he even played with a
Scottish League team—8t. Mirren—
in the front rank. But he has with-
out question found his proper sphere
on tho foothall field: Born at Balt-
coats, he showed considerabie pro-
misg as a youth whils plaging firet
with Salteoats’ Victoriz, and .later
with Sheetleffon, -« 4 tbat time he
was following his }‘:hp.ctmiu occupa-
tion ns a mnuner, and probubly the
hard work he did in those days went
soms way to making those iron
musclea which are £0 obvious in his
make-up in these times.

For the 191514 ssason he wes
booked up as & professidnsl for St.
Mirren, but it must be confessed that
io those early deys he did not seem
likely to blossom out into one of the
world’s finest Tull-backs. Indeed, for
some time he did not get a regular
place In the Scotlish gue side.
But when the war was over, and the
Scottish
Victory' Cup Competition, then the

i =hall,

authorities organised al

head department as ever you'ro likely
to be, Tim, old boy. Slif], it’s all or
nothing, and the sooner the better, I
suppose.™

Although this portion of Venus
knows no night, ita face ever turned
towards the sun, the ants—or Spays
as Thensla named them—had certamn
regular periods of rest. Not that the
town was ever quite deseried, but, for
three hours in every twelve, it
qu:letanésd down, ameli' 'e;cep‘iéor those
engaged on urgent duties, the greater
number retill"-;g to distant rest-rocoms.

According to Sid's watch (the only
one left in commission) this siesta~
time was from eight o'clock to
eleven, and, when next his timekeeper
touched nine, they set forth on their
desperate venture.

TbFor a time ‘fﬁ)ri\l}la ﬂllavmlléggeglcm‘
e passage wherein they wWas
absolutely deserted; they even reached
‘the path that gave on to the huge
central chamber without seeing 2

to make use of the pocket lamps they
carried, they crept noiselessly along
the dim road until they emerged on
to the uppermost gallery of the hall.
And, nt_pggt, & hundred feet below,
they saw the Pearl

“Pedad, the Promised Land,” Tim
whispered excitedly.

““H-g-s-h 1 warned Sid.

As if in answer Tim stumbled
against an inevitable obstruction and
sent a harsh rattle mockingly round
the silent chamber.

With an exclamation of snnoyance,
Sid ventured a flash of his torch, to
discover that the unlucky Irishman

mmmmmmzﬂmsmmmm}mm1ma

CELEBRITIES. |

A brief narrative about JOHN MARSHALL, the Scottish International Full-Back of
Middlesbrough F.C., whose portrait is given away with this issue,

the St. Mirren team became very
obvicus, His side was not expected
to make any big show in the Victory
competition, for (heir forwards were
nothing to write home about. Mar-
owever, now fully developed,
proved an absolute tower of slren%th
in defence, and when eventually St.
Mirren returned winners of the
Victory p, the general opinion
was that Marshall was the man who
had done most to carry the side

through to success, -

As might have been expected, the &
play of the powerful full‘back began
to attract the attention of other
clubs, and in November 1918,
Middlesbrough paid a transfer fée af
two thousand pounds to obtain his
services. In 1621 and again in 1922
he pla{.ed as right full-back in every
Scottish International match, and
also had the honour of being chesen
captain of the Scottish team., In the
summer of 1821 there wans a sugges-
tion thai Marshall did not want to
continue to play for the Middles-

single one of their enemy. Not daring |

S
|
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i

b

E fully one-sided.

i
Ebod
i

sh:é: had stiffened fo aitention—Ken
and Tim were taking tier after tier
in a series of hair-ramsing leaps that
left the others far behind.

And well it was for the Venusian _
girl that Sid had reluctantly allowed
hiz comrades to precede him. Their
slower descent had hardly commenced
than a dull Lhud_immetgntoly behind
caused him to whisk round, to find his
torch flashing straight into the eyes
of 2 monster that had, apparently,
jumped from the gallery overhead:
Already it bad reared to a height that
brought' its ugly face on a level with
their own, it clawed forefeet even
E})w advancing to tear Thensla from

5 side. 3

The glare of Sids lamp mo-
mentarily dazeled the brute, and ho
distinctly saw the surprised fear that
leapt into the saucer-like eyes. Be-
yond that negative sign, and a shrill,
sour hiss, it continued to shambla
clumsily forward, and Sid met it with
a short-armed thrust of Lis spear;:
a'shrowd jab that took it full n the
middle of its thick, bull-like neck.

To his disgusted amazement, his
vicious sfab merely resulfed in giving
o sickening jolt to his own arm. He
realised, with r pang of fesr; that the |
monster was prote by horned

lates that o J a rifle-bullet could

ave penetrated.

In his surpriss, Bid had allowed
his spear lo remain pressed sgainst
the Spsﬁ'_s throat. He saw ite eyes
turn on him with vindictive fury, and,
in an instant, its fore-paw had strack
the stick contemptuously aside. Again
it advaneed, its bestial wrath now
turned from Thensla to himself, and,
beyond doubt, it would have gone
had with 8id, but that Thensla,
g;.::':k to see and seize an opporlunity,

rust her spear deep into gaping
meath.

In the madness of ifs u.ﬁony the
pey's vertical jaws snopped on the
tough wood and bit clean through it.
But a good eight inches remaine
buried in its mouth, and, as the crea-
ture reared high in frenzied rage, Sid
eguin drove his weapon so strongly
ageinst its neck that it toppled back-
wards and plonged into the depths
below,

“Thenslz, you've saved wme from a
terrible mauling,” Sid began.

But the Venusian refused to listen.

*Just az you saved me o moment
t | earlier.”

She pointed” downwards.
“RPot look, our friends are over-
pressed.”

Sid was harrified at lhe sight that
niet his eyes, Somehow, the two in-
comitshle fellows had forced a way
to the Pearl's side; and now, their
bicks to its wall, they were fighting -
epic battle; paseionate, but piti-

Even as those above watched fas-
cinated, Xen dodged a murderous
slab and, the next second, received a
blow that flung him heavily inst
the ship’s gnetaﬁ plates. And though -
Tim pluckily covered his comrade's
y with his own, it was evident that

B soes wers waps. Koen. o retain J{ (82 gnd was perlously noar.
. eep it up, Tim,” Sid cried. [:3
him, they managed to de. the turned Ehnrpli;r to nsla. “ Please

popular Jock to change his mind. In

il:eight. he is 5ft. 10in.; and he weighs

value of Marshall as a full-back of{13st. Tlbs

these abominations without having a
go atit. Only—"

He paused awkwardly.

“¥You hesitate because of me?”

“Well, you're only a girl—" 8id
began.

Thensla stopped him with a proud
smile.

“Only o girl, but a Princess of
Apadocia, and one who fears not to
take her ehare of risk.”

“Hear, hear,” cried Tim, “That
settles you, Sid. An’ if our human
brains aren't clever enough to cir-
cumvent a lot of bloated insects, may
they eat me and find me tender!”

““Humph ’* 8id frowned doubtfully.
“JInsects, yes; but as keen in the

[ [Flam> | cap> | <alm> | caw> - cam> | cam> | <an> | cak> | J

had kicked against half a dozen of
tshe he_a.!;y woode;: fhl.n.}:es l_lSdeh the
pavs Lo despatch their winged foes.

“Quch, boys, I've about broken it,”
Tim cried, aghast.

“We'd have done the same, notl
having cat’s eyes,” consoled Sid.
“But the hunt’ll'be up in & moment.
They're weapons of a sort, anyway.
Now for the Pearl.”

In an instent they had armed them-
selves, even Thensla pluckily snatch-
ing up an eight-foot spear. Beyond
4 momentary surprise at the weight
and toughness of the sticks, their at-
tention was 2ll for the Pearl. Realis-
ing the importanece of speed—for al-
ready the Spay guard surrounding the
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romain here, Let ours be the pun-
ishment, if failurve awails us.”’ ;

‘*A Princess of Apadocia knows
how to die ! Thensla answered, and,
to Sid’s unbounded adwmiration, she
wes  still heside him when they
touched the lowest level, alter a series
of breakneck leaps.

The very unexpectedness of their
burtling descent and whirlwind at-
tack enabled them to win through
where buve:g alone must have failed.
Before the Spays realised that new
oes were on them, Thensla and Sid
hed crashed a way mrqnggxnan'd taken
their places beside their hard-pressed
companions. 3

‘““Now, Ken,” Sid shouted, “we’ll
try to hold them off. TUp with you,
hGat ri%eu, rovolvers, anything—only

Shaken though he was, Xen lost
no time in obeying; and whilst Sid
and Tim momentarily ‘dazzled the
Smys with the glare of their lamps,
Thensla pluckily thrust her spear at
ong tpo-presiing monster.

In those few seconds came a ghastly
pause that sometimes occurs in the
course of undecided battles, as though
nature ordained a breathing s be-
fore final cataclﬁ. Except pant-
ing gasaf of humans, the thin
hiss of the Spays, and the harsh rasp
of Ken’s boots on the metal ladder,
an ominous quietude pgripped the
actora in this nightmare drama.

Those below heard the glad cry
that heralded Xen’s entrance into
the Pearl. One sccond of silence,
then the sharp snap of pistol shots
reverberated through the hall, and, as
if this had been a looked-for signal,
the things below surged forward in &
last determined onslanght.

(Continucd on page 492.)
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A STIRRING YARN OF THE RING, FEATURING THE HON. ROLLO DAYTON!

| TG

The ist Chapter.
The Visitor.

Juslin Schwaab was born in a Kaffir
kraal in Balfontein, South Africa, yet
o fow yoars later he arrived in London
and engaged o magnificent suite of
rooms at the Hotel Royale, in Picea-

dilly.

Iﬂ; was light-heavyweight champion
of Burcpe at that time, having beafen
‘Charles Durand, the Frenchmnan, in
‘one of the most sensational and amaz-
ing contests in the whole history of
the Ring,

Everybody had looked upon the
affair as a avalk-over for the champion,
a form of gontle excrcise, and so it
had proved until the beginning of the
second tound, when a voice in the
zallery accused the Kaffir of cowar-
dice.

“Make a fighi of it, blackie!” had
been the words which rang through
tho hall; and scarcely had they died
~away than Justin Schwaab became a
sayage animal. Ho had suddenly re-
verted to type. With eyes glinting
~with a red light, and his lips drawn
- back from gleaming teeth, he had
leapt straight at the champion and
atlacked him with & ferocity which
was terrible to behold ; and the dumb-
struck spectators had watched the
slaughter in open-mouthed horror. °

Durand, by & superbuman efforf,
hatd managed to remain conscious until
the ‘end of the round, when he had
collapsed, battered, 'bruised, . and
beaten, his handsome featurcs almost
unrecognisable, utterly broken in body
and spirit.

And Justin Schwaab was the new
lizht - heavyweight champion of
Europe.

The following morning he opened
his eyes lo find himself famous, for
France had doposed her erstwhile idol,
il handsome Charles Durand, and
the Kaffir reigned in his stead.

Schwaobh was entertained right
royally wherever he went, end the
sudden popularity went to his head
like wine, There was no holding him,
and he was soon bragging of tho fact
that there wss nol & white: man
breathing who was capable of living
in the same ring with him.

From Paris, where he began to

make things rather hot for himself,
he travelled to London, to find that a
white man, in the person of the Hon.
Tlollp Dayton, was eager to fight him
over any distance and for any purse,
no matter how smalil or how large.

The challenge was unequivocal,
straight to tho point, and it did not
please the Kaffir champion; and on
the morning following arrival ho
was discussing the matter with his
manager, when there came a knock
at the door of the private sitling-
room,

“Come right in!” drawled Caleb
K. Brindon.

The door opened, and a diminutive
page-boy entered. He looked rathor
awed g5 he anpproached the grinning
Kaffir, who was clad in & gaudy
vellow and blue dressing-gown.

Justin Schwaab end his manager
had just finished brenkiast.

“ What is it, son?” drawled Caleb,
snicking off the end of a long cigar.

““Haa the world’s celebrities called
to seo us§” asked the Kaffir. "If eo,
tell 'em we're busy.”

“ No, sir,” answered the boy. “A
gent has sent his card up.”

The American took the neat ivory
card and slanood at it; and then he
flushed and frowned, muttering some-
thing undsr his breath.

“Hay, who is this guy, anyway?"
he drawled. ' He ain’t lost for nerve.
Listen, Justin! ‘Youn will see ma
without delsy." That's what he says.
That’s all: no signature, no nothing !

Justin Schwaab’s

Say, boy, you can fell the fellow thal
he can go and chop chips.”

“But I don't wish to, my dear
EBrinden,” put in a silky voice; and
the American swung round in his
chair, to find a smiling stranger stand-
ing upon the thrcsho%d. :

The newcomer was dressed in fault-
less morning clothes, but Caleb did
not notice them, for his gaze was fixed
upon the clean-cut features, which
had a curious ivory pallor.

The stranger’s eyes, colourless and
inscrutable, were now softened by n
mocking smile; and they zeemed to
fascinate the American.

" Boy," purred the newcomer, “sou
can go. And remember that we are
not to be disturbed.'

The youngster seemed only too glad
to make himself scarce, and a moment
Inter the door closed behind him; and
it was then that Caleb K. Brindon
secmed to see Ltho situation in its trus
perspective,

“Say,” drawled the American, "I
gueas you ain't lost for nerve.”

“I guess not,”” agreed the mnew-
comer easily.

“ Well, what's the circus, anyway 7"
gueried Caleb K

“ Business, my dear Brindon,” re-
turned the stranger quietly. “Busi-
ness. I wish to speak to you about
Dayton’s challenge to this—er—per-
son.”

He gave an almost imperceptible
nod towards Justin Schwaab. It was
a contemptuous gestute, and an ugly
light 'dawned io the Kaffir champion’s
oyes. :

“And what has the challenge to do
with yout” demanded Justin, half
vising from his chair.

“That is entirely my own business,’
answered the other man, fixing his
questioner with inscrutable cyea.
“Kindly remain quict while your
betters are talking."

This was too much for the Kaffir,
who jumped to his feet and seat his
chair flying backwards.

“What ! You dare to talk to me
like " that, you white beast?” he
shouted huskily. “D'vou know who
T am? Ain’t I the light-heavyweight
champion? Didn't I whip Durand?
Ain't 1 the Big Noisoe#

The stranger shook his sleck head.

‘"No, mnot the Big Noise, my
friend,” he relurned; * merely s bar-
bario sound. an echo of the jungle.”

“¥You beast]! You white beast!”
shouted the Kaffir, leaping across the
room’; and then he came to the floor
with a thud as the other man snatched
up 4 chair and Aung it at his shins
with terrific force.

With his eyes gleaming and his lips
drawn  back. Justin  Schwaab
ecrambled to his feet and prepared
to hurl himself upon the stranger,
who was regarding him with a con-
temptuous, tannting smile. Yot that
wild rush was never wmade,

Little by little, cvery wvoslige of
courage seemed to ooze from ihe
Kaffic’s finger tips, and in a very short
while ke was cringing before the
hyrflﬁotic gaze of those uncanny eyes.

¢ stranger, to the native mind,
appeared to be something scarcely
human, and the Kaffir's voice was
little more than & whisper when he
spoke.

“Who—who are you?" he gasped,
unable to tear his cyes from ihe
pallid features.

“I am known as the Duke," an-
sweraed the other man tonelessly, * and
should you again so far forget your-
solf as to ca]% me a ' white beast' I
shall drll a neaf holo between your
eyes and send your soul winging back
to the African jungle, from .whence
it comes. Sit down—hbefore I knock
vou down " -
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reign as Light-heavyweight

Champion of Europe is brought to an abrupt
end by Rollo Dayion!

—ir— —
Tho 2nd Chapter.
The Duko’'s Plan.

Both boxer and mapnager gasped
when they learn the identity of their
visitor, for the name of tle infamous
criminal was known throughout the
world.

A social pariab, an outcast, with
every man's hand againat him, he
was “wanted " for crimes in every
part of the globe; vet hers he was

and it was not long before there
‘weregrumours of “faked " fights and
“erooked " running of horses.

And the Man in the Street began
to suspect that everything was not
“on the level” in the sportinr
world. 2

The Duke chuckled to himself as
lie watched the succcss of 'his cam-
paign; and he merely shrugged his
shoulders contemptuously when he
learnt that™ certain  well-known
eportsmen were banding together o
combat his activities.

He had not heard of the Hon.
Rollo Dayton at that time, bub it
was not long before the fair-haired
voung giant crossed swords with
him

It was war to the death, and in
the encounters which followed tho
Duke was compelled to admit that
he had matched his strength and
wits against a worthy foeman; in-
desd, he vowed that Ims youthful
enemy would have to bz put out of

the way—“destroyed ¥ was the
word he used—once and for all.
Yet all his murderous attempts

came to naught, and the youngstor
was &till very much alive when
London received the nows of Justin
Schwaab's sensational viclory 'over
Charles Durand.

The days passed, and it soon be-
came obvious that the Kaflir was
not a fit person to hold the light-
heavyweight championship - of

Burope; and it/ waa for this renson
that Rollo challenged Schwaab.

a
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ROLLO’S RUSE

§ The blg nsgro gave a grunt of satisfaction

" and clasped Rollo Dayton's outatretched

hand ; and, even as he did so, the youngster brought over his mighty
left fist and sant it ¢rashing into the evil features !

in the Hotel Royale, right in the
heart of London!

An acknowledged prince of the
underworld, 8 man whose word was
law in the criminal haunts of every
big city, the Duke tuled with a rod
of iron, and it went ill with anybody
who was foolish enough to cross his
path or guestion his authorily.

The crook was accustomed to
being feared, he expected his fellow-
men to cringe before his gaze, so it
is not surprising thet he received an
unpleasant shock when he met the
Hon. Rollo Dayton, of the Clzan-
Sport Crusaders, a youngster who
snapped his fingers under the Duke’s
aristocratic nose.

Some months l‘;afom, upon return-
ing from & ‘*‘business™ irip to
America, the criminal had looked
round for & means of striking a
subtle blow at Society, and eventn-
olly he had decided to bring sport,
the national institution, to the dust.
To this end, therefore, he set out
to corrupt racing, ecricket, football,
and boxing, and so ingenious were
hia schemes that he soon * be,
make his sinister influence felt.
Using  violence, bribery,
blackmail as his weapons, he man-
aged fo get cerfain ofﬁciafq and prn-
fessionnl sportsmen into his power;

AN SWE Rs
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The boxer and his manager were
discussing  the affair when the
Duke made his dramatic appear-
ance,

“Now,” purred the criminal, 2s
the big Kaflir sank into an armchair,
“we will gol down to business. You
hate Rolo Dayton?”

The expression upon the bronze
face was eloguent.

I hate them all—the white men !"
muttered Justin viciomlf.

“You want to beat him?"

“Beat him 1" oried the champion,
clenching his great fists and shaking
them above his head. “I want lo
smash him—smash him as I smashed
Durand | They eneered at me and
called me blackie. but they'll have to
aﬁqwer for it! Tl beat them
s "

He paused, breathing heavily, and
his ssething mind went back to the
diamond-mines at Balfontein where,

ears before, & big-bearded Swede

ad struck him a cowardly blow.

Justin, for the first time in his life,
had “seen red,” and the Swede
locked anything but a pretty sight by
the {imo the mines manager and
threo other men fore the steely
fingers from the thick throat.

The Kaffir had been ““fired” on
the spot, and it was after a five days’
tramp that he rcached Capo Town.
He was hungry and penniless, but he
had the good fortune to strike Billy
Muldoon’s Sports Dive, where he
fought = man for s few shillings.

¢ was weak, and kmew scarcely
anything sbout boxing, and, as a

conscquence, he was soon reeling
before his opponent  And ihen it 4vas
that an insult had been hurled at liim ;
and a moment later he was fighting
with the ferocity of an enraged tiger.

Caleb K. Brindon had been present,
and he realised that in the Kaffir he
had found a possible champion.

So he had approsched Schwaab and
taken him in hand, but the youngster
did not do anything of outstanding
merit until he met Charles Durand;
and it was entirely due to the Ameri-
can's cunning. that the Frenchman
did not bring off an easy victory.
For it was Brindon who placed the
man in the gallery, and Brindon who
gave the signal for the taunting
words which had roused all the
Kafbr's primordial passions.

Justin Schwaab did not know this,
of course, 80 he had formed the idca
that every while man was his sworn
eoemy; and the American let him
think so, for it suited his plans.

“T'll smash ’em—smash "em all!"
repeated the Kaffir, again and again,
his emouldering eyes fixed upon the
Duke’s pallid features.

‘*But you won't smash Daylon, my
friend !” returned the criminal
quietly. “Listen to me, you worm!"
he snapped, as the champion was
sbout to speak. “You've got about
aa much chance of beating Dayton as
you have of changing the colour of
your skin, for the puppy is a world-
boater, and you're a second-rater al
best—a gecond-rater with a streak of
the animal in you!” -

“Maybe eo,” drawled Caleb K.
Brindon, as Schwoaseb writhed in his
chair but feared to throw himself
upon the Duke; “but I guess there
are ways and means of fixing this
boob. And there should be & whole

heap of doliurs in the business.”
. Tdm criminal inclined hia eleck
ead.

“T was coming to that, my dear
Brindon,” he purred suavely. bt §
have all the plans cut and dried.
Listen,” i

The 3rd Chapter.
: Held Up!
The mnews that the Hon. Rolla
Dayton had been matched, against

Justin Schwauab, created a storm of
controversy, and hundreds of on-
raged and mndignant cilzzens snatebied
up their pens, dipped them in acid,
and wrote long letiers Lo tho papers,
demanding that the fight should be
banhed. 5

~Homigr Winterholme, editor of the
“Sporting Herald,"” and thz pio-
moter of tho contest, was bombarded
with protests, threats, and insulls, yet
ho managed to retain his usual un.
ruffied demeanour through it all.

Homer was that type of man.

Like the majority of the sportling
public, he saw that it was impossible
to sllow the ¢ champion to
strut about Europe proclaiming the
superiority of the coloured race; and
it was equally impossible to deprive
him “of the light-heavyweight title
unless he transgressed verygbsdly.

And this Schwaab had not done.

He had merely stated that, in his
opinion, there was not a white man
breathing capable of knocking the
laurels from his narvow brow; and
the fact that his tone was sneering
and arrogant, was but a small point
against him.

The obvious and most rensible
manner of ridding the mitting game
of its unpopulur champion was (o
find a white boxer who could beat
him decisively within the roped
square, and it was for this reason
that Winterholme was nof swayed in
his determination io stage the con-
test between Rollo Dayton and
Justin  at the  ‘carliest possible
moment,

Rollo took up his quarters &t Joo
Floyd's troining camp at Emberloy,
an out-of-the-way village on  the
Sussex downs. Joe was a lean-
iimbed, bald-headed man with =
clean-shaven face which bore the
trace of a hundred hard-fought
battles. The ears wers large and
misshapen, the noss was flat and had
u decided list to starboard, and the
thinlipped mouth just missed bisect-
ing the battered counlenance.

Yet Joo, although anything but a
matines idol, was not unpieasing to
gaze upon, for his clear, slale-grey
oyes nggtieat;;eﬂ awith intelligence and
strength of purpose.

Many were the champions who had

passcd  through his hands; and
many were the fighting men of all
grades. who sat at his feet and

listened to his words of wisdom.
Temperate in everything, 'includ-
ing meat, drink, and language, there
were, nevertheless, times when he
felt compelled to express himself
forcibly; and it was then that he
(Continued overleaf.)

* THE SEMI-FINAL!?” That’s the title of a Great New Footer Yarn of Rollo Dayton and Chelsea Villa in next Monday's BOYS' FRIEND !
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called upon . yocabulary as blistering
as any in_the counttg; and mare
than one champion bad been known
ifo wilt under bis fow of home-
truths.

The old '-‘%g * had no fault to
find with the Hon. Rollo Dayton, for
the youngster eotered into nis train-
ing with all the zest of a schoolboy;
for, aiter all, he was liitle more

He sdpent his time ir(:!. the well-
equippe mnasium and upon
road, and gr matter of days found him
‘it to fight for a kingdom, -

Floyd grunted his satisfaction;
and iwenty-four hours before the
contest he was seen to grin.

The afizir was to take place at the
Star Boxing Hall, in Tottenham
Court Road, the purse being of a
very substantial natuve. Caleb K.
Brindon, the Kaffir's American man-
ager, had started negomt.mns b
demanding the earth before he woul
sllaw his ;_)rincipai to enter the ring;
but, - finding Homer Winterholme
ardamant, he had climbed down., ¥et
Justin Schwaab was fo have the
long end of the purse, win, lose, or
draw.

Rollo’s share was to go to &
charity.

The Xaffir champion was in train-
ing at Mardon, on the Thames, yet
he was frequently seen aboul town in
the evénings, the idal of o crowd of
svcophants.  That he was confident
of ‘an easy victory over Rollo Dayton
was obvious, and be never met a
newspaper  man wit:hout saying
exactly what he was going to do witl
the “white beast ” who had daved i
challenga him.

Rollo' read the reports with a
somewhat puzzled expression in his
mild blue eyes, and on the eve of the
contest, when he, Dr. Dagnal, and
Joe Floyd were having a auiet meul

together, he commented upon
Schwaab’s super-confident attitude.
“You know, old 'eggs” he

drawled, in his tired way, “I zeally
don’t understand this Kaffir johnnie
at all. He must surely reahse that

I'm not a—a child 40 arms, and all
that sort of thing, yet he seems to be
rotting about in town every evening.
1t's jolly rummy, to say the least of
R LY

Joe Floyd's thin lips tightened as
he nodded his bald head.

‘The Expert’s Lot.

The greater my experience of foot-
ball and the intricacies of the rules,
the more careful I sm to avoid the
pitfalls which ars set for-the man who
-asan expert.  But just rocently,
owever, L fell inlo 2 trap which 1
suspeet had been carefully set for me
by & reader of the Bovs' Friexn. This
oung- man sent me a question which
looked innocent enough. He asked me
if it was possible for a footballer,
right from the kick-off at the start
of a match, to score a goal, without
either an opponent or a colleague
touching the ball. My reply was
#No, 2! usze the rules state that
from tho kick-off the same player
must not touch the ball twice in suc-
cession, and that from the kick-off a
goal cannot be scored direct. So you
see how satisfactory the reply looked.

A Gne-Man Scors.

Yet it wasn't so good as I thought.
Back came a letter declaring that, in
the opinion of the writer, it was pos-
sible for s cemtre-forward to score a
legitimate goal fcrllr.\wninﬁ1 the kick-off
from the centre-line without anothex
player touching the ball. And this
is how the thing can be done. The
centre-forward, instead of kicking off
from the cenire in the orthodox way,
takes a hefiy lunge at the bail and
sends it careering through the air

M.

-

WALTER ERWARDS

(Continued from previous page.)

he

“You're right, old son!”
alto-

growled; “and T don’t feel
gether happy about it.”

“You mean that overything isn't
straight, Joe?” put in the rley
Strect man, who had been on
intimate. {erms wilh his host for
yeurs,

“That's ahout the size of it,” ad-
mitted the “pug.” *I weuldn’t be
a bit curprieed if there was some
underhand work afoat A boxer's
got to be fit—clean through and

‘throngh; and you can’t kid me that

the black’s anything like 6t at the
m(ﬁnéﬂm'” light laugh
o gave a dight laugh.

“Well, in that case, old egg, the
“mill> will be a walk-over for me,”
ha said. I feel that I could Deav
Schwazb under any arcum-
stances, but to-morrow’s contest looks

like a gift!” :
“Huh p}'runt.ed Floyd, frowning.
“1t certainly looks like ome, but

things ain't always whet they appear
B"‘

“Bul—but, bang it all,” protested
Rollo, “what can he do now—on the

‘eve of the fight? T'm as fil as a

fiddle; the boys guard me as though
I were a Derby favourite, and T shall
travel from here to the Star Hall in &
closed-in ear, There can be no ques-

“tion of foul play, and as for the scrap
“itself—well, you can leave that to

your Uncle Rollo }”

Argain the old “pug ¥ granted.

“L don't wish to dizhearten you
son,” he bagan, running a goarle
hand over lis siunmﬂg dome.
“You're not exactly a ray of sun-
shine, old man” smiled Dagnall,
putting a match fo his briar.

“T don’t wish to dishearten you,”™
repeated Jee doggedly, “but we've

ol to kesp a weather ¢ye open for
at fighting machine! Both he and
his manager know that the scraj
means everything to them, so.it aip't
likely that le& re going to give the
title away with a pound of tea, is
it? There’s something fshy about
this business, ant’i, it’s no good blink-

ing at the

“Let them do what they like, old
man,” said Dtﬁlgﬂ, his massive jaw
tightening. ““They won’t get much

¢ out of usl”
Joo nodded and ?Z_qnced at the
piece,

clock npon ths mant

Corner|

towards his opponents’ goal. One of
the  centre-forward’s _colleagues
dashes aftexr it at top speed, and, just
a3 the ball comes down, befare any-

bolfg alse has played it, a full-back
fouls him. A free kick is given, there
is nothing in the rules of the game to

prevent the cenire-forward from tak-

g the free ki
e Tooms this ¥

d if he scores

an
ick, he will have

8. CABTLE
{Charlton Athletic).

“Son! Get to bed!” ha growled,

turning his slate-grey eyes upon
Rolla.

* But, haﬁF it all, it's only hali-
past nine, old egg!” protested the

fuir-haired youngster.

“Get to bed!” thundered the old
“pug,” rising to his full height and
pointing  towards the bed-room.
"“I'm boss of this establishment, an’
don’t forget it! Hop it!”

Al right dad!” smilea Rollo, hog’-
ping across’ the linoleum. “Fd tell
you to keep your hair on—if you had
any! Nighty-night, Daggers, old
egg! Tl see you in the worning!”

He spent the following mornin
playing billiards, and after lunch
a nap, sleeping as peacefully as a
child. Six o'clock found him- up
again, all smiles and showing no trace
of nervee, ;

TELL ALL YOUR PALS!

PUNGCH !

That describes the magnificent
etories that weppear In next
Monday’s Bumper fssue of the
BOYE' FRIEND. [n addition &
superb HAND-COLOURED
REAL QLOBEY PHOTO of
ROBERT MoNEAL (West Brom-
wich Albion) s given FREE
WITH EVERY COPY!

Joe, running expelj."‘e_j‘ea over the

magnificent yo g nted.
T It's wnndbr?lzf _w%t,- g;ucm do
with e !” He said, Bddressing Dr.

Dagnall. “When be came hére he
was & bag o’ bopes—"'

A big cushion whizzed across the
sitting-room, and caught him full in
the faee, almost sending him off his
balance.

“Now then—now then!? growled
the “pu;l.';." “Don't you bust my
: -ll

- 8till, 3t was a bit of Juck, wasn't
it, Daggera?” asked Rollo, 1gnoring
Joe’s remark.

“What was?” asked the doctor,
shamming innocence.

ecored a peorfectly legitimate goal

without another player having
touched the ball from the kick-off.
Problems.

Writing of liitle Iptoblems, here is
another one which I stumbled against
recently; and which is also quite in-
‘genious in-its way. As you know, the
side ageinst which a_?al is_scored
has the privilege of kicking off from
the centre of the feld, Thus, on the
face of it, one might eay it would be
impoesible for the same team to score
fwo goals in succession without any
mermber of the ing team touch-
ing the ball. And yet 1t can be done
in this way. With the last kick of
the first half, 2 player scores a goal.
Ii the team which scored has the
zight to kick off in the sefond half
when the gams is restarted, it is ob-
vigusly siblo for them ‘to score
fwo goals in succession without a
member of the other team touching

the ball.
The moral of these little catch-
nestions in regard to football is just
i8. Whenever anybody asks you a
question, think well befora you
answer. The probsbility is that in
the question is a catch which you can-
not = appreciate  without ul
thought, and perhaps not even with

thought.

The Babea of the Bouth.

Without question, Charlton Ath-
letic have been the eensational team
of this season’s Cup competition. The
“Babes " of the Southern Third Divi-
sion were expected to go cut of the
competition at the first round prﬁm.
for, in being called ;ﬁc’n to face -
nchester,

chester City, at they
wers given about as hard a task ns
any club could possibly kave been

given. ¥et they pulled through by

“Why, that that old cgg kept his
mouth shut,” explained the youngster.
“ He might have lost his priceless old
cushion altogethew I

_This indelicate reference to the
size of his mouth made Joe Floyd
Frunt again, but inwardly he was de-
ighted that his man was in such high
spirits.

The big contest at the Star Mall
was billed to take place at half-past
mine, and it was on tht stroke of
eeven when Rollo. Daggers, and the
“pug ™ stepped into the Fformer's
powerful grey car.

Emberley 18 right off the map, and
to efrike tlie main London road the
car had to follow ‘= winding lane
acroes country. The night was chilly
and cloudy, bul occasionally the meon
broke through and beamed down
upon them. -

They were doing & good thirty
miles en hour when there cama a
sudden jarting of brakes which jerked
them from their seais; and a second
later the doora were swung open, and
four masked figures covered them
with automaticc  which  glinted
threateningly in the moonlight.

The 4th Chapter.
To the Rescue!

“Get out!” rasped a husky voice.
“An' dom’t you white beasis try
get fresh [

. Y Negroes ! grated Joe Flovd be-
tween hjs  set teeth. - ' Blessed
blacks:" .

“Come on, out of it!” rasped tho
same unpleasant voicé. “Wa don't
want to ehoot, you, but 2]

Thero was no mistaking the mean-
ing of Lhe threat, and the men in the
car, not wishing to run any unncces-
sary risks ebeyed the command;
and no eooner were they standing in
the narrow lane than they were sur-
rounded by a ecore of coloured men,
many of whom seemed to be the scum
of dockland, ragged, unkempt

-oreatures who grinned unpleasantly.

Rollo Dayton was the first to re-
cover from Hhis selonichment. He
jammed his  gold-rimmed monocle
ito posilion, and glanced round at
the crowd.

** Er—what exaclly is the trouble?”
he asked quietly, playing for time.
““What do you—er—gentlemen want ?
If it's the washing baths—*

“Cut that out!” rasped the leadér,
a big African negro with a deep ecar
across his cheek. * You're Dayton,
aren't you?" *

Rollo bowed.

"“That 15 0 " he returned, “but I
have nol had the inestimable pleasure
of knowing you, Mr.—er——"

"My name don’t matter !" grunted
the negro. his bloodshot ej‘es%ﬂazing
with anger,

He knew that he was having his
lex pulled. and hie (rigger fingor
twitched. He would have given
much to have filled Raollo with lead.

“Oh, quite—quite!” smiled the
youngster pleasantly.

two goals: to one, and then, in the
second round, knocked out at Charl-
ton Preston North End—the finalists
of last season. It does one good to
see these struggling sides doing well,
and, eo far aa Charlton are concerned,

T. MAGEE.
(West Bromwich Albion).

we can say that in their case fortune
has favoured the brave. On the books
of the club there are two or three ex-
Tottenham Hotspur dphyem. and one
of these is outsidemight Btanley
Castle, a player who has rendered
his new club good service In the
old days Castle was an amateur
player with Crystal Palace, and there
was some littla trouble batween the
Palace and the Spurs, when the latter
signed him on. However, as he did
not get many chances at Tottenham,
he went to Charlton.

1

And he wmade a mental vov thab-
he would get even with the fellow
later. Bul a: the moment he had still
to play for time, for half a dozen
sparring partners from the training
camp were dve ot any moment, -

‘Listen !” rasped the leader. =~ !

“Say on, Inky!” prompted
Rollo, straming his ears to catch the
lsout? of theé':ther car. -

“You're due to t  Justin
Schwasb to-night,” grate§ the negro,
‘and you stand a good chance of
winning—if you ave allowed bo geb
inlo the ring ! i

‘Go oni” ezid Rollo, & hard light
cre‘epmlg into his blue eyes. “T pre-

2

sume t you and—er—thesa others
He nodded towards the shadowy

figurea.

“Stow it  yeu white beast!™
growled the leader, thrusting his
automatic within an  inch the
youngster's smiling face “It's our
job to stop vou getting to London,
unless youo listen 1o reason.'”

“Out with it 1" growled Joe Floyd.

“Daytor can either promise {o go
down for the count in the third
round,' snid the ncgro slowly, *‘or
elss wo've going lo give the three of
you such a bashing that you'll all Lo
u!:! '.],106].11..131 for a mouth. That's
alll '

“H'm!” pondered Rollo, after o
short pause. “That's interesting.
But T could easily give you my word
ond g back on .

“But you wouldn't!" =aid the
leader, conviction in his' unpleasant
voice.

*tow do you know ’* asked Rollo
quickly.

“ Because the Duke—"" began the
negro; and then he shut his' teeth
with a snap.

Rollo Dayton shot a aquick glance
at Dagnall.

“So he's at the bottom of it, is
he?” he mused. “I might have
guessed A

“Come on!" interrupted the negro.
“Will you do it or not? I give you
five seconds !

Three seconds passed. and then the
youngster, making up his mind, held
out his right hand.

“The Duke's got the better of us
this time!” he declared, somewhat
{u]efully. “Rastus, we'll on
at il

The big negro gove a grunt of
satisipction. and clazped Rollo's oyt-
siretched palm, and even as he did
so the youngster brought over his
mizhty leit and sent it crashing into
the avi! fésiures.

From afar came the purr of &
motor-engine.

Thni lgrriﬁc punch was the signnl
for a free fight, and Daggers and Joe,
{aking the risk, threw themselves
upon the black fellows who were
covering them with revolvers,

Three spurts of flame followed, and
the manner in which aded

the trio waded
into the fray proved beyond doubd
(Continned om the next page.)

In the third round Charlton had
West Bromwich as opponents, and in
the Albion team there was ab least
one player who illustrates the truth
of the old saymg that the footballer
himself is not always the best judge
of his abilities. 1 refer 1o Tom
Magee, the right half-back of the
Albior. When he first became =
“Threstle,” Magee was a forward.

But gradually it was horne in upon
the monagement of the West Brom-
wich Club that Magee had the
makings of a half-back in him, and
thus the player was asked to take up
his duties in that department. At
first Magee jibbed, but, bein fpeg-
suaded that it was for the good of his
cllub dsa iqr-b Ez;;i?:l,f 39Lheventually

ayed at right and the progress
ey!fas t_nmﬁa i the positinnpfénﬁng-
the present season may be judged
from the fact that he played for Eng-
land against the South in the fret
trisl match. Magee is only a little
fellow, but he is extremely energetic,
never tired, and is one of the many
players on the books of the Albion
club who have not been in any other
first-class side.

The forecast of the matches to be
played on Saturday ill ba found on
the next page.

g0

(Another splendid article next week.)

Another £10 offered to readers fo-day! Solve the simple Footer Competition on page 491 right away!
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that no hit had been istered.
‘The white men were sadly out-
numbered, of course, but so mixed
were the combatants that the further
use of the revolvers was out of the
guestion.

Rollo’s punch had vobbed the
leader of consciousness, and-it was
®not long before he had accounted for
ihree more of tho enemy; and, just
23 numbers were beginning fo tell,
the powerful headlights of a car
swept round a bend in the lane, and
the half a dozen sparring pariners
wers upon the scene.

The car pulled up with o grinding,
of brakes, and two seconds later tho
boxers had leapt from the vehiclo
and were pelting toward the scene of
tha [ray. .

One glancs was enou%’h.

Boiling with rage, they tore into
the, fight with the forocity which
spdke eloquently of their liking for
Rollo Dayton, and. in less than two
minutes the battle royal was at an

end.

It had bLeen hot work whilst it
lasted, bub the black hoolignns had
no heart for punishment once the tide
turned and tge white men gained the
upper hand,

Howling with pain and whining for
mérey, they broke through the hedge
and pelted off across the fields, leav-
ing iheir wounded to take care of
themselves.

And there were al least
atlacking party which had been
placed hors de combal;  They lay
stretched in the dusty road, moaning
and trembling with fear.

Rollo Dayton wi his bruoised
knucklos with his sil bandkerchicf
and_glanced down at the  wretched
viclims. - -

“ And what shall wa do with these
bonnie little fellows?"” he asked, turn-
ing to Joo Tloyd as though noth :dg
out of the common had happened.
He appeared to be his ushal unruffled
self. and ho was breathing easily.

“'Do with 'em?"’ growled the old
“pug,” who had thoroughly enjoyed
the “mill.” “T'd hke to duck "em in
the river!” :

“Put we haven't {ime,” pul In
Dagrers regretfully. “1 suggest
that we roll 'em into the ditch and
leavo them there. We don't want a
police-court job."”

“That's old g, drawled
Rollo; and s}?é placed b toe under
the leader's big body, twisted it over
and over, and toppled it into the
stagnant diteh, where it landed with
a squeich. ; ]

The othor nogroes wera disposed of
with all promplitude, and then Joe
and his party climbed into tho cars
and resumed  their  interrupted
journey to London.

Tho 5th Chapter.
Ths Qreat Night.

The Star, London’s newesi boxing
hall, is o palatisl building which does
credit to the capital. Built by Captain
Adrian Bland, tho mos{ progressive
promoter of the day, il caters for
sporlsmen of all classes, from the
aristoerat with his own upholstered
¢hair at the ringside to the paper-boy
who pays his shilling for a seat in the
gallery.

Fiverything has been done to
assure the comfort of the patrons
who are able to got an uninterrupted
view of the ring from any part o the
lofty building. The lighting is per-
fect and the system of ventilation a
trinmph.

The night of the Dayton-Schwaab
afair found avery seat occupied by
nine o'clock, for all who paid for
admission meant (o see the important
contest right from the goné:.

After all, much depended npon the
outcome, for Rollo Dayton was going
to do baltle for the prestize of the
white race. Tho purse and litls
meant little to him. :

The eveninz papers appeared with
‘a final interview with Justin Schwaab
—the ubiquitous reporters having run
him to earth in his hotel-and his
tone continued to be bombastic and
arrogant.

#1 shall beat Daylon in three
rounds,” he declared ; * that is, unless
he gets cold feet and backs ount at the
last moment. I ghall not be in the
least surprised if he funks the fight,
in which case I shall collar the whola
of the purse and will retain my titlo.
This clause was in the contract which
we signed. There isn’t o white man
in the game who stands a chance
against this gentleman of colour!”

Justin ow all about the Duke's
Told-np, of course, and he had been
assured that nothing conld go wrong,
Tn his heart, he rather hoped that
Rollo would save his face by choosing
to ro three rounds.

Then would not he, Justin
Schwnab, have a laugh of the
S white beasts,” tha people that had

nine of the

despised him from his earliest days in
the kraal at Balfontein | §

Nine o'clock found him in his
dressing-room, surrounded by his
hangers on, and smoking a long black
cigar; and a glance at lus eyes showed
that his present mode Iuxurious
living was having an effect upon even
his irony constitution, X

Culeb K. Brindon was also there,
looking very eatisfied with himself.
Ho had just eptered the room.

“Heo's just arrived, bo!” he
announced, sinking into a chair and
grinning across - ab his principal
“And from the look of ‘em—the
doctor. Joe [loyd, and the rest—
thers must have been some scrap
before they gaveo inl” -

“D’you mean that Dayton's here?”
asked the Kaflir eagerly.

“Suro thing!” s

Justin Séhwaab was out of his chair
in & Aash. He gripped his manager
by the hand.

“We’re in luck’s way, Calebi” he
cried, slipping out of hiz evening
coat. “I'll changel”

“The spectators aro in for the
ghock of their lives!” chuckled the
American. “Dayton will have to put
up some sort of show until the third
round, ond then—good-night, all!
Aw, boy, it'’a a peacherino of an
ideat”

The contest which was to ptecede
the big tight waus already in progress,
two promising lightweights giving of

—_—

/

—

T

z

>

-

-_

-

-

/ ’

oN
-

RS

flushed as he slipped through the
ropes and bowed to' the spectators.

IL was a scene which will live in the
meniory of everyone prescot for all
time, the excitement being indescrib-
able. And never had a boxer reccived
grester encouragement (o do or dic
than did Rollo Dayton. -

Four “seconds " followed him into
his corner, where he seated himself in
his swivel chair and. wailed for the
Kaffir champion.

The vast hall was humming with
excited conversation and heated argu-
ment, and all the while the seconds
flitted by. Ono minute passed, then
another, but there was no sign of
Justin Schwaab.

“What's tho ides, old man?" asked
Daggers, who was in Rollo’s corner.

“QOh, it's an sncient wheeze, old
ege,” smiled the youngster. “The
Amecrican has put him up to it. He
hopes to get me nervy, and he's got
about a5 much chance of doing that
as he has of winning a prize ot @
beauty show!”

The.. erowd, good-natured and
tolerant to a degree, began fo show
signs_of impatience.

“Now then, Schweoab!"” yelled a
hoarse voice from the gallery.
“Show a leg, old son!"”

“Schwaabl Schwaab!™

The din incressed with ecach pass-

ing second, and it was at its height

when Justin Schweab, with a broad

smooth as marble, looked almost
frail in comparison, yet there was a
quiet air about the youngster which
spoke of boundless confidence.

The M.C. slippad through the
ropes and raised his hand for silence.
Tho audiencs was in a restive mood,
so he did not waste any lime. i

A twenby -round contest—three
minutes each round—for the light-
heavyweight championship of
Europe,” he announced in ringing
tones:.  “On  my right, Justin
Schwanb, the charapion: on my left,
the Hon. Rollo Dayton.”

There cams the command fo the
“seconds ™ ; then the gong.

Clang!

The 6th Chapter.
Juatin Schwaab's Defeat.

. Mis features twisted info = taunt-
ing grin, Justin Seliwsab emerged
from his corner and touched Rollo
Dayton's outstretched gloves; end &
second later he went reeling with a
punch  which thudded againsté his
thick lips and split them.

He was the most surprised person-

in the world af that moment, and a
dangerous light ‘leapt into his eyes
as he covered up eond erouched
aguinst the ropes.

_ He looked ominous and threaten-
ing, vet thab did nob appear to mako
the slightest impression upon ithe im-
erturbable Englishman, who fol-
owed up his initial advantage and

x\‘\\\\\ |
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! Rollo Dayton timed his blow
behind the punch as it
Jumped Into the air, twisted round, and crashed to the floor in a huddied hsap !

to a fraction of
turd w 1 e

a socond, and, euch was the foroe
Schwaab’s jaw, that the Kaffir

their bost; and at the end of six
rounds, when the result was given Lo
a stocky little fellow from Cardiff, the
spacious hall rang with cheers for
hoth winner and loser.

Then followed the restless stirring
of bodies and feet which invariably
preclaims the coming of tho impor-
tant event of the programme.

The bir arc lamps over the ring
spluftered and burst info life, whilst
a small armiy of white-sweatered
“seconds ”’ began to fuss about the
ring, chanping tho water, cleaning the
canvas and m:lkinF evarything ship-
shape in readiness for the big contest,

Rollo Dayton was the firet to mako
his appearanice, and scarcely had the
vast nudience -caught sight of his
smooth fair hair than a roar of cheer-
ing, which made the rafters dance,
broke from every side of the ring.

Never had there been such a scene
of wild enthusiasm in the Star Hall,
and Rollo’s handsome face was

grin, kicked open the door at the
end of the aisle and strutted to the
ringside, :

is whole mein was offensive, con-
fident and taunting, and the cheers
which greeted him would not have
wakened a sleeping child.

The chilly recoption did not seem
fo worry lum, however, for his grin
broandened as he climbed through
the ropes and walked across to his
corner, whers he joined hall & dozen
negroes, his “seconds.” They, also,
were grinning, for was not Dayton
going to take the count in the third
round?

. Justin slipped out of his silk dress-
ing-gown and strotched himself, and
there was no denying the fact that
he was a splendid fguro of a man.
The dizcerning eye might have
considered him a trifle too fMeshy, but
that he was still as strong as an ox
was apparent, : v

Rollo Dayton, lithe, with skin as

slammed home terrific body blows
which made his man wince.

Thud, thud! Thud, thud!

Right followed left with the spoed
of light, and it was only by rallying
and  fighting with the ferocily of
despair that the Kaffic managed (o
get out of the ugly corner and

ance into the cenire of the ring.

Anger gleamed from the depths of
his ewes, and he was multering
savagely as he waded in, both arms
working like piston-rods.

Rollo was quite ready for him, and
the left he pushed out struck the
coloured fellow upon his badiy-
damaged lips and rocked him; and
ggain he found himself retreating
before such a shower of blows as he
had not known even in his most
borrible nightmare.

Ho dodged and ducked and used
the ring, but he conld not escape
that terrible right and left; and all
the while his mind was seething
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with the fact that this grim-faced
white man had promised to take the
count in the third round.

It was all very well for him to put
up a convincing and realistic show,
of m“:isf‘" but—

ud !

The left shot out again, knocki
his head back with altfx?ﬁt paral}'siﬁg
force; and a moment later Schwaab
fell into a clinch, gripping his man
with wild strangth,

“Go easy, you white beast!” he
breathed hoarsely. * Remember your
promise! "

“Break! Break, Schwasb!" com-
manded the réferce’s stern voice.

Rollo Dayton’s strong jaw jutted
forward at the Kallir’s words, and his
face was sel and masklike when he
leapt forward and brought over =

rig, which thudded against the
contused lips oand sent Schwaab
staggering.

The champion seemed to have the
strength of ten men, for few boxers
could have lived through that ter-
rible dm}gnﬁu and im'en Schwaab
swayed slightly as, the gong havi
clanged, he watked to his _m%ner, o8

A cataclysm of riotous shounts and
hand-clappmg greeted the end of the
round, for Rolio Dayton looked as
fresh as when he frst entered the
ring. Justin Schwaab, on the other
hand, was taking great guips at the
to‘wef_-drim:en gir, his muscular arms
banging limply over the top rope.

His gleaming eyes were staring
fixedly at the cool Englishman in the

opposite: corner.

. “The ' heast! The {reacherous
beast!* muttered Schwasb as his
“seconds * worked fronziedly to re-
store him.

The one-minute intermission was
all too short for him, yet ho was
comparatively fresh as. he skipped
from his corner for the second round,
and scarcely had the gong sounded
then a score of voices broke out from
various parts of the packed building:

*Geb into it, Schwaab!”

“*Get going, blackie!"

“Booh! You've gol cold feet!”

The Duke’s hirelings were at work.

Justin Schwaab stood quite still for
a moment, as though iho taunting
words had turned him to stone; and
then, with a savige exclamation, he
tore straight at Rollo Dayton. The
mere sight of him would have struck
cold terror into the hearts of most
men, but RBollo met the attack with
o straight left which knocked the
Kaffir flat upon his back

Schwasab was enly down for a
sccond, however, .and when he leapt
to his feet there was a dangerous
light glinting in his eyes.

The packed house was dumbstruck
and trensfixed, fearing for the fair-
bajred youngster in the ring.

Yot they need have had no fear,
for Rollo Dayton was the one self-
possessed person in the building.

] Measupni his man os he leapt, he
timed his blow fo a fraction of a
second, and such was the force be-
hind the punch as if connected with
the jaw that the Kaffir jumped high
into the air, lwisted round, and
crashed to the floor of the ring in &
huddled heap.

He was “out,” and the light-
heavyweight championship of Europe
had passed into the hands of a white
man !

THE EXD.
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NMAURICE EVERARD AT HIS BEST IN THIS GREAT SEA STORY!

Frank Polruen makes a gruesome discovery in the saloon of the derelict vessel—
and the Defiance has a rough journey through a terrible storm !

The is1 Chapter.

Hearing of the mysterious loss at
sea of more than tweniy ships within
a month, Captain Joe Tremorne, the
Polruan cousins, Frank and Dick, and
Harry Rawson, their friend, set off
on the Dehance, a camouflaged high-
speed destroyer, to discover ths
modern pirate to whom is altributed
the loss of tha vessels, With them
on the Defiance are Pieface, their
nesro servant; the crew of Joe
Tremorne’s old ship, the Enchantress;
and Bunjie, Pieface's baby elephant.
Before leaving Ergland, Dick Pol-
ruan informs the Press that they
are on o troasurve hunt, thus hoping
to more readily fall in with the pirate
when the news gets about. The De-
fance makes for the Cayos Islands,
around which most of the vessels dis-
appeared. One night, after they have
been at sea some weeks, o mysterious
ship ia sighted, which upon being
picked up by the searchlight makes
off 4t great speed. During g storm
they come upon = derelict vessel,
which they discover is the Octoroon,
of New Orleans. They stand off dur-
ingl the night, but at dawn Frank
Polruan, despite the roughness of the
sea, swims to her, and, after scveral
unsuccessful attempts, manages (o
gain her well-deck. He makes fasl
the vope, which he has brought from
the Defiance, and proceeds to search
the derelict.

The 2nd Chaptler.
An Ocean Tragedy !

Frank Polruan paused near the
‘entrance to the charthouse to wave a
signal to thoze on the Defiance; then,
turning the handle of the door, he
walked in. To his surprise there was
no sign of disorder anywhere, save
that a locker had becn broken open,
and whatever papers it may have con-
tained were po longer there. The
ship’s chronometer and a number of
charts had not been disturbed. There
was nothing to show that the vessel
did not carry her full complement of
officers and craw.

In the teeth of o strong wind Frank
worked his way, only halting when
he the entrance to the saloon.
It was closed and though the door
had not been locked, he had some
liltle difficulty in forcing an entrance.
Something barred the way, somethin
that rolled towards the threshold wit
every lift of the vessel and rolled away
again when she dipped in the trough
of the sea. He waited a moment and
slipped in. The door closed and a
heavy objech slithered past and tempo-
rarily imprisoned him. He turned;
and .a gasp of horror escaped him,
for the thing on the floor was the
body of a dead man,

_Death s always terrible, but
oftentimes: the manner of it is mora
dreadful still. Those who go down
to the sea in ships meet it in many
forms, but in nona more dreadful than
that of murder. For here was murder
most foul—the culmination of a crime
wickedly conceived and mercilessly
carried out. The dead man lay as the
motion of the vessel had carpied him,
his arms and lege sprawling, his body
doubled, his face hali hidden, turned
as it were to the floor. And in the
back of his head, a little sbove the
base of his skull, was a small hole,

At first Frank felt too stupefied to
do more than stand stricken with
dread on the far side of the saloon,
his right hand holding for support to
the spring of the screwed-down port-
hole. e Qctoroon began to list
again, heaved broadside on to & big
sea, and trundled the dead man {o th
feat of the motionless boy. :

It was then that the full significance

of this ocean {ragedy dawned on him,
for the upper portion of the forchead
had been blown away where the bullet
hud emerged. :

“Shot from behind,” muttered
Frank, dropping down on his knees.
“And not so very long ago, either,
for his- clothes are still damp with
blood. Iwonder who he is, Certainly
not one of the crew.”

The slain man was well, almost ex-
travagantly, dressad in a new lounge
suit of excelient cuality. As the boy
drew back one side his coat, =
length of gold watch-chain swinging
from a swivel trailed coldly across his
hand. To one end o small gold mutch-
box was attached; the other had been
broken wi iderable force, as the
wrenched and twisted links testified.
In the left-hand vest pocket was &
chamois-leather case which had been
used to enclose a watch. The watch,
however, was missing.

“Rohbery, evidently!” Frank re-
fleeted, starting to his feet to pick up
something dark that lay under -the
saloon table. He held it to the grow-
ing light, a wallet of Russian leather
ornamented with a crest and mono-
gram in gold. The wallet, howerer,
had been ripped open by hasty fingers.
for the tiny gold clasp lay by one of
the clamped-down table legs.

Frank felt a droadful fear grip him,
but he kept a tight grip upon himseif,
and faced with & guich mumf the
dreadful task which he felt lay befove
him.

A door at the far end opened to a
socond apartment, which Frank recog-
nised by the revolving leather chairs
and the small merble-topped tables o5
a miniature smoke-room. Here was a
scena of indescribable confusion—the
woodwork splintered, the mirrors
shattered, and the Lincrnsta ceiling
riddled with small black holes. Across
a small setiee clamped to the wall
sprawled a second dead man, shill

utching in his nerveless grasp a for-
midable revolver, while on the Jittered
floor were three other bodies thrown
tggether by the movemenis of the
ship.

Each told the same story, but in a
slightly different fashion. One had
been shot in the chest, another had
expired apparently from a blow on the
head, the man on the settee had been
shot in tho back, while the one nearest
the bookecsse showed a bullet wound
in his throat. And. as with the man
in the saloon. there was searcely an
article of valus on any onc of them.
Their pockets had been turned out,
and in the thick pile of the carpet a
few stray coms gleamed in_ the ccld
light streaming through the shut-down
ports.

One fact struck Frank as most
curions. The signs of struggle were
confined almost entirely to the saloon
and the smoke-room. True, when he
struggled {o the deck, glad once more
to be in the clean, fresh air, he saw
a fow deep furrows in the woodwork,
and the side window of the chart-
room had been shattered, evidently
by & stray pistol shot.

- A feeling of loneliness crept over

as he turned his back on the
scene of tragedy, and looked fo where
the Defiance rolled heavily half a2
mile awny. The silence that brooded
over the death-ship, the knowledge
thet death had come parhaps without
an instant’s warning to the poor
fallows whose cold hands he had
touched, filled him with inexpressible

horror. For an instant he was
templed to lea the deck-rail, and to
swim back as as he could to the

ship. Then a sense of his responsi-
bilities filled him. He recalled Joe
Tremoine’'s words before they had
turned their backs on Polruan, that
the venture on which they were

embarked would be beset with dangers
and difficulties. Tt was up to him to
show a stout heart even in the face
of such horrors as ho had just wit-

nessed. :

From the main deck he went to the
lazarette, and thence to the fo'c'sle.
Here, if anything, he found thing:
worse than in ‘the smoke-room or I
the saloon, for every member of the
ship’s crew—eleven in all—ay dead
where they had made their first mad
rush for freedom. Death must have
come upon them with amazing sud-

denness, for five lay in their bunks as

experience. He looked very white and
beaten when at length ‘willing hands
assisted him on deck.

“OuEhln't tc have let you do it.
Thought you'd never make the last
few hundred yards™ spid Joe sympa-
thetically. “Whal's come over vou,
bye? Feeling a bit knocked—eh 77

“Yos, Joe,” admitted Frank
weakly I want (o go below and
geb into warm clothee. Perhaps Dick
and Harry will give me a hand, T'll
see you later.”

When the deor was closed on them,
Dick gave Trank a generous
iowelling;, and hel him to dress.
But all the while ¥rank's teeth were
chattering, and every now and then
his hand went to his cyes, as thongh
to shut out some awful sight.

“What's wrong, old chap?” asked
Dick, leading his cousin to the side of
his bunk. - Y¥ou ook 'as if you've
seen a ghost.”

“Worse than a ghost,” admitied
Frank heavily. “The Octoroon is full
of dead men. Don’t give the e
away for a minute or two. I don't
want, Joe {o sae me like this, and I
don't want the crew to know unlil
Joe thinks fit to tell them, Slip up
on deck, will you, Harry, and, when
you sep 4 charce to get a word with
the old man alone, say T'd like to
have a talk with him in our cabin.”

He could be induced to say nothing
more until Tremorne joined them.
Piefnce had brought a pot of steam-
ing hot coffee in, and Frank drank
goveral cups before he could bring
him§e1£ to s of his _dia:over}'. &

“Joe, we're up against something
pretty dreadful?”’ he said, when at
length he felt his power of speach

RAWSON IN PERIL ! I seartr had Herey, Raweer, Sieneesd

o W
than the inviaih!eh hands of the wind clutched at him and flung him
. with st i

t the stern rail !

though sleeping. The other members
of the watch hud evidently been shof
down in the act of jomning their
assailed comrades.

QfF the ehip's officors there was no
sign. The chart-room, like the skip-
per’s quarters, was in a most orderly
state—scarcely a thing disiurbed.
Frank hunied for the ship’s papers,
but failed to find them. ;

Between the fo'c’sle and the main
deck the hatch-coverings had been
removed, and a good %:nl of water
had got in. Iis surging and washin
made o strange, melancholy sound.
Otherwise the oroon  was in
apple-pie order—ropes. coiled, deck
machinery preperly covered, and the
whealhouse untouched.

Frapk had seen sufficient {o visua-
lise something of what had happened
—a  swift, unexpected afttack; a
feeble, astonished atlempt at resist-
ance, which stiffened on the part of
the few male passengers, the dealing
of denth all round, and the sbandon-
ing of the vessel to the mercy of the
sea. He made the line fast about his
quivering body, and, balancing him-

f for a moment on the rail, leapt
far out, and haaded for the Defiznce.

Just how he conquered the long
half-mile of intervening water he
never afterwards quite remembered,
for hiz body, like his mind, was
numbed by the awfulness of his

“Aurder has taken place
oul there. In the saloon
lies o dead man, shot in the back of
the head. Four men are in the
cabin; and every jack man of the crew
—stokers, firemen, and deckhands—
have been killed!”

“Good heavens!” said Joe rever-
ently. *“This is terrible! What do
you make of it

“T hardly know what fo think>
wag {he slow reply. “Unless it is
part of the work of the modern
pirate; I've been thinking dreadful
things since I swam back—of the
ships that disappeared a few months
ago on the Atlantie seaboard; of the
vessel we passed last night. D’you
know, Joe, I believe that steamer
came fairly close up to get a
look at us; decided we weren’t worth
troubling about, and passed on. My
opinion s thet that ship was the cause
of all this frouble.”

“How long have Lheze poor fellows
been dead?”

“Not more than tweniy or twenty-
four hours, I shouid say. The blood
on their clothing is still wet. The
Octoroon must have been taken una-
wares, for neither passengers nor
crew hod time to leave their quariers
to make a stand-up fight in the open.
Everything points to robbery, and to
valuables having been taken.away.
The aft-hold has been emptied, and

roturning.
on the shi
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practically nothing of worth iz left.
Now, what's to be done?”

“Ounly one thing,” replied Joe,
lcoking very grim. ** We must get a
line on to her the moment the back
of this storm breaks, tow her to the
nearest port, and hand her over fo
the autherities for an inquiry.” He

lanced through the closed port to the

eave of the grey water. *The wind
is drawing off a bil, and the waves
are going down. By this after-
noon—"

Zoom! A ricochetling bang rolled
round the heavens, and as they leapt
{o their feet it was followed by a
second thunderous report, louder than
the first.

“Gun-five I* muttered Joe, starting
for the door. “The phantom ship has
found us, and we've gob to make a
fight for it.*” 3

The prophecy, however, proved
wrong, for when thoy reached the
deck and ‘stared round, the horizon
was an empty void, save for the dark
mass of the Octoroon rolling heavily
on her beam-ends. And above her
hung a densc black cloud. .

Joe raised his head and sniffed ab

the air, Down wind a smur of fine
spray drifted, bringing with 1t &
strange acrid odour.
_ “Gelignite!” he remarked shortly.
“A bomb has exploded in her.
Thank ess, Frank, you gob
away when you did!”

Barely had he spoken when there
was 2 third detonation, and this time
a yawning hole, througn which smoke
and Bame issued. appeared in the
Octoroon's side.  She rolled over like
a wonnded animal, and before the
cloud of dark vapour had vanished
they saw an immense stream of water
pouring into her.

Joo was beside himself with rage.

“The brutas!” he cried, shaking his
fiat in the mir. “They've done us,
No chance of gctunge: scrap of evi-
dence against ‘em. See! Those con-
founded infernal-machines are burst-
ing under the water-line. Long before
we can gat to her she'll be down.”

A dull sound, resembling the explo-
sion of a big gun afay off, roiled over
the sca, and pyramids of white foam
rose and fell along (he side of the
stricken steames,

_Every man on board the Defiancs
lined! the decle-rail, and waiched with
regretful eyes the tragic fate which
had befallen a sisters ship. The
Octoroon had hesled so far over that
the rail along her port-quarter was
aawvash, and the deck glanted at such
en engle that they coud clearly dis-

cern the yawning opening where the’
main-ha covering had besn re-
noved.

A heavy sea took her, and, breaking|
under her keel, drove her nose deep
into an eily swirl. She thrust her
bows elantingly down, recovered, and
sottled ezain with her upper works,
awash.

Joe broke the awed silence which!
had fallen upon the litile knot of;
watehars:

“We can reckon we've had a lucky|
eseape, lads,” he said, addressing
them. “Young Master Frank herel
tells me that men have been mur-|
dered sboard yonder vessel. We've
decided it is the work of the pirata
zhip that passed us in the njsh-t-. Now
that we know we're in dangerous
waters, night and day we must be
ready for aclion.”

By the cxpressions on their faces
he could see that every man was
deeply moved by the tragedy they
were witnessing, and thal every heart
was registering i3 secret vow one
day to be avenged for their slain
brothers of the sea.

The Octoroon was settling fast. At
the end of a quarter of an hour her
forepeak was entirely submerged, and
the encroaching water was almost on
a level with the tep of the chart-
house. By ten o'clock she was up to
her waist, with her stern lifting,
Onee or twice she scemed to make
a gigantic cffort to recover, but each
upward henve was followed by a
downward thrust which carried her
lower. The ¢nd came some twenty
minutes later. Her stern lifted
slowly, swung to the vertical, showin;
the barnacles which clung to her keef
the motionless screw, :and the rusted
rudder-plates:

Then she began to slide, gently at

first, but ldter gathering momentum,

until with a loud sucking noise she
dived, ¢nd so vanished from sight.

A swirl of eddying foam, some loose
pieces of wreckage, and a thin §ilm of
oil irridiscent in theo sun—just break-
ing through a dark fringe of clond—
alone marked her last resting-place.

The Octoroon had been added id
the long list of vessels which had
diszappeared without trace.

© A thousand pities I couldn’t have
had a few hours aboard her to collast
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evidence,’”’ said Joo, when they were
gathered in the saloon, making an un-
vsually silent meal. " At least we
might have found something to heln
convict the instigator of this dirty
business.

Frank looked troubled. s

“I. don't know what Fou would
have found, Joe. From all I saw, I
ehould say every pessenger had been
stripped of identification papers, tae
ship’s log removed, and certainly
nothing left behind to point to the
authors of the outrage. If we decide
that the =lrange vessel we saw last
night was the pirate, then, consider-
ing we’ve lost track of him, we're not
very much wiser than when we left

England.”
“Except this,” suggested Joc
grimly. “We've got something of

the meazsure of our man. We know
he's desperit, that hia methods are
drastic and carefully worked out—for
believe me, it takes a lot of planning
and a lot of working to sink a ehip
without frace. He earried not only
arms, but plenty of bombs, and that
raises another guestion—that some-
where on this side of the Atlantic he
has a base from which to operate and
secure fresh supplies. I suggest one
of our first jobs will be to try to
Jocate it.”’

This seemed a very sensible plan,
and, the boys agrecing, the Defiance,
after saluting the spot where the ill-
fated wvessel had vanished, went full
speed ahead once more. Only from
now onwards'a very different spirit
prevailed on shipboard. There wes
much work to be done, and everyone
went about hiz task with & grim
purpose.

Each day both boat and gun drill
was held, the crew being practised in
all the arts of the “Q" boats which
had played such an important part in
the late war.

They were acquainted with the
mechanism controlling the masked
zung, shown how ta carry on as an

| ordinary cargo-carrying vessel, while

sll the time other membera of the
crew were lying ab gun-etations,
drilled in the use of rifles and small
srms, and generally turned into ‘s
wery  efficient fighting machine,
capable of putting up a very good
show if called upon.

After much deliberation, Joe had
decided not to report the meeting
Octoroon when he made
Nassau to coal and to replenish the
fresh-water tanks. He was of the
opinion that no good purpose could
be served by giving publicity to a
{ragedy which was beyond recall or
redemption.

As he explained to the boys, so Tar
as they and the authorities wourld be
concerned, the whole: affair was
shrouded in mystery and suppositian.
There was nothing sctually to connect
the fate of the Octoroon with the
disappearance of the other veseels in
the adjacent waters, or with the

1+ wreck of the Carol Deering on the

Diamond Shopls. Nor had they
cstablished beyond doubt that the
strange ship which approached them
during the previous night was in any
way responsible for the condition in
which the Octoroon had been left.
“My own idea is that the vessel we
saw is at the bottom of all the dirty
business,” Joe said. “But at thie
stage nothing is to be gained by
making the world at large as wise as
we are. We're not in & position to
prove any ovidence in support of our
story, so the best thing we can do s
to bide our time and eee what turns

ap.

Four days later they sighted the
eastermost fringe of the Cayos, which
extended in all some eix hundred
miles in & -north-westerly direction
from the neighbourhood of the north
coast of Hayli to the east coast of

Florida.

Of coralline formation, they
found the smaller islands to be
generally of reef-like shape, long,
parrow, and low, the highest point
covered with luxuriant verdure
certainly not rising to more than two
hundred and ffty feet.

Joe pointed out to them Watling
Island, mow regarded as the most
likely landing-place of Columbus
when he discovered the New World,
and, a little to the west, San
Salvador, hitherto looked upon as the
first land sighted by the great navi-
gator. On the Sunday, Nassau, the
chief port of New Providence, lifted
out of a steaming heat haze, and here
they stayed the best part of a week—

\ as Joa explained, to give the modern

pirate a chance to get news of them,

Into the Unknown !
The task that now faced the adven-
turers was to locate a epot which
would conform to the facts given out

by Dick lo the newspaper correspon-
dents in connection with the supposed
lioard of buried treasure.

In order to lend colour to the story,
Dick had token as a working basis
the original plans made more than
three cenluries earlier by his ances-
tor, Si* Amos Polruan; and these
made reference to a fair-sized island
situated somme fpur hundred and
seventy miles sonth-west of the Ba-
hamas. Accordingly, on leaving
Nassau, the Defiance steamed for the
0Old Buhama Chonnel and set her
course straight for the Gulf of
Mexico,

As there was no need for immediate
haste, steam was reduced and the De-
fiance kept to a steady twelve knols
which continued until the evening of
the fourth dey. It was sbout sun-
down, following o broiling hot day,
when Joe noticed & * whiffling ' of
the wind to the south and then back
again to the east. It blew only
faintly and with irregular puffs, but
there was something in the presence
of large numbers of birds consistently
flying westward towards the distant
mailﬁand, that warned Joe the spell
of fine weather was not destined to
continue for very long.

Towards seven v'cfock, not likin
the look of & dark bank of cloud-
wrack gathering low in thae eastern
tky, he rang down to the engine-
room for a full head of steam to be
got up, and from a leizurely pace the
Definnee quickened until the welter at

time, unless we make Catheari’s Is-
land before the worst of it breaks.”

Before nightfall the breeze dropped
mm;lr altogether and the air became
as close and stufly 2a an oven. And
though the Defiance had so far be-
haved splendidly, dae in part to the
trementous pace at which Mattavish
was pushing her. she now showed a
fendency to toll badly. « First on one
sea, then on auother, she lifted fo
such an extent that at times the side
of the cabin becanmie the roof and
those within wwere obliged to cling to
every handhold for support.

Even so, to the unpractized eva there
seemed little danger of extremely
rough weather ahead, for the surface
of the sea remained glassy and un-
broken and the air continued swel-
teringly hot. And all this time, much
to tho surprise of thie boys, Joe
ordered Mactavish to keep tho en-
gines going at full speed.

Towards six o'clock the sun was
hanging low, glowering like an angr
red eye upon the world And, as it
dropped nearer and nearer to the hori-
zon, dense masses of close-packed
clouds seemed to rise fo meel if, until
with extraordinary suddennéss the
light snapped out and darkness felll
At the same time there was a remark-
able drop in the temperature; the
sir hegan to stir as though the forward
motion of the ship was fanning the
blast from a gigantic furnace.

Familior sounds, such as the throb-
hing of the engines, the crealk of

s whistling amongst the spars, s
humming in the rigging and the shat-
tmg] of canvas sounded for all the
world like the rapid discharge of guns.
A Dblackness such as nong of them
had ever before experienced, began to
fill both sep and skv, o that it looked
as-though the Defiance were heading
all the while for n wall. - On either
side the waler began to rise, neither
troubled nor foam-flecked, but in a
dark glittoring swell that looked oily
and forbidding as it rolled past.
Now and again the scrcam of the
wind would be broken by a shriller
sound—the whir of the screws lifted
clear out of the water, followed a few
seconds later by & deep resonant note
as the blades sank deep. And at
such times the shiﬂ would guiver nnd
stall, shake herself, thrust and roll,
and then sitrike forward once more.
“T’'m about fed up with this” said
Harry, when at length his eyes had
grown tired from slaving into the
pitch darkness;, *“If there's nothing
we can do, we're betier off below.”
He made as if to move fowards the
oon compauion, bulb no sooner had
he stepped beyond the shelter of the
wheelhouse than invisible hands
cluiched at him and flung him with
stunning force against the stemn rail
In all their experience neither Dick
nor Frank had witnessed such an as-
tonishing exhibition of the force of
Nature. Harry lay where he had been
flung down, a black crumbled mass

IN THE HEART OF THE STORM !

There was a fond crack and ths foremast went, dragging
itas traillng merials, ropes, and tackle that sagged over the
slde. At the same moment the engines of the Deflance were rung down and her speed elackened,

her bows lay back like two gargan-
tuan horns banded with foam.

All through that night they drove
on at ever-ipereasing :speed, uamfil
every rivet plate and length of deck
planking quivered and hummed wi
the terrific revolutions of the screws.
And with the passing of the heurs
and their objective growing ever
nearer, the quality of the atmosphere
begen to chénge. The sudden gusts,
edged with the cooluess of a see
breeze, gave place to a still moist
heat frem which even their rapid
passage through the water gave little
relief.

By day, the sun®lowed like a ball
of molten fire above a sea of glass.
At twilight, it seemed to drop with
a hiss over the edge of the world, but
though its lizht was gone, itz heat
remained. he barometer bounded
uF and dropped back again with
alarming suddenness. The tempera-
ture rose almost to suffccating poiot
and, at Joe's suggestion, matiresses
were brought up and laid out on the
deck, for the heat below was almast
unendurable. The following alter-
noon Joe permitted himself to leave
the brid(.g for the first time in farty
hours. e came up with the boys
grouped amidships.

“Well, what's it going fo be?”
Frank asked, as he wiped the stream-
ing moisture out of his eyes. A
heat wave?"”

“West Indian hurricane,” snapped
the sailor, laconically glancing up at
the arch of the sky, glowing like an
inverted metal bowl, ‘“And when it
does hit us, we shall have a bad

timbers and the straiming of plates
as the vessel rolled heavily, gm«?ua]]y
lost their individual character and
passed unnoticed as the wind rose to
a roar that seemed to shake the very
heavons.

About an hour after his departure
from the bridge. Tremorne :é?peared
from his eabin and passed the boys
still gathered in the lee of the wheel-
house. :

“Take a tip from me, lads, and git
below,” he said tersely. “ You'll only
be in the way up here, and T wouldn't
like to see any of you hurt™

“Sull pulling our leg,” laughed
Dick when the old man had gone.
“He loves to regard us as longshore-
men.”’

It struck him with a shock of sur-
prise that to make the others hear
what he was saying he was forced
to raise his voice, for now there was
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save for the deathly whiteness of his

ace.

“Tucky he caught the rail, ar he'd

ve gone over,” shouted Dick,
moving forward, his free hand elutch-
ing o hand-rail, his other arm linked
through his cousin’s. In this fashien
they managed to reach Rawson, and,
seizing him by the foot, dri int
into the shelter of the wheelhouse.
A discolouration over one eye showed
the force with which he must have
struck o stanchion. When a few
minutes after he sat up and looked
dazedly round, he met the glances
of the others with a look of blank
astonishment,

“Just as though a thousand horse-
power motor hit me,” he muttered,
rubbing his head. “I guess I went

fast.
“Fast,” laughed Frank. “You
just hit the rail and drop down

and out. I believe Joe was right.
We're in for something this time.”

He switched on the light and
followed the murky ray aeross the
deck to where the inky waters raced
beyond. The air scemed now alive
with terrifying sound. Following
each forward thrust the stern lifted,
and when she came down she dropped
‘into the trough with a bang like the
discharge of a pistol. And on both
sides, successive seas struck the plates
sonorous sledge-hammer blows.

Speech was quite out of the ques-
tion. The tumult was as fiarce as a
high-powered aeroplane in flight.
And above it rose ome distinctive
note—the ceaseless falsetto screaming
of the wind.

Towards nine o’clock there was a
oud crash. The foremast had gone,
dragging with it trailing aerdals,
ropes, and {ackle that sagged over
:}:& '31350' At the zame-mzment. the
ngines were rung down and speed of
the Defiance slackened perce tibly.
If anylhmé:_. this only inereased their
personal’ discomfort, for with each
frosh roll of the wvessel they were
thrown from one side to another,
until every bone and muscle in their
bodies ached with the foree of the
concussions,

Whalever anlics a small vessel is
capable of, the Defiance went through
theln all—iow swinging, now listing,
next heaving, and then a long sus-
tained roll which took their hoa
into their mouths and left them feel-
ing they had no insides at all,.

las for Dick’s ?ride. Never per-
haps was it humbled quito so com-
pletely. Worn out from resizling, he
simply lay whero tho next sea cast
him, and abandoned himself to utter
helplessness.  Nor were Harry and
Frank in any less pitiable plight.
Certainly Harry managed to save
himself from further onal injury
by locking his arms about a supporf
that ran from the floor to the roof.
And in these relative positions of
incapacity, they lay like logs while
the necessary routine of the ship was
carried on about them.
. For Tromorne it was an anxious
time. With Pengelley and the first
officer he had lashed himself to the
bridge, and although mountainous
seas wero running, he kept the vessel
on a course which he decided sconer
or later would bring-them to Cath-

cnri!i;s Isl_n.t;d.
The night wore very slowly awa
with the hurricane stren eningj:

Every hour fresh demage was
recorded. All {he wireless gn.d long
since been forn away, ona sids of the
charthouse hod been stove in by a
beavy wave, the fo'd'sle and ‘the
lazarelte were both flooded. But
through it oll ono porson preserved
his amazing cheeriulness. Pieface
revelled iv this chance {o show the
best side of his character. Though
quite carly on the galloy stove had
cen put' out of action by a sea that
swept him into the store-rcom, he
managed by barricading the door with
heavy wooden boxes, to get a Primus
going, and with this he mainiained a
steady supply of hot drinks to the
bridge.

The morning broke, dark and
cheerless. with the sky like one
immenss thundercloud across which
at intervals lightning played with o
brilliance that lit the sea for milesa.
And after each successive flash,
thunder rolled like the bourdon note
of an organ round the heavens. Of
other ships thers were no signs,
although once, a very lonz way off &
rocket soared heavenward and burst
with o dazzling cluster of green stars.

When noon came, Mactayish,
grimed and oil-sosked, stapgered c::i)
from below and grimly anpounced,
that so far as he was concerned his
work was at an end. such a
tumultous sea it was useleas to keep
the engines going any longer for fear
of 2 broken propeller shaff. There
was nothing for it, he declared, bub
to run willy-nilly before the storm.

The wind had now increased to the
force of 3 ninety-mile-sn-hour gale,
and every bit of gear that had nob
been tighfly lashed down, had been
washed from the deck. Tor a dis-
tance of nearly twenty feet on the
port. quarter the rail was down, the
hatch combings had been Padly
knocked about and most of the ven-
tilators smashed. A% every fresh list
the water poured in, and the floor of
the saloon resembled a mininture mill-
race dotted with floating wreckage.

It was a sorry end to the high hopes
with which they had brought the trim
little ship out of Plymouth, but the
knowledge of peril looming every
moment nearer was the thought
uppermost in every mind. In the
Iate afternoon the wind shifted some-
what and drew round to the south-
east, driving the Defiance forward ak
a speed she could never have made
under her own turbines. Ti

This state of affairs continued
through the night. DMorning fonnd
everyone, including Joe, almesi mn 2
state of eshaustion. Practically the
management of the ship had
taken out of their hands. Humanly-
speaking, mnothing more could be
done, and the only question was
whether tha storm would thrash itself
out before the vessel, with all on
board, foundered. v

(Will the Defiance be able Lo keep
afloat during the terrible storm?
On no account musé you miss noxt
Monday's startling chapters of thiz
great  story!  Order wour BOYS
FRIEXD from your newsagent Lo-day,

and avoid disappointment!)

Tell all your pals this great news !
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.4L£’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL—-RABY RETURNS TO

Tha 1st Chapier.
Raby's Reply.
George Raby was feeling

lum.

There was & shadow on his plump
fuce as he walked to and fro under
the old beeches in the Roeokwood
quad,

It was a sunny afternoon, very
sunny and mild for early March, and
it was a half-holiday at Reokwood
School, And Gueorge Raby, just thep,
sorely missed his old chums, Jimum
Silver and Lovell and Newcome, wit
whom he was no longer on speaking
torms,

Raby had a grievance, there was no
doubt about that, Like the prophet
of olden time, he felt that he did well
to be angry.

But he was wondering now whether
ho had done well in refusing his old
chiurns' overtures towards a reconcilia-
ticn,

Certainly he missed them; certainly
he would have been glad of their com-
pany that sunny afterncon. But—-

There was a “‘but,”

His old chums had given deep
offence. When he thought of that
offence, though it was weeks old,
Raby's cheeks still burned.

Deep down in his heart the old
friendship was as strong as ever; but
ou tho surface, at least, he was un-
forgiving.

Yot he was conscious that the
breach would probably have been
Lealod before this but for a certain
want of tact on the part of Arthur
Hdward Lovell, Lovell bad an un-
fertunate way of putting his foot in
it, as it were. Generally Lovell could
be velied upoh to say the wrong thing
at the wrong moment.

Tubby Muffin came across the quad
from the School Tipuse, and blinked at
tho solilary junior with a grin.

taby answered tho grin with a dark
frown,

He was feoling annoyed, dissatisfied
with himself and things generally, and
he was in no mood for Tubby's grin-
ning.

“Oh, here you are!” said Muffin.

Grant from Raby.

“ ¥eeling down. what ?"”

“0h, roll away!” snapped Raby.

‘““Teeling rather left, eh?’ said
Tubby Muffin sympathetically,

As a matier of fact, Raby was fecl-
ing rather “left.” But he did not
want to hear that remarked upon.
And it oceurred to him that, in the
pregsent state of his feclings, there
would be some solace in kicking some-
bLody. So he took the fat Classical by
the collar and twirled him round.
Tubby Muffin, for once in his fat
career, was comning in useful.

There was an apprehensive yell from
Muffin,

“Y gay, hold on!
for you."

“0Oh!"” said Raby.

o released the fat junior unkicked.
Muffin hurriedly handed over the
lottor, and backed out of reach,

“Thero's an answer,” heo said.

Raby jerked the envelope open.
There was no superseription on it, and
hie wondered why the dickens anybody
at Rookwood should send him a note.
He understood, as he glanced at the
contents of the letter.

It was written in Jimmy Silver’s
hand, and it was signed by three
names, It ran:

I'vo got a leiter

“Dear Raby.—We're taking a boat
up the river this afternoon, to picnic
on the island, Will you come, old

!-:!ilp‘.’
“J. SILVER,
A, NEWCOME,
“A. E. LoveL,,”
iy

taly geinned faintly as he read.

More than once there had been
overtures from his old cemrades, and
he had rebuffed them. .

So this time the overture was des-
patched in writing, which gave Raby
time to reflect heforo he answered.

The junior stood with the letter in
his hand, thinking.

He was tired of the present state of
affairs, and nothing would have
pleased him better than to join his
old chums in a picni¢ up the river—
on the old terms. Bult—

Tubby Muffin watched him curi-
ously.

“Jimmy asked me to {ake back
your answer,” ho said. *“ Buck up;
he's poing Lo gite me a jam-tart for
this.”

Raby did not answer,

“I say, Raby——"

“Dry up for & minute,”

“Yes, but I say, did you really funk
the Bagshot Bounders that {ime?”
asked Tubby Muffin,

taby gave him a glare, end his face
hardened.

His old comrades, misled by appear-
ances, had suspected him of funk, of
leaving them in the lureh in the hands
of their old enemies of DBagshot
School. They had learned their mis-
take, they had expressed their con-
trition, Raby had come out of the
affair  with flying coleurs. But
Tubby’s remark showed that mis-
apprebhension on the subject might
still linger in some minds, at least in
obtuse minds iike Tubby’s,

Raby flushed, and a glint came into
his eyes, That unfortunate remark of
Tubby Muffin’s was enough. Raby,
like Pharach of old, hardened his
heart.

He jerked a stump of pencil from
his pocket, seribbled for a second on
the letter, and replaced it in the
envelopo. 1

“There's your answer,” he snapped.

Ho tossed the letter at Muffin, and
turned his back on the fat Classical
and walked away.

“ Grumpy beast |
Tubby.

He picked up the envelope, which
had fallen at his feef, and rolled away
to the School House, He rolled at an
unusual rate, eager to annex the jam-
tart that had been offered for his
services as messenger. So keen was
his interest in the jam-tart that Tubby
did not even look into the envelope
to read Raby's reply, which certainly
the inqguisitive Tubby would have
done had not his mind been occupied
by much more important matters.

Ho rolled into the end study in the
Fourth Form passage, where Jimmy
Silver & Co. were waiting for him.

“Oh, here he is!"” said Lovell,

Jimmy held out his hand for the
lotter.

“ Where's the lart?"
“Oh, good !”

Reginald Muffin annexed the tart
and rolled away with it before Jimmy
had extracted the paper from the
envelope. Jimmy unfolded the sheet
and leoked at it, and a change came
over his cheery face,

“Whati's the answev(” asked New-
come, -

Jimmy frowned,

L I‘mk [l‘

He held up the letter that had been
sent to Raby. Acress it was pencilled,
in large letters:

“RATS.Y
That was Raby's reply.

murmured

asked Tubby.

The 2nd Chapter.
A Raid on the River.
Arthur Edward Lovell gave an
angry snort.
Newcome looked a little exasper-
ated.
Even Jimmy Silver frowned with
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annoyance, in spite of the placid
temper that was a distingnishing
characteristic of Unecle James of
Rookwood.

“Cheek " growled Lovell,

“Dash it all, I'm getting fed up,”
said Newcome, “If Raby doesn't
want to make it up, we may as well
give himm a rest.”

“1 belicve he does, though,” said
Jimmy.

“Then why
TLovell.

“It's all rot, you know,” went on
Newcome. “‘I know it was rough on
Raby, and we made a rolten istake;
but we've apologised for if, and we

doesn't he?” snapped

“Just off,” said Jimmy. “Made
up your team yot, Morny?”

“Nearly. I've been looking for
Dodd au(? Cook and Doyle—but the
Modern asses hsve gone out for the
alternoon,” said Mornington, “They
doi’t think the Third worth their
while—like you fellows, But there’s
plenty of recruits.”

“You might {ry Raby!”
Jimimy,

“Raby! Tsn't he going with you?”

“Nunao. e might like a game of
footer,”

Mornington noedded with a smile.

“T1'il ask him,” he said.

Tt was just like Jimmy to think of
his  estranged chum  *“mooching
about by himself that bright after-
noon—in &pite of the curt and irr-
tating reply he had just received
from George Raby.

The three juniors left the House,
and they caught sight of Raby under
the beeches as they went down to the
zates,

Raby glanced in their direction for
8 moment, and turned away at once,
Jimmy Silver & Co. walked out of
pates and took the path down to the
boat-house,

They selected their boat and ran it
oul into the water from the raft, and
jumped in. On that sunny afternoon
thers were several boats and canoes
out. As the three Classical juniors
pulled up the river, they sighted a
skiff with ihree Modern juniors in it:
Tommy Cook, Tommy Dodd, and
Tommy Doyle, of the Modern Fourth,
Tommy Dodd waved a hand {o the
Clasgsicals and hailed them.

“Hold on, you Classical chaps!
We've got something for you.”

“What's that?” asked Lovell.

The Modern skiff ranged closer,

said

eimi et

P NG ey

UNPLEASANT FOR TOMMY DODD !

inch or two of Tommy Dodd's nese. “* Come on," he grinned, ** you'll
get punctured, but come on.” Tommy Dodd did not seermn to consider
it good enough, for suddenly he turned round and swam for the bank.

Raby flourished the
boathook within an

can't do more than that, e oughtn't
to keop it np like this,”

“Sulky ass!” growled Lovell,

Jimmy Silver nodded slowly.

“1 wish he’d come round,” he said,
“The study isn't the same with eld
Raby out of it and keeping his
blessed back up in this way. But it's
up to us to keep patient, as we were
to blame, No fellow likes being
called & funk and poor old Raby feels
very sore about it.”

“That's all very well,” zaid Lovell,

“But—-"

“Anyhow, he won't come,” said
Newcome. “So we may as well geb
off.”

“That's s0.”

The three juniors were ready to
start; they had been waiting only for
the answer from their estranged
chum. Lovell picked up a packed
lunch-basket, and Jimmy Silver a
bag, and they left the end study.

Mornington of the Fourth met thern
downstairs; Morny had his football
rig on, with an overcoat and muffler,
and looked very cheery, 'The Iourth
werp playing the Third that after-
noon, and the match—not an impor-
tant one—had been left in Morny's
ands,

“You fellows off 7" he asked.

“Here
Dodd,

you are!” said Tommy
“Go it, vou fellows.”

Cock and Doyle produced pea-
shooters, Peas, apparently, wers
what the Moedern juniors had for the
Classicals; and timy proceeded to
deliver the goods with rapid and un-
erring aim,

“Yow-ow !" roaved Lovell, as a {iny
missile caught him on the nose. “ You
cheeky Modern cads—ow )"

Whiz, whiz, whiz!

Jimmy Silver jerked in his car, and
lifted it, and brought it down flat on
the water close by the Modern sliff,
There was a terrific splesh; and there
was a terrific yell from the Moderns.
Cook and Doyle ceased pea-shooting
quite suddenly as they were drenched.

“0Oh, my hat!”

“0oooch 1

“0Oh, you Classical rolier!” gasped
Tommy Dodd.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

Jiramy Silver & Co. chuekled, and
pulled on up the river, leaving the
threo Moderns shaking their fists.

The Modern skiff was left hehind,
a5 the chums of the Tourth pulled on,
It was a long pull up to the little
island in the middle of ile viver, and
warm work on that sunny spring
afternpon, Bul tha island  was

reached at last, and the Classicals
jumped ashore, tying the painter to
# low-hanging branch.

“Here we are,” said Jimmy Silver
cheerily, * Nobody else here—that's
luck. I wish old Kaby was here.”

“QOh, blow Raby!” grunted Lovell,

The juniors pushc(l\; through the
thickets that grew down fo the
water's edge.

It was a little island, thick with
trees and bushes, much frequented in
the summer by picnickers, but quite
deserted now. ‘The chums of tha
Classical Fourth had it all to them-
gelves, They proceeded to picnic.

Sticks were gathered for a fire.
They were damp, but a can of paraffin
had been packed in the bag, and with
the aid of the oil, s fire was soon
going. Over it, from & leafless
branch, a tin lkettle was suspended
on a whipcord, to boil. Sandwiches.
and a cake werp sorted out of the
basket, and tin cups, and other
articles, It was carly for tea, but
the pull up the river had freshened
the juniors' appetites. Jimmy Silver
and Lovell and Newcome sat round
the fire on fallen logs, and fully en-
joyed the first open-air feed of the
BeasOn.

They were busy, when Jimmy
looked round suddenly in the direc-
tion of the boat.

“Some other party coming along,”
he remarked. “I think I heard an
oar."”
“T didn't!"” remarked Lovell.

Jimmy stood up and looked towards
the river. The bushes wero leafloss
but thick, and shut off the view. A
sound of a grating boat and a
mutter of voices came to his ears.

He was sure that he heard a chuckle.
#1 fancy I'l look to the boat,” he
suid.  “Somebody's there—""
“T1i’s all right, ess!” said Lovell
“Brorarr

Jinumy Silver strode back through
the bushes towards the landing-place,
e came guite suddenly in sight of
tha boat,

Tha Classicals. had tied it up and
left it emy It was noet empty now,
A skift was close to it, with Tommy
Daoyle at the cars. Tommy Cook and
Tommy Dodd had hoarded the
lassical boal. Dodd had east ofl the
painter, and the two Moderns, with
the oars in their hands, were pushing
off shoro. That was the startling
sight that met Jimmy Silver's sur-
pris eves,

I nzhad forward with a shont,
“Yeu Modern roiters! Stop!”
Tommy Dodd looked up quickly.
“PRpck up, Mookey!” he exclaimed,
“What-ho 1"

Jirnrey  Silver yushed desperately
towards the boat. Tho Moderns had
not succeeded in getiing it away yet.

Bub as he reached the water's edee,
Tomnv Dodd lunred with the oar,
and cauelit the captain of tho Fourll
on the chest.

“Dw I

Thud !

i r Silvar sat down., hard,

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the
Tommies.

Another shove, and the boat was
off. The two hoats rocked awav on
the shining river, while Jimmy Silver
sab and gasped for breath,

three

The 3rd Chapter.
Stranded !

Valentine Mornington tapped Raby
on the shoulder, as the estranged
mewber of the Fistical Four was
mooching under the beeches on his
lonely own, with his hands in his
pockets and a frown on his' brow.
Raby looked round gloomily at the
dandy of the Fourth.

“Want wvou, old
Mornington amiably.

“What's on?”

“Tootball,” explained Morninglon.
“Jimmy's left me to make up a team
to beat {he Third. I want you to
play in the front line,”

Raby ehook his head. He was
feeling down and ont that afternoon,
and football would have done him
good. But he was not feeling inclined.
for it—or for anything in particular..
He was sorry that he had sent so
uncompromising an answer to the
polite note from hiz old chums; he
had realised, on reflection, that it was
Tubby Muffin’s obtuse remarks that.
had caunsed him to do so: which was
quite illogical. But it was too late
to think of that now. Mornington
rezarded him rather curiously.

“Noue of your old pals playin’, if
that's what’s worryin® you,’”’ he said
lightly, “It’s my team—a poor thing,
but mine own, yvou know."

Raby smiled famtly.

“I'd rather not play, thanks. You
don't need any help to best the
Third.”

“No; but—""

“Leave me oul.”

fellow,” enid
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';"IYou’re an ass, old chap,” said | the branches by the island, and Rnby “Now, you really want this __'1‘1151{_,' rt\i't'in.'_éﬁt‘-’q:m'stibn seemed to “Hallo!” ejaculated Lovell sud-
Morningion. “What's the good of | looked at them with interest. Doyle | boat?” called out Tommy & take Arthur Edward rather aback. It | denly. s
moochin® and grousin’? Come and | of the Modern Fourth was in one “Yes, you Modern worm!” did not appear to have occurred to “ What——"

play: footer.”

Raby chook his head and walked
AWSEY. Valentine Mornington
shrugged his shoulders, and went fo
look for another man. There was no
difficulty in finding one, and the foot:
ballimatch was soon in progress.
George . Raby  walked round the
quadrangle gloomily, and gave the
players a look-in afler a time; and
as he looked on at the game, and
heard the cheery shouts, he regretted
a little that he had not accepted
Morny’s invitation. Better to have
been, playing footer, than mooching
about by himeelf doing nothing—
slacking away a half-holiday like
Peele or Gower or Smythe of the
Shell,

But it was teo late again—really he
scemed to be able to do nothing
right, that - afternoon. He walked
away to the gates at last.

There he came on Tubby Muffin.

That fat youth came up to him
withe an ingratiating smile.  Ser-
geant Kettle, at the tuckehop, had
thrice refused that afternoon to part
with jam-tarts on “tick.”” Every
fellow "whom Tubby had tackled on
ihe subject had declined to lend him
evenw a humble *tanner.” So
Reginald Muffin relled up to Raby
with a faint hope in his podgy
breast,

**Raby, old chap——" he began.

Raby glared at him.

But for Tubby's unfortunate
remarks, which had revived his sense
of ‘mjury and grievauce so inoppor-
tunely, he would have answered
Jimmy Silver’s note in the same
friendly spirit in which it had been
written—and he would now be up the
viver with his chums, instead of
mooching around like a losi chicken,
Tubby had arrived just in time to
relieve Raby’s feelings on that sub-
Jeot.

“Can you lend me a bobh, old
chap 7? asked Muffin hopefully. *I
say, old Kettle's got some lovely

tarts. I—1 say—— Yaroooop!”
Bump !

In the grasp of vengeance
Reginald Muffin sat on the
ground . with a concussion that

knocked nearly all the breath out of
his podgy person.

“Whooop ! gasped Tubby.
“You fat rotter—"
“Yow-ow-ow-woop ! Groogh !”

Raby jerked off the astonished
Tubby’s cap, and rammed it down
the back of his neck. Therd he
walked on, feeling solaced, leavin
Tubby Muflin anything but solaced.
The fat Classical sat and gasped and
spluttered for a good five minutes
after Raby was gone.

Raby strolled down to the boat-
house; but he did not feel disposed
to take a boat out by himself.
Townsend and Topham were taking
out a very handsome and -eclegant
skiff belonging to Towny. They
smiled as they saw Raby come down
to the raft, and Towny called out:

“Come and steer for us, Raby.”

Townsend really meant it kindly,
seeing the junior on his “lonelyy
own,” But Raby was irritated by
any appearance of compassion, and
he flushed and answered most un-
gratefully

“Go and eat coke !”

He left the raft and walked
along the towing-path,

“AggI? called out Towny
politely.

“Horrid cad !” said Topham.

Raby did not heed. He jammed
his hands into his pockets, and
tramped up the towing-path with a
gloomy brow. Round him the
countryside was bright and sunny,
the woods showing the first touches
of the green of spring, the river
shining in the sunlight. But Raby’s
face was shadowed. He was dissatis-
fied with himself for rejecting the
overtures of his old comrades, and
feeling at the same time that it was
impossible for him to make the first
advances, His old chums had
wronged him, but they had made all
the amends in their power; and hy
keeping up resentment like this he
felt that he was {ransferring the
wrong from their shoulders to his
own, Which was a very uncomfort-
able refleclion.

And he missed his old friends and
wanted their eompany. He won-
dered whether they missed him and
wanted his. He was sure of Jimmy
Bilver—sure of Newcome, too. And
even Arthur Edward Lovell, taetless
as he might be, was a good pal

He came in sight of the island,
and as he sighted it he remembered
that his former chums were pienick-
ing there, as the note had informed
him. Two boats were rocking under

of them; Dodd and Cook the
other.
from the island, and were
back with grinning faces. .

Raby stood in a clump of willows
on the river-bank, and watched the
island, realising that something was
up. He saw Jimmy Silver seramble
to his feet on the island. Jimmy's
voice reached his ears.

“¥You Modern cads!
boat back !?

in

looking

Bring that

“Ha, ha, Hdl™ yoared tho
Moderns,

Then Raby understood. :
It was a House rag; and the

Modern' fellows had captured the
Classical boat, leaving the Classicals
stranded on the island. Raby
grinned faintly as he stood among the
willows and watched.

Lovell and Newcoine appeared
among the thickets on the island and
joined Jimmy Silver.

The three Classicals shook their
fists at the Moderns in the boats, So
far from reciprocating. the Moderns
kiesed their hands in return,

" A soft answer is taid {o {urn away
wrath; but that rejoinder from the

Moderns seemed to intensify the
wrath of the stranded Classicals,
“You cheeky votters!” bawled
Lovell.

“You Modern cade !” yelled New-
come.

“Bring back that boat!” roared
Jimmy Silver. “By Jove! We'll

They had pushed well away"

“Are you coming to terms?” -

“Terms, fathead? What do you
mean, ass?” rearved Lovell,” | 4

“You've got to own up- that
you're licked——" .

i mts {’I .

“And write it down and sign it,
for us te frame and hang wp in our
Commaon-room,” continued Temmy
Dodd.

“Ha, ha ha!” yelled Cook and
Doyle, delighted with the idea.

“Bomething like this,” went on
the cheerful Tommy. ‘ We—=Silver,
Lovell, and Newcome—own up that
we're licked to the wide, and beg
the respected young gentlemen of
the Modern Side to take pity on

1

us.’

“You
Lovell.

“Write that down, and sign your
names to it, fair and square,” said
Tommy Dodd, “A leaf of your
pocket-book will do. T'll pay out of
my own pocket to have it monnted
and framed.”

“Ha, ha, ha)]"”

“Chuck it to me here, and there's
your boat in exchange.”

silly  chump!”  howled

“T'd sooner stay on this dashed
island all night!” howled Lovell
furiously.

“Please yourself, old bean!"
“Look here, Dodd——"

“Are you coming to terms?” de-
manded the Modern leader.
“No, you cheeky as! But—"

- They're only pulling our leg.”

Classicals.

him that the blame, if any, was not

wholly somebody else’s,

“Yes, ‘why? inquired Jimmy
Silver, with a smile,

Lovell grunted.

“Oh, don’t jaw!” he said. “If we

ever land in a scrape, you fellows are
bound to jaw. What good’s jaw?”
“““Well,» you cheeky ass—" began
Newcome indignantly. T

“We're “landed in it now,” inter-
rupted Lovell.  “I'm jolly well not
going to surrender, for one !”

“No fear!”

“Those Modern cads will have to
let us have our boat before lock-up.

Jimmy Silver looked dubious.

“I'd like something more certain
than that to rely on,” he remarked.
“They’ve caught us fair and square,
and if we don't surrerder . >

“Are you thinking of surrender?”
bawled Lovell. s
I“F:Ltheud I was Jinmny's reply to
that,

“Look at the checky rotters!” said
Lovell, watching the Moderns across
the expanse of river. “They’re land-
ing, and taking it easy. Pienicking
under our noses, the cheeky cads!”

The three Tommies had pulled the
boats up close under the willows, and
both painters were tied to a drooping
bough. Tommy Dodd and Cook and
Doyle jumped ashore, watched from
the islands by the exasperated

1

SPLASH !

ekiff,

Jimmy Silver jerked in his oar and brought it down flat on the water close by the Modern
There was a terriiic splash and a terrific yell from Tommy Dodd & Co., whe ceased
pea-shooting quite suddenly as they were drenched |

jolly well mop up the quad with you
when we come in!"”

“Ha, ha, hal?

“Tommy Dodd, you worm—-"

“Ha, ha, hal”

The three Tommies wera almost
doubled up with merriment. And
Raby, in the willows on the river-
bank, grinned and watched.

The 4th Chapter.
Tommy Dedd’s Triumph.

Jimmy Silver & Co, shook their
fists furiously; but they desisted at
last from that useless demonstration.
The shaking of fists had no effect
whatever upon the playful Moderns,

“Look here, Tommy Dodd,”
called out Jimmy, calming himself
at last. “This jape has gone far
enough. We want our boat.”

“Will you have it now—"

“Xan?”

“Or when you can get it}”
further inquired Tommy Dodd.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly ass!” roared Lovell
. “We've got to get back to Rook-
;vood‘ pretty soon, Bring that boat
ere.”’

 “8wim for it!” euggested Tommy

‘ook.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver glanced al the wide
channel between the island and the
bank. The river was deep, and ran
swiftly; and the distance was con-
siderable. The swim would not
have been an easy one; and after
that there would have heen a
tramp of two miles back to the
school in wet clothes. That prospect
did not attract the Classical chums,

“We'll give you time {o think it
over!” chortled Tommy  Dodd.
“We'll pull over o the bank and wait
half an hour. We've got some gin-
ger-pop and sandwiches in our boat,
and we can spare half an hour, When
you decide to surrender, wave a cap
to us,” .

“Never, you checky chumpl”

“We'll see!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The two boats pulled away, slant-
ing across the river towards the
bank, heading for a clump of willows
ashore. Neither of the contending
pariies was aware that that clump of
willows concealed a watching junior
of the Classical Fourth.

Jimmy Silver & Co. shook their fists
again as the boats pulled off. They
were tempted to rush into the water
and make a desperate atfack; but it
was clear that they could not reach
the boats. Instead of that, they
brandished impotent fists at the
Moderns, and bawled out uncompli-
mentary remarks, to which the three
Tommies replied only with chuckles.

“Well, my hat!” said Newcome.
“They’'ve done us this time

Arthur Edward Lovell gave a
snort. 3

“The beat oughin’t to have been
left, unguarded,” he said.

“Well, we didn't know the
Modernt were on the war-path,” re-
marked Jimmy Silver.

“All the same, the beat ought to
have been walched.”

“Yes; but—" g

“Ii ought to have been watched.”

“Then why the merry thump didn't
you watch it, Lovell?” demanded
Newcoma rather acidly.

They clambered up the steep bank
and disappeared behind the willows.
They came into sight again in a few
minutes, on the towing-path, Wwhere
they turned to wave their hands to
the Classicals on the island. A shak-
ing of fists from the island was the
response to that.

“Poor little fags remarked
Tommy Deodd compassionately.
“They think they can keep their
gidly end up against the Modern
sidu. I don’t think ! -

“No giddy fear | c¢huckled Tommy
Cook. “They'll  surrender, right
enough, when it gets towards lock-
t] -’,

“And we'll have the giddy docu-
ment of surrender hung up in our
Common-room, bedad!” said Tommy
Doyle.  “It will make all the Classi-
cals as wild as Huns!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”? !

The Modern herces were enjoying
the situation. They sat on a grassy
slope, on the farther side of the tow-
ing-path, and proceeded to discuss
sandwiches and ginger-beer, in great
spirite. From the island, across the
gleaming river, came an occasional
shout — conveying the  Classical
opinion of the Moderns and all their
works. The Moderns, busy with
their picnic, did not take the trouble
to respond.

“Not. much good yelling at" the
cads;” Arthur Lovell remarked at
last
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“What the thump are we going to
do?’ growled Newcome.

Jimmy Silver made a grimace.

“We're not going to do,” he
answered. “We're going 1o be
done.” ,

" sandwiches

“There’s somebody at the boals!”,
IIM hatlif .

And a startled ejaculation broke
from all three oﬂ the stranded
Classicals: i

“Raby! Old Raby !

The Eth Chapter.
Raby to the Rescue !

George Raby had lain very low
when the Moderns pulled to the
bank, scarce six yards from where he
was standing. \

As the boats came across, Raby
dropped on hands and knees among
the willows, and, like Brer Fox, he
lay low and said “ nuffin’,”

Utterly unconscious of his prox-
umity, the -three Moderns did nob
even dream of danger. ; :

Tommy Dodd & Co., busy with

and ginger-heer, ' and
: their triumph over the
Classicals,’ had-not the remotest sus-
picion that the bunch of willows
between them and the river concealed
the missing member of the Fistical
Four.

Raby grinned, in his cover, as he
heard the popping of corks and the
buzz of voices on the farther side of
the towing-path. With the "caution.
of a Boy Scout or a Red Indian he
crept through the willows, closer to
the water's edge :

His long-standing quarrel with his
old comrades was forgotten now. Ilis
chums were stranded, at the mercy
of the Moderns, and Raby’s only
thought was to go to the rescue.

But he knew that he had to he
cautious. Once spotted by the enemy
he was one against three, and he had
no chance at close quarters, His
design was to capture the boats
before the enemy were aware of his
presence,

He reached the nearest boat, crawl-
ing, and then raised his head to look
back.

The straggling willows hid him
from the view of the Modern juniors
on the high bank. But he could not
have risen to his feet without betray-
ing himself,

Slowly, cautiously, silently, Raby
crept over the gunwale and rolled
into the boal.

There, as he lay, he drew out his
pocket-knife and opened it. The
keen blade was drawn across the rope,
and the boat rocked free.

By that time the three Classicals on
the island had seen him, They
walched him in tense silence,

Even Arthur Edward Lovell
realised that it was a moment for
caution. There was still timce for the
three Moderns to rush down {o the
boats, if the alarm was given, and
the adventure would have ended in a
ducking for George Raby.

Raby crept silently into the second
boat, and gave the Modern skiff a’
powerful shove, which sent it rocking
out into the river. There the cur-
rent caught it and twirled it away.

Tommy Dodd’s boat, with nobody
in it, started on its voyage home o
Rookwood.

Raby cut loose the Classical boat,
seized an oar, and planted i against
the bank to shove off.

At the same moment there came a
shout from above. The Modern hoat,
floating out into the middle of the
river, came into view of the Tommies
be‘;.rond the willows.

‘Boal’s looge!” exclaimed Tommy
Dodd. “You ass, Doyle!”

“Bure, I tied it safe—"

“T.ooks like it!” snapped Tommy
Dodd. “Coms= on! We can ecatch it
with the other.” ;

Even yet the Moderns did not know
that the boats had been raided. They
concluded that the escaped craft had
fallen loose. But as they ran down
the bank, crashing through the
willows, they sighted George Raby,
upright in the remaining boat, shov-
ing off with an oar. : 1

“Raby!” yelled Tommy Dodd.
“Classical cad! Collar him ¥’

Tommy Dodd put on a. desperate
spurt, and his comrades followed him
fast. Raby shoved with the oar,
desperately, and the boat rocked out
on the water. There was a widening
strotch of water between the willows
and the boat as the thrée breathless
and enraged Moderns reached the

river's edge. :

Doyle and Cook came to a halt.
But Tommy Dodd was made of
sterner stuff. There was one chance—
and Tommy took it! Without a
second’s pause, he made a flying leap
as he reached the water's edge.

He fairly flew over the intervening
water, and landed with both feet in
the boat. - - . . :

“Good egg!” panted Cock and
Doyle.

(Continued on page 492.)
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There’s real tip-top excitement in “ RIVALS OF THE RIVER!” next Monday’s Great Story of the Rookwood Boatrace! "
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— They escape, thanks

Sheriff!

e - .bt’ GorDoN VAV/ALLACE.

Frank Liversedge and
Slim Danvers are cap-
tured by the law-men.

to Arizona Jim and

Bad Phil Hicks, and later are the means o] saving Sheriff Wynott from certain death !

The 1st Chapter.
In the Hande of the Sheriff |

Frauk Liversedge, Hritisher and ontlaw
of the Wild Western State of Wyoming,

eyed the goodly pile of cauvassacks that |

werg arrahged in o deep hole beneath the
fireplace of i:he shack he sihnrtd with Slim
. ¥ - comp n outiawry.
*There'll scon be enough,” he said, “to
take us all to England, and then we'll be
able to live decently, and at pezco with
cverybody.”?
Slim Danvers smiled s little wisttully
He was o handsome fellow, some years
_older than Frank, who was yet some dis-
tance away from his twentiea
“Maybe so I shouldn't shake down very
well in your England,” he said. “I'm an
~ American, bred and born; and a West-
erner at that.  Still, Il aliow I'd feel
saler onco I got under the Union Jack.
They give o man a square deal in your
.couubry—and they don't out here, if they
lave a down on him.”
41t wea oul{ mapaged to keep on th
right . side of the law,” sald Frank, "I
wouldn't have minded sticking out here
in the West for the rest of my deys—with
an occasiopal visit to England thrown w,
“'of course. But we got the wrong side
of the law, Slim, and that finished us
! pletely. = H . we'll soom have
enough to live coinfortably on for the
rest of our lives. So we'll all get ont of
Wyoming. - You'll bave to get your young
hrother, 8lim, aod 50 make up the family

party.”
sald  Elim* slowly.

15 soM " But—
waal, I'd kinder like to get myscl! on the
right side o' the law before I clear out
of this State. Alter all, I'm an Ameri-
can, amtl I'd hate to think I darn't come
back to my own country azain. You're
different ; this aln’t your native Innd.”

“Avybow,” Frank urged, “with all the
gold wo've got scragbf.‘d w%ether. we oughb
to be able to hire honest lawyers to eléar
us. I didn't shoot Bull Kamloop-. though
everything’s against me and the mao
wiho did the shooting's desd.”

“We'd rather figured on the Governor
o' the State workin' i our interests,”
sald Stim.” “We put him under a strong
obligation, and, with the belp of Arizons
Jim, we'd though i

“But uvofortunsbely the Governor
dossn't kuow what wo did for bim,” said
Fraok. "He's been a mighty sick man
ever sloce wo saved bim from King
Charlie and his garg.” .

“And captured King Charlie, t00,” Slim
pubdn.  “He wad an outlaw wanted much
more than either ol us. That stray bul-
fet that hit the Governor during tho
resouing process put  Arizonsw  Jim's
schemes: wrong."

“Halloo—ooh !

The call re-echoed along the walls of
fhe deep “bowl™'in which these fellow-
outlaws had made thelr camp. Here,
in a deep bole in the mountains, they
had lved for many weecks, with almost
cverg mnan’s hand turned agaipst them;
seb they had been busy, for a stream ran
through this hollow, énd the stream was
heavily gold-bearing. - There was oonly
one way of gcutm}i to this spot; and that
way wias & secreb knowd only to four
people now, these two unfortuuates who
had got on the wrong side of the law,
Bad Phil Hicks, a wild and woolly cow-
puncher, and Arizona Jim, their magol-
ficent but perbaps rather eccentric Indian
agent friend. 1o this retreat, entered
only by fthe most extroordinary means,
thoy had found a safe refuge their
coemics, and most men seem to be out-
laws' enemies! And, whilst hidlng, they
had managed to wazh o handsome fortune
aut of the creek that flowed past their
little camp. -

Both partners tarned their eyes in the
diresbion from wheoce the Hail came.
There they rested on a cavelike opening,
through which their little creck seemed
to bors it way. That was the way out
of, and into their retreat. By means of
& long, low tunnel, they could creep out
and into o witle canyon, from which they
could get enywhere they desired. And,
in that canyon, pcople might ride close
past the entrance to the tunnel and not
nobico It, for a huge rolling boulder
blocked up the opening.

Hands on guos, for, of course, thers
was always the danger that strangers
might stumble across their secret, these
two. waitcd to sea who called. And as
they waited, they saw & man, leading a
maguificent  horse, emerge from the
depths of the tunnel.

t—

they could
side of

——

“I8's just Arizons.” said Slim Danvers,

with a sigh of relief. "'D rather sce
him than Sheriff Wynott, aoyway.
Howdy, Arizona?”

* Well, boys,” sald tho visitor, breath-
ing en 0 monocle that dangled from his
neck by a slik cord, and jamming it Into
his eyz, "so we're all fit? Good! But
I'm Fi‘rald I've got disturblog news tor
you."

He was & bandsome man, this Arizona
Jim, He was tall asd lithe, and about
ehirty-five years of age. He had longish,
wavy hair of brown, and n short, well-
clipped moustache, His dress was some-
what nnususl; be wore a black velvet
coat, as short as an English school-boy's
Eton jacket. His shirt was of brilliant
red silk. And be wore a ?glr of riding .
b{eechcs that, surely, conld have heeo
citt ont and built oowhere else but o
Saville Row, though London was a eity
the Indian agent hed oever seen. His
boots, too, were fauitless polo-boots thut
would have made a sensation at Ranelagh,
iey slong in the Wyomlng hills. But the
boots nhow wera witerfozged, for he had
had o wet walk though the tupnel from
the outer canyon. Upon his head he wore
& Steteon hat thay, instead of the usual
snakeskin band, bore a bright-coloured
scarl.” - Yes, a very picturesque man.
But as these outlaws knew, he wns not
by uny meaps all show, ' He was the
“whitest” mau in all that flerce, strenu-
ous country; a power almost us uréat
a3 the Governor himself.  Sherifls re-
speeted Him. For he was not a State
official. Ho was employed by the Indizn
Department st Washington, and his work
was Lo watch the interests of the Indinns,
gnd_ ;;an keep them quiet, their hatchot

1ri

“Bad news, eh?’ Frank Liversedse
asked quickly, “3y mother—sis? They're
not—"

“Oh, no,” gald Arizona Jim. “They're
uite all right, still comfortable at Bitter
Springs. And the sherill isn't perstcutiag

them at all. Bob Wynott wouldn't dare
to, even i he wanted.” And there came
rather a stecly -light into ‘Arizopa’s eyes
of blue. “No. But I am afrald your ,‘
hiding g!nce won't be a seeret very much
lougzr.

“Oh, gosh!" cried Frank.

say somebody's spotted it1™
~Can't say that exactly,” said Arizona
Jim, “but I snw {our of the worst toughs
I've evar seen loafing about the valley
outaide, and, though I waited for them
10 vamooss, they hung around. One of
them even scemed interested in the roll-
ing boulder thal shuts up the tunmel. He
didn't koow the trick of shifting it, of
course. From what I hava beea able to
find oub, they are members of King
Charlie's gang, who were ahsent nt the
time KL:;?‘ ‘Charlie was captured. They've
come back, found their chief caught, nud
probably mg’ht start up ob their own.”

“Four of them, eh?” asked Frank Liver-
sedge. He fingered his gun. He did not
want his whereabouts to become known,
not even to outlaws. For be was o differ-
ent gorl of outlaw from the rest. He was
an honest, wrongly: 1 man, who did
not make his character worse by commit

“Mean to

“Then you intend to get out, leaving
our ‘nemes  still  uncleared?”  asked
rﬁ(;)onn Ji;ﬂ]' raimngEhjs!eysbrows.

“Ounce home in and, whatll i
matr:‘oa;?" aa'!::hed }-\raukl?g t %

“Not much, suppose—except  that
you'll bo just ono more Eng!kixﬁmn for
the people out here to smeor at,” sald
Atizona Jim. And Fraok fushed st that.
!fo hado’t looked ab it from that angic.
But, as you say, once you'ro safe ab
home, what would it matter?”

“How's Clayton B!
Governor?" asked ¥raok,

“In _a precarious state,
Cheyenne,” sald Arizons Jim.
sallowed to se0_anybody, not
think sbout anything. It
time before I can convince-him that hie's
under such a sbrong debt of gratitude
to i\n:n.! two that heé practically owes you
a frec pardop.  And thien, of course,
there’s the possibility that he won't
belleve me—though not many men dare
call Arfzona Jim a—"

down ab
“He's not
allowed to

i

|

il
- 7.
i ‘ 2

Bullﬁsh,_ -the:

he a tong

“Gosh1” they heard him shout. »We
were. luckier- than we thought, Steve,
when we decided to explors tiis tunael,
Them's two men we want tolerably bad.”
. Then he came a few paces farther on,
izuoring: the gun that Silim  Danvers
covered him with. Ho was a brave
shqrﬁr. was Bob Wynott,

“Stand right there!” shouted Slim, and
his face was white now. His wae a
desperate cose—worse, perhaps, than
Frank’s. Por tlere were almost untold
crimes ying at his door, mone of which
he had committed, thiough ho could not
prove that. It would be the rope for
hiim, without a doubk, for he was wanted
on the capital charge in Colorado, and
be would certalnly be hauded over to tie
authorities there if apprehended. ;

is finger trembled on the t{rigaer,
but as Wynott refused to stand, buk
came pluckily on, he waited until the law-
man should come mpemrer; and his eyes
took on an ugly giitter, such as the
eyes of n hunted animal do when it
knows it is cortered.

" Another step, Wynott," said Slim,
“and I'll fire. By zad, you sha'n't zob
me! I'll—"

“No, you won't!" rasped Arizons Jim,
and at the same time he shot out a slim,
brown, well-manicured hand, and closed
the fingers of it over Slim Danwers’
wrist, A Jerk—the revolver Slim held
exploded harmlessly in the air; a shake,
amd the gun fell from the cutlaw’s band—
and Arivonn Jim kicked it well out of -
Slim’s reach.

Frank Liversedge’s gun alo was out
now; but he was no man-killer, and it
hung nerveleasiy in hia hand, the whils he
stared in dismay at Arizons Jim.
Arizona bad tuorped on Slim—was working
for the law, wes the first thought that
flashed through the unforfunate young-
ster’s mind.

“Darn you!" cried SHm Danvers,
siruggling in o geip thal was amazingly
strong, ‘considering: the slightnesa of
Arvizona Jim's build. "“Judas! And we
thought you were our——"
~ "Just drop that gum of yours, too,
Liversedge!”  gnapped - Arizopa  Jim.
;‘Howdy. Bob?  Suorprised to ses you
1ere,”

“Quite a bit of luck.” said Bob Wynots,
eyeing the two oublaws with. & _littls
grin.  “8o thiz is where they've been
hangin® out?" i

“Seems so,” said Arizonn Jim briefly.

“Why, you knew—" 5lim Danvers

MISTAKEN IDENTITY !

Liversedge.

 Tap him on the head with one of his
own guns and leave him ! '* sald Frank
* But—why—what—""
man upon whom Siim Danvers wae sitting.

revealing the mournful eyes of Bad Phil Hicks, their partner !

He stared into the face of the
The mask had slipped,

ting brutals scts, as did the melority of
outlaws: out here. Asd Slim Danvers
was the same. All they did against the
law now was to evade capture as far as
possible, knowing that capture meant
imprisonment, perhaps worse; without a
dog’s chance. For the laws of the Wild
West are harsh and very swilt. Until
put: themselves on the rizht
he l2w, they just had to keep
hidden, knowiog that every time they
showed their noces outside their retroat
they would be likely to meet men who
were quite eatifled to take them, dead
or alive.

Now, when they knew their hithorto
safo retreat was likely to become known
to others, these young outluws felt con-
siderably anxions. Arizona Jim saw their
looks, and patted Prank on the shoulder
encouragingiy.

“If vou ore located licre,” said he,
“I koow of uoother safe spot in the
hills where you ean hide. But there's no
gold im it! I would hate to see that
rustler gnngl get wise to this mine you've
got here.  I'd rather see more honest
men locate—il it's to be n secret no
longer.  However, thos: men may not
find your camp. I only camo in order
to warn you. Got much loose gold

“We were saring,” zaid Frank, “fhat
we'd almost enough vow to take us all

well cut of this country.”

He broke off suddenly, or, rather, his
words were drowned by his own horse,
which raised ‘its beautiful hend at this
moment and [et out a shrill, rirging
neigh, that echoed and re-ochoed amongst
the towering sides of this basin in the
mountains. ]

“Ah-h-h!” sald Arizopa Jim, and
hitched the revolver he carrled at his
belt farther forward, so that it would be
within easy reach of him: and the two
young outlaws nlso rested hands on thele
butts, and lookad again towards the exit.

. I feared.” said Arizona _Jim.
“They've located this— No, by gosh!
They haven't! Tliese aren’t rustiersi™

Two men, laading thelr horses, came
into view from the tunnel that ran right
under o hill gnd eame out in the canyon
at the other side of it.

"It's the sheriff!" gronned Slim_Déan-
virs, and whipped out & gun forthwith.
“8tand there, you!" And he took aim
at the forémost of the approaching men,
wlio a gleaming sherill’s star on the
bosom of his grey flannal shirt.

It certainly was Sherif Bob Wynott,
o straight, iocorruptible young man of
the. law, who was approaching, with one
of his deputies. And this man, when he
saw the three wh
beside the little canvas bivouacs they
had erected for their shelter, halted sud-
denly, and stared hard,

began, glaring ioto the steely blup eyes
of the Indian sgent. “You brought the
sherill here.”

Arizona Jim just emiled, and rubbed
his  monocle nagafost the MHowing silk
veckbie he wore. He jammed It into his

eye,

“Your meat, Bob?" he asked. “Glad
they didn't make their case worse by
firing on you. That would have gons
badly against ‘em ab their frial”

Frapk Livessedge eved the Indirn
asgent miserably. 80 the lav-men had
got: him, had they? And he had 2 mother
and sister down thero at Bitter Springs,
whom he had all but managed to get-out
of this hard country. With the gold he
and Slim bad wrested from the ground
he had hoped to place his mother af last
somowhere where she could lve in c¢om-
fort. and ease of mind. !

“Well, you'll see mother and sis get
the rold,” he whispered to Arizona Jim.
“The pame's up now. Oh, poor women!
And Blim's got & kid brother, too, in
Colorado. Tell me, Arizona, did o

“Dob Wynott,” saidl Arizona, snd he
seemed angry, “this kid accuses me of
putting you on to his track. Deny that."

“Shore!" said Wynoft, who ‘seemed
fairly well-pleased with himself, being
young and a keen law-man. “I'Il deny

17/3/23
He held a palr of gleaming handcuffs
over towards Frank, and F¥rank sub- -

mitted himsell to them. When they
were gripped about his wrists he looked

wn on them and groaned. So this was
the end of his bid for liberty—and what
a tame ending! Often enoush he and

Slim had discussed what they would do
were they suddenly confron by the
sheriffs. " But Lere they were, caught as

easlly as a couple of eity pickpeckets: and
thoy had not been able even to make
s Bght for it, na Arlzona Jim, the man
they hud $rusted implicitly, had prevented
them. What Slim Danvers was thinking
about things Frank did not Know, but he
looked almost mad with rage and despair,
as, atter a lttle struggle, the sherill’s
deputy got tho bracclets about his
wrists. 5
“Got your horses here?” asked Sherill
Wynott, locking around the loc:tion.
“Nice snug place, this!” A
“There are their horses," said Arizona
Jim, and gave a pesullar whistle.

Cruaty, Fraak's faithful ‘mare, and
Dodeer, the horsa that was almost s o
brother to Slim Danvers, came ruaning
up.

TN pet thele saddles,” ssid Arizona

Jim lazlly, “You stay there and witeh
them, Bob." And the Indian agent went
to hunt for their korses” equipment,

_He entered the bivounc shelter, where
Frank and Slim had stored their bazs
of gold, and emerged a few moments
Iater with Frank's saddle and hridle.
Then he kicked out a peg or two, and
the bivouae was a flat thing oo ths
ground. When he bad secured Slm’s
saddle and bridle as well, he treated
Slim’s shelter in the same way.

 With both heavy aaddies and bridlea on
his arms, he ret d to the h . and
¥rank saw ho was smiling a little.

PBlalnly, up to now, Sheriff Boh Wynott -
and his deputy were not suspecting that
this location was 6 gold mine. They
certainly wonld have shown great
mterest had they made this discovery,
And onee the sherif knew thero wi
gold there ha would have to report his
find, and thero would be a stampede
to this basin in the blils, all the gronnd
would be staked out, and ths place would
hecome as well koown to the state as
Cheyerme itsell, :

.Smiling insaratably, Arizona Jim threw
the saddles on Crosty end Dodger,
chiched them up, aflixed the bridies,
then addressed Sherilf Bob Wynott.

“T'Nl lieip: you through the tunnel with
these fellows, Bob,” he said. “They'll
bave to wade a bit, Lead the way.”

Wrynott glanced rather curiously at the
Indinn agent, but he complied with the
suggestion. Ho led the way himself. after
siznalling to Siim Danvers to follow him,
Tien went the deputy, then went Frank,
and lastly came Arlzona Jim, who held
4 2an in ope hand, -

The deputy léd two horses, his own
and Frauk's. Handeuffed though he was,
Siim had to lead his own. Arizoaa led
*Iris, and so the procession entored the
tunnel. " wading _knee-deép in chilly
water. And soon they Wwere fm almost
black darkuess,

“Here's a light!” cried Arizonn, thers-
by showing ha was oll’ out for tise law-
mon; and the ravs of a powerlul electric
torch the Imlian sment -earried durted
through the darkness,

“Good!" Bob Wynott shouted back.

And co they splashed forward for
agveral minutes, their horses curefully
picking their way, throwing up spray
that saturated the men,

At one point, Frank, marching along
directly in front-of Arizona Jim, felt a
Iand tonch his should He' whegled
sharply, perhaps ongrily, and
that moment the lisht went out.

“Trust me, lad!"” Arizona Jim said. his
volee just carrying to Ftank's cari above

iuut at

the splashing thé horses made. “I'm
your friend!"
"“You seem like that, dom't you?”

asked Frank bitterly.

The hand left Frank's shoulder then,
and the Tnodian agent muttered some-
thing utder his breath. Then the electrie
light was swikched on agsain, and the pro-
cession continued to splash through the
tunnel to the canyon at the farther side.

“Caught,” Frank groaned to himself—
“eaught when I'd thought my tronblea
were almost over. And I believe Arizona
Jim's respousible for our ecapture. Yet
I theought hie was our friend!”

The 2nd Chapter.
Fres Again!

Frank Liversedge and 8lim Danvers sat
together, manacied, their bhands befors
them, on bunks, in the one and only
cell of Bittar Springs’ tiny enlaboose.
Night had fallen for some time now, and
Sherif Wynott was not allowing them o
light. But they did not need a light.
T‘i”ll.‘] werg just as well able to talk in the
dnrkness.

“I Just hope,” sald Frank, “that they
haven't let my mother know about this,
Stim, It'il jost about finish her. Seems
odd that she should he only & few blocks
away, while I'm here, walting to be tried
for murder!” !

They lad been prizoners thera for the
best part of threc days, which was o
fong time fm;t?rimers to be locked up
without a al.  Wynott had done
nothing to explain this, but Slim Danvess
was of the opinion that the judge who
would try them had gone out of the
district, and that the trial would have to
await his retum.

“Seems to me, though,” sald Slim, who
was still anzry and bitter over the bturn
Fate had iaken agalnst him aod  his

| partoer, “as we trusted that Arlzona Jim

too much! Never did like his dandy ways
and the window-pane he carried in his
eye.”

Which was not quite true, for, like
Frank, S8lim had come to love the

it, Gobt a few wits of my own, I guess.
Say, Lold 'em out{™

debonair Indian agieat. the maa who had
£0 repeatecly helped them, who had
engineered plots with a view of getting

Another jolly parlour game in ** Chuckles,” the Children’s Champion Coloured Paper this week !
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them both pardomed. TFor pardons had
been the only hope they had had.
Neither could cover bave proved his
innocence. What Slim said mow was said
oot ol the bitterness of his heart.

“I don’t like to think that abount
Arizopa Jim,” said Frank. *“He might
have szemed more of a friend i he'd
come to sec us. What about all our gold?
Eu‘g.t's there for the first man who finds

“Arizona Jim knows where it Is," said

Slitm. “1 wouldn't put it past him to
e

But Frank would not have that. He,
too, fancled the Indian agent had

deceived him. But he would not think
the same man would rob him and Slim
of tlieir hard-won gold.

“Let's talk about somebhing elze,”
said Frank,

But just then the key ted in the
Jock of their cell, and the sheriff, bearing
a lantern, came fn. In a very business
like manner, Wynott saw to the hand-
¢ufls of both of them, gianced about the
‘eehl!. then looked gravely down wupon

em,

“Your trial comes off to-morrow,” lLe
said.  “If you want a lawyer to help
You—

“Lawyer!” said Frank, with a shrug.
“From what I know of lawyers oub here,
I'd imagine I'd be better without one."”

“Guess ye don't think much of our
laws!" said Wynotf. )

“Think they'd do with revision,” Slim
Dunvers put in. “Why are you goin' to
trouble to try ns at ali? It's a foregone

- conclusion that we're goin® to be found
guilty.”

“@Guess you're due to be handed over to
the Colorado folka"” said the sheriff,
“We ain’t got no capital charge against
vou,. But you're wanted bad in
Colorddo.”

“Tell us something we don't know,"
gaid Slim, “that is, iI ye. know any-
1himgt®

“Arizona Jim,” said Wrymott, “has
asked me not to let your ma know ye're

here.” He addressed Frank now, “Guess
he's a gueer guy, Arizona! But I've
humoured him. Still, she’ll hev to know

to-morrow. Can't think why Arizons
should want—'"

“@Oness you're not great om thinkim',
any time,"” sald S8lim Danvers Insolently.
“And we ain't interested Bve cents’ worth
in Arizopa Jim, who only worked for you
agaiust vs, pretending to be—"

“ Arizona’s the etraightest, whitest man
in fortyeight states!" said Bob Wynott
angrily. “"Take my word for it,” he'd
sothing to do with your arrest!”

“Except thut he stopped vs from
‘making & fight of it!" shouted Slim
Panvers. “Think any two iike you'd
ever have nafled us two by yourselves?
What sort of a t‘l:vg.ﬁd on wheels d'ye
mg#on yersell to b s

yrott eyed him fiercely fora moment.
He looMed like forgetling he was o
sheriff. “Indeed, he raised a hand, as
though ®o strike this presumptious
prisoner of his. Then he thought better
of [, pieked up the lantern -from the
floor, and left “\‘eﬂ!cgﬂ,d!ggmbg and
focking the door sftir him.™

“That talking-tor won't ‘do us much

oo, . Fraok, shaking his head.
~Pity we rtiled Wynott. Say, since wo
were captured, we'haven't heard a word

Wotrder when

from a soul, ler e Phil Hicks
}s by this time? -Here'd bo a fioe chance
or

hil to be really ‘bad.'” s

He referreds to the eccentric ' womw.
puncher, fall and lagky, with a mourn-
ful face and & chronic desiro to be a
“bad” map. Phil Hicks had stayed with
them for a while, joying in sharing the
lot of these outlaws, fondly believing
himself a real “tough’ case. But the
tameness of an outlaw’s existence had
soon palled on Bad Phil, whao, not m_:dm§

“And what'll this be?” For the light
now ezught something th 1 A

UPie Wiised Frank suddenty,
rouched 4 the sliadows, and drew Sl

nt g an
the floor—a tiny object that Slim picked
up, and examined closely,

“Why,”* Slim muttered. “it's: a hand-
cuff key! Gosh, #0 it is. Hold your hands
out, pard.”

He was sble to unlock ooe of Frauk's
writtlets,

“But Wwhat's tiie gocd of these things?
And who dropped ‘em in the cell??
Fronk asked. *Would it Le the sherif?”

Slim laughed scornfully.

“He's too blamed efficient and serious-
minded to do a thing like that on the
quiet. He's— Gosh, all hemlock! The
door’s open!”

It was, or ajar, anyway. They stared
at’ each other in sheer amasement. Yhe
person who had tossed the key and the
matchbox into the cell had forgotten to
fasten the door alter him, or had deliber-
ately left it open.

“Hold that other hand oubt!” whispered
Slim Denvers feverishly. *Guess I'm not
worrying about why and wherefores.
But all this looks mighty good to me,
p;r,f;ner. Let's have that other bracclet
al

Frank's heart was beating heavily now,
There was o wild hope there that bad not
been there five minutes before.  And
every t the hope d to grow.
When the handcuffs were off hia wriats, Le
felt & free man already. When he had
repaid Siim thai service done, he went
to the door annd puiled it wider open,
There was a corridor outside, which wss
a5 dark es the cell. He scraped aoogher
sulphur mateh on the- box, and looked

out.

Everything seemed quict. He went
along the corridor, followed by Slim, and
came to another door, whith gave to his
touch. ‘The whole thing was amazing.
He found himsellf in & room which he
knew to be the sherifl’s office. And
there he saw -a sight thit dlmost micde.

down with him. For w dinly-to-besetn

figure hud eteppsd oun from another,

shadow across the  street, and then,
silently, furtively, lhnd stepped - atross
the road. 5

=Somebody netir, sald Frank. *“Might
be Bob Wsynott.”

“Qan’t’ help who b I5," said - Slim;
“gven if I've no gun, po sherifl’s golw’
to put me back in there alive’

“Keep.as mueh In the shadow as yon
can—our own horses might ‘be in the

livery-stable, aud I know . Din, ]
liveryman, fxa’t alwayz a lght sleeper.
Come on, Slim.”

Both kept: their eyée Yery alert as
they crept op the sidewall towards the
livery-bars, which Frauk, an old resident
in this lttle timber town, knew so well.

saw. nothing af ‘that shadowy
fgnre  they- had #eén Sor & Ioowient,
but they Kept a. sharp 1ok out for hhm.
And ot length they camg to an alleyway
that led pp one side af the barn to

a corral, where ranehers and farmers of
the district put their borses when they
visited the and were too stingy

to pay livery fees.

As they came to thiz livery stable, both
heard o sudden suorl, followed by the
slight clampivg of & horée upen s hit
They =tole up the alleyway. And they
spw three horses standing hitéhed to 'a

Tail. .

Hurriedly they looked abont them.
Thore was nobody to be seen in this
bugiy yard at the back of the livery bamn.
Before they got near enough to the three
lorses to touch them, two of them broke
fnto lond whinneys, and Frank almost
exciaimed-alond when be recognised the
equipe volee of one.

“That's Crosty,” he whispered. "M
hat! “Saddled and bridled, too, and all
ready for the trail.”

“And here’s Dodger as woll,” muttered

| riedly.

“Best mol kill him!* said Frank bur-
: *Tap Wim on the head with one
of ‘his own guns, and leave him. Byb—
wiy—wdint—" :

e ‘stared down into the face of the
man whose ‘cheat  was naw bearing all
the wejght of Slim, Far the handikerchief
had dlipped down In the brief, sharp
struggle, and the long, lauternjawed face
of the Tellow conld be scen; Wie ‘dirk,”
moumful eyes of him stared up mutely
into the convulsed face of Blim.

“I¢’s Bad Phil' Hicis!™ Frauk said.

. “Don't Kl the man)®

“Huolr!™ said Slim, bat released the
pressure e had on  Bid Phil  Hicks'
throat. “So it is! Bat, say, Phil, what’s
the bl idea?  You workin® for fhe law,

Bl ?i'?:ks sat zging painfull

Hi up, gagging painfully,
and pursed his throat. e -

“1'm, real bad!" he gasped.: “I'm a she-
wolf, and It’s my night, to howl to-night.
Bad—ugh! Ye needn™ ki’ been &0 blame’

about it!” he; ended aggrievediy.
“¥e cain't see a joke”

*Joke—bad sort o' joke it would have
been for you If the mask hadn's slipped!™
eald Blim grimly. “Wuoal, I'm off now!
There's my horse, and 1 ain't hankerin'
to stay around herc longer'n 1 e¢an help.
C'mon, Frank!™ s
_He and ?icim:l up one of the
guis  Bad Phil  Hicks had dmp;;ed.
examined it, then elipped it into the hip-
pocket of his breeshes., He handed the
other weapon to Frank. G

“ Ap" what about my gups?" asked Bad
Phil Hicks. “How in Sam Hill can I be
bad without a gun?”

“0Oh, pshaw!" .=aid Slim Danvers.
“yWe're in a hurry. We got to ride hard
to-night. There'll be a fine hunt for us
when our escapt is known.”

He went to Dodger, patted. the horse
affectionately on the neck, saw to the
t::oc.hrei of the saddle, and swung himself

i

encugh chanees to be “bad,” had vanish
one day some time ago, taking with him
nothing but his gun, his liorse, and the
pold his partoers had allowed him to
wash from their location.

Remembrance of Bad Phil Hieks caused
these parteers to think of something more
amusing than their present circumstances.
While he had been with them, Phil Hicks
had slways given them entertainment,
though his reiterated desires to be bad
at times had got severely on the nerves of
those two who were stamped really bad,
yet who hated to be thought so.

They talked about Bad Phil Micks and
his eccentricities for a long while, until
Frank, despite the forthcomiog trinl—
which could have only one € turned
into hiz bunk and tried to sleep. Slim
Danvers did the same thing. Silence fell
on the cell. Bub neither slept a wink,
though both lay there for n long, long
{ime, with their eves closed.

Suddenly, . though, Frank opened his
eyes, and stared into the almost black
darkpess of his cell. Heé was sure be
could hear sounds outside his cell-door.
He sat up in the bunk, manacled as he
was, and listened. There was the slight-
ezt possible Eeraping.  Then, suddenly,
there was a very tiny little thud. Almost
immediately followed the sound of some-
!.i\gs fairly light atrikln& the rough
wooden floor of the cell, hatever this
was, it ‘struck the floor with =n odd
rattling sound.

Fraok came to bis feet and stepped

- zoltly towards the door. But as he did
z0, his boot fouched somethinz, which
rattled again, He stooped, gropad in the
darkness, and his fingers encountered ®
matchbox! .

“Slim!” be cried. And boldiy enough
he took a match out of the box and
struck it. It wss one of the sulphur
“gtinker " variety of matches. It &plute
tered for half a minute before the stick
mpeﬂy canght, and a steady flame
show

ed,
“Iatches, but what for?? asked Frank,
striking anotlier,
“Best not yell about it too much,”
#aid ‘8lim Danvers, coming to his feet, as
the Second match brightened in-its flame.,

THE OUTLAWS CORMNERED !

sheriff advanced.

i Anothar step, Wynott, and I’} fira !’ said Slim Danvers, as the
“f No, you won’t!’'" rasped Arizona Jim, and he
shot out & hand and jarked the revolver from the outlaw’s grasp !

him &hout alomd. For Steve Washimﬁun,
Wynott’s deputy, was sitting up a
chair, bound to it sechrely, while a gag
was fixed over his mouth. Very scien-
tifically was Steve trussed up, only his
eyes could move, and his ulders as
he tugged and strained st his bonds.
And when lie saw the two prisoners, he
wrigzled more, so that he overturned
the chair upon which he sak. With a
thud he struck the floor of the office,
and thers, quite helpless, with the chair
tied to him, he lay on his side, and
could enly glare 2t those ;Irsimners e
knew were escaping f{rom custody.
Plainly, Steve had been deing guard
over the two outlaws that night.
Frank, under less tense circumstances,
might have been incliped to relieve
Washington from his uncomfortable
plight. But he did not stay to lif{ the
deputy now.” He went to the main
door of this little gaol, and tried that.
Wonder of wonders, that door also
opened to " his touch, and he fodnd
himself in the open sir, looking op and

| down the darkened main street of Bitler

Springs., That §s to say, the streel was
dark save for ome light, which burned
in an uypper window of a house some
distance away. And Frank swallowed a
lump in bis throat, as he knew that that
Light was burning in his own “mother’s
bed-room window,

But here w25 no time for sentimeént.
Some quite nnbelievable luck had fallen
his way, and, though hiz leart ached
to zo and see his mother, where that
light was, he pulled himself togebhcr,
and, when 8lim followed him inmio the
street, carcfully closed the gaol door
after him, Then they pondered what

do.

“We'll want some borses.”’ =aid Slim,
“I we can't find gur own in this town,
we'll borrow some.”?

8lim Danvers, naming his own magnifi-
cent black., *“Who's the third? Why,
I know the horse! It's—"

“Stard right thar and put them hands
o' yourn right up!”

Frank and Slim wheeled sharply as the
harsh volce struck upon their esrs. They
were entirely unarmed, and automatically
their hands went above thel: heads when
they saw the shadowy figure of a man, a
gun_in each hand, standipg there, not
six feet away from them. It was a lanky,
loosely-built: figure, ‘and, when the two
escaping outlaws looked harder they
conld see that his face was almost
entirely covered by a handkerchicf, only
his eyes showing benecath bis Stetson hat.

The guns were unwavering as they
pointed at the two young outlaws. A
bitter word broke from Slim Danvers’ lips,
and n groan of absolute disappointment
came from Frank.

“Right thar, ye stands—I caught ye!"”
sald the handkerchief-masked mdn.

“1 dou't think so,” growled Slim
Danvers, and leaped forward all at once.
Anyway, he argued, It would be belier to
die by the bullet of this unknown man
than to die by the rope for erimes that
he knew he had never committed.

And it seemed as though Frank Liver-
sedge hod caught the same notion at the
same moment, for he also braved those
levelled guns, sprang forward, and closed
with the masked one.

They were forfunate, Probably he wiho
had them covered had never dreamed
that they would be %0 hold.

Each caught a gup-filled hand; cach
gave a jerk that disarmed the man very
effectively. Then Slim Danvers gave him
a back-heel that fetched him on his back
with a thud. Before the fellow could
shont, Slim's handa were on kis throat.

“Tpying - to stop us from makin' our
getaway, are yei” growled Siior.

“Waal,” said Bad Phil Hicks, still rub-
bing his throat, *“’tain’t often I gits the
chance to be bad encugh ta break a gaol,
but T'll allow it ain’t allus the best-
rewarded job. When the fellers as ye've
rescued turns on ye—"

“Mean to say it was you who gob us
out -of there?" asked Frark. “Why, of
course, I'm seeiog it all mow!”

“QOh, come on, map!" Slim Danvers
urged,  “It'll Le daylight belore you've
stopped vour face-wagging. Talk while
you're riding!"

Frank fluug himsel! into Crusty's saddle.
And Tlad Phil Hicka mounted his own
horse.  Side by =ide, rtiding carefully
whilst they were in the preeinets of the
litlle cow-town, these three made their
way westward, heading towards the hillla

The 3rd Chapter.
Frank Saves SBheriff Wynott's Life !

" We aren’t goin' back to that old spot
of ours, not to stay,” =aid Slim Danvers,
“We got to think of a new place. The
sheriff, he koows all ahout that now.”

" At the same time," said Frank dog-
gedly, "we're goinz there first, to get
our gold. We've been figuring on that
o long while™

“gGoess 1 got o mesage for you,” said
Bad Phil Hicks. “I¥’s from Arizona Jim.
He wants ye to meet him at the fork
of ‘Three Creeks, ab tioon to-morrow—to-
day, that'll Le, sceing it’s past midnight
now.”

“ Arizona Jim ! asked Fraok Liversedge,
“Why, does he expect to sec us frec,
then ™

“He. shure (o," said Bad Phil Hicks,,

amiting. himself on the chest. " Ye sce,
he knowe w real bad man when he secd
one. Suy, boys, I Leen bad enough in
my time, but I vever broke a gaol afore!

| koen

A now sensatiob. Guess I 5¢'d raw the
iook on thet deg ity's face when I asked
bim to elevate his liooks, ye'd ha® emiled
some! ‘Came to Lang like & cooin® dove,
laa_dtd: let me tle him up and gag him,
an' lelp myselll to! his keys, jest like
Afury’s lithle lamb, Bit that's the sdvan-
tige o heln® real bad, T guess.”

*The deputy didn't’ see you, 1 hope?”
Frank asked’ quickly. i ¥

He had no wish to see his own friends
putting -their heads [olo nooses on his

+ And guol-hreaking is reckoned a

very se ; in. the Wild West,
TGuess mix!™ said ‘Bad Phil.  "Did ye
ever know of a real had man' s didn't
WeSE g mask ™ G Dipoe

"But how did your Koow about us?
Where bave you been all these wecks?”
asked Frank. .

Tryin' ' to be.bp;ii_"- said Phil Bicke,

“But there ain’t ¥ these
daye.  So when T mhis-u message from
an Injun to the effect as “Arizona Jim
'umki mt»: seo me about you, T goes, and he

right out, he asks: *Do you
"Cos, if

really want. o be: bad, Phir
180, ‘here's yor ehance!  You betchm, I
fumps at it

“And so Arifonas Jim was working
s all the time?"” ‘said Frank: mdu-’t%lbo;
one mnm&“qn?tg‘ﬁbﬁdg‘ .Et !Pic h‘gj"“'

g ¥ ed N
ageat friend. “And we're to n:egf? hg:
*He'e gob notier 3

“He's r 3 i
hide,” n?cni Phil md?:.me Yige xekis
P;;A;I‘Id what about ‘sur gold?? asked

nk.

“Guesa I don't know nothin' sbout it,*
gaid Hieke, *“But we might, a: wc!!’%o
mmm:;ilari&%‘“ - .

“And w ity snld Frank, “1 recko
we'd best get right out of here. We'ﬁ
?oreul: nuny,'tlm: send word 1o our folks

swneym jolo us. eﬁ'w ﬁt;?ul':‘d‘el"

rode westwanrd - :
streaked the sky. Fraok, when #yﬁk‘ﬂ;
came,  wonde! what “the authorities
would eay when they found liow the
erate ¥ prisopers’ bod cscal + He
farget all eleo that he. e b dor
- )
trats on thelr ol o

brilliant  man, would certainly do the
de  sbeaight to that
%ﬁ?diuba hlli:,tmevting the fugitives
¥ return to. camp, Therefore,
ltTlt-'d”n\md_' tbm'u:l&o tl;ur'rpp i)
‘reashied the tunncl and splash
their .way through it. They fo?.ﬁcl lﬁg
bivouss alielfers  that Arizonz Jim had
atruck, atill Ivfog on the ground anyhow.
:.BI% mn“ms::tﬁht ":::}dﬂ or<resind
3 - i
shey o < ng of the gold they
“Hulit” said Slim Dan Ah e L
?fnim optiiistic olf us dl:‘o“;.-l:pcrt. &, Inaé
1ere.

*Bubiwlio coulid have talion P anked
I\‘rﬁnk-.l ‘Anizonys Tim Jouldu’t have dome
80, And—" '

= Wynott «od his deputy paid
i “;m a \'&i‘k nléer ont arri.vg.. Empia'g
16 evldence againgt us,™ said Slim. “He
Hubgon to 16 without Iesims Do s

Bgoon without' ettin®
¥now gold .was here.” 0 e

“Dou't think Wynott would do that,”
sald Fravk thoughtfully, “He's a white
-man. I 'he'd found the gold, he'd bave
let us kuow, and would have asked if
it lad to be handed over to my mother.

.

Anyhow, that gold’s omrs legally, It

came fmg.l my f[ather's m&‘n];-_” -
“Shore, im. *“Then !

took: D Arizona
But st that Frauk got angry. He

himself * had almost misjudged that
spleadid Indian agent; but whet Bad
Phi} Hicks had told him later had served
to convince him that Arizopa Jim was
always his friend. -

“Don't be a fool, Slim!" he eried.,
“Have some sense! Wby, Arizona could’
be a milllonaire i#f he wanted.” 1
j “What's the use o gettin® bet up about
it, pards?” drawled Bad Phil Hicks, inter-
posing. For the nerves of both Framk
and Slim were certainly somewhat on
edge, and when men are like that,
quarrels frequently take place. This was
no fime for them to quarrel. “You're
goin® to see at noon, at the forks
of Three Crecks. He'll tell ye whether
he got that gold or not.”

“1 ain't goin' to mest Arizona,” said
Slim angrily. “I'm suspicioning as the
gink’s jest playin’ with ve. He's a vain,
gelf-opinionated dude, who delights In
showin' his power. Who koows?  He
might bave some more sheriffs—"

“You're a fool, Slim!" said Frank im-
I'm going to meet
have some clue as,
. And I'm not going to let’
slip out of my hands 0 easily
. If it's still in the State, I'm
ing ‘it back—even if, as might be
poss Wynott's lifted it sud claimed
it_for the State :

There was anxiety in Frank’s heart
now. He relied on the gold be had been
i ;;l'ug! from the creek to support his
o mother and sister during " hia
outlawry. Without that, what could
they do? ‘It was bad epough for them
to have an outlaw son and brother—buot
to starve on top of that wounld be um-
thinlkable. Frank, just then, feit almost
like deciding to be 2 real outlaw, a
rustler, a Lold-up man, if he dido't get
his gold back. For his mother and sister
must live. Nor could 'he stay here at
the mine now and pan oub fresh supplies;
though there was gold im plenty there.
For e knew this place would he watched
by the sherif from pow on.

“Well,? said Slim Davvers, at leagth,
“f';m through with Arizona Jim and this
part o' tlie country. I'm goin' back to
Colorado.”” And he began to pack
together certain belongings that were
his, stuffing them into his eaddleba

“Yon don‘t mean to say we're lﬂs dng,
8lim 1" asked Frank, holdiag oub hand

{Continued overleaf.)
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to lis comrade in outlawry. “You're
nopved about somethiop. Buck up; man,
aod let's go to meet Arizona Jim, Bet
yon, Arizous’s gob somethiog up bis slecve
for us.'

“A sherift
'No, sou—-"

“Bubt remember if it badn't been for
Arizona we'd never have got out of gaol
ab all,” zaid the youngster.

“Gee! 1 ain't allowin’ that,” sald Bad
Thil Hicks, jeslous of the reputation he
imagined he possessed at once. “I guess
i doge all that gaol-breakis' an' schemin’,
Arizoun jes’ told me ye was iu gaol und—
and suzgested 1 done what I dope,”

A Well, gi?heti Frank, “if you blreak
away like that I'll pgo right back to
ilter Springs, end D'l give myeelf up.”

“T'li brepk ye out o' the calaboose
again il yo do,’’ eaid Bad Phil licks
cagerly. *“Gee,-I enj’y bein' bad!”

1o hadn’t meant to act the part of
peacemuker, but his words cansed Slim
Oanvers to laugh. The clond rolled by.
He leld out Dbl hand to Frank, acd
eripped it

“wWe'll stlek It out together, pard,”
he- said stmply, “I guees I'd pob like
1o see you iu gaol—alone. Nor with me,
naither,” be added.  "Well, let’s mect
Avizona su' see what ha'siﬁot to say.”

Frank sighed. He didno't wont a
rupture with Lis splemdid partoer added
to his many other froubdles. Slim and
Lo liad Deen through a lot of trial and
tribulatlon since they had met that aight
when Frank had bolted from  Bitter
Springs  sccused - of  shooting Bull
Wamloops, his late father's partuer, and
crook. 2

It was & long ride to the forks of Three
Creeks. Indeed, It was very close to the
poundary of Sheriff ' Wypott's responsi-
bilities. Beforo sctting off they partook
of & rougli meal prepared from what food
Bad  Phil [Hicks bad packed in  ther
sunddichbags, and what was left in their
camp. By the time they had set off to
meet Arizous Jim they had ouly just
about ewough tlme to pet there and be
punctnal, But they had good horses,
and two of them had rested for three
days whilo: their ters hied langoish
in the caluhoose at Bitter Springs. And
s0 they rode ot a brlsk pace.

Bad Phil Hicks secemed to koow the
wiy, apd led them on that ride. Aad
he took them through soma. very wild,
trackless country Mostly he kept to
valless, Lub oceasionally he took them
over some hill-crest: and when they got
to. some pnrti-:ularfx high altitudo all
three swept the surrounding country with
their zaze, for they knew riders micht
be met with, and, In their prescnt state,
any lipnest man was entitled to mnolect
thom, to arrest them, if be conid.

They suw uobody for many wiles. But,
when they hed well enfered one of the
deepest defiles Fraok had ever ridien
through in all ;’?umiag, they suddeuly
heard  tho, eound  of un  fpproaching
horze's footsbeps. Loud and clear the
ironshog hioofs rang on the rocky bottom
of this deep, perpendicufar-sided raviue

or two, maybe,” sald 8lim,

And they all drew rein and they sl put

their hands to their guns. For one rider.
bt least, waa approaching theni, DCad
PLil Hicka had another gun now; for
those his corarades had taken from bim

fiad been obtuined to pive Frapk and.

Slim. .

There was & sort of alcove in the
ravine's side just whers they halted, und

. ioto thia 8l Dunvers urged hia horse.
He signed to the others to follow him.
There was just room in that hollow space
jor their three mounts to crowd closcly
together,

“Might not ece ua here,” mubtercd
slim: but be drew his revolver out and
looked ready enongh to unse it in his own
defence. Aod then, rounding a slight
heud in the deflle, u horse dashed towards
them: ¢ame at & pace that told Frank
Livorsedge at once that this rider was
not_ travelling like thls because he wanted
to do so.

The rider dashed right past the three
phrtuers. Nor did lie thrn his head their
way aa-hie tore by, :

‘Three things Frank noticed in the quick
plance lie wus able to get at the man.
Virsh, ho was Sheriff Bob Wynott ; second,
his right arm was hanging limply to his
side, while with his left hand he tore at
the relns of the horse that was runniog
wway with him; and, third, Wynott's foob
had ‘gol thrust - too far through his
stifrup, so that the stirrop was mow play-
ing~the part of a bracelet ahout his
ankle. And these things told Frank that
Wynott was in o desperate plight, His
horse wns runping awsy with hiot, nor
did he dare throw himeelf from the
saddle: that would have meant serious
injury for the sherif. Yet, one-handed
aa he was, he could not check his Lorse's
pace one job.

“ft's Wynott, and he’s in trouble!"
roared Frank., “ What's wroug?”

“Guess we're shore lucky, then, that
he is in troubles or we might hove been
that!" said Bad Phil Hicks heartlesely.

But Frank Liversedge wes mol heart-
"less.  When ever he saw a [ellow in
distress it~ was his nature to want
to help. And this time his real uwoture
showed ifself. He forgot that he waa an
oublaw, that this man was out to capture
tim, nnd get him bapged for a crime he
had never committed. All he cared about
;?as thut a brother-man wanted a helping
wanil,

He touched Crusty up with the spur,
and actually urged her to follow Wynott's
zalloping horse. - And as he went Slim
Danvers rubbed his' chin perplexedly,
while Bad Phil Hicks ecratched his head
in sheer amazement,

“Gosh!” yelled Bad Phil Iicks. “ Arter
all the trouble I Lad ter pit Tim out o
puoll  Goes and wants to be put back
again "

=1 understand the kid,” said Sim
Panvers, who also lhad & leart, even
tioaght be was an outlaw. ' And, Phil,
il Frank mapsges to stop that horse,

Wynott'll not be able to do much against
the three of us, will he? Let's gol™ |

“Sufferin® catfish!" said Bad Phil Hicks.
“1t's suicide; but it'Il gimme asoother
chance to be bad! Here's how!™

And he fallowed Slim as Slim dashed
off after Frank.

In the mesatime, Frank, who bad an
nnbounding [aith in his beautilul mare's

eed, let her bave her liead, and she
thundered  along  hard T Sherlf
Wynott's bolting mount. When he came
to a long, straight plece of the defile
and could geot an unobstructed view of
the [mperilled man ahead, he koew very
soon that Crusty was faining on the
mjﬂn%l red roan of the sheclif. For he
saw the rosn wasn't golug quite soundly
on all its fest. Iadeed, when he ¢ast his
eyes to the ground he could seo bilood
spots there, fresh ones, showing bim that
cither the horse or the man was bleeding
—%Nbably both were. :

ut he did not overtake the sheriff

before bolth had got well out of that
defilo. By then le was, perhaps, 0Oty
yards beliind Bob Wymnott. And Crusty
was going hcaut.‘lt_ullf. though Wynott's
horse was still travelling insanely on.

Now out of the ravine the golng was
less even. The ground was craggy, rocky
in places: at other times tho horses
p!unged' throagh soft, loose sard, that
clouded the air. AMany a time Wynott's
horse stumbled, though Crust; kcg‘tnher
fest as surely as any goal. And nk,
even though he had aot much cause to
love the slieriff, hoped those stumbles
wonld not cause Wynott to lose his seat,
for then ha would dragged along over
those rocks end boulders. .

Graduslly be gained, and, so well did
Crusty run, gradugily Frank’s comrades
in the rear dropped farther and farther
behind. For even Slim Danvers’ Dodger
could mot kecp pace with Crusty when
that gallant mare was stretched all out.

dropped behind the rupaway agalo—and,
from the heaving back of Crusty, took
rapld bub sure aim  at the stirrup-
leather that held Wynott's foot.

One shob he fired, and he koew from
the paler-coloured gash he saw there that
be had hit, though not quite severcd, the
strap. Again he fired. Wynott's horse,
alzo hit by the bullet, swerved suddﬂn%’._
aud reared slmost upright. - And at the
same instant the stirrup-leather snapped.
The horse came down to all-fours again,
neighed shrilly, and dashed on.

Bot Frank was not Intercsted in the
hiorse now. He drew rein on the lather-
ing Crusty, end looked dowm on the
sherlll. Wynott's leg was badly twlsted
beneath him now, as well as hls arm. He
Iny there, eyes closed, white face turned:
upwards towards tho coppery Wyoming
_sky. And a great compassion eatered
Frank's heart for this man—the man
whose duty it was to track him down and
bring him to justice. But Frank was nob
as other outlaws; he was an outlaw with
# heart,

He dismounted, leaving Crusiy's reins
trailing, and the maro quictly
there, wiille her master bent over Bob
Wynott. As Frank examined the sheriff
his comrades galloped up. :

They hod seen something of what
Frank had done, and Slim Danvers
nodded approvin af  his partner;
though Bad Phil Hicks secmed to feel dis-
appoinrtment that this meeting with the
sheriff shoold mot have meant & fight.

“Badly smashed up,” said= Frank,
“Thut’s a bullet that’s broken his arm.”

“He's nob dead, but he's in a bud way,"”
said Slim, who had o better knowiedge of
rough first-aid than Frank had. *Guness
he won't be trailing us for a bit!" he
added. “TIl bet you zaved his life!”

Just then, #s a result of et spirit
that came from Bad Phil's flask being
applied to the sherifi’s lips, Boh Wynott

The sherill looked at Frank thought-
fully.,. Then ho cloeed his eyes, set his
teeth, and allowed Frank and Slim to
rmise him from the ground. Bad Phil
beld Crusty’'s bead while the sheriff was
seb a5 gently as possible on the mare's
crupper. And, when Frank mounted,
Wynott Ifrabbl:d the lad by the belt with
one hand.

“Them Four fellers as ghot mo up,” eaid
tha sheriff, *needn’t have bothered about
me, ‘cause T waso’t after them., DBut as
soon's they seen my star they let me have
ity T saw the four of 'em, and they was
whackin® out several little eanvas bags
as they bad. I rode up to "em to ank 'em
if they’'d seen anything o' you. And I
got one in the arm, though I hada't my
gun out. The horse gob another In the
stifle. Meun, that was!” 1

“But kll outlaws ain't quite the same
as ue,” cuid Blim Danvers. “And what
was that you waa sayxin' olout little
Lags?  What was in ‘em?”

“Hearch me! Hadn't time to find out
hefore the horso bolted,” said Wynott.
L‘l‘ll ‘pe powerful plad when I'm in bed,

O0ys1" ;

Hlowly  they procesled on their way.
Apuin - Bad Phil - Hicks—who: marvelled
thal, while he wanted so much to be n
“bad man,” these others, alrendy stamped
as such, should be so “white "—led the
Wiy,

They got through the long defile whore
they hnd met Bob Wynott, though it
took them @ very leong time, for every
jolb seemed to wring the sherlfi’s broken
lirmb. And in this slow riding they had
some fime to think.

“Wonder if those four chapa the
shorill talks about had our gold in those
aacks?" Frank asked Slim, who roile
kree to koce with him moet of the way,
helping to support Wynott

“ Wonder—and. if so. I wonder if we'll
ever mcet up with ‘em?” asked Slim.

quits severed the strap.

FRANK TO THE RESCUE!

Frank Liversedge fired at tho stirrup-leather that hald Wynott's foot,
and he knew from the paler-coloured gash that he had hit though not
Again he fired, and the sherlfi’s horgo, also hit by the bullet, rearsd almost
upright, and at the samo instant the stirrap-Teather snapped!

Kte;rer to Wynott Frank got, until lie
could hear the sherif shouting to his
liorse. Bat the man was heipless.

Several narrow escapes the sherift had,
as bhis borse floundered, though alwaya
regained its feeb snd dashed onwards.
Each time that happencd Wynott, now
undoubtedly Iriglitened, gave a yell.

Frank had not worked out in hls mind
what he would do when b caught up the
runaway. Just now his attemtlon was
concentrated on catching up to him.
But when Crusty’s noze was almost up to
the tail of tha sherifi's horse hic began to
think about what to do. ;

Befors he eould decide, the thing both
Frapk and Wynott had feared happened.
The horse gave a bad stumble, and went
on its nose. Frank had to swerve Crusty
aside to avold ‘a collislon. And, with s
yell, Wynott shot out of the saddle.

As Frank had feurod, the sheril’s Foot
remained in the stircup. THis  horse
started to rum again: bub now Wynoth
was dragged cruclly over the rocky
ground, shrieking cuch time he struck &
projecting boalder. And cven then the
maddened horse dld not slacken pace,
but bore steadily on, plainly ready to
ron till it dropped and died,

Now Trank weas galloping lovel with
Wynoll's horse, on the side on which the
sheriff was being dragged. -

“I've got it cried Frauok.

He whipped out his revolver.

Ho could mot get too close Ip, lest
Crusty’s hoofe should beat the dragging
Wynott to pieces. He could not rope the
runaway horse, for that would mean puil-
ing the animal back, and go, n hundred
to one, cataing Wynott to be ecraushed
beneath It There was just one chance,
Frank thought, and thanked his stars his
father had tought him how fo use o
revolver.

He raised

his wespon—he purposely

-

opened his eyes, He stared up at the
outlaws stupidly for a moment, then
showed he was & sherilf first,” Iast, and
every time, for his hand wenk to his
belt, though only to find his revolver
wus not in its holster.

“Came out after you fellows,' he gazped,
“hut ran up against unothter gang of
rustlers.  And thc{ firnd at me—fright.
cned my horse. It holted; I couldn’t
stop it. Aad now wiiat are you poing
to do, boys? You've got the sheriff nt
your mercy, sin't you?”

“Cowld ¥ou bang on belind me if I
lifled you on to the mare?" asked Frank,
“I'1 try not to shake you up too much,
sheriff."”

“What you goin' to do, lad?" asked
Winott.

“0h, take you to some place whers you
cun get looked after!™ sald Frank., " We
couldn't leave you here. We're miles
away from a trail, and more miles away
from Bitter Springs.”

“And I'm the sheriff, and you're my
meat!” mutkered Bob Wynott.

*Ain't claimin® no reward for any-
thing,” Slim Danvers put in: “but you
onght to kmow as Frank saved ye when
ye was throwed. Ye'll see the stirrnp
still round your ankle, cut right through
by Frank’s bullet. Some shootin’, tool!”
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“By gad! I'd not mind a
them, to get that gold back.
1"

fight with
We need

Had they zono as far as the forks
of Three Creeka, where they had to meet
Avizonn Jim, they would have been hours
late. But they did oot require to To so
far, for, when they liad atill $en miles to
go, -they met the' Indian agent riding
their way.

Arizopa Jim, as hapusome and as
debonair as ever, raised his eycbrows in
sheer surprise when be saw whom his
fricnds hed with them, But he slmu-
Inted surprise ab meeting the outlaws,
too. Here was no time to do any play-
aeting. He ab ooce took charge of the
sheriff, who wias developing fever as 2
result of his wounds and the Leat of
the sun.

“One thing apaln i your favour, you
fellows,” said “Arvizoma, when lie knew
their story., = "Goah! Will yon ever
stop doing good turns to folks who want
to hang you? Aml so you maniged to
get out of gantt”

He grinoed across at Dad Thil Hicks,
wlho barked like a wolf,

“Through the hadness of Phil," szaid
Frank, alsp amused. "“And alsp,” he
added Lonestly, “though the decency
of you, Arlzona."

“Oh, shucks!” said the Indian agent.
“Who did Hu3 on Wynott2!

He deseribed four rustlers, whom he
said he was oob particularly interested
in, seeing he was oub after us only,”
4pid Frank. “And they wers sharing
out bags”

“Buge? OF gold?” asked Arizona Jim,
and his eyes narrowed a trifle. “So they
found their way into your camp, eh?
Well, as o matber of fact, 1 was afraid
they would, and so tracked them, with
the aid of some of my Indians, so T

know exactly where to find them when
[ want them. \are survivors of Kiog
Charlic’s gaag, as I told you just before
your arrest.  We'll have to sce aboub
getting that gold when we've got Wynott
somewhore comfortable. There's _an
Indian camp not far from bere. We'll
take Wynott there.”

“And then I'll gef another chance fo
be right bad,” said Phil Hicks, examin-
ing the loading of his revolver, “Guess [
hiad toy share of that gold, and blowecd
{6 in; that's one reason why I want to
see my pards zet their own, too. Show
me them' rustlors, ‘and if they're as big
a5 hovses, I'll—waal, U'll be bad to "em!"

An  hour later, . nnd  Sherilf Bob
Wynott, raving in fever now, was settled
a3 comfortably as possible in the wigwam
of a Tone Indian and bhis squaw. But ho
wos very sick, and Arizona Jim shook
i3 head gravely over him.

-“I wanted you to escape,” sald Arvizona,
“hecause I kpew your trial was coming
ofl today, nod you wouldn't have had
2 chance—not until the Governor of the
State’s better. The latest reports I had
were that Clayton B. Bullllsh was very
slowly improving. So maybe in a week
or two I may Lo able to pad his pardon
into your hands,” -

“In the meanwhile,” sald Frank,
“whore are those men with our gold,
Arizona ™

Arizona Tim very carefully deseribed o
spot in the mountains. .

“Ifauzxe the job yourselves?” asked
Arfzotia,  “I'd like to stay aud look
after Bob. But I'Il help—"

“Help!” snorted Bad Phil Tigks,
“Why, 1'd do the job lonchanded, jest
for tho sake o showin' King Charlie's
four plitks as they ain't all the works
as had men around these yer parts!”

Tndoubtediy he was willinz to da that.
Bub Frank and Slim were not willing to
let him. Bo the three, remembering: the
directions of Arlvona—and Frank won-
derad whit on cavth they would do with.
out Arizour to play the piart of friend
to themi—ihey eventually found them-
qeid in still anothier of those naburil
inz-pluces for men who wanted fo
saopoout of sicht of men.

It wna down. fu o raviue. At tho
hottom was a eave o a hillslde, unid
before. tlis ia fire . was bhuroing. . From
ahove they conll sce four mmen sitting
arsund fha. fire.

Sule horsemanshly  was  noccssary
they could rtide down tho trae-
areil alope of this ravipe,  Ilnt thsy
dowi withont nttracting the atten-
tign. ol any of these four. :
give me my clhanee,”" suil. Bail

A nement leter e was ghont as “ bad ™
a5 he ocould wont te he. He gave n
bl ke & mad woll. amd rode his horsd
straizhit for thutico fire. Three shota
iy fired hefora those fonr men had even
tima {0 coma to their feet: A man feil
hack, his shoulder: hroken,  Then, le
iftad B:s horse, sl the hrute eame down
yooi ol fours, sfriking anotber mon
. The other two dashed Into thas
cspape that fury of & horseman,
Llazed jula the cave till his gun
ag euynty
Catae nocslinty from the cave.  These
men of Hing Chfirlie's gane lisd, in their
panie, Jelt thelr weapous onbside.

“If ye don't come right out,” roarced
Pull Hiexs, “1'nugoin’ to shoot Away ioto
that exvo il yer won't he able Lo comi
ouf, 'cent toes first.  Get-mel!” T'm; hud,
I am! Hour ma howl! I'm a wild woll.
Gw-ow-owooll-1 1! Jest same as that!”

All Yonr wore hust to gome extent when
Bad Pall got them litied up hefore hifo.
And they were sullen. But, deapite
their wounits, the “iad " man tled them
up with their own lariuts,

The misslng gold they found In the
cave—every bag of it The touch of 1%
felt coml’ to Fraok, for he Lnew that
there was now o danger of his motlier
and sister wunting whilst he was an
oentlow

“I'Il apologise to Arizona for all I ever
thiouzht of Lim™ ssid Slim  Danyers
simpiy. "0 was a fool, aud you were
right to call me ong, Frauk, Now, whab
shall we do with these?”

He indicated the cuptured rustbars.

“Rast tuke ‘em to  where we  left
Arizona, Jim," said Frank, with o laugh.
“Hot un outlaw to cateh un outlaw, eh?
Seems to me thiz'll be apotlier good turn
we'll hovo doue the sheriff. But I'm nob
going to do a third, und give mysell up

to him.. Are youl"
“What—me! Not a-tall!” suid Dad
Phil Hicks.

Arizona Jim latghed whea Blim Danvers
apologised,

“Don't worry,” he said; "1 underatand
you. I did zeem to help Wynott to
arrcst yon that time, didn't I? 1 stopped
you from shooting him. II you'd done
that, T suppose I shouldn’t have troubled
about you ab all. Same with you, Frank.
Be an cutlaw, certainly, but don't pive
the law any real reason for hanging you.
Then we might be able to get you out
of your tangle yet.” He smiled, and
rubbed his monocle. “And what was a
little Imprisonment, anyway? Haven't
I pgot plenty of folks ready to do any-
thing 1 ask them? Haven't I even gob
the * baddest ' man in the world?” He
Iooked at Bud Phil Hicks, who grinned.
“Why, as soon as I sugeested breaking
the gaol. Phil was on to it like a wagon-
load of bricks! It's useful fo hive &
bad man 4t baod sometimes!™

“ Guess ain't heen as bad yet as I
wangt to be," said Phil Hicks discon-
tentedly. U

THE LXD.

(Your old favourite, Alpha Always,
reappenve nexd aweek in YA Rank Owute
sider!” n thumping fine slory of the
Grand Nationall 2fake sure of reading
this great yarn by ordering your DoYs'
FRIEXD from your newsagent TO-DAY?
And gee that yow get the khand-coloured
photo  of Robert McNeal, presented
FREE with every copy!)

Our Companion Papers: The ‘“ MAGNET » Library, the “ POPULAR,” the ** GEM” Library, and *“ CHUCKLES.”



17/3/23

prated
Pubtiched
Every Monday

"THE"'BOYS' FRIEND

e

Twopence

SRR

§1E5E

&

o S 7

Farringdan
A GREAT BPORTS NUMBER!

Next week's BUMPER SPORTS
NUMBER of the Boys® FRIEND is
bound to have a big appeal to every-
body. As you sll know, next week ia
set down for some of the biggest
sporting events of the year. Tell all
your pais that the Bo¥s’ FRIEND is
doing full justice to these record
fixtures, I want to emphasize the fact
that the OLD “GREEN 'UN " 1s the
best and  breeziest all-round story
peper on the market, and next Mon-
day’s magnificent programme gives it
a better claim than ever to the
unique position it holde. Ho when
you have réad next Monday's copy
ust show it to a chum. ¥ou have no
idea what a long way ine recom-
mendation of a friend will go. 1%
will, "as’ a matter of fact, {iravel
THOUSANDS OF MILES. A word
dropped in season is not forgotten. It
travels with the chap who hears it.
But thiz is by the way. There are
BIG TREATR COMING!

ANOTHER MAQNIFICENT
COLOURED PORTRAIT!

One of the eplendid attractions for
_noxt Monday is a topping likeness of
ROBERT Mc¢NEAL, the Inter-
national left hali-back of WEST
BROMWICH ALBION. This por-
trait is indubitably the best the Bovs'
FaiExD has yet given. Make gure of
this spleadid picture.

THE QREAT EVENT OF THE
JUMPING SEASON !

A rveal look-alive, over-the-sticks,
long, complete twelve-thovsand-word
story of the GRAND NATIONAL
takes a motable place in tha long list
of contents of next Monday’s number
of the “B. F." Popular Alpha
Always figures in this ripping yarn.
The title of the wonderful story is
“A RANK OUTSIDER!” and the
brilliant anthor not only features our
old pal Alpha, but also brings into
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the picture a band of consummate
rogues who are neck-or-nothing
fellows. Whether they get neck or
nothing you will see, but, as you are
aware, the astute Alpha is shm to &
degree. Hbe finds himsell up againat
a perfect surprise packet of machina-
tions. His adversaries have vowed
that Alpha shall not get hie horse to
AINTREE ; but Alpha is & wily bird,
and you will experience very con-
siderable pleasure as you read of how
the subtle strategist disguises the
jumper and outwits the plotiers,
thanks to a friendly caravan. You
must not_miss the BIG RACE AT
AINTREE !

““RIVALE OF THE RIVER!"

This is the title of the story about
the ROOKWOOD BOATRACE! Tt
is a stunner. The struggle ia
Classicals v, Moderns. There is a
crafty attempt to get at the Classieal
boat, bui Jimmy Silver & Co. frus-
trate the plot. You won't think any
more of Knowles after reading this
seasonable yarn, but you will say that
Owen Conguest is o genius of the first
brand. :

For the old sporting spirit of Rook-
wood iz the dominating feature of thia
out-of-the-way yarm of the famous
school. Everyone bas been banking
on thiz race—Jimmy Silver and his
chums among the rest, Uncle James
Izq]sl a lot fo do in the business, as you
will see.

—

* THE SEMI-FINAL !

This 1s great| If you are keen on
CUPTIE FOOTER you will feel your
enthusinsm kindling as you read this
sglendid story of the big contest. The
glory of the Cup is something in-
describable. The whola business
sends a magnetic thrill through the
country. Everybody is excited about
the result. No sporting fixture in the
whole twelve months beats this for
intensity, and you get the swing and
magic of it all in “THE SEMI-
FINAL!” I have bad plenty of

occasions for extolling the good wark
of WALTER EDWARDS. This time
he has done even better than usual.
Read next Monday the gripping
account of CHELSEA VILLA in the
tremendous fight, It is a meeting of
Tritons. You will have your feelings
gtirred by 'the insidious and shady
work of an unscrupulous member of
the BELGRADE CLUB.

We have heard plenty up to now of
the relentless opposition which
ROLLO DAYTON had to face. But
there's no one like Rollo for faci
the music, and putting in a go
workman-lika show, notwithetanding
a ton of difficulties and handicaps.

I must impress on you thal next
Monday's story of the popular hero is
prodigions. “ W. E.” gets there. Heo
presents some flashing pictures. He
has a deep-set knowledge of eport. 1
can eartily recommend “THE
SEMLFINALI"”

¢ THE PHANTOM PIRATE!"

This is_the dashing sort of serial
which grips you. 1t is full of first-
class thrills, and, what's more, it has
an air of reality all through. Muaourice
Everard writes about pirates who
have genuine spirit abont them. No
milk-and-water fellows! There is an
eerie mystery, too, hanging over this
yarn of MODERN BUCCANELRS.
They bring to bear the wonders of
up-to-date inventions to assist them in
the carrying out of their nefarious
schemes. Maurice Everard proves his
case. Piracy in the bygone was a
menace to maritime trade. Modern
piracy might sweep the world.

FETCHMING FEATURES |

But I have not said half what is
really necessary about next Monday’s
grand SPORTS NUMBER. Keep
. your eye on Lester Bidston. He has
another tremendously sensational in-
stalment of his romance, “SCUND
THE ETERNALI" Once again the
intrepid adventurers are plunging
through the wonders of space on the
track of big discoveries. Lester
Bidston writes of the SECRETS OF
THE STARS|

Looking through the proofs of next
weck's instalment, I was enormously
impressed by the power shown in the
handling of this story. Now, as yon
will realise, the business of running a
paper like the Boys™ FaEND means
‘ceascless endeavour. My work is
never done, bt it is lightencd mora
than & little by the unfailing loyalty
of my chums. The rest does not
matter. I am satisfod so long as I
can present such a number as next
week's issue of the grand old paper,
with ita first line yarns, and those

oxtra  features like  FOOTER

ANOTHER £10 OFFERED TO READERS!

THE HISTORY OF

FIRST PRIZE Z£5.
SECOND PRIZE Z£2 10s.
and 10 PRIZES of 5s.

INSTRUCTIONS.

Here is o splendid foofer com-
tition whi:hp I am sure will
interest. you. On this page you
will find a history of the Clapton
Orient Football Club in picture
puzzie form. What you sare in-
vited to do is to eolve the picture,
and when you have done so write
your solution on a sheet of paper.
Then sign the coupon which
" appears under the puzzle, pin it o
your solution and post it fo
“(lapton Orient” Competition,
Boys® Fumiesp Office, Gough
Youse Gough Square, E.C. 4, g0
as to reach that address not later
than TIHURSDAY, March 22nd.

The FIRST PRIZE of £5 will
be awarded to the reader who
submits a solution which is ex-
actly the same as, or nearest to,
the solution now in the possession
of the Editor. In the event of
tics tho prize will ba divided.
The other prizes will be awarded
in order of merit. The Editor
reserves the right to add tegether
and divide the value of all or any
of the prizes, but the full emount
will be awarded. It is a distinct
condition of enfry that the deci-
sion of the Editor must
accepted as final. Employees of
the proprietors o journal are
not eligible to compete.

This competition is Tun in con-
junction with the “CGem,” the
“Magnet,” and the * Popular,”
‘and readers of those journals are
invited to compete.
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The STAR Paper for STAR. Features—The

COMPETITIONS, HEALTH AND
ESPORT, to make up a record bill of
are.

KEEPING ABREABT OF THE
—_ —

TIMES,

P

One of the most important things
to be conmsidered in the case of a
paper like the Boys' Friesp is the
urgent need to keep well up to the
line of modern progress. Fiction has
to be up-to-date like everything else.
The old “Green Un” has always
been in touch with the mighty
achievements' which lie to the credit
of science and discovery, and that is
ius_t one reason for the immense popu-
anty_of the old paper, and the un-
swerving loyalty of the supporters of
the-brightest and best boys' paper in
the world.

RESULT OF PLYMOUTH ARQYLE
COMPETITION.

_ In this competition one competitor sent
in a correct eolution of the pictures. The
first prize of £5 has therefore been
awarded to:

L. WOODFORD,
Dinton,
Near Aylesbury,
Bucks.

The second price of £2 10s. has been
dlvided among the followlng six competi-
tﬁ whose solutions contained one error
each:

]
A, Adams, 1, Herbert Rd., South Willes-
boro, Ashford, Kent.
Frances Morton 7, Ayre St., Palllon,
Sunderland.
H. Knighton 48, Wellinghoro Rd.,
Northampton,

¥, Howarth, 17, Chursef 8t., Collyhurst,
M;nchﬁst.eli.’ :
. Marshall, Supnyslde, Elm Grove,
Thorpe Bay Essex. 4 ks
L. Bachelor, 19, Kettering Rd., Levens-
bulme, Manchester.

Twenty-one _competitors, with two
cml’:a each divide the ten prizes of 5z
each?

_ Charles H. Morton, 7, Ayre St., Pallion,
Suzderland; Cyril Darbyshire, 8, Benpett
8t., Higher Broughton, Manchester: R. A.
Camp, Baddow Park, nr. Chelmsford; R.'
Cole, 109, Sheen Lane, Mortiake, S.W. 4;
R. B. Curtis, Hillside. Taplow, Bucks:
Richard Wimberley, 15, Wheatfleld St.,
Edinburgh; Annie Riugham, 45, Peters-
burg Rd., Stockport; Joha Campbell, 148,
Kensington St., ~ Eelghley, ‘Yorks: E.
Shooter, 15, Manor Rd., New Village,
Askern, or. Doncaster; Alex. Welland,
237, Winchester Rd., Highams Park, E.4;
William Ramsdale, 3, Foundry 8t., Stour-
port. Wores; Donald Rains, 15, North
Evezsham Rd., Reigate: Ted S, ii’e\rton,
Littleover Lane, Normanton, Derby; Mrs.
Phillips, 27, Strelley 8t., Bulwell, Notts:
‘W. Edgiugton, 45, Playford Rd., Finsbory,
Park N.4: Albert-E. Jeffrey, 14, Park
St., Boutbend-on-Sea; E. McHugh, 6,
Perth 8t., Belfast; J. B. Hughes, 8, Pertly
S8t., Belfast; Alfred Carr, 70, Bargate,
Boston, Lines: William Mitchell, 5, North
Shore St., Campbeltown, N.B.; Dorothy
Moore, 140, Vine Place, Rochdale,

EOLUTION.

Plymouth Argyle's groond Js almost
ideal. Few teams in this country ecan
boast more delightful headguartera, The
Argyle's success was mainly due to Mr.
Brettell, its first manager. ARhough,
Plymouth bas not yet been in the Final
for the Cup, it may come their way in
the near future.

Your Editor.

The £ s. d. Value of your Hair

Test “Harlene-Hair-Drill”’ FREE!

D O you know that your Hair has a
certain monetary value of its
?“fm" to you in your everyday business
ife?

Many. people are put down.as ““too
old * simply because the condition of
their Hair makes them lock and feel
5o, when in reality they are really in
the prime .of lifs and af the best azo
to give satisfacfory service fto their

employers,
Do not let this happen to you!/
greatest gift

Beautiful Hair is the
Nature has
t o bestow,
and is ap-
preciated

life,
own.

Beautiful,

by everyone, whether in business or
social life, and it is not even diffienlt or
costly to ohtain; in fact, you may start
on the road TO-DAY, FREE of cost, by
posting the Coupon below for-u Valuzble
and Generous Gift Trial Outfit for the
practice of ** Harlene Halr-Drill."

FEach of these Gift Outfits contalns the

following, and makes & complete Seven-
day Course :—
1. A BOTTLE OF " HAERLENE." The
Hair Food and Tonie with a reputs-
tion of upwards of 40 years to prove
its esfBomcy., It is used by leading
Aagtresses, Clnema Queens,
Lenders of Society ®il over ths
World, and is the only Halr Food and
Tonic which works Nature's way.

2. A PACEET OF Y CREMEX"
SHAMPOQO. This is an antiseptic
purifier, which thoroughly cleanscs
the hair and scelp of all ecurt, ete.,
and prepares the hair for the " Halr-
Drill ¥ Treatment, You should avoid

greasy, hair-matiing cocoanut olla,

BOYS' FRIEND!

Whether in business or social |
your Hair possesses a
certain £ 8. d.
What i the value of
YOUR Hair? Do pou pocsess
Long,
and Wavy Hair, whick com-
mands attentfon everywhere?
If not, post the Coupon below
to-day for a PREE “HAR-
LENE HAIR-DRILL™ GIFT
OUTFIT and commence to
raise the value of your Hair
to 205, in the 2.

and °

1,000,000 MAGNIFICENT HAIR-PROMOTING GlF’fS

3. A FREZ TRIAL BOTTLE OF
" UZON,"” a high-class Brilliantine
that gives to " Harlane-Drilled " Hair
the radiant lustre of perfect health,
and which is especially beneficial in
those casen where the scalp is inclined
to be * dry.”

4. TEE SECRET MANUAL OF
S HARLENE HAIZ-DRILL,"” contain-
ing the discoverer's detailed Instruc-
tions for the most offective mothod
of earrylng ont the * Hair-Drill”

Post the Coupon at once—TO-DAY—
encloeing 4d. in stamps to cover cost of
packing and return carriu&e to your own

or, no mafter
where you may
reslde,

value of ita {

Lustrous,

Aftor 8 Freo Trial youn will ba able to oblain
leno ™ at 1B 1id..

fariher wppclljos of Mnu mbolt! i i
. .. AN 5. . par P
Brillianting 15, 1id. and 25, 9d. per bottlos
“Cremex * Shampoo Powdars, la. per box
te 3d. exch);

of soven Sham (alogle Pul.a A
and  Astol," }or Grey Halr, ot Iz, and: Ss.
{.‘;; i‘?’oot;-‘ls from Chemists and Stores all over

“Harlene ”” Free Gift Coupon

Detach and pgltato -Bnglﬂg'
HA . Ltd., 20, 3 g
Latab's Conanis Bty London W o1,
Degar Sirs,— Please gond ma your Froe
* Harleno “ Four-Fold, Ealr-Growlng Out-
fit, an desoribed. I enciose 4d. io stamps
for postage and packing to my addrees.
Borts' Fumwp, 17/3/23.
NOTE_TO_READERS.

Write your FULL name and
:itdrass a;:ur’ on & m-n:ini t?hcs
aper, pin the coupon to it. an
o directod above. Mark
envelope ** Sample Dopt.’*

N.B.~If your hair iz GREY enclose ¢xtra
24. nam);-&i. in_all—and o FRER botile
of "Astal™ for Grey Hair will olso de
sent you.
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The boat rocked violendy, nimost

capsizing under the terrific shock as
Tommy Dodd landed. It was a splon-
did leap. But Tommy Dodd rolled
over helplessly in the rockipg boat
as
lio was at Raby’s mercy. . A
- Raby dropped his car, almost losing
his for.i!.ingi; but not quite. In a
o

twinlling was upon the Modern
junior. ;
“Ow i** gasped Tommy Dodd.
Eplash !

Before the Modern could put up a

struggle, he was seized in Raby's
grasp, and ‘whirled over the slanting
gunwale.
" Tommny Deodd went head first into
four feet of water and tha boat
rocked away, aud wus a ‘dozen Teet
distanl when Fommy’s bead cume
spluttering up. Theee was n yell of
delight from the island.

“Well done, Raby!”

Téemmy Dodd spluttered and gasped
as he swam — He swam a few 3a
after tho boat, and Raby flourished
a bonthook. . As tho hook missed
Tomuiy's nose by an wnech or so, the
Modern junioF suddenly ceased his
pursuit. -

*Come on!" .grinnea  Raby.
“You'll get punctured—but cowme
OnEs = = -

Tomuy Dodd did not reem to con-
sidor it good enough. He swam buck
to (he bank and clamibored out of the
water, and rejoined his comrades.
"Three paire of Mo fists -were
shaken after Ve

Raby put the oars out, and rowed
for the island.  He grinned back at
the defeated Moderns as he rowed.

Raby was not fesling * down‘ and
out” now. He was in great spirits,
znd  victorious and Fleoful Loud
ehonts frém the & weleomed him
as he tooled the boat across.

“This way, Raby!” - ~

“@Good for you, oid chapi® r

*(Zood old Raby ! =

Those welcoming shouts had a ver
plessant  sound in  George Raby's
cars.© -Bumpl The boat's mose
bumped on the isiand. and Jimmy
Silver and Lovell and Newcome
vushed down to seize it and pull it
in—and then they seized Ruby ond

ﬂllIlliIIli!Im!ﬂlHlii!!lIIll[l!_llli!I!l!ll!IIllll!ﬂlilﬂlIIII!HIHIIHIIIlliIIIllliIIIIII!IIIHIIHIIIIIlIIIIIiIIIIIIlll[IIH =
ARE YOU LISTENING-IN

To the. Brilliant Articles ia : i

“ THE WIRELESS DICTIONARY FOR BOYS”?

See this week's ‘“MAGNET " =
mﬂlllllllil!"lilllIIIIIIII[!IIIlIIlIIlIII!III.IIIIJIII]“IIlll'll'lllllllIII|III[IIIIIIlllllllllllillIllllilllllliIllillll!llllllllllﬁ'
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he landed; and for the monient |

‘mile trainp befors them to

that was enoug

«the [Fistical | Four
Rookwooed in the highest of spirits—
what time the hapless Moderns were:
still tromping on their homeward

the

tion fo all whom it migh

(Continued Jrom
puge 487,)

dragged him ashore on the island in

triumph.
** Hurrah !” roared Lovell:- -
“Good man,  Raby{” chuckled

Jimmy Silver. “Oh, my hnt{ What
a stroke of luck! Good manl"

Raby laughed. :

“1 thought I'd d"[f

" OF course you did, old top! Just
in time for® the picnic, too,” said
Jiminy.  “We'd only just starled
when those Modern -worms crawled
along. Come on.” ’

It was a mercy picnic on the island
after .all, and all the Fistical Four
wete there—and &l four of them on-
joyed it. Especially they enjoyed the
wrathful shouts of the Moderus, and
tho brandishing of infuriated fists by
Tommy Dodd, & Co. The Modern
boat had dizappeared from sight, and
ovidently was not o be recovered be-
fore it reached the Rookwood raft;
and-Tommy Dodd & Co. had a two-

in."”

like
out.

tg the school, Wh}jnh I\\.aé. nothin
the programme thoy had ma
\\‘izﬂ a final yell to the (gf:zs-sicu'ls‘
and a final brandishing of fists, they
started. and vanished from sight. :
But on the island all was merry and
bright.  The Fistical Four seemed
to have forgotten that there'ever had
been any division in their ranks—the
tronble was over without 2 word being
said_on tho .subject. The chums
of the end ﬁtudi wero reunited, and
After the picaic,
pulled - back to

Wiy, .
ﬁour juniors marched into
School Houze at Bookwood with their

arms linked, in_a merry row, with

wad an ndica-
t coancern,
that the end sfudy was united once
move—Raby had “come round.”

TIHE END.

smiling. faces. Which

(¥ou must not miss “Rivals of the
River!" —next week's splondid story
of the Ronkwaeoed boat race. “And sce
that you get your FREE Hund-
eoloured Photo of Robert MeNeal,
of West Bromwich Albion.)

DO

LIBRARY !

et back.
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By LESTER BIDSTON.
(Continued from, page 450.)
NI

"Tho eyes ! Sid yelled. " Stab at
their cyes!” ’
‘Thensla’s spear was !
her' ‘grasp, T'im's was  broken
to a jagped stump, and, altogether,
thinys . looked . désperate, . when
Ken fell from the Pearl's deck. For
one moment e sprawled helplessly
between the Spays and lis amazed
comrades. Then, tuking a” grip on
his dazed sonses, ke let loose.  double
stream of death-dealing bullsts from
il_le revolvers he had brought with

im,

As shot after ¢hot thudded into the
dense rass, & complete change came
over the Ecene. rom being the
triumphant attackers, the Spays be-
camo the attacked, and, after a mo-
mentary . pause of pefied  dis-

I
ML

Al

slug
may, the survivors broke n all direc-

tions, leaving half their number dead
or writhing in‘agony. of dissolution.

LI Al ted Ken, “inside the
ship I stumbled Full tilt into the Spay
rulers.  I'd just time to grab these
runs and sctlie one of the three when
?- wiaa seized by unseen guards and
flung down here.”

“But we'll not be beaten by the
Iast obstacle,” Sid cried, helping him-
self to one of Ken's revolvers, and
ﬁn;ﬁn% that it still_held two Bullets.
'Than he sprang up the laddsr in &

nic of haste to find, as he had
cared, that the door had been closed
gnd fastened against & fresh intrusion..
The Pearl—and freadom—Iluy further
than ever beyond their reach!

So keen was his disappointinent that
for several seconds he tore and bat-
tered at the locked door in a mad
attempt to force an entrance. Then,
realising the futility of his scnseless
rage, he desisted, and dejecledly des-
cended to his companions.

Thensla pointed dramaticaily up-
wards, “See! The Spays como!”

QOue look was enough. The upper
tiers of the mmphitheatre were alive
with a vindictiva horde, whose un-
hurried, ~but carefully organised
descent, was proof of the cartainty
they had of recapluring the helpless
humans.  Thera was something hor-
ribly repulsive in the cold” doliberate
method by which the tesribls insects
waited for a complets ring Lo be made
on each tier bafore descending to the
roxt, their evident intention béing an
attack from all sidés at an agreed
mometit. 3

To the hopeless group below it ap-
poored certain that tho end had
come, that their great dash for
liberty had turned to bitter and com-
plete ‘defeal. It was no question niow
of being herely held as Er:wnars-—-tho

pay ruler inside the Pearl
was epough to condemn them, they
knew, to some horrible fate. i
hold tightened on his half-crapty reo-
volvers, aud, with a sigh, Tim

‘retrisved his inadequate weapon of

wood.

(There are
week's cxlra
gripping story! Make sure of your
Boys' Friexp by ordering it from
your newsagent nowl) .

'Ilzh::at - of thrills in ncxt

Ken's:

ong instalaent of thix

THE FEATURE THAT WILL KEEP YOU FIT!

At you

fitoess, w. . Porcy Long

The r'f.e;-s"& Houso, Farringdon Street, London, E.C. 4,
[ All gquories. acs
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PERCY LONGHURST. |
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Massage.

Sports lovisg renders are frequently
writing to me with questions concerning
masaage, tue value of which no fatelligent
person - ¢an - have any deubt, Now,
massages is best glven by a professional
mas:eur, who has thorouzhly learned his
buosiness; bub every f{allow hasa’t the
opportunity ‘of benefiting by the services
of such, so will bave to lii;lb up with come
aubstibute. ” Hall a Toal s better than no
bread soyway.

What 1 want to peint out I5 that "a
geod, hard rub down” by some beavy-
handed chum, who Iz willing epouzh but
has nob studied the' subject, 13 nob
masange. That = good.hard rub * does not
do much good. Lezrn a bit ubout it for
yourself - A little. real mussage will do
you more good than ao Lour of vigorous,
ignorant scrubbing.

Do not messaga when the body s drip-
plug with perspiration. Wipe the skin
with ‘& soft towel first, rest for a few
minutes well covered up, and-then proper-
Iy massage the most impertant of Lhose
muscles: used in your sport, whatever it
fa. Il you are n hoxer, the arms from
wrlst to shonlder, ot you cannob reach
those buek of the shoulders, the big,
chest museles, and thote across tho
stomach, If yon are a ruuaner, teack or
cross country, devote your effiorts to the
mugcular parts above and oo the ioner
site of bl koee and the calves.

The muscies must be guite loose when
massuzed.  Begin with a geutle stroking
upwards, towanda the heart or in the cuse
ol the chest muscles it will be from the
middle of the chest towurds tie shonls
ders; then s somewbat firmer stroklng,
uzmg the tips of the middle three fngerd.
Follow by a gepule pluching and soucez-
Jug over the whole length of the muscle:
finizh with a gentle stroking. Tt iy thia
kind of .massags that does pood, The
viglent rubbing m of a gill of embroca-
tion is not o massage at-all If you use

. some oil or spirit mixtura do vot suppose

| that the woree 1t smells the more effoe:
tive it #+ I have been in many n dress-
ing room where the smells from the
virrioua “oiis” have heen euough Lo turn
« fellow sick,

If you are a wrestler, and massage 15 a
most valuablo ald in this sport, be care
ful that no ol enters into whatever is the
mizture used during the massage, The
laws of wrestling forbid entirely the use
of oil. [Failare bo" shide by, fhis rule
means disqualification by the referce.

The Disastrous ' Fag."

He was.only s youngster,-but beo hiad
an enthuslastie love of Loxlog, sod he
-wae ong.of -the chaps. that will learn.
For this reason I was mighty sorry to
see him come walking ‘up fo the ﬁ{m
where the: competition’ was to be 'helg,

aren’t

cigarette belween lis lpsa:

“Reen on winnipe - to-nlzht,
you ! I asked. bim; and ho said that e
was  He added that be had been dolug
some traliing for the event.

~¥eel AL ;

“Fioe!" he aoswered, with a biz, con-

fident =milo on hia fuace

: train,

Not wanting to disconrage him, 1 did
nob ask him what he meant by that

cigarette, but when it was all over and

ha had lest, [ did put the question.

Ho did not know, '"ho ‘admitted,
why ho smoked -at- all, The best.
reason he could give was thab “other
chaps’ did "it "—which 15" oo reason at
all,.  Then I -showed him 2 cutting of
& spéech mnde recently by Liestenant-
Colonel ' Betts, ‘hoxer. add all.-round:
atidete. t e is Physical Training Direclor
of our Army In Germany, and has for-
gotten more about Ariny. boxing thin
woest men ever knew. And U think fhat
youngster felt very gorry for himseli.

“ It surprizes me,” says the colome], *ta
see  compeliftors © entering the « hall
smoking cigarsttes. © Can .one wonder
that seme ¢f them ludd, “ bellows th
mend * hefore hall the hout was over?
I we wizh to do nny gonid ot boxing
wao aunet o pracliss self-dental. (T don't
aay *never smuoke,’ but I do say Wwhem
one s trolning for any. event one can's
afford to neglect auy defail, however
small, and even the yoonugest soldier
onght to know how harmiul is the con-
tinuul emoking of cigarettes,. - If you
troin  well . e (it man is a
credit {o himsel!, to thoso belonging
to him, and to the unit he has Lhe
Lionour to represent.”

And quite right. If you are o club
memper and are fdue for n hoxing eoms
pefition, you zre nob only hurling yonr-
sell by thut cigarcite you' smoke Just -
Lelore goinz into the ring, but you are
disgrecing “yoar clib hy risking the
chance of your clubh providing n loser
rother than'a winner. Ask yourself, *Ia
the *fag” workth iti"

Rosult of © Refarse” Compotition.

This competition Tas proved most
gratifying—not on account of the largs
number of solutions sent in, but beenuse
of the bigh dégree of real jolsment and
koowledge of the jaws of sport Indigated
hy the competitors,  'Two teaders sue-
cogded in’ pivisg the correot answers to
sll six questions, while no fewer 'than zix
had bub ops mistake’ each.  The prize-
winners are L. J. Tenrl, 13, Towin Noad,
Gleagall Road, Peckham,. 8:K.15 snd
Ralply Jobnson, Toll Gate, Blurton, nr.
Longton, Stafls, and I am sending & book
to each. R

(There . will be enother interesting and
inetructios S Haalth aid Sport ' artecle
in next Monday's Special Sports Nuwmber
of the Doxs® FriEND. With hix iisue a
superd hand-coloured regl glossy photo of |
Robert MeoNeal woiil be pregented FREED

;
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