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THE WHITE-WINGED BAT!

A Tremendous New Serial of the Turf and the Ring.

(For synopsis of apening  chapters
se¢ overleaf.)

Victory !

T once Fred Tempest got down
to business, true to his re-
putation of being a quick
starter. But if the champion

had apy idea of winning the fight
before 1t had properly started—as he
had won many a bght before—he was
soon disillusioned.

Jack stood off and boxed his man
at long range, and in the thrill and
excitemnent of that first minute he
folt mo pain at all in his left hand,
It seemed that there was room for
only the one. thought m his bram—
the thought of how to beat the cham-
pion. ‘He boxed beautifully as Tem-
pest tried to get to close ouarters,
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that long straight left of his shooting
out fime after time, and driving Tem-
pest back.

The champion smiled.in grim appre-
ciation, and changed his tactics, tak-
ing on Jack at his own game of long-
range boxing.

For & minute or so they stood off
and sparred for an opening, and then,
quick .as thought, -Jack leapt n to
the attack. Tempest’s head went
rocking back from a jarring left, and
then as- he  tried to recover, Jack
brought over his right, i

It was a clean, true punch, and if
it had landed on the point the fight
might have ended there and then, but
the glove was an inch or so too high,
and Tempest was shaken rather than
hurt. He rushed into a clinch, and
a moment later the gong sigoalled
the wend of the round.
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There was such a shout as the staid
and dignified Pantheon Club had not
heard for many a long day as the men
went to their corners. It had been a
great opening round, and the honours
had clearly gone to the * ouisider.”

Jack heard the cheering as in a
dream, and as he lay back in the
angle of ithe ropes he heard Matt
Gibbons mutter ;

“Good boy!"

In the same moment he became con-
seious, for the first time since the
fight had begun, of the burning pam
in his left arm-—pain which was now
darting right up to his elbow, e
closed hiz eves, feeling guddy.

The bell again, and as Jack stood
up for the second round the agony in
his arm was torturing him. Could
he forget it as he had forgotten it in
the first round?
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Five seconds later he knew that he
could not, for as he automatically led
with his lefs and the rlove landed on
Tempest’'s arm he had to bite his
lip to stop .the cry of pain which
would have cowme so easily.

Tempest’'s eoyes narrowed. Iis
boxer's braip had noticed something.

It seemed that Tempest left himself
very open during the next few
seconds, but the aucer thing was that
Jack would not lead. Chance after
chanee he had to shoot in that fine
steaicht left of his, but it was an idle
L% 8 1__'.“! M1, i | T'II'! 1_]]‘_" RO |:,:| ".'.-] 10} ]]“ ';.]
watched his brilliant work in the
opening round could not understand
it at all.

Tempest again changed his tactics
and began to attack. Jack had no
option now but to “mix it ” at close
quarters, and he gave punch for

-By JOHN GABRIEL.

punch, despite the pain which was
now almost unenduarable. Tempest
sprang back, and once again he left
lhimself as “open as a barn door.”

Jaclk saw the opening, and auto-
matically 'his left shot out like a
piston-rod. Temvest ducked, and the
vlove landed on the side of his head,
and the jar of it sent Jack’s face
deathly white.

Tempest was unhurt, but the boxer
who had delivered the '[1.-1:]]|"|1 reeled
back, and his arms dropped limply to
his sides. Tempest was after him like
a flash, and upper-cat his man with
that famous blow of his which had
won him many a knock-out victory.

The mmpact of the glove rang out
clear and distinet, and Jack dropped
like a felled tree. There was a sudden
shout, and then silence.

(Continued overleall)
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FRANK DARRELL, sportsman and
eriminologist, is devoting his cnergies to
solving the mystery of the White-Winged
Bat, a secret organization against sport.
In view of hiz aetivities, he lias been
threatened with death if he does mnot
give them up.

This, of course, he fatly refuses to do,
and & murderous attack iz made upon
him, which is happily frustrated by the
intervention of the brothers Barton.
Theze two, thongh young, are already
well known in sporting circles, for JACK

BARTON is a promising light-weiglit,
and his yvounger brother JIM 15 appien- |
ticed as a  jockey to MICHAKL
COBRIGAN, of- the Lacey Towers
stablez., Darrell takes the hrotiers into |
his confidence, and finds in them staunch |
allies.

Jim Barton, much to hiz delizht, is

told off to ride Mogul in the Murgrove
Handieap at Kempton. It is his first
big race, and much depends on his win-
ning it. DMogul is first favourite, but as
the race draws near his price zhortens
mysteriously, and Darrell discovers that
the White-Winged DBat is taking a hand
in the affair.

Bubt the discovery is made too Inte, and
Mogul is shot down from the =zir whilst
renning in the race.

Then, from information supplied by
BOB TRUDGEON, a stable-boy at Lacey
Towars, Darrell arrives at the theory
that the White-Winged Bat is LORD
JOHN GRAYSOXN, a prominent sporting
[eer,

Later, Darrell notices n likeness between
Lord John Grayson and the Barton bhoys,
and suszpectz that they are related. This
suspicion is borme out by information
supplied by an American visitor, who,
however, is mysteriously murdered before
he can be used as evidence.

But Darrell is compelled to pursue his
investigations secretly, and meanwhile
Jack Barion is matched against FRED
TEMPEST, for the light-weight cham
pionship. An hour before the fight a
vitriol attack on Darrell miscarries, and
Jack's left hand is hadly burned in
saving his friend. But the youngster
takes the ring, although he is suffering
DEanes.,

(Now read what happens.)
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The fatal seconds were being
counted out. and at “4” there was
not a man in the ¢lub wheo dreamed
for a moment that Jack could get up
before the * out.” He lay there
quite motionless.

But at the 5 * there was a quiver
in the inert figure, and at “6 * Jack
half-rolled over, his face contorted

with pain, but with the light of con- | moving hoxer, but before he had time

sciousnesz In his eyes, He staved like
that for two seconds, swaying on one
hand and knee, and then he tottered
to his feet.

Fred Tempest was a good sports-
man, but he had no sentiment when
it eame to boxing, and he went in to
finish off his job. One punch, and it
must be all over.

It logked all ten thousand to one
against Jack in that moment, but
there were just two things in his
favour—a boxer’s brain which told
him to do the right thing instinctively,
and an unconauerable spirit which
would not strike .its flag until battered
into  unconsciousness,

He reeled into a elinch and staved
there for those priceless seconds while
his brain was elearing. Somehow—he
never quite knew how, himsecli—he
kept on his feet until the end of the
round, and at the bell he was still an
unbeaten man.

There was one thing which the
Pantheon members admired even
more than they admired boxing skill,
and that was sheer pluck. They had
seen it here, and they cheered Jack
Barton to the echo as he flung him-
self wearily into his chair. Dut Jack
never heard those cheers. e was too
far gone for that.

Old Matt Gibbons had watched that
last round with understanding eyes,
and he had just one minute in which
to work a mirvacle—for miracle it
wotld assuredly be if he could got
Jack “right ” apain. He glanced at
the red, imflamed left arm, and then
whipped from his pocket 2 greasy old
hattle and poured some thick greenish
liquid over the burning flesh. Jack
opened hiz eyes and stared up at
Mait; the pain had magically gone.

“ Listen to me,” Matt whispered.
“Your arm’'s too bad for mending,
lad, and I’d never have let ye fizht
if I'd known. But this stuff will stop
the pain for a minute, mebbe two.
Tis some aunld gipsy remedy, and
vou'll no buy it in a chemist’s shop. A
minute you've gof, two if you're
Jucky., Go in and fight like blazes,
You hear me?”

Jack nodded his head, and the gong
clanged out.

They still talk of that third round
at the Pantheon Club—it has become
a sort of boxing classie, every detail
of which is discuszed over and over
again by men who love to dwell upon
it.

Fred Tempest came from his corner
supremely confident and with a look
on his face which scemed to say that
he was going to make short work of
}1 bout which had alreadv geone too
A3r.

JACK GOES DOWN!

Jack advanced slowly to meet him, |

and close watchers noticed that he was
steady on his legs; the signs of des-
perate weariness had gone. He made
no effort to force the pace, and Fred
Tempest found himself up against a
baffiing defence when he tried to
cut loose and make a fight of it.

Old Matt Gibbons was watching
that drama of the ring through cyes
which had narrowed to tiny pin-
points. Suddenly he shot out one
word in a fiercer whisper :

L1 Tqﬂ"l.v :.”

Jack heard that whisper and acted
on 1t in a Hash. In a second he

ceasedd to be & defensive boxer and
became a hurricane of attack,

| Tempest was a quick-thinking, quick-

| to adjust his ideas he was being bat-
| tered and hammered by an avalanche

of blows which rained in on him from
gloves which seemed to be will-o’-the-
wisps.

Tempest gave ground before that
furious attack, covering up to the
best of his ability., But no defence in
the world eould have withstood the
fierceness of Jack’s hitting in that
amazing half-minute, and Tempest
reeled from a stinging lefi to the
point. Ilis guard dropped for a
moment, and Jack’s right flashed over
to the chin. There was a gasp from
Tempest, a sudden shout from the
crowd, and then a queer silence as
the champion crashed to the boards,

Fred Tempest never looked like
beating the count. IHe lay as he fell,
a huddled, inert heap, and he had not
moved a muscle at the ** 8—8—out.”

And then the crowd fairly let itself
go, and such a clamour had not been
heard in the Pantheon Club for many

Fred |

| the arms of Matt Gibbons, who had |

]

a long day Men who had been
watching boxing for years shouted
like excited schoolboys, carried out of
themselves by the thrill of what they
had just seen.

Jack Barton stood for a moment, a
lonely figure in all that wild scene.
He was trying to realise that it was
all over and that he had won—won—
won.

But he could not realise that—he
eould not realise anything except that
he was desperately tived. IHis spirit
had held out to the end, but he was
done now, and vaguely he knew 1t.

He lurched towards his corner, and
| just as he reached it, he pitched for-
ward and would have fallen but for

| sprung into the ring.
|  “Good lad—good lad !
| this,”” Gibbons said.

But Jack mever heard the words.
A ecurtain had ecome down over that
poor tired brain, and he remembered
nothing more.

Ten minutes later he opened his
eves in his dressing-room. A doctor
was bending over him, and near him
were Frank Darrell and Matt Gib-
bons. The doctor was staring in
astonishment at Jack’s inflamed left
arm, and then he turned to Darrell
and spoke.

“He must have been n
pain right through the fAght,”
said. “ It is marvellous that he could
last a round—I would not have be-
lieved it possible.”

Darrell’s face was very white. He
was thinking that Jack had suffered
all this for his sake. and he felt a rush
of admiration for the boy's sheer
pluck. He had seen something that

Here, drink

night which he would never forget

f SOME *OLD-STAGERS."
iz one of

Shall T tell vou what

: the
proudest moments of my life? Why, it i

take abont that. They must have read
thousands of stories in their time, and
they know a good one when they read
it. Thev say to themselves, * Yes, that's
not a bad yarn, but I don't reckon it's
a patech on Ec-and-z0." And sometimes,
let us hope, they alter the phrasing to:
“The best I've ever read, far better
than Ho-and-go.” :

Oh, I value their criticism, I can tell
you. When they speak or write to me
and assure me that the “Realm " s
better than ever it was—and they often
do!=I am . chirpy ag a' young cock

dauntless spirit win through when the
odds were all against.

He stooped down and took Jack's
uninjured right hand.

‘Jack,” he said quietly, “you're a

thoroughbred.”
The Viking Myatary.
of his fight with Tempest

WEEK later Jack Barton was
almost fit again. The story

s e————

terrible |
he |

*“when he ought to have been

in hospital,” as one newspaper put i,
had rung through the country and,
h to his confusion, Jack found
himself feted like a hero wherever
he went. He himself could not see
that he had done anything out of the
ordinary, but it seemed that other
people did not take that point of
YiDWwW,

Bob Trudgeon was just about the
proudest voungster in England dur-
ing the days which followed the fight
at the Pantheon. He returned to
Lacey Towers with the reflected glory
of having been in Jack Barton's
corner, and he did not forget to dilate
upon the fact.

“We pulled it off all right,” he
said; and that was the gist of his
conversation.

ITILLCE)
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thought that he had had just as much

Tempest as Jack Barton had. He
duly eollected the bet he had made
with the sporting journalist at Jack’s
training quarters, and at onece spent
the money on the purchase of what he
called a slap-bang new rig-out. And
it certainly was “slap bang,” the
general colour scheme hitting one in
the face from a considerable distance.

“A very fine performance on our
part,” he remarked to Jim Barton
when discussing the fight, *but, mind
you, it is only a start. We have won
the English title and the belt, but
we'll be flying at higher game than
that before very long. It i1z the
world’s championship we want, Jim,
my lad; and, take it from me, we are
going to win it before you are very
much older,”

It really did seem that Jack
Barton’s career lay clearly defined
! before him. He had climbed several
rungs of the boxing ladder, but there

' were still higher flights to scale.

To listen to him one would have

to do with the knocking-ont of Fred |

He |

himself was well content with thag |

carcer, but there was one man, Frank
Darrell, who was far from sure that
boxing was going to claim Jack
Barton.

Darrell was more than pleased to
see Jack doing so well, but he could
never forget the knowledge that had
come to him from Simon Tarth. If
that story was true—and Darrell
| never doubted its truth for a moment
| —=Jack and Jim Barton ought to be
in a very different station of life.

Darrell was a wonder at finding out
things in a quiet, unostentatious way.
He had ereated his own machine for
getting information, and a very effi-
cient machine it was. Secotland Yard
would always help him, and be only
too pleased to do so; but Darrell was
not satisfied with that. e had
agents here, there, and everywhere,
and wvery queer customers some of
them were. DBut the fact remained

| that they were invaluable to Davrell, |

the last instaiment of this great school
tale, due next week., You will wonder,
after reading this week’s chapters, how
on earth the story is going to end.
wondered, too—and I fondly imagine
myself an expert on forecasting how
stories will develop. But Mr. Edwards
has got a big surprise in his last instal-
ment. He introduces a startling situa-
tion of which none of you, I am sure,
have dreamed. It is a fitting conelusion
to a great story, which is packed with
excitement to the end. You'll be put
wise, as the Americans say, next week!
But I was talking about our coming
new serial by that famous man, A. 5.
Hardy. This, 1 need hardly tell you,
is a great varn, full of what we editorial
folk call “human interest.” Sport, of

& when I meet, or receive a letter from,
? a fellow like the cheery soul I met the

other day. He wag not exactly old, as
age goes nowadays, but he was certainly

£ an “0ld Stager” in the sense 1 mean,

For he told me that he had read the

F “ Eealm ™ ever sinee he was a boy.

“0f ecourse,” said he, "I didn't read

b it during the war, when it was stopped

for a while. That's obvious, isn't it?
And let me tell you,” he added warmly,
“I did miss jt—and T expect lots of

Yes, that's

& others like me did, too.”

Lots of others like him!

L the nice part about it—we have lots of

these “0Old Stagers,”™ who have read our
jolly old paper for vearg and years. It's
fine to be able to think that. You see,
there iz no greater compliment to a

\ paper than the fact that it can boast
of readers who have stuck to it through
¥ changing times and in spite of countless

tasty dishes offered elsewhere.

E_I RST-CLASS JUDGES,

And these “Old Stagers " are first-class
_judges of a paper, don’t make any mis-

sparrow, They do me very nearly as
much good as a day at the seaside!

I hope that thoze of them who read
these lines will remember this. ‘They
can help me tremendously in improving
our paper. 3Most of them are still young
at heart, or they would not be enjoying
varns  written primarily for sporting
voungsaters; and I know I ean rely upon
them not to voice out-of.date opinions,
or clamour, 023 moth-eaten gentlemen
will oftén do, for the old-fashioned tales
of the past. OQur “0ld Stafers™ are
vigorous fellows, and they like vigorous
modern stories.  That is why 1 value
their criticisms, and shall always welcome
them to this oflice.

COMING SHORTLY.

1 dropped a hint last week about a
new serial by A. 8. Hardy, and 1 may as
well repeat that this yarn comegz next
on my serial list. That is to say, it
will follow Walter Edwards® popular
“Web of the Epider,” which voun will be
sorry to hear is nearing itz end,

Just a word or two, In passing, about

teourze, is its keynote. and you will be
specially pleased by its summer atmo-
sphere. More 1 ecannot tell you now;
but watch out for details next week.

A MGHETEHFI COMPFLETE YARN.

Instead of two shorter complete yarns
next week we shall have one extra long
one. This is a great boxing tale, called
“A Pal in a Thousand,” and itz author,
Ernest 8. Harris, has written it specially
for our columns.

Jack Belsome, its hero, has a heap
lof thrilling adventures. He is a great
chap, and one I Know you will admire.
Look out for him ;as soom as you open
your next week's “Realm.”

that J. McKail has don¢ some extra-
special sketches for this varn. Ar.
MeKail is himself a youngster, and has
]nnl:,' recently done any quantity of draw-
ing for us. But he is a coming man,
there is no doubt about that. You will
agree with me when vou see his vivid

pictures next week! e
YOULR EDITOR.

Oh, and by the way, I must tell you

not have carried on his work without
them.

1t was from one of these agents that
Darrell first received the hint which'
led to very interesting results. 'The
Iint was that Lord John Gravson.
outwardly the most prosperous of
men, was, in reality, very far from
being that—that he was, in fact,
decidedly hard up.

Darrell knew that Grayson had lost
a huge amount when the Viking beat
Sebastian in the Derby, but he had
not thought that Grayson was really
hard hit.  Yet his information now
was that Grayson havdly knew which
way to turn for ready money.

There was a lot of hard work to do
hefore Darrell really got down to the
truth, but the labour was well worth
while, for it revealed the fact that
the Bat had one weak spot in his -
armour. He was an inveterate
gambler, a man who could not resist
the lure of plaving for high stakes.

What a light that threw, Darrell
reflected, upon his actions towards
the Barton boys. He had betrayed
his trust in order to build up his own
fortunes; that was the theory which .
fitted in with the faets as Darrell
knew them, and a very interesting
theory it was. :

It was Darrell’s knowledge of this
hitherto unsuspected phase ol the
Bat's character which made him so
interested when Grayson made him-
self busy in a racing project which
soon had the whole of the Turf world
busily discussing it. The project was
the matching of the Viking against
the great Irish three-year-old filly,
Sweet Colleen,

Right through the summet Sweet
Colleen had been doing very big
things in Ireland, and there had
alwavs been some good judges of
racing who believed that the flying
filly would prove too good for any of
her English rivals of the same age.

It was Lord John Grayson who
first put the discussions into a practi-
cal shape, and suggested that Bweet
Colleen should be matehed with The
Viking. Te Michael Corrigan, an
Trishman himself, the propesal was
elways a pleasing one. He had the
ntmost belief in The Viking, but he
knew just how good Sweet F‘!ﬂllecn
was, and his eporting nstinets. were
arouzed from the start. _

There were a few preliminary
 faplors,™” and then the parties con-
cerned had a meeting in London, and
ihe outcome of that meeting was that
the match was formally agreed upon.
With hoth sides eager for business,
details were soon settled, and after a
brief disruseion the whole thing was
put in order. :

Qweet Colleen was owned by an
Trizhman, named Patrick Payne, but
Darrell knew that the man behind
the scenes was Lord John Grayson,
and he felt vaguely uneasy at the fact
that Gravson was concerned with a
mateh which, on the face of it, was a
very sporting aflair.

He knew, for instance, that Grav-
sen had found the greater part of the
money which Patrick Payne had
staked mn hiz horse, for Payne was an
open-hearted, impulsively generous
Trishman, who spent his money as fasg
as he got it. At the moment it was
well known that he was hard up, and
that he could not have found the
stake monev himself.

The mateh was for one thousand
pounds a-side, to be run over the mile
and a half course at Kempton® Park
one month after the articles had been
signed.

But Darrell soon learned that Lord
John Grayson was committing himseit
to win or lose a far larger sum than
one thousand pounds. Wherever
Frank went in the sporting haunts of
Tondon he heard the same story—
that Gravson was making heavy bets
on Sweet Colleen to beat The Viking
in this match, which already was the
talk of the racing world. :

And Darrell asked himself why.

Gravson knew as well as anybody
that The Viking was a smashing good
horse, and vet here he was wagering
a small fortune on Sweet Colleen to
beat the Derby winner. When
Darrell considered that fact in con-
junction with the other fact that the
Bat was pressed for money, he won-
rlﬁred just what was the meaning of it
all.

He thought he was justified in
giving Michael Clorrigan a very plain
hint to keen both his horse and his
jockey under the closest of care, and
Corrigan replied that he appreciated
the tip, and was * taking no chances.”

The Viking had one important en-
gagement to fill Lefore the match
with Sweet Colleen. He was to run
for the wellendowed Harrington
Stakes, at Sandown Park, and there
was no,_risk in him fulfilling the en-
gagement, for the event was prac-
tically a *gift ¥ for him.
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Darrell saw that Sandown race, and
as he watched The Viking “come in
alone,” with Jim Barton sitiing quite
still on his back, he marvelled agam
at Grayvson's nerve in plungmng so
heavily on Sweet Colleen. What was
the secret of it all?

Three days later Darrell read an
item in the sporting columns of his
newspaper which interested him. It
said ;

“ At Lacey Towers yesterday The
Viking was sent a mile gallop at
racing pace with Timely, His Lord-
ship, and Castile. The Viking moved
sluggishly, and did not please.”

A trivial enough thing, and vet it
intercsted Darrell, for he did not re-
member ever reading before a sumilar
comment about The Viking., 1le was
a good deal more interested when,
two days later, Michael Corrigan
phoned him early in the morning and
asked him to come down to Lacey
Towers that day if he could possibly
manage it.

“ Auavthing reaily urgent, Corri-
gan?’® Darrell asked. 1 am up to
my eyes in work.”

“Yes, . it 18 uwrgent in a way,
Darrell, and yet 1 don’t know just
how you can help me,” Corrigan said.

“But vou know I always value your |

opinion. The trouble iz about The
Viking.”

“What's wrongi”

“T'ma hanged if I know, Darrell! T
can't make head or tail of i-laings, and
that’s the plain trath.”

“T'1l come along, Corrigan, righi
now ! Darrell decided.

“Good man!”® Corrigan said,
“ Maybe vou'll be able to see daylight
where I can’t.”

Two hours later Frank Darrell was
at Lacey Towers, and as soon as he
saw Corrigan he knew that the
trainer had not been exaggerating
when he had said on the phone that
he was worried. The Irishman’s
frank and open face carried a very
anxious look, and at once he plunged
into the subject which was so per-
turbing him,.

“Darrell, I've been in stables boy
and man for thirty-six vears, and
I've never been so puzzled before in
my life.  Honestly, the thing beats
me.

“T'm listening, Corrigan,” Darrell
said quietly. .

“This is how things stand.” Corri-
ean explained. * Tver since that race
at [andown Park The Viking has not
Leen like the same horse, and vet 1'll
stake my reoutation he's fit. If he
wasn't I'd believe he'd been got at,
despite all my care. But he is fit,
there’s not a doubt of it. Well, ask
yvourself. There he is.”

The Viking had been brought into
the stable-vard by Fred Bates, the
head lad, and Darrell thought. as he
had so often thought before, that he
had never seen a handsomer horse.
"he colt looked a veal picture of the
English thoroughbred. 4

Darrell knew nothing of fraining or
of veterinary work, but he had his
full share of common-sensge, and that
told himn that there was precious little
wrong with The Viking. The colt
was “on his toes,” and seemed full of
life.

One thing struck Darrell, and he
mentioned it to Corrigan.

“His temper seems to have im-
proved, at any rate,” he said. “He
. i3 as friendly towards Fred Bates as
he is towards: Jim Barton. Didn’t
vou once tell me that he wouldn’t let
Bates go near him without trying to
savage Imm?i”

“1 did, and it was true,” Corrigan
caid. “Jim DBarton was the only
follow at Lacey Towers who could
really manage The Viking., Even I
Wils no I-_'-;::l‘.']lﬁqtl. But since that
Sandown race he has been as quiet
as an old pony with anvbody who
went near him. As 2 maiter of fact,
that is one of the things which I can’t
understand. ™

“ And what are the other things

oAl

which you can’t understand?

“The other things!” Corrigan eox-
claimed.  “Well, there's onlv one
other thing that matters. The Viking
seems to have lost all his form. Up
tn a few davs aro he was a great colt,
if T know the meaning of the word
“ ereat,” and T thought he was a cer-
tainty to beat Sweet Colleen. DBut
the way he has been galloping lately
i3 too bad to be true. In gallops he
iz finishing behind horses he was
losing a week or two ago, and yet I
tell you again I never had him fitter
than he is to-day.”

“Po vou think he has gone stale?”
Darrell ventured.
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The Marathon Race.

. 3pﬂrticry Contests in the Wor
& 47 MAJOR T.A.LOWE. D

Who has competed in them for Great Brifain.)#7E

==

ECAUSE the Marathon Race is ‘ The 3rd Articie. \
probably the greatest test ol

human endurance yet conceived,

L propose to devote a completel siondants obstruet another competitor

article to it: and 13 order to give some
jdea of what the race means, and why

will be disgualified. : .
10. Each competitor must provide his

|t. WOl s Tore E[[tl.{:'l"l:‘ht. :[t. the ‘]I:-'H'l-].:'ir';.'- W] -:Ht-l.-'.:“‘:l.l‘.l'lt.‘i'i _'_1_”:l 'LL"![I].i.T"JLi L'ﬂ].]'l_{;-'\.h-
Games than any other event, I am quot-j...nts.
inzg ‘the few simple rales in full. There

are ten, and they run as follows:

1. The Marathon Race of 40 Kilometres
(25 miles) will be run on a course marked
roads, and will finish on
the running track in the Stadinm, where
thie last 536 metres (one lap) will be run.

2, Each competitor must send with his
entry a medical certificate of fitness to
take part in the race, and must further
underge a medizal examination previpus

out on public

o the start.

3. A competitor must at once retire
from the race if ordered to do so by a
member of the medical staff appointed by

the Olympic Association
4. No competitor either

or during the progress of the race maylaynected every seat in the Stadium was
take or receive any drug. A breach ofj .onpied, and the approaches leading to
this rule will operate as an absolutelic had to be kept clear by mounted
disqualification. policemen. The crowd inside was, of
5. The station of each competitor atcourse, kept interested, for there were
the start will be determined by lot. many other events in progress, but as
6. Each competitor shall be allowedithe news was received by telephoue of
twa attendantz, who shall wear on thelihe progress of the Marathon and that
arm the same distinctive number as thelthe leading runners were approaching,
competitor. a great hush of excitement and ex-
7. The attendants shall during the pro-|pectancy seemed to settle on  the
gress of the race remain behind the|<tadium,
competitor they are attending, or be|l For the last haif-hour the arena in
sufficiently in front- te prevent themithe centre was quite empty, with no
giving pacing assistance. Non-observ-lsther competitions in progress, yet the
ance of this rule will disqualify the|erowd waited silently and agerly. The
competitor. a roar of cheering like that which greets| ™~

8. Attendantz will not be permitted at
the =tart of the contest, but must pro-
ceed to an appointed place abount 8 Kilo-

anil
pass.
Upon arrival at the Stadium the ntwml]-
LT
No atteodant

from the start,
as they

metres (5 miles)
join their competitors

ants must leave the competitors,
enter by a dilferent gate.
will he allowed on the track.

“That is the only explanation I can
think of, Darrell,” Corrigan said.
“But he has not had a hard season's
work by any means. And, besides,
he iz a big, strong horse who onght
to thrive on hard work. No, which-
ever way you look at it the thing
clean beats you.”

Darrell felt that here he was up
against a problem which was outside
his =cope, It was no question of
crime, but of a horse’s vagaries, and
Michael Corrigan was better fitted
than he to clear up such a problem.

And vet, while he reflected =o, the
lurking idea was in his brain that
there was something here which
ought to avpeal to his detective's
instinet, some mystery which had to
do with other things than a borse’s
lozs of form. But, for the moment,
he was certainly up against some-
thing which provided no starting-
point for any line of mvestigation.

“Tt seems a strange affair, Corri-
gan,” he said musingly. 1t all dates
hack from that Sandown Park race,
you say ¢

“Yes. " Corrigan nodded.,  “1 did
not see the race mvself, but Fred
Bates was there, and he assures me
that nothing went wrong. Harry

' Horslev, my travelling head lad, fells

me the same story. The Viking had
an uneventiul joureey there and back,
and. as vou know, the colt took
nothing out of himself in winning the
race. It was just an exercise canter
for him.”

The Viking had been led away, and
Darrell and Corvigan walked across
to the trainer's house. Just as they
reached it Bob Trudgeon came run-
ning towards them.

As he reached them he was so out
of breath that for a moment or two
he could not sneak, but Darrell
noticed how scarcd he looked.

And then Trudgeon gasped ont:

“Come at once! Harry Horsley

(]

has shot himeself!

Clorrigan gripped the boy's arm.

“Po you mean that, Trudgeon?”
he asked sternly.

“Ves sir,” the voungster replied.
%71 found him in Lacey Wood, and he
was #till breathing but unconscious.
T—1 was very frightened, sir, and ran
all the way back.”

Without a word Corrigan set off at
a run with Darrell at his side, and
Boly Trudgeon, puffing and blowing,
behind them.

at the start

9. Any competitor whose attendant or

A Great Finish.

Rules so simple for such a great event
ecannot fail to be interestinz. What they
really Dboil down to i3 that every man
who enters for the race is expected’ to
ran 25 miles without agsistance of any
Rimd, except in the. nature of food anda
drink—which, of ¢ourse, &are necessary
to sustain- him. Th= writer saw H.
kolehmainen, a Fin, finish his Marathon
at Antwerp, an easy winner by at least
half an hour. He compicted the last lap
in the Stadium looking as fresh as if
the race had been five miles instead of
twenty-nve.

[t was a most impreasive sight. For
hours before the finish of the race was

a goal at a Cup Final, could be heard iu
the distance. only, instead of dyving away.
it was maintained and came nearer and
nearer.

All eves were glued to the great gote
of the Stadium whicl: was swung open
to greet the winner, and I remember
feeling that if he turned ~ut to bhe a
Britisher it would be the proudest
moment of my life.

In the Presence of Death.
! HE little belt of treezs known
| I as Lacey Spinney was hall a
f mile or so away. As Corrigan
' and Darrell reached the spot
they waited for a few moments while
Bobh Trudgeon came up with them,
and then BRob took the lead to take
them to the spot where n tregedy
had been enacted on that bright
sunny afternoon.

In a small elearing they found the
body of Harry Horsley, and, at the

in the presence of death. He knelt
at the side of the still figure whiech
sprawled with outflune arms on the
mossy ground.

A revolver was in the right hand,
and Darrell made a close examination
| of 1t without attemipting to take it
away. And then Corrigan heard him
give a startled exclamation, and saw

- - l.-:;:\ﬁ:::: .
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about the most wonderful 5?2155 of .6
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thiz was a3 it should be,
[ do not surzest that any of our athletes
woriybd ;|;|E|:'1':‘i:.‘|‘_1"' choirs of little i'.':'.T‘I."t
izing trinmphal songs about them in
public, but I do want to emphasize the
fact that other countriez take the
Ivympic Games much more cerjionzly than
+- [England does. Quite rightly so, for the
ltest of ability and skill in every single
lcompetition is far higher than it could
'be in zov of our own championships at
lhome. And as the vears go on, and

first glance, Darrell knew that he was |

I a look

But it was not, unfortunately. The
honour of winping that great test fell
bo o Finlander, and mever odid a  nian

Jdeserve it more.
iy, fresh
of the throng, apnd when he had puaszed
the
L‘t'tl'l,‘.'.i':ﬂ..'.i]l-.l-'- LR
breathing hard st
cent periormance.

L

ceremony to follow.
ft nothing to chance.
knew Eolelimainen's capabilit
avent, and were uite certain
that he was going fo win it.
was met by a statesman from his
country,
wiexth of some nationpal fower.
ceEsion
appeared from nowhere, and, marching
in front of Kolehmainen, sang
nish National Anthem.

and every snan, woman, and child in the
andience
the flag of Finland waz run up to the
top of the great flagstafl in the centre
of the arena.

nation, and the fact that it was regarded
az a national triomph and not as an
individual one iz the point which I wish
to impress upon British fellows, because

Olympiad  after Olympiad is held, the
standard of excellence will become what
it
nothing short of phvsical perfection.
(Another article

=
.

He ran round that last
and smiling., amid the rours
winning-post stood to receive the
of his f{riends, scarcely
all. It was a magnill-

Mationa!l Tribute.
And there was a singularly impressive
The Finlanders had
Apparently they
ies for this
heforehoand
The victor
W
with a
A pro-
white

and publicly crowned

of small girls dressed in

the Fin-
UOnee round the Stadium they marched,

stood  with bared head while

It wag a great trinmph for a small

was in the davs of the Greeks—

in this splendid new
series next week.)

come 1o

of intent interest

Darvell’s face.

Darrell stayed on his hands and
knees for several minutes, making a
very precise examination, and then
he rose and looked direet at Corrigan.

“1 do not think,” he said quietly,
“that this i= a case of suicide; I think
1t is a case of murder!”

“Murder !” Corrigan
“What on earth makes you
that, Darrell ¥”

“One fact and one fact only. The
revolver was placed in this man’s
right hand, I believe, after death.
The fact is impossible of ahsolute
proof, but there is a strong probability
that such was the case. The grip of
the fLingers on the revelver would
have been altogether different if
Horsley had fired the shot himself
and then collapsed. I am quite sure
of that, Corrigan.”

echoed,
think

BOB TRUDGEON'S DISCOVERY.

T

e e —

pon N been standing
cilent while Darrell made his ex-
amination, but now he spoke in a
volce of strong excitement.

“Horsley was lefi-handed, Mr.
Darrell,” he said. “He could use his

Bob Trudeweon had

right when he liked, but he was
really a left-handed man.’ .
“Js that so, Corrigan?’ Darrell

asked, with eager interest.

“Whyv, of course!” the trainer re-
plied. *“It was stupid of me not o
remember that. DBut I feel too upset
by this terrible thing to remember
anvthing. Yes, Harry Horsley was
certainly left-handed.”

“Then that is final!” Darrell said,
withh an air of decision. “No, this
poor fellow did not take his own life.
We can treat that fact as the begin-
ning of our investigation.”

A further examination revealed
nothing of importance. There were
no papers in the dead man'’s pockets
which supplied anvthing in the nature
of a clue, nor could Bob Trudgeon
supply anything in the way of helpful
mformation. He had been coming
throngh the wood, and had found
Harry Horsley there at the point of
death. That was all he could tell.

An heur later the local police had
the grim affair in hand, but Frank
Darrel was quietly pursuing his own
line of investigation.

Harrvy Horsley's room had been
searched, and a letter had been found
which might turn out to be a very
important factor in the case. The
envelope bore the London West post-
mark. and had been despatehed on the
previous evening. Inside was a single
sheet of paper, ecarrying mneither
address nor signature.

The message was:

“ Final settlement to-morrow. Same
place as before.”

Darrel] looked at that sheet of
paper for a long time, as though, by
sheer concentration. he wounld tear
the meaning out of 1it. The word
“sottlement 7 interested him greatly.

He turned at last to Corrigan and
satd

“Tall me, just what sort of a man
was this Harry Horsley?”

“A decent enough fellow and a
hard worker, who was good at his
job,” answered the trainer. ‘‘But a
bit weak and imnulsive, Darrell, and
several times I have had to reprove
him. I don't mind my emplovees,
who do not ride, having an occasional
flutter on their faney, but I strongly
object to seriouz betting. And I am
afraid that poor Horsley was addicted
to that. I had reason to believe that
he gambled out of all proportion to
his income, and I had to warn him
more than once.”

“Ihd he
Darrell.

“He had his successes, of course,
but in the main he lost,” said Corri-
gan. “ As a matter of fact. I believe
he had been having a bad time
lately.”

One other thing of interest was
found ont. A liitle stable-lad, who
had shared the same bed-room with
Harry Horsley, said that during the
past week or two Horsley had seemed
to be worried.

“T saw him start up in his sleep
and ery out,” he said, ““and he never
uvsed to do that.”

“Was he worried about money, do
vou think ¥ Darrell asked.
The boy hesitated,

blurted out:

“T don't think so, sir, because a
week or so ago 1 came upon him
counting out a lot of notes, There
must have been nearly a hundred
pounds, I think.™

Corrigan’s eyebrows went up.

“A hundred pounds!” he ex-
claimed. *“Why, Horsley never had
as much as that in his life !”

“1'm sure he had it that afternoon,
* the bov gaid. *“He secemed
angry when I eame in unexpectedly
and saw him, and he put the money
awav at once. I—T don't want to say
anything against him, sir. He was
alwavs very good to me.”

“That's all right, my bov,” Corri-
gan said kindly. *“¥You are not say-
ing anvthing against him. You must
not say a word about this to anvbhody
else,”

That was all that Dasrell eould
glean at Lacey Towers, The tragedsy
of Horslev's death had made every-
body forget that other trouble which
had brought Darrell down from
London—the strange loss of form by
The Viking. And vet in Darrell's
mind was the persistent thought that
the two things were connected.

(Fz2 Darveil right? Iz there zome
conncelion hetween the Vilking's Ioss
af form and Hoerry Horsley's death?
Haz the Bat enything to do with
hoth? Next week you will find the
solution of this mystery in another
abgorbing long instalment/)

kL

win or lose?” queried

and then

L
20,
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What mystery surrounds Hammerfist Quinn ? Dick is baffled, but determined

FOR NEW READERS.

DICKE LAWRENCE, cut adrift by his
sealthy UNCLE SILAS, is reduced to
exchanging his swell clothes for a little
hard cash, and at the pawnshop he
comes into conflict with an ex-pugilist,
BATTLING BOWSER, of Stepney.

Leaving the establishment, Dick finds
in the pocket of a second-hand suit he
has bought a scrap of newspaper, which
refers to a SCHOOL FOR CHAMPIONS,
recently started at Twin Dingles by an
American boxing promoter. The idea of
the school is to train promising young-
sters into champions.

Diek finds out from a journalist friend
that the school is run by a man named
QUINN, whose reputation iz very doubt-
ful. XNevertheless, he decides to go to
Twin Dingles in quest of a job as chop-
ping-block.

On his way thither he bivouacs for
the night in a wood, and very late on
is disturbed by a pitiful ery. Heading
in the direction whence it came, he is
arrested by the sight of an old man in
the clutches of three ruffians. And the
old man is his own Uncle Silas!

An attempt to reéseue him  proves
futile, and later on Dick again meets
Battling Bowser, who i3 also going to
Twin Dingles in search of work. They
journey on together.

Then they  run up against RED
RANEY, one of Quinn’s erowd, and Dick
thrashes him. Afterwards, at Twin
Dingles, they make Quinn’s acquaintance,
and find him a doubtful customer. He
takes them on his stafl.

That night' Dick finds a newspaper eut-
ting, which says that his Unele Silas
hazs been burned to death in a fire at
iz home, Obviously there is some mys-
tery, for Dick iz anre he saw his uncle
in the eclntehes of Quinn’s men the even-
ing of the fire.

Bent on investigation, Dick dizsguises
himself and searches Quinn's room, and
finds a pendant from his unecle’'s wateh-
chain. His search iz ent short by the
appearance of Red Raney, but he gets
away unrecognised.

Later on, though, Ranev secks him out,
and, producing the speetacles and false
moustache he used as disguises, says:

“What about these?"

(Yow read what happens.)

Red Raney Dictates Terms.

.TIIE Hon. Dick took the beard

and spectacles that Raney ox-

tended towards him, and
turned them in his hands.
“I don't get you, old sport!” His

blue eyes, registering blank bewilder-

ment, lifted to the other’s leering
face. **If youw'd put it plainly, don’t

you know, instead of speaking in
riddles—well, we might get some-
where. What's the stunt 7"

Birdiike, Raney jerked his head
forward, thrusting 1t near to Dick's.

“Bluff doesn’'t cut any ice, young
fellow,” he said. I hooked those
things out of the pocket o' the coat
you wore last night, an’ that's say-
mg they're yours, isn’'t 17 And the
guy who broke into the boss' library
wore them, see? I happen to know.”

A smile flickered across IDick’s face,
He remembered the furtive way in
which Red Raney had also shuffled
into the hibrary, and he was ready to
bet up to any amount that Raney’s
business was not above suspicion. Ha
wondered how Ranevy had managed
to account to Hammerlist Quinn for
hiz presence there.

With his next words the red-haired
one proffered the explanation.

“1 happened to be passin’ the
library, an’ I heard someone movin’
inside: I knew it weren't Quinn, 'eos
I'd met him ’way back towards the
gym. So I hopped inside, quiet-like,
an’ 1 saw—those.” He pointed to
the objects in Dick’s hand. * An’ the
bloke who was wearin’ them was just
about your size, Pug Preston.” He
paused for a noticeable fraction of

—— e e e ——

time, and added, ** What are yo’ goin’ |

ter do about it ¥

to get to the bottom of it. Read what happens in the Raney-Thistie fight.

A Superb New Yarn of Adventure
in and out of the Roped Square!

Dick considered. Tt was a plausible
tale that Raney had told, and there
were no obvious flaws in it. It was
a tale that Hammerfist Quinn would
believe—just as he would believe,
when Raney showed him the beard
and spectacles, that the Hon. Dick, ar
Pug Preston, as he knew him, was
the burglar.

Whatever angle Dick looked at it,
he found the situation bristling with
difficulties. A word from Red Raney,
whispered in Quinn’s ear, would im-
peril his whole project.

“I'm not admitting anyvthing, mind
you,” he said. “Buf, supposing it
was I you saw in the boss’ library—
what then ?”

The cunning
Raney’s face.

“T ¢’d go to the boss straight away
an’ I ¢’d tell him what I know,” he
said. “ An’ you'd be fived right off,
even if he didn’t hand vou over to
the police, That’s what I ¢'d do, Pug
Preston. But I ain’t a man as wants
to ruin another guy.”

“No?” said Ihck, wondering what
was coming next.

“I'll keep my mouth shut for 'a
price,” went on Red Ranev. **You
an’ me can work together, Pug Pres.
ton. I'm not above treatin’ a man
handsome when he's down on his
luck. T'll forget I ever dropped eyes
on that beard—for a price.”

“ And the price?”

Dick's tone was curious, as if he
merely wished to guage the lengths
to which Red Raney was prepared to

For a few seconds Raney made no
answer, - staring, with the odd,
trinmphant leer twisting the corners
of his mouth, into Dick’s face.

“The boss 15 matchin’ you against
Lascar Lal, down at the Olvmpic,
Limehouse, ain't he? Lal's a Chink
an' he’s as wily as they make 'em.
What he don’t know about fouls ain’t
worth knowing, an’ he's that wily
that there ain't a ref spotted him vet,
Mebbe he'd give ve a lickin® if—"

leer spread over

“If what?"” asked woung Law-
rence, as Raney paused.
“If Hammerfist Quinn weren’t

¥

backin' you,” said Raney. “The boss
c¢n fix you to win if he likes.”

Raney made the statement as an
established fact, with an unconcers
that spoke of his absolute confidence
in the power of Quinn to make a
champion. If caused Diek furiously
to think, forging as it did another
link in the chain of mysteries which
surrounded Hammerfist Quinn. He
was almost tempted to ask Raney to
explain the man’s uncanny power,.

“My price,” went on Red Raney.
“You've got to loze to Lascar Lal.
Get me? You can lose how vou like
—serateh the fizht or go round askin’
for the k.o. But Lascar Lal's
to be the winner spite of anything the
boszs savsz or does”

“And if I refuse?”

“Then I pgo straight to Quinn an'

got

tell him what I know,” said Ranev.
“That’ll make you =it up, eh? Arn’,
voung man, I tell yo' you're lucky to
get off so ight. Is it a deai®”

Dick Lawrence was bewildered. He
would have found 1t less hard to

understand had Raney named a price
in cash, for blackmail was entirely
in keeping with the
But, to find him pitting his brains
against thosze of Hammerhst Quinn,
the man who was prepared to make

. .
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him a champion, was, to put it
mildly, puzzling. More, he showed

an obvious eagerness for Dick teo
clinch the bargain.

“Is it a deal?"” he repeated.

Dick shook his head.

“I'll have to think it over, Raney.

That fight means a lot to me, you
sce.” He played for time. “It's the
first step on the ladder that reaches
up to & championship, as you might

say.”

Raney scowled for no apparent
reason. :
“I'll give vou ¢till to-morrow

mornin',” he snarled. “One way or
another it's all the same to me. If T
tell Quinn what T know, there won't
be any fight, vou ¢'n lay your last
dollar on that.”

He snatched the false beard and
spectacles from Dick’s lap and stuffed
them back into his pocket; then,
hunehing his great shoulders, he rose
to his feet.

“Comin’ yp to Twin Dingles?"” he
asked: and, struck by a sudden
suspicton, he stared hard at Dick.
“Where've vou been 7 he demanded,

n ' ¥ -
wrinkling his brows. “ Yo' sure look
mighty spruce.”

Dick grinned, and there was a cer-
tain_hardness in the grin.

“Qut for a stroll! Nice mornin’,
isn't it? I say, Raney, aren't you
going a bit too fast with that stunt
of yours? I mean—sort of counting
vour chickens before thev're hatched.
To begin with, vou've got to prove
that the beard belongs to me.”

Raney laughed raucously.

“Quinn won't want no proof,” he
sald.

“And, supposing I went to My,
Quinn and told him that you had
offered me a bribe to lose. How's
that, old sport?”

Raney swallowed hard.
flushed crimson.

“You daren’t. If you did there's
me to reckon with.” A noticeable
pause, and then: ““And ILascar Lal,
who's as wily as any Chink on the

His face

face o' this earth. No, vou daren’t, |
Pug Preston. and vou know it. Tl
give you till to-morrow mornin'.”

They walked for half a mile in
silence. Dick was trying to arrang
the bowildering arravy of events

something like ordered sequence.

Tnele Silas—Hammerfist

Un ]

Bed Raney—and Lascar Lal—wows
togather into an ntrigue from which
he failed to unravel a single thread.
Every day he scemed to find himsel!
more hopelessiy entangled.

He needed time—iime to sift t
thing to its foundation, an .
Raney had set him a time limit. In
twenty-four hours he could hope t
do nothing except acknowledge 1

failure.

i ]

He turned to Ranev as they began
the descent towards Twin Dingles,
L ]:‘1:" '::‘:.:.I-' '..:r .:-.-.--:I b _,:_' = »
“If what?" snapped Raney,
spinning 1 on him.
If vou'll p wize to one
hing,” I 1. “Quinn reck’'ns
k y champion. How's

for a dozen yards.

It nt Luinn whao'll do it. It's
. You'll meet hitn some day,
He was with the boss last
Dick remembered the thin man who
had paced the library while he had
hidden among the bushes. Tall and
thin and saturnine he had been, a
sinister figure who went by the name

. | of the Doe and was behind Quinn’s

schemes.  And. of course, he was the

| Dr. X referred to i the correspond-

ence upon Hammerfist's desk. It wasz
the first light upon the mystery of
the school for champrons.

But the Hon. Dick did not delude
himself with any false hopes. His
position at T'win Dingles was like
that of a man standing upon the edge
of a wvolcano. At any woment the

=

ground under his feet might erumble
away and plunge him into an abyss
of destruction.

His future rested with Red Raney,
and he knew if.

*Mind you,” said Raney, as they
parted af the gym. “you hand the
palm to Lascar Lal. You've got
that ?"*

Dick nodded.

“Bure !” he said: but mentally he
added the qualification that whether
he did or not depended entirely upon
clrcumstances,

He found Battling Bowser hammer-
ing a bag in the gym, and he drew
him aside into a corner.

“Towser,” he said, to his strange

chum. “HMave you ever heard of a
gentleman ‘named Lascar Lal, of
Limehouse.’

The pugilist dvew his brows to-
gether, and it was plain from the
slight gesture he made that he knew
the man and thought little of him.

“That T have, matey,” he said.
“He's a Chink an’ he’s like the rest
o' the breed. They ain't to be
trusted, they ain't.”

“As wily as an old fox, eh?” said
Dick. “So you know him, Where
does he hang out?™
“He's a cellar rat as haunts the
riverside,” snapped Bowser, his eyes
showing hard.
tho vilest dens down Limchouse way,
an’ Lal takes after him. Master
Dick "—the pugilist laid a hand on
Diek’s arm and spoke earnestly—
“don’'t you mever go nigh them
quarters, it ye put a value on ¥'r
hife, They'd as soom knife ye as
look at ye.”

“Then there's a pleasant prospect
in front of me!"” grinned the Hon.
Dick. “I'm matched against Lascar
Lal at the Olympic Academy, Lime-
house,”

Battling Bowser loocked at him
aghast, with something like indigna-
tion blazing in his deep-sunken eyes.
Indignation was succeeded by a sort
of half-pity, and he said, as if voicing
a piteous entreaty :

“It ain’t fair! Lascar Lal ain’t a
man o' your clase. Why "—and he
added in an undertone—"*1'd sooner
fight the devil, I would!”

An Old Excuse,

ED RANEY'S fight with
R “Beot P Thistle was fixed for
a certain Wednesday even-
mg at the AMammoth Box-
ing Ilall. It aroused little pub-
lic - interest, either in the Press
or elsewhere, for Raney was an

unknown man, and had no fight-
ing record to epeak of; and, as far
as the public was concerned, the fact
that Hammerhst Quinn, with a noto-

“His dad owns one o’

riety .on the other side of the Atlan- |

tic and a super-cuteness for smelling
out a fighter, was his manager,
created no excitement whatever,

But that was before the fight.
Afterwards—well, Hammerfist Quinn
could afford to bide his time. 1t was
the first open move in a big game,

e L e L =

And BSeot Thistle had not climbed
into that prominence where he could
command a world interest. He was
known as a clean fighter, however,
with a hefty punch and an uncanny
power of taking punishment, and in
the score or so of minor fights in
which he had fizured he had made a
clean sweep of his opponents.

The sporting papers spoke of him
as a heavy-weight to be watched, a
man who, given luck and good
management, might achieve big
things; but they went into no ecsta-
sies about him. There are many un-
expected falls from the ladder that
leads to a championship.

At Twin Dingles even the fight
avoused little interest. It was con-
sidered a sure thing for Red Raney—
backed by Hammerfist Quinn and
Dr. X.—and Raney's training was
not the strenuous affair one would
have expected from a man facing his
first big fight. His very carelessness
was a convincing proof of the infalli-
bility of Q’uinn'ﬁ. scheme.

But if the fight lacked interest for
other people, for Dick Lawrence it
abounded with the possibility of bng
thrills. It was his chance of seeing
Quinn’s system in its working, and
by hook or by crook he meant to see
the match.

That was not easy, however, For
a week his investigations had becn
at a standstill. For a week he had
been dogged with a faithfulness pass-
ing that of a brother by Kid Kerri-
gan, Quinn’s hopeful in the feather-
weight class. For some reason or
other Hammerfst had become sus-
picious; he had even stponed
Dick's fight with Lascar Lal for a
week, perhaps the better to watch
his new recruit.

And so, short of absolute desertion,
Dick found it a difficult matter to get
away from Twin Dingles, and at
length, within forty-eight hours of
the Raney-Thistle fight, he was
forced back on to the crude scheme
that ithe office-boy of a business
house desiving to see a mid-week
football mateh has adopted for gene-
rations past.

He took a badly-written letter—
written, in fact, with considerable
labour by Battling DBowser at Law-
rence’s dictation—to the library and
handed it to Hammerfist Quinn with-
out a word of explanation.

Quinn’'s hard eves ran over the ill-
tormed words., Then he snorted and
lifted his gaze to Ihck’s face.

“*What do you want?”

“She's my grandmother, sir,” was
the answer. “Zhe was good to me
when | was a lad, and she's ill—
dying, vou see. I'd like to see what
I can do for her.”

Another enort [rom Quinn signified
that he had no use for sympathy. 1
wasn't the attribute of the man who
wanted fo be a champion. Dick

played upon a note that had more
appeal.

“8he's got a tidv bit of money laid
by, sir,” he added.

Quinn’s lashes dropped, veiling his

e |

A RUSE TO GET AWAY!
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Like a bird of prev the man who
had been driven frow: his projession
looked at that moment—his head out-
thrust, with the light from ihe
plectric arcs finding a gleaming re-
flection In hiz domed forekead., a
eynical smile playing around his thin
lips, and long. talon-hike fingers grip-
ping the leather case on his knees.
His gaze rested on Scot Thistle,

“I don't like if, hanged if I do!l”
muttered Dick.

He hieard and saw nething of the
preliminarics.
Fascinated him. IHe was no ordinary
opponent ; he was not even an oppo-
nent against  which the voungster
liked to match himself, Crookedness
allied with science i a combination
against  which  ordinary  honest
strength fights at a disadvantage.

*Seconds out !

The erisp command recalled the
Hon. Dick’s wandering thoughts. He
smiled grimly, screwed his monoecle
in hiz eve, and looked back at the
ring-—and, incidentally, across it, to
Hammerfist Quinn.

Quinn was as cool as any man in
the hall.

“Time "

Seot Thistle took the offensive from
the beginning, moving across the ring
with an agility that made Raney's
ponderous shufle look like the terdy
advance of a steam-roller. He drove
a beautifully-timed right swing for
the point of Red's jaw, and followed
it with a left that streaked out like a
panther’s paw.

Raney smothered the first, but fell
to the second, shuffling back with a
redder patch on his red body,
Thistle’'s glove whipped across to his
chin.

It staggered Raney badly. The
confident smile faded from his thick
lips. He was furried by the swift-
ness of the Scot's attack, and dropped
back still further, covering up with
the awkwardness of an amateur. The
would-be  heavy-weight champion
looked anything but a champion then,

Thistle was quick te follow up his
advantage. A piledriving right,
landing dead over Raney’s heart,
evoked a startled gasp that counld be
heard from one end of the hall to the
other. Red side-stepped with panicky
haste, and regained the centre of the
ring, only to losze another point as
the Scot’s glove curled past his ce-
fence. -

“Splendid !
Eurously. :

That first round went unquestion-
ably in favour of Thistle, He piled
up points with a regularity that
feiched a murmur of applause from
the spectators and caused Hammer.
fist Quinn to gnaw his underlip.
Raney went back to his corner with a
bleeding lip, and his body blotched
with bruises; it was only his immense
capacity for taking punishment that
had enabled him to see the round
through. : :

“Splendid ! declared Hendriks
again.

The Hon. Dick said nothing. He
shot a glance at Da Silva. The man
was still watching Beot Thistle, who
lay back in his corner with a smile on
his rugged face.

The second round was very inuch
like the first, with all the advantase
on the Scotchman’s side. In the
third, Raneyv resorted to whirlwind
tactics, landing a couple of heavy
blows to his opponent’s body. The
two men dropped into a clinch and
broke away, Raney scoring with
another body-punch on the parting.

They were hard blows, but they
had no apparent effect upon the
Scot’s perfectly-trained body. He
skipped back lightly, measured his
distance, and moved in again. A
straight left from one of his long
arms jumped to the point of Raney's
jaw, connecting with the staccato
crack of a pistol-shot.

Raney swaved and staggered
drunkenly, as Thistle’s vight, foliow-
ing close upon that other punch,
found a tender spot on his bedy. He
shuffied back., Thistle leapt after hun
and landed a left hook to his jaw. Tt
was a punch that had behind it all
the tremendous driving power of the
Seot’s rugged body, and it thudded
Lhome with & crack that could be
heard plainly above the pad of mov-
ing feot. : ;

Raney staggercd inio the ropes,
looking a very sick man. His jaw—
which Thistle had already 1
until it was as sore as an open avoungl
—was exposed. 'The Scot saw it

said Hendriks rap-

and

The =mister Da Silva |

battered |

amcaa

" i s » -
a hard. trivmphant smile corved his | P ; , :
b | hidden in the doector’as leather case?

lips. His left went menacingly.
“1t's over!” murmured Hendriks,

with 2 hissing imtake of breath.

“ Raney can’t stand up to another !’

And, at that instant, Dick shot a l

(Continued at foot of ncxt column.)
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A century at Lord’s! That is every cricketer's ambition, and Jack Darbyshire
You'll find some great cricket below !

achieves it.

THE STORY BEGINS WITH:

JACK DARBYSHIRE'S return to the
cities, after some months in the wilds
with JUDE WALMSLEY, the man who
Las zlways acted as his guardian,

Jack is just in time to assist the
Border side in their last match in the
Curriec Cup Cricket Tournament, and
bowls =zo finely that he 13 chosen to go
with the South African team to England.
Though only seventeen, he is a man in
stature and strength, and big things are
Lieped of him.

Walmsley objects wviolently to Jack's
going to Englaopd, and they come to
blows. The man has heen drinking
heavily. He uses a revolver, and gets
arrested and sentenced to a brief term
of imprizonment.

While he iz in prisom, Jack receives a
number of anonymous letters, warning
him that he will be in danger if he goes
to England. Jude cannot have written
these. There iz a mystery, which
deepens when an’ unsuccessfn assanlt Is
made upon the boy ‘one night by a tall
white man and a Kafir.

The white man. IVOR BAIGENT, and
the Kalir cross to England on the same
boat as Jack ; and an attempt to kill him
one night induces him to tell the other
members of the team all that has hap-
pened previously. They promise to stand
by him in any emergency

Later, at the Owal, Jack does well
against surrey. At the close of play on
the first day there is a strange disturb-
ance, in which Baigeat and the Kafir
take part. With the assistance of J. A.
FERRARS, the well-known cricketer, and
COLORADO, the famous cowboy, Jack
captures the Kafir, but releases him with
a warning as to his future behaviour.

Gloucestershire, and is included in the
team to meet the M.C.C. at Lord’s.
There he notices an old man, CHINERE
ALLARDIXE, a member of the M.C.C.,
who bears a marked facial likeness to
Ivor DBuaigzent. Ferrars tells Jack, too,
that Bazigeut's real name is Carthew
Allardine, and that he is not on speak-
ing terms with his great-uncle, Chinese.
The mystery of “Baigent's ™ antagonism
is deepening!

That night Jack iz attacked while
asleep by the Kafir. The colonred man
has a grip on his throat, and he awakes
to struggle 1eebly. with his strength fail-

ing fast.
(Now read what happens.)
T he had far greater muscular
strength than the Kafir, and,
though his head sang and he was
almost choking, he forced Jobey off.
The black rascal smote the floor
with a thud. Jack threw the bed-
clothes off him, and was on his feet,
priama-clad, before Jobey could rise.
Only 2 moment before, however,
Like a monkey for activity, the Kafir
serambled up.  And now his right
hand gripped the hilt of a knife.
Jack had brought his revolver to
England, but for the life of him he
could not remember then where it

colorado.

AKEN 1n his sleep, Jack had
been at a disadvaniage.. But

glance at Doctor X. Da Silva was
leaning forward. more ghoul-like than
ever; the hands gripping the suit-
case showed dead white over the
leather; they moved jerkily.

Dick leoked back to the ring. He
saw the Scot's arm streaking for
Raney's jaw stop in mid-air, as if it
had met an unseen obstacle; saw
Thistle wince, open his mouth gasp-
ipdgl}- and clap a gloved hand to his
side,

Red Raney pulled himself up from
the ropes. There was a confident leer
on s face !

(What Tee  lhappened? Wiy
should Seot Thistle have suddenly
been pulled wp like thiz?  Has Dr.

E T
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CRICKET.

By RICHARD RANDOLPH.

(Author of '* Smith of Rocklandshire,” ' Carden of Cardenshire,”

'* The Footer School," etc., etc.)

was. In his luggage somewhere, no
doubt. But Jobey was not likely o
wait while he scarched for it,

He snatched up a pillow, and met
with that the slash the Kafir made at
him. It was not a very efficient
shield, but it served. The point of
the knife drew blood from Jack's arm,
but his wound was little more than
a scrateh. Feathers cireled slowly
dg:ﬁvnwards, and Jack dropped the

illow,

v Jobey, erouching apelike, retreated
towards the open, window. Jrok
seized a chair and followed.

It was pretty plain that the Kafir,
having failed to kill Jack in his sleep,
lacked wtesclution for a decided
attempt to kill him awake, and was
now intent upon getting away.

But it did not suit Jack that he
should get away thus. Jack was out
to capture him, to get him locked up
for this midnight attack, and pos-
sibly to force from him, once im-
prisoned, the truth about his connee-
tion with the man who called himself
“Ivor Baigent,” but was known to
Ferrars as Carthew Allardine,

The Kafir moved backwards to-
wards the window, holding the
gleaming knife before him.  Jack
pressed upon him, the chaiwr uprased
to strike.

But ithe chair was as poor a weapon
as the pillow had been a2 shield. It
One mught
have splintered 1t upon the head of a
Kafir without getting anything more
than a gruni from hun.

There was nothing else ready teo
bhand, however. Jack made up his
mind that if bard smiting could atone
for deficiency in wegzht and toughness
of weapon that deliciency should be
atoned for,

Ceasing euddenly to retreat. Joboy
made a dart forward, and the long
knife thrust.

But Jack was quick to meet the
movement. The chair came down.
and the keen weapon slashed the
cane of its seat. Above it Jack’s left
shot out, to take Jobey under the
chin, and send him reeling backwards.

And even as he recled the chair
smashed upon his head. After that
it was no more a chamwr. It did not
leave a remnant stout or heavy
enough to serve Jack as a weapou.

To Jobey it had done little damage,
But Jobey felt that punch all right,
That went far towards dazing him,
He snatched at a wardrobe hard by
to keep himself from falling, and the
wardrobe lurched over forwards and
came down upon the combatants.

For the moment both were stunned,
but enly for the moment in Jack’s
caze. He jumped up, brused and
giddy, and fairly tore on trousers and
jacket over his pyjamas. Thus

STARS OF THE CIRCUS

e e E————

1! Den't miss this superb NEW
| story which is in this week's
| Bumper issue of the World's
. Favourite Adventure Weekly

CHAMPION,
l

Boy a copy TO-DAY,

T e p—

e

e o ————

oo —

habited, he could go anywhere and
face anyone.

He swung round to find that Jobey
had wriggled out from under the
wardrobe, with the knife still in his
hand. The Kafir got to his feet. The
hand holding the knife went back,
and Jack realised that he meant to
throw the weapon.

To the switch went Jack's hand,
and the glow of hight in the room was
changed in an instant to what seemed
darkness, though outside there was
no real darkness,

Jack ducked and heard the knife
whiz past. He switched on the light
again. Jobey had gained the window,

It was touch and go as Jack hurled
himself at Jobey, and Jobey squirmed
out of the window. Through the
bov's mind flashed the thought that it
was a pity his room was on the first
floor. Had it been on, say, the fifth

there would been quite a chance of a |

broken neck for Jober, which, all
things considered, would have been
forfunate.

No such luek! Jobey dropped on
hiz feet hike a monkey, and made off
at once,

Jack wasted no timme. He was game
to take any risk Jobey took. For the
moment he quite forgot that he was
an International ericketer, engaged
in 2 big match. All that he thought
of was that the only chance of ecatch-
ing the Kafir was to follow by the
way he had gone,

He came down more heavily than
Jobey, but more lightly than he
might have done, for, though he
staggered and fell, he was up again
and m pursuit before the Kafir was
out of sight.

The window was at the back of the
hotel, and looked upon a quiet strect
running down to the Kmbankment.
No, one else showed as Jobey turned
the corner and Jack raced after him.

A taxi waited just round the corner.
For this the Kafir made. Jack put on
a spurt, and all but reached it before
the Kalir scrambled in.

All but—not quite! The taxi sped
away, swung round, headed west-
wards, left him standing.

“*Waal, pard, what's been eventuat-
ing? asked a cool, quiet voice with
2 touch of sarcasm in 1it, so it seemed
to Jack.

The boy faced round upon a man | h

taller than himself, a man he had met
before—Colorado Charley.
“Did you see that chap?”

——

when I woke up I chucked him off
the bed, and after that there was a
bit of a mix-up. A wardrobe fell on
us, and that bounder chucked tihe
knife at me. But I switched off the
electric light and dodged, and it
didu’t hit me.”

“It would sure seem:, pard, that bhe
don’t eotton to you,” drawled
Colorado.

Jack laughed. Colorado took it all
60 coolly. His was the attitude of the
man to whom the facing of sudden
death was nothing out of the way,
because he had faced it so many
tunes, and was still alive. And some-
how' that attitude appealed to Jack
far more than the way in which men
who had never been used to anythin
more than the ordinary risks of civi-
lised life took things.

“T1 don’t see what I can do now,”
Jack zaid.

“Nope. Except washing vyour
feet,” replied the cowboy.

When Jack had rushed on trousers
and jacket he had felt ¢lothed for any
1ssue. Now he realised that his feet
were bare, and, as Colorado had
hinted, dirty from the pavements. :

All he could do was to get back to
the hotel, visit a bath-rcom, and go
to bed again. It was not worth while
to rouse any of his comrades. His
peril was past. Jobey would not
return that night, would hardly try
the same trick again.

“Hotel Northumberland?” _asked
Colorado,

“Yes, You don’t mean you're put-
ting up there?” returned Jack.

“That’s so. I'm abroad later than
usual to-night. Ran against an old-
timer from out West, and staved at
his location yarning. But time counts
for nothing much in this yer London,
with a man on duty to let you in at
any hour. The man may look at
your feet, pard. Say nothing. It’s
no concern of his if vou choose to fake
a little pasear in wour sleeping suit
and without boots.”

“What's. a pascar? Jack asked,
grinning.

The light of an electric standard fell
full wpon the face which wore that
cheery grin, and the heart of
Colorado warmed to this voungster
from South Africa who could take
deadly danger so Jightly.

~ “Waal, call it a walk abroad.
Ihat’s near enough. Let’s git,
pard,

The night porter did ecast a glance
at Jack's bare feet, but he said
nothing,

“What's your foor, pard?” inquired
Colorado,

“First. What's yours?”

“Fourth. But it's not mine that
matters. I'll see you safe in bed, and
go to my repese after that.”

One of the lifis was still running.
and in a moment they were on the
first floor, and Jack’s feet found wel-
come the change to the thick, sols
carpets of the corridor.

“Here we are! There's a bath-
room just round the corner. St
down and we'll bave a yarn after 1've
got clean.” said Jack.
When he came back he found that

~wardrobe had been set on end
zain. Unaided, Colorado had done

hat would have required two of the
hotel staff at least to accomplish. But

the smashed chair there was no
sign in the room of the struggle that
had taken place. Colorado, a long
cigar between lhis teeth, sat on the
bed.

“I amn’t trusting those chairs much,

L 2

10T

| pard,” he said.

“Yep. He sure looked like the
game galoot you were chasing at the
Oval Cricket Field a little while
back."

“That's it! I woke up a few |
minutes ago, to find him trving to |
throttle me. He'd have brought it 1
off if he'd been a bit sironger, But !

“They're all right to sit on,” ve-
plied Jack. “But you can’t Lreak a
Kalir's head with them.”

“And you sure never know when
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I “ HOW'S THAT ?”

that may be necessary,” said Calo-
rado. *“The folks that build furni-
ture oughta have more imagination.”

Jack looked round.

piled the remains of the chair into |

a neat little heap. He had not tried
to gather up the feathers. He sat
stnoking now as though prepared io
stay till morning.
in the wvery least excited=—sym-
pathetie, helpful, thoroughly inter-
ested, but completely cool,

What a man to have at one's back
in a tight place!
thought. 3}

wanting.

“(Git into bed, son!” he said now.
“Tell me -all about 1t if you want to.
I'd sure like to be put wise. But
don’t say more than you feel inclined.
I may be plumb ecurious;
seen epough of civilized life to know
that a man’s being hungry don’t
mean that it's’ anvbody’s affair to
feed him, It ain't gquite a good
sim-i-lee; but I reckon you git me.”

Jack did get him,  DMoreover,
there was something in what Colo-
rado had said that appealed to lnm,
though it might have goue un-
noticed by most fellows,  Where
there was less civilisation there was
less starvation, for in the wilds the
right to &2 meal by a camp-fire was
]’lm‘d];.' ever questioned.

This man was his own sort. Pretty
nearly old enough to be his father,
he supposed, but vet curiously young
in some ways. He would itell Colo-
rada the whole story, and bank far
more surely on his advice than on
that of any of his comrades, good
fellows though they were.

“I'm going to put vou wise,” he
catd, as -he serambled into bed, “I'll
tell you the whole yarn; but don't
you blame me if you can't make
head er tail of it. I coen't myvself.
There's a-regular maze of mystery,
and so far very little clue, though I
do seem to catch at something here
and there.”

“ Pro-ceed,
gravely.

Jack told his story as clearly as he
could.

It began with Jude Walmsley, of
course—it went on to the threatening
letters—the attack in Jobannesburg
—the man who called himself
Baigent on the Brancepeth Castle—
Jobey there, too—the snake in the
bunk--Jobey and DBaigent together
at- the docks at Southampton—
together again at the Oval—Jobey s

pard,” said Colorado

behaviour on the ground later, which

had cauzed him to be expelled (but
of that Colorado knew already)—
Baigent's visit to Jack at Chifton—
the sight of Jude Walmsley getting
on & bus necar the Marble Arch—
Lord's and Chinese Allardine—
Ferrars' revelation of the fact that
Ivor Baigent was really Carthew
Allardine, grandson of the old man's
brother—and now this attack by
Jobey, full of mystery because it
was cdifficult to think how the Kafir
could have located Jack's bed-room
in that big hotel. 1

“PDon’t you git to worrying your
head about that,” said Colorade., I
reckon there's heaps of ways ihoe
number of vour room might be dis-
covered, and, given the number, any-
one who knows the place well mignt
locate it from the outside. - This

Colorado had |

And he was not |

| Jack, _
| doinge one about the South African
That was Jack's |
_ any a man had proved |
Charles Crockett Houlston in tight |
places, and none had ever found him |
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Baigent, who is sure one bad

hombre, is at the bottom of that,
yvou bet, DBut the alias don’t amount

to much, pard. The galoot wrote a
book under the name of Ivor
| Baigent, and if the name don't

belong to anyone else, he might
argue he'd a nght to use it. These
writing folks are sure vain of thewr
pen-names, 1 understand.”

“Wrote a book, did he?

1

returned

natives; but I thought it was just his
bounce. What sort of book was it,
and what about ¥

Colorado sniffed disdainfully.

* It pur-por-ted to be about cattle
ranches out West,” he answered, m
his most drawling tones, * And i1t
was sure one bad book, rotten from
cover. "The galoot didn't
savvy the West or the puncher one
I on'v read it because 1t

I on'y remember it and its
author's natme because it was so all-
fired tad. But I'm telling yon
because vou can’t make much out of
his calling himself Baigent instead
of Allardine. Which 15 no great
odds, for he'll tumble over himself
somoe cther wav before he's much
older, I reckon.”

“What do you think about Jude ?”
asked Jack.

“Now that's a con-un-drum, it sure
is. I'd zay he was wore friend than
cenemy to vou, and vet I wouldn't
be too certain that he'd made the
vovage out of pure friendship. I
don’t reckon he and this Baigent—
or Allardine—are in cahoots, If vou
eould meet np with Walmsley and
git him to talk free, pard, you might
drive in pretty close to the heart of
the mysterv. But don't go fixing up
an interview with him [l%l alone and
m his own ground. You oughta
have a pard close handy in ecase Jude
isn't a white man—and he ain't
white all through, I reckon, any-
wity 1™

Jack sighed heavily.

“I mneant to try and see him,” he
gail, “But what I'm afraid of all
the time is being a deadweight to the
team. They're fine fellows, and all
pals of mine, and, of course, they
know something about all this. But
I can't be asking any of them to
come along with me and take the
risk of being shot or knifed. And
-Jlt:.l(-.”might shoot if he got mad, any
time.

“Don't ask them,” answered Colo-
rado. * Let me know, and count on
me to see yvou through., I haven't
much on hand just now, and, though
I'm free to admit that vour ericket
game is a humdinger of a sport, still
watching it don't {ill my davs brim-
ming over. There’s Jack Ferrars,
too—he'd be glad to help. But he's
mostly playing cricket, besides which
he's a married man, Two more we
could count on if they were in Eng-
land, and Habby will be here in =
week or two now: but we're not
reckoning to see Gil Yardley this
summer,™

“But I couldn't ask you——=>

“You didn't, son. I butted in and
offered. Don’t argue now!™

“I won't. I'm ever so grateful,
and I'll count on wyou, Colorado.”
Jack stretched out a hand, and they
gripped. “I say, T know who Yard-
ley is—you mean the Australian
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| won't

| breezes in!

“Now he was talking about | {1, manager.

| no evidence

cricketer, don't you?! But who 1s
Habby

Colorado smiled hiz most whimsi-
cal smile,

“ The All-America cricketer that
would have been if he'd taken to the
game thirty vears or so earlier,
pard,” he answered.

the notion of putting the U-ni-ted
States on the test mateh map because
he sees that even before a million-
aive could raize the
team in the States, the millionaire,
being lifty or so when he started m,

would be a trifle too aged to play for |

it. Habbakuk Asshurbanipal Grill is
his . full name, and he and Jack
Feorrars and (Gilbert Yardley and 1
are sworn brothers. Habby's the
eldest brother, and Gil's the youngest
—until vou eome in, as I reckon you
sure will when Habby has heard

| about vou, for Jack cottoned to vou

Gil, though absent,
in the way. 8o good-
and count on me and
on Ilabby when he

at once, and
stand
night, son,

Ferrars, and
(§N ]

The MWatch at Lord’s.

to tell his story to the elders of

the team next day would be an

unpleasant  experience, Jack
slept well, and got up with more
cheerfulness than %m would have felt
without the knowledgze that Colorado
was under the same roof,

They met at breakfast, and Taylor
and a few of the other players heard
something of what had happened
then. DBut the full story was left till
later, when George Allsop, Taylor,
Hands, Susskind, and Commaille
gathered in a private rvoom to hear
it fromm Jack, who had the moral
support of his new friend.

“There 1s httle that can be done,
except to put the police on the track
of that Kahr, and the chances are
against their rounding him up,” zaid
““At present we have
against this fellow
Baigent or Allardine. As Mr. Houls-
ton says, the fact that he has gone
under two names 1s discounted as @«
suspi¢ious cireumstance by his having
some sort of right to the one by
which we first knew him. I will de
my best to find out whether any
mmguiries were made for Darbyshie
at the hotel vesterday. ,But the pro-
bability 1s that the scoundrel who
sent Jobey got his information m
some less divrect way than by asking
the booking clerk.”

Color:zdo did not express his inten-
tion of watching over Jack. That
sort of demonstration was not in s
line. Dut somehow those present
understood that he was to be relied
upon for help. He had been organ-
ising the rodeo spectacles at Wem-
bley; but now his hard work there
was practically over, znd he had
plenty of spare time on his hands,

He turned up with Ferrars at
Lord's on the Monday; but they did
not arrive till the South Afvican
mmnings was over, and Jack and his
comrades were in the [lield.

Not very many runs were added.
Ward and Nupen both left almost at
once, but Meintjes batied really well,
and might have made many more
than his 22 if Carter had not sue-
cumbed to an off-break sent down
by Evcns after keeping up an end
for half an hour. The total was 378,

Frank Mann must have had some
thinking to do while drawing up his
order ¢f going in. e had on his
side only one man who regularly
roes in {irst, and only one belongmg
indisputably to the tail. e sent
George DBrown in  with Russell,
cllotted to Hearne and Hendren
their vsual places at Nos. 3 and 4,
followed with two left-handers in
Mead and A.. P. . Chapman, and
rave vans No. 7, Fender No. 8, and
himself No. 9. With Allen at Ne. 10
there was ~ strength  almost  all
through, and the presence of so
many forcing batsmen meant fast
scorving almost certainly.,

The fast scoring did not berin at
once. Brown was in one of his stub.
born defensive moods, when no one
can persuade him to hit; and Russell
was quiet. But they staved; and,
though the first hour's plzl_v only
vielded 57, no chance had been
offered. and Tavlor had bad on all
five of his bowlers,

Meintjes bothered Drown, and
Russell seemed to find plenty to
think about when opposed to Nupen,
But Jack could do no good at the
outset, and the vitch did not help
Carter. It was George Hearne who
ot Russell with a googlv when the
total was 85 and the tall Essex man's
score 53,

J. W. Hearne batted heautifullv, a
model of siyle, as
Brown purswed his stolid way. They
added 62 before Taylor caught Hearne
off Nupen for 41,

IH :pite of the feeling he had that

““He was con- |
verted too late, and he's given up |
| helding was brst-rate,
: ”f"l been given away, and the only

L
right sort of |

| with

always, while 1

A hearty cheer greeted the advent |

of Patsy Hendren. So far there had
been no fireworks; but the crowd
looked to the sturdy little man to
provide them.

~ The bowling was not yet worn out,
L-l':._:: 1L Wus gerti::g Woarn '[.Iﬂ"l."l'll S0110-
what. DBlanckenberg, Dixon, Bissett,
and Nourse were missed. But the
Hardly a run

hance had been taken.
Hendren took a few minutes to play

| himself in, and then proceeded to

hit hard. As if inspired by his part-
ner's example, Brown suddenly woke
up. He had made only 44 of the
first 150; but while the next 100 were
scored at a rare speed he kept pace
Hendren. To neither the big
man nor the little one did 1t seem to

jt‘mitf-:' it the least who bowled.
.l.h[':!.' added VT 1in under an hmll', EIIH.]
then Brown, nearing his century,

turned stonewaller again, let pass half
a dozen chances of scoring, monopo-
lised the bowling, and in the event
was beaten by a fizzing off-break from
Jack with his score 95,

Three for 254. with Philip Mead,
than whom there is ne more difficult
man in England to get out, joining
Hendren, did not look good for the
South Africans.

But they stuck to their job gamely,
and the crowd frequently apnlauded
the work of Catterall and Commaile
in the deep, Susskind, and Darby-
shire in the slips, and Taylor and
Meintjes on' the off. Ward was at
his best behind the stumps, too.

Those who understood the came—
and nowhere are more competent
eritics to be found than in fthe
pavilion at Lord's—told one another
that here was a captain, and here was
a team. Maiters were not going too
well for Sonth Africa: but Taylor was
cool, and his men were not rattled.
The best tine to judge a team i1s not
when 1t 13 casily on top, but when it
has to fight hard. The Afrikanders
had had to fight hard against Surrey
and Lancashire, and had trivmphed.
They might not trivmph at Lord’s:
but they wete rolden
opinlons,

Mead looked to have taken root,
thnugh he had not made many runs
vet. Hendren was gathering them
fast again, hooking everything at all
short, and scoring off really good
balls, as a first-class batsman will
when well set, with the ball looking
big.

Jack and Meintjes were taken off,
Nupen apd George Hearne weni on
ggal.

“How’s that*”

Mead had covered his wicket to one
from Hearne. Coming

CaArning

prise. s bat missed it by

PeS i o

. straight !|
through, it had taken him hy sur- |
the |

fraction of an incl, and it smote his
right pad hard.

“Out!¥ said Buts, the
umpire.

Mead lumbered off, a stiff, almost
ungainly figure, but & great bat in
his own dour way.

Four wickets for 304, And now
came in A. P, F. Chapman, one of
the hopes of England, tall, handsome,
broad-shouldered, with %2 smile on s
fresh-coloured face, looking all over
the cricket hero, as so many fine
cricketers do not look it.

That was the last ball of George
Hearne's over, and Hendren greeted
Chapman by hitting four, two, four,
and three off Nupen, who had worked
very hard, and was now tiring.

Chapman startea with a four, but
the last ball of Nupen’s over all but
bowled him. 1In spite of that Taylor
took the Rand youngster off. He had
done pretty nearyy enough for one
day. Jack Darbyshire, of stronger
build, though wounger, was better
fit 1o carry on than he.

A bowler new to bir ericket has
not had his baptism of fire till he has
seen the best balls he can send down
carted all over the field by two bats-
men well set and at the top of their
form.

Jack had that experience now. He
did mot guess how critically he was
being watched. A hundred men in’
the pavilion, Taylor and three or
four more of the tcam in the field,
and Ferrars looking on with Celorado
from one of the stands, were as in-
terested in hire as in <¢ither of the
batsmen,

Tavlor kept him on. though he was
hit hard. Pace bowling there must
be at one end, and Nupen must not
be worn out. It did not look possible
to wear ont Jack. -

ITe was bowling well even when hit
havdest, avd, though his young face
showed grim resolution at times, it
never showed sulkiness. He took his
place in the slips at the end
of cach of his overs smiling.
It was rather a: puzzle to
hizy why  Taylor kept.: him: on so
long, especially aiter the nursing in
the match at Bristol. But he was
content to believe that the skipper
knew best, and ke was learning things
from the manner in which Hendren
and Chapman dealt with balls that
would have been good for wickets 1n
inferior company.

“That boy's the
Colorado,” said Ferravs.
stand punishment.”

“He's sure getting it.” replied the
.:-u-..l.']_',l.':uj.'1 * Now would You . say, pﬂl‘d.
that he was pitching well ?”

“Bowling well, vou mean, old
duffer. Yes, i's good stuff, all the
time. Put there's something betrer
than the quality of the bowling, and

Harry

right sort,
“He can

L N

QFM |

il
’ g.r]:.f_;{!,:]

JACK

GETS A SURPRISE!
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that’s hiz pluck aod cheerfulness.
You've done right to adopt him,
Colorado! T hereby agree to consider
Jack Darbvshire a younger brother.”

“This cricket game sure beats me,

Jack. You see so much in it that I
can’t. DBut I've seen that boy up
against things, and 1 reckon he

measured man-high all right.”
Chinese Allaydine, in the pavilion
enclosure, sat humped up with lhis
chin on the handle of his umbrella,
and watched intently. As a boy he
had seen the mighty Alfred Mynn,
s0 aged a man he was. He had
watched the famous fast bowlers of
old, men of the days when W. G.
Grace was young, such men as George

Freeman and Tarrant, of Cam-
bridgeshire, and the great John
Jackson. Then there had becn
a long period when, absent in
(China, he had known the great

speed merchants of the day by name
only. He had never seen Richardson,
Lockwood, or Mold. When he came
back he had found nothing equal to
the heroes of his youth till he saw
Jeck Gregory and McDonald, Now,
in +his zon of BSouth Africa, he
thought he dizcerned one worthy to
be ranked with them. And the old
man's judginent was worth some-
thing. )

The end of the partnership came at
length., The erowd had roared with
applause at Hendren's century, tor
the crowd loves Patsy. The 400 had
been posted and recognised by cheers,
the 450 had gone up; 500 was very
near.

Then, nearing 200, Hendren made a
mistake about a slow that Jack had
slipped in, put it up in front of him,
andwas caught by Tom Wardrunning
vound from behind the wicket.
Tavlor had called to Carter at short
lex to hold back, and Ward made no
mistake about the eatch.

Evans came in, and Jack sent down
one of his fastest. It beat the old
Oxonian completely, coming in from
the off, and his middie peg somer-
saulted.

Cheers rang in Jack’s ears; but he
havdly understood that it was he
whom the spectators cheered. Sud-
denly he had become dead tired.
When he sent down that slow fo
Hendren his faculties had been fully
aleri: but the fast one which had
disposed of Evans was almost
mechanical, and mnow the Toung
howler felt that if he was not taken
off soon he would have to ask for a
rest—and to ask scemed to him almost
disgraceful, )

But Taylor, wise and sympathetic
captain, had seen and understood.
Fender., the new batsman, hit one
four off Jack's last ball—the worst
e had sent down-=but got no chance
of hitting more, for Meintjes was on
at Jack's end next.over.

Chapman's century and the 500
~amo- off the same stroke. Yender
made 45 in less than twenty minutes,
Then he and Chapman were both out
in the =zame over to Carter, who
soemed suddenly to have developed
deadliness. The total was then 570 for
cight. Mann and Allen quickly took
it past 600; but Meintjes disposed of
hoth Mann and Duarsion, and the
innings closed for 605,

1+ was obvious that the South
Africans had nothing but a draw to
play for, and to avoid defeat they
inust- bat the greater part of the last
dav, being in a minority of 226. But
‘Taylor seemed very cheerful about it,
very well satisGed with the day's
nlay. : ,

“We were up against a stiff pro-
position,” he said; “but no one let
us ‘down. Even Pam here ficlded
well, for all they've said about him,
and evervone stuck to his work. But
no one did better than you, Jack!™

e s —

Chang Lo Soo.

T Jack's age fatigue is easily
shaken off. Jack went to

bed early that night, sharing

a room with George Bissett
sgain, and was asleep as soon as his
head touched the pillow. He did not
stir for nine hours; bui he awoke fit
for anything, and was one of the first
at the breakfast-table.

The meal over, he wandered ounf
alone, and soon found himseli on the
Embankment, which always had an
attraction’ for him.

The river sparkled in ithe brizht
sunlight, and a breeze rippled 1ts sur-
face. He watched 2 Thames Police
boat come in with something coop-
cealed by a2 tarpanlin in if, and
turned away with a shudder, for Le
could guess that ibe covering con-
cealed the body of some nunlucky man
or woman who had met cdeath by
drowning, and it seemed horrible to
think of upon this cheeriul morning,
when London looked its best.

‘“Bxcuse me, honourable
spoke a soft voice by his side, *bul

sir,”™

e i -
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I am strange n this great city, and
there 1s much I do not know of which
I should uncommonly like to be in-
formed. The bridge to the righi—is
not that Waterloo Bridge? And that
to our left—is it not DBlackirars?
And that must surely be the morpu-
ment brought from Egypt, which t2
called Cleopatra's Needle®”

Jack turned. Though the man
who spoke had no eccent, he was eer-
tainly not English, The turn of his
sentences  showed that, and nmno
Englishman addresses anvone a3
“* honourable sir.”

The fellow who had epoken was
quite young—not 0 very much older
than Jack, perhaps. He wore correct
morning dress and a shining silk hat,
But underneath that hat showed a
zea that belongad to the Far Esst.

Japunese, Jack thought at {irst
glance; then he corrected his impres-
sion. Chinese, rather. No pigtail—
but, then, comparatively few Chinese
wear pigtails nowndays, and those
who do are not found in Europe.

Somehow Jack, though his South
African upbringing had paturally
made him less ready to be friend!y
with anv member of the yellow or

| black races than the average enlight-

ened Englishman is, liked the face.

P T R

intently might be akin 1o him—that
made him more ready to talk with
this vouth from the Far East than he
would etherwize have beon.

“I haven't a2 card,” he said. *“ But
my name’s Jack Darbyshire.”

“Then yen veritably and truly are
the South African cricketer?” ox-
claimed Chang Lo Soo.

“Yes, Ihd you guess that before
you spoke to me?”

“Honourable sir, 1 did not. But 1
waos at the ground of the Lord’s yes-
terday, and when you turned it was
for a moment as though vou must be
the bowler who 2o bravely held on.
But to myvself I said, ‘It cannot he

s0, for this i1s a very English young
man. ‘The likeness must be a
chance,' ™

“Are vou interested in cricket?”’

asked Jack.

“Most greatly,. But not merely

and solely as o spectator. 1 have
played the pame—likewise {ooter |
under the Soccer code, and lawn-

tennis, and wolf.”

Through Jack's mind fazhed a line
of ome of the few poems he had read
—the only posm he had ever learned
by heart—Kipling's ' Ballad of FEast
and West.”
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to-day; but it’s up to us to do our
best not to lose, 1 might stay o for
a bit; I shall try 1o, anyway.”

And he felf that the fact of his new
irtend’s being there, eager to zee him
do well, would help him; but he did
not guess, any more than Chang Lo
Soo. did, how closely their fortunes
were to be interwoven.

Again Commaille and Catterall
gave their side a pood start, The
older man was the right sort for the
game to be played thet day; his de-
fence is very strong, and to get him
out when he feels that his side needs
him to stay i1s & hard task.

Catterall, on the other hand, was
not plaving the game that suited him
best. But he showed that he knew
how to resist temptation; and Dur-
ston, Hearne, F-:-ndler, Evans, and the
rest found him no easy proposition.

The score was 85—Catterall 49—
when the twe were parted.

Taylor joined Commmnaille, and they
added 67. Though few risks were
taken and few big hits made, the
scoring was never really slow; and at
the fall of the second wicket—Taxvlor,
43—the Afrikanders fooked safe. The

deficit was reduced to 114, and eight
men had still to ba dizposed of
M.C.C. could think of victory.

before

| Essex at the ¢

val.

—~By C. SHAW BAKER.

(WARWIOKSHIRE C.C.0,)

WAL=, Wikl START

OpfirsT 1™

e Cam THRIS WEEKEND AT THE-
SPul:of 1HAT NEIGHAQURLY

AfFAIR. BETWEEN SURREY AND E352%-

CRICKET wike BE
O JIEW, AND P
He CouvD ONuY
HAVE HIS WAY,
SURREY S AAME

SUCCESSFUL”
HNOCK BY |
* SURREYS UACK
witlk SET GOInG—
T JsUAL TEARLY

* -

- ‘I l _.."'\.ﬁ
> j}l

10
EARN HIS LWING BY 7

THE SweAT OF HIS

[
u

QuUT OF SIGHT N AFRICA DURING-
THE WIRTER HE INTENDS TO _EE.*

eovALY CALLOUS wWiTH THE—
EsSE A TTACL

7 BETWEEN THE-~ \, 7/
RiVAL SUPPORTERS
AS O WHICH IS THE, @
JACK., Q TRUMPS .

Qé #/ STRENVQUS LIFES
' AND TURNED BATIMAN .
HAVHGE PUNCHED EVERNTHING=

% ) £AVE
3 EEE;&E;: b o,
.:J I'ﬂﬂ.ﬂ : J :l:-q:l.l H'E;_,

S
'I.E'_"1

3 G SN
? QHLY \\./:'h
LGt et L .
S ENERCUE- % ey
CONMSTS N Y. -~
: Iag SEUFTING .
THE OTHIG e

The smile was pleasant, the aimond
eyes had a kindly gleam in them.
“You're . right about them alli,
Jack said. ““It wouldn't be a sai
bet if I gave sou evens that you
couldn’t iell me more than I could
you, I'm not much more than a

stranger here myzelf.” ¥

“You surprise me exceedingly,
honourable sir. for vou look so en-
tirely Englizh.”

“I'm from South Africa. s

“J ama from China, as you may with
likelthood perpend,” said the voung
Chinese. ~ “THere is my card. if you
will have the condescenzion to accept
it. We may be but as °ships that

ass in the night.” Dut there 18 1o
arm accomplished by ocur learning
the names each of the other.”

He brought out a card—a much
larger one than -is genetally  used
here. Upon'it was inscribed, * Chang
Lo Soo "—that-and: no more, for no
address was miven. ]

Jack put it 1o his pocket.. Perhaps
it was the interest he felt in Chinese
Ailarding—the feeling he had that the
ancient man who watched cricket o

15

. “Oh, East 1s East, and?West 15 West, |
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and never the twain shall meet.”
It was not right. But-then RKip-
ling had gone on to show that it was
no invariable rule, For had not the
colonel's son and the son of Kamal,
the outlaw, become sworn pals?  And
there was nothing about this Chinese
vouth that seemed to place him apar:
from Jack, while there was much
that drew them together. .
They talked in comradely fashion
for cloze on an hour, about all sorts
of things—the Houses of Parliament

| never

and Westminster Abbey, Boadicea |
and the.Great War, the Oval and |
Lord’s, . Oxford = and Cambridge,

Thang ‘Lo Soo’s English education in
faraway Hong Kong, Jack’s bovhood
in South Africa; rand 'T‘n{::.- parted
friends, hoping to meet again.

Chane Lo Soo would ‘e at Lord's |

again that dav, he saud. He trusted
to have the exceeding pleasure of see-
ing "his honourable {riend make a
ceniury.
Jack shook his head at that,
“ A pair, more likely.”- he
“But I hope not.

£a1d,

We can't win !

But within an hour the whole aspeci
of the game had changed.

Five more wickets had fallen, and
only 45 runs had been scored,

Wiith three io go, South Africa
needed €63- to avert defeat by an
innings.

It was at this
joined Commaille,

The steady man of the team was
still in posseszion, He had then
scored an invalnable 71, and had
given anything approaching a

unciure that Jack

=

ok’s course was plain before him
it seemed.  Marcus could stay;
his business was to stay with Marcus,

For fully forty minutes the boy, a
born hitter, liberally endowed with
all the hitter’s quoalifications—keen
cyes,, strong mwuscles, quickness of
movement—played the goose game.
Ile rvisked nothiog at all, and Com-
miaille scored 3 runs to his 1, and
passed the century amid generous
applause. During that time it was
Jack, not the Western Province man,
“who stonewalled.

But now-came 2a- sudden

and -

dramatic change in a game that was
full of surprises,

29 runs were still needed to put the
Afrikanders nhead, when Jack, who
had only made 10 in forty minutes,
began to bit.

Jack Hearne and Durston, who had
wrought the damage earlier, had gone
off. Allen and Evans had been tried,
Russell and Mead., Fender and Chap-
man were on when the hitting began,

Chapman makss no pretensions 1o
being a first-class bowler; but he is
quite a fair change. But it was
something beiter than a fair chanee
bowler that was needed to get rid of
Jack Darbyshire after he had been in
forty minuies.

He hit a2 loose one to the on boun-
dary. and sent the next into the
pavilion., He banged one all but to
the raiis; it was saved there, and only
2 resulted He got 2 3 by an audaci-
ous stroke fo the on, and found him-
self facing Fender,

Before the Surrey skipper’s over
had  finished the Afrikanders were
saved from any possibility of an in-
n:ngs defeat,

But the hitting did not end there.
Commaille canght the infection, and
showed that he knew how io smite
and spare not. He had passed the
century; he had done much to save
the innings defeat; and now, well set,
seeing the ball three times its normal
siza, he gave himself a littla trent.
Between them he and Jack gave the
spectators quite a bip treat.

They slammed everything, Every
bowler put on was hit, and somo of
the field showed signs of demoralisa-
tion. l}endren in the deep, Fender
in the siips, one or two more, escaped
tive contagion; but mest of them had
it. Jack was missed twice, Commaille
twice; and, though none of the four
catches was quite ¢asy, certainly they
should not all have qone begging.

In half an hour 95 runs were
added ; in another twenty minutes tha
score had jumped to 400, and Jack
was 100, while Commaille  was well
over the 150 mark. Then Tavior
came down the pavilion steps, and
Mapn answered his signal, and flughed
batsmen and weary fieldsinen trooped
in, while the crowd roared approba-
tion.

There did not seem much point in
ihe declaration, for only about an
hour remained for play. But the
South African skipper did the right
thing. It was hardly possible his side
sould win; but they were on top at
the finich, for the wickets of the men
who had put 1in a hard dey's leather-
hunting were rattled down so fast that
at the close M.C.C. had lost six for 42.
Jack had three for 14 as his share—
Hendren, Mead, and Evans, a fine
Lraige.

A great day's play, and Jack had
come out of it with high honour.

He found himself wondering as he
made his way to tne pavilion what
Chang Lo Sco thought of him now.

Going out, he ran against Colorado:
and thevy mads the journev to the
Haolel Neoerthumberland together.

It was with Colorado that he went
out after dinner. They spent a couple
of hours at a picture show, watching
Charlie Chaplin and Tom Mix. and
came back by way of the Embank-
memt.

Trams

clanged along, with their
bright lights. Taxis whizzed past. It
was not really late. For the.night-
hird it was auite early. The Embank-

ment seemed a most nnlikely place for
any attempt ot a deed of violence,
But few places are absolutely safe

where cunning men prepared {o take
desperate risks ara concerned.

“Why, I do believe that's the
Chinese chap 1 told you about—the
one [ met this morming ! said Jack,
noting a short, top-hatted fizure that
looked un-Eunglish ahead,

Jack and Colorado were in the
shadows. For o moment the tide of
tram traffic had paused, and only one
taxi showed,.

That one came up alongside the
figure ahead. Out of it jumped {wo
men,

“T1 reckon this 15 up fto us, =on!”
snapped Colorade, without a irace of
his usual drawl.

For the two wmen had seized the
short figure, and one was pressing a
cloth over his face, and the other had
gripped him round the legs. His
hands moved frantically, but unaidad
he had no chance.

Colarada and Jack dashed to the
rescune. Butb they were just too late.

The taxi waz off, with Jack's
1l R % §= el i B
Chinese pal and his two aszailanis
inside.

In the very nick of time there came
up another taxi, with the flag up.

4 iiere wo are!” szaid Clolorado.
“Tiriver, follow  that automobile
ahead ! Go whererer it goes! Don’t
lose sight of it. There may be life or
death hanginge on it!"

(What will they find at the end of
their journcy? You'll Inow ncri
weekl)
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Dick makes good on the track. Now he has to meet Rexman in the water. 1 over the | ming the Atlantic. And he’s rather

THE EARLY CHAPTERS.

DICK BEAKND, an adventurous young-
ster, goes out to Australia to take a
clernship with the shipping bBrm  of
Callaban & Co., of Brisbane. On arrival,
he finds the boss, 3ILAS CALLAHAXN,
and his dissipated son, LOUIS, wvery
much to hiz" distaste, and he is glad

when they tell him that he is to go with |

CAPTAIN GASKETT ou a cruise after
LOPri.

But, as he soon finds, there is some-
thing fishy aboul this trip: and in the
streets of Brisbane a mysterious stranger
warns  him against the Callahans, ."._HLl
offers him = job elsewhere. Suspecting
that the, stranger s an enemy of the
Callahans, Dick, loval to his new firm,
indiznantly refuses the offer, and goes
off with Gaskett to join the schooner.

Following a scuttie on the quay with

nnseen Dzsailants, Dick 1z shangchaled,
and, in the charge of MAXIM MARE,
teken to Goya, a voleanie 1sland.

Goya. is ruled by a rajsh, an English-
man, who suddenly reveals himself as
Dick’zs uncle!

Here comes in the green god, a hideous
fdol, of which Dick is given the custody.
CHO, a Goyvan chief, wantz to get hold
of it. To eszcape with it,«Dick makes a
tremendons dive into the sea.

Afterwards he reaches London with his
preeious charge, which is destined for
the British Empire Exhibition. At
Wembley he makez a discovery. Cho is
in England; Louis Callahan, too. His
enemies are after him'!

MARMADUKE TOWERS, an actor
whom Dick did a small service in Bris-

bane, turnzg up at Wembley, where he
is engageéd o connection with the
Exhibition. He iz unfortunately of a

boastful disposition, and his boasting of
Diek’s sporting prowess lets the voung.
gter in for.-a series of contests with a
profeszional named REXMAN,

The stake is supposzed to be a sum of
money, bot Callahan has so wangled
things that the real stake is the precious
idol of Goya!

in the first contest, a four mile race,
Dick is “done in " at the end of the
third mile. He feels that he ecaonot
hold out a moment longer.

(Now read what happens)

The Finish of the Race.

EXMAXN was running—ruonning
inster—{faster, and still faster.

The gap beiween him and
Dick seemed to widen every
gecond,

It was hopeless—useless !

With a supreme effort Dick shook
his * stupor from him, and, with
another equally forceful, fought down
the fatirue, stitch, and the torture of
hiz ghoes.

He would not give in. Somehow,
some way, he would close that gap,
would ouipace Rexman, would veach
the finish!

Rexman ran.

Was he made of wron, of steel, that
he could run thus without a sign of
strain?

Still svaying, Dick regained con-
irol, and, to free himself of the
deadly fescination of Rexman's back.
wlanced upwards at the crowded
benches,

And a: he did &0 from out of the
white-faced blur, flecked amongst a
sca of brown and black, one face,
framed lke a portrait ammdst a ring
of vague beings, looked down at him,

It was that of Moya, white and
tense,

As his eves met hers the tenseness
vanished, and her lips parted in a
snitle of encouragement.

Mo more than a momentary
ghmpse, then he was past her, and
she vanithed. DBut the message of
EI‘.I{_!!:I!,E'I'"]__T'?H:UH“. l'l?ﬂ1ﬁ.flll3[{, II"."II,'J. ;T'I 2
flash he won oui of his stumbling,
swaving, stupor, settling down to a
new and sieady stride that grew
stronzer dach moment.

Yes, Iexman was running-—run-
ning as tiwough fired with inexhausti-
ble energy.  But Dick was runmng,
too—runnnr  with renewed confi-
dence anc hope. 3

His wind had returned, and though
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What will be the outcome?

A Topical Sport and Adventure Serial, Introducing
the British Empire Exhibition,

hiz feot ached with the tortures ol
the damned, he held on. With that
smile of encouragement from the girl
on the crowded stand there had come

to him & strange indifference alike to

pain and exhau n

Gritting his teeth, he made after
Rexmen, and, though he did not
decrease the gap between himself and
his rival, had the esatisfaction of
noting that it did not increase,

Another lap ended. Only half a
mile to go!

Steeling himself, Dick faced the last
frichtiu]l, gruelling tussle.

How coal his brain scemed! And
vet how numbed was his | r !

" Ard BRexman?

A hundred feet ahead at least, but
the gap steads.

Well? Steady, but—

With brutal disvegard of hiz tor-
tured frame, Dick forced himself into
& auicker, longer stride, forced him-
self by sheer will-power to a superla-
tive eftort.

And as he drove his numbed limbs

forward the gap beéetween him and
Rexman narrowed—narrowed even as
the lap drew to an end, and the last
dread eircuilt began. ;
Again Rexman flashed a  swift
glance behind him, but this time he
did not erin in moekery., Hig features
showed white and pallid, his starving

eves agleam with some strange, wild
fire.
With a percepiible stumble he

opened out. struggling ferociously to
forge ahead once more, and when he
did so Dick forced himseli to vet
greater speed.

Again and again Rexman turned.
and every time he did so Dick found
himself closer to the strained, tense
face of his rival.

Rexman was straming every nerve

now, was suffering ~as Iick had
suffered in the earlier stagres of the
race. He ran like a drunken man,

a man who could steer a straight

By GILBERT CTHESTER.

course, yet who ran in a maze, a |

trance, such as in which a sleep-
walker might cross a knife-edge
girder,

But Rexman was moving faster, his
last desperate spurt as the race drew
to a cloze. And Dick, following
upon the heels of his rival, told him-
solf that he must spurt also, spurt
theugh he had nothing left in him
but the will that drove him on.

His heart thudded against his ribs,
How it thudded! His breath came in
short, hot gasps till it almest euffo-
cated him.

The ache in his limbs, the pain in
his feet—these returned, but he did
not heed them.

His uncle, Goya, the jade god, and
Mova, with her smile of encourage-
moent.

What was it they all said—ztrength,
endurance?

He laugrhed, and, laughing, shook
all feeling from him,

Rexman, the challenger! Rexman,
the instrument of Jehn Brand's
onemics! TRexman, the setter of

enares, the layer of traps for the un-
wary, the camouflaged professional,
whe—— :

By Heaven, the gap was narrowing
again, and half a lap to go! And
Rexman was swaying—swaying as
Dick himeelf had swayed but a few
minutes—was it m‘tI}‘ minutes?—
before,

One last effort !
throst ! j

Was that the finish ahead?

No, there were miles, countless
miles vet to go. That endless infinit
of ashes, that frightful span of eruel,
sunbaked track! The Stadium was a
thousand miles round, and Rexman
was—"" :

Rexman:was.only just ahead.

With another determined thrust
Dick won to his rival's side,

One lazt desperate

The American turned as he ecame
up, and for a beief second Dick looked
mto his rival's eyes.

Rexman's face was ghastly.  The
light of madness scemed to blaze in
his staring orbs, and a weird, scnse-
less grin wreathed his livid lips,

Then, on 2 sudden, the grin
vanished, and the lips hardened in a
long, vicious, straight line.

And with the hardening came
action.

Out and further out the American
came towards Dick and the outer rim
of the track.

Now his elbow almost touched
Dick’s " ribs, and the youngster felt
himsell driven over against the arena
side,

Rexman was boring—boring to
stave off a pass ere the finish.

like the roar of
upon  the

fars,

Murimur,

pou

'|_'|I'

A dull

IisTant waves nomeg
.- L]

stirred I

a conch-30

urmur of

yick's
ol |

held
311 the wind 1in
mney.
t was the crowd voicing their
anger at the foul tactics, though of
thiz Dick was scarcely conscious. He
only knew that Rexman's elbow
touched him, that-the American was
staggering, and that a “cannon”
moant falling, a fall from which he
could never rise, -
In sheer desperation he spurted,
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calling all his strength of body and |

will to his aid.

Then Bexman vanished suddenly—
dropped behind.

A few more stumbling steps, mist,
the blinding sun.

His feet. What was happening to |

them? :

His side, his heart! Surely it must
be breaking through his ribs?

Where was Rexman?

Well, what did it matter? He had
stopped running. He hagd fallen.

Nof :

Something touched his chest and he
lowered his hands upon it.

A long thin thread,

What was 1t?

The tape!

Dick fell forward across ihe finish-

f ine line, to collapse heavily on the

ground as Rexman, etumbling blindly
with the frenzied power of a master-

lezs gteam-engine, sta
fourth mile mark, t
on top of him.
The Awmerican was beaten—by
couple of vards.
And az they pulled Rexman from

g
stupidly

a

off - the fallen wvictor ‘the vast con-

couksn ll'.lf I:-:F:Il"'li'l;ﬂ‘l'{'r'l'.; oSt as onoe ]:I]:li},

i and the huge arena rocked to the
thunder of their shout.

But of this Dick knew-nothing. He

| had returned to his dreams in the

e

mist of phantasy, dreams in which |

perhaps the winsome smile of Mova
Mamwaning flitted across the film
screen of his tired, unconscious brain.

The Green God of Goya, i all
seeining, had stood by the Brands,
even as-one  Brand had - stood by
another.

On the wings of the ether that was
the message flashed within half au
hour to {sova, =et In a distant seca
benecath 1is crest of everlasting five.

And amidst the confusion abour the
finishing line ihe race ended, no

15 bend over the ftrack
some little distanee from the ifape,
and, picking something up, put it in
his' pocket.
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Moya Provides a Sensation.

HR EXMAN

made his  next
move.
. 1
As he leaned on the para-

pet ‘of the steep, high
humped  bridge, Dick  glanced
thoughifully at Mova, who stood

beside him, looking down into the
long stretch of ornamental water that
ran hetween the Stadinm and the fwo
immense Palacezs of Machinery and
Industry.

“OUm " She caught her red lip
between her white fteeth, and looked
up inquiringly frem under her dark,
silken lashes. “Hasn’t he had
cnough, then?”

Mick shook Ins head.

The American athiete wae still on
¢ warpath, apparently wndaunted
by the unexpecied licking be had re-
ceived a few davs previously on the
cinder-track behind the towering eon-
crete walls of the great oval which
crotned the hill above them.

“MNo: the other davy was just a
start, the opening of the ball, so tn
speak. They'll keep on till they get
me, which won’t be long, I'm afraid,”
he added, with modest glumness.

“T'm not so sure.” Mova replied,

#
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still gazing down into the water.
“What's 1t thiz time?"”

“Swimming.”

Dick wont through a pantomime
with hiz hands,

“QOh 1

His compamion s eves still foensed
on the placid waters benecath the
bridge.

“1 rwonder if Marmaduke's ever

swiumm the Channel?” Dick went on,
with a grin, for want of anything
better . to . say. “I gather he's
appointed himself my manager in this
contest.”

“For the love of Mike den’t dare
to suggest such a thing to him!”

Mava exclaimed, in mock herror.
“His repertoire of fairy-tales is
quite big enongh already. I don't

want any further ones added to i
He can’t swim a blessed stroke, and
someone might throw him into the
water if he got bragging about swim-

for ail his boasting, so I don’t
know,” she

a dear
want him growned, you
added with a smile.

ek smiled 1in s turn,
You bet we can’t afford to
lose deer, priceless old Marmaduke,”
he agreed,

[t was. rather typical, he thought,
that o man such as Marmaduke, who
acted  extensively in water shows,
should be unable to swim. Still, the
mention of this brought him back to
reality and the question of Rexman's
latest challenge,

A first-class swimmer himself, Dick
had no fear of trying his Iuck in the
water, but he badly needed a friend
10 pace him in the practice that would
have to be put in—someone, 1in fact,
who would zet as a sort of equivalent
{o a boxers sparring-partner,
Perkins, by s own confession, was
no aguatic arctist, and now it seemed
that the actor was also out of the
gquestion, though, to go by cortain
remarks Ihck had heard lnm let fall,
Marmaduke laid claim to considerable
natatorial prowess,

Yet practice, and hard practice,
there must be, sinee it was pretty cer-
tain that Bexman would never have
selected a swimming mateh if he were
not couhdent of his own ability 1n
the water,

The wvictory in the Stadium had

eure !

| been a surprise—a surprise to no one

closely watched,
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miore than to Dick himself. How he
heed managed to beat Rexman he did
not kinow even now, and although the
result of lns opening encounier with
the Amervican athlete had given him
confidence, he did not feel inclhined to
underestimate the task that still lay
vefore humn.

The trinmph he had so narrowly
snatched from his rival at the con-
cluston of the four-mile race had, 1n
a way, inereased his difficulties.
Coupled with the garbled. newspaper
reports—for which he had to thank
Marmaduke—a considerable amount
of publie mmterest hacd been focused
upon his duel with Rexman, and the
next stage of the game would be

Well, he did not mind that,
though he had no wish for the lime-
light of publicity. The cheering

 crowds in the Stadium, the kindly

praize of the Press reports, the ad-
miring glance of the exhibition goers
—all these meant little to him.

ITe wounld glady have exchanged
them all for the look Mova had given
hire when she rushed to congratulate
him after the race—a look that said
=0 much without need of words,

dut now that the atiention of the
public was riveted upon his duel with
Rexman he feared the effect upon the
Goyans. The more earnestly the
white men of Britain followed the
contests between Hexman and himself,
the greater the importance that would
attach fto them in the, eyes of his
native assistants. :

Consequently, the greater. would be
the impression left by a defeat at
Rexman's hands, In the forthcoming
swimming race, to be held in the
river, nothing must be left to chance,
He must have a first-class practice-
partner: vet where could he find
one ?

(f course, the Govans sent by his
uncle to the XExhibition were all

BOTH DONE TO THE WIDE!




that’s hiz pluck aod cheerfulness.
You've done right to adopt him,
Colorado! I hereby agree to consider
Jack Darbyshire a vounger brother.”
“This ericket game sure beats me,
Jack.
can’'t. But I've seen that boy up
against things, and I reckon he
measured man-high all right.”
Chinese Allaydine, in the parilion
enclosure, sat humped up with his
chin on the handle of his umbrella,
and watched intently. As a boy he
had seen the mighty Alfred Mynn,
so azed a man he was.  He had
watched the famous fast bowlers of
old, men of the days when W. G.
Grace was yvoung, such men as George

Freeman and Tarrant, of Cam-
bridgeshire, and the great John
Jackson. Then there had been
a long period when, absent 1n
China, he had known the great

speed merchants of the day by name
only. He had never seen Richardson,
Lockwoaod, or Meld. When he came
back he had found nothing equal to
the heroes of his vouth tiil he saw
Jack Gregory and McDonald., Now,
in this son of South Africa, he
thought he discerned one worthy to
be ranked with them. And the old
man’s judgment was worth some-
thing.

The end of the partnership came at
length. The crowd had roared with
applause at Hendren's century, tor
ﬂ}i-.: crowed loves Patsy. The 400 had
been posted and recognised by cheers,
the 450 had gone up; 500 was very
near.

Then, nearing 200, Hendren made a
mistake about a slow that Jack had
slipped in, put it up in front of him,
and was caught by Tom Wardrunning
vound from behind the wicket.
Taylor had called to Carter at short
leg to hold back, and Ward made no
mistake about the catch.

Fvans came in, and Jack sent down
one of his fastest. It beat the old
Oxonian completely, coming in from
the off, and his middie peg somer-
saulted:

Cheers rang in Jack’s ears; but he
havdly understood that it was he
whom the spectators cheered. Sud-
denlv he had become dead tired.
When he sent down that slow to
Hendren his faculties had been fully
aleri: but the fast one which had
disposed of Evans was almost
mechanical, and new the young
howler felt that if he was not taken
off soon he would have to ask for a
rest—and to ask scemed to him alinost
disgraceful.

But Taylor, wise and sympathetic
captain, had seen and understood.
Fender, the new batsman, hit one
four off Jack's last ball—the worst
he had sent down—but got no chance
of hitting more, for Meintjes was on
at Jack's end next over.

Chapman's century and the 500
~ame” off the game stroke. TFender
made 45 in less than fwenty minutes,
Then he and Chapman were both out
in the same over to Carter., who
seemed suddenly to have developed
deadliness. The total was then 570 for
eight. Mann and Allen quickly ook
it. past 600; but Meintjes disposed of

both Mann and Durston, and the
innings closed for 605.
1t was obvious that the South

Africans had nothing but a draw to
play for, and to avoid defeat they
must bat the greater part of the last
day, being in a minority of 226. But
Taylor seemed very cheerful about it,
very well satished with the L]El.:l."‘E.
play.

“We were up against a stiff pro-
position,” he said; ““but no one lef
us idown.  Even Pam here fielded
well, for all they've said about him,
and evervone stuck to his work., But
no one did better than you, Jack!™

i

Chang Lo Soo.

T Jack's age fatigue is easily
shaken off. Jack went to

bed early that night, sharing

a room with George Bissott
again. and was asleep as soon as his
head touched the pillow. He did not
stir for nine hours: bui he awoke {it
for anything, and was one of the first
at the breakfast-table.

The meal over, he wandered out
alone, and =oou found Inmself on the
Embankment, which alwavs had an
attraction’ for him,

The river sparkled in the bright
sunlight, and a breeze rippled 11s sur-
face. He watched a Thames Police
boat come in with something con-
cealed by a {arpaunimm mm 1, and
turned away with a shudder; for Le
could guess that the covering con-
cenled the body of some nnlucky man
orf woman who had met death
drowning, and it seemed horrible to
think of upon this cheerful morning,
when London leoked its best.

“Excuse me, honourable sir,’
spoke o soft voice by his side, *but

*
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I am strange in this great city, and
there 1s much I do not know of which
I should uncommonly like to be in-
formed, The bridee to the right—is
not that Waterloo Bridge! And that
to our left—is 1t not DBlackiriars?
And that must surely be the monu-
ment brought from Egypt, which iz
called Cleopatra’s Needle?”

Jack turned, Though the man
who spoke had no sccent, he was cer-
tainly not English. The turn of his
sentences showed that, and no
Englishman addresses anyone a3
**honourable sir.”

The fellow who had spoken was
quite young—not =0 very much older
then Jack, perhaps. He wore correct
morning dress and a shining silk hat.
But underneath thai hat showed a
fece that belonged to the Far East.

Japunese, Jack thought at ({irst
glance; then he corrected his impres-
sion. Chinese, r1ather. No pigtail—
but, then, comparatively few Chinese
wear pigtails nowadays, and those
who do are not found in Europe.

Somehow Jack, though his South
African upbringing had paturally

made him less ready to be friendly
with any member of the yellow or
black races than the average enlight.
ened Englishman is, liked the face.
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intently: might be akin {o him—that
made him more ready’ to talk with
this vouth from the Far East than he
would otherwize have beon.,

“I haven't 2 card,” he sad,
my name's Jack Darbyshire.”

“Then vou veritably and truly zre
the South African cricketer?” ex-
claimmed Chang Lo Soo.

“Yes. Ihd you guess that hefore
you spoke to me?”

“Honourable sir, I did not. But I
was at the ground of the Lord’s wes-
terday, and when you turned it was
for a moment as though sou must be
the bowler who so bravely held on.
But to myvself I eaid, * It eannot ha
z0, for this 13 a very English young
man. ‘The likeness must be =&
chance,’ ¥

“Are vou interested in ecricket?”
asked Jack.

“Most greatly,

i Eﬂtv

But not merely
and solely as a spectator. 1 have
plaved the ame—hkewise {ooter
under the Soccer code, and lawn-
tennis, and golf.”

Through Jack's mind flashed a line
of one of the few poemns he had read
—the only poem ho had ever learned
by heart—Kipling's ' Ballad of East
and West.”

i
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to-day; but ii's up to us to do our
best not to lose. | might stay in for
a bit; I shall try {o, anyway.”

_ And he felg that the fact of his new
iriend’s being there, cager to tee him
do well, would help hint; but he did
not guess, any more than Chang Lo
Soo. did, how closely their fortunes
were to be interwoven.

Again  Commaille and Catterall
gave their side a good start. The
older man was the right sort for tho
game to be played that dav; his de-
fence i3 very strong, and to get him
out when he feels that his side needs
him to stay is & hard task.

Catternll, on the other hand, was
not plaving the game that suited him
best. But he showed that he knew
how to resist femptation; and Dur-
ston, Hearne, Fender, Evans, and the
rest found him nwo easy proposition.

The score was 85—Catterall 49—
when the two were parted.

Tarvlor joined Comimnaille, and they
added 67. Though few risks were
taken and few big hits made, the
georing was never really slow; and at
the fall of the second wicket—Tavlor,
43—the Afrnikanders fooked safe. The
deficit was reduced to 114, and eight
men had still to be disposedd of before

M.CLC, could think of victory.

__Essex at the Twval.

~By C. SHAW BAKER.

(WARWIDKSHIRE C.C.0.)
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The smile was pleasant, the almond
eyes had a kindly gleam in them.
“You're  right about them all.
Jack said. “It wouldn't be a sz2is
bet if I pave vou evens that you
couldn’t tell me more than 1 could
you. - I'm not much more than &

stranger here myself.” 2

“You surprise me exceedingly,
honourable sir. for vou look zo en-
tirely English.™

“I'm from South Afriea™

“1 am from China, as vou mav with
likelithood petpend,” said the voung
Chinese.  “Here is my card, if you
will have the condescension to accept
it. We may be but as ‘ships that

ass in the night.” Dut there is uo
Fh'll‘l]l accomplished by our learning
the names each of the other.”

He brought out & card—sa much
larger one than - 15 generally used
here. Upon'it was inseribed, *“Chang
Lo Soo "—that and' no more, for no
address was given.

Jack put it in lus pocket, Perhaps
it was the mnterest he felt 1n Chinese
Ailardine—the feeling he had that the
ancient man who watchéd cricket o

“Oh, Fast is East, and?West 1s West,

and never the twain shall meet.”
It was not right. But.then Kip-

' ling had gone on fo show that it was
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no imvariable rule. For had not the
colonel’s son and the son of Kamal,
the outlaw, become sworn palst And
there was nothing about this Chinese
vouth that seemoad to place him apart
from Jack. while there was much
that drew them together,

They talked in comradely fashion
for close on an hour, about all sorts
of things—the Houses of Parliament
and Westminster Abbev, PBoadicea
and the. Great War., the Oval and
[.ord's,  Oxford and Cambridge,
“hang ‘Lo Soo’s English education in
farawav Hong Kong, Jack's boyhood
in South Africa;:and " they perted
friends, hoping to meet again,

b eves,

Chane Lo Soo would ‘he at Lord's |

again that day, he saud. Tle trusted
to have the exceeding pleasure of see-
ing his honourable f{riend make a
Ceniury.

Jack shonk hig head at that,

“A pair, more likely.,” he said.
But I hope mot.,  We can’t win

ad

But within an hour the whole aspeci
ot the rame had changed.

Five more wickets had fallen,
ouly 45 runs had been scored.

With three ifo go, Socuth Africa
needed 69- to avert defeat by an
mnings,
_ It was at ihis
joined Commaille,

k |

20

junciure that Jack

The steady man of the team was
still 1 possession, He had then
scored an invalnmable 71, and had
never given anything epproaching a
chance, :

Jack’s courze was plain before him

—z0 it seemed.  Marcus could stav:
his business was to stay with Marcus,

For fully forty minutes the boy, a
born hitter, iiberally endowed with
all  the hitter’'s gonalifications—keen
sirong  muscles, quickness of
movement—played the gooze game.
He vizked nothing at all, and Com-
n:ille scored 3 runs to hiz 1, and
passed the century amid generous
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applause, During that time it was
Jack, not the Western Province man,
“who stonewalled,

But now-came a- sudden and -

31 /524

dramatic change in a game that wag
full of surprizes.

22 runs were still needed to put the
Afrikanders ahead, when Jack, who
had only made 10 in forty minutes,
began to hit.

Jack Hearne and Durston, who had

~wreught the damage earlicer, had gone

off. Allen and Evans had been tried,
Russell and Mead. Fender and Chap-
man were on when the hitting began,

Chapman makss no pretensions to
being a first-class bowler; but he is
quite a fair change. But it was
something hettsr than a fair chanee
bowler that was needed to get rid of
Jack Darbyshire after he had been in
forty minutes.

He hit a Joose one to the on boun-
dary, and sent the next into the
pavilion., He banged one all but to
the ratis; it was saved there, and only
2 resulted He got a 3 by an audaci-
ousz stroke {o the on, and found him-
self facing Fender.

Before the Surrey skipper's over
had finished the Afrikanders were
saved from any possibility of an in-
nines defeat, :

But the hiiting Jid not end there!
Commaille canght the infeetion, and
showed that he knew how io sinite
and spare net. He had passed the
century; he had done much to save
the innings defeat; and now, well set,
seeing the ball three fimes its normal
size, he gave himself a little treat.
Between them he and Jack gave the
spectators quute a bip treat.

They slammed evervthing, Every
bowler put en was hit, and somo of
the field showed signs of demoralisa-
tion. Hendren in the deep, Fender
in the slips, one or two more, escaped
tie contagion; but most of them had
it.  Jack was missed twice, Commaille
twice; and, though none of the four
catehes was quite casy, certainly they
should not all have rone begging.

In half an hour 95 rupns were
added ; in another twenty minutes the
score had jumped to 400, and Jack
was 100, while Commaille  was well
over the 150 mark. 'Then Taylor
came down the pavilion steps, and
Mann answered his signal, and flushed
batsmen and weary fieldsinen trboped
in, while the crowd roared approba-
tion.

There did not secom much point in
the declaration, for only about an
hour remained for play. But the
South African skipper did the right
ithing. It was hardly possible his side
shiould win; but they were on top at
the finish, for the wickets of the men
who had put in a hard day’s leather-
honting were rattled down so fast that
at the close M.C.C, had lost zix for 42,
Jack had three for 14 as his share—
Hendren, Mead, and Evans, a fine
bag.

A great dayv’s play, and Jack had
come out of 1t with high honour,

He found himszelf wondering as he
mace his way to the pavilion what
Chane Lo Sco thought of him now,

Going oui, he ran against Colorado;
and they made the journev to the
Hotel Northumberland together.

It was with Colorade that he went
out after dinner. They spent a couple
of hours at a picture show, watchinge
Charlia Chaplin and Tom Mix. and

cnme back by way of the Embank-
ment.
Trams clanged alonge, with their

bright lights. Taxis whizzed past. It
was not really late. TFor the.mght-
hird it was ouite early. The Embank-
ment scemed a most nnlikely place for
anv attempt at o deed of violence,
But few places are absolutely safe
where cunning men prepared fo take
desperate risks ara concerned.
“Why, I do believe that's the

| Chinese chap 1 told you about—the

one [ met this mormng !” said Jack,
noting a short, top-hatted figure that
looked un-Enghish ahead,

Jack and Colorade were in ihe
<hadows., For & moment the tide of
tram trafic had paused, and only one
taxi showed.

That one came up alongside the
figure ahead, Out of it jumped iwo
nien.

“1 reckon this 15 up to us, son
snapped Colorado, without a trace of
his usual drawl.

For the two men had seized the
short figure, and one was pressing a
clath over his face, and the other had
gripped him rvound the legs.  Iis
hands moved frantically, but unaidad
he had no chance.

Colorado and Jack dashed to the
resene,  Buib they were just too laie,

The taxi was off, with Jack's
Chinesa pal and his two assailanis
ieide.

In the very nick of time there came
up another taxy, with the flag up.

“Hore we are!” zaid Colaradea.
“Driver, that automobile
ahead ! Go wheraver it poes! Don’t
lose sight of 1t. There may be life or
death hanging on it !”

(1 hat il they find af the end of
their journey?  You'll Lnow ncxi
weckt)
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strong swimmers, used to a man to
the thrills and dangers of surf bath-
ing, and among them was sure to be
found someone willing to act as pace-
maker during practice. y

But Dick doubted the wisdom of
calling one of the natives to his aid.
Familiarity, as he knew, was apt to
breed contempt, and he did not want
the Goyans to find out his weak
points as a swimmer,

“Rexman will choose the ThlnmE‘F,”
he remarked at length, breaking the
long silence. “I've got to find some-
one—someone who will drive me hard
in the water.” ‘

The girl turned from her mspection
of the lake, and rested her big eyes
on Diek,

“ How about me?"” she queried,

“You?  But—" ]

He stared at her in surprise.

Moyva pouted.

“0h, vou needn't look so superior,
voung man! You haven't con-
descended to look in at our show.
1f von had, you'd know by this time
that I'm quite at home in the water.
I make my living that way—diving
stunts, and that sort of thing, you

know. You won’t find it quite so
casy to get away Irom me as you
fancy.”

“I'll bet you'd make rings round
me !’ Diek exclaimed enthusiastically.
“And please don’t think 1 felt
superior I-—why, I just didn’t know,
that was all!”

“Then we'd better go down to
Richimond and heve a dip one morn-
ing,” she said. “And Marmaduke
can hold the towels, and shout orders
from the bank., He'll be all right at
that part of the business, anyway.
s 1t a bet ?”

“Sure 1 Dick responded gratefully,
and held out his hand.

For a moment Moya's small fingers
rested in his, held in a warm clasp of
good-fellowship, Then, with a sudden
mavernent, she pulled her hand away,
and stepped down off the bridge.

“Let's be going,” she murmured,
and, wondering at his girl comrade's
sudldon whim, Dick followed.

It was close on time for the evening
performance of the shew to which
Marmaduke and Moya were attached,
and Dick eseorted the givl io ihe
Amusement Park and as far as the
theatre.

As they reached the stage
Dick notived a flashily dressed young
man  hanging about, eyeing the
artistes entering the building.

It was Louis Callahan, and at sight
of Dick he turned awkwardly away.
Evidently he found it embarrassing
to meet his cousin face to face,

After a moment Callahan looked
round again, and, seeing that Dick’s
attention was taken np with budding
Moaya good-byve, glanced curiously at
her, Then, before Dick could turn,
he strolled off casually, whistling be-
tween his teeth as he went.

Next morning, in company with
Marmaduke and his sister, Dick went
down to Richmond, where they hired
a boat.

Diek changed into his bathing-dress,
and, throwing an overcoat over his
swimming attive, went down to the
boat, where the actor sat waiting.
Presently Moyva omerged from the
boathouse where they had seeured
change-rooms, and, a cloak drawn
about her slim form, seated herzelf in
the stern of the boat.

Diek and Marmaduke took the
sculls and pulled out into midstream.
Choosing a quiet stretch, Dick handed
over the boat to the actor.

“Ready ¥ he queried, rising, and
pulling oft his coat.

Mova nodded. She slipped out of
the cloak and, stood, lithe and glow-
ing in her trim bathing-suit, her
hobbed curls waving in the slight
breeze—a slim young goddess in
stockinette,

“ Now, mind vou don't drop an oar
overboard, Marmaduke,” she said,
turning admonishingly to her brother,
“And don't go over the weir,
cither.”

“ You shut up, you saucy monkey !"
Marmaduke replied, jabbing at her
playfully with the seull,

Put she dodged the prod easily,
and, with a swift dive, slid gracefully
into the water. There was barelv a
ripple upon the surface to mark her
going.

The next instant a shght splash
followed as Dick tonk to the water,
and struck out lustily after the girl,
whose dark head had meanwhile
emerged lower down-stream.

“Get busy!” she called, with a
swift backward glance over her
sheulder, and Dick shot atter her as
she made off down-stream.

He was almost as much at home in
the water as on land, a faet that he
had already demonsirated in  the
lagoons at Goya, and he made light
of ]the current as he set out after the
wirl,

['!l' or

He had seen her neat entrance into
the water fromm the boat, and had |
been prepared in a measure for a bril- |
liant dust-up with her, for it was |
obvious that the little actress could

swim like a fish. - Jove, you v vouldn’t have to go far to
But he was not prepared for what | win some!” he added, with convic-
actually followed. | tion.

Moya scarcely seemed to move;
she slid rather than swam through
the water, her dark head alone mark-
ing her progress.

After a few hefty side-strokes that
seemed to bring him no nearer, Dick
changed to a rapid trudge, and when
this, too, failed to lessen the lead she
had ebtained, he found himself forced
to change tactics and take to the
Auvstralian crawl—the fastest swim-
ming stroke known.

But still Moya's bobbed head kept
steadily before him, and he had the |
chagrin of seeing his little sprinting
partner slowly but surely forge ahead,
despite all his efforts to overtake her.

On and on they went while Marma-
duke followed with the boat puffing
and wheezing as he strained on the |
sculls, And still the girl kept her |
lead while Diek ploughed after her
for all he was worth.
~ Moya's had been no idle
indeed, far from being an exa
tion, her estimate had amounted to
an understatement, now
realised.
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It takes us all our time
few Bradburys—with-

out bothering about cups.”
** But the cups would be jolly uselul
to vou!” Dick declared. * And, by

think about.

"
[u

But she shook her damp curls, while
Marmaduke grunted.

“Cups " that worthy observed
sagely “What's the use of cups?
You can't hock the blooming things,
laddie—they paln electro-plated stuff
on to you half the time. And you
can't travel 'em conveniently, either,
What do weé want going about the
country with a whole lot of useless
junk ? I could have had a few tiruck-
loads of the darn things myself, as
vou know, if I'd bothered to go after
am, "’ |

“What! Were they throwing ‘em |
away the—the night that you sang n |
‘ Maritana ' *" Dick asked innocently. |

As he spoke his eyes rested on

Mova's pretty face, and while Mar-

| maduke relapsed into an mmjured

silonce, her cloaked figure shook a

| paroxysm of silent laughter. Her

| dimpled chin resting in ! o of her
hand, she w ) ]
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s ir a a gri mornIng—one

of ma S for, in the d: that

pllowed they went regularly to th
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a champion swimmer, whose photo-
graph should by rights have appeared,
not outside the doors of an Exhibi-
tion theatre, but in the pages of a
sporting pictorial.

Still, though the girl had style and
speed, she lacked Dick’s strength and
endurance. At any short distance
event she would have left him ** stand-
ing,” but, against the heavy current
of the stream, she soon began to tire,
while Dick, swinging a powerful and
monotonously regular stroke, kept on
unflaggingly in her wake.

Slowly but surely he narrewed the
gap between them, and at last drew in
upon her. But it was nof until over
half a mile had been covered that he
reached her side, and, even then, took
some time to forge ahead of her,

“Phew! It seems to me it's vou
that ought to be meeting Rexman,
not me ! he panted, as, putting out a
hand, he helped her into the boat.
“Why, Moya, yvou're the fastest thing
on wheels, when it comes to pace in |
the water! You ought to pull down
about a ton of pots with your turn
of speed! Gee! Dut you can get a
wriggle on !

And he glanced at her admiringly,

Moya drew her eloak about her, and
amiled as she settled down in the stern
of the boat,

“You see, I've had a lot of prac-
tice,"” she answered quietly. * Heaps
and heaps of it. As I told you, I
have to earn my living that way, But |
it costs time and money going in for |
championships, Dick, and Marmaduke |
and I have more serious things to '

| his mettle,

| taken, Rexman was going to prove a

‘ ahead as raoidly as ever, and 1t was

river for practice. Ivery day Dick
measured lhimself against Marma-
duke’s sister: but, try as he would,
could never keep up with her during
the opening fur}lung:s of their sprints
together in the water,

It seemed to him, too, that as the
days went by Mova grew stronger.
e found it increasingly hard to over-
take her, and, though invariably he
rot the lead before the mile streteh
they had marked out was covered, he
found himself winning by an ever-
narrowing margin as time went on,

But this discovery only put Dick on
Unlike many fellows, who
would have become extremely dis-
gruntled at being beaten by a slip of
a givl, he felt no resentment, but in-
stead ‘thoroughly enjoved the races
they hed together, rejoicing in the
fact that Fate had found him so
redoubtable a sprinting partner.

The harder Mova pushed him in the
practice races, the better it was for
him. Unless he were greatly mis-

tough onponent, and the bigger tho
pasting he received in practice the
more ready to meet the American on
something like eaual terms he was
likely to prove when the time came.

Sometimes  he even  wondered
whether the girl were not keeping
something up her sleeve, and once,
with a suspicion in his mind that she
was accommodating her form to his,
he abated his elforis to overtake her,
and . watched the result.

As he slackened speed, Moyva went

| what you're doing, all the same.

some vards before she threw a glance
behind her to see what he was doing.
Bat even then she did not appear to
lose pace, and, though he ultimately
won by about the same margin as
on the previous day, he could detect
no signs of deliberate stalling on the
girl’s part.

All the s=ame, his suspicions re-
mained, and he had a kind of inner
feeling that if Moya had liked she
could have {forced the pace even
harder than she had hitherto done.

“Yes, young lady—I fancy you're
not only a darn sight stronger and
faster, but a blooming sight cleverer
as well, than you let on to be,” he
murmured to bhimself, as, the day
before his meeting with Rexman, he
walked back to the chanpe-room at
Richmond, *I believe you've got the
heels of me all the time, only you're
a jolly sight too clever to show it.
Takes a bit of doing, though—faking
a margin, morning after morning.
But I've a shrewd suspicion that's
And
Il take my hat off to you, jiggered if I

don't !™

But Mova, flushed with her exer-
tions in the water, appeared as cool
and demure as ever, when she
emerged from her change-room, and,

| accompanied by Dick and Marma-
| duke, went back to Wembley.

If she had, as Dick suspected, any-
thing up her sleeve, she managed to
conceal 1t as splendidly on dey land as

| when crawhing swiftly but gracefully

through the rapidly flowing Thames.

The Non-Stop Raillway.
ié ALLO! If that isn't Moya

H I'll eat my hat!”

On hiz way to the Goyan

Pavilion Dick caught sight

of a slin férm ahead, and, increasing

his pace, hurried after the givl whom

he believed to be Marmaduke's
siater,

It was late evening at the exhibi-
tion, and the big, globe-shaped lamps,
sot on their concrete E:_‘,.']!ﬂll:i} waere
ablaze with light along the borders of
the never-ending pathways,
in the Stadium, a galaxy of fireworks
thundered skywards, and the deep
blue might skv was ablaze with burst-
ing rockets, the wlare of which vied
with the dazzling radiance of the focus
lamps, throwing their blinding light
from one building to another,

DBut though Dick quickened his
step, the girl ahead was too fast for
him. She seemed in a hurry, and, as
she  wound her way through the
thronged pathway, Dick had great
difficulty in keeping up with her.

Unecertain as to whether she were
really Moya or not, he did net like
openly to run after her, and when
presently she darted into * London
Bridge "=—a foreshortened replica of
the ancient structure that once
spanned the broad besom of the
Thames—he lost sight of her alto-
gether,

*London Bridge " was crowded. A

good many sightseers were collected |

about the stalls lining its sides, and

Dick had great difliculty in worming |

his way through the press of people.
But though he lost track of Mova—
if it were Mova—he caught sight of
another familiar figure, though one
that he was by no means so anxious
to see,

“If that's not Louis Callahan I'm a
Dutchman ! he muttered, as he
spotted a fleshy, loudly-dressed fellow

dodging through the throng ahead of |
“That blighter must be a god- |

lim.
send to the Exhibition, the way he
haunts it day and night.”

But he was not particularly inter-
ested in Louis just new, and as he
reached the farther shore, he glanced
quickly about him once again for the
ﬂb{l‘:ut of his chase.

‘nder the bridge ran the railway
line that entered the Exhibition
grounds, and just at this point was

the ¥Exhibition Station, where pas.

sengors were put down inside the
grounds. Not only did the main line
finish here, but also a railway of quite
another description had its terminus,
This railway—a navelty well worth
seeing-—was the Yorath-Lewis line, a
non-stop affair running across the Ex-
hibitieon grounds, and needing no
train staff to operate its busy cars.
Worked by an endless spiral, the
pitech of which varied at intervals, the
driverless coaches  automatically
dropped to a mile and a half per hour
when they came to the stations, and
speaded up, owing to the coarsening
piich of the spiral, to twenty miles
per hour on quitting the platform.
Pausing at the bridegehead, Dick
looked rapidly about him, spied the
girl he had been following, and darted
after her. She was making for the
Yorath-Lewis station, and hard on
her heels went Louis Callahan,
Frowning, Dick followed, in time
to see his quarry enter the statiom,
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Louiz still close behind her. Almost
positive now that the girl was Moya,
Dick dashed after her, and got on to
the platform just as a train was com-
imng in.

At the station the driving spiral of
the railway assumed a finer pitch, as
& consequence of which the cars of
the tramm drew together till they
scemed (o form one continuous chain.
There was hardly anyone on the plat-
form, and owing to the lateness of the
hour, the cars themselves were prac-
tically empty, so Dick bhad no diffi-
culty in following the girl with his
eyes as she made for the front ear,
Louiz still hanging on her hecls.

The tramm kept moving—it never
stopped, though its speed fell to some-
thing under walking pace when pass-
ing the platform, and it was quite as
simple to step abourd it as to get on
to a Tube escalator.

The girl sprang into the front car,
and at once Callahan jumped aboard
after her. DBut at thiz moment the
car left the platform, and Dick, fail-
ing to reach it, had to content him-
self with boarding the next carriage.

The train was ablaze with light,
and he could see into the front coach
guite clearly.

The girl was Mova. That Callahan
annoyed her was plain from the ges-
ture of protest that she made when
the fellow followed her to her seat.
| The water show had finished, and
for some reason Marmaduke had
failed to accompany his sister home,
as was generally his custom. Calla-
han must have trailed her, and

Through the front window of the
coach Dick saw his cousin stoop over
the girl, who struggled furiously in
his clasp, as the cars ran out of the
station on their way through the decp
cutting that led to an abrupt ascent
and & subsequent viaduct across the
grounds.

“You diriy swab!”
| With a ery of fury, Dick sprang
forward, climbed out on to the step-
t board, and scrambled for the front of
' the car.

But just as he gained it he saw with
horror that the spiral concealed be-
neath the track was coarsening, for
| the car in front forged ahead, the
slifrht pap between it and the ecoach
i which Dick was fravelling widen-
Cang with every second.

L And there in front, powerless,in the
| clutches of that cad, was Moya, her
car whirled farther and farther away
with every yvard,
Dick’s blood was up, and he did
not hesitate. Secaling out fo the car
- front, he clung, poised to spring, and
measuring the widening gap with his

-

S

A nnss meant death, {for he must
fall beneath the wheels if he iried a
jump and failed. But he thought
nothing of the risk; all his thought
was of Moya, struegling in the
clutches of that beastly over-dressed
waster ahead.

Six—sgeven feet! Iight—m

With a panther-like bound, Dick
flung himself into the air, clutched
wildly at the edge of the farther car,
| slipped, got a hold, lost it, then
| grabbed agamm for a grip on the rail,

|
|
|
I keen voung eves.
|
!

' and with a fierce lureh, swung himself
aboard.

By a miracle he had made the leap!

The next instant he went dashing
down the ear, the light of Berserk
rage in his honest eves.

“You hound!”

His strong fingers closed about
| Louis' coat collar, and young Callahan
gave a cheking gurele as, under the
relentless pressure of Dick’s hands, he
felt himself dragged backwards from
behind.

“Cecurse you!” he shricked, letting
go of Moya, and beating the  air
wildly with frenzied hands.

But Dick jerked him to his feet.
and, swinging him round, squared
hiz broad shoulders bellizerently.

“Put 'em up, yvou dirty cad!” he
thundered, and clenched his fists as
he glared into Louls’ terror-stricken
facoe.

* How—how d-dare vou!” Callahan
whimpered, paling before Dick’s
wrath, *“Go away, you bully! I-—-I'll
eall the police! I'll give you in

charge | I'JlI—"
“Then, if you won't ficht—take
that, vou cur!”

Az he snoke Dick let drive with all
}lis force full into the wastiel’s pasiy
! face.
| With a how! of pamn, Lous reeled
| backwards, crashed through the door-
| way, and, clutching wildly at  the
!r:trria;-:ﬂ sidle, tfried to s=ave himself.

! But his foot slioped, and in his panic

| lia lost his hold. As the car mounted
thae viaduet, high above the ground
lerel, he swaved frenziedly sutwards,
abeut to fall from the vehige.
Horrilied, for he had not meant to
hit so hard, Dick leapt after the
fellow, and just as Callahay was fall-

(Condinued on page 100)
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HERE'S A RATTLING 600D COMPLETE YARN ABOUT COWBOYS!

i T

The 1st Chanter.

A Coward’s Resort.

UCKE KERRIGAN, known all the

district round among the cowhoyvs

B 23 PBlack DBueck, or just Buck,

stood on the veranda of the
“Smoker.”

For more than two years now, ever

gince he had come from nowhere and

dumped himself down at Settler’s End,
Buck Kerrigan had been the terror of
the place.

Standing well over six feet in height,
with massive shoulderz and chest, thick,
black brows that ran, unbroken, across
both eves, and a thinlipped, merciless
mouth, he was a fizure to inspire fear in
the avernge man,

But it wuas not his appearance thatb
had made him notorious in the district.
He was, just that shade quicker on the
traw that made the difference between
lifc and death. He had just that flick
of the wrist that denoted the man feared
of men as against one of the “common
herd."”

Many men, it had beesn rumoured, bad
practised the draw day after day in
some  secluded spot up among=t the
Peeos Mountains, with the one intention
of putting an end to the too successiul
career of Rlack Buck Kerrigan. Having
worked themselves intoe  what  they
imagined a state of perfection, they had
descended jauntily into the little town,
ascertained which of the many saloons
Buck wus to be found at, and gone along
to huant up trouble.

And ot one of these smart gentlemen
had ever been known to hunt in vaim,
and the notches on Bucek herrigans gun
grew more and moere pomerous,

He lived in the davs when a man who
knew how to fan a gun fastest and most
pecurately, when revolvers were spitting
at him, dominated his fellows and strode
among them their ackpowledged chief.
He was ecoo), alert, and utterly fearless,
aind had pno peer in his handling of the
deadly Colt in the whele of the surround-
ing country.

If spoken to civilly he waz the last
man to ask for trouble, but, on the
other hand, if it was hinted by some
misguided person that Buck wasu't deal-
g straight at cards, that persoun played
cards no more—even if Buck was cheal-
ing. which was quite possible.

Mozt men went in fear and trembling
of the biz man, and when he was dis-
cussed, usually to his detriment, the
speakers’ volces involuntarily dropped Lo
whispers.

After u while, Buock Kerrizan, thought-
ful for once in his life, stirred, then
straightened himself and began to pace
up and down the low veranda.

Two or three loungers in the entrance
of the saloon cved himn askance, aud
vanished from sizght. None of them were
auxious to meet him in his present rest-
less moodd.

“Sav., Buck seems a bit queer like™
said one of the men in an undertone.
“Must have been goin’ it pretty good
last might, 1 guess.™

“Nope, 1 don't think so,” whispered
another.. I seed him down at Mcekin-
non's lash night, an "he was as sober as
i country judge.”

“Perhaps he's in love,” smiled Alickey
Walker, a  bright, alert-faced Yyoung
fellow who had just exchanged the hights
apd glitter of Chicagzo for the smell of
cattle and the taste of alkali dust.

There was a general but half-hearted
snizger, the sound of Buck’s feel as
he tramped uvp and down on the boards
outside the door having a slightly damp-
ing effect on their enthusiasm.

Buck's word was Law and his gun
Order in the little township of Settler's
End.

“There ain’t much in thig yere burg
to fall in love with,” said Deep Shelley,
“ynless it’s old Mother Mariha down at
Unwin's."” !

Again there was a subdued titier.

“1 should think it's more than likely
that he's thinkin® out some fresh under-
hand  business,”  commented Matt
Stollard. ]

“ Rustlin® whispered Mickey.

Matt nodded emphatically.
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Suddenly the door opened with a bang,
and Black Buck stepped into the Dhar.

“Say, what are yer standin’ around
whisperin’, yer bunch o dongh-faced
mubtz?" e cried in a voice of thomder,
“Like a lot o' durned old wimmin!"”

There was a dead sileuce,

“Yer didut happen to bs tzikin® about
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No. I ~upezz not!™
“Ye've learned, Do
doubt, that it ain't healthy to!”
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"Cut  that bounce out!"” exclaimed
Micky, stepping forward, his chin jutted
out defiantly. *“Cut it right out!”

For an instant DBuck =stepped back,

astounded by the unparalleled aundacity
of the youngster; then a cold, hard
glint came into hiz eves, his hand shot
to his holster, and the Colt was half
withdrawn.

Then, to the surprize of the assembled
cowhbovs, who had fully expected to see
the newest arrival at Settler’'s End
stretehed dead on the floor, he thrust it
back again, and a sueer spread over ils
sinister izco. "

“Guess vore new about these yere parts
an’ don’t quite know how near yer was
to eollectin® a pair of wings a
aen," remarked, “Aszsk them
behind yer what they knows ahout
Buck Kerrigan on the draw.”

*I don't care a how =slick you are
on the draw.” AMicky., “I guess it's
about the only thing vow are slick at.
That's why you've sort of gol the upper
hand in this settlement. It's fists that
count where 1 come from—which 15 a
man's way of settling things that don't
pan out right!” answered Micky hotly.

Black Buek. whose face had worn o
murderous look while the boy had been
speaking, suddenly straightened himself,

“Aitts!" he exciaimed in a harsh voice.
“Guest [ kin use my mitts with the
next guy!”

“Better try, then!" cried Micky dog-
gedly.  “I'll just show ycu how slick
you—aren'tl"”

The boys, into whose faces a ook of
panic had erept, backed away towards
the bhar. It was the first time sinee
Buck had arrived in Settler’s End that
anvone had dared to defy him.
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The boys were astounded. but not more |

so than Black Buck himself.

For answer, the bally tore off his belt
and double holster and threw fhem on
the bar, closely followed by his thick
tupnic and Stetson hab.

“Come on!” he vyelled, striking a
erouching attitude. *1'm jest goin” for
to knock the outside cover off'n yer!™

Micky, who bad also divested himself,
gmiled grimly as he stepped into the
middle of the door.

“ Better keep time for us, Deep!™ he
called in a calm voice over his shoulder.

“1 won't take much of yver time up,”
added Black Buck sarcastically. “Jest
a few =econds, that's all”

“ Readyv?®™ =aid Deep, looking up at the
batiered clock that hung behind the bar
counter. *“'Cos if yer are Tune ™

Avoiding  AMicky's outstretehed hand,
Black Bock rushed in, delivering a per-
fect hwrricane of ferocious blows,

“We ain’t got no lime fer shakin® in
these vepe parts!™ he hissed throuwgh his
teeth.

So aquick had heen the onslaught that
Micky was caugzht in two minds., A
smashing blow, that just missed hig face,
caught him heavily on the side of the
neck, sending him staggering back. Like
a flash, however, he collected himself,
and was giving blow for blow.

These first few  secomds  had o been
enough to tell him that he was up
against & man whose knowledge of fisti-
enfls was practically nil. but who relied
on brute strength to pull him through.

But Micky, who had done a great deal
of fizhting, and who had at one time
the full intention of taking boxing up as
a profession, was able to avoid all the
mad rushes and whirlwind onslaughts his
opponent cared to try.

Time and again he sent his fist
simashing into the bully's face withont,
apparently, the - slightest cfiect. stili
Buck advanced, his arms waving wildly,
hiz echin =quared, and his eyes gleaming
fury and hate.

Suddenly a awinging half-arm jolt from
Micky sent Black Buck heavily to the
floor. There was a breathlesz paunse
among the onlookers as he leapt to his
feet again, his face purple with rage,
Iis eves blazing.

“T—-" he said thickly.

“Time ! ecalled Deep Shellev, glaneing
at the elock.

Micky's arms dropped fo his side, and
he was about to turn to his corner. when
Buck. putting his bead down, rushed
full-tilt at hiun.

“Come on!” he yvelled at the top of
his wvoice. “We ain't got no time fer
restin' rovimd these yere parts!™

He punctuuted his remark by sending

a smashine blow to the body of the un-
prepared Micky.

Like a tiger the youth turned. Boxing
agzainst such a man as Black Buck, he
could see, was of but little use. He
must fight, and fight hard, to wear down
iz buli-like adveérsary.

For some minutes the two swayed
hither and thitheér in the middle of the
floor, battering at one another like two
wild beazis.

Buck's weight in the rough-and-tumble
method of fighting was beginning to tell,
and Micky found himself being forced
back towards the door. An evil smile
began to zpread over the bully's face
as he realised that his strength was once
more bringing him through a battle. He
would feach young boobs from the big
cities to come down and challenge him—
Black Buck Kerrigan—at anything!

suddenly, =eeine t bully
leaviog himsel! more and
e advanced, Micky saw his opportunity.

Flashing &

which had the desired etfect
the big man drop his guard for an
ingtant, Mieky sprang in with a crashing
right hook to the jaw, which sent Black
Bueck staggering back with terrific
violence against the bar counter. Here,
clutching at the rail which ran round
the bar, he stood swaying from side to
side, his head hanging limply on his
maszive chest.

“Had enough?” eried Micky.

Buck’s head wagged slowly from side
to side, but he did not move.

. dbinking the man had met with some
injury from the force with which he had
crashed azainst the woodwork of the bar,
younry man crossed the floor, and
wias about to lay his hand on his oppo-
nent’s shoulder, when, with a fierce snarl,
Black Buck turned on him, and before
he could move out of the way—so totally
unexpected was the attack—a stinging
blow ecaught the boy full in the face,
seiding him to the boards like a log.
~“You fiithy hound!” he yelled, jump-
mg to his feet, and flinging himself at
Buek. “I'l smash you!®

The leok of determipation in  the
youuger man's eéve decided Black Buck
to adopt more cautious mebhods., He
realised quickly that the newecomer knew
far more about the game than he ever
would. Back, back he went ftowards
the bar under o perfect hail of blows,

Micky's eyes were bluzing. He was
not zoing to stop now until he had the
bully insensible at his feet.

Then, like a flash, a thing happened
which drew a gasp from the assembled
men.

The two fighters were less than a vard
fromn the bar counter, when Black Buck
suddenly fell back a ‘pace, half tarned,
and clutched a heavy glass bottle which
atood on the polished bar. An instant
later he had brouzht it down with terrifie
foree on Micky's hicad.

As the bottle burst, sending a stream
of liguid and 2 shower of glass in all
directions, the boy sank with a mufled
groan to the floor, where he lay still.

There was dead silence in the room.
Evervone was appalled at the thing that
had happened,

swiftly Black Buck wiped the perspira-
tion froin his forehead, then, turning, he
drew on his tunie and buckled his belt
and holsters about his waist,

“That's what bappens to people as
talks hehind me back ! he exclaimed, as
he perched his Stetson on at a jaunty
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angle. “ I don't stand fer talkin® about
me! DMyver git me?”

“We wasn't talking about yer,” said
Deep  Shelley sullenly., “We was jest
havin® a word about thet whole pile o
cattle that’s missin® from  Double W
range, that’s all, It seems mighty mys-
terious to most of us.”

Buck gave a slight, almost impercep-
tible start, which was not, however, lost
on the Keen-eved Deep, who made a
mental note of the fact.

“Ain't they never heard nothin® about
'em?" Buek inquired in suave tones.

“ Nope,” answered Deed. *We was out
on the trail all last night, and thought
a3z weld rounded "em up all right, bhut
when we closed in, like, there wasn't a
single sign to he seen. An” we know fer
a fact that they ain’t crossed the
horder.” He paused  “ Leastways, not
the Mexican border, which is the only
one that matters. Cattle goin' the other
way ain't much good to no one.™

A zlizht smile played about the corners
of Black Buck’s hard mouth.

“I guess yer wasn't slick enough,” he
suld slowiy. “Thev'll have gone over

e

moreé opén as |

lightning feint at the body, |
ol making |

the border while yer was' loadin' yer
guns an' sayin® what you'd do when yer
I:-‘Z-.‘Iiu:.nnls cu them dirty low lot o
rustiers ™

“Yer wrong there,” persisted Deep.
“We got on their durped trail lessa'n
thiee hours after they was stole. an’
nary a glimpse o ecatile, although we
rode all through the night across the
Pecos Plain. We follered the straggling
hoof-track fer a while, but lost it alto-
gether on the alkali plain. There was
a high wind, an® the dust’d heen blowed
all ways.”

“Yer was shore havin' bad luck, boys,
like the kid on the floor,” said Buck,
with mock sympathy. *How many was
took *r

“'Bout five hundred
Deep. “Bozs helly's
ronnd the place since
Double W.*

“That all!™ said tl

slight

head,"” answered
tearin’ his hair all
they vanished from

12 bully, making a

| movement towards the door as
Mieky showed szicnz of returning oone-
sciousness. “ Hardly worth takin', to
my way & thinkin".™

Just then Micky Walker opened his
eves and stared glassily round the bar
As they landed on Black Buek his teeth
gritted together, and he struggled into

a siiting position.
“I=I-=I"ll gat w»ou for

Buck!"
he eried. “I1 ?

this,

in a ecareless voica,

i i HF_. '5
troubhle with the talk'™

“Git him a drink, boys,” said Buck |
havin® |

Then, turning on his heel, he left the |
: ; | who rode by his side.

saloon.

“Queer business,” muttered Deep, as
he bent down and helped Micky to his
feet. “Heckon he knows more than's

good for Lijm."
“What's queer, Deep?” asked Micky in
a shaky voies. 5
“The way Buck's been talkin' about
the mizsin® eattle,
should say that he had a hand in things
up at the range last night,” said Deep.
Micky shook his bleodstained head.
“He was in this yere saloon when we
=et olf after the cattle last night, so the

bar-tender told me. He also says he
sT.nxllr-r:El here the whole time we were
away.” He paused. “If he did have

anything to do with it, I'm going to

make it my life's work to zit him.”
He fingered the wound on his head,
"-1|.I1_' ['Il zit him, bovs, sooner ar
| later!”™ he muttered. “I'll rit Him'"
The 2nd Chapter.
The Herd That Vanished,
" I, boys, we're wanted up at
Double W !'i;ijt now U‘L":-I'i

dashed into the " smoker,”
where most of the hovs were
gathered for their evening drink and
game of cards. “D'ye hear me? We're
W :li:rtl:"II rizht now!*

“What's the trouble, Deep®” chorused
L“'ﬂf or three of them, lacking up from
their game. *“ What's bitten yer?”

“More rustlin’,” said Deep jaconically,
= i.’:-ﬁs;_-. Kelly =ays we're all on twenty
dollarz ahead if we bring back either the
cattle or news of 'em. They ain't been
mone long, s0 it looks like easy money.
Come on!”

In 2 moment there was a stampede
for the door and the cowboys were
untying their horses from the outside
rail.  Then, headed by Deep, they
started off at full zallop for Douhble
W range. which lay about two miles
trom Settlers’ End. :

On  arriva! there they found Boss
Kelly, alremdy mounted on s powerlul
musztang, :

He had besn one of the most unlucky
ranch owner: in the district of late, the
rustlers having made a dead =zet for his
vast herd of cattle. None of the other
ranges near him had suifered to the same
extent.

“Boyz," he said, as the knot of men
came to an abrupt halt in a cloud of
dust, “one of my men has just come iIn
from one of the line houses, an’ he says
another five hundred head has heen

stole, an' two of my hovs left dead on
the zround.”

At a rough guess, I |

There was an angry outburst from the
assembled cowbhovs.

“Who have they plugged, boss?™ called
one of the men.

“Epike an® Wall."

Azain there was a vell of indignation.
The two men bad been greatly liked 1o
the district.

“The rustlin® skunks!™

“The murderin® devils!”

“We gotfa git *em!” -

“How long have they been stole,
Boza?" came Deep's voice above the
tumuli.

“'Bout a couple of hours,"” answered
Bozs Kelly., “We'd better il a move
on right away. They won't git along
any too quick drivin' the beasts. Which,”
he added. = will give us a durned good
chapce of overhaulin® ‘em.”

And, wheeling hiz mustang round, the
ranch owner headed off down the valley
towards the outer line-houses which sur-
rounded his estate.

In grim silence the crowd of cow-
hoys followed, a steely glint in every
eve.

The moon was just rising, and low,
fleeting clouds were scurrying across the
sapphire sky, while away to the south
the alkali plain showed up white and
ghostly in contrast to the ygrass land
of the valley through which they were
riding. . e

'"U%lght to spot em pretty easy io thils
vere moonshine,” muttered Deep, turn-
ing in his saddle and looking at Micky,

The yvounger man nodded.

“Mavbe,” e said; “but I've got a kina
of a bunch as we're going to draw a
blank after the other night, Deep. We
had a durped long ride for uothivg
then.”

Deep pursed his lips

“Dunno,” he muttered. *“We're off the
startin' mark a bit quicker to-wight, aw’
should catch 'em, all bein’ well, inside
o' four hours at the most. What makes
_'lu'l.':l";t-lliﬂlli. we'll draw a blaupk, anyway,
r'ﬂl"l‘
M" What Buck szaid to vou after he laid
me out the other wnight,” answered
Alicky, “when you told him that the
cattle had completely vanished, and how
syre you was that they hadn't crossed
aver the Mexican border. I dido't ke
his smile a bit, Deep.”

For some seconds the two men rode

| on, Deep’s brows wrinkled in theught

At last he broke the silence,

“How d've account fer him heln' iu
the =zaloon all night while we wik out
on the job, kid?"

“A blind, Deep, just to put WMs o
suspecting  him,"” Micky said. “You
mark my words, he's biacker—a duroed
sight blacker—than his pame!”

Deep Ehelley nodded.

“1 shouldn’t be surprised if yer
wasn't near it, Mick. If he s in tlus
vere dirty business he'll shore git all

he wants one o' these days, and perhaps
a bit more. He's slicker than me by
a lot, but I'd lay for him in his sleep
if I knew for certain that he was in it.”

Lapsing once again into silence, the
two men raced forward to catch up the
remainder of the party. who had gaincd
on them slightly while they were
talking.

On throuzh the valley they thundered,
each with his chin squared and a merci-
less look in his eve. Woe belide the
rustlers when they were overbauled by
thiz desperate gapz ol men!

After some hours' riding they reached
the Inst line house, and the grazing valley
of DBoss Kelly's cattle was -soon lelt
miles hehind.

Emerging on to the open prairie, the
Boss at once picked up the trail of the
cattle on the hard, dust-covered surface
of the alkali plain.

“Now, we zot "em. shore!™ Le shouted
back over hiz shoulder to his followers,
*Loosen yer guns, boyvs. We'll want ‘em
mighty soon now.”

He smiled grimly, and  crouched
further forward over his mustang's neck.
But shortly afterwardsz he slowed up.

WHEN HE KNEW HE WAS A BEATEN MAN !
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“Detter push on, Boss,” urged Deep
Shelleyv. “It ain't wo good hangin’
around lamentin'. DBetter take a rough

line an® keep on it il mornin'. Then,
if we dou't sec nothin', we can give it
up as @& bad job an’ git back to the
LEnd. pob an idea we'll git 'em yet,”
Boss Kelly  nodded  doubtful  assent.
Micky also shook hiz head donbtiully,
hut Deep did not see the movement.

“Right yer are, boy,” said the ranch |

owner.  “What Como
alongs 1

Again they pushed forward, but slower,
amnd keeping a eareful look-ont for any
sign or sound which woenld betray the
whercahonts of the rostlers.

An bour had passed im this way when
Micky, who had forged his way to the

you o sy Z0ES,

front, suwddealy held wup his haopd and
came to a dead halt _ .
“Whut's the trouble?” inquired the

rapch owner, 2alloping up.

* Listen!™ :

In the silence that followed: a faot
rurable came to their ears.

“The wind's blowinz bard towards uz."
explained Micky., “That's your cattle
we can hear, Boss, 1'H lay all the money
I've vot on that!l” :

A plint of excifement came into the
eves of the owner of Double W.

“eGuess yo're right, boy,” he said. "I
heard nothing with the row we Was
kickin® up. Good job yer was in front!”

A moment later the cowhoys
racine forward in the direction of the
distant sound.

“There they arel” cried one
hove, as they breasted the hill in front.

“Guess they ain't more'n five miles
ahead, #f that.”

Following the line of his ontstretehed
finger, the others saw a small dark
speck surrounded by o a clowd of dust

away in the distance, crossing the ridge
on the skyline.

“Forward, bhoys!™ Beoss Relly.
“We got ‘em!l”

He Huzered
ureed his mount forward on
of the rustlers.

Bounding forward with a wild yell,
which the wimd must have carried haek
to Settler's End, the cowbovs again
took up the chase in real enrnest.

As they gathered specd they saw the
dark mass abead cross over the skyline.
A quarter of an hour later they reached

velled

his Colt lovingly as he
the trail

wersg |

of the |

-
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the top of the ridge and scanned the |

plain in front. _
Befare them siretched the wide alkali
prairie as far the eye could see.
freeklcd here and there with cacti and
undergrowth. But the herd of cattle and
the rustlers had entirely disappeared!
“Waal, if this don't beat all!"™ cried
Bosz Keliv, removiog his stetson and
seratehing the back of his close-crojped
head. “This yere stretch is ten mile
wide, an' they eounldn't git across It
in a guarter of an hour, thot's i L) o
“An" we eouldn't bhave thought as we
saw em.” comimented Deep. “Ope might
L L \'i:j.i-.}!l. but it's il,l!ﬂ'.i.:l.i coertain t.th':.
whole bunch of us ain't. That there
speck and the ring o dust wias .T"‘“H'
There ain't no doubt about that, is LLLrC,

boys:"”

H -]

w3lieht have gone out of sight n o«
dip in the ground,” said Micky. I"Il':-: it
shore thing they ain't bere, apyhow.”

Hoss Kelly smiled wanly. 4

“Vou don't know this country well yet,
kid,” he said. = This yere streich o plain
is as MNat as a durned billiard-table,
There ain't a part of it 1.1]5r:r:; f gang
like that eould hide for moren o ot

“Mightn't they have got into a sl
depression apd decided to stop therel
asked Micky.

“I doubt it,” said the ranch owner,
shaking s head. “Still, there ain’t wo
kind of sense hangin' around yere. We'd
hetter git on an' sconr the whole durned
plage. They may be tryin' to hide,
although we ought ter spot the steam
from five hundred head o' cattle. Come
on, boys!”

The next moment they were pounding
across the plain, spreading out into a
wide, fan-shaped formation as they
went., puzzled and awgry at the mystery
of the sudden disappearance of both
cattle apd rustlers.

Hour after hour they galloped in great
circles acrosz the prairie, but not a elue
coulbd they find as to the whercabouts
of the herd from Deouble W rapge.

It was o disappointed party of men
who rode slowly baek on their tired
horses to Seftler’s End as the dawn was
breaking.

T

The 3rd Chapter.
The Hiding Place.

EEP, how do vou fancey a nizht's
seouting ¥ inquired Micky
Walker, looking across at his
friend.

It was a week afier their futile chase
ncross the plain, and the two men were

(1

seated at a table in the smail room at
the back of the Smoker saloop.
“What are vet mittin® at. kid®™
H

returned Deep Shellev, shifting his cigar
from one side of his mouth to the other.
“What's the big idca®"
Micky Jeaned acrozs fhe
spoXe in o whisper.
“There's more in that vanizshinr busi-
negs then meets the eve, Deep,” he zaa.
“There shore is," smiled his companion,
“Thinzz that vanish don't meet the eve.”
“Apart from being funny,” said Mieky
seriouzly, “they must hide scmewhere

table and

o

i .

out how easy it is to zet the cattle
away they'll make a habit of it, ana
I want to have a leok round before they
come agaip”

“An' you'd feel all the happier if 1 was
with yer?" murmured Deep.

The younger man nodded

“Then ['m oready jest as soon as you
are,” said Deep, blowing a blue cloud of
cigar smoke ceilingwards.,  “Jest shout
the word * Go!' and ' on the startin’
line™

“(Good for vou!™ ericd Micky, *“We've
got & slack day up at the Raoge
to-morsow, s0 1 guess we'd better get
along on the trall to-night., Al righti”

“"Yep," apsvwered Deep. " We'll slip off
2% seou as the bovs have settled down
to hand over their spare doilars to Black
Buck., If they ask yer where you're
makin® for, jest tell ‘em oas yo're zoiw’
down to Looley's"™

Micky smiled, and the two men went
out iuto the bar.-room, where the bLovs
were already gathering Tor the eveniaz,

Gradualiy the place filled up, but, to
the evident astonizhment of most of the
hoys. Black Buek bhad not as yet put
in an appearznce
“Btrapge ! muttered 3Micky, ag they
leaned against the long polished bar.
“Buck hasn’t shown up yet!”

“TPerhaps he ain’t on the thievin® stakes
to-night, kKid. Perhapz he's turned over
a new leaf,” smiled Deep.

“Peritaps he’s riding out towards the |

Peeos Plain,” murmured  Micky  mean
ingly.,  “"Guess we'll e wise to get a
move on richt now.”

Noddine to two or three of the boys

T = i S e o T S S . 1Ny b TP

chance, like."

“Let's pet on and have a  Jook
ronnd,” cried Micky, setfing spurs to his
horse. ;

The rumble had grown in volume
hehipd them, and it was obvious that
the herd of stolen cattle—it could be
nothing else bit that—would reach the
top of the Pecos ridge in a very short
t"-?fvﬁ-d better hide behind cne o' these
bunehes of eactus, “said Deep, as they
Faced aoross the plain. “They'll he
vere in o minit. We don’t want to git
spotted for a bit. I wang to sec what
sort o game they're up to. Some o the
boys from the End'll be after 'em, 1
expect, an’ if we're lefi alive we may
e ahble to explain the mystcry to em,
hid."”

Mieky podded. .

A few moments later o pateh of cacti
amd hizh undergrowth come mio view o
little to their left. :

“There's the place for us, Deep,”™ Micky
suid. * Looks as if there might be room
to hide the horses as well™

The two riders swerved off to the left,

amd # few scconds later came to a halt |

heside the undergrowth, which proved
guite tall encugh to hide thelr mounts
{rom view.

They ouly just reached the cover in
time, for as they securcd their horses
amd dropped down belind the ecacti, the
heads of the leading cattle appearcd over
the ridge, less than two miles away.

“Theyre movin® some,” muttered Deep.
“Look at the dust they're raisin’, kid."

Keeping  well down, the two men
focused their eves on  the advancing

=

BUCK'S FAREWELL APPEARANCE!

who were just entering. they made their
Wiy wnd, uptyving their horses from
the rail, set off in the direction of Boss
kelly's raug

“No peed fer speed,” said Deep, as
his youngzer compabion pressed forward.
“We got all night fer to scout round.”

“But a mighty big place to scoul
over,” returned Micky, slowing up a biv
and taking his place by Deep's side.

in tiring ourselves

the bone.”

“atill, Lthere's oo sense

or wearing t rags cown 1o

he L

[ S — Y

cattle, which, they saw, were guarded
by about fifteen horsepcn.

“Can't he goin® far at that speed.”
went on Dee. “The whole durned
uneh'd drop dead before they'd covered
ten miles of this plain.™

As they watched, the herd. which had |

sturted off in a south-ecasterly direction.
suddenly swerved round, and appeared
to be heading straight for the place
where the two men Jay bidden In the
patch of undergrowth.

Nearer and nearer they came, and at

[t was long past midaight when they | last the voices of the rustlers, swearing
left the wide valley behind and asecedded | as they hustled the znimals forward,
to the upper prairie leading 1o the | could be plainly heard. : :
Vecos  Plain. Both men were Tiding | @ Y Belter git yer gun it hI whiis-
with their eyes aud ears well open w | pered Deep.  “'There’s gonna be a bit
cateh the slighte:t sound or movement. | o ::-nth-_-;_' arotind l':::.=“:.'|:‘1'c garden before

The moon was hizh in the heavens, and | many minits is past.
the wide plaip lay before them like 2 ' swiffly the two men drew their Colts
giant outspread sheet, white and s1arl- | and awaited the advancing rustlers.
ling in the moonlizht. | The leading snimals were less than ten

“Rit ecrie out here when there isa't | vards off fromn where they 151.'-', when the
a crowd of us,” mutiered 3licky, with | first of them, a great, wide-horned steer,
a slight shiver. | suddenly 4511z.uj-[n-:n.rn-+:l from ‘-':rj:-'f.r H!En.

Deep nodded, but said nothinz.  His e by one, the others vanished from
head was inclined slizhtly to oue side, | ™'500 400 oo beat

and he was listening intently.

“Can yer hear aoything"?" he inquired
sitddenly.

The two men slowed up and lstened.

‘Yes," answered Micky, in a whisper
“Chere's cattle on the move, and not =0
far away, either.”

Deep nodded.

“I thought I wasn't mistook, kid.
Thevre comin' along behind us, Looks

to me like as apother bunch was bely’
siinued ol poor old Bozs Kelly.”

“Buck wazn't in the =zaleon when we
zof off," said Micky meaningly. * Looks
to me as if things might be happening
pretty soon, Deep.” )

The older man looked a hit dubious.

“There'll he a mighty tough crowd,
I'm thigkin'., with the e¢attle.” He
panzged,  S5till, we can fight while we
lust, kid 1 we'll lny a few of

2Uess

all, whisperad
Deep, turning and gazing into his com-
panion’s eyes. “What do yer know,
kid?™

Micky shook hiz head and looked out
again on to the plain.

The fifteen rustlers had also disap-
PR Rl AL :

e 1t's me fer findin® out thinzs,” mut-
tered  Deep, drawing hic  koees  up.
“Coimin’¥”

Micky's  answer was  to commende
erawling forward m the direction of the
spot where the eatile bad disappeared.
in an instant Deecp was level with him,
ami the two pals crept cautiously for-
".-'.'.'lFl,I,

Suddeniy, as Deep raized hiz  head
above one of the spreading cacti arms,
a shot rang out, and the cowbor's
stetson whirled off into the dust by his
wiidi,

Almost immediately another shot rang |

g Micky crossed

Thiz statement was  quickly contra-
dicted, llowever, as a fusilade of bullets
began to spiutter into the ground ali
round them. .

“Come on, kid,” whispered Deep, “into
the tall stull, an" we'll give 'em a few
pellets i

Kceping well under cover, they re-
aained the long undergrowth to the right
of where the !I]Grsﬁ stood, Hardly had
they settled down when Deep's Colt
spoke.  There was a wild ery as a man
sprang to his feet, turned inm the air,
and pitched forward in the dust.

“Number oue!” muttered Deep grimly.
“They're goin' to try 2n’ roumnd us up.
Keep ver pecker up, Kid.™

Bullets were now coming  inte  the
nndergrowth from all around them.

Twice more Deep's revolver spoke, and
each time it woes apswered by o ory
of pain.

Meanwhile, Micky, who had kept his
eves giued on a small pateh of eacti just
in front of him, suddenly became rigid
where be lay, and gripped his Colt firmly.
Stowly, wvery slowiy, a head appearvd
round the pateh of cacti, secompanied by
a land holding the glstenivg barrel of
i revolver.

Crack!

The man behind the cacti conghed and
rolled over on his side.

“I've got him., Deep. ['ve plugged
the rustling,  thieving  devill”  hissed
Micky through his teeth.

“Who's that, kid?" exclaimed Deep,
glill gontinuing to fre steadily at a
small pateh of wadergrowth to Lis left.
“Who've ver plugged, kid?"

"Black DBuck Kerrigan'!™

“Bully for you, boy!”
compamon simply.

Suddenly there was a lond ery, bat il
wis not one of pain. It was a cry of
wirning.

Imimediately the [fring
there was a aound of
amongst the undergrowth.
Liler eizhit men werg riding

returned  his

ceased,  and
scurrving  feet
A moment
for their

g jives towards the Mexican border.

T ke Enid

their  foet,
over to the

bova of Settler's had  Just

g crossed the Pecos ridge.

sSpringing  to Neep and
tall under-
growth,
iying flat on the ground, evidently frizht.
ened by the firtng, but absolutely un-
harmed.

“ Much a muttered

SCNEE RS man,”

Deep, as be sprang into the saddle,
“They'd ‘a" been plugged. shore, il
they'd stuck up on their legs!l®

As they rode out from the undergrowth
two or three huilets zipped into the
groumd beside them.

“Durned if the boys ain® firin” af us!™
cried Deep, and, rising in his stirrups,
e waved his punctured Stetson.

The firing ceased, and a moment later
they were surronnded by the bovs from
settler’s FEmd, beaded by Doss kelly.

For some seconds the ranehowner
lnoked  puzzled, his eves roving from
Alicky's Tace to Deep's and hack again,

Bursting into a lond lansgh at the
Bos:z” comical expression, Deep shelley
entered into a thorough explanation.

“AnT my eattle?”  exelaimed DBoss
Kelly, when he had finished. “What's
happened to my cattle:™

“Guess they're safe an” sound
twenty yards from vere,™  answered
Deep, “Come on: we'll have a look.™

Dismounting, the party cross¢d over to
the pateh of undergrewth. Here, behind
a thick mass of caeri, sreat hole in
the growund yawned bhefore them,

“What the—-" commenced Boss Relly,

".[‘:'_ lookz ke thnze Tridisar
catacomb=., They reckon there's still one
or two In this district,” said Micky,
grinning. :

T] | be s0. The hole Ted

to & wvast ecavern under

LIl pProve
radyually down

: _ here the latest capture of
£ e ters stocd snorting and stamp-
“Pretty cute hidin

leza’nm

PRt |_.f

thie earth,

rustier

ing their feet impatiently.
place,”

muttered

the owner of Double W, as the cattle
were driven out agzain one by one into
the apen.  They jest drove "em in bLere.
wilted till we'd given up all hope, an’

&

then, as soon as we'd eleared, out came
the cattie an’ away to Mexico without
any bother.  Durned smart!™

He tnrned his eyes to where eight
specks were still wvisible against the dis-
tant horizon. '

“1 wonder if them devils'll eame back
again? It ain't no zosd vz tevin' to
cateh fem now," he muttered.

Micky, win was standing o little to one
shle, shook his head, and, with an ont-
stretohed foot, turned over an  unzly.
looking mass that lay curled up under
a large eactus arm,

“Not now he's dead!™

Turning, the bovzs of Settler’'s End
innked down at the distorted face of
Black Buek Kerrigan

THE END.

{Loal: out in next week's " Realm ™ for
anather great long cowmplete warn, A
Pal in a Thousand!"' by Ernest &.
Harriz)

COMING SOQN!

Another raitling new
Sporting Sorial by
your favourite author,

A. 5. HARDY!

where they found their horses |
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T HE first of the five 1924 Test
in o little more than a fortnicht
from now. It wili be the thirty-
thity-four so far played Scuth Afriea
has won eight—all at home—and Enzland

facts about them.
matehes will begin at BEdebaston
fifth hetween the two countrics, Of the
twenty-cne.  Five bave heen drawn,

Early Tests.

It is a curious fact that none of the
thiree Test series so far inauzurated has
started with a biz flourish of trumpets.
Only the keevest followers of the came
atiached any great importance to the
two matches between Australia and the
visiting Epglish team in 1876.77, thonzh
now we look buck at them .as the begiu-
uing of Test ericket. In 1853580, when the
English team organised by Major Warton
and  captained by Rovud-the-Corger ©
Smith, of Sussex—now Aubrey Smith, the
famous actor—twice met and defeated
the chosen of South Africa, there was
no - excltement here about the games,
though iu South Afrien they were taken
very seriously.  Australia probably saw
little in the three mmatehe: between the
Australion team  of 1902 and South
Africa, too. But these three matches
were Lhe beginning of the third Test
Hl10E,

Wot much veeds to be said here about
the cight Tests plaved by Enzlish teams
in South Africa prior to the Boer War.
They were all won by England, and it
was Dot until 180599 that South Africa
ever looked like coming out on top in
a game. There were two =zames in
15858-80. There was only ouwe in 1801.92,

In  1845-9% three were playved, and in
153500 two.
Itobert  Abel, the little “Guv'nor,”

father of William Abel of to-day, Harry
Wood, the Surrey stumper, who never
reached the century in any other big
mateh, A J. L. Hill, of Hampshire, Tom
Hayward, P. ¥. Warner, and John
Tyldesley made a eccotury each in owe
or another of these eight games. The
only three-flgure score by a South African

was the 10 of that mighty hitter,
J.  H. Siwelair, at Cape Town, iu
1555-00.

South African Teams in Engiand.
C Eeuth African feams visited England
in 1s04, 1001, and 1904, but none of these
played Test matches. The 1907 side, a
very powerful one, had three such games,
losine one and drawing two.  But before
that had been foughlt out in Houth
Alrica o rubber of Tests which established
tie fame of the Afrikanders and their
right to be conated a third with England
and Australia among the great cricket
countries. To make the tale of South
Afrtcan teams iu thiz country comnlete,
one may meuation here the side of 1012,
which in the Trizpoular Tournament lost

:JE[ three I'I_Ii'.l-d.‘hl."i'l with Enpzland and
failed to win auwy of the three witn
Australbia.

South Africa Wins Two Rubbars,

In 10050 the greatest side Sounth
Africa ever had won four out of five
Tests with a stropg team  led by
P. F. Warper. Xot a single chapge was
made in the South African side, P. W,
Sherwell (capluain), J. H. Sinciair, A. D.
Nourse, A. LK. E. Vogler, 5. J. Snooke,
M, Hathorn, G. C. White, . 0. Schwarg,
W. A, Bhalders, L. J, Tanered, and . A.
Fuulkner playing right throush, Every
matt eould bat, and the side had seven
good bowlers and one of the best wicket.
Kvepers of any day in their skipper.

The first match, at Jokapnesbure, was
won hy @ single wicket, thunks mainly to
a great mmninygs of 83 pot out by Dave
Nourse, auw 51 by Gordoo White, and
Sherweli’s pluck apd coolness when he
came 1 last man. The second and third
were easy victories Tor the lhiome side.
England won the fourth., at Cape Town,
by four wickets, bnt they went upder in
il innings in the tifth.

Four years later a team uynder H. D, G.
Leveson-Gower lost three and won two
of five matches, which were far less one-
sided. In 1913-14, with a side from which
gearly all the cracks of old had dropped
out, the English team. under J. W. H. T\
Donglns, won four games and drew the
fifth. XNine years later, with the War
coming bedtween, F. T Maoan's side won
two of the three fought to-a finish, but
had to battle desperately to win.

Conturies in the Tests.
Sherwell’s aplendid uphill fonings of 115
at Lord’s in 1007 is the only century vet
recorded for South Africa v, Eugland in
thizs country. In South Africa., hesides
the 108 of Sinclair, already mentioned,
hundreds have been made by G. C. White

(twa), Hathworn, Faulkner, and Herbert
Taylor (fcur, three during the last
rubber),

The Eaglish centuries in South Africa
in the early games have already been
noted. During the last four tours Mead
hing scored three, Russell fwo (made in
the same mateh, and at a time when
he was anyvthing but well), and David
Dentou, J. W. H .T. Douglas, F. L. Fane
(hiz was the oaly one made in 1903-6),
John Hobhs, Wilfred Rhedes, and Frank
Weolley (one cach).

The only meén who have made hundreds
arainst South Africa for Engiand in
England have been Leonard Braund, C. B.
Fry, and K. H. Spooner.
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL COMPLETE STORY OF COLLIERY CRICKET!

The 1st Chapter.
Kept Out of the Match !
I'l' was common talk at Mandover

Main Pit that Rawson, the

under-manager, would “see you

all right  if you were any usc at
cricket. All vou had to do, if you
wanted to make big money with a
pick, so they said, was to prove to
him that you were worth a place in
the colliery team.

That Rawson was keen on the game
nobody thought of denying; but, for
all that, young Joe Jessop had never
quite Jiked the man. Joe was keen
on cricket, too—as keen as could be—
but he could never get over the feel-
ing that it wasn't right for an under-
manager to give chaps the best jobs
in the pit simply because they were
useful with the bat or ball.

Still, there it was; and young Joe
himself had no cause to grumble, for
in any case he was too young to work
on tho coal face. Also, he knew that
Seth Robbins, who bowled for the
team, could send down a far faster
and straighter ball than he could.

He didn’t care for KRobbins, either.
Perhaps that was natural, for the
terror of all the colliery batsmen in
the district was a sour-tempered
fellow, full of grumbles,

“Though what he has to shout
about, I'm blowed if I know,” thought
Joe more than once. *“He picks up
more money than anybody else, and
he's got a reg'lar place in the team.
What more's he want ¥

If Joe was just a wee bit envious it
was nothing against him. No fellow
with ericket in him likes to have to
go and watch every Satarday. It
made Joe impatient, and he began to
wonder if ever they would give him
a chance to show what he could do.

The weeks slipped by, and that
chance did not come, though often
enough he put down some grand balls
at the nets, and on one oceasion, at
least, caught the eye of big Bill
Summers, the captain of the team.

“You're comin’ on. kid,” Bill said.
“If you keep it up, Seth must watech
out for his place!” he added, with a
erin.

Joe treasured those words of praise.
It seemed to him sometimes that the
team could have done very well with
two fast bowlers. But there, he sup-
posed Bill knew best. He had great
faith m Bill.

So he stuck it manfully, refusing to
give up hope, and the first match
with Calderby Pit drew near.

The main shafts of Calderby and
Mandover AMain were within a mle
of each other, and the two collieries
were deadly rivals m sport. Their
meeting, always staged at Mandover
in June, was looked upon as the
greatest local event of the cricket
SCa3011.

By Tuesday of that week the
Mandover team had been finally
}nnkﬁd, and Joe stopped to look wist-
ully at the list as he came up from
the first shift on Wednesday after-
noon,

Seth Robbins slouched up while he
was standing there, and peered over
his shoulder.

“0Oh, you're down a'right, Seth!'”
somebody in the group remarked,
“An' they'll need you an’ all. Cal-
derby's got the strongest side out
they've had since before the war, so
they say.”

“Thev’ve not been beaten this
season,” Joe put in, glancing round,

Robbins looked at him, and for a
moment their eyes met. Then, with
a grunt and a nod, the big fellow
sheered off. e did not seem the
least bit pleazed at the flattery.

Joe went home, puzzled. He was
thinking that if anybody had spoken
of him as indispensable to the team
his eves wonld have shone and his
heart beat a litile faster with pride.

“But he can bowl!™

That night he went out on an
crrand for his father. He had to take
a whippet pup which had been sold
to 2 man who lived on the Calderby
road, just bevond the town.

He szet off down the main strect
with the pup in his arms, and, keep-
ing a good pace, soon left the busiest
part behind. A few minutes later,
althongh there were houses on either
side, he seemed to have the pavement
to himself,

Then a strange thing happencd.
When, as it seemed, they were quite
alone, the pup wriggled in Joe's arins
and gave a low growl. The youngster
turned quickly, and was startled to
find Mr. Rawson, the under-manager,
striding at hs heels,

Rawson laughed as the youngster |

gave a grunt of surprise.

“It's you, Jessop, iz 187" he said.
“What have yom got there—a pup—
ch "

He nspected the animal, nodded
pleasantly, and walked on, his rub
ber-soled boots making scarcely a
sound. Joe ifound himself watching

thoze boots, and chuckled because
their silence had made him jump at
the under-manager's nearness.

Then the incident passed from his
mind.

Later on, returning by the same
route, he overtook Seth Robbins, with
another man whom he did not recog-
nise and whosa face he could not see
clearly in the twilight. But it did
not strike him that there was any-
thing to be surprised at in that, and
=0 once more the incident passed from
his - mind.

The following afternocon he was late
in reaching the shaft botiom. He
stood for a while cleze to the under-

manager's ofifice, and whilst waiting |

there overheard something that
dumbfounded him.

Rawson was speaking inside the
office :

“You hear what I say, Robbins?
You're down for the shift on Satur-
day afternoon.”

Then Roobins:

“An’ I tell you, Mizster Rawson,
that I'm playin’ ecricket, an® to
blazes with vour special shifts!”

“Very well, Robbins,” ecame the
under-manager’s voice again., * Those
are my orders. I'm not going to
argue with you. I want you for that
work on the haulage,.and either you
come, or—"

“You'll sack me—ech?"” sneered the
fast bowler. “An’ what'll the Union
say to that? It's a voluntary shift,
don't forget that, mister!”

“No, I shouldn’t be such a fool as
to sack vou,” came Rawson's smooth
answer. ‘‘But there are other ways,
aren't there ¥

Joe heard no more, for the cage
came just then to take him up, but he
could pretty well guess the rest. If
Robbins didn't do as he was told he
would find another man in his place
in the stall on Monday. That could
casily be arranged by the wunder-
manager, and Robbins would lose a
quid a weck, perhaps two, by the
transaction.

“The cad!” muttered Joe, as the
cage bore him aloft, “The dirty
cad !"

His hands clenched as he thonght
of under-manager Rawson. He had
always been a bit suspicious of him.
And now—well, wasn't it only too
obvious what had happened? That
cad Rawson had some money on the
game, and meant to make sure the
team he had backed would win.

“I'd like to bash his face in!” Joe
told himself viciously. “Oh, the dirty
r-:rttﬁ-rl To bet against his own team,

And when he got above ground he
went out of his way to spread the
news, He felt that somehow he was
paving Rawson out by letting every-
body know., :

BEverywhere he went they gasped
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“Seth's a curious chap,” he said. | at his story.
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despondent in turn. They knew—or
said they knew—that if Seth
bins didn't play it meant disaster for
the team.

That night a wave of anger passed
through Mandover. In the pubs
and at the street corners Rawson was
cursed, for by now many of them
had seen Robbing himself, aud knew
that it was true. Of course, ho had
given in. Rawson, he said, had
foreed his hand.

And young Joe, hearing their
wrath, felt somehow that he had
done his duty in exposing the busi-
ness. There was even wild talk of a
lightning strike, and he, in his reck-
less indignation, gloried in it.

It was characteristic of Joe
never once during that
evening did it occur to him that this

i [t
much dis-

very business which he so

that

1k might have given him
chance for which he had lonc been
The 2nd Chaptler.
Joe's Big Chance.
' Y morning Joe Jessop, and
| Mandover with him, bac
' cooled down. True, there

was bitter talk up at the pit,
and there were scowls in the direc-
tion of Hawson’s office, but the fever
heat of the night before had passed;
and in some quarters it was sus-
pected that there was more behind
thizs business than they knew.
It was queer, these people argued,

Rob- |

memorable |

the |

Joe's heart gave a leap. Here was
the chance he had always been look-
ing for. But then his face fell and
he nodded soberly.

““Yes, it's all right, Bill,” he said.
Only—it's soft of me, p'r'aps—but I
don't like comin’ off well out of
what’s happened to Seth.”

Bill considered, then smiled and
beckoned the wvoungster ecloser.

“Tell wou what,” he whispered,
“if it’s true 'bout Rawson bettin’, an’
you was to win us the game by vour
bowhn’, it'd be a eclinkin 'slap in the
eye for "im, wouldn't it, now "
Instantly Joe’s face lit up again.
“Gosh, vou're right!” he ecried.

“I never thought of it like that!

What a stunnin’ idea! T'll bowl to-
morrow as 1 never bowled in mv life,
Bill,”” he promised, and went singing
on his way,
So the way was clear. He would
show Mr. Rawson, wouldn't he just!
And for the remainder of that dav

They were furious and | there was no happier being in all
: | Mandover than young Joe Jessop.

His chance had come at last, as the
revision on the team-list showed, and
to-morrow he was going to play the
greatest game of his life.

Fo-morrow came, and with it, to
Joe's delight, a blue sky such’as was
but seldom scen above the smoke-
grimed  housetops  of Mandover.
There was every prospect of the
weather holding, for the barometer
was high and the sun not too strong
in the early morning.

Down at the Rectory Field, where
the turf, if not verdant green, was
smooth and well rolled, all was bustle
and preparation. Joe and one or two
more went down early to lend a hand
with the boundary-ropes, and to hel
erect the small marquee wheare Biﬂ
Summers’ wife, among others, would
dole out tea and rock-cakes later on,

And at h ten the Calderby
charabanc swung in through the gate,
X wd of folks pursuing it :

were soon scrambling out,

nd, all eager to get into the
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eleven-thirty, but long before then

j | people were sitting or standing almost

all round the field; and, with the sun
still shining in a cloudless sky. and the
red-and-yellow flag  just fluttering
from the pavilion in the breeze, there
was every prospect of a really good
day’s ericket,

Why not? This was the hest bat-
ting side Calderby had ever sent over,
and everybody knew that the Man-
dover lads were no duffers. It was
bad luck their being without their

i best bowler, but rumour said that this

young chap they'd got, Joe Jessop,

i *eouldn’t half send "em down.™

that a man like Rawson, who had
always been so keen on ericket,
should suddenly act like this. There
must be some reason for it. But
young Joe, and many with him,
would not have it that wav. Thev |

argued that the under manager had
always been a hypoerite, working
the ericket stunt in some mysterious
way for his own ends.

Then when “spap ™ time came
round, and yvoung Joe happened to
he up I:rlj' the coal face with his train,
big Bill Summers, unusually grave
beneath his  coal-grimed  “com-
iz:!exium” boeckoned tfm youngster to
1m.

“Look 'ere, kid," he said, “secin’
what's happened about Seth, I'm

shovin® you down for to-morrer.
That all right #*
= '-E,i'-'i" .
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eleven, a fine, hefty lot. A great
cheer greeted them, coming specially
from one side of the ground where a
host of their supporters had zathered.

Last of all, the two batsmen, one
long and lanky, the other small and
tubby,

“The long an’ short of it ! as some-
bedy humorously remarked,

The short one, Alf Yates, took the
bowling. He was evidently a fussy
fellow, for he seemed an age taking
middle and marking his block. .

But once in action he was decidedly!
the goods. The first ball, a very
looze one, he pulled for four, and set
the crowd howling with delight; and
the second he treated as drastically,
though it was saved short of the
ropoes,

The lanky youth at the other end
was steadier. O the last ball of the
second over he belped himself
leisurely to a single, and then evi-
dently thought he had done enough,
for he did not scqore again for fully
fifteen minutes.

By this time Yates had left with a
sparkling twenty-seven to his credit,
and his sucecessor had been bowled
second ball,  Bill Summers, coming
in second wicket down, played with
caution : and for the next quarter of
an hour the rate of scoring left a
great deal to be desived.

“TLet's "ave one!” roared a hefty
miner in the crowd; and Bill
promptly replied with a whacking on-
drive that cleared the roves for six.

That scemed to start him, for off
the next over he bagged a couple of
fours and a two, whilst his lanky part-
ner =o far forgot himself in the suc-
ceeding over as to cut one through
the slips for four, thus bringing iis
total up to six!

“Steady !” bawled & wag from the
ropes.

The jibe appearved to hurt the bats-
man, for he hit out at the next ball,
a superb length, and was bowled

| middle stump.

Two more wickets fell before the
Ivneh interval, when the score was

| 79 for five.

L] L {
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Then, at eleven-twenty-five by the |

pavilion clock, Bill Summers and the
Calderby captain came out in full
view of them all and tossed.

A shout went up when it was seen
that Bill had wop.

“We'll bat,” he said, with a gvin.
“Not ‘alf we won't!” he added to
himself.

They retired, and the umpires came
out. They wore clean white coats,
white canvas shoes, and panama hats:

and from their air of deliberation you |

might easily have thought them to be
the officials at a great county match.

Soon afterwards came the Calderby |

. - — -

““Nothin' to shout about,” az a
Mandover man said; “but Bill's not
out vet, an’ that's somethin".”

int Bill did not stay long after
lunch. Whether the liquid part of his
meal had affected him or not was a
matter of speculation among his ad-
mirers, but he certainly lashed out
indizcriminately at evervthing that
first over. The first ball went well
above cover for 4: the sceond
dropped mm the pavilion for 6; the
third came off the edge of his bat for
a lucky 4 through slips; and the
fourth, badly nistimed. dropped clean
into the safe hands of long-on,

There was a groan, and then a roar,
which rose in volume as big Bill,
using his bat as a walking-stick,
trotted into the pavilion. His had
been a glorious 49,

Young Joe came out then, doing
hiz best not to look nervous: but he
caould not ‘help his arms shaking the
tintest bit as he faced the bowler.

He was unlucky. A slight uneven-
ness caused his second ball to jump
off the pitch, and, hitting the shoulder
of his raised bat, fiy off just within
reach of fine slip. The fielder leant up

| at the ball, bringing off one of the

|
i
]

best catches of the mateh.
\Concluded overleat.)
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Joe retired crestfallen, amid a sym-
pathetie silence, for a duck!

Ninetv-three for seven!

The tail made a poor show. When
two more wickets had fallen and only
96 showed on the board, it looked as
though they would not top the hun-
dred. But a blind swipe did the
trick, yielding 6 amid deafening ex-
citement, and they were all out for
102.

It was a small total on so good a
wicket, and the general opimion was
that, with the Mandover attack
handicapped by the absence of Rob-
bins, the visitors would beat it com-
fortably.

And a fine partnership by the open-
ing pair, yielding 55 ere young Joe
finally broke it up, confirmed the im-
pression. But why had not this
voungster beem put on earlier than
second change? folks were asking.
e ought to have opened the bowling.

Fifty-five for one locked bad, bui
57 for three seemed hopeful; and that
was what the score-board showed after
Joe's next over.

“That's the stufl!” roared a hefty
miner. “ Keep it up, lad!™

And the youngster did keep it up,
dismissing another batsman in his
next over, and yet another in the one
after that.

Sixty-two for five. And all five
wickets to the account of young Joe,
No wonder the crowd shouted and
clapped ! 2 L

And in the midst of all the din, it
was mno wonder, either, that Seth
Robbins, washed clean after his irk-
some shift, came on to the field un-
noticed ; or that, soon afterwards,
Rawson followed him in, bent on see-
ing the finish of this great game.

Now a couple of stonewallers gave
trouble. Slowly the score mounted,
and the visitors’ supporters became
more and more jubilant.

Eighty for five., That was some-
thing like! Only 23 to win, and five
wickets to fall. ;

Big Bill Sumnmers tried a change at
hoth ends, and finally, at his wits’ end
to know what to do for the best, went
on himself. He was nothing great,
but he knew that often a moderate
bowler might break up a partnership
like this.

He succeeded, too. He tempted the
batsman with soft-looking balls until
the player could. resist the temptation
no longer, and lammed out at one
with zll his might, It came round to
leg at a terrific speed, but Joe, field-
ing close in, threw himself down at
it. and his right hand <lutched and
held it.

The erowd gasped, and roared. It
was an amazing catech. And after-
wards it was spoken of as * the catch
that won the match.”

For after the breaking up of that
partnership, as so often happens, a
rot set in. Joe went on again, and
narrowly missed doing the hat trick.
He came off the field with the fine
figures of eight for 47T.

Calderby were all out for 95

When the cheering had died down,
and Joe had shaken himself free of
his enthusiastic admirers, he hurried
over to the corner of the ficld where
a crowd was rapidly collecting.

Pushing his way through, qlml AW
twe men in the centre of the rmg—
Rawson and Seth Robbins—and the
latter was red in the face with cursing
and shouting.  That he had been
drinking was obvious,

“Tt was you—vou—" he raved
incoherently at lawson,

“ Listen to me!” commanded the
under manager abruptly, and held up
his hand for silence, which was
slowly accorded to him. “ Now, Rob-
bins, you've slandered me right and
left, and forced me to speak out, and
I am going to sec that these men
know the truth., I put you on that
shift because—I knew that you had
arranged to sell the mateh.”

“You lie!” shouted Robbins, livid
in the face. *You lic, you—"

“Do I? Well, let the others judge
when they've heard me out. This
man "'—pointing to Robbins—
“arranged to bowl off the wicket and
let vou down to suit his own pocket.
I came up behind him and overhed
hit fixing 1t up on the Calderby road
on Wednesday night. As some of you
know, perhaps, I wear rubber-soled
shoes, which make ne noise 2

““Yes, that's right!” burst out Joe,
carried awav by his eagerness to right
the wrong he had done the sporting
under manager by denouncing him
as a scoundrel, ‘““He does—I know,
because he came up quietly, just like
that, behind me on the Calderby road
on Wednesday night 13

There 15 no more to be said, except
that Seth Robbins, who had con-
fidently imagined that without him
his side could not win, was lucky to
eot out of Manderby with & whole
skin !

THE END.

HOW IT BEGAN.

PERCIVAL STEWAR'T, familiarly
koown as " Perce,” is the objection-
able son of a wealthy moneylender,
MAURICE STEWART, the Spider.

DR, CAUTON-LOWE. the Head
of St. Jude's, gets into financial difii-
culties through the escapades of a
scapegrace brother, and borrows
money from Stewart, who cunmngly
wangles the sporting Head into his
power and forces him to accept Perce
at St. Jude's,

Perce arrives in flashy attire, and
l._.-{'.l:."' aflflives 1L Liasaly e b L Lla 'l daald
instantly creates a bad 1mpression.
He makes himself objectionable to

TONY MASSINGHAM, a popular
senlor, and comes off second-best i
the encounter. He and
demand that

Massinghaimn ;
demand 1is vain.

-
[.H:

but, of course,
Massingham and

R .,:: ._1} .‘.‘1: :
his chum, BRUCE WINBOURNL, | task for you, and it is a deed well

guite by accident, learn how matters
stand.

Then Perce ercates a sensation by
beating LEAN BACON, the sports
skipper of St. Jude's, in the roped
square. But Bacon bears him no ill-
will, and, econgratulating him upon
his skill, asks him publicly to repre-
sent the school in the West Country
Chanipionship. Perce bluntly refuses
to do this, and gets a ducking for his
paimns.,

Once more he writes a whining
letter to his father, who tells his
to accept the oifer to fight for the
school, and then, at the last moment,
to let them down!

But when the ftime comes,
Perecival’s better nature forces him
to do his best for the-school. Yet,
despite this, he loses the fight—and
the St. Jude's fellows have every
reason to think he has let them down,

Therefore he is an outcast, and,
humbled by his misery, secks out
Bacon and the others. Then he tells
them his story, and gains their sym-
pathy. Together they decide secretly
fo repay the Head's debt to Maurice
Stewart with money borrowed trom
Maszingham's father.

Getting the money, PPerce goes up
to London to see the monevlender.
Maurice is furious at the voungster's
change of front, and refuses to accept
the money, But Peree seizes the
packet of papers his father flaunts
under his nose, and he rets away with
it and takes it to the Head.

(Now read what happéns.)

D and the Head shot a quick

glanee at his tanned features,
Embittered by his experience of the
Stewarts—both father and son—he
was inclined to be suspicious of that
respectiul mode of address, yet it
oceurred to him  that the senier
looked absolutely sincere.

Also, he noticed that I’ercival was
ne  longer  unhealthy-looking  and
bloated; indeed, he secemed to be
very fit, surprisingly so.

And there was another point that
he had overlocked. The young man
no longer wore clothes which he,
Dr. Cauton-Lowe, had once referred
to as “festivg garments.” IHe wore
a neat serge suit, whilst the black
silk tie was innocent of a diamond
pin.

Percival remained quite still during
this rumination, and he made no
attempt to take a cigarette from his
gold case and light up. This was
another point that struck the Iead

=T

The Knock-out Blow,
EFERENCE and a curious

note were 1 Percival's tone,

as curions, and he wondered what
exactly was the meaning of the
visit.

“What is it, Stewart?” he asked,
indicating a chair with his slim right
hand.

“T-—1 wish to apologise to you,
gir,” said the senior, walking across
ithe carpet and standing betore the
old scholar. “I did some pretty low-

in |
father |
the Head should expel |
thetr

A Tremendous New Story ol
Sport and Adventure among
the Seniors at a Public School.

K |
The Spider's Web is far reaching and strong. The head of St. Jude’s has not | pay.
escaped yet.

Read below of a heartrending discovery!

£+ By WALTER EDWARDS.

down things when
school, and I want you to know that
I am heartily ashamed of gnysell. 1
behaved like a cad and
sir, and I would do anything to get
into yvour good books. 1 don't want
vou to think that I'm bad all the way

through. I don't think I am. 1
hope not !

Speaking in halting phrases, the
penitent said all this and much more
&:u his voice was husky and his eves
moist when the Head rose from his
chair an 2 kindl and upor
the broa 1 fa L

The old man was obviously greatls
affected.

‘My boy,” he said, hiz mello
voice vibrant with feeling, “you

make me very happy, and [ admire
vou tremendously for having come to
me in this manner. To have come
forward voluntarily has been no easy

| worthy of a St. Jude's fellow.

e
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“Stewart, my boy,” he went on, * 1
feel proud of you, and I forgive you
—forgive you readily for all thosec
indiserotions which were the result of
irnorance. You did not understand
us, and we failed to understand vou.
There is not the slightest doubt that
we shall pull together in—"

He was going to say “in future,”
and ithen it struck bimn that the future
amrounted to a matter of days, and a
somewhat bittar p-::;I' "--'E:[i'h:. hus

sensitive lips at the thought.

I first came to | to sav.
| CXPress

all I feel at the moment.

| Mavybe I have not scen eyve to eye

a coward, |

vou for all you have done in this
| matter!”

Rising frem his chalr, 1.--.11 aripped

Percival Stewart by the hand, and so

Percival Stewnrt guessed what was |

passing through the Head’s mind, but
it did net help him in his delicate
mission.

“There's—there's one other thing,
sir,” he said.

“ And what 1s that?”

“1t's—it's about vour—er—business
deal with 1y father, sir,” said
Percival, lushing slightly,

“J have already heard from your |

father, Stewart, :o I do not think we
need . discuss. the matter at the
moment !”

The Head’s tone was curt. =y

“*That letter means nothing, sir,
said Percival eagerly.
never have been written.
my father’s idea of a joke.”

“Then I have no sense of humour, |
for I fail to appreciate the point,” |

said the IMead.

“PBut listen to me, sir!” put in the
senior, speaking very quickly, *‘My
father isn't nalf so bad as you
imagine : and he wants you to do him
il ,f_{J:t‘ﬂf- favour—a very great favour,
He—he knows ihat you are short of
ready money at the moment, and all
that sort of thing, yon know, and he
—he wondered whether you would
take the papers back-~the papers you
signed. 'That will wipe out the debt,
vou see: and you—you'll be doing
him o kindness if you'll accept
them.”

It was a rambling statement, but
the sight of the foolscap elo
which Percival produced from his in-
side pocket made cverything quite
clear to the Head.

He could not believe his ears and
his eves for the moment, and he fook
the envelope as in a dream.

‘i Your—vour father wishes that,
Qtewart?" he asked at length, a spot
of colaur upon each cheek.

“Ves, sir,” said Percival, feeling
that he would be forgiven the white |

lie.

Clasping the envelope in his shak-
ing hand, Dr. Cauton-Lowe lowered
himself into the depths of his chair,
and such was his emotion that he
could say nothing for some minutes.

i And—and it was to fetch thess
papers that you went to London,
Stewart?’ he asked at length, his
moist eves fixed upon the fushed
senlior.

“Ves  gir,” returned Percival. his
voice low. “I—I am glad to have
heen able to do you a service; it may
help to even up accounts.”

“My boy,” said the old scholar

almost brokenly, I don't know what |

“I1t should |
It's—it's |

envelope |

with vour father upon many points,
vot 1 cannot blind myself to the fact
that he has been within his legal
rights in pressing me for payment,

It is business—strictly business. And

LD ——

He stared at the envelope, much as |

a condemned man might stare at his
FCCIevYE,

**1 scar
] - . ad n h 1 II |
hie =z, He has discoversd a more
humane way of doing business; for he
knows t i) repay cvery far-
iking, even though 1t may take a vear
or 0. It seems that I wronged him, |

Stewart—wronged him
will write——""
“That's another point, sir.,” inter-
rupted Percival Stewart. “He will
not-hear of thanks. and I know ¥ou
would offend him if vou went against
his wishes. I will thank him upon

| vour behalf if you wish it.’
“Wish it!” cried Dr. Cauton-Lowe, | ’
“Vou can’t know | (1agrnoss ]
all that this means to me; 1t is every- |

his eyes shining.

thing—my future, my good name, m
honour !

me, my boy, for I am

was the gnp that the semor

TR -
vk ELE

was conscious of a curtous tighteming

of the throat museles. He did not

know why, but he could have blubbed |
ke a kid at that moment, and his

dark eves were moist as he walked
across to the door and passed into
the hall.

The Ilead of 8t. Jude's stood very |
still for some seconds, looking lixedly |

at the envelope which he held in his

slim fingers, and then a little exuitant |

cry—a langh of sheer jov—>broke from
his lips. True, he still owed the
moneviender the debt, but he had

been given his own time in which to

Uhl"'

Mere words are inadeqguate to |

| ominously still

ely understand even now." |

erievously., I |

v
And now you must leave | this,

overcome, |
What 15 move, I will not try to thank |

| s !
L)

Stewart had behaved like a
gentleman in the matter, for he had
made the transaction a debt of
honour.

The Iead, who had a good deal of
the gschoolboy in his make-up, could
have shouted aloud a2t the thought,
and his clear eyes were bright and
dancing as he tock an ivoery paper-
knife from the blotting-pad.

Iegal documents always had a curi-
ous fascination for him, and he de-
cided to glance at the contents of the
envelope before he put them away in

the =ate.

Slipping the thin blade along the
flap, he extractad a sheaf of 1m-
portant-looking  papers, which he
spread ¢ pon the top of the desk.

A swift glanc: ai the first sheet

sed a puzzled frown to corrugate

hiz smooth brow: but a feverish ox-
amination of the remainder brought
a hoarse gasp to his hips. It was the
cry of a soul in torment.

as thoueh he had received
\ blow, he swayed upon the
hearthrug, and then he pitehed for-

ward in a huddled heap and remained
11

]};. rioc)

a physical

The envelope contained nothing
miore precious than blank sheets of

| paper !

————

Threats.

T was Jupp, the butler, who found

I the still form of Dr. Cauton-

Lowe upon the hearth-rug, lor

he entered the room within a
minute or so of Percival Stewart’s
departure; and the sight of the
bloodless features, standing out In
vivid relief against the dark back-
ground, brought a gasp of horror
from the old retainer, but he did not
lose his head.

Kneeling beside the body, he felt
for the heart, and a sigh of relief
broke from his quivering lips when
he found that the vital organ was
beating almost normally.

“ A fainting fit,” was his immediate
arcl he unfastened the
Head's collar.

He was somewhat at a loss after
but he brightened when he
heard wvolees outside the open win-
dow. Getting to his feet, he walked
acrozs the thick ecarpet and looked
down into the garden, fo {ind that
Massinghamr and Percival Stewart
were just about to pass round the
angle of the House.

“Mr. Massingham! Mpe. Massing-
ham, sir" eried the old fellow; and
the two seniors paused and looked
back.

That something was wrong
obvious, for the pontilical
looked fustered and wild-eved.

“What is it *"” asked the captain of
the school, strolling towards the
window. “IFire? Murder?”

“I—I thought it was the Ilatter,
* caid the butler, regaining some
his lost dignity. *I shall be
obliged if vou will come inte the

L2 ]

Head's study and investigate,  siv!

Was
Jupp

A

l THE PACKET THAT MEANT SO MUGCH! ’

L
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“Like a shot!” ecried Massingham, | he spoke, and his heavy jaw juited | Stewart became known throughout | then they pass, and T am mysell booked a room, aiter which he
darting away towards the door. | forward. the school, and it was whilst Dr. | again., It is all very strange—very | ordered some tea and whiled away
*“Come on, old man!” “The rotter! The unsportsman- | Alellish was considering the question | strange.” an hour in the lounge. But he was
Following close upen the other | like rotter!” he muttered, a sob of | of moving the patient to a nursing- Again his veice trailed away, and | blind to everything that went on
fellow's heels, Pereival Stewart | rage or disgust or disappointment in | home that the period of uncenseious- | Percival Stewart wondered what he | about him; he neither heard the low
bounded up the broad stone steps, | his tone. And for a moment he | ness came to an end. meant by those toneless words, for | hum of wveices nor saw the well-
and through the lofty hall; but he | forgot that he was speaking of his A week passed, and the Head thev could have meant anything. groomed men and the periectiy-

was not prepared for the sight which
met his gaze in the study.

Jupp, kneeling beiore the fire, had
placed his arm round the Head's
shoulders and raised the ashen
features; and a little strangled cry
broke from Stewart when he saw
the trickle of blood that was flowing

from a wound at the side of the
head.
“*Blip along and get some hot

water and bandages, old man,” cotn-
manded DMassingham  briskly; and
the other fellow vanished without a
word,

He was back in less than two
migutes, bringing the matron with
himm:; and ihen the Head was lifted
on fo the seitee, and Ins wound was
dressed.

Working quickly and skiliully, the
matron did her job with deft fingers;
and a quarter of an hour passed with-
out Dr. Cauton-Lowe showing the
glightest sirns of consciousness. He
remained like a log, and but for his
steady breathing, one would have
imagined that he had closed his eves
for all time.

Dr. Mellish—gruff, snappy, and a
great sportsinan—was quickly upon
the scene, and a swiit examination
brought from him a brief diagnosis.

“Concussion!” he snapped, glane-
ing up at the matron. “We must
get him to bed®”

Lifting the ztill form very gently,
the doctor and the seniors earried
it upstzirs to the bed-room; and 1n a
matter of minutes, the injured IHead
wans between the sheets,

“1 will stay with him for an hour
ar so, doctor,” said the matron. And
the leok she shot at ihe two seniors
was eloguent of dismissal,

*““Is there anytlhing we can
siv ¥ asked Tony Maszingham.
the doctor shook his head.

“Nothing,” he szaid, in his
erufl manner. “Just elear out!”

Stewart and Massingham nodded
and walked towards the door.

* Er—2Alaszingham !V

The ecaptain of St. Jude's paused
and looked round.

“Perhaps it will be as well if you
don't shout this business from the
houseiops!"” said the doetor. “It
15 a queer affan altogether.”

do,

“He's right, old man!® said Mase-

mgham, as he and Dercival passed
down the stairs and reached the hall.
“Why, vou were with the Head a
minute or so before Jupp calied us.™

“"Ihat’'s  so!”  agreed  Stewart
thoughtivliv. “Ile was in the best
of spirits when T left him.”

“Perhaps the shock of getting
those papers proved ftoo much for
Lhim,” svpgested the captain of the
sehool,

“He was ecertainly a bit worked
up,”” admitied Percival Stewart, And
they were about to go down the
steps when a thought struck him.
“Uught we to leave those documents
lving about?” he asked. ““Anvbody
mighit go into the studv—servants, or
gome of the fellows—"

“I get yvou, old man,” sawd Mass-

ingham, swinging rvound upon his
heel.  “0Of course, nobody would

look ot them deliberatelv—but won
never kpow, Y You'd better keep
the things until the Head is about
again.”

reaching the study, Massingham
opened the door and paszsed inside,
and a quick glance showed him the
sheaf of ‘official-looking paper upon
the blotting-pad.

“THere we are, old man!” he s=aid,
gathering up the sheets; and then it
was his tarn to gasp.

ITe examined one sheet after
another, and found them all blank.
And in that moment he understood
cthe meaning of the llead's sudden
WO,

He swung round upon DPercival
Stewart, his blue eyes blazing, his
fists clenched.

“Deo vou know anything about this
dirty trick, Stewart?’ he breathed,
looking very dangerous.

The next moment he could have
cut his tongue out for having made
the remark, for there was an expres-
csion of pain upon the other fellow's
features, a sadden tightening of the
lips. That he was innocent of any
complicity was obvious, and the look
of pain in his dark eves made Mass-
ingham fee! thoroughly ashamed of
Limself.

“71'm sorrv, old man,” =aid the
ckipper of St Jude’s, “I forgot
myself, I think so much of the

Head—"

“And =0 do I,” put in Stewart,
spoaking very gquietly., “I would not
have had this happen for a fortune !
IIe siudied the sheeiz of paper as

e |
And

his usual |

own father,

“Of course vou didn’t think to
examine the envelope—=" hegan |
Massingham.

“I didn’t give it a thought,” con-
fessed DPerverval Stewart, looking
thovoughly wretched., “But who
would have thought that—that my
father could have been ecapab! f
such a heartless deception These
are the papers he produced ar Char-
minster, when he made the seene in
the drill-hall, and he was blufing all
the time! I'll bet that the genuine
documents are safels nder lock and
key! The rotter! The cad! I—I
think I hate him, Massingham!”

“Go easv, old man,” szaid the
skipper of 8t. Jude's soothingly. 1
know tnat vou must feel it a hbit,
but vou mustn’t car n like that.”

Bu think of it ceried the
other f v. *It's heartless! Tt's
wicked And what will happen to
the Head now ™ :

GGoodness knows, old man,” said
Tony DMassingham, looking very
fFray “Come on, let’s get out of
heve, 1 can’t breathe!™

spemed little the worse for his ex-
He was looking rather

'
DerIGIIce.

frail, perhans, and seemed a little
nore reserved, but that was all, He
stitl had =2 kindly, understanding

Lo . -
smile for evervbody who came in con-

He was a very u: Iif:'!""ﬁf'-' [Itan,

rh, for he had received a further

s . - ':_ Dur -.,, hcc.:
SITMunica ’ Cockspur Street,
nd his | oo was hageard, when
ten days after his apse, a knock
mme at the d f his study and
Porcival = ed nio the
OO,

L'he two had not met s t rata
night, ant ¢ EC r was noer T 4
5 Ll £l
he advanced towards t -tepped
desk. He went straig & DOIn

“¥Yeou—vyou don't think 1 hagd azy-
thing to do with that dirty bu s
ol rou, &1 he askeq, | E
straizht into the Head's wide-ses
CVvieE “You don't believe——

‘No, my boy, I merely believe
that vou acted in go aith, ™ put iz
Dr. Cauton-Lowe. [ «was not -
tain upon the point until a momen:
apo, but now I can read the truth if

3l T think I would see him were
I vou, sir,” he advised, “and I will
tell you where you can touch him
upon a weak spot.”

Hope dawned 1n the wide-set eyes,
but it was gone in a flash,

“Go on,” bade the Head.

“My father thinks a great deal of

me, sir,” said Percival, * and 1t would
be a blow to him should T be com-
| to leave St. Jude's; and it is

he wishes me to stay on that

r I don’t tink

h cans to « co those threats
for one moment—at least, not yet—
B ; hat line of argument
1 I plov in dealing with him.
him that you etther have
rther time Iin which to pay, or else
me out of St. Jude's. That

L e
I 15 rrainly something in

w,” he confessed,
irawd. DBut I may

- = 3 % . 4 F ¥ -~

no harm

ps I'll zo to-morrow—and plead
= ' sk smile as

THE

ViCTiM OF A CALLOUS

TRICK : [

Ty crossed to the deor and passed
iz the corridor, and at that moment
a shrill veice cchoed through the
stient building

He

<P kill }

him ! shall die!
Stewart. vou blackmailing scoundrel,
vou shall die! And I will kil you!
Kill vou! Kill—%

Alassingham turned a rather scared-
looking face towards his eompanion,

It's the Head,” he said, his voice
a husky whisper. * He's delirious !”
T was in a state of delirivm for
the greater part of the time,

He had quet spells, of course, but
these were lareely the divect resuli of
compleie exhaustion,

The name of Mauriee Stewart was

The Tragedy.
HE Head remained unconsclous

ever upon  his lips, and ofien his
shrill threat to kill the notorious
moneviender of Cockspur Street

would echo cerily upon the still night
atr, and come to the ears of the
fellows in the other Houses: and
many a wide-cved junior would slip
down beneath the bedelothes,

Dr. Alellish and the matron were
frankly puzzled by the caze, although
they paid small atiention to the
Head's raving. People in the throes
of delirinm are the victims of a dis-
ordered brain, and they are capable
of saving anything, of threatening
anybody. :

Why the old scholar should imagine
that he had a terrible grievance
against Maurice Stewart neither the
doctor nor the matron ecould under-
stand : but they did not wasie any
thoneht over the problem. Cortain
it is that thev did not associate his
fall and the attendant concussion with
the moneylender,

The fact that Dr. Canton-Lowe had
vowed to take the life of Maurice

for fortv-cight hours, and he-

e ——

. T

vour face, in the sound of your voice,
I am glad, Stewart, very glad.”

He looked like 2 broken man as he
stood leaning upon his desk, and
tenderness and compassion dawned n
the eyes of Percival Stewart. The
Head saw that look, and he placed a
kindly hand wuwpon the scnior’s
shoulder,

“You are in no wav to blame,
Stewart,” he said very quietly, “and
everything will come right in the
end. I fear that the worry and
suspense i1s getting too much for me,
and anything may happen—anything.
There are ftimes when T feel so
desperate that—""

Hiz voice tratled away before he
completed  the -sentence, and the
moneylender’s son regarded him with
narrowed eves.

“What do
asked,

“I don’t quite know, mv bov,” re-
turned the old scholar a trifle wearily,
“I don’t quite know !”

1t was obvious to Percival Stewart
that the Head was not himself that
evening, Ile seemed to be wander-
g, and oceasionally there was a
straned, rather wild Light in his eves,

“Why not zo to London and see
my father, sir 7™ suggested the senior.
“ Perhaps yvou will be able te come to
some other arrangement.”

Standing quite still, Dr. Caunton-
Lowe appeared to consider the peoint,
for he mads no reoly for {ully a
minute.

*I have thought of that, my boy.”
he satd at last, choosing his words
with great deliberation, “and I fear
to trust mysell with him.” T am afraid
of myself. He has done me a wrong,
a very great wrong, and I sometimes
feel desperate, A kind of red mist
floats before mvyv eves, and I am
not myself, and thoughts—terrible
thoughts—come into my mind, And

¥

you mean, sir?” he

- -

o e o p

e had a mental vision of the bloated
moneylender, the spider in the web
i Cockspur Strect, The hackneved
simile intrigued him for the moment,

“ But even spiders die,” he mused ;
and Percival Stewart conld not under-
stand the strange, red light that
glinted in ihe wide-set eves—and was

gonge !
The Spider at Flomae.

D R. CAUTON-LOWLE took

Percival  Stewart’s  advice,
and arranged a meeting with
the moneylender of Cockspur
Street : and the answer to his letter
was a gem of relined mockery.

I"[ shall be truly charmed o have
the company of =o distinguizhed a
scholar,”  wrote Maurice Stewart,
“and I suggest that vou come to my
place at Highgate and have a bit of
dinner with me,  As: vou can under-
stand, I have very little time for a
heart-to-heart  chat  durving  office
hours, =0 [ shall conzider myself
highly honoured if you will so far
forget vour exalied status as to break
bread with a low moneylender.

“I am hoping,” he went on, “that
vour desire io see e for a private
conversation 1s actuated by that spivit
of good fellowship which has always
been vour outstanding charvacterstie,
and again I tell you that T am deeply
touched by the honour which vou ave
bestowing upon one =o unworthy as
vour humble creditor, DMaurice
stewart.”

There was a great deal more in a
similar strain, and the Head's eves
glowed as the insults ent into his
heart.  He would not be put off, how-
ever, and left for London the follow-
ing morning.

Reaching Paddington just after five,
he drove to the Royalty Metel and

———— e ——

gﬂ'“'ﬂﬂti WOIIIen.

He ecould think of nothing but the
spider of Cockspur Street.

Maurice Stewart had mentioned
ihat he would order dinner for seven-
thurty, and about an hour before that
time the Head of St. Jude's roze from
his chair and went into his bed-room
to dress,

He looked a fine and scholarly
figure as, a little later, he passed be-
neath the lofty portico and entered
his taxi; and nobody glancing into
the finelyv-chiselled {eatures, would
have suspected the shadow that
dimmed the Head's life,

Maurice Stewart lived alone—but
for an old housekeeper—in a manston
which stood in its own grounds well
back from the road; but the taxi-
driver had no difficulty in finding
Midas Lodge. He pulled up outside
the massive wrought-ivon gates, and
his fave alighted, and a grin over-
spread his soiled features as he peered
towards the bleek of inky darkness
that was Mauriee Stewart’s house.

“Looks a cheerful sort of place,

sir,” he said, looking at the ead.
A very cheerful place—I don’t

**I am 1nelined to agree with yvou,”
zmiled Dr. Cauton-Lowe. " 8till, one
must not judge by appearances, you
s g0, sir,” agreed thoe driver,
his fare and a tip. “Goed-

] rar shot forward and was losl
gloom of a November night,
Head pushed open the heavy
and passed into the grounds.

There was no moon, and great banks
of blark cloud were scudding across
in angry skv. No sign of light came
from the direction of Midas Lodge.
Following the gravel path, the
Head eventually found himself at the

foot of a flight of stone steps; and at

| that moment he felt that he was out

of touch with the world. Alidas
Lodge was like a house of the dead,
for not a light winked in the inky
darkness, not a sound broke the un-
canny stillpess,

“T hope that fellow hasn't made 2
mistake.” mused the old scholar, step-
ning back and glancing up at the
heavily-curtained windows. At least,
I can make inguiries!”

AMounting the steps, he fumbled

il he found an old-fashioned bell-
rope, and this he pulled with quite
unneceszary vigour. Truth io tell,
the silence and darkness were begin-
iing to tell upon the old scholar’s
nerves, and he heaved something
very like a sigh of relief when he
heard the sound of movement inside
the hall.

Slow, shuffline footsteps  ap-
proached, but a long period of time
seemed to pass before there came a
attling of chains and the noise of a
bolt being withdrawn from its socket.

Then the door opened an inch—two
inches, perhaps—and an old and
wrinkled faee was illuminaied by the
light of a flickering candle. There
was something  positively  horrible
about the eold crone, whose skin
looked like parchment. Ier features
were sharp, and her nose beaklike,
whilst her little eves ghitered in a
way that made the Head shudder.

“Does Mr. Maurice Stewart live
here, my good woman?” he asked,
hoping in the depths of his heart that
stuch was not the case.

“Yes, sir; he is expecting  you,
sir,” returned the old woman ;- and
the smile that distorted her face was
horrible to sce.

“Then take me to him,” said the
Head, rather testily, *IHaven't vou
ot a proper light ¥ Is there no gas,
no electric light ¥

“* Light eosts money, sir,” guavered
the old hou=zekecper, **but vou'll find
it bright enough in the master's
room ! '

“Well, hurry !™ snapped the Head.

Opening  the door, the woman
shuflled aside to enable the visitor to
pass nto the musty hall; then she
locked up again and moved off across
the bare boards, the flickering candle
throwing eerie shadows as she walked.:

She led the way up a short Hight
of stairs, and the Head's footsteps
made a hollow sound upon the bare
boards.

“This wayv, sir,” chuckled the old
crone, turning  to  the left and
shuffling off along a musty corridor.

If Maurice Stewart had set out to
put the Head's nerves on edge, he
must have felt thoroughly satisfied
withh hizs efforts, for little beads of
cold perspiration were standing out
uponn his guest’s broad forchead as

R e
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he followed his guide along the echo-
ing passage,

i

A 3 |
“You'll find the master in the end |

b}

room, Sir, sald the disreputable.
looking woman, pointing a skinny
finger. * (Go straight in, sir!”

“Thank you!” said the Head |

shortly ; and he was only too pleased
to increase his pace and leave his un-
lovely escort behind.

Reaching the door, he rapped upon
the panels, but no voice bade him
enter,

“VYery curious,” he
frowning into the shadows.
curious !

He rapped again, and with irritable
vigour, but still no sound came from
mside the apartment. Only the echo
of his own knocking came to his ears.
He waited for a few seconds, and
nothing happened; so he opened the
door and crossed the threshold, and
an unexpected flood of white light
dazzled his eyes and blinded him for
the moment.

A somewhat ornate chandelier was
suspended from a richly-carved ceil-
ing, and it was the white radiance of
a score of electric bulbs which had
struck the visitor with almost phvsical
force and brought him to an abrupt
standstill. Many seconds  passed
before he could teke in his surround-
ings, but when he did so his mouth
opened in an involuntary gasp.

The room was furnished with ex-
cellent taste. A thick Oriental carpet
covered the floor, and on the walls
were genuine old masters, whilst the
round table in the centre of the apart-
ment was a picture of snowy napery

muttered,

**Most

m

and gleaming silver. Covers had been |

laid for two—Maurice Stewart and his
guest.

But the Head had no more than a
quick glance for these things; his
eyes were staring fixedly at a still
figure in the armchair—the figure of
the moneylender of Cockspur Street,

Maurice Stewart was obviously

dead !
The bloated features wore

an evil mask, and the thick

lips were twisted into a grin so dia-

The Accusation !

AURICE STEWART'S face

was repulsive even in death.

bolical that a shudder of repugnance | but to Dr. Cauton-Lowe seemed | believe such to be tho case.

ran through Dr. Cauton-Lowe, | like the report of giant artillery. He | The spider of Cockspur Street was
Death l'“:'.'l I_lﬂt- '[J"I.I'I'tf}' ';I'I!"L Il?ﬂllf.‘.}". | ."rlt&![i"lfi \']E}lt"!][‘.}' -',.'.:!".'Lf gI.EIE'CL]. almost not ihe type of man to commit |

Tmr_d}er of Cockspur _E:tt-gci_;. tl;fw 1_-119? | fiercely at the glowing embers, aiadas hatloved” life: too well' Tor

neither serenity nor peace about the “My nerves are out of order,” he | that. e had power and wealth, the

huddled figure in the chair.

The Head of 8t. Jude's stood like a
person  petrified: he remained per-
fectly still for fully two minutes,
paralysed with horror. The journey
through the echoing old mansion had
been eerie enough in all truth, and to
stumble upon this scene of tragedy
was to complete the nightmare
cxXperience.

There was something strangely in-
congruous about the whole affair—
the rich Oriental carpef, the ornate
chandelier, the priceless paintings,
the mellow oak panelling, and the
still figure of his host.

No sound broke the tragic silence,
not even the ticking of a clock; but
the Head’s heart wa# thumping
against his ribs, each beat booming m
his ears like a thunderclap.

He was absolutely incapable of
movement as he stared fixedly at the
lifeless form of Maurice Stewart, and
neither was he able to think clearly.
He was stunned for the time being,
vet he realised in a vague kind of
manner that he was in the presence
of either murder or suicide,

-
; '.n:l
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l DEAD

IN HIS CHAIR!

A sudden erash rang through the
room, shattering the tense silence,
and a sharp cry escaped the Head's
bloodless lips; and then he made a
determined effort to take himself in
hand, for the crash was caused by
the logs in the open grate huddling
together, though for greater
warmth. sound would have

(HE]

The

passed unnoticed in the ordinary way, |

told himself, moving across the room,
“Something must be done for this
poor fellow.”

He spoke as though there were still
hope for Maurice Stewart, even
though it was plain that the money-
lender had breathed his last, The
position of tha body, so eloguently
inanimate, told its own story,

“ Extraordinary—most extraordin-
ary " murmured the old scholar, halt-
ing before the chair.

He was still somewhat

in the company of a dead man 15 an
experience likely to test the strongest
nerve,
saw, for the first time, that Maurice
stewart was still bleeding from above
the right ear. The rich silk cushion
was stained with his blood.” A closer
examination disclosed the wonnd—a
scorched aperture that marked the
passage of a small-calibre bullet.

The gruesome discovery seemed to
pull the Head together, and his clear
eyes peered round for the weapon

' dered in cold blood, and he

- Tr-cpEsTE-m o

dazed—as |

well he might be, for to find oneself | shock that awaited Percival Stewart.

Leaning forward, the Head |

that had teken a man’s life. He

knew mnot on what he based his
opinion, but he felt quite convinced
that the moneylender had been mur-
ave o
little sigh as he stooped and picked up
a tiny, ivory-handled automatic, 1t

was just possible that the sinister-

| looking little weapon might have |
g = '-. .
fingors, |

" v ] L
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but the Head of 5t. Jude's did not

two things he had lived for.

(Fazing down into the unlovely face,
he could not believe that the man
in whose power he had been for the
past few months had really breathed
his last, and he felt no elation over
the cireumstance when he convinced
himself that Stewart was undoubt-
edly dead. Neither did he have any
sense of relief at his unexpected de-
liverance, Only a great wave of
compassion surged through him,
especially when he thought of the

The fact that the monevlender had
been cruel and merciless was for-
gotten; that he had gloated over the
fly that had walked so unsuspectingly
into his parlour was no more than a
dim memory, something to be for-
given in the presence of death,

The Head of St. Jude's felt that
indignation common to all men in the
case of cold-blouded murder.  He
prayed that the person responsible for
the terrible crime might be caught
and brought to justice, That Maurice
Stewart might have deserved his

Price
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ofhicers advanced stealthill
. Head of

fate did not occur fo the old scholar;
he was appalled at the idea of one
human bemng killing another.

That the usurer had been the victim
of foul play, that he had been given
no opportunity to defend himself, was
obvious from the position of the body.
There was no doubt that the assassin
had e¢rept up behind the chair and
fired the fatal shot with a cold pre-
cision that made Dr. Cauton-Lowe
shudder.

Glancing down, he suddenly
realised that he was holding the

weapon that was responsible for the
tragedy, and the tiny, sinister-looking
affair fascinated him. It was the first
time he had ever handled a revolver,
and he turned it over and over in
his palm, much ar a child inspects a
new toy.

His ignorance of the working of the
thing can be gauged by the fact that
he touched the trail trigger, cver so
' but the pressure was enough
a shot into the far wall of

e s fnegf
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The staccato noise of the report
snlit the tragic silence, and the most
sartled man in the world at that
snt was undoubtedly Dr, Cauton-

L 1t was whilst he was gaz-
the smoking weapon
open, and two

TOOI.

'''' n came the ragged crone
: n-Lowe into the
was who pointed

- § T L =
'
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O W men eniered tne

a skinny finger at the amazed scholar.
“That's him! He did 1t! 1 saw

| him!"” she croaked. with a horrible
leer; and the tight-lipped police-

thily upon the

St. Jude's,

Cauton ZLowe accused of
Of course il is absurd—

But the cireumstances
are damning. Everything pointz
againgt the innocent Head, Whit
will happen? You will be surprized
at the uncepeeted turn of cvents in
the last instalment of this great story
next week!l)

{Dr.
murder!
impossible ]
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LONG ODDS!
By Gilbert Chester,
(Continued from page 154.)
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ing, canght his arm and tried to drag
him back into the car.

But the frenzied Louis, thinking in
his panie that the rescuer was about
to attack him again, slashed out

O T ST ST, o
L SRTE ST .

| madly to ward off the blow he be-
! lieved was coming, and with a violent

jerk fell clean oft the step, dragging
Dick after him.

With a thud the pair rolled on to
the narrow rim beside the track,
their legs across the rail, with the
next car thundering up behind, while
Louis fought with the desperation of
a maniac.

With but a second to decide, Iick
saw the only alternative to throwing
his evil cousin off, and leaving Fim
to be run over by the oncoming car—
saw it, and took it without thought
for his own safety.

_With a superhuman jerk, he rolled
right over, tearing the struggling
Louis by main force with him from
under the very wheels of the swiftly-
moving car, and flung by the force of
his mighty wrench, slewed clean over
the unguarded brink of the viaduct,
locked in the crazy embrace of his
frenzied cousin.

And as they vanished into the
snadow of the ferro-concrete bridge-
way, the strung-out line of cars rattled
still onward, with a wild-eyed girl,

- her white face pressed to the front

coach window, staring in glassy,

| horror out into the night!
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(It aeemsz that H:ry gre gﬁing fon
certain  death—hut  can  anything
mtervene to - save them?  Can any-
thing break their fall? Laok out for
another long instalment of this
brilliant yarn next week! Look out,
tuo, for Erncst Harris' ripping long
ciomplete hoazing story, “ A Pal in
Thousand!” ['s great!;

the last dramatic
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