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Punished —A Battle Royal.

o VERY serious breach of discipline has
A bgen committed,” said the Head.
“ Under a mistaken idea that they
were being entertaining, certain boys of this class
have:been holding up a master to ridicule. I
think I need hardly explain anything further.
The boys who are responsible for the production
of this will please step out into the middle of
the room. I say, every boy who has had any
hand whatever in the production of it.”
Bimby groaned as he got up and looked at

Benson stood up, and, leaning on Mr. Withers' desk, waving time with his pipe in his right hand, started
Tom Bowling——" “Good gracious me!” Mr, Withers stood at the open doorway transfixed.

Earle junior, who sighed sympathetically.
Bimby went into the middle of the room,
followed by Earle, then by Malcolm. Eldred
rose, and sat down again; then rose, and very
unwillingly took up his stand with the others.

‘ Are there no more ? ”’ asked the Head. *‘No |
more but you four ? I fancy, Huggins, you |

should be here, too!”

|
‘“ He wants to compliment you about your
“I heard him

poem,” whispered Wilkington.

say it was a bit of all-right myself.”
*“ T am very pleased,” said Huggins.
it is good, but it ought to have all been
‘“ Huggins !
““ Yes, sir, I am now coming,’
He advancod into the middle of the r

took up his stand by the unhappy-
|

Eldred.

said Huggins. |
d

' thought it was

TRUE AS A DIE.

¢ T should say, sir, that there wag a great deal
more, but that was left out,” he said to the
Head.

“Indeed! I am pleased to hear it.”

“ You would perhaps like to read it. I am
glad to say I got back the papers from Bimby
and s

¢ Be silent, if you please ! ”” said the Head.

““Shut up, you idiot!” growled Eldred.
“ You'll make him worse.”

1 require full particulars about this,” the
, Head said, taking the journal up.  Who drew

this picture ?”’ b

¢ I did, sir,” said Malcolm, turning fiery red.

** It was a very unkind and ungenerous thing
to do,” the Head commented. ‘I will do you
the credit, Warri to suppose that you

orous ; but to my mind it

By Clever
HENRY ST. JOHN.

is extremoly objectionable, and in very bad taste.
Besides, I am sorry to see that you possess such
a command of slang.”

i | ” began Bimby eagerly.

“ Hold your tongue, sir ! I will come to you in
your turn,” said the Head. ‘ As I was saying,
Warrington, you have a decided talent for drawn:
ing, of which you are making very bad use. You
will write me out five hundred lines, and I trust
that you will never be guilty of such an un-
generous act again. Believe me, there is nothing
funny in holding up a schoolfellow to ridicule and
contumely.”

It was very unfair. Malcolm had made the
sketch to Bimby’s instructions. Certainly it had
been a caricature of Wilshin, but a very harm-
| less one until-Bimby had put the objectionable
wording underneath.
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again.
(See this week’s instalment.)
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“ Here a sheer hulk lies poor
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Maleolm bit his lip, and took his punishment in
silence, and the Head passed on to Eldred.

¢ And your part in this business, sir ? ”’ asked

the Head.

¢ I—I wrote the personal paragraphs.” 3

‘“ Five hundred lines,”” said the Head shortly,

‘“They are very improper a’.l,ld objectionable.

%
®
<>
Vg

Let me see, Huggins, you——

‘T wrote the poem, sir,” said Huggins eagerly
—“the poem ealled ‘The Stream.” I first of all
wanted to call it ° The Streamlet.’ It sounds

‘“ One moment ! ”’ said the Head. * You——"

* There are seven or eight more verses,”’ said
Huggins eagerly, ‘‘ and they were really even
better than those that Bimby put in. I suppose
he didn’t want me to have too much praise.
Some people are so jealous !

“ You can go and sit down, Huggins,” said the
Head. ‘You have been merely guilty of folly.
Your poem, as you eall it, is not a poem at all, but
a mere stringing together of words that produce
drivel. T trust that in future you will strive to
occupy your time to better advantage.”

“I don’t care what you say,” Huggins burst
out. ‘I don’t care a bit. Everyone who’s see
‘my poem says that they are——"’

¢ Go and sit down ! ” thundered the Head.

Huggins went to his seat.

““ And your part in this sorry business, Earle 2
demanded the Head.

“I wrote the article on Mr. Withers,” said
Earle defiantly.

“ I am sorry to hear it. I thought better of
you. Ididnotthink that youwould have written
anything that was calculated to cause pain and
annoyance to your master.”

‘1 didn’t,” said Earle. ‘It was never meant
that he should see it. He never would have
seen it if it hadn’t been for a 2

‘“ Silence'! You seem to be anxious to blame
others when you yourself only are to blame.
Stand aside ! You, Bimby ?

“I—I believe I did the rest,” said Bimby;
“and I got the whole thing up. It was my
idea.”

* You two boys will each receive a thrashing.”
said the Head. ‘‘Mr. Withers, your cane, if
you please ! ”

Mr. Withers looked on with keen enjoyment,
though he tried to assume,an expression of
shocked indignation.

Bimby was operated upon first, and went back
to his seat, walking carefully, and sitting down
with great circumspection. Then Earle followed
him, looking sad and thoughtful.

‘T trust that this will be a lesson to you all,”

the Head said, as he tore up the first and last
copy of the ‘‘ Three Cornered Journal.” ‘No
one admires genuine fun more than I do, but
objeetionable nonsense of this sort must be
stopped. You two boys to whom I have given
lines will bring them to my study to-morrow
evening before preparation, or as many of them
as you have finished by that time.”
. And'this was the beginning of the deadly feud
between the Wilshins and the Three Cornerers,
a feud that was fated to cause considerable trouble
before the term came to an end. :

‘* Of course, those bounders will try and make
out I sneaked,” Wilshin said to Gerring. * But
that’s all rob, of course. How could I sneak
about a tgiﬁg I didn’t know anything about ?

I’d never g¢ven seen their rotten paper, had I?”

“Of course you hadn’t!” said Gerring.
‘“ Anyhow, let ’em say what they like! We can
de that lot down any day, and, what’s more, we’ve
got Withers on our side.”

Yes, theWilshins had certainly got Mr. Withers
on their side. When school was over that after-
noon Mr. Withers made a little speech. He
pointed out that he had never been 8o insulted
in his life, and he considered that the Head had
dealt much too leniently with those concerned.

‘“ Compared with the conduct of Earle and
Bimby, and the rest of them,” Mr. Withers
said, ** it is with pleasure that I recall the manly,
straightforward action of Wilshin. Wilshin
was probably aware that this sq.called journal
contained some scurrilous abuse“of myself, and
he seized it, and would no doubt have destroyed
it had I not insisted on taking it from him.
Certainly Wilshin did not wish ti get his school-
felbows into trouble, and it was with reluctance
that he gave me the paper. I think Wilshin’s
behaviour in the matteggwas admirable, and I
shall hope to see him reinstated as captain of the
Fourth Form at a very early date.”

2
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Mr. Withers concluded amid loud cheers from
the Wilshinites.

“That’s what I say! Quite right!” said
Peters, slapping Wilshin on the back. ‘ Wil-
shin’s one of the best!”’ he added confidentially.
““ One of the very best, you chaps ! S

“I always said so,” said QGerring. * He’s
straight, that’'s what he is—a straight man !’

‘“He’s going to get it straight in about two
ticks ! ”’ muttered Earle darkly.
®Mr. Withers collected his™ books together
and put them into his desk. Then he shut it
up, and moved towards the door.

“Though not captain of the Fourth Form,
Wilshin,’” he said, ‘“ I prefer to leave the eonduct
of the Form to you while I am out, and until
Hacker’s arrival.””

Then he went out and closed the door after
him, and Earle junior arose slowly from his
place.

‘“Of course, those brutes will want to make
out I sneaked,” Wilshin was saying to his cronies.
““They’ve been trying to get something up against
me for a long time past. Well, let ’em! It
won’t hurt me 1

‘“Serve’em jolly well right ! They deserved all
they got, and a bit more,” said Gerring. ‘I
?ay that the Head is right. It’s rotten bad form

e,

Gerring subsided suddenly, as Earle junior
pushed him on one side.

““ Well ? ” said Earle junior.

Wilshin scowled.

‘“ What do you want ? ”’ he said. *‘ You clear
out ! I’m talking to my friends. Shove off!”’

“ Remember what I called you outside by the
five’s-court this afternoon,’” asked Earle.

“You didn’t call me anything. You know

better.”
‘“Oh, do I? Well, I'll say it again! I say
you are a rotten sneak and a filthy cad ! You’ve

done a thing no chap in the Fourth has ever done
before, and, in case you forget it, take that 2

Eatle drew his hand back and smote Wilshin
across the face with his palm. It was a good
old-fashioned smack—one that went off like a
pistol-shot, and stung enough to bring tears to
Wilshin’s eyes.

Stung and smarting, blinking to keep back
the tears, Wilshin made a rush. He struck out
with his right, and caught Earle junior one on the
under-jaw, that sent him spinning backwards
against the imitation marble pedestal, on which
was perched the bust of Homer.

‘“ Look out!” yelled Peters. But neither
Wilshin nor Earle was troubling to look out,
and down came old Homer with a smash, and
spread his fragments far and wide. Up in the
corner Wilshin and Earle were at it like a couple
of tiger-cats. Earle was in the corner with
his back against the wall, and somewhat ham-
pered by the confined space, so that Wilshin
looked like getting the best of it.

‘“Come out in the open!” bellowed Bimby.
“I say, come out in the open, you cad, and
fight fair !

* You shut up ! 7’ yelled Peters.
own business ! ”

‘It’s Earle’s doing; he started it, and he’ll——
You beast——"’

‘“Come on ! yelled Bimby. * Three Corners,
come on.”” He himself picked out Peters and
drove his left fist into Peters’s eye by way of
starting the entertainment.

‘“Wade in—wade in, you Three Corners! ™
yelled Cobb, making a straight dive for Gerring.
Gerring backed, but Cobb caught him and
him spinning with a right-hander straight from
the shoulder.

“Don’t hit—don’t hit!” 3 ols
trying to clamber over a desk. “‘I ain’t done i
I ain’t done nothing. Beside, you owe me

¢ Mind your

Cobb’s foot interrupted the rest of the sentence. |

It caught Samuels at & moment when he pre- |

sented a grand opportunity for a rear attack, and
Samuels went soaring through the air, and
alighted on his face on the floor.

It was hot work while it lasted, and deadly
work, too. Earle had succeeded in breaking
away from the corner, and he and Wilshin were
the central figures in the great struggle.

Malcolm found himsel%r engaged with Cart-
wright.
hit hard, as

Malcolm soon found out. But

| Malcolm could hit hard, too, and it was a fairly

even thing between this pair. Now Cartwright
received an injury, and backed a step or two,
and now it was Malcolm’s turn to give way ;
but the rest of the Wilshinites were getting
decidedly the worst of it.

Socrates had followed Homer, and lay in
small pieces of plaster on the floor, where
he was ground tog dust by the feet
of the combatants. The blackboard tottered
and fell with a crash, coming down a-top of
Samuels, who had crept behind it for refuge.

| is made good !
|

Even the raised platform, sacred to Mr. Withers,
was besieged by Jordan, who, arming himself
with Mr. Withers’ cane, proceeded to Iay it
about the heads and ears of all who came within
reach.

It was a din, an ear-splitting noise. Dust
was rifiipg from the floor and the ruins of Socrates
and Homer in great clouds, and through the
mist Huggins, who had climbed for safety on
to the window-sill and was élutching the window-
sash for support, could dimly see the struggling
forms of the combatants.

““ Do you give in, do you surrender ? '’ shouted
Bimby, who had settled with Peters and was
looking for a fresh foe. ‘ Give im, you wasters
—surrender !

“ Smrrender be blowed!” Jordan aimed a
blow at Bimby’s head with Mr. Withers’ cane.

“ You’ve cut my ear off, you howling waster ! ”’
shrieked Bimby. * You've cut my, ear off!”
He made a rush at the platform, but Jordan
hacked and slashed with the cane.

‘“Come down and fight fair. Come down
and ”  Bimby dived suddenly and caught
Jordan by the foot. Jordan, finding himself
going, seized on Mz Withers’ desk, but it proved
an unstable support, and down it came, with
Jordan underneath it, and Bimby underneath
the lot.

But Bimby was up first, and, rolling over
Jordan, shouted :

(‘i‘ I'll show you to bung desks at me, you
cad!”
get up, but Bimby clung to him, and Earle and
Wilshin tripped over them.

Clang, clang, clang! went the tea-bell, and the
door opened, and Mr. Withers put his head in.

*“ In the name of goodness ! ”* he gasped. *In
the name of wonder—stop! I say stop!” He
rushed into the fray, striking out blindly. *“I

say stop; I won’t have it. I never in my life—
I say—stop, ‘you fiends—you young——"’

Bash! Something caught him full in the
face. It was the duster which he used to rub
the blackboard clear of chalk with. And as the
duster had been in use from time immemorial,
it was well loaded with chalk. In an instant
Mr. Withers was enveloped in a great white,
choking cloud, which half blinded and choked
him,

With his eyes and throat full of chalk-dust,
Mr. Withers groped out and caught an ear, on to
which he held.

“ Leave go! I say leave go! What——"

Mr. Withers did not leave go, he held on till
the dust settled a bit, then he saw that it was
Hacker whom he had captured.

‘ If you’ve done with my ear, sir,”” said Hacker,
“1’d be glad to have it.”

Mr. Withers let go.

‘I did not know it was you, Hacker, I was
As you see allthis dust, this chalk. This is
disgraceful,  abominable, unheard ~of! Good
gracious me, what is this underfoot ? ’

‘“ It’s the old gentlemen fallen off their perches
said Hacker. *“ They’ve been going it. I fanc
I heard an awful hullabaloo, and I came in!”

Clang, clang ! went the tea-bell again.

“ They are all in it. All the lot—one as bad
as another, except that lunatie chap Huggins.
He was on the window-sill as T Hallo! ™

Hacker paused. There was a wail of terror,
a crashing of breaking glass, 2 momentary view

of a pair of feet, and Huggins had vanished

through the window.

‘“He's fallen out,” said Hacker,
unnecessarily.

* They seem to be smashing up everything,”

| said Mr. Withers, wiping the dust out of his

| ey

“1 want to know who threw that duster

at me.

* I didn’t~I give you my word I never did,"”
said Samuels.

“ Not much good asking”
* You'll never get the truth of i

** I suppose not.” Mr. Withers sighed. ¥ There
will be no half-holiday for this Form next Satur-
day. And al] weekly pocket-money will be
forfeited until the damage that has been done

™

2 said Hacker.

“ What about the kid that fell out of the

‘ window ? ™ asked Hacker.

Cartwright was on the large size, and |

*“ I don’t kmow at all, it is nothing to do with
me,” said Mr. Withers. “He will probably
come back!™

Huggins did come back in about twa.minutes.
He was cut in one or two places, and weeping
loudly.

“ Do be quiet ! ™
have that horrible n

“I—I wish it was you who fell out of the
window,” said Huggins. * Serve you right if
it was you. I wish it was you. I wish you had
broken your &

* Hold your tongue, sir !

*1 sha'n’t.

aid Mr. Withers, “I won’t

b
** shouted Mr. Withers.
I'm going to say what I want to

“T'll show you——" Jordan tried to |

somewhat |

say I wish-
Hacker grabbed Huggins by
shook him till his teeth rattled:

into a corner. ‘‘ Shut your face. Savvey ? 7Y
“ My name’s not Sammy, and 2 b
“ Oh, shut down !” >

“The tea-bell has rung twice,”’” said Mr.
Withers, “ but as you are all in such a horrible
condition, not fit, in fact, to sit down with pigs,
Hacker and I will go into tea alone! What are
you laughing at, Bimby? How dare—"
Mr. Withers paused. * You are an impertirfent
fool 1" he said heatedly. *° Go and clean your«
selves, all of you!” ] ’}
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Benson Callé—A Matinee Performan::c’;‘-;
A Foul Injustice.

i ’LL bet Withers means to make a bit

H on it. ~ How much were the old jossers

worth, anyway ?”’ Bimby demanded.

It was Saturday afternoon, and, after having
been muleted of their week’s pocket-money,
the Fourth Form sadly and sorrowfully sat
itself down to write impots, while the rest of the
school went out to the football field. 5
' There was a match to-day between the Sixth,

with a few chosen members of the Fifth, aid
i Wickenhall Town, a match that the Fourth
| would not have missed for all that it could see.

Earle looked up at the clock.

“ Kick-off in two minutes,”
gloomily. 9

“ Don’t—don’t, I can’t stand it,” said Bimby,
pretending to weep. My little heart swill
break ! ”’ fig

“ Dry up, and don’t be an ass. It’s rotten,
rough luck, the rottenest Earle paused.
Ot course Haclker is on the ground ; he’s playing !
Where’s old Withers ?

“ Don’t know, and not anxious,” said Bimby.
‘I shouldn’t care if I never saw him again.”

“1 mean, does the bounder think that we are
going to stick here all the afternoon and slog,
and never even trouble to come and look at
A

“Shame ! shame!” said Bimby.

“ Well, I won’t write a hanged word.” Earle
shut up his book with a bang. “I've a good
mind to go to the nisii.. and take what comes
of it afterwards. If I see the match Withers
won’t be able to rob me of that!”

“ You shall not go alone, dear friend ! ” said
Bimby. He, too, shut up his book.

But at that moment the Head came in.

‘“This is a very sorry spectacle,” he said.
{ “I am very annoyed to find that the whole of
, this Form 1s kept in! ”’
| So are we, sir,” muttered Bimby.

“ What did you say ? ” asked the Head.
| “;’I said that we were very sorry to be kept in,

he muttered

| “Yes, I suppose you are. I hope that your
punishment will, therefore, have all the more
effect upon you.”

The Head went out, and scarcely had the door
closed on him than there was a tap on the
window.

“ It's Benson—old Benson, from Greato-
rex’s place,” said Earle. ‘‘ What on earth >

“ Open the window !’ Benson put his hands
| to_his mouth to make a speaking trumpet.
 Open the window, some of you! " U

Bimby climbed on to a form and pushed the
window open, and Benson put his head inside.

“ Well, well, well,” he said, *‘you do look
nice and comfortable! What nice little boys, to
be sure! Having a little mothers’ meeting all
on your own ? I were passin’ by, and I thought
I'd look in and see how you was, some of you!
There’s young Master W'grriugton now. I knew
L his father—knew him well, as fine a gentleman
he were as ever drew breath =

“ Come in and sit down ! said Bimby.

‘‘ Where’s old Julia Camsar—him with the
Roman: »

“ Withers 7

“Any old thing. I don’t mind. I say,
where is he ? Him and me ain’t on terms of
brotherly love. Well, it was like this.”” Benson
leaned a little farther in through the window.
‘“Me and the general has a row, as per usual.
He gives me a month’s notice, as per usual.
Me, I go down to the Welcome Home, as per
usual—"

“ This is one of the best stories I ever heard,”
said Bimby ; ‘‘ and the way you tell it makes it
more interesting still. Come inside and sit
down !>’

‘ Presently—later on,” said Benson, waving
his hand. ‘ Where was I2”

|
i
|
!

The Opéning Chapters Specially Re-written For New Readers.

The Coming of the New Boy.
A VEN before Malcolm Warrington made
ﬁ/ his apped®rance at the famous old
school of St. Basil’s, Mr. Withers, the
deservedly unpopular master of the Fourth
Form, learnt something about the new boy’s
family history, which, with his usual mean and
ungenerous spirit, he meant to use for the pur-
pose of making Malcolm’s lot an unhappy one.
Through reading a letter not intended for his
eyes, he gathered that years before Warring-
ton’s father—who had held a high position in
the Army—had been condemned on a charge of
treason, and banished from his nativ&land. Now,
although many believed Colonel Ian Warring-
ton guiltless of the charge brought against him,

his innocence had never been proved. Malcolm
was quite unaware of all this, believing his
father to be on service in India.

Friends and Foes.

Of course, Malcolm was sure that the charge
could not be true; still, he was greatly upset.

The bullying and sneers Malcolm endured at
the hands of his thoughtless schoolfellows swere
lightened by the friendship of Harry Belton,
the school captain, a kind-hearted young
fellow, who knew all about Warrington and
the unhappy cloud hanging over his father.
Besides Belton, Malcolm also found he had
temporary friends in Arthur Earle and Bimby,
while those who made themselves his enemies
were Wilshin, Gerring, Peters, and Cartwright.

Huggins Creates Amusement.
However, for a time attention was directed

away from Warrington by the arrival of another
new boy, Wilberforce Huggins, who hitherto
has been petted and spoiled by indulgent maiden
aunts. -

The peculiarities of Huggins provided the
other boys with a great deal of amusement,
especially as the innocent-minded youth set his
back up against Wilshin, for whom he had con-
ceived a cordial dislike. In Malcolm, however,
the simple lad found a staunch supporter.

The Three-cornered Brotherhood.

But the fact that Warrington rescued Benson,
the servant of General Greatorex, from drown-
ing quickly changed the aititude of the better
spirits of the school towards him. By Earle,
Bimby, and Eldred he was invited to join their
Brotherhood of the Three Corners—zeemingly a
great honour.

The New Paper.

It was unfortunate, as matters eventually
turned out, when Bimby suggested that the
Brotherhood should bring out a paper of its
own. The idea“was a good one, certainly, and
met with instant support.  Accordingly, the
paper was brought out. But it happened to
contain many little bits of information concern-
ing Mr. Withers, Wilshin, and the rest of his
crew, which were far from complimentary.

Unfortunately, Wilshin succeeded in getting
hold of the paper. He handed it immediately
to Mr. Withers, who, outraged at the personal
remarks concerning himself made therein, at
once took it to the Head. = Very few minutes
after, Dr. Headford made his appearance in the
school-room with the paper in his hand.

(Now continue on the front pages
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Henry St. John’s Masterpicce.

[ * Ontside,” said Bimby. ¢ Oh, at the Wel-
come Home X

i “ As per usual. And Sam Poulter—that’s the
landlord—he said to me, ‘I've got a drop of
something, Benson,” he said, ‘that will make
your hair stand up on end, and sing ‘‘ Home,
sweet home.”” So there it was—me and Sam,
and others—other gents. As I was saying”’
- —Benson paused, and his watery eyes roamed
round the room—“1I knew his father, I did.
A true gentleman he was, 8 man—a man. I
could tell you things, I could. Things I’ve seen
and did in my time. I were at the Battle of
Inkermann, Tel-el-Kebir, Pass of-what-you-call-
'um—Waterloo. Got ’em all mixed. I been to
80 many. You wait, and I'll tell you.”

He grabbed the edge of the sill, and tried to
pull himself up; then, with inside assistance
from Earle and Bimby, he managed to get one
leg over, then the other, and rolled on to the
Hoor.

“ Well, well, well,”” he said, * this is like
home! What is home without a mother ?”
Benson sat on the floor and looked about him.
‘I say, what is home without a mother ? That’s
it. That’s it. Help the old gentleman up!”

Bimby and Earle dragged him up and con-
ducted "him to Mr. Withers’ chair, on which he
sat down.

* Look here, I've got no hand in this busi-
ness, *’ said Wilshin audibly. ‘I object to it !
Who is the fellow——"

“What!” Benson got up, gripping the
arms of his chair, ‘ Feller—who’s that who
says feller to me * Who says—I esay, who says
feller ? That pimple-faced cabbage? Here,
give me something!” He looked round, and
seeing the ink-pot on Mr. Withers’s desk, seized
it, and flung it at Wilshin’s head. Fortunately
for Wilshin, Benson’s aim was bad, and the pot
smashed against the wall, leaving an unsightly
mess where it struck on a gaudily-painted map
of South Awerica. “Never mind! Don't
bother ! ”” Benson waved his hand. * Let the
girl clean it up in the morning. Let’s have a
song. Wait a minute, I'm going to get me
pipe on.”

“ This’ll mean trouble,” said Wilshin darkly.
“ You brought this idiot in here o

He glared at Bimby and Earl.

“Better run and tell, hadn’t you?!” said
Bimby, with withering sarcasm. ““ Better
hurry up and sneak.”

“ Now, then, we are all right,” said Benson
as he lighted up. ‘‘What’s the first item on
this here programme ? Who'll sing a song ?

Nobody accepted the invitation, but after
hesitating for a inoment, Huggins got up.

* “I couldn’t sing a song——"" he began.

“ Then sit down, winkle face ! > said Benson
politely.

‘I could recite a poem,” said Huggins.

‘“Bravo! Bravo! Do it nice, me little man,
and T’ll give you a kiss. Oh, silence! Silence !
Silence for little winkle face, and his recy-what-
you-call-’'ms !

My poem,” said Huggins, ‘“‘is written by
myself, and is called, ‘ My Faithful Dog.’

“Wes sat ?” asked Benson. * Fearful what ?”

“Faithful dog!—My faithful dog!” said
Huggins, in his shrill, high voice. “It is a
pathetic poem.”

* Ceb out your hankeys,
cuse mo if I s¢b.”

“ My faithfvl dog! My faithful dog!’ said
Huggins, ;

“ You said that afore!
said Benson.
faithful dog ?.” 3

“This is the poem. ‘Do not interrupt,”
said “Huggins. ‘It begins, ‘My faithful dog,
my faithful——

“Try a cat for a change. That’s five faith-
ful dogs you've got. I hope, young feller, as
you have licences for ’em all ! ”*

“ My faithful dog! My faithful dog -~

*“ If you say that agen, I'll bung something at
you!” said Benson. ‘ Here, wait a moment.
This is where we breaks off for liquid refresh-
ment.”

He brought a bottle out of his pocket, and
took out the cork and put it to his lips,

Meanwhile, taking advantage of Benson’s
occupation, Huggins sailed in.

”

said Bimby. “ Ex-

Get on with it!”
“What about your blcoming

¢ * My faithful dog, my faithful dog,
I love you very much,
I love your shaggy, dark-brown coat,
You are so good and kind !
And follow me wherever I do go.
That is why I love my faithful dog.
My f&i(;’hful dog, my faithful dog,
Pty

“ What’s he still at it ?” bellowed Benson.
¢ That there young himp is still getting his faith-
ful dog off his chest! Sit down! Sit down!
Silence ! Order ! Shut up! Now, we’ll have a
song.”’ q

“ But——"" said Huggins.

“Ten days without the option of no fine!”
said Benson. ‘‘ Take the prisoner away. Now
then, all together, ‘’Ere a sheer hulk lies poor
Tom Bowling, the darling of the crew.” Join in,
can’t you, some of you? °No more he’ll hear
the er-er-er-tempest howlin’, for death
can’t sing a-sittin’ down. I'll stand up to it.”

Benson got on his feet, and, leaning on Mr.
Withers’ desk, waving time with his pipe in his
right hand, started again.

¢ ¢ 'Fre a sheer hulk lies poor Tom Bow

“ Good gracious me!’ Mr. Withers stood
on the open doorway transfixed. * What does
this mean ? Who—how—who admitted this
person ? ”’ ;

“Set down at the back, and don’t make no
noise ! ”’ said Benson. “I’'m singing! I'll
start agen. ‘Here a sheer hulk lies——' "’

“Stop this! Stop this instantly, and leave this
place at once !’ shouted Mr, Withers.

*Hallo! Why, it's old Nosey Parker, and I
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never knew it!’ Benson broke off. ‘Old
Nosey ! Well, well, well !

“You impudent fellow! Go! Leave this
place at once! I do not know how you gained
admittance, but you are trespassing! Your
presence here is an insult, and I shall take good
care that your master is made acquainted with

our impertinence !

While Mr. Withers talked, Benson stood
gravely beating time with his pipe-stem.

‘“ Ain’t he a little oratorium, as the saying is ?
Don’t he speak nice and quick ? Go on, let’s
have some more ! ”’

“T tell you I will not have it ! ”” shrieked Mr.
Withers. ‘‘Go away at once! Leave, I say!
Immediately ! Begone !

“This is where the tragic comes in,” said
Benson, smiling. ‘“ Look at him; ain’t he a
little picter—with his nose and all 7

¢ This is—is——"" Mr. Withers stuttered ; he
advanced towards his desk. ‘I say, fellow—I
say, go away! You have no right here—no
right at all ; you are intruding on these boys—I
will not explain! Go away ! Do you hear me,
or shall I be obliged to send for the police ? »

Benson stood looking down at Mr. Withers,
still beating time with his -pipe, and smiling
inanely at the angry master. Then he reached
over and put one hand caressingly on Mr.
Withers’ head.

“There was a time,” he said thickly, ““ when
me and him didn’t hit it. Now I love him.
He’s dearer to moe ’n anything. He’s the apple
of me eye, and the pride of me e

‘ Take your filthy paw off me ! '’ shouted Mr.
Withers. * This.is too much ! Wilshin, go for
Hacker! Tell him e

‘“ Hacker is at football, sir,” said Wilshin.

“Yes, yes; then fetch Dr. Headford! No—
no, he has gone out! Was anything more un-
fortunate ? I say, man ’—Mr. Withers turned

—“you must go! You have no right here!
»

Besides, you are drunk !

But Benson, in spite of his age and infirmity,
looked dangerous, and, Wilshin and Gerring and
Peters approached with hesitation.

‘“ Now, you—you must really go, don’t you
know !’ said Wilshin nervously.

““ You come nigh or néar me, and I'll pull your
nose eut as long as old Parker’s over there,”’
said Benson. *‘ You know me—Sergeant Benson,
late Har, Hem, Hel, Hi, and don’t you forget it !
What-ho, without there, bring me me trusty
sword ! ”’

““ Isay, but you know—don’t you—you know,”
said Wilshin. .

“1I say, turn the fellow out!’’ shouted Mr.
Withers. * Out with him at once !

“ Look here, sir, have a go at him!” said
Wilshin. ¢ He’ll mind you, perhaps.”

‘““ He willnot ! I will not interfere, I say !’

¢ Let’s have a song and dance,”’ said Benson.

* I'll sing you a song,
Rum ti, tum ti, too-roo-looral,
It ain’t very long,
Rum ty tam %

Benson commenced to dance, capering about
on the platform like a performing elephant, while
the boys shouted with laughter.

‘““ Nimble, jain’t I, considering I’'m turned
twenty-five ?  he shouted, delighted that he had
an appreciative audience. ‘‘ Lor’, but that’s
nothing ! TI’ll show you!” He stooped down
suddenly, and before anyone knew what he meant
to do, he turned head over heels, and, falling
off the platform, landed on the floor, with a terrific
crash, at Mr. Withers’ feet.

Then he sat up, all fuddled and dazed, rubbing
the back of his head.

“Coward ! ” he said, glaring at Mr. Withers.
“Coward ! You struck me!”’

“ Now, then, Wilshin—quickly !’ cried Mr.
Withers. ‘I say, Wilshin, come !’

Wilshin and the rest hurled themselves on top
of Benson, who, though down, was far from being

With a terrific crash Mr. Withers’
At the same moment the master himself

floor raising a cloud of dust.

desk was overturned, and fell to the

appeared on the scene of chaos, to receive a chalky duster full in the face.

““ Never let it be said ! ”” said Benson seriously.
“Don’t say the word!- It is not drunk, but
tears of joy, vou see!”™

‘“ He must be put out
‘¢ He must be instantly put out ! ™

“¢For to-night we’ll happy be,
we'll happy be,
to-morrer we’ll be sober.’
goether—* For to-night e

“Enough! I will not have it!
your assistance! Gerring, Earle, som
put this man out ! ”

Wilshin got up, and Gerring and Peters
followed his example.

‘“ Put him out, sir ? »’ said Wilshin.

“ Yes, I say, put him out ! Earle——

“I am not going to interfere,” said Earle.
¢ It is not my business.”

‘“ Do what I tell you ! *’ shouted Mr. Withers.

“I am not going to!” Earle put his hands
into his pockets. You haven’t the right to order
us to do what you don’t want to do yourself ! »

‘“ Barle, how dare you?” screamed Mr.
Withers. * Gerring, Wilshin, and the rest of
you, forward! Seize that fellow, and put him
out!”

“ Meanin’ me ? ’’ said Benson, suddenly waking
u ¢ Meanin® me ? Come on, then!” He
gripped the chair on which he had been sitting,
and swung it in the air, then lurched forward and
fell against the desk, knocking it off the platform,
and sending it crashing down almost on top of
Mr. Withers, Wilshin, and Gerring. *‘ There it
goes, silly old thing ! ”’ said Benson. *‘‘ Accidents
will happen in the best regylated fambilies.
Well, well, well, don’t bother! The girl’ll clear
it away in the morning ! ”’ v

‘“ Drag him down ! »’ cried Mr. Withers. ¢ This
cannot be permitted ! I say,draghimdown !”
He danced up and down with excitement, and
ordered Wilshin and the others forward, while he
himself occupied a safe position in the rear.

Now, then, alto-
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! said Mr. Withers. |

for to-night |
for to-nmight we'll happy be, |

beaten. Suddenly he clasped Mr. Withers round
the legs, and dragged him down into the melee,

*“ Shame ! ”” shouted Bimby loudly. * Shame!
allsetting on onecldman! Hiss! Hiss, boys!”

Ina momentt oom sounded as though it was
full of angry snakes. Mr. Withers got his head
out of the tangle somehow, and glared around
him.

Stop it, I say—stop it ! "
| “Shame!” bellowed Bimby. * Shame to
all go for one old man! It’s the 'sort of thing

Wilshin and company would do. Pity it ain’t
an old woman, isn’t it ? They’d be braver
still 1

“ Bimby, I will—"

Mr. Withers left off suddenly, and uttered a
vell as Benson grasped him by the hair.

“ Rescue !’ shouted Bimby. ““ Rescue !
Benson !

But Benson did not want any rescuing. Hav-
ing obtained possession of Mr. Withers’ head, he
proceeded to pummel his face leisurely, sparing
a blow every now and again for Wilshin and the
others, who were doing their best to drag him
off hig vietim.

Mr. Withers’ dismal howls filled the air, and
Mr. Withers’ long arms and legs waved and
kicked hopelessly.

It was a funny sight—Benson sitting on the
floor placidly punching the shrieking Mr. Withers;
while Wilshin and company dragged this way
and that, and never succeeded in doing anything.

Bimby stood and laughed till the tears rolled
down his face. Then suddenly Mr. Withers
succeeded in breaking away. His collar was off,
his long hair was on end, his nose was red, as,
though it had been toasted in front of the fire.
Worst of all, he reeked of whisky, for Benson’s
portable liquid refreshment-bottle had broken,
and Mr. Withers had collected most of its contents
on his person.

479

“I—I will fetch the police!” he gasped.
“This is beyond endurance! I will have you
locked up, you brute! I—7

Mr. Withers darted towards the door, and
flung it open. There was just a chance that the
Head had come back from his walk, and Mr.
Withers flew to his study to see.

The Head had come back, and as the door flew
open, and Mr. Withers tumbled in, he looked
up in surprise.

“Mr. Withers! Why——" The strong
aroma of the whisky caught the Head’s nc t ils,
and a stony glare of deeply-rooted susp.cion
came into his face.

‘“ Mr. Withers, how dare you intrude on me in
this manner, sir ? What does this mean ? ”

Everything was against Mr. Withers so far
as appearance went. His nose—his most
prominent feature—had been rubbed against
the floor, and was showing signs of wear and tear,
his clothes were anyhow, and covered with dust,
his collar gons, and then that abominable smell
that there was no mistaking.

The Head rang the bell on his table sharply.

‘“ Not a word, sir!” he said. I must con-
fess that this is a most painful—a most humiliat-
ing and painful experience for me ! ’

*It’s nothing to what I've suffered ! ”’ cried
Mr. Withers. ‘I say it's nothing to what—
I've been attacked—a brute of a fellow——""

‘* Enough, sir !’ The Head lield up his hand,
and turned to the door as it opened. ‘¢ Toogood,
conduct Mr. Withers to his room, if you please !
he said firmly. »

‘‘Conduck—what—oh !’ Toogood broke off
suddenly and clapped his hand over his mouth.
“Now, youcome along !’ he said persuasively.
“You come along, do! Lawks, talk about a
walking distillery !

““ Get him to his room at once before any of
the boys return,” said the Head.

‘“ What does thismean ? *’ shouted Mr. Withers.
‘I say, what does this mean ? Do you dare to
impute, to insinuate that I ame intox—intoxi-
cated ? I—great goodness, this is too much ! ”*

‘*That’'s what we think,” said Toogood.
“You come along nice and quiet like a good
gentleman.”

He gripped Mr. Withers by the arm, and
dragged him a step towards the door.

“@Go, sir!”’ thundered the Head. “Go at
once ! I will not allow you to disgrace yourself,
me, and the school ! I say, go at once ! ”’

‘“Bless me,”” stammered Mr. Withers, ¢ yvou've
taken leave of your senses! I tell you I have
been grossly ill-used. I tell you that I have
been——""

““ We'vo heard that old tale afore,”’ said Too-
good. ‘‘ Now, you come along.”

Mr. Withers fought, but Toogood was sturdy,
and-Mr. Withers found himself drifting towards
the door.

“Isay, I demand—I demand as my right,”
he shouted, clutching at the door-handie to save
himself—** I say, in the name of justice, of reason,
of—of anything—— Leave go, you confounded
fellow ! Leave go, do you hear ? .

“I'm partial to a drop of whisky myself,”
said Toogood, ‘ but there’s a limit, and vou've
gone past it, master! Now, you come along
and lie down !

He dragged Mr. Withers’ hand from the
handle, and the Head pushed the door to after
them. For a moment a silent struggle went on
in the hall outside, then a series of bumps and
stifled yells, followed by silence.

The Head opened the door and peeped out,
and saw that Mr. Withers and his captor had
gone.

‘““A horrible exhibition !
stand it !’ he said. “ Presently I shall require
an explanation. I cannot overlook such a
terrible thing as this—no ! »’

Upstairs the unfortunate Mr. Withers had
been hurled into his bed-room by Toogood.

* Now, then, off with them clothes!” said
Toogood.

“ Off with—with my clothes ?
No; I refuse! I absolutely decline !
take my clothes off !

** And I say you will! You are going to bed,
and you are going to have a nice quiet sleep, and
then you’ll be better.”

Mr. Withers stood in the middle of the room,
and regarded Toogood with a look of stony
despair.

“ Man,” hesaid, in a hollow voice, * do you
suspect me of Deing drunk ?

Toogood sniffed the atmosphere.

** Suspect ain’t the word!” he said briefly.
“ You get alor® into bed ! ”’

(To be continued in next Thursday's BOYS' HERALD.)

I cannot under-

What for ?
I will not

A WORD FRO’I YOUR EDITOR.

[ want every one of my chums who reads this
notice to give it his most earnest and thought-
ful attention, because in it I wish to say a few
words about the wonderful institution I have
started in connection with this paper and *‘ The
Boys’ Friend,” under the name of *° The Boys’
Friend” Correspondence College. With this
issue of our paper you have an excellent oppor-
tunity of joining and of r@ceiving the best in-
struction it is possible to obtain in those sub-
jects you desire to take in the Civil Service
examination, or to fit you for a literary or
commercial career. It should be borne in mind
that those who join first will be the first to
receive their courses of tuition through the post.
Another great advantage which ‘“The Boys
Friend’”’ Correspondence College boasts, in ad-
dition to the fact that it supplies the most
thorough and wup-to-date instruction practically
free, of course, is an Employment Bureau,
which has been established for the purpose of
securing remunerative positions for those who
have passed the college examination, and have
obtained a certificate of merit from the Princi-
pal of the College. Therefore, my bogs, hurry
up your applications. Don’t delay. Join now.)
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YOUR EDITOR (H. E.).
Controller of -

THE BOYS’ HERALD —Thursday.
THE BOYS’ REALM—Saturday.
THE BOYS’ FRIEND—Tuesday.
E and popular story was contemplated,
and now I am able to tell them de-

finitely that the new story starts in a fortnight’s
time, and that its title 1s

¢ HONESTY WINS.”

Tor the benefit of my friends who are reading
“ Always Honest,”” I may tell them that the
sequel to pur -present story will be quite a new
tale, which new readers can take up, so I hope
they will do me the kindness to advertise the
fact that this new serial starts in two weeks’
time, and that it will be written by Mr. Allan
Blair and your servant, Hamilton Edwards.

I think all my friends will admit that the
new story will be even an advance upon the
last one, and that it will be read with intense
satisfaction by all.

“ Always Honest.”
S I have already announced to my
friends, a sequel to this very clever

Free Education.

There is no question, to my mind at any rate,
that the secret of Great Britain’s strength—the
force which keeps her at the head of all the-
nations—lies in education. <

When the poor boy can obtain an education
as easily as the son of the rich man, it will be
n great and glorious thing for this country.

In a small way I am trying to help this
movement, and I look forward to_“The Boys’
Friend ”’ Correspondence College doing a great
deal of good for lads who wish to get on.

There must be hundreds and hundreds, nay,
thousands of boys who are desirous of taking
up a course of shorthand or who wish to be-
come journalists or writers, or who would like
a course in English literature, and there must
also be thousands of boys who wish to secure
posts in the Civil Service. 3 2

Every one of these boys should write for par-
ticulars of “The Boys' Friend”” Correspond-
ence College. I am glad to say that the idea
has caught on, and that the applications to take
up the course are coming in steadily.

Tt is a simple matter to become a student of
“The Boys’ Friend’’ Correspondence College.
Supposing you wish to enter for the examina-
tion held for Boy Clerkships in the Civil Ser-
vice, and you haven’t the means to pay for
an expensive course of tuition at one of the
ordinary correspondence colleges, all you
have to do is to cut twelve coupons out of
either “The Boys’ Friend” or TrE Bovs’
HEeRALD—three from one and nine from the
other, or six from one and six from the other.
So long as they are all from the same week’s
issue it doesn’t matter.

Now, send these coupons in, sell or give away
your copies of the paper from which they have
been cut, and you will receive the first lesson of
the course. In all there are only twelve les-

itor is always glad to hear from
ut yourself or your favourite
He will answer you by post if
d a stamped addressed postcard
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ideas for our paper. =

All letters to be addressed to the Editor of
THE BOYS' HERALD, 2, Carmelite House,
Carmelite Street, London, E.C.
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sons. You meed not take a lesson every week
if you cannot spare the time. You can take a
lesson one week, and then the next a fortnight
or three weeks later, if you like. Everything
is arranged to suit the convenience of the boys
who wish to take advantage of this wonderful
offer. L

Remember that the whole cost of the course
is covered by sending the twelve coupons for
cach lesson, and each lesson includes not only
the paper, which is sent to you, bub criticisms
and corrections by the staff of teachers and
masters, who are retained especially for ¢ The
Boys’ Friend” Correspondence College.

Set this offer against the charges which are
made by any other correspondence college, and
you will find how trifling is the cost to the lad
who wants to get on.

This week, then, I want to spur on all my
fricnds who are ambitious to take one of the
courses. Let them try the first lesson, and if
they find it too difficult, they can write to me,
and perhaps I may be able to help them. Any-
way, I want them to understand that I am
offering them a first-class education at a cosb
which is quite nominal.

The Attack on *“ The Boys Friend.”

My readers will doubtless remember that last
week I made reference to an attack on “The
Boys’ Friend’’ by Mr. Alderman Hugh Morton,
of Newecastle, whilst trying the case of a lad
who had been foolish enough to commit a most
stupid and silly robbery—a robbery which
obviously was of so little criminal intent that
one can only sympathie with the parents and
pity the lad, whose sense of right and wrong
at the moment must have been missing. He
condemns it as a paper of unwholesome read-
ing, ~

Now, below I publish a statement which I
have received from the father of the boy in
question, and in this statement it will be seen
that The Boys’ Friend’’ is exonerated from
all blame. Naturally, the criticism of *The
Boys’ Friend ” is also a criticism of THE Boys’
Heratp and “The Boys’ Realm,” for as all
my friends know, all three papers are controlled
by myself, and are run on exactly the same
principle.

Statement by the Boys’ Father.

b

I have noticed some of the Press reports of |
the safe robbery at Newcastle-upon-Tyne (with |

which my son was charged at the police-court
of that city last week), and it seems to me tha
such reports are exaggerated and inaccurate,
and tend to give the public the impression that
the robbery was suggested by a copy of “*The
Boys’ Friend” which was found upon the boy

dnd produced in court, showing a picture of a |

man forcing open a safe.

A paper was certainly produced in court,
which was said to have been found on the lad
when he was arrested, but I did not read it
myself, but concluded, from what was said by
others, that the illustrations may:have had
something to do with the matter. But now I
find, from what my son tells me, that he did
not purchase the copy of ‘“The Boys’ Friend ”’

If your letter is not replied to

here, it mav be answered in
“The Boys’ Realm next Satur-
day, or “The Boys’ Friend” next
Tuesday,
It will pay you to get a
copy of each and see.

until the Saturday after the robbery, so that I
have come to the conclusion that the issue of
““The Boys’ Friend’’ could not have influenced
or suggested the crime, especially as I cannot
find the illustration of breaking open a safe,
which was alleged to be in its pages.

It is true there are pictures referring to a
detective-story; but these are more likely to
deter from crime than to suggest ib, as they
show the absolute folly of attempting anything
of the kind.

I would also like to add that personally T am
not much in favour of stories of that kind, and
would really much prefer that my boy did not
read fiction at all. He, howerver, is very fond
of reading, and is a good scholar, and, as a
man of the world, I know that there are many
other books published which would be much
worse reading for him than the tales in “The
Boys’ Friend.” I am told that some books
which were considered suitable for boys in
Queen Victoria’s time are regarded as classies,
but are not at all likely to influence a boy for
good in the long run. 3

I much regret that my boy was not a mem-
ber of the League of Boy Friends, the rules of
which are certainly very good.

Although I would much rather have pre-
ferred that my son should have devoted his
time to solid and improving literature, I quite
appreciate that boys will be boys, and that
they like to read romantic stories such as are
contained in publicitions like ‘“The Boys’
Friend.” I have, however, done my best to
prevent my son reading anything unwholesome,
and I have consequently found it my duty to
burn some books which he has attempted to
read; but, as I have .always thought ‘‘ The
Boys’ Friend”” was a good paper, I have never
felt that I had occasion to burn it, as I have
done with some other literature, and I am
sorry if anything I have said has damaged that

aper.

I have looked over recent issues of the paper,
and can see that the Editor is trying to en-
courage his readers to live wtPaightforward,
manly lives, in which endeavour I wish him
every success, JauEes NESBIT.

Dated this twelfth day of January, 1906.

The Good the League of Health and |
Strength is Doing.

I am very pleased to find, from the letters
which are reaching me, that the influence of the |
League of Health and Strength is real and last-
ing, that the good it does is appreciated, and that
there are many boys in this country to-day who
are able to say honestly that THE Boys’ HEratD
League of Health and Strength has been to them
the means of physical and moral salvation.

_Ido not want to preach, but I do want to draw
the attention of my friends to the rules of this
League, and to the fact that there are on all sides
many dirty-minded boys, who have been drawn
into bad habits—smoking, swearing, gambling,
and worse. %

To all these boys T want to address a word of
warning—to tell them what little fools they are.
I wish I could make them realise now the
tremendous, fearful regret which they will ex-
perience when they are ten years older, when the

stupid practices of which they have been guilty
are beginning to get in their deadly work, Ze
their moral character, as well as their phydica
system, is debased and almost destroyed. 1!
But I suppose that most boys won't lx;ten.
Those who do will have reason to be very _ﬂmnk-
ful, and it is from those who have hE.C,kd
that the following letters come to me: s

“Dear Editor,—I am taking the liberty of
writinfg to you about THE Boys’ HERALD and
myself.

“As for myself, I am ashamed to say that I
was once the victim of a very silly habit, but
thanks to you, I have learnt how wrong an
foolish I was. :

“T may say that bad company first taught ma
the vile practice. I am glad to be able to tell
you that I managed to give it up about feur or
five months ago. Now I feel an altogther dif-
ferent fellow. My energy has returned, and I
really feel like my old self again.

“If you will reply to my letter in THE Boys’
HegrArp, I shall be very grateful.

“Your devoted reader,
Lo s e

This friend of mine confesses that, although he
is much improved in health, yet there are certain
weakness still left. I can only say to him that if
he wants advice he must send me a stamped
addressed envelope; then I shall be very pleased
to be of help to him. As my readers can easily
understand, it would not be well for me to deal
intimately with this question in the pages of a
paper like THE Boys’ HERALD, so that those of
my friends who want advice regarding them-
selves should send me a stamped addressed
envelope, - They can be most certainthat
their names will be held by me in the strictest

 confidence, and even the clerk who takes down

my reply to the letter will not be permitted to
scal and address the envelope. The names and
addresses will remain in my keeping, and no one
will be permitted to see them.

The other letter is as follows:

¢ Liverpool.

“Dear Editor,—Just a few lines to let you
know what Tme Bovs’ Hrraup League of
Health and Strength has done for me.

“QOne of my friends, who is not a reader of
your paper, said to me the other day: ‘ George,
how did you manage to give up smoking, and
how is it that you don’t swear now? To. which
I replied: ‘I have joined THE Boys’ HERALD
League of Health and Strength.’  Thereupon
this chum of mine promised to join, too, and I
sincerely hope he will keep his promise.

“T am sorry to say that my father wants me
to stop reading your papers. I have told him
that I will ask you whether reading them will
do me any harm. 3

1 remain, yours sincerely,
“ GEorRGE BuUCKSHALL.'

To my friend Buckshall I would say, if he finds
he cannot read all my papers, he must abandon
those of them which he shall select. As for his
parent’s disapproval of my journals, it has always
been my invariable rule to say to the boy who
asks me if he shall read them: “ Certainly -
not, if your parent objects.” If your parent’
doesn’t think from his own judgment that
Tue Boys® HrrarD is a paper fit for you to

| read. then, George Buckshall, T can only say to

vou I am very sorry for his judgment; but

you
must obey your parents’ behest. s

=
Foothall Competition Result.
In the Ninth Football Competition no fewer
than two hundred and eighty-nine competitors
senbt in correct forecasts. The winning teams
in the selected matches played on Saturday,
January 6th, 1906, scored thirty goals. The
sum of £7 15s. is therefore to be divided in
prize-money. Consequently a post-office order
for sixpence will be sent to each of the success-

ful competitors. -
YOUR EDITOR (H.E.).

“DAILY MAIL
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GREAT number of letters have come

@ to hand from readers in all parts, ask-
ing for information not given in the

prospectus of this college, already advertised.
Many readers, too, anxious for personal letters
in reply to their communications, enclosed
stamped, directed envelopes, and have by this
time received their geplies. As, however, some
of the questions asked deal with items of
general interest, many of them are referred to
again below. Many readers have asked us to
give instruction in other subjects as to which
no announcement has as yet been made. This
we shall do as the demand justifies it.

A great number of students have received
their first sets of lessons, and have settled down
to hard work. Already I can safely say that a
more promising collection of pupils was never
got together. Many wrote letters with the
coupons which they sent in, and better written,
worded, and punctuated letters than some of
these I have never seen. If these students keep
up through the twelve lessons as they have
begun, I shall have a busy time writing letters

of congratulation after the mnext boy clerks’
examination.

Before I proceed to deal with my correspond-
ence, I will go over a few points which all must
bear continually in mind.

First of all, then, let me deal with the time
to be taken by students over each set of lessons.

There is no rule as to the length of time a
student must take over one set of lessons.
Obviously, no rule could be made, because
students are differently circumstanced as re-
gards the time they can devote each dfy to
study. But, at the same time, I hope all
students will endeavour to get through one set
in one week. There is nothing like setting
about the work in a brisk way; much better
progress is so made. Besides that, the student
must remember that there are twelve sets to
be got through, including all the reading

‘recommended in them, and that will extend to

three months, taking only one week over each

eb

With regard to the reading recommended in
the various lessons, I want students to be very
careful not to skip any of this. I know, of
course, that there are many uninteresting pas-
sages in history and geography in reégard to
which the temptation to ‘“skip” becomes
almost irresistible. Everybody has hLad the
same temptation, but you may rest assured that
the successful men have fought it down. Do
your reading thoroughly, then.

Now, there is another matter upon which I
must say a word here. Many readers of “The
Boys’ Friend”’ and TEE Boys’ HERALD have not

quite grasped the method of paying for admis-
sion to the B.F.C.C.

Each week, in both papers, a coupon is
printed. Twelve of those coupons, all bearing
the same number—in other words, all from the
same issue of the paper—posted to me, will
enable the sender to receive the first set’ of
lessons—either Civil Service, Shorthand,’ or
English Composition. A penny stamp must
be enclosed with the coupons, to cover postage
of reply. When he has worked that set of
lessons, he must send in with his work for re-
vision, twelve further coupons from the then
current issue of either ‘“ The Boys’ Friend” or
TrE Boys’ HERALD, to pay for the second set of
lessons, which will be forwarded to him with
his revised work in set one.

The coupons in ‘“The Boys’ Friend” and
Tae Bovs’ HERALD are numbered alike—for
example, the present coupon is Number 4, and
the same number will be found in the issue of
“The Boys’ Friend,” now on sale at all
newsagents, and the intending student may
therefore send in six from “The Boys’ Friend”’
and the other half from this paper if he wishes,
so long as they all bear the same number.
A penny stamp must be enclosed with the
twelve coupons.

I hope this matter is now .quite clear, and
that readers desirous of joining the college will
sené in their first twelve coupons to me this
weelk.

“Mowmvus”’ (Ireland).—The explanation above
answers your query. Shall be glad to enrol you

as a.k student in the Correspondence College this
week.

H. S. B. (Edmonton).—The B.F.C.C. is a
university for students of all ages.

““ A ReADER.”—There are several branches of
the Civil Service for which you could train,
but it would be necessary for you to pass a
doctor after the examination; and, from what
you say in your letter, I gather you would not
be able to do that. There is no reason why
you should not learn shorthand, however; and
perhaps you would like to go in for the English
composition course as well.

“Oxe of THE Trusty BanD’* (Cardiff).—
Thanks for your letter and for the good wishes
from you and your friends. Doubtless you
have read the full announcement about the
college since you wrote, and I hope to see your
name among the new students. I quite ap-
preciate what you say about the impossibility
of working in a class where others are playing.
There is, of course, no fear of this with tuition
by correspondence.

J. A. (Southsea).—You omitted to enclose
the twelve coupons. Immediately we receive
them we will forward you the first set—Civil
Service course.

A. C. C. (Edmonton).—Thank you for your
excellent letter and good wishes. Since you
wrote you have read the announcements in this
and our companion paper. From your letter, T
should judge that you would not have any
difficulty in passing the Civil Service examina-
tion, and I shall be glad to hear that you hava
decided to become one of our students. °

®
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The Roo

ball Detective

By -
MAXWELL
o SCOTT.

Almost on the stroke of time Loy Moxon was

Fighting Many Foes.
ERY shortly after joining the ranks of
the Newport Rovers as a professional,

V Frank Goodwin falls under a cloud

which hangs over his life for many a long day.

In an altercation with a former member of the |

Rovers’ team—Sam Beach by name—Frank
strikes his opponent in self-defence, and Beach
falls over the edge of a cliff.

By a scoundrelly bookmaker—Joe Mumby, |

who is in league with Beach—Frank is led to
believe that Beach has been killed. The book-
maker @ow uses his knowledge to the end of
getting Frank to lose matches for his team. By
this means Mumby hopes to make quite a snug
little fortune. Frank, however, refuses to fall
in with Mumby’s scheme, gnd confides his secret
to Nelson Lee, the famous detective.

once sees through Mumby's subterfuge, and
devotes his efforts to probing the secret of
Beach’s whereabouts. This eventually he does,
and shortly aftcr Beach meets his death.

The interest of the story also centres round
Maggie Nemo, to whom Frank Goodwin is en-
gaged ; Captain Gaskell, co-heir with Maggie
to a fortune of £100,000; and Josiah Moxon, a
dishonest lawyer, who executed the codicil to a
will making Maggie heiress to the £50,000.
Moxon’s sen Loy, a player in the Rovers’ team,
also aids his father in his villainous schemes.

By Moxon Maggie is kidnapped, the lawyer
hoping to be able to compel her to marry Loy.
So far, neither Nelson Lee nor Frank Goodwin
succeeds in discovering Maggie’s place of im-
prisonment. Still, the detective scores a tem-
porary triumph in securing the arrest of Joe
Mumby. The rtascal is brought before the
magistrates and remanded on bail. Beach is
now dead, so Mumby resolves on flight, but be-
fore doing so resolves to interview Captain
Gaskell to sell to him the secret of Maggie
Nemo’s whereabouts.

Josiah Moxon, however, arrives upon the
scene and denounces Mumby’s treachery. A
struggle ‘takes place, in which Josiah Moxon is
badly hurt. Mumby again takes to flight, and
reaches Newcastle, where he remains in hiding
with a fellow-bookmaker named Nix.

(From ths point new readers-can continue the story

to-day,)

A Fresh Move on the Part of Mumby.
HE course of action which Mumby had

] | mapped out for himself after his arrest

= had been divided into three stages,
“which might have been labelled (1) blackmail,

(2) treachery, (3) flight.
Briefly summarised, his plen had been this:

Lee at |

| First of all, e would force Josiah Moxon to bail
him out of prison, by threatening to tell Nelson
Lee where Maggie Nemo was imprisoned. Having
thus regained his frecedom, he would break his
promise to Moxon, and would sell the sccret
of Maggie’s whereabouts to Gaskell for the
biggest sum he could squeeze out of him. He
would then go to Newcastle and hide at the
house of Caleb Nix, who had agreed to give him
shelter, until such time as he was ready to com-
plete the third stage of his plan, by crossing the
Atlantic and starting life afresh in the United
States.

Up to a certain point, as the reader knows, this
plan succeeded to perfection. That is to say,
Josiah Moxon, yielding to Mumby’s threats,
provided the money to bail him out; and on
Monday night the bookmaker interviewed Captain
{ Gaskell and offered to tell him where Maggie was
imprisoned in return for a thousand pounds.

Gaskell, as previously described, offered seven
hundred pounds; and Mumby was on the point
of closing with the bargai hen Moxon burst
into the room and confro b with a revolver.

In the scuffle which ensued G- 1 was accident-
ally shot and Moxon was stt Mumby then
took to flight, and aft on Lee
he arrived at Nix’s houss,
with a thousand pounds in hi
hoped, but with one and five 4!

Nix was away from home when he arrived, but
he returned on Tuesday afternoon ;: and when he
learned that Mumby had come to Newcastle with
less than eighteenpence in his pocket he expressed
his views on the situation in clear and forcible
language.

“If you didn’t get any money from Captain
Gaskell, why did you come here ? ** he demanded.
‘I don’t keep a lodging-house for paupers, least
of all for paupers that are wanted by the police !
When you asked me if you could stay at my
house till you were ready to start for America,
you said you’d pay me a pound a day for every
day you were here !

““So I will,” said Mumby.

“ Out of one and fivepence halfpenny ! said
Nix, with a coarse laugh.

““ Out of the money I get from Captain Gaskell,”
said Mumby. ‘“ As soon as he has recovered
from his intjuries s

¢ But he may die from his injuries,” interrupted
Nix.
¢ Oh, no, he won’t ! ”” said Mumby. “ According
to this morning’s paper, the bullet glanced off the
bone without inflicting any very serious damage.
He’ll be all right in a fortnight or three weeks,
the doctor says.”

“ Three weeks ! » sneered Nix.
suppose I'm going to give you free board and
lodgings for three weeks, to say nothing of the
risk of being had up by the police for harbouring
a fugitive. from justice, on the off-chance of

| said

deliberately tripped within the penalty area, and
he came to the ground with so much force that he
had to be carried off the field.

Gaskell getting better and stumping up ? Why,
Nelson Lee may have found the girl by that
time, and where will you get any money then ?
No, no; I’m not playing at that game !

And then Mumby showed his teeth.

“ Very well,” he said calmly, * say the word—
tell me straight that you won’t let me stay here,
turn me out—and I’ll go to the police and give
myself up. But remember, when I give myself
up to the police I shall tell them it was you and
I who attacked Nelson Lee last Friday night and
stunned him and shut him up in that empty
cottage on the moors.”

That settled the matter. Nix hauled down his
flag at once, and, after he had explained that he
had never intended to turn his “ old pal ” out,
it was settled and arranged that Mumby should
remain where he was until he was able to resume
his negotiations with Captain Gaskell.

That was on Tuesday afternoon. Next day
the draw was made for the third round of the
English Cup. The result was published in the
evening papers, one of which Nix brought home
with him on Wednesday night.

** Seen the draw for the third round ?*’ he
to Mumby.

“No,” said Mumby.. “ Anything interest-

ling 7°

“ And do you |

“ Rather ! ” said Nix. “ Newport Rovers are
drawn against Newecastle, at St. James’s. There
ought to be some money to be picked up on a tie
like that. Everybody in Newport will want to
back the Rovers, and everybody here will want
to put his shirt on the United.”

** Shall you have a flutter 2> asked Mumby.

“You bet I shallt” said Nix. I dropped
close on a hundred pounds on the second round,
and I mean to get my own back on this match.”

“ Which team will you back ? >’

“Idon’t know yet. On the face ofit, of course,
it’s long odds against the Rovers, for they’ve
two men on the injured list, Atkinson and
Lockwood, and the match is on the Newcastle
ground.” )

“Then why do you hesitate ?

“ Because I’m afraid of Nelson Lee coming
back into the Rovers’ team. If he does, and
Goodwin keeps his present form, it’s six to four
on the Rovers.”

“ You needn’t be afraid of Nelson Lee,” said
Mumby, with a grin. “He’s far too busy
hunting for me to worry his head about foot-
ball.”

¢ Ah, well, I'll wait a day or two before I open
my book,” said Nix. I dop’t want to be
bitten a second time, and, anyhow, there’s no
hurry.”

He waited until the following Saturday, when
the Rovers, as the reader may remember, had a
match against Manchester City. As Nelson Lee
did not play in that match, Nix concluded that
the newspapers were right, and that the great

detective had finally retired from the team.
On the following Monday, therefore, he started
operations, laying odds of two to one against
the Rovers, at which figure, during the course
of the ensuing week, he booked more bets (mostly
in Newport) than ever he had booked in any
single week before.

** I think I’ll run down to Newport to-morrow,*
he said to Mumby on Friday night. ‘The
Rovers have a match on their own ground against
Wolverhampton Wanderers, and I may be able
to pick up a few more bets on the Cup tie.” '

“I don’t think you will,” said Mumby.

‘“ How’s that ?

“Frank Goodwin and Tim Molloy are in
Ireland playing in the International,”” said
Mumby, ““ and Lockwood.and Atkinson are still
on the sick list. With four of their best men
out of the team the Rovers are dead certain to
be licked to-morrow, and, €onsequently, their
supporters will be in no humour for backing
them for the Cup tie next Saturday.”

“TIll chance it, anyhow,” said Nix. *‘ Acci-
dents will happen, you know, even in football,
and if the Rovers should happen to win to-morrow
afternoon there’ll be hundreds of lunatics ready
to back ’em for the match next Saturday.”

Next morning, accordingly, Nix armed himself
with a roll of betting tickets and journeyed down
to Newport. He returned about seven o’clock
in the evening, and the moment he entered the
house Mumby saw that something was wrong.

“ Is anything the matter ? > he asked.

“ Everything’s the matter!” snarled Nix,
flinging his bag across the room. *‘‘ Nelson Lee
has come back into the team, after all. He
played for the Rovers this afternoon, and he’s
going to play for them again next Saturday.

“The odds have jumped up—as I knew they
would—to six to four om~the Rovers. And I
stand to lose  three hundred pounds if the
Rovers win ! ”’

“ You’ll have to hedge,” said Mumby. ““ You’ve
a week to do it in.”

““ Hedge ! ” said Nix, with a low, fierce laugh,
“ With the odds at six to four on the Rovers,
and I've been betting two to one against them !
Do you think I'm made of money ? TI’ll not
hedge a single penny,’’ he continued, striking the
table with his clenched fist. ‘TI’ll stand by
every bet I’'ve made, and I won’t lose ’em,
either.” -

‘““But you’re bound to lose your bets if the
Rovers win,” said Mumby.

“But the Rovers aren’t going to win,” said
Nix. ‘“The Rovers are going to lose, and
you’re the man who’s going to make ’em lose.”’

‘“Me ? How ? Why ? What do you mean? ”
stammered Mumby, in bewilderment.

“I mean you’ve got to stand by me as I've
stood by you,” said Nix. ‘ You’ve had free
board and lodgings here for nearly a fortnight,
and now you’ve got to do something for it.”’

‘“But how ?”’ asked Mumby. * How can I
make the Rovers lose ?

‘“When I was in Newport to-day,” said Nix,
“I made inquiries about Moxon and Gaskell.
Moxon got up for the first time last Sunday, but
he hasn’t been out of the house yet. Gaskell
hasn’t been out yet, either, but his coachman
tells me he’s practically all right again, and is
going out for a short drive on Monday if it’s fine.”

“Well 7 said Mumby, as his companion
paused.

“You know where Maggie Nemo is im-
prisoned,” said Nix. “ Gaskell is willing to

give you seven hundred pounds -to tell him
where she is, If you tell him, what will he do? *’

““ Murder the girl as quickly as possible,”
said Mumby.

¢ Exactly,” said Nix. ‘ And Frank Goodwin
is in love with Maggie Nemo. And Frank
Goodwin will be playing in the match next
Saturday ! >

“Well ? ” said Mumby again.

‘“ When you throatened Goodwin with arrest
unless he played -crookedly, he defied you,”
said Nix. ‘“In other words, when it was a
question of sacrificing his honour or sacrificing
his liberty, he preferred to sacrifice his liberty.
But supposo it wasn’t his liberty that was at
stake, but the life of Maggie Nemo ? Suppose
he had to choose between playing crookedly
and sacrifici® the life of the girl he loved—
which would he choose ? ”

Mumby nodded his head. He began to see
what Nix was@lriving at.

“He would sacrifice everything—even his
honour—to save Maggie Nemo’s life,” he said.

“Of course he @ould,” said Nix. * Here,
then, is my plan. You must write to Gaskell
on Thursday, and tell him to come to Newcastle
on Saturday, and bring the seven hundred pounds
with him. You must tell him to come by the 12.10
train from Newport, which will land him here
a few minutes before two, and you must give
him the number of this house and the name of
the street.

¢ Gaskell will reach this house about half-
past two on Saturday a®ernoon. The match
begins at three and ends at half-past four.
When you’ve told Gaskell where the girl is im.
prisoned, he’ll give you the money and go back
to Newport. He’ll leave Newcastle at four—
the first train he can catch—and will arrive at
Newport at half-past five.

“In the meantime, before Gaskell arrives,
you must write two notes and address them
both to Frank Goodwin. In the first note you
must say somthing like this: ‘I have just told
Maggie Nemo’s bitterest enemy whore she is
imprisoned. Whilst you are playing in the
mateh this afternoon, her enemy will be on his
way to murder her.. If the Rovers lose, you will
receive a second note at the conclusion of the
match, which will tell you where she is, and if
you wire at once to the Newport police, you will

be in time to save her. If the Rovers win, the
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girl you love will be dead by the time you return
to Newport.”

¢ Tn the second note,” concluded Nix, “ you
will tell Goodwin where the girl is imprisoned.” I
will take the two notes to the football ground
on Saturday afternoon, and I’ll see that Goodwin
receives the first note before the match begins.
When he has read the note, and understands that
Maggie Nemo’s life is in his hands, do you think
the Rovers will win ?

“1 don’t ! ” said Mumby promptly.

 Of course they won’t,’*said Nix. ‘‘ Goodwin
will take jolly godd care that Newcastle wins,
even if he has to put the ball through his own
goal. And the best of it is that nobody will
suffer except those who deserve to suffer—
Moxon and Gaskell. I shall win my bets;
yowll get your seven hundred pounds; and at
the conclusion of the match I shall hand your
second note' to Goodwin, and Maggie Nemo will
be saved and set at liberty.’?

“Splendid ! Splendid 1 cried Mumby en-
thusiastically. ¢ Nix, you’re a genius!”

“you’ll do it ? ”* asked Nix eagerly.

“ Rather ! ”’ said Mumby ; and, sure enough,
on the following Thursday, he wrote to Captain
Gaskell, intimating that if Gaskell -would come
to 27, Carbrook Road, Newecastle, by the train
which left Newport at 12.10 on Saturday, and
would bring seven hundred pounds with him, he
—Mumby—would tell him where Maggie Nemo
was imprisoned.

The Secret Revealed.
ASKELL, like a good many other pecple,
had come to the conclusion that
Mumby had fled the country; and
great was his surprise, therefore, and greater
still his satisfaction, when he received the book-
maker’s letter on Friday morning.

Not for a moment did he hesitate as to whether
or not he should accept the invitation. Within
ten minutes of reading the letter he had written
out a cheque, made payable to himself, for seven
hundred pounds.

This he sent to his bank—the Newport branch
of the National Provincial—with a note to say
that he would call for the money later in the day,
and would like it in Bank of England notes.
True to his word, he called for the money in the
course of the afternoon ; and ‘at noon next day
(Saturday), he presented himself at the bookinge
office at the Central Station, and asked for a
first-class return to Newecastle.

Having obtained his ticket, he strolled on to
the departure platform, where the first person
he saw was Nelson Lee, whilst the second was
Frank Goodwin, and the third was Loy Moxon.

Conscience, as Shakespeare assures us, makes
cowards of us all. Especially is this true in the
case of a guilty conscience. Gaskell was going
to interview Mumby, in order to ascertain the
whereabouts of Maggie Nemo, who had been
kidnapped by Loy Moxon and his father. Maggie
was Frank Goodwin’s sweetheart, and Nelson
Lee had been trying to find her for the past two
months,

Small wonder, then, that Gaskell received a
shock when he walked on to the platform and
found himself confronted by Loy Moxon, Frank
Goodwin, and Nelson Lee. Small wonder that
his guilty conscience caused him to start and
turn pale. He thought they were shadowing
bimoer /

A moment later, however, he caught sight of
Patsy Regan and Tim Molloy, of Teddy Wilson
and Sandy McAndrew, of Seymour, Jonas, Davy,
and Mackie, of five or six of the directors of the
Newport Rovers Football Club; of Tom
Bellamy, the trainer, and Mr. Arkwright, the
president.

And then the truth dawned on him.

His meeting with Nelson Lee and Frank and
Loy was purely accidental. They were not
shadowing him. ~Their presence at the station
was simply due to the fact that they and the
rest of the Rovers’ team were g@ng to New-
castle by the same train as himself, in order to try
conclusions with Neweastle United in the third
round of the competition for the Igaglish Cup.

o}

“Hallo! there’s Captain Gaskell!’ said
Frank to Nelson Lee, ‘I didn’t know he was
out again.”

““ He was out for the ﬁrs’time last Monday,”
said the detective. ‘° He has been out, either
walking or driving, every day this week.”

*“ Have you been shadowing him ? **

 More or less! But I haven’t worried much
about him, because I've good reason for believing
that he’s as ignorant of Maggie’s whereabouts as
I am. Moxon, of course, is the man I want to
shadow, but Moxon is still confined to the house,
or I shouldn’t be going with you to Newcastle
to-day.” :

T wonder why he’s going to Newecastle,” said
Frank, when the train steamed into: the station,
and the players crowded into the reserved
saloon, whilst “Gaskell took his seat in one of the
first-class carriages.

“ 8o do 1,” said Nelson Lee significantly. *‘ Did
you see his face when he first caught sight of
us?”

13 NO'YI o

“ Well, he started and turned as white as a
sheet. He was evidently terrified to find me
here, which makes me suspect that he’s up to
some mischief. I wish I hadn’t promised to
ple}‘y for th?’ Rovers this afternoon.”

“ Because I'd dearly like to shadow Gaskell
for the rest of to-day. Of course it’s too late
to back out now, but, at any rate, I can shadow
him for a little while, and I will ! "

“ When 7"

_ “When we get to Newcastle. We're due to
arrive at ten minutes to two, and the match
doesn’t start till three ; so I'll be able to shadow
him for the best part of an hour.”

He crossed the saloon and spoke a few words
to the trainer.

“ I’ve some business to transact in Newecastle
this afternoon,” he said. ‘I sha'n’t drive with
the team from the station to the ground, but
Tl turn up od the ground about a quarter to
three. Have you any objection ?*

“ Not the slightest,” said the genial trainer.
“I wouldn’t let one of the professionals out
of my sight before the match begins—not for
two minutes—but with you it's different, of
course.’’

Half an hou? later Loy Moxon also sought an
interview with the trainer. He, too, had noticed
Gaskell’s guilty start, and his suspicions, like
those of Nelson Lee, had also been aroused.
And he, too, had decided to shadow Gaskell
when they reached Newcastle !

“T want to call on a friend of mine in New-
castle, before the match begins,” he said, to the
trainer. ‘I suppose it will be all right if I
leave you at the station, so long as I arrive on
tvlrée ground in time to change before the kick-
off 17 :

“ Couldn’t you call on your friend after the
match ? * asked the trainer.

“No. He’s going away at hali-past two,
s0 I must go straight to his house when we
arrive, or I sha'n’t be able to see him.”

‘¢ All right,”” sighed the trainer. ‘‘ If you must,
you must ! ” -

And thus it came about that when Captain
Gaskell walked out of Newcastle Central Station,
and turned up Clayton Street, Nelson Lee was
fifteen yards behind him, and Loy Moxon was
fifteen yards behind Nelson Lee !

It was a repetition, with variations, of the
scene of three weeks before, when Mumby had
gone to see Gaskell, not knowing that Moxon
was following him, and that Nelson Lee was
following them both. But on this eoccasion it
was Gaskell who was going to see Mumby, not
knowing that Nelson Lee was shadowing him,
and that Loy was shadowing them both !

It would be wearisome to enumerate the various

dogged the footsteps of the unsuspecting captain.
Suffice to say that after they had tracked him
through the centre of the city, and past the new
barracks, they finally saw him ring the bell of
a small semi-detached house in Carbrook Road.
They saw him admitted by a slatternly-looking
woman (Nix’s wife), and then, on glancing at
their watches, they perceived it was twenty
minutes past two.

As the match was due to begin at three, and
as they were then at least two miles from the
football ground, they had no alternative but to
relinquish their shadowing; and after each of
them had made a note of the name of the street,
and the number of the house, they turned away
and struck out for St. James’s Park.

Meanwhile, in blissful ignorance of the fact
that he had been shadowed, Gaskell had been
conducted by Nix’s wife to a small room at the
back of the house, where Mumby was awaiting
his visitor’s arrival with ill-concealed impatience.

“Ah! Here you are at last!” said Mumby,
when Gaskell entered the room. f‘You got my
letter, then ?

“Of course,” said Gaskell. £ Otheryise I
shouldn’t have been here.”

“ You accept my offer ?

i

|

« Yes.”

“ You've brought the money ?*

Gaskell drew out a roll of bank-notes.

““ Seven hundred pounds,” he said. ‘ These
are yours on the conditions we agreed on at
our last meeting, namely, that you tell me where
Miss Nemo is imprisoned, and help me to make
away with her.”

Mumby shook his head.

““ The second condition is off!*’ he said. I
can’t help you to make away with the girl now,
for if I returned to Newport I'd be nabbed by
the police. You’ll have to do that part of the
business yourself, and you’ll do it easily enough,
for there’s only a deaf old woman to be over-
powered.”

Gaskell gazed at him distrustfully.

“ Do you mean,” he said, ** that you want me
to give you seven hundred pounds, and in return
you'll merely tell me where the girl i im-
prisoned ? *’ d

S eni?

“But how am I to know that you aren’t
deceiving me ? If I give you this money, and
go back to Newport, and find that the girl isn’t
at the place you name—iwhere am I then ?”

“But she is there,” said Mumby. ‘ Why
should I deceive you
“ You deceived Moxon,”’ said Gaskell. ** Also

Frank Goodwin.”

Mumby winced.

“Well, T'll tell you what T'll do,” he said.
* Give me half the money, and I'll tell you where
the girl is imprisoned. When you've Kkilled
her, you shall send me the other half of the
money. That means that you'll be trusting
me and I'll be trusting you.”

After considerable discussion Gaskell eventually
agreed to these terms, and seven Bank of England
notes, each of the value of fifty pounds, passed
from his possession to that of Mumby.

“ Now tell me where the girl is,”
eagerly.

* You know Barnby Moor ? 7 said Mumby.

a“ Yes.ll

“ You know the four cross-roads, where the
road from Newholm to Flockton crosses the
road from Newport to Barnby 7

3 Yes ki

he said

“ Well, two miles beyond the cross-roads,
on the Barnby road, there’s an old,half-ruined
mill. It’s on the left-hand side of the road,
and is partly screened by a belt of trees. That’s
where Maggie Nemo is imprisoned. She’s locked
up in an upper room at the back of the mill,
overlooking the yard, and the only other person
who lives at the mill is an old hag, named Nan
Johnson, who's as deaf as a post, and who'll
probably be dead drunk when you arrive.”

Gaskell’s eyes were glowing like live coals.
His hands were trembling with suppressed
excitement. At last the secret was his! At
last Maggie Nemo was at his mercy !

He glanced at his watch. ‘It was twenty
minutes past three. He had been at the house
an hour.

“Do you know what time the next train
leaves for Newport 2>’ he asked, in a husky
voice.

“ Four o’clock,” said Mumby.

“ Then, by Jove, it's time I was off,” said
Gaskell, jumping to his feet. ‘' Good-bye. If
your information proves correct, you'll receive
the other three hundred and fifty by first post
on Monday morning.”

He walked back to the station, caught the train,
and arrived at Newport at hali-past five. Having

streets and roads through which the two men | chartered a hansom, he drove as far as the four

cross-roads on the Barnby road. The rest of the
journey he performed on foot, for obvious reasons,
and at ten minutes past six he stood in front of
the old half-ruined mill in which Maggie Nemo
was imprisoned !

The Penalty-kick.

T was ten minutes to three when Loy Moxon

H entered the visitors’ dressing-room at St.
James’s Park. Nelson Lee followed a second
or two later, and whilst the two late arrivals

were changing their things one of the programme-
sellers opened the door and inquired in a loud
voice :

“ Which of you chaps is Frank Goodwin ?

“7T am,” said Frank.

The programme-seller, a boy of fifteen, pro-
duced a sealed envelope.

¢ Somebody shoved this into my hand when
I wasn’t looking,” he said. ‘‘ As it’s addressed
to you, and marked urgent, I thought I'd better
bring it at once.”

Frank glanced at the address—‘ Frank
Goodwin. Urgent . and important. Please
deliver immediately ’—and recoguised the writ-
ing at once.

Frank scanned the written note inside, ~And
this is what he read =

“ By the time you receive this note I shall have
told Maggie Nemo’s deadliest enemy where she
is concealed. Whilst you are playing football
this afternoon her enemy will be hastening to
her hiding-place,-intent on murdering hez.
Newecastle wins you will receive another=note
before you leave the ground, which will tell you
where Maggie* Nemo is in_time for you to save
her. If the Rovers win, the girl you love will be
dead by the time you return to Newport. v

¢« J. MumsBY.”

Thrusting the note into his pocket, Frank took
the field, and from the commencement of play
flung himself into the fray with a vigour that was
almost maniacal. P

“ Goodwin isn’t playing his usual gamé' ¥hi$
afternoon,” said the critics in the stand. “ Too
much vigour, and too little science, you know !
See that pass ? There’s science and judgment
for you! Oh, well shot, sir! Hard luck!”

Nelson Lee had passed the ball across to Tim,
and Tim had rattled in a glorious long shot which
just skimmed the crossbar.

When half - time arrived, neither team had
scored.

. When the Rovers had gained their dressing-
room, Nelson Lee drew Frank aside. 5

‘ Now tell me what’s wrong,”” he said. ail v,

Frank thrust his hand into the pocket of his
blue-striped shirt and drew out Mumby’s note.

‘“ That ! > he said. "

The detective read the note. 74 1

“This. explains everything,” he muttered,
half aloud. *“Mumby is evidently in New-
castle. He has just told Maggie’s deadliest
enemy where she is imprisoned. And Gaskell
came to Newecastle to-day! And there>will
still be time to save Maggie when the matoh is
over! Good!” 0o

To Frank’s surprise, he walked to the door
of the dressing-room and called to one of the
attendants. What he said to this attendant
Frank could not hear, nor did the detective
enlighten him. ?

“May I keep this note for the present.?’”
asked Nelson Lee, returning to Frank.

““ Certainly.” 5

The detective walked across the room. and
placed the letter in the inside pocket of his coat,
which was hanging on one of the pegs. And Loy
Moxon saw him ! ¢ ;

“Time’s up,” cried the trainer, a moment
later,

And a moment later still the players were lining
up for the second half.

Forty-four of the forty-five minutes passed
without either goal being pierced.

And then came the dramatic moment of Frank
Goodwin’s life !

Almost on the stroke of time—with less than
five seconds to go—Loy Moxon was deliberately
tripped within the penalty area, and came to the
ground with so much force that he had to be
carried off the field. - . i

Needless to say, the referee at once awarded the
Rovers a penalty-kick. At this a few of the
spectators booed, and the ignorant ones amongst
them yelled that time was up. So it was, but
the offence had been committed before the time
for play had expired, and, according to the rules,
‘“ If mecessary, time of play shall be extended to
admit of the penalty-kick being taken.”” Which
meant, in the present case, that as soon as the ball
had been kicked, and had either passed between
the posts or had been caught by the goalkeeper,
the referee would instantly blow his whistle, and
the game would be at an end. Aiais

‘““Goodwin ! ” shouted Jonas, the captain of
the Rovers’ team. :

Frank started, and his blood seemed suddenly
turned to ice.

‘“ You take the penalty-kick,” said Jonas.

Like a man in a trance, Frank staggéred ‘to
where the ball lay motionless on the ground. ' The
rest of the players, both Rovers and Novoeas-
trians, with the exception of the Newcastle
goalkeeper, retired behind him. H

Poor Frank! Surely no other human being
was ever placed in such a position as he !” On
him, and on him alone, depended the result of
the match—and the fate of Maggie Nemo!

If he deliberately failed to score, he sacrificed
hilsfhonour, which was dearer to him than life it-
self. ;

If he scored, he sealed the fate of the girl he
loved.

‘ Hurry up !’ said the referee sharply. !

Frank raised his eyes to heaven, and a muttered
prayer for guidance welled up from his aching
heart.

‘“ Help me to do what is right !'”’ he prayed.

(To be continued in next Thursday’s
BOYS HERALD.)
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A Stirring New Serial, Telling how an
Innocent Man Suffered for Another's

Crime, and what was Done with Gotherby's Millions.

By MARTIN SHAW.

Author of “Fighting His Way” and other Successful Stories.

The First Chapters Specially Re-
written.

The Strange Experiences of the Escaped
‘ Convict.
Y an eccentric millionaire named
B Gotherby, who in his younger days
had committed murder in Australia,
Hugh Vane is left more than a millien of money.
Hugh is a convict in Dartmoor, undergoing ten
years’ penal servitude for a crime of which he
is innocent. The young fellow, however,
through the kindly assistance of a cattle-dealer
named Pedgrift, escapes from prison, and
reaches London. Here, disguised as a Mr.
Harrison, he interviews the dead Gotherby’s
lawyer, Mr. John Carfax, but goes away with-
out revealing his identity. No sooner, how-
ever, does he leave the lawyer’s office than he
is led by a strange man to a house where he
meets with his uncle, Medwin Vane, who at-
tempts to induce him to sign a paper making
over Gotherby’s million to him—Medwin
Vane. This Hugh refuses to do, and in con-
sequence is kept a close prisoner. He, how-
ever, effects an escape through the offices of a
band of young hooligans calling themselves The
Tigers. -

That same day Hugh rescues a crippled lad
named Jimmy Candler from a burning house.
By the Candlers the escaped convict is treated
with the greatest kindness.

Leaving the Candlers, Hugh resolves once
more to see Mr. Carfax. To him he confesses
that he is Vane, the escaped convict. Carfax,
believing in his innocence, promises to aid him.
But at this moment a man’s voice sounds with-
out the lawyer’s office.

“That voice,” says Hugh hoarsely, “is the
voice of Medwin Vane, my uncle. “If he finds
me here I am lost!”

Hugh Vane Runs the Gauntlet Again.

FAINT smile came into John Carfax’s
ﬁ impassive face.

“The situation promises to be an
interesting one,” he said, in a low voice. ‘In
view of what you have just told me I am by
no means averse to an interview with Mr. Medwin
Vane. And I really don’t see why you should
not be present at it, too. Unfortunately, we
cannot provide you with an adequate disguise
at a moment’s notice. But I have an idea.”
He turned as he spoke, and pointed to a huge
safe set in one corner of the room.

““ There is your hiding-place,” he said. *In
with you. I'll leave the big door ajar. And I
need not impress upon you the need for lying
low. Under no circumstances must you come
out until I have got rid of your uncle. Remember
that he is a wealthy, influential banker, that
you are an escaped convict with a price upon
your head.” He swung open the great steel
door of the safe. Hugh slipped inside the
somewhat novel hiding-place.

¢ T won’t shut it quite,”” whispered the lawyer,
“ as the lock is a somewhat complicated one,
and there is not the best of ventilation when
it is closed.”

He turned away and sat down once more
at his table. All the while Medwin Vane had
been storming at the clerk in the outer office.
Hardly had the lawyer taken his place at the
table and began to busy himself in the papers
spread out there before his second in command
entered the room, paler than his usual wont,
and evidently labouring under great stress.

His jaw dropped as he found his employer
alone. Where on earth had the man, whom
he had ushered into the room, vanished to ?

There was no back way out of the office. And
e

“ Well,” said Carfax calmly, ‘what is it
now ? 7’

“ Mr. Medwin Vane says he must see you at
once, sir,”’ stammered the clerk.

“ Then show him in,” replied Carfax quietly.
The other disappeared to usher in the banker
almost immediately.

Carfax never rose. He leant back in his chair
and folded his arms across his breast.

¢ Mr. Medwin Vane, I believe,” he said suavely ;
¢ to what am I indebted for this honour ?

The banker hesitated for a moment or so.
The two men looked into one another’s eyes
. without speaking. Kach realised that he was
face to face with a determined will. It was as
though they were two duellists face to face with
naked weapons, each waiting for the other to
make the first feint in"the contest.

Medwin Vane came to the point with sur-
prising directness.

“I want you to tell me where my nephew,
Hugh Vane the convict is ?”’ he said coldly,
his steely eyes glittering ominously.

Carfax raised his eyebrows. And although
Medwin Vane watched him as intently as the
proverbial cat looking at a mousehole, he could
not detect the faintest glimmer of surprise or
fear in the pale, resolute face of the man of law.

‘“What an extraordinary question!” said
John Carfax gently. “ May I ask you to be a
little more explicit ? ™ 5

“I congratulate you on your coolness, Mr.
Carfax,” the other went on, with a latent sneer
in his voice, ‘“ but at the same time you do not
evidently appreciate the gravity of the situation.
I know for a fact that my nephew called upon
you yesterday. I know as well that only a
short time ago a man, disguised as a gutter-
merchant, called upon you here. He has not

sickness. .It is impossible that you can have
learnt what you say you have from his lips.”

Silence followed this deliberate statement.
A dull wave of colour crept up into Medwin
Vane’s face. For he realised that he had met
a foeman worthy of his own cunning steel.
Ap{)arently, he did not hold all the trump cards
in his hand.

‘I have not come here to split hairs with you,
Mr. Carfax,” he replied coldly. *‘ Either you
tell me where Hugh Vane is or I shall summon
a policeman and give you in charge.”

Then John Carfax did a strange thing. He
struck a bell on the table close to his hand
sharply, twice. In an instant his clerk appeared.
The lawyer scribbled a sentence in shorthand
on a sheet of notepaper and handed it to his
subordinate with the words :

‘“See to that as quickly as you can.” The
words he had written were :

* Go round to the Napier Hotel, off the Strand,
discharge the bill of a Mr. Arthur Harrison
who has been staying there and bring back his
personal effects.”

The man mastered the note with remarkable
quickness and disappeared.

Then the lawyer looked the banker squarely
in the face.

“If you have nothing more to say to me,
Mr. Vane,” he remarked easily, ‘I should be
glad if you would make it convenient to close
this interview. My time is precious, and I
have my clients’ business to attend to.”

Carfax’s wonderful composure, his amazing
coolness in face of the dilemma in which he had
been placed, tore the last shred of Medwin
Vane's composure away. Hitherto, the banker
had presented a cool, calm front to his enemy,
for enemies these two men were beyond a doubt.
But now, with a cry of anger, Vane hurled
himself at the other, who rose from his chair

e _
e

The lawyer was sent crashing backwards against the door of the

big safe, the safe in which Hugh Vane crouched.

to with a resounding clang.

been seen to come out. My spies have your
place under surveillance. The tray that he
had round his neck is in your outer office. Once
more I repeat : Where is the criminal ? Confess
and I will see that nothing is said about your
conduct in the matter. Though I know that
it is of considerable importance to you to hide
Silas Gotherby’s heir. Oh, yes, I'm perfectly
frank with you. For you see I hold most of the
trump cards.”

Surely John Carfax must have been made
of ice and whipcord instead of ordinary human
flesh and blood. For realising as he did at that
moment the subtle, dangerous nature of the man
he had to deal with, realising, too, that he was
in a most awkward, dangerous position, that
only a miracle lay between him and imprisonment,
if not worse—the laws against persons har-
bouring an escaped convict are very severe,
indeed—he, nevertheless, presented an unruffled
front to the banker, as he said smilingly :

““ You seem to know a good deal more about
my business than I do, Mr. Vane. May I ask
you who it is you-mean when you talk of
Silas Gotherby’s heir ?

“ Certainly,” replied the other promptly.
“ As soon as the news of the convict’s escape
was public property I put myself in communica-
tion with the authorities at’ Dartmoor Prison.
In that way I learnt of the death of this Silas
Gotherby, and heard from the governor’s own
lips that he had witnessed Gotherby’s will
and posted the document to you here. There
is nothing very wonderful about that, is there ? ”

¢ Yes,” retorted the lawyer, like a needle
for quickness, ¢ there is. The governor of
Dartmoor gaol lies unconscious on & bed of

The door banged

as his adversary sprang round the table, by
no means desirous to be caught thus at a disad-
vantage.

As it was Medwin Vane proved too quick
for him. The lawyer, even as he rose, was sent
crashing backwards against the big door of the
safe, the safe in which Hugh Vane crouched,
tingling with the impotence that kept him
powerless to become anything more than a
passive actor in the drama.

The door clanged to ominously. But for the
moment the action passed unheeded. Carfax
had quite enough to do to defend himself from
the onslaught of the banker without stopping
to consider what had happened to the unfortunate
fugitive.

For now Hugh Vane was boxed up in an air-
tight receptacle, a prison from which the strength
of a Hercules would have been insufficient to
allow him to break loose.

Yet but for the safe Carfax would have gone
crashing to the ground, and there is no saying
what Medwin Vane might have done to him
under the influence of the mad rage that pos-
sessed him. - And, indeed, there was justification
for the banker’s fear. He could not blind
himself to the fact that Hugh had given him
the slip, notwithstanding the cunning trap into
which the convict had been lured. And Hugh
must know now that his uncle had, indeed, an
object for laying him by the heels.

For Medwin Vane, never fancying that Hugh
could have broken loose from the trap into which
he had been enticed the night before, had showed
his hand with a freedom that might spell ruin
to his vile schemes unless his nephew were
recaptured. Carfax held the key to the mystery

of Hugh’s disappearance. He would drag the
truth from the lawyer by fair means or by foul !

But in spite of advancing years, in spite of
his lean, slight frame, John Carfax, an abstemious,
careful liver from his youth up, was possessed
of no slight strength.

He closed at once with his adversary, and
for a few moments nothing was heard save the
short, stabbing gasps of the two men as they
swayed from side to side wrapped in each other’s
embrace.

And what the upshot of the tussle would have
been I cannot tell you, for midway in the fight
something happened that caused both men
to spring apart and stand glaring into each
other’s faces, with their primitive passions
gripping them to the exclusion of any considera-
tion of diplomacy or finesse.

It was from the safe that the interruption had
come that gave them pausing space.

Tap! tap! tap! The sound, faint though
distinct, fell on the ears of both.

Carfax’s heart sank within him. He knew
well enough what the sound meant. Hugh
Vane was making a frantic appeal for rescue.
He was face to face with death by suffocation
inside the safe. And he would have been more
than human could he have remained passive
within the steel walls of his prison, in the pitch
darkness of his narrow dungeon, while the
sounds of the conflict reached his ears to add
to his horrible plight.

““ What’s that ? ’ said Medwin Vane hoarsely,
his lips parted, his gums bared in an altogether
beast-like expression. *‘ Whatisit Isay ? "

Carfax turned without a word. A moment
more and he had shot back the intricate levers
that controlled the mechanism of the safe-door.
Yet hedid not open the chest. Hestood before
the slightly opened portals, trying to think out
some plan whereby he might yet save the convict
from discovery and recapture and himself from
the serious consequences that®would inevitably
follow the disclosures.

And Hugh himself—you may be sure the young
man made no further sound. It was only the
direst necessity that had made him rap upon the
steel wall of his prison, the horrid tightening
feeling across his chest as the tiny supply of
oxygen inside the safe became vitiated and in-
adequate, as he realised that unless the door were
opened he must perish of suffocation. Words
fail to convey the blessed relief that came to him
as the purer air from without filtered through
the chink once more, and allowed him to fill his
lungs freely once again.

“The safe ! ” Could that be his uncle’s voice
that was speaking ? There was something in-
expressibly horrible in the way Medwin Vane
mouthed out the words ‘ The safe! Who is in
there 7

As he spoke he whipped a pistol out of his
pocket. Like lightning the lawyer hurled
himself at the banker, and tore the weapon from
the man’s grasp before he had had time to firs
it off, to summon the aid that would rush to him
at the sound of the report.

Baffled in this intent, the banker endeavoured
to yell out for assistance. Carfax’s hand sought
his windpipe. And Hugh, unable to remain
passive longer in his hiding-place, leapt forward
to the fray and came to the aid of Carfax.

Between them they speedily overpowered the
banker. They forced him to his feet and so
into a chair. Then Carfax held the pistol, of
which he had possessed himself, at~the banker’s
head.

“ The fat is in the fire now with a vengeance,”’
muttered Carfax hoarsely. *° We’ve gone too far
now to go back. I take it this pistol is loaded.”

But Medwin Vane was not beaten yet. Ruffian
though he undoubtedly was, he was no coward.
Before either of the others could stop him he
had opened his mouth and given vent to a yell
that seemed almost too piercing, too strident to
have issued from human lips. Hugh dashed at
him and choked back further utterance with a
strength that would not be denied.

But surely that cry must have been heard
without.

“You must make a dash for it,”” Carfax
whispered in his ears. ‘' You must escape at
all hazards. TI’ll not go back. I've burnt my
boats behind me anyhow now, and you may as
well make adaid for liberty. For Heaven’s sake
cut forit !’

There was that in his voice that Hugh felt he

could not—must not—withstand.. And besides,
no matter what might happen, liberty was after
all sweet. Better to be a homeless, penniless

beggar in the streets of London than a convict
eating out his heax@in that vile tomb of human
aspirations—the prison on the moor.

Hugh hurled his uncle to the ground with a
crash, though I doubt whether he realised what he
had done, and dashed through the door out into
the outer office and so down the stairs that led
into the street.

Yet if, as Medwin Vane had said, there were
spies of the banker on guard outside, how could
he hope to break through the cordon placed to
watch for his exit. ®

John Carfax, with a grim laugh; pounced down
upon the prostrate body of the overturned banker,
and sat astride the man’s form.

““ We'll give him a certain amount of law,”” he
said sternly. ¢ I'll admit that I’ve burnt my
boats behind me, Mr. Vane. But I don’t think
you hold all the trump cards in your hand in
spite of everything that has happened here
to-day.”

Yet what would be the upshot of that recent
episode John Carfax did not care to ask himself
at that moment. It looked exceedingly probable
that not only would Hugh Vane be recaptured
ere long, but that he would be flung into goal
himself for conniving at the escape of the convict.
And with both Hugh and himself in prison, how
could they hope to combat successfully Medwin
Vane, the rich and unscrupulous banker. For
who would take the word of a convict and a
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comparatively obscure lawyer against that of one
of the—presumably—richest men in the City
of London, a man who had financed Royalty
itself on more than one occasion. That was the
question that burnt itself into Carfax’s mind as
he sat astride his enemy.

And the answer he dared not attempt to give—
as yet !

Medwin Vane lay passive. Indeed,‘he was
powerless to do aught save glare up into the
lawyer’s lace, for physically he was no match
for his wiry little opponent. g

And although Carfax held him powerless as
far as muscular resistance was possible, he had
still the use of his tongue. And burning, fierce
words left his lips.

“You are only making matters worse for
yourself, Carfax,” he ground out. ~‘You haye,
as you have just admitted, burnt your boats with
a vengeance. My men are waiting for Hugh
Vane ouside in the street. I dare swear that he
is already a captive. You havehad a hand in
shutting many a man up in gaol in the course of
vour life. It will doubtless be a novel _ex-
perience for you to taste the sweets of prison
yourself. You have played into my hands with
a vengenace. I am perfectly content to lie here
and bide my time. I am not going to try and
offer resistance. I only hope that someone will
come in here and be a witness of your gross act
of lawlessness. The longer you sit
astride me the better for my plans.”
Even as he finished speaking the
door of the room opened and
Carfax’s clerk, white of face, with a
valise in his hand—the bag Hugh
had left at the hotel off the Strand—
sidled into the apartment.

Carfax leapt to his feet, took the
bag out of his subordinate’s grasp.
flung it into the safe, and banged
to the great door of the big strong-
box. ¥or he knew that there might
be evidence of use to Hugh Vane
within that small cowhide bag.
And he registered a silent oath that
come what might he would ensure
the safety of the only weapon he
possessed to help him to fight the
desperate battle for Hugh Vane the
convict.

- Medwin Vane scrambled to his
eet.

“ You have had your innings, Mr.
Carfax,”” he said, as he walked
towards the door, ‘it’'s my turn
now. I suppose you know what
I''n going to do. I’'m going to call
a policeman and give you in charge.
And the charge will be that you
have aided and abetted Hugh Vane,
convict, to escape from capture. Do
I make myself sufficiently plain?”’

“ Quite,”” retorted the lawyer
cheerfully, ““ and I will admit that
you have the laugh of me now. But
the game’s not over yet, Mr. Medwin
Vane. I may have a card or two up
my sleeve that will be worth some-
thing when the time comes to pro-
duce them *’—was it fancy, or did he
see a sudden look of something like
fear cross the banker’s face?—
““openly. And if you want to give
me in charge, well, I'm ready for
you.”

He turned to his clerk. *

*“I leave you in charge here,” he
said quietly to the man. ‘*Perhaps
it would be as well for you to lock
up the office and go home.” Then
helooked at Medwin Vane once more.

stole onward, and so reached the door leading
into the outer air.

The portal was ajar. He stole up to it and
peered through the chink. His eyes narrowed
ominously. Two men, big, burly ruffians at that,
were standing side by side on the edge of the
kerb, their faces turned towards the entrance to
the lawyer’s chambers.

An instant more, and Hugh had flung open the
door, and silently, swiftly, dashed out into the
open, straight at the two men, who were utterly
taken by surprise at this unlooked-for attack.

They had evidently expected to see him come
slinking out of the place totally unprepared for
any attempt at recapture. They could not have
known of his hiding in the safe, of his over-
hearing Medwin Vane’s assertion that his seizure
must be an absolute certainty.

Straight at them he dashed, with the memory
of his old Rugby football days strangely insistent
within him as he did so.

Like a mad bull he charged at the pair of
bullies. They went to the ground, strong men
though they-were, beneath the impetus of that
fierce rush.

As they fell one of them yelled out :

“Stop him! Stop him! It’s Hugh Vane,
the escaped convict !

Scarcely twenty yards away from the spot
was a policeman on point duty. Hearing this
startling cry, the constable ran forward, blowing
his whistle as he ran.

And then, as if by magice, the quiet square
seemed suddenly transformed into a place alive
with human beings. It was as though a hive
of bees had been suddenly overset to let loose
its occupants with = extraordinary celerity.

moreover, who had no friend to whom he might
turn, no hole into which he might creep, nothing
save his own muscular young frame and un-
quenchable courage.

He turned down a side-street, and found him-
self in the Strand, in the thick of the great tide
of traffic ebbing east and west of him. Without
pausing for a single instant, he plunged into the
midst of the crowd of vehicles thronging the road-
way, dodged beneath the head of a cab-horse,-
escaped the wheels of a ’bus by a miracle, dashed
past the upraised hand of a constable, and so
reached the other side, blind to aught save the
need for escape.

Was it fancy or did he hear the roar of his
pursuers in his ears ? A man thrust out a leg
to trip him up. He must have leapt five feet in
the air, darted on at top-speed, and turned down
the first side-street that presented itself.

His heart sank within him as he did so; for
he discovered that he was at the beginning of
Waterloo Bridge.

The bridge! A long, straight road flanked on
either side by the stone parapets, below which the
dark, dull river swirled sullenly towards the
sea, to plunge into which would mean a fate even
more horrible than must be his should he fall into
the hands of his pursuers.

His breath came and went in thick, fierce sobs.
It must be remembered that it was some time ere
decent food had passed his lips. The poor

meal he had partaken of early in the morning at
the miserable dwelling of Gregory Dent, the
gutter-merchant, was but a poor preparation
for the strenuous tax imposed upon his being
now.

He

What would Gregory Dent think of him ?

Ly

ning his thoughts flew back to a kindred occur-
rence, one that had been the first scene in the
drama that had led up to the present situation.
For a moment he thought he must have been
dreaming, that he was really back on Dartmoor
once again, standing in the quarry as the mist
rolled up from the sea, the mi:: into which he
had dashed with the wild hope of escape to goad
him on to the desperate enterprise. ’

But no, it wasno dream! History had repeated
itself with that dramatic unexpectedness that is
nevertheless a thing so often to expect. Once
more the fog had come to his aid when most
he stood in need of it. Onee more no miracle
had occurred, but a simple happening that might
take place at any time.

Yet how different was the situation now from
what it had been that eventful day when he
dashed out of the quarry, and so met Silas
Gotherby on the Horrabridge road; Gotherby,
who had made him his heir, who had left him
his millions, who had aided him to escape with
so complete an acceptance of the situation.

Well, he was a hunted fugitive now as he had
been then; but with a difference. Gotherby
had pressed a thousand pounds into his hands,

‘and now he had not a penny in the world. He

was penniless, friendless,—and a millionaire !
Surely the situation was without precedent
in any man’s history !

Yet even as he stood there undecided in the
murky gloom, he heard all around him the
evidence of the hue.and-cry out against him.

“He went down here!” * Confound the
fog!” “It’s as bad for him as forus!” ‘' He
can’t be far off !> * Spread out across the
roadway and beat for him ! These and like
g remarks he heard passed from mouth
to mouth. A grim smile ecrossed
his face. What would his pursuers
think could they know that he
was within. touch of them ?

He crept cautiously forward. The
next moment he had cannoned
violently against the form of a man.
Instinctively he flung his arms round
the man’s waist and hurled him
to the earth.

The unknown went to the ground
with a shrill scream of fear.

“He’s here! He’s here!” he
yelled. ““He’s justtried to killme!™

The effect of the cry was amazing.

The crowd surged wildly, blindly,
in the direction whence the sound
had come. The fog was now sc
thick that you could literally have
scarcely seen your hand before your
face. Before the luckless being who
had felt the strength ‘of Hugh's
muscles could struggle to his feet,
another man had tumbledfover him.

Chaos reigned ! Men went to the
earth grappling the one with the
other, each thinking that he had got
hold of the runaway, each possessed
with terror at the thought that he
was face to face with a desperate
character ; for by this time the
runaway had been endowed with a
ferocious strength that had mag-
nified like a snowball as the hunt
had grown thicker and thicker with
the additions made to it en route.

From the opacity came hoarse
guttural shouts and shrill cries of
fear. It might have been a scene
out of some dreadful nightmare.
Hugh felt the hair on his scalp
stiffening. And all these unseen men,
all this struggling crowd of humanity,
was swayed with but one idea—
to hunt him down to his death, to
run him to earth.

He moved blindly, gropingly, for-
ward away from the scene 6f the
fierce conflict, caring mot whether
he went north, south, east or west,
so long as-he could find some hiding-

s

““Suppose that we go and find a
policeman,” he said softly, without
the faintest trace of fear in his
voice.

And side by side the two men
passed out of the office that had been the sccne
of so stirring, so unusual an episode®

The Hue and Cry Once Agggn—Hugh
Vane's Flight. :

UOH VANE sped down the stairs that

H led from Carfax’s @ffice to the street

below like a madman. Yet ere he

had reached the bottom of the flight he pulled

himself up abruptly. He recalled the admission

Medwin Vane had made to Carfax, which he him-

self had heard while crouching in the safe, that

there were men on guard outside, waiting to
pounce on the fugitive should he appear.

Forewarned was forearmed. Medwin Vane
had not bargained tha®his nephew would over-
hear his confession. Hugh gritted his teeth
together. He was not beaten yet. " He had not
gone through all that he had done in the last few
hours to allow himself to be coolly taken prisoner
again without one last desperate bid for liberty.

Nor was that all. Carfax had been sufficiently
implicated already. Were the convict to be
apprehended when leaving the lawyer’s premises
the case against Carfax, black enough now in all
conscience, would be still blacker.

For a brief moment or so therefore Hugh
hesitated, revolving in his mind what course of
action would be best for his chance of escape.
Not that there seemed much hope for him any-
where. Medwin Vane had been foiled once. He
would take care that his nephew did not give him
the slip for the second time. Delay was as
dancerous as undue haste. The hunted man

“ Stop him! Stop him! It’s Hugh Vane, the escaped convict!”
after the luckless Hugh raced in full pursuit a determined crowd of men and boys.

Windows were flung open, heads popped out,
from the various offices and buildings in the
street men poured tempestuously, forgétting
to don hats or overcoats in the mad- excite-
ment of the hunt that had been so quickly set
on foot.

There is nothing in all the world that stirs
men’s blood so much as a man-hunt. Years of
civilisation, of culture, of law-abiding security,
have done much to destroy man’s primitive
appetites. But we are, after all, all of us poss-
essed of the primitive instincts of our early
forefathers.

“Stop him! Stop him!” the cry went up.
“ After him! After him!”

No one stopped to think that whatever might
be the true facts of the case the quarry they had
set themselves to run down was a human being
like themselves, a man with all the attributes
that they themselves possessed. He was no fox,
no wild beast to be run to death with sticks and
staves, but a human being. And Hugh Vane,
as he squared his shoulders, and dashed madly
onward, knew that he was, in all probability,
racing for his life. The erowd behind him seemed
to have lost all human semblance. Surely they
would tear him limb from limb were they to cap-
ture him.

Oh, the hideous injustice of it all! That he,
Hugh Vane, innocent of any erime, a young man
just on the threshold of life, should be forced to
fly like a fox who hears the baying of the hounds
at his baek! Nor was that the complete tale of
the horrid irony of his plight. He was rich—
rich beyond any dream he had ever had of wealth.
And his millions were useless to him. He was
to all intents and purposes a pauper—a pauper,

The cry went

ime to allow that thought to pass through
i What, indeed ? Maybe the gutter-
merchant would read of his capture in the paper
and wou understand ; for he had little hope
f getting free.

Still he sped on doggedly, gamely. So long
as breath remained in his body, so long as his
limbs could bear him up, he weuld struggle on.

Suddenly he saw out of the corner of his eye
the head of the stairs that lead down from the
bridge on to the Embankment. To turn, to speed
down the stone steps, even though the yell of
pursuit rang loud in his ears and he knew that
his feint had been observed, was the work of
an instant.

And the movement was undoubtedly the best
he could have effected; for the press of his
hunters was by this time extraordinarily thick.
A mass of writhing, yelling humanity leapt
solidly towards the narrow entrance obtaining
to the stairway. Each man fought to be first
down the steps. Hence the result was that the
mouth of the passage became choked with the
human flood.

Ere the foremost of the pursuers had managed
to force their way down the steps and continue
the chase, Hugh was at the bottom, and in the
comparatively quieter waters of the Embank-
ment.

And then, with amazing suddenness, as is so
often the case in London in winter-time, there
rolled up from the river a mighty wall of thick
fog that settled down upon the scene like a horrid
yellow blanket, blotting out everything as
though a giant had suddenly drawn a mantle

across the dull grey of the picture.
Hugh stopped still ‘in an instant. Like light-

place into which he might crawl.

At last his fingers encountered hard
stone. He had struck the side of
the low wall shutting off the Em-
bankment from the river, and could
hear the dull gurgle of the river as it slid past
the base of the stonework.

Keeping close against the parapet, he went
forward with what speed he could. Fixed plan
he had none. He only knew that the hue-and-
cry was out—that ere long all London would be
ringing with the news that Hugh Vane, convict,
had been found in London, that every policeman,
every detective, in the metropolis would be hot
on his tracks.

His thoughts turned towards his mother at
Richmond. Should he endeavour to reach Rich-
mond while the fog held ? At any rate, he might
procure there food, rest, a change of raiment, a
little money ! And he could run no greater risk
in the Surrey borough than he did where he was
at present.

He crept on along the foghound pavement.

The fog wrapped evérything round as though
with a mantle.

But stay, what was that? The pat-pat
of feet behind him caused him to crouch back
against the wall, his nerves strained anew.

Somebody brushed past him, followed by yet
another figure, though what manner of folk they
were he could not tell.

Then a cry rang out in his ears, a cry that
seemed to freeze the blood in his veins, so near
was it, so insistent. :

‘“Help! Help! I am being murdered !’

With a yell he dashed off in the direction of
the sound.

up, and

(This magnificent story will be continued in next
Thursday’s wssue of THE BOYS' HERALD. Rewmember
that a sequel to ¢ Always Honest " starts in this paper in
thiree weeks' time.)
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The Ist Chapter.

Workless — Mark Stevenson Makes an

Acquaintance—A Strange Proposal.

e RE you on the look-out for a job, my
lad 27

Mark Stevenson started and flushed
eagerly as he swung round on his heels and
faced the person who had so unexpectedly ad-
dressed him—a short but sturdily-built man,
with a sprinkling of grey in his dark hair, and a
peir of keen grey eyes twinkling from behind his
gold-rimmed glasses.

‘“ Are you on the look-out for a job ?" he
repeated. * Because, if you are, I think I might
ut something in your way.”

Mark’s heart beat fast, and his face—which
just before had been pale and anxious—reddened
with hope. Had his luck turned, after all, he
wondered ?

A moment ago and he had been pretty well
desperate. For nearly three months—ever since
the failure of the big mercantile firm in which
he had held a junior clerkship—he had not
earned & penny. Times were bad, work scarce,
and in spite of excellent references no berth had
offered itself, and on the previous evening he had
parted with his last farthing ! An advertiscment
seen in a free library had sent him hurrying to a
big suburban shop, where two or three salesmen
were wanted ; but he had arrived only to find
that others had been earlier than he, and that
the vacancies were already filled. And it was
just as he was turning away from the building
with a sinking heart that the words with which
this story opens fell upon his ears.

“I—1I1 should be glad of anything just at
present, sir,” he stammered eagerly. * I've been
& clerk; I can give you good references. But
there’s nothing I wouldn’t turn my hand to if
you know of anything.”

“ Quite "so!” said the stranger,
“ That’s the right spirit, Mr.——"

He broke off, and looked at his companion.

“ Stevenson—Mark Stevenson !”

“ Stevenson ; thank you! My name is Holt.
I hope,” he went on pleasantly, ‘ that you will
exouse my addressing you with so little ceremony ;
but I could not help hearing what that fellow
said to you as I was passing—that you were
too late, and that they Ead already engaged the

smiling.

people they wanted, so I naturally jumped to the |
conclusion that you were on the look-out for work. | gres
| collected spe

And as I am on the look-out for someone to do a

job for me, why, I thought I would see if you |

cared to take it on.”

His quick eyes, as he spoke, had been scanning
Mark from head to heel, and it was plain that no
detail of the lad’s face or dress escaped him—that
he read clearly enough the story written on
Mark’s thin, anxious face and well-worn clothes
and boots.

“I—Im very much obliged to you,” Mark
said haltingly. “ What is the job, sir 2"

“PDon’t thank me too soomn,” Holt replied ;
‘it is quite possible that when you have heard
more about it you may not care to undertake it.
But suﬁposing we turn in here and have a bit
of lunch, and talk the matter over while we are
eating ? "’

He halted as he spoke before the door of an
Ttalian restaurant. Mark hung back, unwilling
to accept hospitality from an entire stranger. But
Holt would take no denial, and thrusting his arm
into young Stevenson’s, almost pushed him
through the glass doors. It was early yet for
lunch—between eleven and twelve—and the place
was empty as Holt led the way to a small marble-
topped table at the further end of the restaurant.

‘““We won’t talk business till we've had our
lunch,” he said laughingly, as he gave the waiter
the necessary orders. Mark hoped that his new
acquaintance did not guess how hungry he was ;
but little escaped Holt’s shrewd eyes, and it is
probable that he had more than a suspicion that
the lad was enjoying the first square meal that
had passed his lips that day.

He himself ate little, merely toying with the
food upon his plate in order to keep Mark com-
pany ; and a keen observer might have guessed
that, in spite of his apparent coolness, he was
consumed by no little anxiety.

‘** Now, then,” he said, as Mark laid down his
knife and fork; ‘ if youare sure that you won’t
‘have any more we will come to business. I told
you that I had some work to offer you, I may add
that it will be well paid. I shall require your
But for

|
{
|

| it appeared to be,

F
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that one night’s work I am willing to offer you
the. sum of ten pounds, five pounds on your
agreeing to undertake the job, the other five
pounds when you have completed it—that is to
say, to-morrow morning.”

Mark’s eyes opened widely. Were his ears
deceiving him ? Ten pounds—a fortune to him
in his present circumstances—for one night’s
work ! He was too much astonished to speak,
and Holt, after a quick glance round to see that
no one was within hearing, went on :

“I will be frank with you, Mr. Stevenson—as
frank as I can be, that is to say, for the circum-
stances of the case preclude my being quite open
with you. You will have to take the work to a
certain extent on trust. I cannot give you my
reasons for employing you as I intend to do, and
if, after having heard all that I am at liberty
to tell you, you prefer to refuse, why, we can
just shake hands and part without ill-feeling on
either side.”

He paused for a moment to light a cigarette,
and then continued quietly :

“ What you will have to do, if you decide to |

take on the job, is this. You will have to travel
to-night to a place a short distance out of London,
and then—not earlier than twelve o’clock—you
will have to make your way to a certain house
which I shall deseribe to you. This house is at
present unoccupied, but I shall give you a key
and you will be able to admit yourself by the
front door. You will enter a certain room—I
shall, of course, furnish you with a plan of the
building—open a cupboard, and take out what
you find in it. That done, you can leave the
place and return to London. I will arrange a
meeting with you, and pay you the remainder of
what I owe you. That 18 all you have to do,
Mr. Stevenson. What do you say ? Are you
willing to earn the ten pounds, or are you not ? ™

And Holt blew out a puff of smoke and leaned
back in his chair, smiling in seeming carelessness,
as he watched the blue rings slowly ascend to-
wards the ceiling.

“ Don’t hurry yourself,” he went on calmly,
as sheer astonishment kept the lad silent. ‘““Iam
quite willing to allow you time to think over my
proposal ; it sounds an odd one, I know.”

Mark ~ Stevenson’s
first idea had been that
his companion was out
of his mind; - but
there was no hint of
insanity in Holt’s keen
eyes and calm,
ch. But

in }

if the man w
right sense an
the offer was made,

P R

sober earnest, w}
then ecould be
meaning of it?
was no good &

Holt for_
tion which he hs
that he was
liberty to give, and
vain Mark racked his
brains for a solution of
the mystery.

“I can see that you
are puzzled,” Hoit
continued, smiling ;
““ but then, yon

nov

at
in

now,
I warned you that you
would be. Come, itis
a very simple thing to
do, isn’t it ? A very
easy way of earning a
ten - pound note —to
walk into an empty
house, open a cup-
board, and then walk
out again.”

“What is it I am
to bring you out of
the cupboard ?”’ Mark
blurted out.

Holt shrugged his
shoulders.

¢TI do not know my-
solf,” he replied ; “in
fact, it is quite pos-
sible—more than pro-
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be nothing in the cupboard. I must, of course,
trust to your honour to make a thorough search ;
but if the shelves are empty, why, you will have
done your work just the same, and you will
only have to come back and tell me so. No
doubt you are wondering why I do not under-
take the job myself; but, as I told you before,
I cannot give you the reasons for conduct which
must seem very mysterious to you. You must
be content to know that there are reasons, and
strong ones, which prompt me to act as I do.”

“ And you say the house I am to go to is
| empty ? ”’ Mark asked slowly.

It is empty—has stood empty for some time.
Are you afraid to go there ? ™

There was a faint ring of amusement about the
question that brought the blood rushing to Mark
Stevenson’s cheeks. He locked the questioner
{ full in the face.

** No, Mr. Holt,” he said quietly, “I am not
afraid to go to an empty house alone.”

* Then what are you afraid of ?

“ You must forgive me if what I am going to
say sounds rude or suspicious, but you must
| remember that this is the first time we have met,
and that I know nothing about you,” was Mark’s
reply.- I am afraid of being mixed up——"

He hesitated, and Holt completed the sentence
for him.

“ In some shady transaction—eh? In some
business which might bring you into the clutches
of the law—is that what you meen 7 ”’

“ Yes, that’s what I mean.”

Holt laughed cheerfully.

< Mr. Stevenson, as you say, you know nothing
of me, and therefore I shall not be offended if
you refuse to accept my assurance that you run
no danger of being interfered with by the police
while you are on my errand. All the same, I
give you that assurance on my word of honour.
Further, I can tell you that, if you do find any-
thing on the shelf of that cupboard, it will not
only be an object of very small value, but it will
be lawfully mine. Does that make your mind
easier 7 »’

“ Come,” he went on, as Mark still hesitated,
¢ T see you are not inclined to earn my ten-pound
note, Mr. Stevenson, and that being the case—

why, I can only thdnk you for the pleasure of
your company, and say good-morning!’’

And, pushing back his chair from the table, he
began to rise to his feet.

Involuntarily Mark made a gesture to stop
him. The memory of his penniless condition, the
thought of what ten golden sovereigns would
mean to him, flashed through his mind, and,
added to his pressing need of money, a natural
impulse of curiosity and adventure urged him to
fall in with his companion’s mysterious proposal
and undertake the midnight errand.

“ Well,” smiled Holt, ‘“ have you changed your
mind ? ”

Mark hesitated but for an instant only, then he
nodded.

“ You will undertake the job for me ?”’

“ Yes.)l

‘ Remember that I can tell you nothing more
than I have told you already.”

“I will do what you want,” Mark replied
slowly.

“Good! I am sure that I can trust you to
carry out my instructions exactly and honestly.
I am a good judge of character, Mr. Stevenson,!
and it was your face that made me sgeak to you
just now. One thing more. You understand, of
course, that this business is not to be talked
about, even the little you know about it. Wil
you give me a promise of absolute silence upon
the subject until, let us say, midday to-morrow
—twenty-four hours from now?”’

Now that he was fairly embarked upon tle
adventure it was no good haggling over minor
details, and, after all, as Mark reflected, twentys
four hours was not a very long time to be come
mitted to silence. He gave the required promise,
therefore, and this time without any hesitations

Holt nodded approvingly.

“ Good ! he said again. ** Now the bargain
is concluded. I was to pay you the first instal-
ment of your salary, you remember, as soon as
we came to an agreement. There it is!”

And he handed a crisp five-pound note across
the marble-topped table.

The lad’s fingers trembled as they closed
around it. Half an hour before starvation had
seemed to be staring him in the face, now food,
shelter, clothing, all were within his grasp in
the shape of a crackling Bank of England note.

“T trust you completely, you see,” Holt said,
as the lad pocketed his treasure. ‘‘ Nothing,
would be easier than for you to pocket that
note and walk off without carrying out your
share of the bargain., But I have an eye for
faces, as I said just now, and I don’t think you
are that sort.” :

“T hope not,” Mark answered, reddening.

“ And I am sure you are not,”” the other replied
lightly. * Well, Mr. Stevenson, now that we have
concluded our business there is no need for
me to detain you any longer. I don’t require
your services till to-night. Will you meet me at
King’s Cross Station at ten o’clock, outside the
third-class booking-office ? Then I will give you
the further information you will require for your
expedition, and see you into your train. Mind
you are punctual to the minute. I shall be
waiting for you at ten.”

He held out his hand as he spoke, rose from his
seat and paid the bill, and a moment later he
was hailing a passing hansom.

As he watched it disappear round the corner
Mark asked himself if the whole interview had
not been a dream. It was only the feel of the’
five-pound note in his pocket that convinced him
of the reality of his unexpected adventure,

(Continued on the next page.)

bable—that you will ©
have to bring me
nothing ; for the simple
reason that there may

Mark sprang from the roof. He alighted,
scoundrels who had been waiting below to intercept him,

not on the ground, but on one of
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The 2nd Chapter.

The Mysterious Errand—At King's Cross
Station—The Walk from Hatfield —
The Cottage—The Invisible Enemies
—A Struggle for Life.

THE more he thought about the strange

errand on which he was to set forth that

night the less did Mark Stevenson under-
stand it. And, as well may be imagined, he
thought of little else for the remainder of the
day. But in vain he racked his brain for any
explanation of Holt’s extraordinary conduct—he
could hit upon none that seemed probable.

One consideration reassured him, and that was
that Holt had only pledged him to silence for |
four and twenty hours. Had he been about to
engage himself in any criminal transaction, he
reasoned to kimself, his strange acquaintance
would hardly had given him leave to talk about
it on the following day.

Long before the day was over he found himself
anxiously awaiting ten o’clock, and he was at
King’s Cross Station & good twenty minutes
before the appointed hour.

‘Nor was Holt unpunctual. It still wanted
some seven or eight minutes to ten when Mark
Stevenson saw him hurrying along towards the
booking-office, casting quick, anxious glances from
side to side as he came. His eyes lightened as
they fell upon the waiting Mark.

“That’s right ; you are punctual,” he said
approvingly. ‘ Wait here a minute while I get
your ticket.” ,

“ Where for, I wonder ?” Mark thought
curiously. His curiosity was soon satisfied ; |
the ticket which Holt thrust into his hand
was a third-class for Hatfield.

“ Hatfield—that is where I am to go ?” he
said.

“ Yes;
atall 27

‘ No—never boen there in my life.”

“That doesn’t matter; you will have no
difficulty in finding your way with the help of the
map I have brought you. You will understand
that I should prefer your errand to be kept as
secret as possible, and thorefore you will not ask
to be directed if you can possibly help it. But
it ought not to be necessary. See here.”

.As he spoke he unfolded a carefully drawn
map, with tho town of Hatfield and the roads
around it plainly marked upon it. ‘

“The line of red ink is your route,” Holt
continued. ‘“ You see, you follow the main
road out of Hatfield for about a mile and three- }
quarters, then turn off here to the right along a |
lane till you reach the house. It will probably
take you over an hour to get there from Hatfiold
Station, so you should be there about midnight.
The house itself—cottage I ought to call it,
rather—stands a little way back from the road ;
so as there will be no lights in it, you must keep
a sharp look out-for it—there is no moon to-night. i
It is on the left-hand side of the lane, and has |
a small -wooden gate whioh lifts with a latch,
and leads into the garden. Here is the key of the
front door; it will turn easily, and there is no
bolt. And here is a plan of the house itself.
It is a back room on the ground floor that you
have to enter—the room on your right as you
stand with your back to the front door. I have
marked it.with a cross. There are two or three
cupboards in the room, but the one you have to
open is a small corner cupboard between the
window and fireplace. I have put a cross
against that, too. Now,isall that clear to you ?

Mark nodded.

‘“ Yes, perfectly clear,” he said slowly. ‘ And
after taking out whatever I find in the cupboard,
I can leave the house ?

“ Certainly ; as soon as you like. You will
not be able to get a train back to London until
the morning, of course.”

“ No, of course not. And where am I to meet
you to-morrow ?

* Let me see. Shall we say here, at King’s
Cross, at nine o'clock ? This is your train, I
think—yes. You have the plans and the key
all right—ah, and here is a box of wax matches
and a candle-end. You will want them when
you get into the house. Good-bye—till nine
o’clock to-morrow morning.”

And Holt held out his hand, gave a ®riendly
shake to the lad’s fingers, and, with a final
nod, moved off along the platform. But from
his seat in the train Mark Stevenson@hought
more than once that he could make out his
mysterious acquaintance standing near the
ticket barrier.

“ Waiting to see me off saiely,. the lad com-
mented to himself. * Well, he needn’t be
afraid ; I'm not going to draw back now.”

It was with a sense of relief that he felt the
train glide outfof the station, and realised that
he was fairly started on his strange errand.
He was alone in the carriage, and drawing out
the map of the roads round Hatfield and the
plan of the house, he spread them out upon the
soat and studied them till E had his route by
heart. When the train pulled up at Hatfield
Station he had no need to ask his road ; and he
stepped out briskly through the strects of the
now silent town.

Soon he had left the town hehind him, and
only the country, dark and still, lay before him.
As Holt had said, the night was a moonless
one, and even the stars were only occasionally
visible through a break in the clouds. As ho
tramped along between tho black hodges on
either sido of the road the gloom had its effect
upon Mark Stevenson’s spirits, and more than
onco ho found himself wishing, with a tremor
of.norvous dread, that his task had been accom-
plished, and that he was walking back to the

do you know the neighbourhood

\
i
i

|

| entering the ground-floor room.

station instead of away from it. He did his
best to keep his spirits up, but it was a difficult
fob. He tried to whistle, but the sound seemed

only to accentuate the darkness and loneliness,
and he soon gave up the attempt and plodded
on in silence.

So dark was it that he actually overshot the
entrance to the lane along which he was to
turn, wnd had to retraco his steps to find it;
and some time before he reached the cottage he
judged that midnight must have passed.

He was half ashamed of himself when he found
that, as he neared the spot, he was shaking
from head to foot.

“ What was it that he was afraid of ?” he
asked himself angrily. ‘¢ Had not Holt expressly
said that tho place was empty ? And what
motive could a man who had been an utter
stranger to him until that morning have for
exposing him to any danger 2”  With an effort
he pulled himself together, and strode on until
his eye caught the dark outline of a roof against
the sky.

“There it is!” he whispered, half aloud.
“ And now for the gate.”

He felt his way along by the hedge until it
came to an end and was replaced by a wooden
paling ; and a few paces further on his hand
came in contact with the gate. A cold thrill
ran down his spine as he unlatched it and began
to walk along the gravel path that led to the
house.

As Holt had said, a cottage would have been
a better description of the building ; so much,
at loast, Mark could make out in the darkness.
It was a square, good-sized cottage, with a con-
siderable strip of garden in front, and from its
darkened windows there came not the faintest
sign of life. Feeling his way along the over-
grown path Mark reached the door, paused for
a moment, and then, while his heart beat quickly,
inserted the key into the lock. It turned at
once, and easily, and the door swung back on
its hinges with a loud creak. Inside it there
was nothing but darkness, and Mark, before he
entcred the passage, took the precaution of
striking a match and lighting the bit of candle
with which Holt had provided him. Ho had to
make two attempts before he got it alight, for
a puff of wind extinguished his first match ;
but when once it had flared up he saw before
him a narrow passage leading to the stairs, and
with a couple of doors on either side of it.

“ The second door on the right-hand side,”
he muttered to himself, as he made his way
along the passage, shielding the flickering candle
with his hand. *“I suppose it is unlocked, as
he hasn’t given me a key for it.”

He had actually laid his fingers upon the
handle, and was in the very act of turning it
when he stopped short, catching his breath.
For above his head a board had suddenly creakod.

‘ Was it someone moving about overhead ?
he asked himself, while his heart beat fast. -He
stood for fully a minute listening, turning towards
the stairs, and more than half inclined to mount
them and investigate the upper landing before
Then, remem-
bering how often he had heard a board creak

The last exclamation was caused by the
draught from the door, which he had left open,
blowing out his candle, and leaving him in utter
darkness. He felt for the match-box, which he
had returned to his pocket, and was just about
to draw it out, when—for the second time—he
started and held his breath.

For from the staircase there had come another
loud creak, and as he listened breathlessly Mark
eould have sworn that footsteps were descending
the stairs—footsteps that were muffled, but
which were yet distinctly audible in the dead
silence.

For a moment he hoped against hope that he
fvas mistaken ; then he knew that he was not.
Slowly and cautiously the footsteps were nearing
the bottom of the staircase.

‘The house was not empty, after all !

Mark stood motionless, his fingers on the
match-box. What was he to d~ ? If he were
discovered he would be taken for a thief ! And it
flashed through his mind, with a start of horror,
that perhaps, after all, Holt had sent him on his
mysterious errand to play the part of a thief !
If so, and he were caught red-handed, of what
avail would be his explanation ? Holt would
certainly not come forward to clear him, and he—
Mark—did not even know where to find him.

All these thoughts chased each other through
the lad’s head one after another during the few
seconds in which he stood motionless and silent,
listening to the muffled sounds that came from
beyond the door, and not daring to strike a light
lest a gleam should betray his presence.

For a moment he thought of making a dash
for the window, but remembered in time that it
was closely shuttered. It would be impossible
to open it without attracting the attention of the
perzon or persons descending the staircase.

It seemed to him hours that he stood there,
his ears on the strain, listening, listening, listen-
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Slowly but surely the faint sounds drew nearer.
Now he was sure that one of the boards outside
the room in which he stood had squeaked under
the pressure of an approaching foot ! Whoever
it was who was nearing him he carried no light ;
not the faintest gleam broke the darkness beyond
the door, which Mark knew that he had left
wide open.

A feeling of awful, unreasoning terror gripped
him as he stood, scarcely daring to breathe, and
listening to the stealthy noises. And when at
last he heard, or fancied he heard, the sound of
breathing in the doorway, he almost shrieked
aloud. It was not that Mark Stevenson was in
any way lacking in personal courage, but the
mystery which surrounded his strange errand,
the stealthy approach of his unseen enemies—if
enemies they were, the knowledge of his loneliness
in that silent house, all combined to shake his
nerves.

At length, feeling that he could stand the
suspense no longer, he determined to make a dash
for the door, and, if possible, reach the garden,
and then take to his heels.

in the silence of the night, he resolutely opened
the door and walked through it, intending to carry |
out Holt’s injunctions and then get away as fast |
as possible.

There was no need for him to refer to his |

plan; he had it by heart, and walked straight |

across the room to a little cupboard situated in

a corner between the window and the firgplace. |

A glance round showed him that the room
was absolutely empty of furniture—judging by
the neglected look of the damp walls, it had
been empty of it for some months, if not for
years. The shutters were fastened on the
outside of the window, and the place smelt
close and earthy.

The cupboard was not locked, and opening:

it Mark saw before him a small triangular space
with a couple of shelves in it. The top one was
empty. He bent and peered into the lower one ;
it was absolutely empty likewise.
“That’s a rum go ! ” he muttered.
eome all the way for nothing, after all.

“So I've
Queer !

| light

|
|

And he was just about to make & spring across

and locked! He wrenched at it for a second,
then turned and darted back along the passage
for the stairs. 4 ¢

- But his enemies barred the way. One holding
the lantern, the other already lifting the revolver

for another shot. '

It was fortunate for Mark Stevenson that the
space between the front door of the cottage and
the foot of the stairs was so short ; also, that the
small width of the passage prevented the two men
from standing abreast. The foremost, who held
the lantern, thus impeded both the aim and the
view of his fellow with therevolver, who could only
fire over his shoulder. This accounted for the
third shot missing Mark’s head, though only by a
hair’s breadth, as he literally leaped at the bearer
of the lantern, with a force that sent him reeling
backwards against his companion.

There was a short sharp struggle in the dark-
ness, for by a well-aimed kick Mark had extin-
guished the lantern, and then somehow or other
the lad found -himself -past-his enemies, and
dashing up the stairs to the upper floor.

As he reached it, he plunged blindly forward
with outstretched hands, stumbled against an
open door, flung it open, rushed through it, and
slammed it behind him ; and; feeling for the
bolt, shot it, just as the handle was seized and
turned from outside.

The 3rd Chapter.

The Escape Through the Window-—On
the Roof—A Leap for Life—The
Case—Hidden in the Ditch. ‘

@UASPING for breath, and shaking from

head to foot, Mark Stevenson stood

leaning against the door—safe for
the moment. But it was for the moment only.
The door was quivering and shaking beneath the
blows that were being showered upon it from the
outside.

With hurried fingers the lad snatched out his
box of matches and struck a light. As it flared
up, he looked round the room in which he had
taken refuge.

It was empty—absolutely empty, and wall and
roof looked even more decayed and neglected
than those of the room downstairs. The solitary
window was boarded up with three or four strips
of planking ; the door, his only defence againss
his enemies, did not look as if it could stand a
long siege—in fact, as Mark stood staring at it
in dismay, one of the panels cracked ominously,
and a long split appeared down the middle of it.

There was no time to be lost. Flinging down
the expiring match, Mark rushed to the window,
and clutching the topmost plank nailed aeross it
wrenched at it with all his strength. For a
momen it held, then, with a rending sound, the
nails that secured it began to tear through the
rotten woodwork of the window-frame. Another
wrench, and the whole strip of wood came away
in the lad’s hands, leaving a small aperture at
the top of the window.

the floor, when, suddenly and without warning,
from the open doorway a brilliant shaft of yellow
from a bullseye lantern shot into the
room, and for a moment almost blinded him as
it struck him full in the eyes. Involuntarily he
staggered back against the wall, and as he did so,
a sharp exclamation in a man’s voice—an ex-
clamation of surprise—was followed by the crack
of a revolver, and a bullet grazed the lad's
shoulder !

Instinctivély he dashed

ence ;

towards the spot

he bullseye all was darkness, and |

he had eaught no glimpse of them as yet.

He had a vague idea that someone shouted,
.* Why, t’aint him, after all ! ’ that a second shot
rang out, and then that he was wrestling with
someone into whose arms he had rushed as he
stood in the doorway.

He heard a rp oath as he tore himself free
and darted along the passage to the front door.
He had Ieft it open, but it was closed now—closed

What the dickens does it all mean ? Well,
I suppose I can be off now. Hallo!”
S S S
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Hurling the plank behind him, he gripped the
second strip, and tore at it. But, to his dismay,
he found that it was far more securely fastened
than the first one, and yielded not an inch to his
| utmost efforts. And from the door behind him

there came another loud crash, and a shout of
triumph from the man beyond it.

Evidently it was yielding ; already the light was
| streaming into the room through the shattered
| panels. It was useless to try and enlarge the

opening he had already made. Smallasit was, he

must try to get through it and drop from the win-
| dow into the garden below.
Springing upon the ledge, he thrust down the
| window, and put his head through the aperture.
| The difficulty was to get his shoulders to follow.
| The roof above sloped down to the window ;
| he gripped the gutter with both hands, and strove
by main force to haul himself out into the open
air.

And, for the first time in his life, he found
himself regretting his size—his broad shoulders
and well-developed chest—as he felt himself
tightly wedged between the planking and the
upper part of the window frame, gasping for breath
and unable to move an inth either backwards or
forwards. He would be caught-—caught like a
rat in a trap—when the door swung off its hinges
and his enemies rushed into the room.

The horror of the thought revived his almost
exhausted energies. With a mighty effort he
clutched once more at the leaden gutter above
him. The edge of it cut into his hands, and
every muscle on his arms stood out like iron.
He felt the board beneath him crack—the clothes
were actually torn off his back—and then suddenly
he found that he was struggling through and
sitting on the edge of the planking. But at the
same moment the door of the room gave way
altogether ; there was a yell and a crash and a
sound of hurrying footsteps, and an outstretched
hand actually gripped him by the foot. How
he managed it Mark never knew ; but with a
mighty effort he wrenched himself free, and,
somehow or other, and at the imminent risk of
falling head over heels to the ground below,
he half leaped and half pulled himself on to the
sloping roof above him, and crouched there,
breathless, but, for the moment, out of reach of
his enemies, whose exclamations of disappoint-
ment and fury came to him plainly from the
window only a few feet below.

For a little while he half sat, half lay on the
sloping tiles, completely exhausted by his
struggle ; and had the two men who were on
his track been able to reach him at that moment,
he would have been perfectly incapable of
offering the slightest resistance to them. It
was fortunate for him that for a minute or two
they were too much enraged by their prey’s
escape to -do anything but stamp and rage
inside the window. ?

Their senses soon returned to them, hows
ever ; and when they did, they promptly rushed

{
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down into the garden in order to cut off Mark’s
retreat should he try to drop from the roof.
And from his perch on the tiles the lad heard them
as they emerged into the open air and ran round .
the building.

He crouched down against the roof hoping to
avoid their eyes ; but in this he did not succeed.
One of them promptly ran down to the garden
gate, and, holding up the lantern, turned its
light on to the roof ; and a shout told the lad
that he had been discovered. In a flash he
realised his danger. The light from the lantern
was resting full upon him, and he would make
an easy mark for a shot.

And it was lucky for him that he realised his
perilin time. At ashout from his fellow scoundrel
the man with the revolver came running round
from the other side of the building; but he
had to go some distance down the garden path
before he could bring his weapon to bear on the
roof, and Mark Stevenson made good use of the
delay. Scrambling up the roof he clutched
at one of the chimneys and swung himself round
it on to the opposite slope just in time, for a
shot from his enemy’s weapon flattened itself
against the chimney at the spot where his head
had been a second before.

It was lucky for him that the house, small
as it was, was irregularly built, a couple of small
rooms having been added on at the back to the
original structure. By stepping down the roof
of the main building at the point at which it
was joined by the roof of the outbuilding and
flinging himself flat, he knew that he must be
perfectly invisible. from the garden, and that
the only way by which his enemies could get
him would be by pursuing him to his place of
refuge.

He had no doubt that this was what they
would do. Nor was he mistaken. He heard
their wvoices below in hurried consultation ;
then he made out that one of them was moving
away, the other doubtless remaining on guard
below lest he should attempt to drop to the
ground and make his escape. Crawling stealthily
to the edge of the roof he peered over the gutter,
and could just make out a dark figure standing
motionless below him, when he drew back at |
the sound of returning steps—steps accom- |
panied by a dragging noise, as if something |
were being hauled along the gravel pathway. |

“ A ladder,” he guessed instantly, and with a |
sinking of the heart. Nor was he wrong. Again |
there was a whispered consultation, in which |
Mark caught only the words, ‘“ keep a look-out
for him in case he jumps ' ; and then the two
men began to rear the ladder up against the
house. Involuntarily he shrank further back. |
and as he did so one of the tiles on which he laid |
his hand shook and rattled. He seized and |
pulled at it, and it came away in his fingers.
He gripped it tightly—it was a weapon, if a poor
one—and, raising his arm, crouched in readiness
for the coming attack.

He thought for an instant of seizing the top
of the ladder as it struck the gutter and trying to
hurl it on to his enemy ; but remembering that
it would probably be held from below, and
that he should expose himself to a shot, he
refrained, and waited breathlessly till he should
have one of his foes at least within striking
distance. And he did not have long to wait.
The ladder was no sooner in position than it
creaked beneath the weight of ascending steps.
A moment more the outline of a head was visible
above the edge of the roof and against the sky.

Instantly Mark swung himself up upon his
knees, gripping the tile with his hands, and
brought it down with all his force upon his
enemy’s head. There was a yell as the man
fell backwards, measuring his length on the
gravel pathway. He clutched at the ladder
as he fell, his frenzied jerk dislodged it, too,
from its place, and it toppled over beside him.
The lad saw at once that he should never have
a better opportunity of escape, for he judged that
it was the fallen man who had the revolver in
his possession. He leaped to his feet and sprang
to the ground, a good twenty feet below.

As luck would have it, however, it was not
the ground upon which he alighted. The
second scoundrel, who had been standing at the
foot of the ladder while his companion mounted
it, sprang outwards to avoid the latter’s fall;
and it was right upon his shoulders that Mark
Stevenson leaped. The two went over with a
crash into a thick-set currant-bush at the edge
of the path—luckily for them both, for their
fall was somewhat broken by it.

Mark, who had naturally fallen on the top,
was the first to regain his feet, and tearing
himself free from the clutch with which the other
tried to detain him, he darted off round the
house and down to the garden gate. As he went
he was conscious at every step of a sickening
shoot of pain in his left foot; but he ran on,
well knowing that death might be the penalty
for a moment’s halt, rushed through the gate,
and along the lane by which he had first ap-
proached the house.

For the first minute or so he hoped that he
might be unpursued, that both his enemies
might be too severely injured to take up the
chase ; but he soon found that he was'mistaken.
He had not gone fifty yards along the lane before
he heard the garden gate swing, and looking
back over his shoulder, saw a light dancing
in the middle of the roadway. For a few seconds
it remained almost stationary, then suddenly
there was a shout, and it came hurrying along
towards him. Though he did not know it at
the time, the direction of his flight had been
betrayed by his footprints in a heap of mud
at the side of the road, which was wet with
recent rain. The deep imprint of the toe had
showed his pursuers at once that the prints
had been made by a running foot; and, sure
that they were on the right track, they darted
off in pursuit along the lane,

‘The perspiration poured down Mark Steven-
son’s face as he rushed blindly on. But for the

twist that he had given to his foot in falling, he

would have had hopes of méki_ng good his escape. |

But each step was agony, and it seemed to
him that the pain got more excruciating with
every second. He could not go.on for long like
this, he knew. Already he had-stumbled more
than once, and he felt his pace was getting
slower with every moment, and that his pursuers
were gaining upon him with every yard. Soon
the light from their lantern would reveal him
to their eyes, and then it would be all up with
him. He expected every setond to hear the shout
that would tell him that he had been seen.

But that shout had not yet.reached his ears
when he set his injured foot on a stone which
rolled from beneath it. A sharp exclamation
of intolerable pain broke from his lips as he
stumbled and pitched headlong on to his face
at the roadside. For .one terrible instant, as
he tried to rise, but found it impossible to put
his wrenched and twisted foot to the ground
again, he gave himself up for lost; then, seeing
that there was a fairly deep ditch at the side
of the lane, he rolled himself bodily into it,
into the midst of a damp tangle of mud, weeds,
and nettles. 5

He hardly dared to hope that his stratagem
would be successful, and that his pursuers
would pass him without seeing him ; but to his
astonishment and relief they hurried by without
halting an instant. They had, of course, no
idea that their prey had been injured by his
daring leap from the roof of the house, and
naturally imagined that he would trust to his
speed t(?hcarry him out of their reach. The
lane, as they knew, went straight on to the high
road without a break in the hedges on either side
of it; and they were therefore straining every
nerve to come up with their victim before he

0°

s K
1 k |
dIEg i

““ Well, we’d have made him share up
cash, anyway.”

‘¢ All very well to talk like that now,”” sneered
the other. ‘‘ Why didn’t you think of it before—
you were keen enough to have his brains blown
out a little while ago. And, anyway, it’s no
good talking now about what we ought.to have
done. The young cub has got clear away.
There’s only one comfort, and that is, that he
daren’t split to the police. But how he came to
know the swag was hidden behind the sliding
panel beats me. Barrow’s not the man to talk.
If he’d wanted to steal a march on us, he’d have
done it himself—he wouldn’t have shared it
with anyone.”

Their voices died away, and Mark Stevenson,
who had not dared to move a muscle as they
passed him, drew a long breath of relief. He
was safe now, he hoped, until the morning.
Believing that he had outstripped them, his
enemies had no doubt returned to the cottage.

The 4th Chapter.

Help at Last—The Arrest—The Sliding
Panel—The Mystery Solved.

UT although he believed that he was

]B secure from immediate peril, Mark

realised that his position was still one

of no little danger, besides considerable discom-

fort.

tried crawling on his hands and knees along
the lane, but each movement caused him intense
agony, and after he had almost fainted from
pain, he gave up the attempt, and huddled
himself under the hedge once more, nursing his

the

eye lantern shot into the room.

reached the Hatfield road, where he might
casily give them the slip in the darkness. Thus
they pushed on at the top of their speed, without
stopping to flash the light of the lantern from
side to side; and, luckily for Mark, the noise
of their own hurried footsteps had drowned
the sound of his fall.

The lad drew a deep breath of relief as he saw
the reflection of the lantern vanish round a
bend in the lane and heard the echo of their
tread grow fainter and fainter on the still air.
Had he been able to walk, nothing would have
been easier for him than to make his escape in an
opposite direction; but another effort only
showed him the utter hopelessness of attempting
to set his foot to the ground. There was nothing
for it, therefore, but to lie where he was in the
hope of escaping the observation of his enemies
when they returned from their fruitless chase
along the lane. As far as possible he hid himself
among the dank weeds and nettles ; and, shivering
with cold, he crouched in the mud at the bottom
of the ditch.

More than half an hour went by in complete
silence ; and then the voices and footsteps
of his returning enemies struck upon his ears,
and the flash of their lantern became visible
round the bend of the lane. They were returning
far more slowly than they had gone, and their
tones soon showed that they were in no very
good temper. In fact, long before they reached
the spot in which Mark lay erouching breath-
lessly, it was plain that the pair of scoundrels
were quarrelling violently.

‘“ What did you want to fire at him at all
for ? We’d have done much better to get hold
of him and make him own up what he’d done
with the rest.”

“ Didn’t we agree that we were to shoot him
at sight 2"

“Yes, because we made sure it was Barrow ;
but when you saw it wasn’t Barrow——"

“T fired before I saw who it was; my finger
was on the trigger before you turned on the
light. Besides, we should never have got back
what he’s taken. You bet he had got it off his
hands, the young devil, before he came for the
last lot.”

Then came the crack of a revolver, and
the bullet just grazed Mark’s shoulder.

injured foot. Yet if, when morning came, his
encmies—as was only too probable---should pass
along the road, they could not fail to see him,
and his fate would be sealed. To add to his
misery a drizzling rain began to fall, and he
was soon soaked through and through.

To a certain extent the conversation he had
overheard had thrown a light upon his mysterious
errand. Plainly, the cupboard he had been told
to open was not so empty as it seemed ; a sliding
panel concealed the *‘swag’ which had been
spoken of. But Holt had made no mention of
any sliding panel ; he had only told him to look
on the shelves. Two things alone were clear—
that the hidden treasure, of whatever it consisted,
had been dishonestly acquired, and that the
two men who had so nearly robbed him of his
life believed that he entered the house to steal
it: But Holt’s motive for acting as he had
done was still a complete mystery.

Clearly, the only thing te be done was to go
straight to the police—if he could reach them—
and lay the matter before them. For a moment
the lad hesitated, remembering his promise to
Holt to keep silence till twelve o’clock on the
following day ; but knowing, as he now did, that
Holt had deceived him and deliberately led him
into a trap which had all but cost him his life,
he saw no reason why he-should continue to
keep strict faith with him,

It was clearly his duty to put the facts of the
mystery before the proper authorities, - The
only question was as to how he should reach
them. Earnestly during those miserable hours
of darkness did he long for the day ; for it was
most unlikely that any passer-by would come
to his assistance until after dawn had broken.

Never in all his life had a night seemed so
long to him as that one ; but, at length—probably
between three and four in the morning—the pain
in his injured foot having somewhat abated, and
the rain clouds having cleared off, Mark.fell into
a heavy doze, from which he started some little
time later to find that the dawn had already
broken. Not only that, but the sound of a
cheery whistle reached his ear, accompanied
by the echo of an approaching footstep, and in
another moment a man came into sight strolling

'CONSTIPATION.

along the lane. For an instant it flashed through
Mark’s mind that the new-comer might be one
of his enemies ; but, as the man drew nearer, his
fears were relieved by seeing that it was a farm
labourer probably on his way to his work. He
hailed him eagerly, and the man halted in
astonishment as his eyes fell on the draggled,
shivering figure sitting in the ditch. ‘

“Hallo! What ha’ you been up to 2’ he
asked suspiciously.

In as few words as he could Mark explained
that he had sprained his ankle badly, and that
he was anxious to communicate with the Hatfield
police as quickly as possible. Unfortunately
his new acquaintance was a man whose mind
worked slowly, and who was inclined to look
upon any unusual event with a large amount of
suspicion ; and he stood for fully a quarter.
of an hour in the road asking question after
question with aggravating slowness before he
would consent to take any steps. His first
suggestion, indeed, when he found that Mark
could not walk, was that he should knock at
the neighbouring cottage door to see if there
was anyone about—he had heard, he said,!
that it had been taken by some strangers. And
Mark’s horrified request to him not to do any-
thing of the kind only acted as a spur to his
curiosity, and set him off on another string of
questions, It was very plain that he did not

| believe a word of the story he heard, and the
Ho was literally tied by the leg. He!

lad was more than half afraid that he would be
left to his fate by the suspicious rustic. How-
ever, the promise of five shillings induced the
latter at last to tramp off at smart pace in search
of a conveyance of some kind. The farm at
which he was employed was about & mile further
on, he told the lad, and he had no doubt that the
farmer would, for a consideration, allow the use
of his trap into Hatfield.

Mark breathed more freely when the man’
had gone, though he was by no means free from
anxiety yet. The sun was fairly up now, and
if an unlucky chance were to bring his enemies
down the lane before the arrival of the eart,
his predicament would still be a dangerous
one. But luck was on his side for once, and
though it seemed hours to him before he heard
the welcome sound of wheels, they came at!
last.

The farmer himself was driving the trap.
The only thing he had been able to make out

| from his man’s rambling story had been that,

someone had hurt his leg, and wanted to be
driven to Hatfield. He was a kindly, sensible
man, and he soon had Mark arranged as com-
fortably as possible at the bottom of the spring
cart on a truss of hay, which he had thought-|
fully placed there before starting. But, inspite
of all his care in driving, the jolting was agony

| to Matk, and the good-natured man, seeing the

torture he was being caused, drove him to his
own house instead of to Hatfield, and, while his'
wife was attending to the patient’s injured leg,
went on to the town himself and called at the
police-station. Further, before setting out for
Hatfield, he despatched a couple of his men to
keep an eye upon the cottage and follow anyone
who should leave it.

A good bed and a comfortable breakfast had
made Mark a different creature by the time the
farmer returned from the town, with the local
inspeetor of police seated beside him; and he
was able to tell his story clearly and coherently.

The inspector was plainly puzzled and a little
doubtful ; but as Mark declared that he had
been shot at, there was no other course left to
him but to arrest the inhabitants of the cottage
on the charge of attempted murder—if they were
still within reach. He had brought one of his
men with him in the trap, and accompanied by
him, the farmer, and one or two of his hands, he
promptly set off upon what—in his heart—he
regarded as likely to turn out a wild-goose.
chase.

Mark, however, was pretty sure—after the
conversation he had heard in the lane—that his
two enemies, believing themselves perfectly safe
from denunciation by one whom they took for a
fellow-scoundrel, would have seen no necessity
for taking flight. "

And events proved that his guess was a right
one. The two men, tired out by their fruitless
chase of the night before, were still asleep in one
of the gpper rooms of the cottage when the
inspector s knock was heard upon the door«

‘Oontinued on the next page.)
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They kept their heads, however, and affected
intense surprise at a police visit; but not for
very long.

Having effected their arrest, the inspector went
straight to the cupboard which Mark had des-
cribed to him, and the dismayed look on his
prisoners’ faces as he did so showed him that
he was on no false trail. The shelves were as
empty as they had been on the preceding night,
and the official sought in vain for any trace of
the sliding panel of which Mark had spoken.

But the hollow ring of the planking at the back
of the cupboard convinced him that it was there
all the same, and he had one of the boards
wrenched out, and from the open space thus
revealed he drew out two or three canvas bags of
different sizes. Untying the string that secured
the mouth of the largest, he plunged his hand
in, and the little crowd of onlookers literally
gasped as he withdrew it full of a glittering heap
of diamonds.

The inspector’s eyes glistened as brightly as
the jewels that were trickling between his fingers,

“The Bond Street jewel robbery !’ he cried
triumphantly. “If these aren’t Hawker and
Stein’s diamhonds, I'm a Dutchman !’

“What ! asked the farmer incredulously.
“ The Bond Street robbery, that happened three
months ago ?  You don’t mean to say we’ve had
all them diamonds and rubies hidden down in
our parts ?”’

The inspector nodded, as he rapidly surveyed
the contents of the bags.

“ No doubt about it. These are Hawker and
Stein’s, sure enough! An opal and diamond
pendant ; a ruby heart—yes, I remember the
description of ’em ! How they came down here
we've got to find out yet, but I don’t suppose
there will be much difficulty about that now.”

The inspector was right. The two prisoners,
who were marched in sullen silénce into Hatfield,
and there committed to the lock-up, soon came
to the conclusion that their best ckance of
lightening their forthcoming sentences would be
by making a full confession of the whole trans-
action.

Three months before, they had effected the
daring burglary by which Messrs. Hawker and
Stein, the famous Bond Street jewellers, had been
robbed of stock to the tune of over ten thousand
pounds, and the proceeds of their theft they had
concealed in the empty cottage which one of
them had taken under an assumed name, intend-
ing to leave the jewels there until the first activity

“of the search was over and they could dispose of

them without awakening suspicion.

As both of them were old offenders, however,
and had already served sentences for similar
crimes, they judged it better to keep out of the
way for alittle while, and accordingly left England
for three months. On their return, they avent
straight to the cottage, and what was their
horror and amazement to find that their secret
hiding-place had been opened during their absence
and fully half of their plunder abstracted.

Their suspicions fell upon a former accomplice
of theirs—a man named Barrow—and, naturally
enough, since Barrow was the only person besides
themselves who knew of the.existence of the
sliding panel, he must have guessed where they
had put their plunder away, and, having ascer-
tained that they were out of the way, had calmly
helped himself to it. The pair swore vengeance
upon him for it, and vowed that he should pay
for his treachery with his life.

How Barrow had obtained his knowledge of
their intentions they never knew; but in all
probability, having learned of their return, he had
set a spy to watch them. And he knew his
former associates well enough to be sure that they
would never rest until they had made him pay in
blood for the trick he had played them.

It was then that he cast about for some means
of throwing the suspicion of the theft upon
someone else. He knew that the thieves had
taken up their quarters in the tumbledown
cottage, and it struck him that if they could
catch someone else, seemingly in the very act
of burglary, the innocent thief would pay the
penalty that had been intended for him, and
thereby save him from the vengeance of his
former accomplices.

It was therefore with the idea of sending Mark
Stevenson to his death, and thereby saving his
own skin, that he had accosted the lad under
the name of Holt, and despatched him ugon his
mysterious errand. He knew that, even if Mark
were not shot at sight by the infuriated thieves,
his protestations of innocence would of no
avail when he had actually been discoVered at
the door of the cupboard which concealed the
secret hoard. And how nearly his fiendish plot
had succeeded, the reader alread® knows.

It was not until some few days after Mark’s
mysterious adventure that the whole story be-
came clear. The thieves’ confession had put the
police on the track of Barrow, alias Holt ; and,
after his arrest, the tale of his treachery was
gradually pieced together. Not only that, but—
though he had found means of disposing of a
large portion of his plunder—some of the twice-
stolen jewels were found in his possession.

As for Mark Stevenson, @ough it was several
weeks before he was able to set his foot to the
ground again—weeks during which he was nursed
with the greatest kindness by the farmer and his
wife—he had on the whole no cause to regret the
peril through which he had passed.

Messrs. Hawker and Stein, overjoyed at re-
covering over half of the property that they had
given up for lost, not only paid to Mark the
reward they had advertised, but offered him on
his recovery a situation in the employment of
the firm. And Mark, now high in his employers’
confidence, dates the upward turn of his fortunes
from his night of peril. ;

THE END.

(Next Thursday’s issue of THE BOYS
HERALD will contain a specially written 10,000
word complete tale, entitled * Shadowed by
Two.” It is a story no boy should miss.
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Advantages of Volunteering.

E CAN njake a selection from bayonet
exercise, sabres, foils, and boxing. !
| ful not to blaze away his cartridges recklessly,

Competitions are held at the close of
each season in these, and prizes await the suc-
cessful competitors.

If particularly skilful he may be selected to |

take part in a military tournament ; and this is
a high honour, as he would then meet the cream
of the military talent.

In his regiment he will find sufficient recrea-

feel so inclined.
stated, there are the reading-room, canteen,
billiards, shooting, swimming and football clubs,
concerts, dances, and dinners—all of which the
recruit will find enjoyable, and participation in
which enables him to get to know his comrades,
and be known.

After about three months’ instruction as a
recruit, an examination is held in musketry, and
after passing this he is dismissed to his company.

He will then make the acquaintance of his
immediate officers and comrades, and the nights
will be divided between drill and lectures.

He has now completed his education as a
recruit, with the exception of ‘* class firing ”’ on
the ranges, and this will be dealt with later.

Joining a Company.

Having passed the preliminary stage of his
recruit life, the day comes when he puts on his
uniform for the first time and joins his com-

ny.

Perhaps the occasion may be a battalion
parade, or simply a company ‘march out.”
The latter is most enjoyable, and will be a
revelation to the recruit, who has up to this
time been practising the manual drill and
various evolutions under the command of the
staff-sergeants.

Perhaps the affair will be confined to his own
company, or possibly it may be an inter-
company arrangement.

Each company vies with the others in making
these outings as interesting, instructive, and
amusing as possible.

Train is generally taken to some place in the
country, and if skirmishing is to be the order
of the day, part of the force will detrain at one
station, and the remainder at one a few miles
further on. They will then move towards each
other, scouts being thrown out, and endeavour
if possible to seize bridges, means of communi-
cation across rivers and other suitable spots, so
as
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| structive, as
tion to take up all his spare time, if he should |
In addition to what has been !

.,

to delay the advance

of the other party. Blank ammunition is served
out, and the recruit when firing should be care-

but invariably to select some object to aim at,
and endeavour to estimate the distance the
object is away from him.

This he will find splendid practice, and the
sergeant in command will giye him valuable
hints on both points.

Every movement that is made will be in-
he will be putting into practice
whz}tt up to how has practically been only theory
to him.

He will see how it is possible to take large
bodies of men through crowded streets, on to
railway platforms, into trains and out of them,
and at all times, by a few simple words of com-
mand, each man will be able to find his place
in the ranks and to accommodate himself to
the various movements and obstacles he may
meet without confusion or. delay. ‘

He will take his

first lesson in scouting
which is very impertant work in active and
mimic warfare.

Each company has so many recognised
scouts, and these are called out on manceuvres,
and are, of course, the “‘ eyes’’ of the regiment.
He should endeavour to become one of these,
as the work is most interesting. They are given
greater freedom of action, and there is more
scope for the exercise of intelligence and
acumen, and a clever scout is the pride of his
company.

If the manceuvre has ended in an attack, he
will enjoy himself mightily ; and he should take
careful note of how the older and more experi-
enced men go into action, and endeavour to
follow their example.

The experienced Volunteer—

—and perhaps there may be some in his com-
pany who have seen active service—will take
advantage of every bit of cover availabls. He
will never uselessly expose himself to the
enemy’s fire, but will creep through woods, fol-
low the shelter of hedges, and, where necessary,
dash across the open in short, sharp rushes, drop-
ping to the ground to fire, but always advancing,
and keeping in widely extended order.

If the movement is well carried out, the
recruit will find this quite exciting, and he will
to some extent experience the feelings that a
soldier has in actual warfare.

(Another of these fascinating articles next week.)
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Nature and Her Children:

§ A New Series of Clever Story-Articles by
the Author of “ The Man with the Gun,”
etc.; etc.
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A Fight in the Tunnel.
R. POLECAT was out on a night
M raid. Some rabbit-warrens were
claiming his attention. Into the
nearest hole he passed. Suddenly, as he ran
along the dark tunnel, there was a violent
scuffle in front of him; there followed a few
seconds’ struggle, one single, hopeless squeal,
and then—silence. The polecat stopped ab-
ruptly. There was something about this which
he did not understand. It was evident that
something had killed his rabbit. What was it?
He stretched his long neck forward in the dark-
ness and sniffed audibly, and that which he
could smell had the effect of enraging him.
For it was the big dog-stoat, the largest furred
vermin in all that wood, which now barred the ,
polecat’s way.
There was nothing for it but to fight this
stoat.

The polecat

made up his mind to this fact without hesita-
tion, which showed a readincss to fight upon
any and every occasion. - With a silent rush,
quick as a flash of lightning, he launched him-
self upon this new foe, and, quicker than the
eye could follow, moved the stoat. The latter
had never met such a terrible opponent as this,
and his instinct told him that he had at last met
more than his match; yet, with the courage
that marks his race, he fought on grimly to

the end.
A Night Excursion.

Three evenings later, when the shades of
night had fallen, when the moon shone
through the branches of the trces, cast-
ing a delicate tracery on the ground beneath,
the polecat again left his new lair for food.
But he was not alone this time; his wife and
family of three-quarter-grown, fierce youngsters
followed him. Above them, to the north, the
still, brooding mountains, their home, reared
their heads in majestic grandeur.

The old polecat left the copse and proceeded
cautiously across a field of oats; then along a
copse-hedge, which might be handy for future
inspection, ,as he noted many rabbit-holes. After
a while he came to the gate of a rick-yard by a
farm. Here he fell in with—or, rather, out with
—a buck-rat, which paid for the fact with its
life. Indeed, the rick-yard was alive with rats
and mice, which fled before these apparitions
in brown as before a plague. But the strangers
were after higher game to-night, and troubled
not about the puny scuttlers.

Now, it happened that the farmer was awake,
and hearing .

a noise in the fowihouse,

he hastily slipped on some clothes, and, armed
with a stout stick, ran out to see what was
wrong. He had no lantern, 4s the moonlight
was strong, and he expected to see mnothing
larger than a stoat. He flung the fowlhouse
door wide open, and out of the black void
within a dozen fowls fluttered forth and blun-
dered about in that blind state of abandon
which is peculiar to fowls and sheep. Then a
long, low shadow slid out, at which the farmer
aimed a hasty blow; but the shadow leapt back
into the darkness, and at the same time it
uttered

a strange, low cry

which was answered from several places at once.
Something came gliding round the side of the
fowlhouse. The farmer’s stick came whistling
down upon it, but the creature sprang to one
side, receiving only a graze instead of a death-
blow.

Again that plaintive, low cry sounded about
him. The next instant the night seemed full of
long, dark creatures, which sprang up at him
from out the darkness. With a shout of pain
and anger he lashed frantically at one which
hung on to his leg, and shook the beast off.
There was a slight pause, and then they came
at him again from all sides. They scrambled
up his legs, and hung to his jacket, or sprang
like dogs, always striving to reach his throat.
Time after time he hurled them to the ground
or shook them locse. One had received

the full weight of his stick,

and lay quite still. But the survivors always
returned to the attack with that swift, silent,
cold-blooded pertinacity which terrifies.

Like a flash the man realised that he was in
grave danger of his life. He was already losing
blood fast from several wounds. He might turn
faint, and fall. And then—

He gave three frantic bounds, and ran madly,
blindly—ran as he had never run before—like a
hunted animal. For a few seconds the soft pat-
tering of small feet followed him ; but he gained
his house, and, shutting the door behind him,
sank down exhausted.

Next morning he found that the ereature he
had killed was an old male polecat, and in a
trap he had set for rats he came upon another
of 'his enemies—this time an old female. He
never saw the rest of the gang again; they had
no doubt scattered after losing their parents.

(These interesting series of articles will be
continued in THE BOYS’ HERALD—I1d.—every
Thursday. :
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The st Chapter.
A Hamper From Home.

—~\ RNEST ST. MAUR was -a big, over-

I grown lout of seventeen, still in lower

school, in spite of a dirty smudge on
his upper lip which he was pleased to consider
& moustache, and generally rather dirty about the
hands; to add to the evil, he had persuaded
an idolising widowed mother to proeure for him
a doctor’s certificate which rendered him exempt
from nasty, rough games.

Captains and secretaries of football and cricket,
learning this last, shrugged their shoulders con-
temptuously, and left him severely alone. He
had no possible interest for them.

Consequently, not having attained to the
dignity of a study, he was left to loaf about
deserted class-rooms and big school at leisure.
After two terms he found this rather a dull
proceeding, and began to yearn for amusement.
Twice his house-master had driven him out with
scathing words to watch matches. On the
second occasion, Ernest St. Maur, grown wise,
contrived to set-up such a racking cough that
he put in four days malingering in the infirmary,
and lived on the fat of the land.

At the end of his first year he found a kindred
spirit, Woodin, a dark, swarthy, square-built
boy, who had picked up a considerable stock of
undesirable knowledge "under a private tutor,
and had been passed on to college to have it
kicked out of him.

Before half the spring term was over the two
were as thick as thieves, and serious trouble
began.

Small boys were occasionally found blubber-

- ing miserably in corners, unwilling or afraid to
give any adequate reason when questioned.
Others glowered—dully resentful—yet afraid to
offer open resistance. Woodin and St. Maur
were artful in their generation, and though their
reign was a reign of secret terror, they managed
%o stand fairly well with unsuspecting class-
masters, and always had a civil word for upper
school and prefects.

Officially, of course, fags were denied them—
in fact, they were liable to be fagged themselves,
only their size made the idea absurd ; yet fags
they had, by virtue of the stronger hand. More-
over, they raided lower school hampers shame-
lessly, the owners standing by with sickly grins
or half-hidden tears of rage.

One cold Saturday afternoon, the afternoon
of the Blandford match, the pair were, as usual,
sitting over the fire at the upper end of the big
school just below the dais, when Dawkins minor,

asmall boy in the Lower Third, came in, whistling. J
The room was getting dusk, and he had no idea !

that there was anyone about. Excitement ran
high over the Blandford match, and everyone
who could get there by hook or crook was out
on the footer field. Dawkins minor had been
kept in, doing lines, for throwing ink-balls in
twelve o’clock school, and was about to refresh
himself with sardines, cocoa, and raspberry jam.

Still whistling, he vaulted over some. forms,

. opened his desk, and pulled out a kettle and the
requisite luxuries.

‘“ Come here ! *’ said a voice from out of the
dusk. Dawkins minor knew it well. His heart
sank, and the heavy desk-lid fell with a slam.
““ Noisy little brute, come here ! >’ said the voice
again.

‘“ Please, St. Maur, I can’t!
finished my lines, and——"

There was the sound of a chair being hurriedly

ushed back, and the clatter of an overturned

I’ve only just

orm.

‘“ Catch him, Woodin, he’s bolting for the
door ! »’ sang out St. Maur.

Two .~eonds later, Dawkins minor was se#zed
by the back hair and came down on the floor
with a re-nunding thump. A sharp kick which
caught him on the thigh-bone stirred him into
renewed activity.

“ Get up, you cub, and come when you're
told! Hallo! Hallo, what’s this? Jam,
sardines ! Greedy little beast, you’ve had a
hamper, and never owned up! You know the
rules ? All hampers are to be brought to us
unopened ! **

‘“Ah—h! Don’t, Woodin!
You’ll break my arm ! ”’ .

The cry died away into a whimper.

‘“Serve you right if I did! Shut up that
confounded row! Here, St. Maur, the little
brute’s had a hamper, and never told us | What
shall we do to him ? *’

““ Bring him here !

Woodin grabbed a fresh tuft of hair, gave it a
deft twist, which nearly pulled some out by the
roots, and ran him up the long school-room into
St. Maur’s arms.

The latter caught him a stinging cuff on the
side of the head, and, with a ‘‘Clumsy young
ass,’” shoved him away.

“ Go and bring out everything in your desk !
Everything, mind ! If you leave®so much as a
penholder I’ll make it hot for you !

Dawkins minor obeyed sullenly, with quiver-

Please, don’t!

ing lips. He was a tidy youngster for a lowe’
schoolboy, and had spent an hour that morn”
ing, setting his desk to rights—a fact St. Maur
was well aware of.

The first load was brought and deposited at
St. Maur’s feet on the floor—three sardine tins,
jars of bloater and other pastes, jams, a large
cake with a slice missing, a box of figs, and
other delicacies.

“ Bring the rest ! Bring everything !

Dawkins minor, sick at heart, produced more
treasures—two piles of books, a writing-desk, a
pencil-case, and a newly-skinned mole tacked
out to dry on a board.

Your artistic bully knows the value of mental
as well as physical torture. St. Maur eyed the
assortment coldly, and stirred things up with his
foot. Woodin annexed the cake and figs. St.
Maur two pots of paste.

nowadays ! ”’ said he.

Woodin nodded between mouthfuls.
be-gilt calf-bound book caught his eye.
pounced on it gleefully.

‘¢ Eric, or Little by Little,””” he read ; then,
turning to the first page—‘* ‘ Historical prize,
Lower Third, Charles Edward Dawkins.” Oh, ye
gods and little fishes ! ” and made as though to
throw the book on to the fire.

Dawkins minor flushed.

“Don’t ! > he pleaded.

“ Don’t, Woodin dear! > mimicked St. Maur.
““ Make the little beast stand on the desk and
read it1 It’s as good as a play. Read it out,
you skunk 1

Dawkins minor was deftly assisted to a desk,
via Woodin’s boot, and told to read.

Tearfully he did so, in a guivering, s
treble.

“ What rot !’ said St. Maur, and heaved a
dictionary at him.

The flat of the book caught him on the side of
the head and nearly sent him backwards, head
over-heels. But he knew better than to stop
unbidden. Meanwhile, St. Maur and Woodin
played football with his treasures. School-
books and exercise-books went tumbling through
the dusk to the far corners of the room, followed
by sardine tins, a
jam - pot shattered
against the corner
o a desk, and
Dawkins was
ordered to mop up
the mess, under
pain of having the
jam rubbed into his
hair.

Meanwhile,
Woodin, with a hot §
poker, scrawled a
large, straggly D
over the be-gilt calf
binding of the prize,
and St. Maur broke
open the writing-
desk and poured the
contents on to the
fire.

That was the
finishing stroke.
The meek spirit of
Dawkins minor
flashed out into a
fit of mad - but

A much
He

ueaky

. i school just before prep., bawling :
‘ Disgusting the way these kids are pampered |

bullied, do you ? We haven’t begun yet. Let’s
give him stripes !

They gave him stripes. He was laid on his
back on a form—his gown wrapped round his
head, and whilst Woodin sat on his stomach,
St. Maur held his legs and rapped him con-
sistently across the shins with a sharp-edged
ruler. It doesn’t sound a great deal, but after
three or four minutes the pain becomes excruciat-
ing—also it has the effect of leaving no outward
and visible mark.

‘Then they gave him screws, and screws hurt
more than stripes. ~ In the midst of them Woodin
stopped suddenly.

* Look out, the young ass is fainting.”

“Rot, he’s only shamming. I’ll soon liven
him up. Give me the ruler again.”

“Don’t be a fool,” said Woodin sharply.
““ Here, you little beast, get back to your desk
and stop blubbi If you so much as whisper
a word we’ll half kill you next time. And say
‘thank you, Woodin.” ”

But Dawkins minor was too far gone to speak ;
he could only sob convulsively, and staggering
blindly to a dark corner, he buried his head in
his hands, worn out with continued pain, and
went instantly into a deep sleep.

Then it was St. Maur’s turn to look a bit scared.

I say,”” he began, after inspecting his victim,*
I s’pose we haven’t overdone it, eh 1 *’

Woodin shook his head.

“I'veseen ’em go like that before. He’ll be
all right when he wakes up. Bit dazed and stiff.
Cheeky little brat. Do him good. Cave, they’'re
comin’ in from footer. We’d better bunk, in
case.”

After tea a junior came scurrying into big

“Dawkins ! Da—awkins minor ! Anstruther
wants you in studies. Where are you? Da—
awkins! Hallo!” He had stumbled up against

the object of his search, still sleeping soundly at a
corner desk, and promptly shook him back to
life.

Dawkins minor woke with a shiver and a start.

utterly futile rage,
and he flew at his
tormentors tooth

and nail.

It was only a flash,
however; his arm
was caught and

twisted till his back bent with the pain, and
white-faced, with set lips, he collapsed on the
floor. :

‘ Cheeky little ass ! ® roared St. Maur. * We'll
teach you manners. Woodin, old man, fetch
along my catty with you—and there’s a bit of
box rope in the locker ! *

The 2nd Chapter.

Punishment. -

In a trice, Dawkins was trussed face down
wards over a heavy desk, tied securely by wrists
and ankles.

““ Bags first go !’ cried St. Maur.
dozen each!”

The swanshot caught the tightened seat of
Dawkins minor’s breeches with the intolerable
pain of a hornet’s sting, and a squeal of agony
rang out ; & second and third followed, and the
squeal rose to a wailing shriek.

“Shut your row, you little snealk !’’ said
Woodin apprehensively. ¢ Hold on, St. Maur.
If he yelps like that, someone’ll hear! Untie
him, and haul him into the Upper Fifth recess.
I’ll soon stop his howling !

The luckless Dawkins was unbound and
hustled into a new place of torture, secure from
observation.

¢ Now, then, you ecry-baby, you shall have
something to squeal for! Think you’re being

f* Half-a-

Dawkins minor was deftly assisted to a desk and told to
read. He did so, while Dawkins and St. Maur helped
themselves gleefully to the contents of his hamper.

‘“Here, hurry up, old man! Anstruther wants
you. He’s in a deuce of a wax—you didn’t get
his cream for tea. Golly, what’s up ? You've
been blubbing. Hurry, or you'll get socks.”

Anstruther was senior: pup (prefect),
Dawkins minor was his study fag.

““ Here, you imp,” cried Anstruther, as a timid
knock sounded on his door. * What the deuce
do youmean ? Itold youl wanted six penn’orth
of cream and & Genoa cake. T'll—’ He
stopped, catching sight of a white, nervous fate,
‘““ What’s the trouble, anything wrong ? ”’

Anstruther was a good-natured chap, though
careless and apt to be impatient. :

“No ; F—I—I forgot. I—I'm very sorry.”

““So you ought to be. Hold on. Coni® here !
Stand under the gas. Humph !’ Anstruther
treated him to a long and critical inspection.
He knew the signs well. He’d been a junior
himself in the very worst time, when bullying was
oullying.

Pull up your trousers—higher, above the
knee.”” A serried rank of angry livid marks
showed on either shinbone. ‘‘ Ah-h, poor little
beéast, you have had it bad. Turn round.”

Dawkins minor obeyed, and Anstruther, with a
practised eye, noted other livid marks behind each
ear. He frowned. School tradition was dead
against bullying. A good healthy kicking or a
licking with a fives bat were useful stimulants,

and
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and did no harm. Ragging was a«tonic, but
systematic bullying was considered bad form.

“That’ll do; you can go. I want my study
swept out to-morrow,” he said shortly, too wisa
to ask questions or expect an answer.” Sneaking
was the o .e deadly sin, and he knew perfectly well
that Dawkins minor would have undergone a
study licking rather than speak up. But for the
next few days he kept-his eyes open and held
several confabulations with Hunt, the second
prefect and captain of football.

On the following Wednesday, after twelve
o’clock school, 2 whisper got about that something
was amiss,

Anstruther took the roll as usual, and when
the last ‘‘adsum ” had been said, instead of
hurrying down from the pulpit in big school, he
held up his hand.

* Lower Third Stafy in their places, please.
St. Maur—Woodin, 1 want you in Upper Fifth
recess. Clear out, the rest of you.”

Whispering and muttering, the school tramped
heavily out to squash-racquets and punt-about,
& junior prefect heading them on and preventing
the curious from lingering near the windows.
Hunt remained with Anstruther. Both looked
grim, and Lower Third stared in obvious pere
turbation.

 St. Maur and Woodin, take off your gowns !
Lower Third, here, please!” The order came
sharp and crisp, and with a clatter Lower Third
surged forward.

“1 find there’s been a lot of bullying lately,
and that those two chaps there are responsible
for it. I don’t want to ask questions, and I
don’t want te have to call a prefects’ meeting, so
I think this will be the simplest way out. You
see these two. They've given most of you a
pretty bad time. Now go and take it out of
them. Hunt and I are here to see fair play.”

Lower Third hung back abashed.

“Hurry up ! It’s fair play, they’re big enough
to tackle a dozen of you apiece.”

For an instant longer they held back, St.
Maur and Woodin eying them white-faced and
scared; then, headed by Dawkins minor, they
surged up and the fun began. There was hardly
one of them who had not had his bad hour, and
the ice once broken, they went for the two
bullies like a pack of bull-terriers.

Forms and benches were flung this way and
that, a panel or two were cracked, and a window
pane gave with a tinkle of shivered glass, Hunt
and Anstruther looking on as judges at a tourna-
ment.

“ Stripes ! ” shouted Anstruther above the din,
as soon as each bully was down, with three or
four. joyful and excited youngsters on his head
and chest, ** Harder—{am it in, you little
idiots !

For three minutes by the watch stripes were
gleefully administered.

‘““ Screws ! ™ said Anstruther, and they were
duly and efficiently screwed till they yelled for
mercy.

“Hold up; that’ll do!® Now then, Lower
Third, line the gangway. St. Maur, Woodin,.
yvou will run the gauntlet until I give the word to

| stop.: I#’ll do you good to have a taste of your

own treatment. Don’t blubber like that. Run,
I tell you, or, by jove, I’ll come and start you
myself, and you’ll be sorry.” :

Six ®imes up and six times down they made
their way, whilst Lower Third gleefully plied
rulers, knotted box rope, and racquet handles.
They v@re beginning to enjoy themselves.

At the sixth turn Anstruther stopped them.

“Dry up, and get out to punt-about, you
young ruffian Put that ruler down, Dawkins;
you needn’t fag again this term. St. Maur, Itake
you as my fag. See that tea is ready at five
sharp, and mind the muffins are hot, or I'll give
you six with the bat. Woodin, Hunt takes you
for this term. You will both play in the junior
game this afternoon, and keep on doing so until
you are given leave off. What’s that 2 Doctor’s
certificate- be hanged. TI’ll look after your
health. Stop snuffling and clear out. |

“T think that megts the case,’”” he added in an
undertone to Hun?: “Don’t envy ’em much
myself. They won’t do any more bullying for a
bit. I'll play you twenty up at racquets, old
man. I’ve booked the court, and there’s just
time before lunch.”

Dawkins minor put away his ruler, slammed
down the desk, and went out whistling with his
cap on the back of his head, which was ins
sufferable cheek for a Lower Third boy.

(Another of these fascinating school tales will
appear in next Thursday’s BOYS HERALD.
Don’t forget to tell your chums about the magnifi-
cent sequel to « Always Homest,” by Your Editor
and Allan Blair, which starts wn this paper in.
three weeks' time.)
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¢~ CHIP-CARVING.

A New Series of Interesting and  §
Instructive Articles.

A Neat Picture-Frame.

¢]F HE accompanying design is for a picture-

frame, and contains a chip-carved rosette
at each corner, and a V-shaped cut
decorating the intervening spaces.

The dimensions, of course, vary with the size
of picture or photo to be framed; but for a
cabinet photo a margin of at least two inches
should be left.

To begin work, the wood should be carefully
planed up, and should be about %in. or gin.
thick, and of holly or sycamore. A soft piece
of black walnut, or even satin walnut, could
be used if a dark frame is liked best.

The centre space should

cut out with a bow saw,
or, if not available, a few holes bored with a
large centrebit will soon effect a clearance of
the unnecessary wood. Trim up the edges with
a chisel, and then cut out the rebate on the
inside, as shown in section in the drawing.
This should be done with a chisel.

Having prepared the wood, mark out the
rosettes. This is very simple. First draw the
circle, and divide it into six parts by stepping-
off length of radius on the circumference.
Divide thesc spaces in half again, and then

blSCCt the remaining spaces

to give the neccessary twenty-four marks. Then,
placing the compasses on each of these marks,
and opening out to centre, the curves will be
easily drawn. Slice out the cuts on the slant,
first cutting down the division in each case to
avoid cutting into the next ridge. The corners
of the square are casily done, carefully marking
out as shown. The V-shaped cuts will take
some careful work to get them true, and the
novice will be well advised to practise the

use of the partmg-tool
on a piece or two of odd wood until he gets the
necessary practice to ensure a straight cut.
- Many similar designs may be worked in com-
bination with the parting-tool, and those of my
readers who are good at freehand will find ex-

1

cellent scope for utilising their talent in this
direction. k

In making up picture-frames of this descrip-
tion a disadvantage is that the wood often
warps, and to avoid this it will be advisable to
screw\on some pieces, across the grain, at the
back. This will in a great way

prevent warping

and probably spoiling the work.

An alternative design could be worked up by
leaving the corners projecting out a little—
about a quarter of an inch. This would mean
cutting out a quarter of an inch from each

i es
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Design for a chip-carved picture-frame described
in this articie.

side, and reducing the space between the
rosettes to 13in. instead of 2in. In this case
the V-shaped cuts should be drawn in the centre
of the space.
_Another way of finishing it would be to re-
duce the rosettes and run a V-shaped cut as
a border, about a quarter of ah inch away from
the edge, both inside and outside; or, if this
is too difficult, a one-eighth of an inch chamfer
would look well.

The making of such useful articles as this

i should be a means of providing any boy with a

fair amount of pocket-money. Work neatly
done and carefully finished will command a sale
anywhere. Even if you cannot dispose of your
chip-carvings amongst your own personal
friends, you ought easily to be able to do so
by taking them round to local shopkeepers.

(Another of these interesting articles will
appear in next week’s issue.)
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¢ Papier-Mache Work:
How Boys can Take Up an Instructive and S
Remunerative rFobby.

2.—AN ORNAMENTAL FLOWER-POT.

O N A 'wNmM./VA

Covering the Jar.
OW long it will take the paper rounds
H to thoroughly soak will naturally de-
pend on the power of the blue liquid ;
and this will be more a matter of how long the
copper-turnings have been left to brew in it
than anything else. >

When the paper begins to go pulpy it is taken
out again, round after round. As each comes
out from soak it is plastered on to the side of
the jam-jar we are using as the foundation on
which to work.

Each round must be made to overlap the
next, and this in turn is almost covered by a
third, which also overlaps it a trifle. So you
continue, until at last the whole of the outside
of the jar is completely covered with paper.

Now you go over the whole again, covering
both sides and bottom with the

chemically treated rounds of paper,
and keep on and on until such a thickness has
been built up as you deem sufficient. Then the
whole is turned upside down and set aside to
dry, which it must do naturally, and without
the aid of artificial heat.

When it is dry it will be found that the sur-
face has settled down into a sort of hard cake,
from which it is quite impossible to pcel off a
single round of paper, and this notwithstanding
that no sort of adhesive was used in the previous
work.

All the paper has, in fact, gone to form a
substance which is capable of holding together
like strong cardboard, and far less easily injured
by water.

We have only to get the jam-pot out from
the inside of it for our work to be complete.
If this does not come out easily, one or two
sharp taps on

the papier-mache covering
with a hammer will break the pot, without in-
juring the papier-mache, and it will then be
easy to remove the pieces.

Now comes the task of ornamenting. This
may be done in any manner that takes the in-
dividual fancy of - the maker of the article.
A coat of varnish completes the whole.

™
o
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- How to Become a
Motor-Man.

gmu\/\wwmw O e "a el e
[CoNcLUDING ARTICLE.]

Side-Slip and How to Avoid It.

T the first symptom of side-slip the
H driver must withdraw his clutch, thus

temporarily disconnecting the power
of the motor, and at the same time steer his car
in the direction in which the skidding is taking
place. An experienced motor-man, who knows

his ecar, is invariably able to do the right thing
at the right moment, and thus avert trouble.

Schools and Driving Certificates.

Schools of motoring have been mentioned,
and before this series of articles is brought to a
close it is necdssary to utter a word of warning on
this subject. Many of the teachers of motoring
who advertise so lavishly in the newspapers are
to be avoided, as are also the  certificates of
proficiency *’ they are so ready to supply to their
pupils. Indeed, so bad a name have many of
these * professors of automobilism ”’ made for
themselves by their slipshod teaching that their
certificates are in many quarters regarded with
unconcealed contempt. At the same time, it i3
only fair to say that there are several genuine and
well conducted motoring schools in London and
elsewhere. At the Battersea Polytechnic special
motoring classes are held, and an excellent course
of tuition is afforded at the motor school recently
established by the West End Motor Company,
with Mr. Alec Ross as principal. It is a very
general practice at all these establishments to
give the actual driving tuition in the streets, so
that the pupil may gain confidence by driving
amid the actual traffic; but in at least one case
a special private driving track is provided.
This is in connection with the Motor Academy
in Boundary Road, Notting Hill, London, W.

Automobile Club’s Examinations.

But wherever or however the budding motor-
man completes his education he would certain!
be well advised to go in for the ‘ driving anc
proficiency examinations”’ of the Automobile
Club of Great Britain and Ireland, whose certificate
naturally carries greater weight with emplo;
than any guarantee granted by private in
viduals. Full particulars can be obtained from th
Secretary of the Automobile Club, 119, Piceadilly,
London, W., to whom the applicant should send
a stamped and addressed envelope for reply.

THE END.
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We give a Nickel Silver Timekecper and
Mexican §ilverine Watch Chain, with
guarantee to keep correct time for thres
years, or a. Lady's or Gent's Rulled-Gold
Ring, free to any person selling 48 Penny
Pictorial Posteards within 21 days. You
can sell: them in an hour. Send name
and address (Postcard will do).

BRITISH FINE ART CO., 115, STRAND, LONDON, W.C.
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We give a Nickel Silver Time-
keeper, Case of Spoons, etc., to
any person selling 48 Penny Pictorial Post-
cards within four weeks. You can sell
them amongst your friends in a few
minutes. Write at once—a posteard
will do.

THE PICTORIAL CARD CO.,
B7, Fleet Strect, London, E.C.

GRAND /- VARIETY PARCEL FREE.
SPECIAI: OFFER TO COLLECTORSE,.
‘We are making this wonderful offer to bring before the readers of
“‘ The Boys' Herald” our SPLENDID NEW LIST for @05,
125 Foreign and Colonial St&mgl, including Chili (Columbus),
Indian Native States, SOMALILAND, Caps of Good Hope,
Roumania, Pictorial New Zeaiand, Mexico 1895, New South Wales
(latest issue), Canada (1863), Victoria, &ec., &c.; A PACKET CF
BTAMP MOUNTS, best quality; APERFORATI! AUGE, with full
instructions; and a grand set of FOUR COLUMBIAN REPUBLIC.
Bend your Name and Address, with two 1d. stamps for postage, &c.
Colonial Postage, 2d. extra.
KING BROS., Ltd., Stamp Importers. BILSTON.

THE PEN YOU WANT.
THE “* RELIABLE”

FOUNTAIN PEN

POST FREE. 2/6 POST FREE.

A reliable pen offered at a record price, only to readers of
THE BOYS' HERALD. Thisis a golden opportunity, as it
places a really good fountain pen within the reach of all.

It Saves Time, Money, and Trouble.

A pleasure te look at and a pleasure to write with. Fitted
with iridium-pointed 14-CARAT GOLD NIB, with
special twin-feed, and made of the finest vulcanite, beauti-
fully chased. Sold, complete in box, with glass and rubber
filler and full instructions for use.

FOR THE HOME AND THE OFFICE.
DON’T DELAY, BUT WRITE NOW,

Send a postal order for 2s. 6d. to the Novelty and
General Suppl_x:Dcpt., 12 & 13, Broadway, Ludgate Hill,
London, F.C., with your name and address clearly written.

AS
1s. 6d. each.

NO MONEY

Just gend a post

receipt of your pos!

will send us

M This Gold-Cased Lever
Watch, guaranteed correct
time keeper, free for sell-
ing FIVE articles.

Musical

Years.

a huge advertisement your choice of
either of these handsome presents for
selling FIVE usecful articles of Jewellery at

card with your Full Name
and Address,promising to return the Jewellery
within four weeks if you do not sell it.
ard we will at once send
the FIVE articles, which you can seliin a few
minutes among your friends. - When sold you
. 6d. received for same, and
we will at once despatch, absolutely free,

THE PRESENT YOU CHOOSE.

Together with the Jewellery wi
Catalogue of other Presents wt
choose from, includiny Gramophones,
Chests, Real
watches, Real Gold and Diamond
Rings, &c.,&c. And even though youonly
sell two of the articles we will present you with
one of our Renowned ‘Glocbe’ Time-
keepers, Guaranteed for Three
We want you to see our Jewellery
and judge as to the value yourself.

You will receive the goods to-morrow if you
send a postcard to-day.

REQUIRED.

On
This strong
double bellows,

reeds, free
FIVE articles.

Melodeon, B
two =sets
for eellir

e sent a
you may

Siilver

Address as follows—

| This Real Oak Drawing-
M room Clock free forselling

SCOTTISH JEWELLERY EMPORIUNT,

DEPT. {S8E

205, BUGHANAN ST., GLASGOW.

Packet containing -dozen B§
each Knives, Forks and [§
Spoons free for selling i
FIVEarticles.

M bl

We send this WATCH to any addreas
on receipt of

© oerosiT

and upon the payment of the
last of 14 weekly instalments
of 6d. each, making a total of
7s. 6d, in all. A handsome
i Chain is Given Free, Our Net
# Cash with Order Price is only
6s. 6d, or 7s. Cash within 7
days. These Watches are Real
Silver, Government Stampe
Cases, j-plate, jewelled move-
ment, and perfectly timed.
Guaranteed 5 years,

Send to-day to
CRAIG,CRA!G & Co.
(Dept. 8),

81, Dunlop St., GLASGOW.

ABSOLUTELY TRUE.
£ £25,000 Prizes Given Away Free. No Money Re-
% quired. We give away free to any person Solid Gold
Rings of all descriptions, cutlery, jewellery of all

kinds, nickel silver timekeepers, besides hundreds
of other useful articles which can be selected from
our List. WE GIVE THESE FREE to any person
BW selling 48 Beautiful Pictorial Postcards within 14
% days. You can sell them in a day. It need not

&l cost you a penny of your own money. We are also
o giving away free 20,000 Ladies’ size and Gent’s size
Gun Metal or silvered Lever Watch, 10 years’ war-
// ranty, and perfectly timed to a second; also 5,000
Ladies’ and Gent's Real Dinmond Rings (solid gold,
hall-marked). Send us a posteard witl our name and address,
Don't delay.—ACTE & CO. (Dept. 61), 85, Fleet Street, London, E.C.
POST CARDS
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IF YOU WANT GOLD.

If you want Gold Coast and other rare Stamps catalogued at over 4/-
write at once to STAMP C€O., GrasvirLe Roap, Barxer. This
packet contains 80 ditlerent, including Gold Coast Newfoundland,
Persia, £ China, Cuba, Shanghai, Costa Rica, &c.  Post free. zid..
_Applications with regard to Adver-
tisement Space in THE BOYS’ HERALD
should be addressed to the Adver-
tisement Manager, 2, Carmelite House,
Carmelite Street, London, E.C.

READ e TRUTH.

We give you a Nickel Silver WATCH, or a Real
Silver-mounted Umbrella, suitable for Lady or
Gent, or other present as per list, for selling
SEVENTY-TWO Up-to-Date Penny Postcards
(Assorted) in ten'beautiful colours (Works of Art.) We
allow five weeks for selling. Send name and addreas
—postecard will do.

1 Postcard Exch 86, b

y Avenue, London, E.C.

A STYLISH PAIR OF BOOTS FOR 6/6.

As an advertisement we send a
PAIR OF LADY’S OR GENT’S BOOTS
or SHOES to any Address on receipt of

6°> DEPOSIT

and upon payment of the last of
14 weekly instalments of 6d.
each, making a total of 7/8
inall. A Handsome Present
isGiven Free. Ournetcash
with order price is only 6/6,
or 7/-cash within seven
days. Ladies can have
either Lace or Button.
Send size of
Boot you
B arewearing
and state

sSS

whether strong or light weight desired.
CRAIG, CRAICG & Cu.
| (Dept. B 5), 81, Dunlop Strect. CLASGOW.
Remarkable di covery that will interest every man
and woman suifering from involuntary blushing,
Effective treatment that permanently removes
the cause.

Men and women who suffer from involuntary blushing
need no longer despair. Out of a mass of failures has come
a genuine success. Their seif consciousness can be sc
thoroughly removed that they themselves will wonder if
they ever really had this embarrassing complaint. Mr J.
H. Temple is the scientist who has formulated this mar-
vellous home method thatcures to stay cured. The treat-
ment he prescribes goes to the very root of the disease, and
cures it, so that the frequent blushing and flushing be-
come a thing of the past. Mr. J. H. Temple wishes it
understood that his method of cure is different entirely to
the many others which have given only temporary relief.
This new method is a simple home treatment that members
of either sex can easily follow to a perfectly satisfactory
issue—i.e., a permanent cure. By sending your name and
address to Mr. J. H. TEMPLE (Specialist),
9, Pugh Place, Golden Square, London, W.,
you will receive full description of this remarkable method
which will enable men and women, previously nervous and
shy, now to take their places in Society with pleasure and
ease, and get greater profit from their business.

FREE The description is posted to you free, in &
« perfectly plain sealed envelope, and you™
should have no hesitancy in writing. You will be de-
lighted to learn how easily you can be permanently
-relieved of blushing and flushing of the face and neck,
and it will pay you to write to-day ; don’t neglect to do so.

END us your name and address, and you wiil receive
Fres on approvzl 24 ot our Silver Aluminium

Novelty Thimbles. Each one is prettily embossed with
the inscription *Remember Me,” * Forget-me-not.” The;
are lighter and tougher than silver, never tarnish, and

last a lifetime, Three Million sold already.

WE TRUST YOU. NO MONEY REQUIRED.

Sell the thimbles at 2d, each, making 4/- altogether, which
forward to us, and we will send you at once the Guaranteed
‘Timekeeper or other Presents of Highclass Jewellery you
have earned, and which you can select {rom our list sent
with the * Sell-at-Sight * Thimbles, and we will also tell you
how *ou can make a regular income of £2 108, per
wesk, Writ€ to-day and we send to-morrow.

QOLD & CO,, No, 17: The Watoh Houss,
Delal e Cr t, London, W.
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A Great Human Story of Real Life.

> By HAMILTON EDWARDS

I Talk to My New Friend
FOR years Bob Welford and Walt had

been waifs of the London streets, till

one day a rascally ex-solicitor came
along with a fortune belonging to one of the
lads. Now, in reality, this fortune belongs to
Bob. Yeb Crane—the solicitor—for purposes-of
his own, brings forward Walt as the rightful
heir.
1t is not long before poor, honest, h.ard-work-
ing Bob finds out that the money which weak-
willed, foolish Walt is flinging abcub so, reck-
lessly, and is being robbed of on every su]‘e by
men like Crane, Sir Seton Renfrew, and others,
should have come to him ; but, almost friendless
as he is, and practically penniless, how can he
hope to obtain his rights? S

Acting in concert with the villains surround-
ing Walt are two arch-villains, the Vampire
and Rudford, who have murdered a confede-
rate named Mo COrooks, because he was about
to turn traitor to their cause. : =

Through the machinations of Bob’s enemies
the lad is continually losing his situations, and
on several occasions his life is threatened. At
last, however, his luck seems as if it is about
to turn, for he receives a satisfactory reply in
response to his repeated applications for work.
Punctually at the appointed time Bob puts in
an appearance at the office of a Mr. Foldwinter,
by whom he is engaged. Unknown to Bob,
Mr. Foldwinter is an engraver of spurious Bank
of England notes, and is, moreover, a member
of the Vampire's gang. :

Meanwhile Foxy Pike still pursues his course
of robbing Walt Dyson. He takes him to a
betting club, where he induces Walt to put his
money on horses which have no earthly chance
of winning. By an accident, however, Walt
wins a large sum of money, and the proprietor
of the betting-club, to avoid paying up, pretends
that the police have raided the place. Walt,
therefore, has to leave without receiving his
money.

By his employer Bob Welford is sent with a
packet of forged banknotes to the house of the
Vampire. As he stands without the door he
hears a voice which brings back to him the
recollection of an incident which had happened
on the night Mo Crooks was murdered.

From this point my new chums can take up
this enthralling tale.

YOUR EDITOR (H. .E.).

Bob Meets the Vampire Face to Face.

HERE was a pause of a second or two,
during which the Vampire opened the
packet and pocketed the contents.

He turned upon Bob with a smile that was
intended to be ingratiating.

“So you come from Mr. Foldwinter ?*’ he
said.  You work for him, I s’pose ? How do
you get on with him, my dear ? ;

If Bob heard the words, it was only in a dull,
mechanical fashion. No heed did he pay to them.

His brain was hard at work as his eyes remained
/ fixed on the door through which Radford had
disappeared.

“Who was that man ?’’> Bob’s voice was
hard and monotonous as he asked the question—
the voice of one making a great effort to control
a deeply-felt emotion.

‘“Man—man ? What man, my dear?”
There was a strange jerkiness in the Vampire’s
tone.

“The man who went out by that door as'I
came in,” Bob answered. *‘I think I recognised
his voice.”

= ‘“Eh—you think!’ The words seemed to
jump from the Jew’s throat involuntarily. There
was a sudden flash in his steely eyes—a flash of
fire. But he checked himself, and rubbing his
skinny hands together, added with an attempt at
a light tone: ““A funny man that, my dear.
I surance man, he is. P’r’aps you’ve seen him
before. Goes everywhere, he does, trying to get
people to insure their lives and their houses.
Always bothering me, my dear, and he’ll come
again to bother me. You heard him say so,
didn’t you? How do you get on with Mr.
Foldwinter ? >

Bob was not satisfied. In his mind he was still
connecting the voice of Rudford with the attack
vpon himself near the canal. Ignoring the
Vampire’s last question, he said as much. The

* old Jew turned his face sharply away, and paced
the room.

“The canal! The canal !’ he murmured to
himself. ‘“The boy remembers, and he recog-
nised Rudford’s voice !

He thought in silence for several seconds,
afraid to look at Bob lest the great fear that was
within his heart should reflect itself in his eyes.
At length, with a great effort, he again found his
utterance. Ignoring Bob’sreference to the canal,
he rattled on quickly :

“Very good sort of man—Mr. Foldwinter t{ I
s’pose you find him so, my dear ? Yes, a very
good man, though p’r’aps a little strange. You
like working for ’im, I dare say ?*

~‘ Oh, yes,” answered Bob. ‘I like working

for him. He has been very kind to me.”

The Vampire breathed a‘little more freely.
He began to think that he had turned the bhoy’s
thoughts from Rudford. He had an idea in his

Honest.”
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mind. Often he had speculated as to how much
Bob Welford really suspected of the .facts in
connection with the fortune which Walt Dyson
was spending. A favourable opportunity for
questions seemed now to present itself.

‘ Very kind to you, is he, my dear ? Ah, yes,
good man Mr. Foldwinter—very good man indeed.
Youlive with your father and mother, I s’pose ? ”

Bob shook his head.

‘“I have no father or mother,” he ans~ered
quietly. Then after a moment’s pause, he added :
‘“ At any rate, as far as I know. I don’t re-
member my parents at all, and had always
thought that they must have died when I was a
baby. But lately—~lately I have sometimes
thought that my father might be alive.”

* Yes, yes, my dear,” said the Vampire,
rubbing one hand slowly against the other.
“But if he is alive, why doesn’t he——" He
broke off abruptly, checked in his speech by a
glance at the boy before him.

Bob was staring hard at the curtained door
upon the other side of the room.

“ That man!” he gasped out.
again ! What is he doing 7

 What do you mean, my dear 2 »

“The man who
was here when I first
came in, and whose
voice I told you I

“ That man,

thundered Rudford. * Ain’t I said he’s danger-
ous ? He suspects—do you hear me, you old
wolf 2—he suspects me ! He’s gone away now,
and he’ll think it over, and think it over, and then
—then he’ll go to the ’tecs! Pity I didn’t
throttle him that night and treat him as we
treated Crooks ! »

‘ Hush, hush, my dear! Not so loud! The
boy wouldn’t be able to swear to you. He
didn’t see your face that night—remember how
foggy it was. Don’t worry about him. You'll
be safe—quite safe ! »

“If I ain’t,” rejoined Rudford in cold, de-
liberate tones between his clenched teeth—“if I
ain’t, then you ain’t! If one of us is took the
other goes with him. Understand that! My
game is your game—don’t forget it !

A convulsive shudder ran through theVampire’s
limbs at the other’s words. Again there was
that strange groping of his skinny fingers about
his neck, as if he feared a rope might even now
be there. With a tremulous movement he
shuffled over to a cupboard, took out two tumblers
and a brandy bottle. He poured out some of the
raw spirit, and taking up one of the glasses
raised it to his dry, quivering lips.

‘“ Rudford,” he said, *“ we must talk things
over. I don’t think there’s much -danger. 1t
was only your voice he said he thought he re-
membered—your voice, not your face. I told
him you were an insurance agent. Ha, ha, ha !
think of that, my dear, an insurance agent !
I said you insured men’s lives—he, he, he ! If
I’d said you insured men’s deaths, then——"’

““ Bilence ! ” cried Rudford, with a horrible
gleam in his eyes. ‘‘ Not another word on that !
This whelp is dangerous, I tell you! We’ve
got to make up our minds what to do.”

Rudford was right. Bob Welford’s mood just

recognised. He
looked in through
the curtains a mo-

ment ago, and then
dodged back when
he saw I had caught
sight of him.”

The Vampire
swung round on his
heel. Bob did not
see the fierce light
that came into the
Jew’s eyes—did not
see the hard expres-
sion of his mouth as
his jaws snapped
together. The old
man shuffled over to
the curtains, put his
head through them,
looked to the right
and to the left, and
then pulled the door
to.

““ There’s nobody
there, my dear,” he
said, controlling with
an effort his shaking
voice. ‘‘ You must
have been mistaken.”

“T wasn'ti ¥
wasn’t! I tell you
he was there!”
Bob’s manner was
vehement. The Jew
could see that he was
excited. Little could \
come of his question-
ing the boy further
just then. It would be
better, he felt, to get
him out of the house
as soon as possible.

“Good-bye, my
dear,” he said.
“You will be want-
ing to get away, I
expect. I hope you
will do well at Mr.
Foldwinter’s.  Stick
to him, my dear.
He’s a good man—a
very good man.
Good - bye, good-
bye !>

He had taken
Bob by the arm,
and had led him out
of the roem and
along the passage. He' opened the door.
Bob with a rigid expression on his face, stepped
out and walked away.

The Vampire closed the door softly and bolted
it. What a change came over him then. In an
instant the serene demeanour he had assumed
vanished ; the calimness fled from his eyes, giving
place to a wild, angry, distracted look. Quickly
he shuffled back to the room, and over to the
further door.

** Rudford ! ”” he called out huskily.

In two seconds Rudford, with dark and scowl-
ing visage, stood beside him.

** You're a fool | * hissed the Jew. *‘ A fool to
look in at the door as you did just now! That
boy saw you !

** Yes, wither him !’ Rudford stormed out.
“But it’s you that’s the fool! I heard every
word ; I was standing behind the curtains all the
time. When I looked through I had it in my
mind to come in and take him by the throat and
squeeze the life out of him ! He’s dangerous—
d;yo\'l ,hear ?—more dangerous than anybody
else !’

The Vampire nodded his head vigorously.

“You're right,” he said. “ He remembered
your voice and talked about that night—you
know the night—when you and me——>’

“Ain’t I told you I heard everything}?”

)

“Ha! E}ood-mornin’, Mithter Dython!” greeted Solly
Izzard, holding out a fat, bejewelled hand.
little account to be thettled in your favour, ithn’t there? ”

“ There’s a

then was a source of the greatest danger to them.
As the boy walked away from Stepney Green,
past St. Dunstan’s Church, and made in the
direction of Commercial Road, his brain was in a
state of seething turmoil.

That voice ! It belonged, without any manner
of doubt, to the man who had clutehed him by the
throat on that foggy night. And the man was
one of two who had been carrying something
heavy in a large sack. Just such a sack as had
come to light, attached to the floating bo 'y.of
the dead man in the canal. What was the con-
nection between the man whose voice he had
just heard and the dead man ?

Despite all their efforts, the police had up to
now been unable to solve the problem which the
tragic discovery in the canal had put before them.
Bob had made up his mind now what to do. He
would go at once and consult his friend Constable
Cave.

Arriving at the Commercial Road, he boarded a
tramcar. Hesoon reached the police station, and
was fortunate enough to find Cave reading a
newspaper in the recreation-room. The constable
jumped up as Bob entered, and shook
him cordially by the hand.

‘“ Hallo, young ’un!” he greeted. ‘ What
brings you here ? Got any news ? Judging
from your face, you might have seen a ghost !

Ty

- nose with his finger.

“I belicve I've seen a murderer, or someone
connected with a murder ! responded Bob.

“ Eh—what’s that ?” The constable was all
eagerness now. ‘‘ What d’you mean ?

* You remember that affair on the canal banlk,
when I saw two men carrying a big sack between
them ?

“ Remember! I should just think I do
remember ! One of the men got hold of you and
threatened to choke you, didn’t he ? ”’

““ Yes, that’s just it,”’ answered Bob j
I believe I’ve seen that man to-day ! *

* You’ve seen him! When—where ?

*“ Less than an hour ago, at a house in Stepney
Green.”

Constable Cave looked hard at Bob for several
seconds. Then he took hold of the boy’s arm
and pushed him into a chair.

*“Bob,” he said, “I can see that whatever’s
happened has upset you more than a hit. Sit
down there and tell me all about it.”

Bob told his story. Cave listened intently,
and remained thoughtful for a time after Bob
had finished. When at length he spoke his voice
was serious,

“T’'ve no doubt you're right, Bob; you seem
so certain about the voice. But it’s unfortunate
you didn’t see the man’s face that night. You
see, the identification of a voice is very little to
go on; but still, there it is—it’s something, and!
we must make the best of it. I’d like to take this
job up myself—there would be promotion in it,
for a certainty—but I mustn’t; they wouldn’t
allow me to. This is a job for the C.I.D. I must
tell Sergeant Prinder at once ; I'll go down and
see if he’s in.”

The detective-sergeant was in. Cave found
him in the office, and returned presently to ask
Bob to accompany him there.

Bob went down and, for the second time, told
his story.

Sergeant Prinder listened with the closest
attention. Then, having put several questions
to the boy, the answers to which, with the other
information, he noted down, he closed his pocket-
book with a bang, replaced it in his pocket, and
said :

“ Very good! I think at last we’ve got what
may turn out to be a tangible clue! That house
in Stepney Green—you must show me where it is.
We've got to keep an eye on the place, and on
the people who live there.” S

“&and

Walt Dyson goes again to the Fagle Club,
and Receives a Large Sum of Money

e OXY, my dear,” said the Vampire,
sidling up to Pike, who was sitting in

the long room alone, Walt Dsyson
having gone out by himself. * Foxy, my dear,
here’s the packet for Solly Izzard. It came a
couple of hours ago.”

*“ Oh, Foldwinter’s sent the flimsies, have he? ™
returned Foxy, opening the large envelope and
fumbling at the sheaf of bogus banknotes.
“I s’pose I shall have to go along to the club
and arrange with Solly about ’em ?

*“ Just so, my dear, just so! Solly’s a good
and honourable man, you know, and he ain't
going to keep Walter waitin’ any longer for his
money ! He, he, he! Much good notes like
them will be to Walter when he does get ’em ! *’

‘ Look here, Vampy, my old duck, that’s just
what I don’t understand about this business !
If Solly shells out six hundred and thirty pounds®
worth o’ duffin’ notes, it’'ll be more’n a bit risky
for a pie-can like Walt to have ’em about him,
won’t it ?  He might try to pass some of ’em,
and so blow the whole bloomin’ gaft !

“ We must take care he don’t do that, my
dear !’ answered the Vampire, with a hideous
smile. ‘* All I want is, for Solly to settle with him
so that you and him can go and play the same
game over again when he gets hol(i) o{ that e'ght
hundred pounds from Bellersby. If Solly didn't
pay up over the other day’s bettin’ there will be
no persuading Walt to back horses at the Eagle
again.”

-* But you ain’t said now how you’re goin’ to stop
him from tryin’ to pass the flash notes,” said
Pike.

““ Leave that to me, my dear, leave that to
me !’ answered the Jew, tapping his beak-like
‘““His won’t be the fixst
pockets I've arranged to have picked, w
they ?

‘“ No, you’re about right there, Vampy! I
think Igwigs your little game now. Allp right,
I'll go along and see Solly Izzard now.”’

Pike had stuffed the packet of bogus banknotes
into his eocket, and rose to put on his hat and
coat. A" few more whispered words with the
Vampire, and then off he started for the Eagle
Betting Club.

He was away@ome two hours, and when he did
come back, found that Walt Dyson had returned
in the meantime. Walt was seated in a chair,
his hands deep in his pockets, his chin sunken
upon his breast and a look of utter dejection
upon his face.

“ Freeze me,” exclaime’Foxy, as he burst
into the room, * here’s a happy home ! Here's a
welcome! Here’s a bright and smilin’ face
waitin’ for me! You ain’t down in the dumps,
not ’arf, you ain’t ! @You ain’t got a fit o’ the
blues, you ain’t, oh, dear, no! What's wrong,

old sport ?
‘“ Everythink’s wrong!” answered Walg
sullenly. ‘“’Ere, arter bein’ done out o’ more’n

six 'undred quid by that bloke Izzard,.old Bellers.
by—the lawyer as I've bin drawin’ my brass
from—wouldn’t let me ’ave none to-day !

‘“ What ! exclaimed Foxy Pike, his face.
falling at the news. ‘“He’s jibbin', is he ?
I thought you said you was to have ancther
eight hundred pounds one day this week %

““Yes, that’s what e promised; but when
I went up for it to-day, ’e puts me off and wouldn’t

part wi’ a single quid ! But I'll ave another go
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at him to-morrer; ’e’s got to pay out, that’s
what ’e’s got to do ! ”

“In course he have !’ assented Pike. * And
if he’s a-goin’ to act on the cross—why, you’ll
have to talk to Mister Crane about it. Crane’s
the bloke to see you righted ! = But about Solly
Izzard, Walt ; you’re a bit hard on him, ’pon my
Sam you are!”

“’Ard on him!” repeated Walt. ‘ That’s
good, that is, considerin’ he refused to pay me
my winnin’s ! ”

“ But he ain’t refused to pay, Walt! He'll
part all right directly you asks him ! ”’

“ Why, what d’yer mean ?”’

““ Well, to tell you the truth, I've just been to
the Minories to see him. And what do you
think * Suchwea lark! Ho, ho! There wasn’t a
raid at the Eagle t’other day, arter all! That
turnin’ out o’ the lights was all a barney ! Some
o’ the members just done it for a lark. They
thought it was a rare joke ; though there wasn’t
much sense in it, if you ask me. Solly’s still there,
and he's carryin’ on business as per usual.”

““ And is ’e ready to pay up 1’ Walt asked
eagerly.

“ Ready and willin’ ! He’s been expectin’ you
to call for the brass! You come along with me
to-morrow and good old Solly Il pay out like
a bird!”

They started out before noon the next day, and

* reached the Eagle Club just as Mr. Solly Izzard
entered the big room to begin his betting business
for the day.

“Ha, good mornin’, Mithter Dython!"
greeted the bookmaker, holding out a fat, be-
jewelled hand. ¢ Come to thee uth again—eh?
That remindth me, there’s a little account in your
favour to be thettled. We couldn’t thettle it
the other day “cause of the thilly joke some of the
gents played—pretendin’ there wath a raid.
But I darethay Mithter Pike’th told you all about
it. - Lot me thee now ; how much wath it ?”’

“ T makes it six hundred and thirty pounds,”
answered Walt.

Solly Izzard wag turning over the leaves of his
betting-book.

. “Ha; hereitith! Theventy poundth, Conjurer,
at eight to one—five hundred and thixty poundth;
and the theventy poundth thtake back malkth it
thix hundred and thirty poundth. Quite right,
Mithter Dython, quite right !’ ¢
© His hand dived into his breast pocket, and
pulled out a-wad of banknotes.  Carefully he

counted out the necessary amount.
~ ¢« There you are, Mithter Dython, and a very
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niceth little bet of yours, too ! he said.

© Wait pocketed the notes with a careless air.
He had been used to having big sums of money
lately, but, all the same, he did not disguise his
pleasure at having won so substantial a wager.

- The tape-machine commenced to click just
then. The names of the runners and riders for
the first race of the day were coming through.
Walt’s eyes grew bright.

- ¢ Foxy,” he said, ‘ I’ve a good mind to play ]

thisup !’ ‘He tapped the pocket containing the
banknotes.

* A curious light came into Pike’s eyes as he
exchanged a significant look with Solly Izzard.
Both wouldhave liked to smile, but they checked
their inclination to do so. The bare idea of
having the bogus notes planted on them in the
event of Walt’s losing struck them as being rather
humorous.

¢ Look here, Walt,” said Foxy, taking his arm,
“don’t you do nothin’ of the sort. My tip
to-day is, leave ’em alone! After a big draw
give the gee-gees a rest.  All the big backers
will tell you that. = We'll just have one drink
and then clear ou! of it.”

The one drink became two, and then three—
raw, fiery whisky that scorched their throats.
At length, however, Foxy Pike induced Walt to
leave the place.- Once outside, they made
straight for Tower Hill.

Jehind them, on the opposite side of the way,

o men followed at a discreet distance. There
was nothing remarkable about the men. They
were roughly dressed, but in that particular part
of London there were plenty of men sgmilarly
attired. It was not strange, therefore, that Walt
should be quite heedless of their presence, and he
walked along feeling quite comfort.a,bls in the
possession of his £630.

He would have felt far from comfortable had he
been more observant. Could he have seen the
play of Foxy Pike’s hands behin@his back as he
walked alongside Walt, the latter’s suspicions
would surely have been aroused.

For without any manner of doubt, Pike, by
means of those movements and one swift glance
- over his shoulder, wag making signals to the two
aen. ~ Clearly the si#hals were understood, for
nresently, when Walt and Foxy got into a cab,
the two men got into another, which followed ia
the tracks of the first.

Foxy instructed the c@bman to drive to
Lincoln’s Inn Fields, where the two youths duly
alighted. Pike hurried to pay the fare.

“ Bellersby’s office is just along here,” Walt
explained, pointing forward. * I'll go in and see
if I can make him part with some oof.”

“ Right you are! I'll wait for you, then,”
Pike answered. “'I’ll stroll up and down till you
come out.”

Walt turned on his heel, and in a few moments
disappeared into the lawyer’s office. At once
Foxy Pike hurried towards an archway on one
side of Lincoln’s Inn Fields, at the entrance to
Sardinia Street.  Beneath this arch two men

were waiting—the same two who had followed in
the cab.

“You marked him ?* Foxy inquired.

¢ T reckun we did,”” answered one of the men.

¢ You’ll know him again ? "’

¢ Know him anywheres—a bloke with a phiz
like that.

¢ And you know what you've got to do 2

““Yus,” answered the man withanod. ““ We've
got to follow ’im abart all day, an’ to-night,
when it’'s dark, we’ve got to down ’im an’
get them notes away.”’

“That’s it,”’ said Pike, ‘' that’s the arrange-
ment. But look here,”’ he added, as if struck
with a sudden idea, ‘‘ you needn’t trouble to wait
about now. I shall be" with the mug all the
afternoon and most of the evenin’.  I'm goin’ to
take him to the Alhambra to-night. We shall
come out of there at ten o’clock to the very tick.
I shall walk with him down to Trafalgar Square—
the corner near the church steps, you know.
You two be there and follow us, ’cause I ain’t
quite sure what we shall do after that. But I
shall manage somehow or other to lose him.
Then you’ll be on to him as quick as you like, and
get the notes away.”’

“ Are we to out ’im ?’’ asked the man who"
acted as spokesman.

“ Well, just give him a clout, o’ course, if he’s
awk’ard, but don’t hurt him too much. - He's
worth more alive, I can tell you!” Pike's
cunning eyes twinkled. *‘ Now you two can push
off. I’m going back to wait for the mug.”

Without another word he turned and hurried

Walt
was not there yet, nor did he appear for some

back to the spot where he had left Walt.
time—nearly an hour. When he did it was witha
face flushed with anger.

““ What luck ? ’ asked Pike.

“ None at all,”” answered Walt. *‘’E’s turned
reg’lar rusty, that’s what old Bellersby’s done.
Not a quid more, ’e sez, till ’e’s seen Crane—and
p’r’aps not then even.”

““ Why, what’s his game ? ™

I dunno. I don’t understand it a bit. 'E
used a lot o’ jaw-breakin’ words as I couldn’t
make ’ead or tail of—and that’s all the satis-
faction I got out of him. Good job Solly Izzard
paid out, or I'd ’ave bin stony.”

Foxy Pike was thoughtful. He remained so
for a minute or two as they walked along the
pavement.

‘“ Well, ne’ mind, cocky,” he said presently.
““ It’ll all come right, I dessay, when Crane’s had
a go at him. Crane’s the bloke! He's gotone o’
the oiliest tongues in London. Pity he ever
got redooced so’s he couldn’t be a lawyer no
more. Fair knock-out of a mouthpiece he was !
You should have heard him in court. I heard
him once at Arthur Street, and he seemed to
do just what he liked with the beak.”

“ Well, I ’opes ’e’ll do jist what ’e likes wi’
Bellersby, that’s all,”’ returned Walt. * I don’t
see the good of ’avin’ a lot of oof if you can’t
touch it when you wants to.”

“ Oh, that’ll be all right, you bet. Cheer up,
old sport ! Look here, we'll have a bit of a
evenin’ out. We won’t make it late, ’cause old
Vampy might be ~getting anxious about us,
but we’ll put in an hour or two at the Alhambra.
What d’yousay ? "’ .

Walt was in that kind of mood when he wouldn’t
say much about anything. Whatever Foxy
proposed he passively agreed to.

But it was far too early yet for the Alhambra ;
the place would not open for several hours. So
the interval was filled up according to a pro-
gramme prearranged by Pike. They killed time
in a way all too common with those who forget

that they are killing themselves, too. They
went into a bar and ordered whisky ; then into
another bar and had more whisky. At length,

after several visits of this sort, Foxy Pike—who
managed to keep a tolerably clear head, although
Walt was every minute getting more and more
fuddled—suggested that it was time to make for
the Alhambra.

They went, Foxy paying for two seats. Tho
fact was peculiar that, contrary to his usual
custom, Foxy had paid for everything on this
day. He never ceased to impress upon his
companion the necessity of keeping those notes
intact and out of sight in his breast-pocket.

Inside the theatre Foxy gazed at the successive
“turns ’ with huge enjoyment. There was

Bob was staring hard at the
curtained door on the other side of
the room. “That man,” he gasped,
pointing to the face which appeared
for an instant from behind the
heavy folds. “That man again!
What is he doing ?”

serious work afoot to-night, but Pike was used to
such things. His close and continuous associa-
tion with crime had drugged whatever conscience
he may once have had.

As for Walt, the heat of the place made him
drowsy. His faculties were numbed by the
fumes of the whisky, and he slept. But before
ten o’clock Pike nudged him. The two came out
of the theatre by the Charing Cross Road exit,
and walked across the road to St. Martin’s
Church just as the clocks were striking the hour.

‘¢ Wotcher goin’ to do now ?”’ Walt asked, in a
thick voice.

‘“ Oh, we'll just get a tiddley, and then toddle
home. What do you think ? ” ’

Walt evidently did not think at all. Perhaps
he could not. He just moved along with his
companion to another tavern, and had more
whisky.

As they emerged Foxy glanced keenly across
the street. There were the two men whom he had
spoken to earlier in the day, waiting. He made a
signal to them—less secretly now that Walt’s
state minimised the probability of his seeing—
and then moved off with Walt.

They got into a hansom presently, Foxy bidding
the cabman drive to Commercial Road. As.they

neared the end of Jubilee Street, Foxy prodded ;
at the trap in the roof of the cab with his cane.

pulled up.

his companion to alight. * The walk 'ull do us
good, and there’s a near cut to the Green through
there.” He pointed to a street that ran off at an
acute angle. ‘‘ You get on, old chum, I’ll settle
with the cabby and overtake you in two ticks.”
Walt staggered on drunkenly. Foxy Pike,
having paid the cabman, took the opportunity

by another route, not however, before he had
once more signalled the two men whom he now
noticed stepping from the second cab a little way
behind. He indicated to them the direction in
which Walt Dyson had gone. The men undez:
stood thoroughly, and followed in Walt’s wake.

The Attack on Walt Dyson.

OB WELFORD had been once again to
the police-station. Since his visits on
the previous evening, the interest in

the statement he had then made had grown much
keener. Sergeant Prinder had entered into the
matter with some spirit, and was now engaged in
arranging all the facts of the case in order that
he might pursue his investigations on a good and
promising basis.

As to Constable Cave, he had for a long time
been deeply interested in the case, and, as we
know, had spent a good many of his spare hours
in quiet and unostentatious search. Indeed,
Cave’s one regret was that, owing to his sub-
ordinate position &s a mere constable, he was
prevented from exercising that freedom of
action he so ardently desired.

By the time Bob had finished his conference
with the police, it was getting pretty late. He
walked quickly along the Commercial Road,
and, arriving at a certain point, turned off to the
left, intending to make his way home through a
maze of by-streets with which he was familiar.
As you may be sure, the boy’s mind was full of
recent events; and not only of recent events, but
of the whole sequence of happenings since that
time when his old friend Walt Dyson had parted
from him so unexpectedly.

Traversing a street—a street where both
people and lamps were feww—a sound, unusual and
startling, pulled him up short in his walk.

A sudden shriek had come from somewhere
ahead. Bob caught his breath, shaken out of

himself by the cry of alarm.
Another shriek, a shuffling of feet, a murmur of

_| harsh voices, a brutal blow, a fall.

Bob pulled himself together and rushed in the
direction from which the sounds came. At a
corner he turned and glanced down a narrow
court. He started and cried out in alarm ; “then,
regardless of his own danger, darted forward.

Two ruffians were bending over a prostrate
figure in the middle of the court. With a hideous
curse, one of them leapt to his feet on hearing
approaching steps, and ran away. The other
remained, his knee upon the chest of the figure
lying in the road.

At him Bob rushed, and with a swing of his
right fist sent the ruffian sprawling a couple of
yards. But he, too, scrambled to his feet, and
rushed off after his companion as he saw Bob
throw himself down upon his knee beside the
prostrate figure whom they had attacke

From a neighbouring gas-lamp the yellow rays
fell across the face of the figure which Bob was
supporting. Bending lower, Bob peered at it.
An involuntary cry—almost a shriek—escaped
him.

“Walt! Walt Dyson!
possible ? " -

Only a groan came from Walt in answer. His
eyes could not be said to be open, even though
the quivering lips were raised a little. Bob stood
upright and lifted Walt up to a standing posture.
But the latter’s legs tottered as if he had lost the
use of them. He would have fallen but for Bob’s
sustaining arms. - 3

“Walt! Walt ! ”’ gasped Bob again.  Speak
to me, dear old pal! Just one word to say you
knowme ! ”’ .

But not a sound from Walt, only a spasmodic
twitching of the lips, a whitening of the cheeks,
a receding of the eyes, so it seemed, and then his
head dropped—dropped right on to Bob’s
shoulder. He was unconscious.

There was no time to waste in words ; a place
of shelter and rest must be found for Walt. Bob
lifted him in his arms. His mind was made up.
His lodgings were close by. There he would take
his friend.

Within five minutes he was there, staggering
to the door. beneath his burden. In another
minute he had opened the door, had walked up
the stairs, and had laid Walt upon his own bed.
Once there he loosened his coat, waistcoat, and
collar. Then with noiseless but quick footsteps,
he fetched water, poured some of it down the un-
conseious boy’s throat, and sprinkled some upon
his forehead.

For a quarter of an hour he remained thus
occupied, watching and tending his old-time
friend. Then at last Walt opened his eyes.

Good heavens, is it

(7his magnificent serial will be continued
in next Thursday’s Boys’ HERALD. Remember,
my friends, that the first part of the tale will
come to an end in three weeks, and be followed
by a specially-written. sequel detailing the
further adventures of Bob Welford and Walt
Dyson. I am quite certain that my friends will
find the sequel even more enthralling and
fascinating than the first part, so do your
Editor a good turn, and tell your chums this
piece of good mews. They will have cause to

thank youw for it; The title of the sequel is
“Honesty Wins!”’)
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of slipping away. He started to go homeward »

““ Stop here ! ”” he shouted. And the cabmanj:

““ We'll get out here, Walt,” said Pike, helping i |,

|



