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In the Mill.,

TANDING at the little cobwebby
S window of the room in which
he was imprisoned, Bunny
heard the creaking of the rickety
old stair under the heavy tread of
the fat man who was ascending.

Bunny’s usually cheerful, chubby
face was dismal, From the window
he could see the blue of the Bay of
Algeciras in the far distance, with
a glimpse of the cork forest where
he had been trapped by the bravoes.
Somewhere beyond the forest to the
south was the Rock of Gibraltar, out
of Bunny’s sight. Creaking in the
wind from the sea, the sails of the
mill turned slowly and heavily past
the little” high window, shutting ot
Bunny’s view from time to time.

He had had a faint hope of escap-
ing by the window, but it looked
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over a sheer drop of sixty feet. The
small, dirty, evil-smelling room had
no other outlet, save the door—
which was bolted on the outside.
Bunny was a helpless prisoner. And
perhaps for the first time since he
had started seeing the world, Bunny
wished he was back home at Wis-
taria Villa at Margate.

He turned from the window as he
heard the heavy tread of the miller
ascending. He looked round the
room, in search of something that
might serve as a weapon. The idea
had come to him of knocking the
miller .on the head as he entered,
stunning him, and so making his
escape.

He picked up a stool, the only seat
that the room contained. It' was
heavy and unwieldy, but there was
no doubt that if Bunny succeeded in
getting ome erack om the miller’s
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Holdina on Yor dear fife, Bunhy ‘'was
sweeping dizzily through the air on ons
s the sails of the windmill.
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‘head with it the miller would retire
from active business for a time.

There was a jarring of rusty bolts
withdrawn. Bunny placed himself
behind the door, the heavy stool in
his hand, a- desperate gleam in his
eyes. Then suddenly from outside
he heard a familiar voice—the voice
of Mr. Earle. The miller was not
alone. ¥

Bunny dropped the stool. One
enemy he might have disposed of,
with luck. But two-made it hope-
less. And there was a faint hope in
Bunny’s heart that perhaps the
owner of the Albatross came as a
friend, perhaps as a rescuer.

“Is he here?” Earle was asking.
“In this den?”

“The boy—si, senor—yes, he is
here!” said the miller, in his im-
perfect English. ‘“Here he is safe!
The door—you see he is strong. The
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Bunny-to the Rescue !

window—if he shall jump, he shall
break him the neck!” -

The door was thrown open. A-

tall, elegant figure stepped ‘in, and
Herbert Earle’s eyeglass turned on
Bunny. The fat miller remained
outside the doorway on the stairs.
*,Mr. Earle looked at Bunny, and
the boy returned his glance in
silence, but with a reproach that
brought the colour to the yachts-
man’s cheeks. The young man
seemed to find it difficult to speak,
and Bunny waited for him to ‘break
the silence.

“I'm sorry for this, Hare,” eaid
Mr. Earle at last awkwardly. “But
you have only yourself' to -thank.
If you had not heard Hall talking to
me that time on the Albatross—~

~“I never meant to.” =

“I know that, but you did!* said
Earle irritably: . “ We've got to deal
with facts. I would-have trusted

-yoar word to-keep the secret, but

Hall would not. And—I may as well
be frank—I can’t take the risk of
your babbling.. I stand to met ten
zhousand ' pounds insurance on the
Albatross—and not a shilling would
be paid if the insurance company

suspected that the yacht was mot-
“reatly-lost-atsea: -The game will be

difficult enough to play without the
risk = of your  babbling. You've
learned “what “does “not ‘concern you,
and you must pay the piper!”

“I'm mnoft staying here!” said
Bunny. " - ’

“I “think you are safe enough
said Earle. “You cannet escape,
Hare. And you had better not try.
I did not intend to see you again,
ar to let you know that I had a
hand in your kidnapping. - But I
came to make sure that you were
alive and well. Hall would have
had you killed, as you know. He
is mnot' the man for half-measures.
But you shall not be hurt. -I have
made a  bargain with these men.
They will be paid so long as they
keep you here safe. Later, when
all is secure, you will be released.
But you must not expect that for
many months to come !”

Bunny breathed hard.

“I am sorry, as I said,” repeated
Earle.. “But it cannot be helped.
You liave only yourself to blame!
Do not give the miller trouble. He
is a rough fellow, and would use his
knife as soon as not. I am sorry,
my boy, for I really like you. You
are such a fool that one cannot hélp
liking you.”

“Oh!” said Bunny.

“If we could have trusted you!”
muttered Earle.* “If you would have
joined in the scheme for a share of
the loot. Hall suggested that, but
Y would not think of it, Hare. You
had better remain a fool than be-
esome a rogue. I will have no hand
§n making a rascal of you!”

“I couldn’t have joined in that
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votten scheme, sir!” said Bunny
quietly. “It’s dishonest, sir. And
my uncle at Margate says that
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honesty is the best policy
Mr. Earle smiled faintly.

“I regret that I never had the
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~ advantage of your uncle’s instruec-

tion, Hare,” he said. “But you
cannot do better than act on it your-
self. I did not intend to see yom
here,” boy. But I had to satisfy
myself that you were well and safe.
The Albatross will leave Gibraltar
to-morrow. I shall mever see you
again. Remember me as kindly as
you can.” He turned to the door.

“I shall always remember your
kindness, sir,” said Bunny. “And I
know that this is Hall’s doing, not
yours. I don’t owe you-any grudge,
sir. But I'm not going to stop here
longer than I can help!” 4

Mr. Earle gave an impatient shrug.

“If you try to escape, Hare, you
may be stabbed by one of these
ruffians. I warn you!”

“I’1l chance it, sir!”

“Oh, you are a fool!” enapped
Earle. ‘“But if you will be a fool,
you must fare according to your
folly !” o .

“Hold on a minute, sir!” said
Bunny, as the young man was step-
ping out through the doorway.

“What is it?” Earle asked. ‘‘Cut
it short !” )

“I want to warn you to be on
your ‘guard, sir, till you get back to
the Albatross,” said Bunny. ‘That
Spaniard, Ruy Pinto—the man with
the gold ear-rings—followed us from
Gib, and you kicked him, sir, when
he was pitching into me at’ the
Alameda. If he gets a chance of
sticking a knife into you, you will
never get back to Gib alive!”

Earle stared at Bunny.

“You young ass!” he said. ‘““Are
you concerned about my safety?”

“Oh, yes, sir!” answered Bunny.
“You were very kind to me on the

‘yacht, and you fished me out of the

Bay of Biscay. And though you’re
rather a beast now, I don’t bear any
malice. I believe that villain Pinto
is .after you, sir, and I'd be jolly
glad to know you were safe back on
the yacht !”

“Would you like me to send you
word—in your prison here?” asked
Mr. Earle sarcastically. “Good
heavens! I made a mistake in hav-
ing you shut up in this lonely mill,
Hare. I should have found a home
for idiots .for you!”

With that the yachtsman walked
out of the room and descended the-
creaking stairs. The grinning miller
placed a large jar of water and a
loaf on a wooden platter on the
floor, then withdrew, closing the
door and shooting the bolts behind
him, '

“Oh crumbs!” said. Bunny.

————

The Voice!
GAIN Bunny looked from the
A little window. His heart was

A heavy. He saw the tall, ele-
gant figure of Mr. Earle walking
slowly along a path that led to the
cork wood.

Several times the yachtsman looked
back at the mill and paused, as if
undecided. It was easy for Bunny
to guess the doubt and remorse that
were in the young man’s mind. He
had beew# a reckless spendthrift, and
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had wasted a fortune in gambling.
Ruin stared him in the face, and
desperation had driven him into
evil associations, with a crime in pro-
spect. But he had been a decent
man, and his decency was not dead.
He had tricked the trusting Bunny
into a trap and left him a prisoner
in lawless hands. And it weighed
heavily on his mind.

Bunny felt no bitterness towards
him. It was rather compassion that
was in his heart as he watched the
tall figure dwindling in the dis-
tance. More than once he hoped
that Mr. Earle was about to turn
back, giving rein to the scruples of
conscience that evidently were
troubling him. But though he
paused often he kept on, and disap-
peared at last in the dusky shades
of the cork wood.

Bunny continued to watch from
the window as the sun sank lower,
gleaming red on the shining waters
of the Bay of Algeciras.

A little later he saw the miller
emerge, and heard the creak of a
rusty lock. The miller rolled away,
and Bunny guessed that he was going
to join his friends at the fonda,
where there was drink and company.
There was no sound in the mill after
he was gone. The prisoner in the
little high garret was the only tenant
of the building now. s B

Bunny went to the door and
groped over it. It was thick and
strong, and secured by the iron bolts
outside. There was mno chance of
beating a way through with the
stool. Indeed, Bunny knew that if
there had been any chance of escape
he would not have been left alone in
the mill.

His quarters were dingy enough,
and the food and drink anything
but luxurious. But Bunny. was not
worrying about such trifles. He
was a prisoner, and he wanted his
freedom. He had no doubt that Mr.
Earle’s warning had been given in
earnest, and that his captors would
not hesitate to use their knives if
they found him escaping. All the
same, his thoughts concentrated on
escape.

The miller and the other bravoes
were away now—doubtless drinking
at the fonda on the edge of the cork
wood. If Bunny could have got out
he had hopes of finding his way

back to Gibraltar, and once within

the British lines he would have been
safe. If he was to escape, it must
be while.he was left alone in the
mill.

He looked down from the window,
and ehivered. There was neither
handhold nor foothold for a climber,
and a fall was instant death. Likely
enough, his enemies would not be
displeased if he made the hopeless
attempt and perished. '

“I've got to get out!” said Bunny
between his teeth. ‘“Where there’s
a will there’s a way, as my uncle at
Margate says. But what’s the way?”

The wind was freshening from the
gea, and the great sails rolled past
the little window. Bunny watched
them idly. But slowly, as he watched,
an idea came into his mind and a
gleam into -his eyes. He watched a
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sail pass by the little window, de-
scending slowly as it turned, and
approaching the ground.

B - gum!” said Bunny.. He
breathed hard and quick. He felt
his heart beating unpleasantly fast.
But determination was growing in
his face. .

‘It “was possible to clamber out of
the window and catch a whirling
sail as it swept round. -If he caught
a secure hold, he would be carried
over as -it turned and carried- down
to within a jump of ‘the ground. If
he missed a secure hold .

Bunny knew the chances were
against him. He was not, perhaps,
very bright, but he had a solid fund
of calm common sense. And he
could calculate chances. He knew
that if he trusted himself to the
sails of the windmill there was per-
haps one chance that he would land
on his feet to a hundred that he
would be dashed to pieces.

What other chance was there? His
idea of stunning the miller with the
stool when hé came in was a des-
perate one—most likely to end in a
thrust of a long knife, and the end
of all things for Jack Hare. As for
remaining quietly a prisoner, Bunny
refused even to contemplate that.
Any risk to life and limb was better
than submission to<his fate.

His mind was made up at last.
He crawled out of the little window
and lodged himself on the narrow
sill. Bunny was a good -climber,
with a steady head. - He owed that
to a boyhood by the Margate ecliffs.
But he carefully avoided looking
down into the dizzy depth below.

The - billowing. sail went past
Bunny, brushing him.
precarious . position he watched it
with a steady .eye, letting it pass.
Fear had been left out of Bunny’s
composition, and it was with a steady
eye and a cool, calculating brain
that he watched the great sail whirl-
ing on earthward. ;

In another minute now he would
be taking his chance—and in a few
seconds after that he would either
be free or dashed to death. And he
did not hesitate.

Slowly the great sail revolved up
and - over, and at precisely :the right
moment Bunny clutched—and held.
Had his heart. failed him then,
Bunny would - have been lost. He

was clutching, holding on for his.

life, and sweeping dizzily through
the air. L
‘Earth and eky swam round  him.
Down swept the sail, carrying
Bunny with it. If he had miscalcu-
lated—if the jump was too great
when the sail was at its lowest——
That thought flashed in' his mind,
but it did not shake his merve. He
was for it now, live or die! He had
taken the chance, and there was no
retreat. He had to. jump to safety
or death. It was only a matter of
seconds, yet it seemed ages:to Bunny
before the long arm of the windmill
pointed to the earth and-he let go
his hold. .o : :
" Over him the sails-of the windmill
whirled on. et ) ~
~“Ow 1"~ gasped - Buuny:
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“Wow!

From his:

Oh crumbs!” He felt, for the
moment, as if he lad dropped into
a wasps’, nest. There was a.strag-
zling bush into which he had fallen.
And there were thorns:in the bush.
He struggled out painfully..

‘“Oh crumbs!” he panted.

He was scratched by -the' thorns,
but he realised that it was fortunate
for him that the bush had been
there. The drop had shaken him a
good deal, but hé was not otherwise
hurt—except for the scratches. He
rubbed the scratches ruefully, but

his. heart. was throbbing with relief

and delight.

He stepped away from the mill and
looked round him cautiously. There
was no one in sight. The windmill
was in a lonely spot. Bunny grinned,
thinking of the surprise and rage of
the miller when he returned and
found that the bird had flown.

But it was necessary to get clear of
the place before the miller or his
friends ame back. If they came on
him, he would be either- murdered or
recaptured. ’

Bunny started at a run in the
direction- he ” had” seen Mr. Earle
take, towards the cork wood. Once
he was in the gloomy shades of the
cork forest, he had no doubt of being
able to dodge possible pursuit. He
covered the ground very quickly, and
panted with relief when  he found
himself within-the wood. - :

‘He -stopped there “to open his

pocket-knife and cut a stout cudgel
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from a thicket. If he came on the
enemy heiore-he found his way back:
to Gibraltar, Bunny did not intend
to.be dealt with easily. He felt

“better with a thick cudgel in his.

hand. -

He tramped ‘on by the winding
path in the wood. He hoped to find
his way to-the road that led back
to Gibraltar, - but his first care was
to place a good distance between
himself and.the mill. It was certain
that he would be pursued as soon as
he was missed, and he could not

tell:how -soon that might be. )
Bunny - kept his eyes well about
listened

Lim -and intently as he

As the long knife
flashed up, Bunny
leaped from the
thicket with his
cudgel.

threaded his way among the grea
trees. It was probable that he wasg
not very far behind Mr. Earle, and
Bunny would rather have fallen in
with ‘any of the bravoes than with the

.owner of thc Albatross.

Suddenly from the silence of the
forest “came a sound that made him
start. It was a rustling, scuffling
sound as ‘of a struggle, and ta
Bunny’s ears came the panting of
hurried breath. :

Bunny stood quite still for somé
moments. - A desperate: struggle was
going on at a short distance, screened
from his sight by the trees and
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interlacing underwoods. Prudence
warned Bunny to keep clear of it. But
as he stood hesitating, a voice came to
his ears—a panting voice that Bunny
knew. Not for a second longer did
he hesitate. With the cudgel gripped
hard in his hand, Bunny plunged
through the thickets in the direction
of the struggle.

From the Thickets!
ERBERT EARLE leaned on the
trunk of a massive tree,
selected a cigar from his case,
lighted it, and smoked slowly, his
hands thrust deep into, his pockets,
moody ‘eyes fixed on the ground.
His brow was black and troubled.
Many times, since leaving Bunny
in the mill, Earle had been strongly
tempted to turn back and release the
boy from his imprisonment, at any
risk to himself and to his plot.
And though he kept to his purpose,
his brow grew. darker and more
troubled. He strove in vain to dis-
miss the boy’s reproachful face from
his mind.
-« The sun was setting beyond the
hills of Spain, but the cork wood
was shimmering with heat, though
the shadows were deepening. Earle
was tired, and sorely disturbed in
mind. He had to return to the
fonda where the horses had been
left and ride back to Gibraltar.
But though he had made up his mind
doggedly, he hesitated to take the

final step which would leave the boy
in the long and dismal imprisonment
to which he had been condemned.

Long he stood there, leaning on
the tree in deep and troubled
thought. His cigar burned out, and
he threw away the stump. He did
not hear a faint rustling in the
thickets, and did not know that a
pair of keen, glinting black eyes
watched him intently.

Had he been on the alert he might
have been warned by that faint
rustle-—might have discerned the
gleam of gold ear-rings in the
shadows of the underwood. But he
was mnot thinking of danger. He
had forgotten Ruy Pinto, the
Spaniard who had attacked Bunny in
the Alameda Gardens at Gibraltar,
and whom he had kicked contempt-
uously away. Bunny’s warning had
made no impression on his mind.

From his cover in the thickets
Ruy Pinto watched him, with gloat-
ing vengeance in his black eyes.
Ruffian and thief as Pinto was, he
had all the lofty pride of a Spaniard.
The humiliation of a kicking could
only be wiped out in blood. And
Pinto had followed the yachtsman
from Gibraltar with savage ven-
geance in his heart. Of what Earle’s
business was at the lonely inn and
in the cork wood Pinto knew nothing
and cared nothing. All he cared
for was the fact that he had tracked
his enemy to a solitary place, where
his vengeance could be satisfied.

For long minutes he watched the
yachtsman, grinning as he noted how
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deeply Earle was buried in thought,
how utterly he was off his guard, and
unsuspicious of danger. But Pinto
did not show himself. It was more
likely than not that the yachtsman
had a revolver about him, and it was
not Ruy Pinto’s intention to pit his
knife against the Englishman’s re-
volver. It was his game to take his
enemy by surprise, without giving
him a chance. . -

He stirred at last and crept away
among the underwood, approaching
b{ a circuitous route the tree against
which Earle leaned.

In spite of his catlike caution,
there was several times a rustle;
but Earle did not hear or heed it.
Softly, silently, like a snake in the
grass, the man with the ear-rings
drew himself from the thicket be-
hind the tree within a few feet of
his unguarded victim.

Now he had only to leap round the
massive trunk, and he would be upon
his enemy. Onec thrust of the long
knife that was in his hand would
wipe out the score.

With his white teeth set, his eyes
glittering, Pinto leaped suddenly
into view and hurled hjmsclf at the
yachtsman. The uplifted knife
gleamed in a shaft of sunlight that
filtered through the heavy branches
above. -

Earle, taken by surprise as he was
by the sudden and unexpected attack,
did not fall under the fierce blow as
the ruffian anticipated. At the right
moment he sprang away from the
tree, and the blade missed by inches

“What » ejaculated Earle. * He
leaped back again as Ruy Pinto
followed him up, slashing with the
knife. He twisted away from the
slash, and the knife tore along his
sleeve, gra:ing the skin and drawing
blood from his arm. The next in-
stant Earle had grasped the dusky
wrist and was holding the knife off.

Ruy Pinto wrenched at his wrist
to free it, but the yachtsman held it
in a grip of iron. They stood almost
chest to chest, their eyes meeting.

“You!” panted Earle. He recog-
nised the man with the ear-rings,
whom he had kicked in the Alameda
“You scoundrel!” . - ; .

Pinto wrenched at his knife-hand
again. But Earle’s grip on his wrist
was like steel; his life depended on
that grip. The ruffian’s sinewy left
arm grasped round him, and they
struggled.

All Earle’s moody listlessness had
left him now. He was fighting for
his life, and he put every ounce of
strength into it. To and fro_they
rocked, !reathing hard and quick,
Pinto’s knife-hand still held in a

. grip of steel that prevented him from

using his weapon. With his hand

. free for a single instant, he would
. have

ended the struggle” with a
deadly thrust, and Earle held on for
his life. He was taller than the
Spaniard, and muscular.. But Pinto
was a mass of muscle and sinew,
fully his equal in a struggle. Twice,
thrice, the keen blade grazed Earle
as they rocked, though le held back
the weapon from a stab.

A long minute passed—another and
(Continued on page 28.)
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“ (Continued from page 26.)

another—and .-the struggle went on
almost in silence. Each was exert-
ing his .strength to the utmost; but
fortune favoured the Spaniard.
Earle’s  foot caught in a trailing
root. As he tripped, Pinto threw his
weight upon him, and the English-
man went heavily to the ground, the
Spaniard over him. :

Still he held the dusky wrist,
though he was on his back in the
herbage, and he had no chance to
rise. Pinto’s left hand grasped his
shoulder. Earle, with his left, struck
again and again at the swarthy,
gloating face above him, while with
his right he still clung desperately
to the ruffian’s wrist. Ruy Pinto
dragged up his knee, planted it on
the fallen ‘man, and dragged at his
knife-hand to free if.

Earle was at a liopeless disadvan-
tage, and it was only a matter of
moments now. This was the_ end of
his scheming; this was the punish-
ment of his treachery. He had left
the boy a prisoner at the mill to
keep his miserable secret, only to find
his death in the cork forest. 1In
those gloomy shades he and his secret
were to perish together. The man
with the ear-rings grinned down at
him.

- “Now, semor——" chuckled Pinto.

“Help!” The shout left Earle’s
lips involuntarily. But it was use-

“ less to call in the solitary depths of

the cork wood, and especially to call

in English. The cry had left him
almost unconsciously.

“Who will hear you in this forest,
senor?”’ Pinto grinned. “You are
sorry—yes—that you kick me, in the
Alameda?” - T

“You dog !” panted Earle.

Ruy Pinto wrenched at his knife-
hand, with his knee jammed on the
fallen man. His hand came free from
Earle’s desperate grasp. The long
knife flashed high. Earle looked up
at ‘the flashing blade and the gleam-
ing black eyes of the Spaniard, and
looked for death. It was the end!

Neither of them had heard, or
heeded, in the tense struggle the
sound of a rustle in the underwood.
Neither dreamed that anyone was at
hand. But as the long knife flashed
up a stocky figure leaped from the
thickets, and even as the blow
descended Bunny  struck with his
cudgel, and the blow crashed on the
descending arm.

The knife flew through the air,

ropping a couple of yards away, and
the Spaniard gave a yell of rage and
agony as his numbed arm dropped to
his side. :

Fast Asleep-!
P went Bunny’s cudgel again, as
l ' the enraged Spaniard, hissing
" with rage, spun round towards
this new enemy. It came down with
a crash on Pinto’s dusky head, and
the man with the ear-rings reeled
from the blow.
He rolled

off his vietim, and
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sprawled tor a moment in the grass.
Earle sat up dazedly, dizzy from his
unhoped-for escape, amazed by the’
sight of the boy whom he had left a
prisoner in the mill, =~ ;
Bunny did not heed him for the
moment. He leaped after Pinto, who
was scrambling towards his knife. He
struck again with the cudgel, and the
Spaniard squirmed frantically out of
his way and leaped to his feet.
“You rotter!” panted Bunny.
Earle staggered up. His hand slid
into his hip pocket, and Pinto, as he
saw the movement, gave up on the
instant the thought of recovering his

" knife and continuing the affray. He

leaped away into” the underwood as
Earle’s hand came out with a revolver
in it, ’ ’ :

Crack! Earle fired instantly, but
his hand was shaking from the des-
perate struggle, and the Spaniard’s
movements were swift. The bullet
missed Pinto by a yard or more as
he leaped away.. The next moment
the underwood had swallowed the

‘Spaniard from sight.

Twice again Earle fired into the
wood in the direction of the fleeing
Spaniard; though: with little hope of
hitting him. The rustling - of the
Spaniard’s flight died away in the
depths of the cork wood.

“He’s gone, sir!” said Bunny.

Earle returned the revolver to his
pocket. He was panting, exhausted
by the struggle. The perspiration ran
thickly down his face. -He stared at
Bunny as he might have stared at a
ghost, but did not speak. He leaned
back on a tree, gasping for breath.

Bunny eyed him rather warily.
He had come to the rescue WitE~
out thinking of himself. But now
that the man with the ear-rings was
gone Bunny wondered what was going
to happen. He was not going to be
taken back to the mill, that was cer-
tain. And he watched Earle, pre-
pared to dodge away into the wood at
the first hostile movement.

"Earle broke his silence at last.

“You’ve saved my life, boy!” he
said huskily.

“Yes, sir,” said Bunny cheerfully.
“That was the man I warned you
about! Wasn’t it lucky I got here in
time?” -

“You got out of the mill?”

“Looks like it, doesn’t it, sir?”
grinned Bunny. “I told you I
shouldn’t stay there !”

“But how?”  Earle
strangely.

Bunny explained how he had made

3’

eyed him

“his escape.

“You rhight have been dashed to
pieces!” Earle muttered. “It’s a
miracle you were not—-"

“It was rather touch and go, sir,”
agreed Bunny. “But it was a case
of neck or nothing. You see, I wasn’t
going to stay there. If you’re all
right now I’ll clear off. I’ve got to
get back to Gib somehow.” =

({3 Stay !”

“I—I hope you’re mot thinking of
getting me back to the mill, sir,”
said Bunny anxiously, “because I'm
not going !” |
_ Earle smiled faintly.

“You young ass, do you think I
would harm *you—after what you’ve

(Continued on the next page:.)
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Bunny to the Rescue !

(Continued from previous page.)

You are going * back .to
Gibraltar with me.”

“Do you mean that, sir?”

“Of course I mean it! I’ve treated
you badly, but do you think I'm
an ungrateful hound?” muttered
Earle. .

“Oh, no !” said Bunny. “Of course
I trust you, sir.”

““Well, you shall show your trust,”
said Earle. “Come—we will go back
to the inn, and take the horses to ride
to Gibraltar.”

He started at a rapid walk through
the cork wood. Bunny followed him.
Perhaps, for a moment, there was a
faint misgiving in Bunny’s breast.
They were going to the fonda—where
he would be in the power of the
bravoes again if Earle broke faith
with him. But Bunny had a trusting
nature, and there was something in
Earle’s conscience-stricken face that
told him that he had no cause to
doubt.

In the falling dusk they threaded
the paths of the cork forest swiftly.
A light was glimmering from the
fonda when they came in sight of it.
Earle strode into the courtyard with
Bunny at his heels. Valdez, the inn-
keeper, came towards him, staring in
blank astonishment at Bunny. He
broke into a torrent of Spanish, and
Earle interrupted him curtly.

“Horses!” The snapped.
caballos ! Pronto!”

“Si, senor!” gasped the amazed
innkeeper.

The horses were brought out of the
lean-to stable. Bunny drew a quick
breath as the fat figure of the miller
appeared in the doorway of the inn.
The man stared at him with starting
eyes, and continued to stare blankly
as Bunny clambered into the saddle.
And as the horses clattered away the
innkeeper and the miller  stood to-
gether at the gate staring after them
in astonishment, joined by three or
four other swarthy fellows who stared
also, and-talked together in wondering
tones. Earle’s change of programme
had evidently astounded the rascally
crew who had been hired to do his
rascally work.

Earle rode at a gallop on the rutty
road, and Bunny kept pace with him.
They reached the open road that ran
through La Linea to the fortress, and
rode on to Gibraltar.

The sound of the evening gunfire
from the fortress had died away. In
the velvety gloom of the night they
galloped on. Bunny was aware that
the gates of the fortress were shut at
night, and he ‘wondered whether they
were likely to be shut out of
Gibraltar.. But a gate was open when
they reached the Neutral Ground, and
they rode into the town under the
stars.

The horses were put up at the livery
stable where they had been hired, and
Earle made Bunny a sign to follow
him. They reached the landing-steps,
and Earle called for a boat.

. Bunny sighed. He was safe back
in Gibraltar now! And the ime had
come to part. In spite of all that had

(Continued on the next page.)

29

“Los

WILL YOU
OGCUPY ?

‘What

FO
1y
from one ill-
paid position
to another, .
but train now for
a lucrative and safe
profession or career. Join aone
of Clough’s College Classes :
XOW and full and unqualified success is the
inevitable result. All Clough’s Courses are so
well planned that the Student’s time and
cnergy is expended only in_the most profitable
manner. N
The Oldest, Most Progressive and Most
Successful Correspondence College.
Join Now. This is your great opportunity to
become qualified, at a very low .cost, for.a
successful Professional or Business Career.
Thousands of Clough’s Students have bcen
successfully trained for the _
Teaching Profession, Civil Service,
and for Business Careers. ‘
You cannot afford to remain in a groove.
Write now for one of these FREE booklets :—
‘“ How to Become a Teacher,” .
‘“ Compact Guide to the Civil Service,’”
‘“ Succinct Guide to Matriculation.” -
IMPORTANT.—The proposals now under
consideration for raising the School-leaving
Age, if carried out, will mean that thousands
of exira teachers will be required. Start train-
ing now and equip yourself to fill one of many
valuable positions that will be open.
HANDSOME MONEY PRIZES. BOOKS  LO.
FREE. LOW FEES. NO IRRITATING EXTRAS.

CLOUGH’Scorresronnence GOLLEGE,

TEMPLE CHAMBERS, LONDON, E.C.4.
Write now. Mention MODERN Boy."

COLLECTION & FREE !!

ACCESSORIES

Many scarce Stamps and useful Accessories,
such as:—5 unused Calonials, a rare old
U.S.A.,, an overprinted pastoral st.amp‘
pkt. “Liver ” stamp hinges, * Liver *
transparent envelopes, agricultural and
zoological stamps, fine set of 10 diff,
Canada, incl. Q.V., an old Japan, and
a pair of metal tweezers. Long sets of
Mint stamps and magnificent set of 3
Cochin Rajah, Service issue. A Chmgse
ship stamp and a splendid set of' 8
Africans. Space will not allow us to de-
scribe furthér. Just send 2d. postage for
this packet and zgrovals.—LISBURN &
TOWNSEND .B.), LIVERPOOL.

VATICAN PACKET FREE

A fine packet of ALL DIFFERENT STAMPS,
containing the new issue of the Vatican State.
Jamaica 2/-, Hayti 1904 Centenary cat. 9d.,
Medellin 1913 pictorial unused, Indore,
Cilicia surcharged cat. 3d.,Central Lithuania,
Deccan, Lébanon, Kouang-Tcheou,
Bulgaria pictorial, St. Pierre and Miquelon,
Victoria 1901, free to all asking td. see my
famous approval sheets and enclosi 2d. for
postage and packing (abroad '3d.).
S. HAMMOND, 2, Chesham Fields, BURY,
COLLECTIONS PURCHASED. !

FREE—25 POLAND

Including old and recent issues showing eagle,

views, horseman, sower, sailing ship, etc.;

many scarce varieties of perforation to be found.

I will present this collection (catalogue value 2é4)

absolutely: free to all stamp collectors sending d,
* postage. Only one gift to-each applicant.

g i Lodge, Wimbled
G. P. KEEF, "%k London, 5.W.10.

STAMPS YOU WAN’E(}_

9 Roumania: Prince Michael ..
2 Great Britain: 2/6 and 5/- K.G.
Kedah: $1, used .. 1/-; China: $2
Special Offer: 100 really good stamps in
12-page, linen-hinged and..leatherette-bound
Duplicate Book ... w 2/6
One only to each applicant.

WATSON & BUTTERS, LTD.,
102, Charing Cross Rd., London, W.C.2.

BOYS' PEN COUPON. VALUE 3d.
Send 5 of these Coupons with only 2/9 (and 2d.
stamp) direct tto the FLEET PEN CO., 119,
Fleet Street, E.C.4. By return you will receive
a handsome Lever Self-Filling PLEET S.F. PEN
with Solid Gold Nib {(Fine, Medium, or Broad),
usually 10/6. Fleét price 4/-, or with 5 Coupons
only 2/9. Red Mottled Model 2/- extra.




“and No. 30 D.C.C. wire.

Bunny to the Rescue !
(Continued from previous page.)

happened Bunny was sorry. Mr.
Earle turned round to him and smiled
faintly at his clouded face.

“You are safe now, Hare, and free
to do as you like,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” answered Bunny.

“If you choose to remain in Gibral-

tar you may remain, and I will pro-’

vide you with money to see you
through,” said Mr. Earle quietly. “I
will trust to your promise o keep my
secret !” .

“You can trust me, sir!” said
Bunny.

“Then you will stay here?”

Bunny was silent. ~

“If you choose to come tack on the
Albatross I shall be glad,” went on

Earle. “If—after what’s happened—

you feel disposed to trust me, Hare,
come back with me to the ship.”

Bunny's clouded face cleared.

“I'll be jolly glad, sir!” he
answered cheerfully. “I don’t want
to part with you. You sce, I like
you.”

“You young ass!” said Earle.

He stepped into the boat, and
Bunny followed. The Spanish boat-
men pulled for the yacht. In a few
minutes they were alongside, and the
ladder was let down for Mr. Earle.
Hall, the mate, met him as he stepped
on deck, with an eager look.

“You’re late!” he said. “I ex-
pected you back earlier,” Mr. Earle.
But—all’s ‘well, I hope?”

Earle smiled sarcastically.

“Quite!” he answered. ‘Come up,
Hare !”

The mate gave a start.

“The boy—here?” he muttered.
“ What " ‘

His eyes gleamed at Bunny as he

came on deck. His hard, tanned tace
was convulsed with rage. He stepped
closer to Mr. Earle, glaring at him,
unheeding the wondering looks of
three or four seamen. g

‘“What does this mean?” he snarled.
€ What_"

“That will do, Hall!”

“I tell you—" -

‘“Hold your tongue!” : 2

Mr. Earle signed to Bunny to
follow him below. Hall was left on
deck, staring, and muttering under
his breath. :

Bunny was fast asleep in his bunk
when, next morning, the Albatross
weighed anchor and stood away from
Gibraltar across’ the rich blue
Mediterranean !

(Bunny doesn’t get much rest from
Adventure, poor chap! He’s hard at
it again in next Monday’s MODERN
BOY, in another long complete yarn
by Charles Hamillon.) .
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LUG-IN coils for broadcasting work
P are of two kinds, basket and
honeycomb, names which indicate
their method of construction. ven
coils of either type will cover all broad-
casting wave-lengths when tuned by a
0005 variable condenser, and they are
very simple to make. All you need buy
are some coil mounts and some No. 26
The formers
you make yourself out of odd pieces of
wood and nails.

Coils are numbered 25, 35, 50, 75, 100,
150, and 200 respectively, the figures
indicating the number of turns of wire in
the coil.” Thus, ifryou want to make a
No. 25 coil, you have to put 25 complete
turns of wire around the former.

READY FOR MOUNTING

The former for basket coils consists of
a round piece of wood }-in. thick, 2 in.
in diameter. Eleven nails are driven
into it at equal distances around the edge
as shown in the lower diagram. A

For all coils up to No. 100, No. 26
D.C.C. wire is used. One end of the
wire is looped around one nail, then
passed® behind the next two nails, in

The Modern Boy

Our Wireless Expert tells and

shows you how to effect con-
siderable saving by making
your own Coils

Left.—A home-made Basket Coil
mounted ready for use.

Right,—'Method of securing a Honey-
comb Coil to its mount by means
’ of adhesive tape.

front of thé next two, and so on until
the necessary number of turns have been
put on. Break off the wire, leaving
sufficient for attachment to the mount,

then brush a little melted paraffin wax '

over the coil. Allow the wax to dry,
pull out the nails then, and the, coil is
ready for mounting. -

HONEYCOMB COILS

- Honeycomb coils are not so bulky as
basket ones. Two formers of the same size
and with the same number of nails as

The simple home-made Former on
which Basket Coils are wound.
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before are required, screwed together so
that the nails in the front row lie exactly
between those in the back row, the rows
being §-in. apart. ’

Loop the wire round a front row nail,
take it across the former to the sixth
nail in the back row to the right, pass it
round two nails, then bring it back to the
nail immediately to the right of the one
from which you started. Again it
passes round two nails, and across to
the sixth nail on the right. Carry on
until the required number of turns have
been put on and finish off as before.

ADHESIVE TAPE FIXING

Tapped coils are made in exactly the
same way. When you reach the turn
in which the tap is to be placed, make a
loop in the wire and then carry on with

. the winding.

When the coil is finished the insu-
lation is scraped away from the free end
of the tapping.

To hold the honeycomb coils rigid on

- the mount, cut a disc of stout cardboard

of the same diameter as the eoil and fix
it to the outside of the coil and the
mount with adhesive tape,
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