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Sexton Blake: Spy.

THE PROLOGUE.
¢ 5

OBODY knew just what had
N gone wrong that morning,
and really nobody particularly
cared to know; but all who were
connected with the palace, from
gentlemen-in-waiting to the stable
grooms, were in a rather uncom-
fortable frame of mind, for it had
vome to their ears that their Royal
master was vexed about something,
and each and everyons was devoutly
hoping that he mighét not be a
victim of Royal displeasure, which
was apt to fall as unexpectedly as

lightning strikes.

It was nothing serious, as a matter
of faet, that had curdled the Royal
temper. Indeed, the Kaiser was by
no means as irate as he had been
reported fo be. An offence of lese-
majeste chronicled in a provincial
journal ‘having ruffled his usually
complacent spirits, and the demon
of indigestion having gripped him
while he was inwardly fuming over
the said article, he had declined to
see one of his Ministers, and had got

rid of his private seCreizary by send-.

ing him to look for some missing
papers; and now, with a slight frown
on his Imperial brow, he was stand-
ing by a window that overlooked the
Lustgarten and the mighty bulk of
the cathedral, and a large part of
the splendid city of Berlin.

A company of soldiers marched
down the Linden, and filed into the
palace ' enclosure; the band played
and the guard was changed. But the
war lord paid no heed to martial

music, or to martial tread. His in- |

digestion was gone, but the other
grievance still rankled, )
 Father!”

The Kaiser, his reflections cut
short, swang round on his heel. The
door had opened, and there had en-
tered the room a tall, straight youth,
twenty-three years of age,
haired and blue-eyed, with features
that indicated a stubbern disposition.
'This was Prinee Gunther,
yi)lungest‘ son of Prussia’s august
ruler.

“Father!” he repeated, coming
e

forward.

“ Sire!” corrected the Kaiser.

** That is the proper form of address,
aven for you.” :

£ Yﬁ%{ when you are in a bad
temper,” murmured the youth to
himself. “‘I beg your pardon,” he
said, aloud. “ Your Majesty—sire, I
mean—I wish to speak to you.”

** Not to-day; I am busy.”

*“ But you are not doing anything.”

* What is it about? Be quick!’

“I want to know,” answered the
young man, ‘‘why my engagement
to the Princess Hilda of Saxenby was
broken off.”

“You want to know!” exclaimed
the Kaiser. “It is none of your
business, but I will tell you this much.
The’ contemplated alliance between
yourself and the British princess has
been  abandoned for diplomatic
reasons.”’

* That doesn’t satisfy me.”

“ The matter is closed, and it can-
not “be reopened. Now, bo off. As
you evidently have too much idle
time on your hands, ¥ command you
to go to your colonel, and tell him to
put you on duty.”

fair-

the |

My duty lies in another direc- |

tion, sire. I am going to Englend
to plead my
the Princess Hilda.”

As the youth spoke, he drew him-
self erect, and waited for the storm
that he knew would be sure to follow.
The Kaiser’s eyes glittered, and a
flush dyed his cheeks. He was silent
for a mioment, twisting the ends of
his moustache, .

“What!” he gasped. ¢ What was
that? You are going to England to
renew negotiations with the
vrincess ?”’ :

“1 fully intend to do s0,” firmly
declared Prince Gunther,

“ Insolent and presumptious
vouth!” cried the Kaiser. ‘1 will
bring you te your semses. I will
show you who is your master! I will
have you transferred to another regi-
ment, and sent to some lonely fortifi-
cation, and kept there until you have
repented of your folly! That is my
determination, and it is unalterable.
Now, leave me! Go to your own
ipartments, and remain there until
further orders. Do you understand?”’

““ Yes, sire.” :

With that, holding his head very
nigh, Prince Gunther marched out
f the room.

;ause in person with |

i lands,

| that they should not escape.

II.

NE cold, gloomy afternoon in
O the month of November,
when there was a grey mist

in the air, a smart young man who
wore the wuniform of the First
Battalion of Brunswick Engineers—

and wore it with an air of distinction |

—was pacing to and fro within the
fortifications that were on the south
side of the Island of Tarkum, which
belonged to Germany, and lay a few
miles out on the North Sea. It was

a small island, situated in the wide !

estuary of the River Hems, and con-
nected by a steamer service with the
town of Hemsden, on the mainland—
a dreary place, where sea-birds
nested, and a few herds of cattle
found coarse pasturage, and a féw
score of seafaring men dwelt with
their families in a small village that
bore the same name as the island:
In clear weather the inhabitants
could mark the course of passing
vessels, and could look over in one
direction to the coast of the Nether-
and i another to the
Hanoverian coast. But to-day, owing
to the mist, it was difficult for one
to see even the lighthouse and the
signal-tower near by, and the brick
beacons that were a little farther off.

The young man in the uniform of

| Engineers was Prince Gunther, and

hs had been practically in imprison-
ment here, by the command of his
Royal father, for the past month.
He had pretended all day to be in
low spirits, and he was certain that
so far he was not suspected of any
unlawful intentions. As he glanced
across the island in the direction in
which he knew England to lie, a
tense, wistful look crept into his

es.

“ Only a few more hours!” he mur-
mured, a smile brightening his face,
“and then for the bounding sea! I
hope old Hans won’t fail me!”’

As Prince Gunther had nothing to
do at present, and as he wanted to
be alone, he decided to take a walk

in a direction that would not bring |
thim in contact with any of his
| brother-officers, f

For some hundreds of yards he

went slowly on, absorbed in his re- |
he |

flections, and at length, as
stepped quietly round the angle of
a wall, he gave a start of surprise,
and came to a sudden halt, having
observed close in front .of him the
figures of two men who wore suits
of grey tweed with caps to match.
It first occurred to the prince that
these men were trespassers, since
‘they were within the enclosure of the
fortifications; and then, as he per-
geived that one was in the act of
taking a photograph of the works,
and that the other was jwriting in
a notebook, an ugly suspicion flashed
to his mind.

‘“ What are you doing there, you
seoundrels?” he exclaimed.

The men did not reply, nor did
they wait to-be interrogated. They
at once took to their heels, and after
them went the prince, determined
As he
ran, he loudly gave the alarm, with
the result that two sentries hastened
from rvight and left, and joined in
the pursuit of the fugitives, who did
their best to get away.

After a long and desperate chase,
however, they were overhauled and
seized just outside of the fortifica-
tions, at the edge of a road that led
to the village of Tarkum. They sub-
mitted to cepture under protest,
stating that their mnames were
Merrick and Quinton, that they were
harmless tourists, and that they had
lost their bearings in the mist. Both
were young men, with clean-shaven
intelligent features. Their story was
naturally disbelieved, and while they
were being searched, at the instigation
of the commandant of the fortress—
he had meanwhile come up—brisk
footsteps were heard,on the road, and
there was seen approaching a man
who wore a long military cloak and
a silver helmet. He was prompily
recognised by Prince Gunther, who
at the same moment glanced towards
the village, and obs'erved'thgt the
Royal yacht was lying out in the
harbour.

“TIt is my father!” he murmured,
in a low tone.

The next instant the Emperor
William reached the spot, and curtly
acknowledged the salutes of the
group of soldiers and officers. A brief
explanation was given to him, and
when he had looked at the things
found in the possession of the
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prisoners, consisting of notebooks,

gra
a hard light glittered in his eyes.
“There appears to be mo doubt
that this is a case of espionage,” he
said, in an angry voice.  *‘ These
men are probably in the British
Secret Service, and they must be
held for trial. I am surprised that
they were able to get into the fortifi-
cations so easily,” he added, frown-
ing at the commandant. “There
has been gross mneglect, )
Wenzel, and the responsihbility Ties
with you. Be assured that you will
hear more of this, sir. I will see
that precautions are taken herea'fter,
and I will put # stop to the habit of
tourists coming over to the island
from the mainland. You may take
these men away now. They are

civil authorities at Hemsden.”’

“ Your Majesty’s orders shall be
obeyed,” veplied Calonel Wenzel.
‘He and the sentries marched off
with the two prisoners, who were
protesting their innocence, and the
young prince was left alone with Ins
father. ;

“You have done well,” said the
Kaiser. “ You have made an im-
portant capture, and 1 am greatly
pleased with you.” 3

I thank you, sir,”’ Prince Gunther
answered.

“But I have other matters to speak
of, my boy. I have been cruising in
the neighbourhood, and I put in at
Tarkam to ascertain if you have
come to your senses yet. Do you
realise how foolish you have been?
Are you prepared to ‘abide by my
decision and the decision of my
Ministers in regard to what you have
chosen to call your love affair?”

“I am afraid I am in the same
mind, father. I love the Princess
Hilda, and I will not give her up
until I havé heard from her own
lips she does not want to marry me.”

“No?ea;nother wordi Gunther! 1
will b your unruly spirit, you

: how to deal

intimation to that cffect, you shall
remain here!”’ :

With that, his eyes flashing wrath-
fully, the ror turned, and
strode away: while his son looked
sadly after him. =

“Y wonder how it will end?” the
prince said to hi “T shall be
unhappy for the rest of my life if I
don’t marry the girl I love.”

Between nine and ten o’clock that
night, while the two mysterious
prisoners were awaiting their t_rapsfer
to Hemsden Gaol and the Kaiser’s
yacht was ploughing along the coast,
Prince Gunther walked calmly
out of the fortress, unperceived by
the sentries, his uniform concealed
by a-cloak that fell to his heels.
Having made his way to the village,
and thence to the harbour, he
hastened to the end of the little

quay, and lowered himself to a fish-
ing-craft that was lying there. e
i was expected by the three men on
board, but his identity was known
| to only one of them, a grizzled old
| fisherman who was the owner of the
| craft.

“I saw your signal this morning,
Hans,” said the prince, ‘‘ and here I
am. Are you ready to start?”’

“ We soon will be, sir,”” old Hans
rephed. “It won’t take me long.”

“ And-gvhat about my clothes?”’

“You will find them down in the

cabin, sir.. I . bought them at
Hemsden yesterday.”
¢ Ah, that’s good mews! How is

the weather?” |

“¥ couldn’t be better,” said the
old fisherman. “ The wind is from
the vight quarter. But I wish you
would let me off my bargain, sir,”
he added, in a lower tone. “1I am
doing @ foolish thing, and if it should
he diseovered—-""

“Tt won’t be,” interrupted Prince

In high spivits the young man
went below to discard his uniferm,
and when he ascended to the deck,
twenty minutes later, meatly "atfired
in tweeds, the lights of the village of
Tarkumn were fading into the gloom
of the night. The little wessel had

rapidly aleng, under full sail, towards

the distant coast of Britain.

(Next Tuesdeay THE BOYS’
FRIEND will contain 16 pages.
One FPenny.)

photographic negatives, and a tele- 4
phic code, his face grew .dark, and |

Colonel |

under arrest, and must be sent to the |

may be sure. I Jktiow
with you. mﬁiﬁgu;am ready  to .
bow to my will, atid have sent me an |

Gunther. *‘ Don’t worry about that.” |

left the harbour, and was seadding |

the wide waste of the Narth Sea and |

I11.
A% OU do really love me, Hilda,
y don’t you? Tell me again.”
¢ How aany mere times
must T tell you?”’

The subdued light of the Novem-
ber afternoon was fading, and would
soon melt into the purple dusk of
evening. The red ball of the sun
had just gome down, and in the

| golden glow that lingered on the
{ horizon, and filtered softly across an |

avenue of fir-trees, Prince Gunther

and the Princess Hilda stood by an’

open 'gateway /that led to a large
and splendid estate. It was a

secluded wicket-gate, seldom or never |

used, that was some distance from
the main entrance to the grounds;
and Morvenstowe, the estate to which
it gave access, belonged to the Royal
Duke of Saxenby, and was situated
amid charming country on the
East Coast of England, within three

or four miles of the populous town |

of Carnmouth.

Having safely crossed the North
Sea in the fishing-smack, and landed
in a gquiet cove mnear )
mentioned town, the daring and im-
pulsive young German prince had
trudged mland cn foot, knowing that
the duke and his family were at that
time in residence at the country seat.
After scaling a high wall, and ven-
turing two or three hundred yards
into the park, ke had, by goed luck,
encountered = the Princess Hilda,

4aking a solitary stroll—greatly to

Lis delight, and much to the surprise
of the young lady, who had at first
been shocked by such a breach of
Royal etiquette. 4

“ You must go now,” said Princess
Hilda, gently but firmly. “ We have
Leen talking for nearly an hour, and
if we were to be caught the conse-
quences would be dreadful.”

The two were silent for a moment,
and then, with courtly grace, the

the above- |

young man bent towards the duke’s |
daughter, and slipped his arm around |
her, and pressed his lips to the beau- |

tiful face that was blushingly lifted
to his. :

“ Good-bye, my sweet Hilda!”

 Giood-bye, dear Gunther! May
you have a safe voyage back!”

The next instant the lovers had
parted, and the space between them
was widening. Princess Hilda closed
and loeked the wicket-gate, and
‘hastened towards the
dence that lay deep in the wooded
park, and Prince Gunther disap-
peared in a fir plantation, from which
he presently emerged on to a road,
where he perceiv approaching—

Royal resi- |

within a distance of no more than a |

couple of yards—a tall, lean gentle-
man, who wore a tweed jacket and
knickerbockers, and was swinging
along at 2 brisk stride, with a pipe
in his mouth.

to his surroundings, he came out of a
sandy hollow, and stopped abruptly"
by a clump of bushes, having just
perceived that he was no longer on !
the path. From in front, whence a_

1 salty breeze from the sea blew on his

face, loomed the murky shape of a
road. Close to his right, within a
couple of yards, ran a low stone wall,
and beyond that a hill mounted to
the skyline, against which bulked a
row of buildings of some kind, their
black outlines relieved here and there -
by twinkling lights. ; e

“T have blundered from my -«course
somehow or other,” Prince Gunther
muttered, in a tone of chagrin. L
ought to be about a'mile to the left,
instead of where T am. That must be
Fort Ridley up there, and the town
of Carnmouth lies on the other side
of 1. What a nuisance! I shall
have to take the road now, and follow
that until I come to——"

His reflections were interrupted by
the sound of stealthy footsteps, and
the next instant there appeared, over
by the wall, the dusky figure of a
man. The prince gave a slight start,
and remained motionless in  the
shadow of the bushes. For a few
seconds the man stood there quietly,

“fumbling with several things that he

had in. his hands; and them, as he
suddenly discovered that he was
being watched, he uttered a sharp
exclamation, dropped what he was
carrying, and with a single bound,
leapt upon Prince Gunther and seized
him by the throat.

“ Make no noise,” he snarled, “or
I will kill you!”

The words were spoken in the
German tongue, but the significance
of that fact did not occur to the
prince, so bewildered was he by the
attack. He made a desperate resist-
ance, and after a brief struggle, dur-
ing which his efforts were frustrated
by superior strength, he was tripped
and thrown; and as he lay on the
ground, still resisting, he recognised,
in spite of the darkness, the face that
was pressed close to his,

“Otto !”. he panted, as he partly
broke the hoid on his throat. It is
surely you, Otto !

“ Who calls me Gtto?”’ gasped the
other, peering closely. 1 know your
voice! Who are you? By heavens,
you—you are Gunther ¥ y

“Yes, that’s just who I am!”*was
the husky reply. ‘‘Let me up, you
fool 1’

They rose slowly to their feet, and
stared at each other in amazement, as
well they might. They had at oue
time been schoolfellows, and then
brother-officers, and gow they had
met thus strangely on the coast of

England. The prince’s assailant, a
clean-shaven young man jn tweeds,

held a lieutenant’s commission in a

{ regiment that was stationed at Pots-

The two exchanged brief glances as 5

they passed. The Kaiser's son
crossed the road, and struck into a
footpath that led to the coast, while
the gentleman, who had been on the
point of stopping, walked on at a
slower pace, with a puzzled cxpres-
sion on his shrewd, kindly features.
He was no other, as it happened,
than Sexton Blake, the famous detec-
tive. He had been spending several
: with a friend who lived in the
bourhood, and on the morrow
as to return to London.
wonder who that young fellow
is?” he said to himseli. “ His face
was strikingly familiar to me. I
have seen him before, I am certain,
but I ean’t remember when or where.
T wish I ‘could recall him to my
mind.”

And he tried to do so as he fol-
lowed the road towards the hospitable
old manor-house where tea awaited

him.

l than three miles from the gates
of Morvenstowe 1o the cove

where the German fishing-smack was

lying, and the time passed quickly

for Prince Gunther.

The sunset glow faded entirely, and
the November night fell dark and
chill as the young prince strode along
the parrow, winding footpath across

he w
;;I

V.

lonely eountry that was sparsely tim- .

bered. He was_not afraid of losin,
hig way, for he was acquainted wit
the neighbourhood; a year ago he
had spent a week at Morvenstowe, as
the guest of the Duke of Saxenby,
and while there he had enjoyed

:several rambles over to the coast with
{'the Princess Hilda.

But to-night, probably because he
was so wrapped in his thoughts, he
must  have taken a wrong turning
somewhere, for when he had walked
briskly for an hour, paying no heed

T was a distance of a little more |

' highness’s pardon. 1 hope I have not -

“Wolfenstein, in a low tone.

dam.
“1 have made a terrible misteke,”
said Otto Wolfenstein. “1 beg your

hurt you.”

“You might have choked me,”
grumbled Prince Gunther, ““from the
way you squeezed my throat !’

“1 am very sorry. I todk you for
a sentry, and I jumped at you be-
cause I was afraid you were going to
shoot. ¥You are the last person I
could have expected to find here.
What does it mean? I thought you
were on the island of Tarkum in dis-

race.” ;

“1 left there without permission,

and came to England on private busi-
ness.” !
“1 can guess what the business is.
T wish you luck, Gunther. I heard in
Berlin that you were determined to
marry the——""

“ Never mind about that,”’ inter-
rupted the prince. ‘It is a subject
that T don’t care to discuss. Tell me
about yourself. What are you doing

here 7
“You need hardly ask that, con-
sidering where we arve,” said Otto

“1 have
been at Carnmeuth for a couple of
days spending my time in getting
plans and photographs of the fortifi-
cations yonder.”

“ Why, man, you are spying !”

“Yes, that’s the word for it! You
must keep my secret.”

“You can trust me, of course. But
you had better be careful. You are
playing a dangerous game.”

“ No; these stupid British make
things easy for a spy. Even if there
were a great risk, however, it would
be the same to me. I am working
for the Fatherland, and for my own
advantage as well. If I get safely
back to Germany, I shall be pro-
moted, and shall receive a large sum
of money. I already have a number
of plans, and notes, and pl phs,
and now I am going to take a flash-
light shot at some masked guns which
1 located this morning.” :

1‘What plant stands for number four? LV.
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“You are a plucky chap,” Prince
Gunther told him. *I admire your
courage.”’

“1t is good of you to say s0,” re-
' plied Otto Wolfenstein. ‘ But we
mustn’t stand here talking. Where
are you bound for?”

* Nowhere in particular. I am
coming along with you, to help you
with your work. This is the sort of
an adventure that appeals to me.”

“ You can’t share it, Gunther. Our
positions are  different, and I
shouldn’t dream of letting you come
with me. If you were to be caught,
there would be a frightful row, and I
should get the blame.”

“I won’t be caught. You said
yourself that there was no risk, and 1
am taking you at your word. I mean
to coms, and you can’t prevent me.”

“It is madness. I won’t have it !”’

For a few moments they hotly

argued the question, and in the end-

Prince Gunther prevailed over his
friend, who yielded with an ill grace.

“You may be sorry for this,” he
said, as he picked up the articles he
had dropped.

“I am not afraid,” answered the
prince. “Why should I not serve
my country as well as you?”’

He had won his point, and he did
not care whether or not there was
any danger. Animated by a purpose
that he felt to be patriotic, forgetting
the beautiful girl whose lips he had
so lately pressed, he follewed his
companton, who had been over the
ground before. Having scaled the
wall which admitted them to the en-
closure of the fortifications, the two
young men made their way forward,
stealing through the murky gloom.

They were on forbidden soil, within
the grounds of Fort Ridley. They
went slowly and warily on, peering
keenly around them, now and again
pausing to listen; and at length,
when they had come two or three
hundred yards, they saw a black
mass rising in front of them within a
short distance.

“ Here we are,”” whispered Otto
Wolfenstein. *“ Those are the masked
guns, and there is nobody about. I’ll
have a shot at them, and then we’ll
whip off like streaks of lightning.”

“Can I help you?” asked Prince
Gunther.

“ You can hold the camera while I
got the- flashlight apparatus ready,”
was the reply.

“Hark! What was that, Otto?”

The prince had heard footsteps, and
he bhad no more than uttered the
warning when four dusky figures rose
from the gloom to one side, and

sprang at the two spies, who at once’

took fo their hecls. It was a case of
each for himself, as they knew. Otto
Wolfenstein bounded =~ ahead, and
quickly vanished in the darkness, fol-
lowed by two of the four soldiers;
but Prince Gunther tripped and fell,
and as he scrambled to his feet, with
the betraying camera in his hand, he
was seized by the two other men.
He struggled to escape, but his efforts
were. useless.”

“We've got_you, my fine fellow,”
said one of his captors, as he took
possession of the camera.  Who are
you? Give an account of yourself.”

“Let me go!” panted the prince.
“I am-a tourist! I have not been
doing any harm !”’

“You are a German, from your

accent,”’ declared the soldier. “Is it
not so? Come, tell me the truth.”
There was no answer. Prince

Gunther shook his head, declining to
say anything more.

End of the Prologue,

THE 1st CHAPTER.

Nirs. Bardeill and the Germans—
The News—“Hallo!”

3 T was nine o’clock in the morning,

I and while the swelling tide of

traffic rolled along Baker Street,
and the pavements grew more
crowded, a preternatural silence
reigned in a certain house situated in
that prominent London thoroughfare,
a house wherein dwelt several persons
whose doings were frequently of great
interest to the people of Great
Britain, and to the inhabitants of
other countries as well.

Nine o’clock, and all serene. At
five minutes past the hour a clatter
of dishes ascended from the kitchen,
telling of activity on the part of Mrs.
Bardell, the worthy landlady; at
seven minutes past, a commotiin on
the staircase heralded the arrival of
Tinker and Pedro, who burst open
the door of Sexton Blake’s consult-
ing-room, and rushed in as if their
very' lives depended on haste; and
just one minute later Sexton Blake
himself appeared from an adjoining
bed-chamber, with his feet in slippers,
and his lean figure clad in a dressing-
gown, and on his usually colourless
face a faint tinge of colour that was

What is the difference between a sick ¢lep

due to the cold tub from which he
had recently emerged. :

The great detective was not in the

t of tempers. Being only human,
like the rest of us, he was inclined to
be irritable; and yet he had nothing
in particular to be irritable about,
save that he had returned on the pre-
vious day from a country house
where he had enjoyed himself very
much, and that he had awakened this
morrning to find the metropolis in the
grip of a drizzling rain and a clammy
mist. He regretted the country, and
wished that he had not come back.

“I don’t see the morning papers,”
he said. ‘ Where are they ?”

“J ’ad them in the kitchen, sir,”
said Mrs. Bardell, who appeared at
that moment.

“Indeed! And what business had
you to carry them off before 1 had
even looked at them? Kindly fetch
them as quickly as you can.”

¥ But, sir—"

“Don’t answer me back. Obey,
and be silent.”

The landlady was silent, but she
did not obey. Leisurely, and with
an offended air, she artanged the
various contents of the tray upon the
breakfast-table; and when that had
been done to her satisfaction, and she
had sighed heavily, she produced the
missing journals from under ‘her
apron, and handed them to her
fuming master.

“'Hre you are, sir,”’ she said, in a
truculent tone. “I'm sorry for my
default, which ain’t to be blamed on
me so much as on them pesky
Gormans.”

“ What Germans?’’ snapped Sexton
Blake.

*Them villains. Them I was read-
ing about, what ’'ave beén spying
down on our coast.”

" 8pying—eh? I hope they were
shot, or caught.”

“Which 13 a cruel, bloodthirsty
thing for a Christian to say of any-
one,” declared Mrs. Bardell, sud
denly shifting her ground. “I'm
surprised at you, sir. Britishers
are just as bad, as you can read for
yourself. There's two of them been
doing of the same thing over in Ger-
meany, and I'm sure you wouldn’t
want them to be shot. Be fair-
minded, sir. What is sauce for the
goose is sauce for the gander.”

Tinker laughed, and Blake, though
he was still in an irritable mood, had
to smile as ho seated himself at the
table. Both went on with their
breakfast, giving their whole atten-
tion to it, and by the time the detec-
tive was finished and was enscenced
in a big chair with his pipe alight
and the morning papers in his hand,
his ili-temper had vanished, and he
was his amiable self again. For some
minutes he was absorbed in the
journals, and then he put them aside,
and glanced at the lad.

“Have you seen these?”
quired.

“ Not yet;” Tinker answered. “T’ll
read them at ancther time. But was
Mrs. Bardell right? Is there any-
thjng:jn the papers about German
spies?”

*“Yes, there is,” said Blake. “On
the island of Tarkum, which is in the
North Sea and belongs to Germany,
two Britishers were caught the other
night inside the enclosure of the
fortifications with certain things in
their possession which make it clear,
to my mind, that they are connected
with our Secret Service Department.
They are now lying in gaol at Hems-
den, on the mainland, and it is stated
that they will be charged with
espionage, which is far more serious
than trespassing. And on the other
hand, oddly enough, two young Ger-
mans were discovered the night
before last within the grounds of
Fort Ridley, which is close to Carn-
mouth. One of them succeeded in
getting away in the darkness, and
no trace of him has yet been found.
The other was seized and arrested,
and there was taken from him a
camera, in which were some un-
developed. plates that had been used
for photographing parts of the forti-
fications. - He has declined fo give
any information about himself
beyond admitting that he is a Ger-
man subject and that his name is
Herman Traubach. I imagine that
he is an officer, and that he has given
a false name.”

“Isn’t this news rather late
getting into the papers, guv'nor?”

“It is, my boy. But such things
are not usually divulged at once—not
until they have been inquired into
by the authorities. The affair at
Tarkum occurred five or six days
ago, and it was the night before last
that the German was eaught aé Fort
Ridley. And that very night, come
to think of it, I slept within threc
of four miles of the fort at my friend
Elverson’s place.”

’

he in-

in

-chair and blown a cloud of smoke, he

He was silent for a moment while
he refilled his pipe and set it alight,
and then, having settled back in his

continued in a grave and quiet voice :

“It is a contemptible, underhand
game, this Secret Service business.
But at the same time it is indis-
pensable, by which I mean that if it
is an institution in one KFuropean
country, it must be so in others, so
that matters may be equalised as far
as possible.”

“It is a game I shouldn’t care to
play,’ observed the lad. “I don’t
mind helping to put men in prison
when they deserve it, but I don’t
want to go there myself. By the
way, you were talking a bit ago
about European countries equalising
things. That isn’t quite true, is it7”
. *“1t is certainly not in one case,”
Blake answered grimly. ““I refer to
the very two nations whose spies have

THE 2nd CHAPTER.
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the telephone, and when he |

SEXTON BLAKE stepped to

had conversed for several
minutes in a strain that roused the
lad’s curiosity, he dropped the re-
ceiver on ifs hook, and turned round.
His listless expression had vanished,
and it was evident that he had found
some fresh interest in life.

“Who, called you up?® asked
Tinker.

“The War Office,” Blake curtly
replied. £

My word! What do they want
with you?”

“ They wish to see me in regard to
an important matter. They did not
tell me what it was.”

“I'll bet it has something to do
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been caught red-handed—our own |
country and Germany. The Prussian |
Jovernment make to their Secret‘
i
{

Service bureau an annual grant of
two hundred and fifty thousand
pounds, while Great Britain devotes |
to the same purpose the paltry sum i
of twenty-five thousand pounds. It[
is a deplorable thing that it should '
be so. Cunning should be matched ;
with cunning, force with force, in |
equal proportions.  The day will |
come when Britain will wake up to |
the folly of her niggardly, pursx-!
monious allowance to her Secret :
Service Department. And it will be !
a terrible awakening, I am afraid, |
unless——"" '

“Hallo! There goes the telephone- |
bell!” interrupted Tinker.

“I wonder who wants me at this
hour of the morning?"” murmured the
detective, as he languidly rose from
his chair.

is a bee deceased.

hant and a dcad'bee ?—One is a see

with this spying business, guv’nor!
Don’t you think so?”

*“I should not be surprised if you
were right, my boy. I can’t imagine
any other reason. I told Lord
Dorrington that I would call shortly
—it was to him I was speaking—and
I had better go at once.”

“1 hope there will be something
for us both to do. We have had a
lazy time of it for a couple of weeks,
and it will be a nice change to be in
harness again, and——"

The lad paused abruptly, for the
door had just been opened by Mrs.
Bardell, behind whom could be seen
a visitor.

“Mr. Bong Noflox!” anncunced
the landlady, in a tone of awe.
“’E ’as a title, sir, but it "as slipped
my mind.”

With that Mrs. Bardell withdrew
in a state of trepidation, leaving i
the room a tall man of perhaps forty,

imn.

who wore a monocle and had a black
moustache turned up at the ends. A
faint smile, indicating that he had
a sense of humour, hovered at his
lips as he took off his hat and threw
back the folds of the heavy overcoat
in which he was muffled.

“ Good-morning, Mr. Blake!” he
said. . -

‘“ Good-morning, Count von Knob-
foch,” said the detective, with a
courteous bow. ‘“What can I have
the pleasure of doing for you?”

“My business is of a private
nature——" And the count glanced
at Tinker.

““This is my assistant,” Blake said
blandly. ¢ He shares my confidence
in all matters, and is discreet and
trustworthy.”

“Then I will speak freely, sir. To
come to the point at once, I wish you
to search, for the youngest son of the
German Emperor, who has dis-
appeared.”’

*The Emperor’s son!”

“Yes; Prince Gunther.”

“What are the facts?”’ asked the
deteetive, concealing his surprise.

“They are brief and simple,” re-
plied Count von Knobloch, who was
an attache of the German Embassy
in London. ‘ About a month ago, in
consequence .of the breaking off of
the contemplated marriage of the
Princess Hilda of Saxenby to Prince
Gunther, the latter had a bitter
quarrel with his father, against whose
decision he rebelled, vowing in strong
terms that he would not give the
princess up until he had heard from
her own lips that she did not wish
to marry him. As the result of his
folly, the young prince was sent to -
the fortress on the island of Tarkum,
and last week he escaped from therc
under mysterious circumstances. It
is supposed that he got over to the
mainland in a fishing-boat, and then
succeeded in making his way fo
England.”

“For the purpose of having an
interview with the Princess Hilda?"

‘It is to be assumed that such was
his purpose.”

“You have, of course, seen the

princess, count?”’

“I have, sir. The chief of the
embassy, acting on instructions from
Berlin, entrusted the matter to me
yesterday morning, and I ab once
went down to Morvenstowe, the resi-
dence of the Duke of Saxouby. I
saw the Princess Hilda in the pre-
sence of her father, but neither he
nor.I could obtain any information
from her. She obstinately declined
to say whether or not she had seen
Prince Gunther. Our efforts to make
her speak openly were of no avail.”

“ Do you believe that she has seen
the young man?” inquired Sexton
Blake.

“I was convinced that she had,
from her demeanour,” answered the
count. 2

“Did you make any inquiries in
the neighbourhcod?”’

“No; I felt that it would be use-
less to do so. The duke and his
family were on the point of return-
ing to Loadon, and I came up with
them. I then sent a telegraphic
despatch to Berlin, and at a late hour
last night I received a reply, from
the Kaiser himself, to the effect that
I should call upon you on his behali,
and ask for your assistance. It is
not feared that Prince Gunther wili
come to any harm, but for diplo-
matic reasons, as you will undor-
stand, it is advisable that he should
be sent home and put under restraint
again.”

*Yes,
detective.

‘“He is probably now in London,
hiding somewhere,”” continued Count
von Knobloch, “and I imagine that
he will attempt to get into comi-
munication with the Princess Hilda.
It is not likely, however, that he will
venture near the Duke of Saxenby's
town residence. I trust that you will
do your best to find him, sir. On
previous occasions you have rendered
valuable assistance to my royal
master, and he has the highest
opinion of your discretion and
ability.”

I 'am honoured by his approval,”
said Sexton Blake, “and it would be
a pleasure to me to assist him again.
I would willingly search for the
young prince, but I am not sure that
I will be free to take the matter up
at present. I cannot give you a posi-
tive answer, at all events, until I
have——""

Blake left the sentence unfinished,
and gave a quick start that was
observed only by the lad. Something
had suddenly occurred to him, bring-
ing & slight flush to his face. As he
recalled the individual he had met
on the road two days ago near the
gates of Morvenstowe, the young
man whose features had seemed

naturally,” assented the

dy beast, and the other
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familiar to him, his inemory told him
what had puzzled him at the time of
the encounter, and a startling theory
flashed to his mind. Having picked
up one of the morning journals and
glanced at the description given of
the young German who had been
arrested at Fort Ridley, his sus-
picions hecame almost a certainty.
Excitement gripped him, and for a
moment he forgot that he was not
alone.

‘1 should like to have 'an answer
as soon as possible,”” said Count von
Knobloch.

“ An answer?”’ murmured the detec-
tive, in an absent tone. ‘“Oh, I beg
your pardon! I fear I have been in-
attentive, ~'I have decided what to
do,”” he: went on, having now re-
gained his self-control. “I am at the
Kaiser’s service. 1 will search for
his son, but I cannot say how soon I
shall find him.”

A few more words brought the
interview to a close, and Mrs. Bar-
dell was summoned to show the
visitor out. Several minutes later
Count von Knobloch was spinning
along Baker Street in a hansom, and
Sexton Blake was pacing the floor
of his consulting-room with quick,
nervous steps, and biting hard on the
end of his pipé. ;

““ Ah, little did I think that the day
would turn out like this!’ he said,
rubbing his hands. * I have an idea,
Tinker, that we are going to engage
in a game of strategy that will throw
our previous achievements into the
shade. 1 may be wrong, of course.
It depends on what they want with
me at the War Office.”

‘“ What are you talking about?”’
asked the lad. ** What made you stop
speaking , to the count, and pick up
that paper?”

‘T had suddenly remembered some-
thing.” s

“ You looked as if you were ex-
cited.” -

‘“T had good reason to be,” replied
Blake. 1 believe I know where
Prince Gunther js.”

“ You don’t mean it!”’ exclaimed
Tinker, -

‘“ onlt I‘?”

““ Where is he, guv'nor? Tell me.”

Sexton Blake did not answer. He
stepped to the telephone, and called
up the War Office; and then, after
carrying on a brief conversation, he

- hastened into his dressing-room, and

emerged almost immediately with a
cap on his head, and a heavy over-
coat_on his arm.

“T wish you wouldn’t be so pro-
voking i’ grumbled the lad. * Why
won’t’ you take me into your confi-
dence? You have just made an ap-
pointment with Lord Dorrington for
five o’clock this afternoon.”

“ Yes, that’s right!’ said Blake,
with a smile.

‘“And where are you going now?
Tt isu’t much after ten o’clock.”

“ 1 am going to drive my car down
to Fors Ridley.”

“To Fort Ridley!
for, guv’nor?”’

bt 1 jprove or disprove - my sus-
e

What on earth

picions,” was the reply. Do you
understand now, my boy? I can’t
tell you more at present. Hold your

tongue, and have patience until I
come back.”

The next instant Tinker was alone,
his eyes big with dawning amazement,
and Blake was hurrying down the
stairs, on his way to the garage round
in the Marylebone Road.

THE 3rd CHAPTER.

The Appointment — Behind the
-Scenes—Biake’s Plan.

T 1{wenty minutes past five
A o’clock that afterncon, while
a damp grey mist still hung
over London, a large moter-car came
dashing along Whitehall, and stopped
in front of the cream-coloured facade
of the new War Office, The car was
thickly spattered with mud, and so
was the man who jumped out of it
and hastened into the building,
pulling off his motor-goggles as he
ascended the steps.

It was not necessary for him to
show a card, his shrewd, clean-shaven
features were a sure and speedy pass-
port. 'He mounted the stairs at the
heels of an attendant, who ushered
him into a Jlarge room on the first
floor, where Lord Dorrington, who
was a famous old soldier, and the
Chief sof the General Staff, was wait-
ing for the visitor.

“ Well, Blake, here you are at last,””

he said brusquely. “ And nearly hall
an hour late.”

“J could noft help it,” replied
Sexton Blake. 1 was delayed by
business of a serious nature.”

“ Tt cannet have been as serious as
my business.”

“ I won’s dispute that point, sir.”

‘““You have been in the country.
That is not London mud on your
clothes.”

“ You are_quite right. Your lord-
ship should have adopted my profes-
sion instead of going in for a military
career.” :

There was a brief interval of silence,
while. a secretary who was present
gathered up a sheaf of papers, and
withdrew to an adjoining room. It
was evident, from his expression, that
the chief was very greatly perturbed,
his bronzed face was sternly set, an
thexe was a look of care in the eyes
that had seen many a victory won on
British battle-fields. -

“We can speak freely,”’ he said.
““ We are alone now, and I have given
orders that we are not to be disturbed.
You are aware, of course, of what
has occurred at Fort Ridley and on
the island of Tarkum.”

“Yes, I have read all about it—all
that appeared in the Press,” Blake
replied.

“ Ah, the Press don’t know every-
thing! The printed facts are cor-
rect, but they don’t give any idea of
the true situation.”

“The affair is grave, then?”’

“ It is more than grave, Mr. Blake,
as I am going to reveal to you in con-
fidenge, On the one hand, we have
lost the services of two of our best
Secret Service men, and lost also the
fruits of their labours, consisting of
minute information regarding the
fortress on the island of Tarkum; it,
occupies a strategic position of great
importance, and we have been anxious
to know all about it. On the other
band, the attempt on- the part of Ger-
many to get information concerning
Fort Ridley has been a sucoess.”

“JIndeed! The papers gave me a
different impression. Did not the
young German who was caught have
in his possession a camera containing
plates that had been used?”

“Yes, that it true. But the man
who escaped took with him—he was
distinctly heard to say as much to his
eompanion—took with him a guantity
of photographs, notes, and plans,” He
had been at work for several days,
and I have no doubt that he got all
he wanted.”

“ 1 had no idea.”’ said the detective,
“ that the situation was so serious.
I judged, however, that there was
more in it than T was aware of from
what T had read.”

“ Tt is most unfortunate,”’ declared
Lord Dorrington. ‘I thought I
should surprise you. Now that you
have learned thetruth, you can under-
stand my feelings. The fortifications
at Tarkum and at Fort Ridley are
of equal value. We have failed to get
the plans of our rival's stronghold,
and have lost two fine men in the
attempt, while Germany is—or soon
will be=in possession of all that she
wants to know about Fort Ridley.
It is a menacing, crippling state of
affairs,”” he went on, his keen eyes
blazing as he paced the floor. It
is a blow to our country, a loss to our
defences. It gives Germany a tre-
mendous advantage, and deprives
Britain of one. There is quite a fer-
ment over it in the War Office, and
most of my colleagnes seem to have
lost their heads.”

There was another short silence,
while Sexton Blake pondered what
had been disclosed to him. His fore-
sight had not been far wrong. He had
shrewdly guessed that morning, after
the summons to the War Office and
his interview with Count von Knob-
loch, that there was something of this
nature -behind -the - newspaper
accounts. A vague idea had occurred
to him then, and he had since out-
lined it more clearly in his mind.
But he was not yet ready to divulge
it. Ho was waiting for a certain
statement—he meant to pave the way
to it—that would give him an oppor-
tunity of making a proposal.

“1 am at your service, Lord Dor-

rington,” he said at length, as his

companion still preserved silence.
“ But you have not yet told me why
you sent for me.”
“1 hardly know myself,”” replied
the chief, with a gesture of despair.
“But, tell me, is there any way in

which this disaster could be re-
trieved 7"’ asked Blake.
“ There is one way,”’ answered

Lord Dorrington, ‘“but it would be
a waste of breath to speak of it.”” .
““ What is it, sir? How could the
desired end be accomplished?”’
¢ Only by somebody doing what our
best men have failed to do—by our

“breath.

department getting a complete set of
the plane of the new fortifications on
the island of Tarkum. That would
counteract the loss we have sustained
at Fort Ridley, and balance the scale.
It would give Germany and Great
Britain an equal advantage. Each
country would possess valuable in-
formation concerning the other’s
strongest fortress.”

‘1 understand.
would say that.”

“ But a strict watch will be kept
at Tarkum hereafter. It will be im-
possible for what I have suggested to
be done.”” g

“1 don’t regard it as impossible.
On the contrary, I believe I can get
what you want.”

“Yoncan! How? What do you
mean, Mr. Blake?”’

“ Have patience, and I will ex-
plain,” replied Sexton Blake. *‘ Do
the newspapers state correctly that
the military works on the island of
Tarkum are not quite finished 7’

* Yes, that is correct,” assented the
chief.

** And where would the construction
plans be?”’

““ They would be in the possession
of the commandant of the fortress,
who is Colonel Wenzel.”

“ Thank you, Lord Dorrington.
That is all I want to know. I will
take this case with the understanding
that you leave it solely to me, and
that no one but yourself shall know
what 1 propose to do.”

“You can rely on that certainly.
But you have not explained your pur-
pose, as you said ycu would. Surely
you don’t expect to get those papers
from the German commandant?”’

““I would rather not tell you any
more, sir. I shall start work without
delay, and I trust that I shall succeed
‘within a comparatively short time;
and meanwhile you must see to it that
the proceedings against the prisoner
at Fort Ridley are held in abeyance.
I don’t want him to be brought to
trial until T have completed my task.”

" “ Why not?” asked the chief.

“ For a very sound reason,”’ Blake
said calmly. *‘ Because that prisoner
happens to be Prince Gunther, the
youngest son of the Emperor
William.”?

The detective had sprung his sur-
prise, and it may be imagined what
sort of an effect it
ringion. - His #yes bulged out, his
face flushed hotly, and he gasped for
He stared incredulously at
Blake, speechless with bewilderment.

““ That spy is the Kaiset’s son!” he
cried. ** you expect me to believe
such a tale?’ :

“You must believe it,” Sexton
Blake answeréd. *‘ It is guite true.
I have seen him to-day.”’

“By heavens! What is to be done
with him?’ ejaculated the chief.

“Yon must put him at my dis-
posal,” Blake replied. *‘ His capture,
I believe, is going to work fo your
advantage and mine. Listen fo me,
Lord Dorrington, and note carefully
what I say. In the first place, the
secret of the young prince’s identity
must be preserved, and it will not be
difficult to do so. With the exception
of eurselves and my assistant, no one
in England or Germany knows where
the young man is, and probably
nobody will know until T am ready to
take action in regard to him.”

“ His accomplice must know that
he is under arvest at Fort Ridley.”

“ That is true. I did not mention
the accomplice, but he had not slipped
my mind. T have reckoned with him,
and I don’t think he will interfere
with my designs. It is possible that
he is hiding somewhere:in England,
waiting for a chance to escape. On
the other hand, if he has got over
to his own country, and secretly dis-
closed the whereabouts of the prince,
the German Government will certainiy
ignore the matter for-the present,
realising the consequences that might
ensue if it were to be made public.
They will keep quiet, in the hope that
the identity of your prisoner will not
be discovered, and that he will either
be acquitted or get off with a light
sentence. Therefore, to sum up,
am of the opinion that nothing will
occur to spoil my project.”’_»

“ And what is your project?”’ said
Lord Dorrington. * You have not
yet told me.”

“T will tell you now, in a few
words,”’” the detective answered. ‘I
am going to Tarkum with the inten-
tion of getting the entire set of plans
from the commandant of the fortress,
and thus giving you an advantage
equal to the ome that Germany has
gained in regard to Fort Ridley.”

“ It is madness, Mr. Blake. You
are bound to fail.”’

“Don’t be too sure of that. I have
an idea that I will succeed. If I fail,
however, I will have another string

I thought you

had on Lord Dor-

to my bow. TIn the event of my being
captured, I will demand and obtain
an interview with the Kaiser, and
bring him to terms.”

“Hcow will you do that?”’

‘ By threatening to let all the world
know that it is Prince Gunther of
Prussia who has been caught spying
on English territory, and is awaiting
trial on a charge of felony.”

“ By heavens, that might sfir up all
sorts of trouble!”

“ No; it will avoid trouble, and put
Britain and Germany on an equal
footing in their Secret Service work.
That 158 my double object, and I shall
do my best to achieve it.”

“Then go!” cried Lord Dorrington,
his voice quivering with emotion.
“ My best wishes will go with you!”

Half an hour later, after leaving
his car at the garage, Sexton Blake
walked into his consulting-room, and
startled Tinker by bidding him pre-
pare at once for a long journey, and
during the time that it required to
pack a couple of bags, and to eat a
cold supper hurriedly served by the
landlad
to the lad. Between seven and ei
o'clock they left the house, accom-
panied by Pedro, and an hour after-
wards they were gliding out of Liver-
pool Street Station in a luxurious
express-train, bound for the Continent
by way of Parkeston Quay and the
Hook of Holland.

THE 4th CHAPTER
Crossing the Rubicon—In Snug
Quarters—The Old Wine. ’

9 OW soon do we start, my
H good fellow?”

“ Alinost at once, herr.
Time is nearly up,*and there are no
more pasengers to come,”

“ And how long will it take us to
cross?’

“ A little more than three hours,
herr. But it may be less than that
to-day, for we shall have the wind be-
hind us.”

Tt was early in the afterncon of a
bleak, cold November day, and the
speakers were standing on the deck
of a small steamer called the Char-
lotte, which plied at regular intervals
between the island of Tarkum and the
town of Hemsden, and was now lying
-alongside of the landing-s at the
ed%e, of the above-mentioned town.

he individual to whom the ques-
tions had been put was the captain of
the vessel—a thick-set, elderly man,
with weatherbeaten features—and the
other speaker was a tall gentleman
with a bristling moustache, who wore
a long dark overcoat trimmed with
expensive fur, and a cap with a glazed
peak. His bearing and attire sug-
gested that he was of some import-
ance, and colour was lent to that
theory by the fact that he had come
on board accompanied by a huge
bloodhound, and by a plainly-dressed
youth, who appeared to be a servant.

“ He might have been more polite,
instead of calling me ‘My good
fellow’ in such a patronising tone,”
reflected Captain Smols, who had a
sense of his own importance. * Still,
there is no telling who he may be. I
shouldn’t wonder if he were an official
from Berlin, and if he is that, I can
guess why he is going to Tarkum.”

The little vessel moved away from
the landiug-stage, gathering speed as
it left the twinkling lights of Hems-
den farther belind it.  Rapidly it
ploughed across the wide estuary of
the river, and between six and seven
o’clock in the evening, after a run of
twenty-six miles, it swung alongside
the quay at the village of Tarkum,
and the few passengers, who had
been keeping warm and comfortable
in the eabin, went ashore and dis-
persed in the darkness.

There were no officers awaiting
the arrival, much to the relief of
Blake and the lad, who, with the
dog at their heels, trudged into the
village and inquired their way to
the Hotel Xronprinz, which was
within a short distance of the quay.
Though hardly worthy of the name
it bore, it was quite a pretentious
house for so small a place as
Tarkum. The landlord, Christian
Schmidt, was standing in the door-
way, and his plump figure and jolly
countenance, and the cosy apartment
to which he led his guests, made a
favourable impression on them.

“You did not expect visitors, I
suppose?’ said Sexton Blake, in the
bluff, curt tone of one who is used
to command.

“ Not so late in the year as this,
herr,” answered the landlord, who
appeared to be in awe of the detec-
tive. ‘1 have plenty of them in the
summer, but they stop coming after
September.” $

“You can give us
rooms, then?”’

your best

Why is the letter “t” like an island ?—Because it is in the middle of

y, Blake explained everything

“Yes, herr, the very best.”

“Thank you. I shall want one for
myself and one for my servant
Fritz.”

“You shall have them, herr.
But I must tell you that you cannot
expect the attention you would get
at another time, for I have sent my
waiter away for the winter, and my °
wife and daughter are visiting rela-
tives at Hanover. There is no onc
to look after the place but myself.”

“That will be all right, my good
man,” said Blake, who was pleased
by the statements that had just been
made to him. “I am sure we shall
have nothing to complain of. I am
here on business, and my stay will
be a brief one. And now, to speak
of my dog. He is rather an ill-
tempered animal, and I should
prefer to keep him in my bed-
chamber.”

“Certainly, herr,” assented Chuis-
tian Schmidt. “Just as you like.
Do you wish to go to your rooms at
once?”’

, we will have something to
eat first, if you can provide us with
a good mealy."

“1 can do that, sir.”

‘“And have you
wines?’’. asked Blake.

““ Ah, herr, choice is not the word
for it!” replied the landlord. He
chuckled, and his face flushed with
pride. “* As it happens,” he went
on, “I have some wine which the
Kaiser himself might be glad to
have in his-cellars. Three dozen of
old Johannisberger Cabinet, which I
bought at a bargain many years ago.
Three dozen left out of seven, and

worth their weight in gold.

The detective rubbed his hands
‘and smiled. He had put the ques-
tion with a certain object in view,
and the answer had been more satis-
factory than he had expected. i

*“I am surprised that you have
any left,” he remarked. *‘‘Perhaps
the officers-at the fort are not aware
that you have it.”’ ;

“They know all about if, herr,”
said Christian Schmidt; “but it is
very seldom that they drink it. The
price 1s too high for their purses.”’

“Well, it is not too high for mine.
I will have a bottle with my supper,
and the sooner -that is ready the
better. You can put my servant at
-that small table in the cormer.”

“Very good, herr, - I will not
keep you waiting long.  But—

any  choice

The landlerd paused for a moment,
with an air of confusion.

“J beg your pardon,’” he eon-
timued, *“‘but would you be so
obliging as to fill out the usual form?
As vou, of course, know, herr, I
must report your arrival to the
police without delay. I dare not
wait until morning, for they have
been more strict since those British
spies were—"" .

“So I must conform to the law,
eh?” interrupted Sexton Blake, with
a hearty laugh. “I forgot about
that. You are quite right, though.
You must treat me as you would
anybody else. But I sha’n’t take the
trouble to fill out a form, my good
fcllow. Here is my caré, which is
all that is necessary.” 4

And he handed a slip of paste-
board to the landlord, who, when he
had read the name that was en-
graved upon_it, gave a slight start,
and bowed very low.

“1 am honoured by your presence
under my humble roof, herr baron.”
he said, *“ and you may be assured of
my best attention.’’

He bowed again,- and left the
room, and when the door had closed
behind him Tinker and the detective
glanced at each other.

“ Well, most noble baron, you've
done it,”” said the lad. “ Don’t you
feel like wriggling in your chair ?”’

“T’'ll make you wriggle if you give
me any of your impudence,” snapped
Blake. “ Eyerything has gone
smoothly so far, and I believe we
shall pull through without a hitch.
That old Johannisberger will be a
capital bait for the hook.”

“But what if there should be an
officer at the fort who knows the real
herr baron?”’ !

“1 doubt if there is, my boy.
must take the risk, at all events.”

As he spoke the door opened, and
Christian Schmidt appeared with a
large tray, on which were various
cold dishes and a tall bottle thickly
crusted with cobwebs.

THE 5th CHAPTER.

Cool Nerve — Lunchecn at th
Fort—The Invitation.

BETWEEN nine and ten o’cloclk

on .the following morning,
after a hearty breakfast,
Sexton Blake left the Fetel Kron-
(This stirring new gerial 38 continucd on
vage 15k)

water.
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’ Why is a doctor who has given up his practice like a man

Because he has lost his patients.

in a temper?
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prinz, where Tinker had been in-
structed to remain with the blood-
hound. i

He knew that he ‘was in the
shadow of a peril that might put him
behind prison-bars for long years,
but you would have looked in vain
for any sign of trepidation on his
impassive features. A% a brisk
stride, with buoyant step, he walked
straigilt on to the gateway that gave
access to the fortifications enclosure,
and handed a card to the sentry who
was on duty there; and when the
sentry had summoned _ another
soldier, the latter. took charge of
Blake, and conducted him on fo the
fort, and into a cold and cheerless
room. Here the detective was left

alone, and after he had waited for a |

few moments, and was beginning to
feel  slightly  mervous, olonel
Wenzel appeared, followed by
scveral other officers. ?

“1 have the honour, I believe,”
.said the commandant, glancing at the
card that had been brought to him,
“of addressing Baron  Rudolf
Steiner, Chief of the Prussian Secret
Scrviee Bureau.”

““That is right, herr colorel,”
Sexton Blake blandly replied.

“ And your business with me?”’

‘It is his Majesty’s business, not
mine. I am here by request of ihe
Kaiser, who wishes me to inspect the
fortifications, and inquire into your
system of guarding them, and report
to him whether or not, In my
opinion, further precautions should
be taken to prevent espionage.”

“Have you nothing in writing
from the Emperor?”’

“ Nothing, herr colonel. Surely
my card is sufficient!”’

There was a brief interval ot

silence, fraught with keen suspense
for” the daring Britisher. The
eyes of the commandant were upon
him, and ho fancied he could read
doubt and suspicion in them. But
he was equal to the emergency. He
had not relied salely on the power of
the name he had assumed. By a
subtle movement, apparently un-
intentional, he caused the folds of
his overcoat to swing open, and there
was revealed underneath, clasped on
to the front of his jacket, a splendid
decoration that glittered with jewels.
It produced the effect that was to
have been expected. It was at omce
scen and recognised by all of the
officers, who well knew that this
blazing order had been a gift from
the Kaiser—such a gift as he was
wont to bestow only on those who
were high in his favour.

“1 beg your pardon!”’ exclaimed
Colonel Wenzel, his cold expression
melting as if by magic to a cordial
smile,

“1 regret to trouble you,
colonel.”

“It is no trouble. I have been
expecting his Majesty tc take some
such step as this ever since that affair
of the British spies. But allow me to
introduce you to my brother-officers.
This is Major Wolff, this Captain
Webker, and this Dr. Helwig.”

The officers bowed and smiled, and
offered their hands to Blake, who was
careful to preserve an attitude of
slight superiority.

“I hope that you will have lun-
cheon with us?”’ continued the
colonel.

“ With pleasure,” assented the dis-
ouised detective.

“ And meanwhile, no doubt, you
would like to look at the fortifica-
tions,”

“T you will be so kind. . I am
compelled to return to Berlin to-
morrow.”’

“I will be your guide,” said
Colonel Wenzel. And he linked arms
with his guest and led him away.

Two or three hours later, after a
walk that had covered nearly every
square yard of the fortress enclosure,
the pseudo Baron Steiner, of the
Prussian Secret Service Bureau, was
seated at luncheon with his new
friends in a mess-room that displayed
many regimental trophies.

“1 suppose your duties often take
you to London?” said Major Wolff
when cigars had been lighted.

“And ,in -secrct?”” put in Dr,
Helwig.

“In secrgh;, of course,”? assented
Blake, #*Yes, I am very familiar
with Tondon.”

““You are perhaps acquainted with
Soxton Blake, the clever British
detective?” said Captain Webber.

‘“ Few pcople know him better than
1 do,” replied the supposed baron.

“Your men are at present on the
watch for him, are they nci?”

herr
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““On_ the watch for Sexton Blake?
Why should they be?” :

“Because we have reccived an
intimation from Berlin to the effect
that Sexton Blake has disappeared
suddenly from London, and that there
is reason to suspect that he has been
engaged by his Government to get
plans of our fertifications. The warn-
ing to us must have emanated from
your department.”

“Yes, quite right. I have some
knowledge of the matter, but I don’t
know how much truth there is in it.”

“ Qexton Blake is a marvellous man,
to give him full credit,” declared the
colonel, “but there are some things
that he cannot do. For instance, 1
should like to see him try to steal that
set of plans from my desk.”

“ 8o should 1, herr colonel,” mur-
mured Blake, with an unobserved
twinkle in his eye.

He had finished his cigar, and now,
having glanced at his watch, he
pushed back his chair and rose to his
feet.

T have some writing to do, if you
will excuse me,” he said. ‘I am
indebted to you for your hospitality,
and I beg that you will let me return
it. Will you dine with me to-night,
at seven o'clock at the Hotel Kron-
prinz?”’

“ All of us?” asked Colonel Wenzel.

“Yes, the more the merrier.”

“T am afraid we cannot all come.”

“Those who do not will miss a
treat, for I have requisitioned two
dozen bottles of the landlord’s old
Johannisberger Cabinet.  Will not
that tempt you?”

It did more than tempt them,
There was a chorus of delighted
exclamations, and cach and every
officer shouted his acceptance of the
invitation.

“Very well,” said the colonel.
“We will all come. But you must
absolve us from blame, herr baron,
if anything goes wrong at the fort
during our absence.”

¢ Certainly,” replied Blake, with a

smile. “I promise to grant you full
absolution.”
His popularity had increased by

leaps and bounds, and the German
officers accompanied him to the gate-
way, where he left them, and walked
back to the village. He had an inter-
view with Tinker, and then he sum-
moned the landlord, and told him of

the dinner he proposed to give.

“But have no waiters, herr
baron 1”’ Christian Schmidt exclaimed,
in dismay.

“Never mind wabout that,”? said
Blake. “My servant will do the
waiting, and uncork the wine. You
will have nothing to attend to but the
cooking.”

. “Your guests will not complain of
it, be assured.”

“T hope not. That is all, I think.
You can submit the menu to me later.
By the way, Schmidt, have you ever
tasted your Johannisberger 7’

“ Never, herr baron. Can a poor
man afford to drink melted gold 7

““You shall do so to-night. I am
going to send a half bottle out to

u.

“Thank you, herr baron!’ cried
the landlord. *Thank you!”

And as he withdrew, with a look
of rapture on his fat face, he
smacked his lips in anticipation of the
promised gift.

“The fortress of Tarkum is my
oyster,” Sexton Blake remarked to
the lad.

““Be careful how you open it,” said
Tinker. ‘“You may get your fingers
squeezed.”’

“ Not if the drug does its work.”

““ You can depend on that, guv’nor.
Where are you going now 7”7

“To have a talk with Captain
Smols, my boy,”” was the answer,
“and arrange with him to have his
vessel with steam up to-night, in case
I should receive a telegram calling me
back to Berlin on urgent business.”

THE 6th CHAPTER.
Biake’s Dinner-party—In the
Lion’s Den—Aii Welil

T was nearly nine o’clock, and
most of the inhabitants of
Tarkum, who lived as do people

who dwell out of the world, had

already gone to bed. 1In a, large
apartment on the ground floor of the
Hotel Kronprinz, an apartment with
panclled walls from which hung
portraits of the Kaiser and his family,
and of several famous Prussian
geneérals, the light cast from a shaded
lamp shone on a long table littered
with china and glass, and on the
uniformed officers of the Tarkum
garrison, who were, with one excep-
tion, in a state that might be
described as dead to the world.

The party had sat down shortly
after seven o’clock, and the dinner
had from the first gone swimmingly,
with merry lamghter and eparkling

conversation. Tinker, as the servant
Fritz, had been here and there and
everywhere, filling glasses and fetch-
ing steaming dishes from-the kitchen,
and carrying off empty ones; and he
had found time, in addition, to un-
cork more than a dozen bottles of the
priceless Johannisberger Cabinet, and
to drop furtively into each bottle a
small quantity of a narcotic drug that
was tasteless and colourless, and
harmless in its results.

Eight officers in all had accepted
the invitation of the pseudo baron,
and one by one, by gradual degrees
that had roused no suspicion in the
minds of the others, they had yielded
to the insidious effects of the narcotic,
and lost all interest in their surround-
ings, some sliding helplessly to the
floor, and some collapsing in their
chairs, where they lay slumbering
heavily. The single exception was
Colonel Wenzel, and he, too, was
nearly gone.

“We owe you many thanks, herr
baron,” he said thickly. ‘It has been
an honour and a pleasure to know
you, and to enjoy your hospitality.
Very good of you mdeed. Won'f
forget it.”

“The pleasure has been on my
side, herr colonel,” Sexion Blake
answered, with a feigned yawn.

Colonel Wenzel tried to rouse him-
self, but the effort was futile.

“Very quiet,” he _continued.
“ Where's everybody? Why don’t
somebody talk? Too warm in here—
no air—makes me feel as if I wanted
to—'_—'”

Tt was all that he could say. The
glass that he was holding dropped
from his limp clutch to the table, and
the next instant he lurched forward,
slid from his chair to the floor, and
lay there breathing stertorously. Blake
rose to his feet with a glint of satis-
faction in his eyes, and when he had
glanced at the inert form of the
officer “for a moment he stepped
towards the door, which, before he
had reached it, was cautiously opened
by Tinker.

¢ All right here ?”” inquired the lad,
in a whisper.

% Yes, the colonel has gone off at
last,” Blake replied. “They are all
And what of Schmidt ?”’

unconscious. idf
“He is in the same condition,
guv'nor. He is sprawled out on a
E2)

rug by the stave.’

“(Good, my boy! The coast is
clear, and I must make the most of
my chance. Come, lend me a hand.
Be quick !”?

As thesdetective spoke he stooped
over Colonel Wenzel, and began to
unbutton his jacket. - Five or six
minutes later the transformation had
been effected ; the colonel’s tall figure
was arrayed in the serge suit worn by
his host—they had been put on so
that he should not catch cold—and
Sexton Blake had got into the
officer’s brilliant uniform, which fitted
him to perfection. He now adjusted
a heavier false moustache for the one
he had been wearing, and then, open-
ing a small make-up box that Tinker
handed to him, he looked at himself
in a tiny mirror while with deft
fingers he altered his features by
touching them with a stick of grease-

paint,

“ Well, what do you think of it?”
he asked, as he tightened a buckle of
the sword that hung at his belt.

“Splendid !’ declared the lad.
“You are the image of the com-
mander, and I believe you will pull
the thing through. Have you got the
keys 77*

“Yes, there they are,”” said Blake,
as he thrust'a hand into a pocket of
the trousers. ‘A whole bunch of
them.”

“What if some customers should
come for a drink ?”’ asked Tinker.

“You must not admit anybody on
any pretext,’”” the detective replied.

As Sexton Blake spoke he had put
on the _cologel’s hglmet surmounted
by the Prussian cagle, and was ready
to start. . Having glanced again at
the men he had so cunningly drugged,
he left the Hotel Kronprinz, and bent
his steps away from the village. It
was a dark night, and a mist that had
rolled in from the sea at sunset was
perceptibly thickening—a fact which
the detective observed with satis-
faction, for it was likely to prove to
his advantage.

What he had already done was
enough to clap him in prison for many
years, but he did not give a thought
to that. IHe meant to do much more,
and then, if possible, make a speedy
escape to London. At a brisk,
military stride, and as calmly as when
he had walked this way in the morn-
ing—he felt that he had less reason
for apprehension now than he had
had then—he followed the ascending
path that led from the edge of the
village to the main ‘gateway of the
fortress, where an armed soldier was

pacing, and a lamp was burning
dimly.

There was no challenge from the
sentry. He stiffly saluted, not doubt-
ing that it was Colonel Wenzel he saw
before him; and -Sexton Blake,
admirably disguised as the command-
ant, passed through the gate. He
had taken it for granted that no one
would presume to question him con-
cerning his return, that it would be
supposed he had come back to attend
to something he had forgotten. He
could have laughed as he reflected that
hs was again in the lion’s den, and
this time in the role of the guardian
of the place. With increasing con-
fidence, his nerves as firm as steel, he
went straight on to the fort itself, and
boldly entered under the nose of
another saluting sentry. .

He knew just where to go, having
gained that knowledge on his previous
visit. Without hesitation he traversed
several corridors, passing by the
guard-room where soldiers were
chatting; and then, stopping by a
door, he took the bunch of keys from
his pocket, and tried them one by
one. In less than two minutes he had
let himself into Colonel Wenzel’s
private apartment, switched on the
electric light, and unlocked and
opened the big desk that stood in a
corner; and when he had made a
brief scarch, ransacking drawers and
pigeon-holes, he found what he
wanted.

He held in his hand the coveted
object of his quest, and as he realised
its value he was thrilled to the heart.
Here were "a roll of blue-prints,
which, as he perceived by going
quickly over them, contained plans of
all the fortifications on the island of
Tarkum. That there was nothing
missing Blake was aware, since he
had mentally noted everything he had
seen in the enclosure that morning.
What he had discovered would, if put
in possession of the British War
Office, counterbalance the information
gleaned at Fort Ridley by Prince
Gunther’s companion.

“It is 2 rich prize,” he murmured,
“and well worth the risk. What a
blow to the colonel’s security !

Blake had not oveflocked the
danger of being pursued and caught,
even if he were to get a fair start. On
the contrary, he had reckonmed with
that from the first, and he meant to
take a certain precaution which, he
trusted, would ensure the ultimate
achievement of his object, whether or
not he-should be able to escape. For
an instant a vague, chilling fear
gripped him, and he wondered if it
was a premonition. He banished it
from his mind, however, and when he
had helped himself to a choice cigar
from a box on the desk, and had set
it alight, he extinguished the electric
light, and withdrew from the room,
locking the door behind him.

He departed from the fort and the
enclosure as coolly as he had come,
the two sentries saluting him again
as he went by; and at a quarter past
ten o'clock, after an absence of less
than an hour, he walked into the
Hotel Kronprinz, and found that all
was well there. Landlord and officers
were in the same condition, dead to
the world.

“ What luck 7"’ asked Tinker.

““ Here they are,” replied Sexton
Blake, as he took the blue-prints from
his pocket. “1I obtained them with-
out any trouble. And now to get to

x boy,” he added. “]1 will
es with the colonel after
red our task, which is
nt than anything else.”

THE 7th CHAPTER.

Hard at Work—The Major Wakes
—Left Behind.

HE shutters of all the ground
floor windows of the hotel

were closed, and they fitted so
tightly that not a glimmer of light
could be observed from outside. At
one end of the room in which the
dinner had been given was a large,
flat-topped desk, and Blake and the
lad were soon seated at this, side by
side, each with a fine-pointed pencil
and some ships of very thin paper of
the type known as onion-skin, which
had been in readiness for them in a
drawer.
They were engaged, for a reason

“that will appear hereafter, in making

miniature copies of the plans of the
fortifications; and as they bent to
their labour by the light of candles,
with the blue prints spread before
them, Pedro lay sprawled near by,
showing some interest in the proceed-
ings. His big' eyes rested now on his
master, now on the lad, and now on
the eight officers, some of whom were
recumbent on the floor, while others
were_huddled limply in their chairs.
Deceived by the daring impersonator

‘ of Baron Steiner, tempted by the old

Johanmsbelfer Cabinet, they had
played blindly into the hands of the
shrewdest and bravest Britisher that
ever did a service for his country.

S How long should the drug hold
good ?”” inquired Tinker.

“If it was not injured by the sea-
air,”” the detective replied, ‘the
effects of it ought to last for a couple
of hours yet. We can’t be sure of
that, however, so we must lose no
time.” Y

¢ And what about Captain. Smols,
guv'nor? Can we rely on him?”

“1 think so, my boy. As I gave
him a couple of twenty-mark coins, I
have no doubt that he has kept his
promise, and that steam is up on the
Charlotte.”

“T hope so. If it isp’t—"" "~

“Don’t talk any more, Tinker.
Keep your mind on what you are
doing.”

All was quiet without, and within
there was no sound but the scraten-
ing of the pencils and the heavy
breathing of the sleepers. England
was far, far away, across the North
Seca; the flag of Prussia waved over
the island of Tarkum, and yonder on
the mainland stretched the mighty
German Empire. Seldom had Blake
and the lad been in a position of
greater peril, and certain it was that
they had never risked their liberty in
a bolder or more reckless under-
taking ; but they worked steadily on,
with deft and rapid fingers, as calmly
as if they were at home in Baker
Street, and at length, when half an
hour had elapsed, their task was com-
pleted. The plans of the fortifica-
tions had all been copied, in much
reduced size, on to a number of the
slips of onion-skin paper, and these,
when they had been compressed into
as small a bulk as possible, made a
tiny roll that was less than two inches
long, and po more than a quarter of
an inch in diameter.

With a sigh of relief Sexton Blake
took this, and calling the dog to him,
fumbled at his neck for a moment.
There was a faint click, and the next
instant; as another one was ' heard,
the little roll of copies disappeared.
They were in a secret receptacle—it
had been used for similar purposes
before—that was concealed in the
interior of Pedro’s collar, and was so
ingeniously constructed as to defy
discovery.

“T'm glad that’s done and over
with,” said Tinker. * There will be
one thing we won't have to worry
about, if we should be caught.”

““It is only a precaution,” the
detective told him, almost fiercely.
-“We are not going to be caught.
Our work is only half done. We must
elude capture, for Britain’s sake.”

““ And for our own sakes, guv’nor.
My word, wouldn’t they give it to us

hot if we were to be laid by the-

heels! "We had better be off while
we have the chance.”

“I must change clothes with the
colonel first.”

““Rather !’’ assented the lad. “ You
don’t want to go back in that
rig. But where is your Baron Steiner
moustache ? You are not disguised
without it.”

“1 am going to put it on,” replied
Blake, who had a moment before
taken off the moustache he had used
in impersonating the commandant of
the fort. He had the blue prints in
one hand, and with the other he was
fumbling in his pockets. “But I
can’t find it,” he continued.  What
could I have done with it? Do you
remember where I—"’

He paused abruptly, startled by a
scraping noise that Tinker also had
heard; and as the two swung round
and looked behind them, their hearts
seemed to stop beating, and con-
sternation held them dumb and
motionless.  Either because he had
drunk less than his comrades, or
because the drug had been less potent
than it should have been, Major
Wolff had recovered his senses, and
secrambled to his feet. For a couple
of seconds he appeared to be dazed,
unable to collect his thoughts; and
then, as he perceived the blue prints
in Blake’s hand, as he saw the clean-
shaved features of the man who had
played the part of Baron Steiner, a
gleam of intelligence flashed to his
eyes. A glance at the colonel’s
civilian dress told him all there was
to know, and as he turned again to
the uniformed detective a mighty
oath burst from his lips.

“ You scoundrel !”” he roared, as he
whipped his sword from his scabbard.
¢“You are an imposter ! himmel,
you 'rgust be Sexton Blake, the Brifish
spYy < .

(4Another splendid snstalment next Pucslay.
16 large pages—Idy &8 usuel)
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Why is the nose in the middle of the face ?—Because it’s the scenter.
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Your Editor’s Address: 23 Bouverie Street, London E.C.

OUR CHRISTMAS NUMBER.

HEN my friends have rcad
w this number, I want them
; to send me a few words as
to what they think of it—to tell me
their candid and honest opinion of
the new serial stories, and all the
other features which appear. I have
made such a special effort to put to-
gether for them this time a real, good
- Christmas number that I sincerely
hope they will be thoroughly pleased
with it.  All the same, when they
write to me I want them to tell me
the honest truth—to let me have their
candid opinion of the issue.

FUTURE EVENTS.

In a few weeks’ time the 500th
number of THE Boys’ FRIEND—since
it was first made into a penny paper—
will appear, and, hard as I have
worked on this Christmas number, I
and my staff are working still harder
to make our 500th number a gigantic
success. I do not propose to say
much about what I am going to do for
that issue now, but it will contain,
among other attractive features, a new
serial by Malcolm Dayle, the author
of that very popular story, ‘The
Odds Against Him.”

So much for the moment for our
500th number, but I want to impress
upon my friends that in the new
year THE Boys’ FRIEND is going to
make a very great bid for still wider
‘popularity. Every week it will con-
tain bright, attractive, clearly-written
articles on topies of interest to lads,
dealing with sports, hobbies, games,
indoor and outdoor pastimes, and
everything that can possibly appeal
to them.

Not only this, but I have in hand a
number of other fcatures which I feel

_ certain will enable us to say before
very long that Tne Boys’ FRIEND has
three times the circulation of any
other boys’ paper in the country.

. EARLY DAYS AT WORK.

One of my lads writes me an
extremely interesting, and, at the
same time, a rather pitiful little
letter about his early days at work.

He says he is only fourteen, and has
been working for a%out seven or eight
weeks, and during this period he has

been very unlucky — getting into
scrapes, doing things wrong, and
sometimes forgetting to do things

which he has been ordered to do—and
then he mentions one special in-
cident on which he wants advice from
me.  This is what happened to my
young friend “ Harold B.” .

One busy Friday, when he was full
of work attending to the mail, one of
the partners of the business told him
he had to go to the library, take his
book, exchange it for another one, and
bring it back. Being much occupied,
‘“Harold B” forgot all about the
library, which seemed to him not a
very important thing—certainly not
as important as the mail—and it quite
slipped out of his mind, K

In the afternoon, when he was hard
at work reckoning up his book to see

. that the stamps were correct, that all
the letters had gone off, and that
everything was in proper order, the
partner came to him and asked if
he had been to the library. There-
upon * Harold B " replied *“ No,”” and
the partner rather angrily inquired,
“How is that?” to which poor
“ Harold B ”’ had to confess that he
had forgotten all about it. The
partner then said sternly, “ Be off to
the library at once, and remember
this, - that a person who forgets is no
good.”  Crushed and disheartened,
poor “Harold B.” went to the
library, feeling, as he himself said,
¢t properly miserable.”

In the evening, when he was at
home, his mother noticed that he was
looking depressed and unhappy, and
forced him to tell her his trouble. On
hearing about it, his mother said,
¢ Well write to the Editor of THE
Bovs’ FrIEND, and ask him swhat he
has to say on the subject.”’

My dear < Harold B,” I don’t want
you to disregard the warnings of your
employers—it is because I think you
have already taken sufficient notice of
what this gentleman said to you that
i now say don’t worry any more about

it. The incidents which you describe |

to ma I think you will find have hap-

&% The contents of this number eopyrighted
5 the United States of Ameriea.

~

El Christinas $reeting to Dy Boys.

OR the sixteenth year in succession it is my fortunate and happy lot to send, through the medium of
our dear old paper a greeting to my chums, not only in the United Kingdom, but all over the world—
to far-off Australia and New Zealand, to America, to Canada, to Socuth Africa, and to every spot cn

the earth's surface where the British boy is to be found,

My friends know that I am not exaggerating in

the least when I say that THE BOYS' FRIEND finds its way into the furthermeost corners of the worid,
and it numbers among its readers British boys who have emigrated, boys bora of British parents in our
Colonies, and even native sous of some of the great Eastern races. The family circle of THE BOYS' FRIEND
is indeed a wide one, and peace and good will should reign in the hearts of us all at this season of the
year; as I send forth once more the old, hearty wish: “ A very, very happy Christmas.”

I have often said in this chat that I weuld like to take each one ¢f my readers and friends by
the hand at this season and wish them personally the best of good health, fortune, and happiness, hut
such a feat is I fear impossible, the number of my friénds being, I am glad to say, legion. 5

Yet, although I am denied the pleasure of a personal acquaintance with mest of them, yet it does
not in the least lessen the heartiness nor the sincerity of the grecting which I send to them on this page
when I wish them one and all a most enjoyable and merry Chrisimas.

Eened to pretty well every boy when
e first started out in life. The only
way to avoid them is to be constantly
on your guard, and if you are told
to do a thing, to do it promptly. Had
you asked the partner whether you
should go to the library. at once, or
after you had finished the mail, you
would have avoided the irouble.into
which you fell; because, had he in-
sisted upon your going at once, the
job would have been done, and you
would have returned and goue on with
your work of attending to the mail.
But the partner, probably a busy
man, did not say when he wanted you
to get the book, only just that he
wanted it, and so the matter was left
to your memory.

In future, when you find yourself in
a_similar case, pick up a scrap of
paper and scribble on it ‘ Book—
library,” or whatever the job may be
which you have to do after the one
you have in hand, and place it in front
of you so that you cannot possibly
forget. The little reproach which the
partner administered will
earned again.

Be assured of one thing, my lad—
every boy starting out in life has to

not be !

encounter a certain amount of criti- |

cism and a certain amount of rebuke.
It is never given to any lad to go
straight away and do everything
perfectly—we all have to learn by
experience.

I remember once being in an office
with a gentleman when an office-boy
came in. He had done some thought-
less thing which had worried his em-
ployer, who turned upon him .very
sharply, ahd said, “Good gracious,
lad, why don’t you think? Do you
want to bean office-boy all your life 7

Now, that phrase struck me as being
a very telling one, and I happen %o
know that that particular office-boy
tock it so much to heart that his
employer very seldom again had to
rebuke him—indeed, now he regards
that one-time office-boy as his right-
hand man, and practically the whole
of the business is in his charge.

The little rebuke on the part of your
employer should not be taken too
much to heart, but it should always be

{ remembered, because, after all, criti-

cism by our seniors always has some-
thing in it to which we should give
heed, even if occasionally it may seem
unjust criticism.
So, “Harold B.,”
go pluckily on your
way; ftry to do
your best, and you
will find that the
scrapes you pgeb
into and the omis-
sions you make
will become fewer
week by week.

A MATTER OF

OPINION.
W. A. O. puts
two questions to

me which I have a
very great deal of
pleasure in answer-
ing. The first one
is “Is it right to
use the ferms ‘old
wife’ in connection
with one's mother,
and ‘old man,’ or
¢old fellow,” in
connection with
one’s father ?”’

I do not think it
is quite proper to
use these phrases
when referring to
one’s parents ta
others, but as terms

y /]
il
Au’fm

ish each one of m ¢
L - l¥ew Year.—~YCUR EDITOR (H.

of endearment or affection to the
mother or father I see nothing very
objectionable in them. Certamnly I
should not like to hear boys speaking
about the “old man” or “old wife”
when talking of their parents io other
people.

The other question is as follows:
“Should a member of Tur Boys
Friexp League stand about at the
street corners gossiping, and so forth,
in the evenings, when he might find
something more useful to do?”

I certainly think the sensible
member of the League when he has
any spare time, should spend it to
better purpose and greater personal
advantage than in idling it away at a
street corner in friendly chatter. In
the winter-time there are surely
evening-classes for the improvement
of one’s knowledge ecither in the trade
one follows or in some other direction,
such as the acquirement of alanguage,
or the deeper study of some par-
ticular topic in which one is
interested.  Or theve is the gymna-
sium, where health and strength may
be stored up to fit one to fizht the
keen battle of life.

FROM TEN STORE TO Si1X STONE.

A friend of mine asks me to tell
him how he can reduce his weight
from ten stone to six, and also which
horze regiment he should join.

In the first place, let me tell my
young friend that if his present
weight is ten stone—although he does
not tell me his age—I think it would
be extremely indiscreet to attempt
to take off the difference he mentions.
It is possible that, in trying to do so,
?e would do himself a vast amount of
harm,

i

7ot 4
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I Success.

~ As for the best horse regiment to
join, here again comes the question of
height and weight: Crack regiments
like the Life Guards require tall,
broad men of substantial weight. I
should think that a man between nine
or ten stone could find a place in one
of the Lancer or Hussar regiments.
Of the Lancers, perhaps the most
famous are the .Stlh, 17th, and 21st.
Of the Hussar regiments, I think the
10th is one of the smartest.

My young friend can find all about

the weights of the various cavalry.

regiments in a pamphlet which is
given away at any post-office, entitled
“The Advantages of Joining the
Army.”

AN OUT-OF-WORK.

One of my old friends writes to
me after many years to say that, at
twenty-four, he finds himself out of
work, and utterly unable to obtain
any.

Ile tells me he is a draper’s assist-
ant, and that he has spent pounds in
writing after places, but without
He asks me if I know of
anyon to whom I could recommend
him for a billet. :

I am sorry to say I do not, but I
certainly think that if my friend were
to make personal application to the
heads of the various departments in
some of our large drapery establish-
ments which are to be found all over
London, it would not be long beforo
he found himself filling a post. He
may say, “ But these men won't sec
me!” Don’t believe it, my fr
Go on calling until the man does
you, and then tell him that you want
work—that if he will give it to
you, you will make it worth his while
by giving your whole heart and soul
to the interests of the business. 1
have rarely known a man who showed
real will and interest in his job to be
out of work for very long. What I
have found in many cases is that
re offered work and {old
, they begin to turn up
noses and say: ‘“Oh, I’'m not
o doing that! That’s not my

So far as my unfortunate friend is
oncerned, I advise him to make

boys a merry Christmas and a happy and prosperous

E)

"

ments in all the big drapery houses
until he succceds in getting a post,
and when he gets it to make himself
so useful that he will earn promotion.
It may take him some time to achieve
this, but he may take my word for it
that if he shows himself intelligently
interested and enthusiastic in his busi-
ness, it will not be long before that
intelligence and enthusiasm meet
with a proper reward. This season -
of the year is the draper’s busy time,
and therefore my friend should not
have very much difficulty in getting a
job, and if he makes himself useful
he will be kept on after the rush-
tradc is over.

GOING TO CANADA.

“Constant Reader,” of Leeds, is
one of my chums who is going to
Canada in March or April next as a
farmhand, and it is his earnest wish
to get into communication with one
of my Canadian readers of about
nineteen years of age with a view of
striking up a friendship.

In the first place, I offer my reader
all pessible good wishes on this im-
portant step he is taking, and hope

he will meet with the greatest
possible good-fortune in the new
country. He could not possibly

choose a better time to start than the
early spring months, for he will
arrive in Canada and get settled
down by the time the ice has broken
up.

As for some friends, I am sure
many of my recaders in Canada will
write to my correspondent and give
him some goocd advice. They should
address their letters to * Constant

Reader,” of T.eeds, care of the
Editor, Tre Bors’ Friexp, 23,
Bouverie Street, London, E.C.,

England. and their missives shall
be immediately forwarded.

In the meantime, let me repeat my
good wishes to ¢ Constant Reader.”

EVADING A BLOODDHOURND.

“X Rays,” an Irish boy, who is
evidently a keen student of Sexton
Blake, Tinker, and Pedro, writes io
me regarding the powers of blood-
hounds. “Can a bloodhound be
stopped from tracking a man if the
man cuts himself, and puiting some
of the blood on a stick, plants the
stick in his tracks? If this is not so,
is there any way of putting a blood-
hound off the trail except walking in
water 7’  These are the questions L
am asked to answer:

In reply to this inquiry, the blood-
hound is one of the most clever dogs
in existence, and it is exceedingly
difficult to put him off the scent when
once he has made a good start and
the trail is fresh. In my opinion the
fact of putting up a stick spotted
with blood would not check a blood-
hound effectivelyv. He would no
doubt stop and quiz the stick
reflectively, but so leng as the scent
held beyond the stick its presence
would not foil him for long.

So far as I know, there is nothing
but water that will foil the scent of a
keen bloocdhound on a trail that is
not too old—unless, of course, one
counts motor-cars and aeroplanes.
The many clever devices of the
escaping negroes in the days of
slavery invariably failed when a
trained bloodhound was put on their
trail.

THE HEIGHT OF THE PYRAMIDS.

W. J. is a Cardiff reader who asks
me how many pyramids there are,
and the size of the largest.

In reply to this query, there are

1 something like seventy pyramids of

varying sizes to be found in Egypt.
The largest is the famous Pyramid
of Cheops, which is 7556 feet in
length at the base, 481 feet in height,
and of such vastness that it covers
13 acres of ground. The Pyramids
were in reality the tombs of the
ancients.

YOUR EDITOR (H. B.).

If the poker, tongs, shovel, and fender cost £1 18s. 6d., what will a ton of coals come to ?—Ashes.
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THE BOYS’

FRIEND—1ID: NEXT TUESDAY,

A Panorama v Moving Pictures.

A VERY CLEVER © HOW-TO-IAKE”’ ARTICLE BY GEO, P. HiOON.

HE panorama I am about to
describe is rather different

I from the generality, for it pre-

sents a series of pictures wherein
movement is seen. For example, we
may represent a scene in which one
of the features is a windmill or a
rustic. flour-mill with waterwheel, the
sails of the one and the wheel of the
other being shown in motion.

cheap and handy. Nearly all the
joints are those kmown as *‘halved
joints,” one of which is illustrated in
Fig. 3. As you notice, each lath is
reduced one-half in thickness to make
the surfaces of both lie flush. i

I am supposing that the * theatre”
is placed upon a table for the show,
in which case if the proscenium be
made 2ft. high and 3ft. long, it will
be large enough.

'

Fig. 1.—The Completed Panorama,

Or we may show a portion of
a railway line—say, a bridge crossing
a river or hollow, over which pre-
sently steams a locomotive and a
number of earriages. < The subjects
for the pictures are, as you will see,
almost inexhaustible.

First, let us arrange abeout the frame
for our panorama—the proscenium be-
hind which we stand hidden from the
audience while changing the scenes
and manipulating the moving parts.
The framework is shown in Fig. 2.
It is made of roofing laths, which are

\

Fig, 2.—The Framework of the
Panorama.

These dimensions, then, will be the
lengths of the outer hcrizontak and
all perpendicular laths. The sup-
porting laths may be 1ft. 3in. long,
and the struts 1ft. 8in. Fig. 4 shows
that screws are used to secure  the
former.

The inner perpendicular laths are
situated 1ft. 4in. from each other, and
that joining them is 1ift. from the
bottom.

Next cut out four pieces of stout
cardboard, shaped as Fig. 5 shows
you, all being 6in. wide. Two ave
1ft. long, and the others are 1lit. 4in.
long, the short edge being 6in. less.
Fasten these together with glued

paper to form a

lesy box (Fig. 6),
and secure to
the framewaoris,

provided for it,
with tacks (Fig.
7L

y Then we may
Fig. 3.—The Corner cover theontside
Joint of Framework. of frame with

in the opening-

taperinghottom- |-

!

opaqug paper of
some sOrt—
brown paper will
do well, If you
aren’t partica-
Jar, you can let
it remain at this.
But a great im-
provement in the
appearance
would be effected
by arranging
some cheap mus-

Fig. 4—The Lower
lin or other stuff  Corner Joiut of
around the aper- Framework.
ture, covering the brown paper visible
with wall or other paper of rich colour
or design. But this i1s a matter which
may be left to your inclinations.

I have used the word *‘aperture,”
for, of course, you must cut away the
opaque covering which comes in front
of the - cardboard ar-
rangement. Cut it neatly
about #in. from the
laths. Blacken the in-
side surface of the card.

have taken it for
granted that our piec-
tures are going to be
about 10in. by 6in.; if
they are larger or
smaller, the cardboard
must naturally be larger
or smaller to correspond,
as must also be the
aperture between laths.

We come now to the
stand which holds the
pictures while they are

Fig."5.—The

under inspection. = As
Shaé)gl%fthe you will see by look-
x g oot Fap - 8k
consists of two up-

rights nailed to two other pieces of
wood, which have strips fixed to them
to form grooves in which the pictures
slide. The uprights are 1ft. long and
lin. wide; the upper piece of wood is
1ft. long and 1in. wide; the lower
piece has the same length, and is,

Fig. 6.—Showing the Cardboard
Arrangement.

say, Oin. wile, to make a substantial
bas All ave of iin. wood. The
strips are jin. square.

You will notice the grooves are two
in- number. Kach picture is pested
upon a piecs of stiff cardbourd, which
is large encugh to fit between these

grooves. Two are necessary, be-
cause befors one picture is withdrawn,
another must be inserted, either be-
fore or behind the other. The stand
is placed opposite the opening, an
inch or two behind the cardboard, so
that the light from a candle at each
side may illuminate the pictures
(Fig. 9).

I%' you are anything of an artist you
can paint the pictures yourself. If
you are not, coloured pictures must
be collected from different sources—
books, magazines, &c. Black-and-

v

Fig. 7—The Cardboard Case in
Position. X

white sketches also may be turned
into suitable pictures for our show, if
they are smartly coloured, which
doesn’t call for any great amount of
skill. But you must, of course, bear
in mind when making your selection
that the move-
ment of the
object you wish
# to give mction
to is always
across the line of
vision—thatis to
say,never to yoa
or away from
you. Asan illue-
tration, think
how impossible
it would be to
represent a
water-wheel
turning if the
view of it were
any but a side view.

The pictures must be large enough
to have their borders well out of
sight ; they should extend an inch on
all sides of the cardboard aperture.
Test this detail—indeed, all details—
before throwing your show open to
the company.

Now for a few hints with regard to

the mechanical part of the show—the
movemen$ of the features in
the picture. -

If you want to represent a
turning windmiil, the sails
must, of course, be separate
from ths picture. Should
you not have produced the
picture yourself, the sails
must be inted out, and
others similar be drawn on
card and colonred. A disc

Fig. 9.~Showing Top View of the
Theaire.

the back of the cut-outsailsin the middle
and another piece to the back of the
picture where the sails are pivoted.
A short length of hairpin should be
driven through the picture cork into
that of the sails, and the rear end be
bent at right angles, by means of
which the sails of the mull are made
to revolve (Fig. 10). : :

This is the manner in which all
revolving features are arranged.

If the moving object is a steamer,
or a ship crossing an
ocean scene, the steamer:
or ship—cut out of thin
card—is made to slide
along a littlé channel
fixed to the
picture he-
low the part
visible _to
the audi-
ence. This

channel is
formed of
twe lengths
\ of card as
S long as the
‘ picture, one

1%in,, and
the other
lin, wide,
They are
glued to-
gether, not
to the pisc-
ture, but,
rather, to
the card-
board be-
o neath the
Objects.  picture {as
i 150 The i
ig. . . The model g
(Fig. 12) has a depth of _Fig.10.—
lin. baow the p]aint.eg ngthodg of
part, and it is prolonge
80 as to form a gandle by Re{:’a‘,’%{;f‘g
which it is drawn across
the seascape. All other models that
cross the field are worked in a similar
fashion.

Fig. 11.—The
%ﬂudg for

THE END.

of cork, tin. thick, is glued to

Fig. 12.—The Model Steamer.

A SCOUTING

CHRISTMAS.

PLENTY OF GOOD FUN FOR THE BOY SCOUT IN SPITE CF SHORT DAYS.

.......

$06900

THINK Christmas is about the

most awkward holiday of the

year to the scout—because he
eenerally doesn’t quite know whgt to
do with it. At Easter and Whitsun
and August he can camp and sham-
fight, and so onmn, to his heart’s
content. ;

But at Christmas it is too cold for
camping, too wet for crawling about
the fields in a sham-fight; there 1s
too little daylight for much outdoor
work at all. So I find most scouts
asking: “ How on carth is a fellow
to scout at Christmas-time ?”

Here are a few hints which you
may find handy : %

: Good Turns.

Tirst of all, Christmas should be a
time when scouts devote.themselves
extra specially to good turns. :

And if I were you chaps I'd get
my good turns done right at the very
beginning, on-Christmas Eve. Duty
first, pleasure afterwards, you }mow.
Then you can enjoy the rest of the
holiday with a clear conscience.

1f you can sing at all decently—
and I know lots of troops where
several of the fellows are in choirs
and things—go round singing carols
on Christmas Eve. If you have a
band, take that too.

My fellows, you know, have a
drum-and-fife band, and they have
been ‘busy for a couple of months
past - learning to play hymns and
carols. . But, as you may imagine, we
don’t take any bugles, and we have
to be very gentle with the drums.

All the money we get in this way
we give to a local hospital, or some-
thing, to help give the poor inmates
a merry Christmas. ~ We find it a

good plan to let people know, either
by a notice in the local -newspaper,
or a few small bills stuck up in the
shop windows, that we are going
round carolling for the benefit of
such-and-such a charity. Then we
find that everybody *stumps up”
liberally.

Or if you can’t sing, there are
lots of other good turns you can do.
Find out some poor people who
‘haven’t much firing to keep them
warm over Christmas. Go and cut
a good stack of firewood, and take it
round to them, °

Or if the weather is frosty, go out

.and scatter gravel on the roads. The

horses have a job to get along on the
slippery roads, poor beasts, and there
is often no one to give them a Lift.

And here’s a tip. Take some pieces
of old sacking with you. Then, if
you find a horse still slipping about,
get the carter to tie the sacking over
his hoofs. It gives a splendid grip
on the ground, however slippery it
is, and the old nag will be able to get
along splendidly.

A Fine Snow Game.

Well, now, we’ll. suppose you've

done your g turns, and ean ‘turn
to amusing yourselves.
. If there'is snow on the ground in
your part of the world, there are no
end of .ripping scouting games you
can play.

Here’s one: :

Divide the troop into two equal
sides. Send the first lot out, with
one or two of them wearing tracking-
irons, or something which can be
recognised by the others. They must

strike as much as possible over fresh

snow, 80 that the other fellows may
follow their tracks. :
Give them, say, ten minutes’ start.

They have to get clear away, and try
and find a good spot where they can
ambush their pursuers.

If they can, of course, they le
low, and pelt the other with snow-
balls as soon as they come within
range.

The others have to follow the
tracks, and try and eatch the first
lot up before they cam take cover.
If they do—well, there’s no need to
tell a scout what to do with snow-
balls 1

The Convoy Gamae.

Another good is
convoy.

Divide your troop into two, as
before. ILet one side have as many
sledges, etc., as you can get together.
They have to form a convoy with
these, and get them through from
one point to another—give them
three or four miles—without being
captured.

The others, of course, have to try
and capture the convoy em route.
They must endeavour to ambush the
foree protecting the convoy, and,
with a fire of snowballs, drive them
away from the sledges, and seize
the attackers themselves. -

The men who pull the sledges
should not really take part in the
fight, so the side with the convoy
ought to be stronger than the
attackers.

If There’'s No Snow.

If there is no snow I would get up
a good, brisk paperchase, or a team
race, point-to-point, across country.

Don’t make it too long, or you’ll
have half the fellows ‘blown?”
before they’ve gone far, and they’ll
walk most of the way, puffed and
shivering.

A short, brisk run which gets you
all into a healthy glow is the thing.
Then a change of togs, a rub down,
and indoor games In your head-
quarters for the rest of the day.

2 Indoor Game
wrestling,

game with a

5 -
Boxing, quarterstaff,

cock-fighting, tug-o’-war—if you've
rcom—draughts, dominoes, ‘Kim’s
Game,” map games, are all good
indoor Christmas amusements for
scouts.

there are heaps of liitle
tricks you can try among

> -
Stand in the doorway, with your

toes against one side of the door-
frame. Lean back until your
shoulders touch against the other
side. Then try to stand upright,

without moving your feet.

It sounds easy, but try it!

Here’s another :

Lie flat on the
floor with your
arms folded. <
Then get up on °
your feet withous
unfolding your
arms or rolling
over.

Another gcod
game is “chalk-
ing the mark.”

Draw a chalk
line along the
floor. Each fellow
in turn “toes”
this, with a piece
of chalk in his
hand.

He has to
stretch forward
on one hand only,

Left Hook.
and make & mark (Rofyved to in  Bozing

with the chalk on

Y Notes™ this week.)
the floor, as far in

1 this

front of the chalk line as he can possibly
reach. And then he has to get back
to his feet without losing his balance.
His knees and his right hand must
not touch the floor—only his feet and
his left hand. _If they do, or if he
overbalances when he is getting to
his feet, his mark is rukbed out. The
fellow whose mark is furthest from |
the chalk line, of course, wins.

THE SCOUTMASTER.

l knock him out.

BOXING NOTES.

The Left Hooke
N extremely valuable blow, and
A one which is not particulazly
difficult to deliver, is the left
hook. This may be sent either at the
head or the body; but, generally

| speaking, it is most effective if you

direct 1t towards your opponent’s
head, or, rather, his jaw.

It should always be remembered
when beginning to learn a blow of
kind, that you should have
mastered all the straight blows first,
for these are always the most im-

ortant, the most effective, and are
ess liable to leave you open to your
opponent’s attack. To deliver the
lefs hook on your antagonist’s jaw,
step well in with the left foot so as
to get as close to him as possible.
Bend the left arm at the elbow so
that your hand is at right angles to
your body, and shoot the left hand
across at

the side of his jaw.

As you hit, swing the body to the
left from the hips upwards, so that as
much of your weight as possible eomes
behind the blow.

When it has been delivered step
back quickly out of reach. If you
have been successful, however, and
have brought in the blow with your
full power, there will be no need to
step back, for the fight will be over.

The left hook should never be con-
fused with a ““swing,” which is an!
entirely different blow. Remember:
that accuracy in timing your blow and
in landing it in the right place-to an;
inch are the most necessary things for |
the success of thig hit, The place to!
aim for is from an inch to an inch and,
a half upward from the exact point:
of your man’s jaw. If you kit him
even rather lightly here he s apt to
be dazed. A hard blow there wilk

THE END. .

When is a lanc dangerous to walk in?—When the hedges are shooting and the bull rushes out.
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Gan-Waga's Christmas Revels.

‘A Merry Long, Complete Yuletide Story.
By SIDNEY DREW.

The musicians stopped short. A wild and terrifying figure
rushed out of the darkness into the warm light that streamed
from the open door. :

THE i1st CHAPTER.
How Three Merry Mariners Sailed

Down the Chute.
I a long shallow pool.

HE graceful monoplane rested
was frozen, and the dark, glossy ice

on the gently-sloping bank of |
The pool |

reflected the white planes and frame- |

work of the machine perfectly, The
owner of the monoplane was tighten-
ing up one of the stays, while his
solitary companion, a short, stout
gentleman dressed in a suit of thin
flarinel, smoked, a large cigar.

“It’s a wonder to me you're not |

frozen hard, Gan,” said Ching-Lung,
drawing on a pair of fur-lined gloves.
T find it jolly cold down here, and
it’s like the North Pole when we
start moving.”’

Gan-Waga, the -Eskimo, uttered a
disdainful snort.

““ It never too colds enoughs fo’ me,
Chingy,” he answered. ‘‘I likes him
all coldful. I tink I heards a bloater-
car sing ‘ Pip-pip-ip!” somewheres,
Chingy. P'r’aps dose raggermuffins
insider her, Chingy.”

No road or path could be seen. It
was a desolate place, shut in by low
hills.

“Yes, they're about there,” said
Ching-Lung.  ‘‘ Pitch that cigar
away, and get on your perch!”’

Gan-Waga was rather a weighty
passenger. Ie climbed carefully into
his seat.

‘““ Now, minds yo’ not
out, Chingy,” he grinned,
left my parachute at home.”

With a loud, rattling hum the aero-
plane ran down the slope, and skim-
ming across the ice for thirty or forty
vards, rose gracefully in the air.
Making a wide curve, it mounted
higher and higher like some gigantic
insect, the clear sunlight gleaming on
its pinions. >

“I see de merry bloater-car all
right, Chingy!’ bellowed Gan-Waga
above the roar of the engine. I
wishes we brought a few bricks to

ushes me
“‘cos 1

drop on de peoples insider her. Ho,
ho, ho!”
Ching-Lung also saw the car. He

headed the monoplane towards it.
The car looked like a toy. There
were three passengers in it. One of
them held a telescope to his right
eye.

¢ Kape your shoulder still, Tom!”
said the man with the telescope.
““ How can Oi see wid you wobblin’
about? ~Bedad, there’'s two of ’em
aboard the insect. The prince is
steerin’, and Oi belave ould Gan-
Waga's the ballast. Yes, ut’s Gan!
There’s no mistakin’ his earthquake
of a face!”

The three passengers stood up and
cheered as cnly lusty-lunged sailors
A handkerchief fluttered from

can, A 1
the noisy aeroplane.
“ By honey, we'll race ’em!”’ cried

Mr. Thomas Prout, who had been
acting as a rest for Barry O’'Rooney’s

“Put- on more sail, souse me!”
| roared the third passenger. ** Don't
let that insect lick us!”

There was a long amd almost
straight incline before them. The

raftered dining-room — a

telescope. * Make her hum, you in
the gold buttons! Clap on all sail,
my hearty!” E

The chauffeur had an open road.
Ching-Lung seemed to understand
that he had been challenged, for the
monoplane’s speed increased. He
sank lower and lower, until the aero-
plane was barely sixty yards above
the ground, and barely a hundred
from the road. For several exciting
minutes the car crept ahead foot by
foot.

three tars who had come to spend
Christmas with Ching-Lung howled
with delight, for they “were rapidly
gaining. The car seemed to be ab-
solutely falling through space. They
placed their thnmbs to their noses.

““ Why don’t you give your silly old
fowl more corn?’ yelled Mr. Ben-
jamin Maddock, boatswain of the
vessel Lord of the Deep. “ It can’t
fly for nuts, souse me! It's mouli-
ing, ain’t it?”’

‘“ Put ut in a cage and teach ut to
sing I”” bawled O’Rooney. ‘‘ Give ut
a bit o’ groundsel!”

But they were cheering too soon.
The monoplane, clatiering like a
Maxim gun, drew up level and
passed them. It rose over a belt of
trees  and vanished. When they
sighted it again, it was a couple of
furlongs ahead of them, and moving
with tremendous velocity.

“ We may as well slow down afore
we break our necks; boys,” said
Prout, *‘ for it ain’t much use chasin’
that bumble-bece! Fancy Gan-Waga
on a flyin’ machine, and the machine
not bustin’ up!”’

When the motor-car stopped the
monoplane had been wheeled into the
hangar.. Prout and Maddock duti-
fully saluted Ching-Lung, and Gan-
Waga grinned until his little beady
eyes became invisible.

*“ Ho, ho, ho, hoo!” he laughed.
““ How yo’ do, olds funny faces? I

tink yo' grow more -ugliful every
minute. Excuser me not kissing vo’,

’cos de doctor he say de shocks would
kill me! Ho, ho, ho, hoo!”

He shook hands with them, and led
the way to an old-fashioned red-brick
house.

“By honey, sir, you’ve picked a
lonely spot this time!” said Prout.

“You don’t want a crowd when
you're experimenting with aeroplanes, '
Tom,” answered Ching-Lung, * and
that’s how I've been amusing myself
lately.  You'll find snug quarters,
and if you don’t have a pleasant
Christmas you can only blame your-
selves. Though it’s lonely, it’s
cheerful I”” 5

There was a roaring fire in the
f pleasant
thing to see after their long, chilly
drive. Festoons of scarlet-berried

holly hung =from the walls. The
three mariners smiled as they saw
the massive sideboard on which stood
a fine sirloin of beef and.a huge
turkey. .

“Jf you feel inclined for a cold
snack, help yourselves, lads!” said
Ching-Lung. ‘‘Gan will show you
your berths. You're ‘at home, and
don't forget it. Everything here is
your own!”’

“Then, bedad, that lobstei’s
moine,”’ said Barry O’Rooney; ‘ so
don’t spake to me till Oi've left
nothin’ but the shell! Look at the
lovely colour of ut. Arrah, ut’s a
dream of a fish!”

Presently they were seated round
the fire, Barry with the whole lobster,
and the others with plates of roast
beef and turkey. Gan-Waga squatted
on the floor with the drumstick of a
turkey in cach hand, from which he
took bites alternately, varying the
monotony with mouthfuls of straw-
berry tart and an occasional pickled
onion, for his tastes in the matter of
food were peculiar.

“ Yo feel betterer now hunk, yo'
ugly faces?”’ he inquired at last.

“By honey! I wouldn’t change
places wi’ the Emperor o’ Tartary,
(Gan!”’ answered Prout. “ I might have
been ’appier if you'd fallen off that
airyplane, seeing as ’ow I'd like to
attend your funeral, but .I'm not
grumbling. If it’s the same to you,
blubberbiter, I'd like a look at my
quarters and a wash.”

Gan-Waga drank what vinegar ve-
mained in the pickle-jar, and escorted
Prout up  a wide staircase. He
pointed to a door marked with the
figure seven, a very easy number to
remember.

Prout shot out a hand the size of
a boxing-glove, and grasped the
Eskimo firmly by the shoulder.

“ By honey, no tricks this time,
Gan!’ he said fiercely. “ We fon’t
stand ’em; we’ve swore not to stand
’em, Me and Ben and Barry has
swore to tar and feather you, and
we'll do it! By honey, you be
careful 1"

He closed the door behind him.
Gan-Waga winked one beady eye, and
put his ear to the keyhole, guivering
with inward laughter. Prout glanced
round his alloted quarters. He could

hardly have imagined anything
snugger or cosier. The blinds bad

been drawn, a fire was burning in the
grate, and a kefile siamered on a
trivet. Two candles in silver candle-
sticks revealed a decanter of whisky,
soda-water, lemons, sugar, and a box
of cigars. And drawn up near the
table, but within the full warmth of
the fire, was a large saddie-bag easy-
chair that made Prout sleepy to look
at.

“ By honey, this ain’t comfort, it’s
luxury!” said Prout. * Only
bed, so the room’s all for me.. !
the kettle nice and ’of, and the su

.and the lemons, an chair! By
honey, 'm in clover

; = : z

It was a magnificent cha e and

soft a
some
s A

1

roomy, and as
mixed himself
stood admiring
were hard oak aff
backs and twisted leg
“ By honey, if I
minutes I shall
thought. It
buying a bed when
like that. But I mu
help trying it.”
Prout threw himself into the downy
embrace of the chair. He utterad a
yell, a long, loud yell that imme-

diately chanzed into a sgueal, and
then into nothing at all. The chair
had suddenly tilied back with a

vicious jerk.
and looked as
ever. And the

slowly righted itself,
soft and enticing as
astounded Mr. Prout

found himself with his heels where
his head ought to have been, .glid-
ing down, down, in pitchy darkne

whither or why he did not know.
And as he glided he roared.

“ By honey! Belay? Whoa "Where
am I?" Stop it! Lemme wake up!
Ow! What a norful nightmare!”

Tor a fraction of a second he stood
on his head, taking an upside-down
view of the scenery, which consisted
of an old dog-kennel
sky. Then he crawled a Litle and
stood up. He discovered that he was
at the back of the house, and that
he had come there down a canvas
chute. His mouth worked, as if, like
Gan-Waga, he had been drinking
vinegar. He spat on his hands,

i seized 2 mop that lay beside the dog-

kennel, and thirsted for Gan-Waga's
blood.
“ By honey,” he growled, “I’ll kill

that Eskimo! T’ll go for him!
By honey, T'll—""
“Souse me! ’Elp! ’Orrors! QOoh!

Chuck a line! Murder-rr!” cried a

muffled voice.

and a lot of ]

Prout looked up, and it was quite
plain, by the way the chute was
bulging, that someone else was com-
ing down inside it. The voice in-
formed him that Maddock was mak-
ing the journey. Two hands appeared
at the bottom, and were followed by
the purple  visage of the bo’sun.
Prout helped that astonished and
angry mariner to his feet.

 A-a-a-a-a-a-ah!” spluttered the
bo’sun. “Wha-whwwﬁa—— "Ere,
souse me, who am I? Wha-wha-
what's me name and address? i
that you, Tommy, or ain’t I awake
yet? Stick a pin in me.”

* Room number seven—easy-chair—
Gan-Waga—sudden death!”  said
Prout, in jerks. ‘“Come on!”

Maddock clutched his ruffled hair,
and as he glared at the chute, the
truth soaked into his bewildered
brain. "He tore a board from the roof
of the dog-kenncl,” one with several
nails in it,

“ Lemme get at him! Lemme get
near him!” growled the bo’sun.
“Lemme only just——""

The bo’sun paused abruptly as a
shower of coppers and small silver
came pattering down round their feet.
The chute was bulging again.
Strangled howls found their way
through the tough canvas.

“Hilp! Oi’'m fallin’ down a coal-
pit! Swate Ballybunion, home of me
youth, ut’s a dead man Oi am! Ow!
Oi’ve fell clean through the fure!
Oi’'m going to bump and break me-
silf! Police! Hilp!”

They hauled the Irishman out. He
stared round in a vacant sort of way
while Prout collected the scattered
coins and absent-mindedly put them
into his own pocket.

‘““ Room seven — easy-chair — Gan-
Waga—sudden death! XKill him,
souse me.!” bawled Maddock.

Barry remembered. He also ripped

a board from the roof of the dog-
kennel.

shouted. - “We’ll
aloive! We’'ll
Eskimo's skin !

have j

This not a nice temper to be
in on mas Eve, when every-
body cught to be-smiling and happy.

Gan-Waga, at any rate, was supremely
happy. He stood before that mys-
terious chair, his fat cheeks and
plump ribs shaking with laughter.
The clever” young engineer who
looked after Ching-Lung’s motors
and acroplanes had arranged the con-
trivance for him, and it had been a
huge success.

*Ohmi, ohmi, ohmi! THo, ho, ho,
hoo! He, he, ke, hee!” laughed the
Eskimo. ** Oh, butterfuls—butter-
fuls! I kills myself ifs I grin much
morer. Heigho, heigho! Down dey
sits and down dey go! Ohmi! Dey
squeal awfulnessfuls, and den - dey
slither down de pipe. Ha, ha, ha,

haa! Ho, ho, ho, hoo! Ones, twos,
threes, and slap down de spov Old
Chingy-Wingy he drop deads wid
joyness when I—— ho, ho, hoo!”

Gan doubled hi ith mirth.
At that mon tepped
noiselessly from of the
heavy lifted

one foot, and drove Gan-Waga head-

long into the chair. A piercing
shriek of woe rang through the room.
Gan-Waga’s heels disappeared from

Is—is*

view, the panel closed, and the chair
settled back.

Then the door was burst open, and
Prout, Maddock, and O’Rooney,
howling for the Xskimo’s blood,
dashed in. They were seconds too
late, for the room was untenanted.

THE 2nd CHAPTER.
Gan-Waga Falls Headliong
the Soup.

2 Y dear Prout,” said Ching-
M Lung, “I don’t want
Gan-Waga + maimed or

crippled, but otherwise you may do
what you like to him. Surely three
grown-up men like you are more than
a match for one guileless, untutored
Eskimo? I want you to have a goocd
time.  Were I you, I'd take jolly

Into

good care nct to allow forty Gan-

Wagas to upset we. I can’t hold my-
sclf  responsible for that ¥skimo's
duing:f’ p

“ But you admit, sir, .by honey,’
said Prout, *‘that when a tired man
sits down to drink a glass o’ warm
grog it ain’t kind and pleasant to
be shoved down a dusty fice-chute on
your face?’

< Well, well,” said the prince, with
a smile, “ it’s Christmas time, Prout.
Shake hands, and make it up.”

Prout was not altogether satisfied.
Ho reported the result of his inter-
view to O’Rooney and Maddock.

““ Sure, boys,” said Barry thought-
fully, “ we can do a lot to our Eskimo
widout breakin’ any bones or layin’
him up in hospital. Oi’ve brains in
my head, and, bedad, and Oi'll foind
a way! Kape a brisk cie on the
spalpeen, and lave ut to me.”

The teuf-teuf of a motor-car
announced another awrival. It was
Herr Schywartz, who acted as chief
cook when they were afloat. IHe
burst into the dining-room like =
human bombshell.

“Ar-r-rr!” he yelled. ““How vas
you all, is ud? Tom Brout und Parry

3

and Penjamin. Ein merry, merry
Gristmuss, mein poys! Shake mii
me der hamnds! Ja, how I am

bleased! How you vas, rasgals?”’

They  greeted the cook joyfully.
The frosty air had coloured his nose
till 1t resembled a litile ripe: tomato.

““Und vere is dot Esgimo? Vere is
dot derrible Gan-Waga?’ he asked.
“You haf gill him alrvetty, yes?”’

“No; we're going to, souse me!
We ain’t had time yet,” growled
Maddock. “ He’s been at us, Shorts.”

The cook spat on his hands, aud
grinned as he listened to the story of
the chair and the chute.

“Ha, ha, ha! Dot vas funay!” he
chuckled, *‘I lofe der merry rasgal,
but ve must gill him! Ach, I see peef
und I see durkey! I vas gold und I
vas hungry. I eat und den 1 help to
gill dot Eskimo.”’

Altogether, Gan-Waga's future pro-
spects looked rather gloomy. Then
Ching-Lung entered.

“The compliments of the season,
Schwartz!” he said. “1It’s freezing
gloriously, lads, and the ice is in
rare condition, so we had better make
the best of it before any snow .or
thaw comes. We'll have a little skat-
ing carnival to-night. Youlll find

(Continued on the next page.)

fgnorant of the danger that menaced him, Gan-Waga pre.

pared to blow the top note. On tiptoe Sir John Falstaff and Cold«
Sago-Pudden stole towards him, carrying a sack between thems.

Why is a man who has had his eye put out like the maijority of schoolmasters 7—
Because he has a vacancy for a pupil.



.

4 NARA %A nA w4 RA wA NA b4 NA %A NA NA XA <bg
e ee aia e e iaan e i e
5o : 3

be

% Gan-Waga's Xmas

e Revel B

& evels. &

: ; =

¥ (Continued from the previous page.) B3

<va = oy
b4

A SA NA XA RA SA RA NA NA by

b SR e e e

skates and faney costumes in the next
room, so bustle along.”’ :

Ching-Lung’s tenants and retainers
had already gathered in the hall—
lusty farmers, gamekeepers, lodges
keepers, and hands. Ching-Lung, in
an evening-dress suit, sat in a raised
chair. There was a knock.

“ Sir John Falstaff, your highness,”
announced the butler.

Sir John strode in, and the on-
lookers put down their steaming
glasses, and cheered. The make-up
was excellent, and Tom Prout,
padded, wigged, and bearded, looked
Shakespeare’s fat knight to perfec-

tion.

*“ Bill Sikes, your highness.”

The famous burglar entered, with
his bludgeon under his arm and a
ferocious-looking bulldog at his heels.

“ Mab, Queen of the Fairies, your
highness,” said the butler.

The jolly farmers cheered &nd the
yokels guffawed as the beautiful
Queen of the Fairies danced in on one
toe. She wore skirts of gauze, pink
tights, a flowing red wig, and wings.
She kissed her fair hands to them,
turned a graceful somersault, and
helped herself to a churchwarden
pipe and a stiff glass of grog.

* Ach, vat peautiful viskers!”’ she
said, stroking Sir. John Falstaff’s
flowing beard. * Vat you cut dem
mit ven dey are using der lawn-
mower, yes? Ach, 1 dink ve haf
sossidches vor preakfast!”

“ Cold-Sago-Pudden, the Pawnee
chief,” announced, the butler gravely.

Uttering a wild, blood-curdling
war-whoop, the” terrible - redskin
bounded in. Drawing .his scalping-
knife, he immediately scalped the
shriei{ing fairy queen.

“Birraburro! There’s ’air !’ he re-
marked. .

“Slinganbangem, the  world’s
champion wrestler,” called out the
butler. . 3 :

Ching-Lung’s guests roared with
merriment. Gan-Waga waddled for-
ward, with his legs wide apart and
his arms dangling down. His calves
were padded out to three times their
normal size, and his forearm muscles
bulged like two footballs. Round his
waist he wore a leopard-skin, and his
chest was covered with medals. At
the sight of this terrible figure, Bill
Sikes tried to escape out of the
window, and the dauntless chief,
Cold-Sago-Pudden, took refuge under
the table.

“Ifs yo’ want anybody killings,
Ching, ’fore we make a starts,”” said
the wrestler, ‘I kills dem at oneces,
and den dey not.axes fo’ a Christmas
presents. Ho, ho, hoo! I de scrampion
wrestler of de worlds. He, he, hee!
1 justs killed two policemans and a
lamplighters.  Anybody" else want
killings, hunk?”.

As no one scemed eager to die just
then, a move was made. Coats and
wraps were seized. The ground was
as hard as rock. Lamps and torches
gleamed round the frozen lake. A
marquee had been erected, and fires
were blazing. Overhead shone a
clear, frosty moon. In the marquee
the busy attendants were ready to
serve all comers, and the village band
was there to discourse merry music.

“If anybody wantses killing, justs
send fo' me,” shouted Gan-Waga.
* Where dat olds fairy queens? Yo’
nots . ready, hunk? Come alongs,
Ginger-Wig, and we shows de sillies
how to skate.””

The little cook was a splendid
skater, but’ Gan-Waga outshone him.
Slkate-blades rang merrily, the band
played rousing — airs, the waiters
bustled about, and Gan-Waga, with
an admiring crowd round him, per-
formed amazing antics. Suddeniy
there was a shout that emptled the
marquee. .

‘‘ The prince is going to ‘ fiy.’ ”’

There was an immediate rush to
the far end of the lake. Bandsmen
and waiters alike joined in the rush.

Gan-Waga circled round - several
timcs, and then made for ghe
marquee. Aeroplanes  were no

novelty to him, and he thought a
pound of butter on the wing of a
turkey would do him good. He
waddled up the bank on his skates.

“I tink I haves some ’freshments
while dey loock at de silly nairy-
planes,” he gurgled. ‘“ Ohmi! Where
alls de butterfuls butter, hunk? Ah,
dis all niceful and quietness. What I
eats first, hunk ?”’

It was rather a problem to decide,
as there were so many things. Thel
Eskimo had curious tastes.
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“Ho, ho, hdo! I make myselfs'

some butterfuls soups,” he grinned,
and proceeded to make it.

He put some butter into a_quart
jug, and added 'a thick slice of
Christmas-pudding. Then he half
filled the jug with coffee from the
steaming urn. Then he added a
mince-pie and some jelly and a small
jar of cream. Beating up this odd
mixture with a fork, he smelt it, and
smiled, ;

“It would be betterer wid some
pickle cabbages,”” he murmured, “ but
1t smell nicefuls. How it taste?”’

Gan took a sip, smacked his lips,
and rolled his eyes. It was so nice
that he thought he would have a little
music with it. He took another sip,
seized a cornet, and, sitting down on
the ground with the jug beside him,

' got ready to play something sweet

and soothing.

“Brrrr!” shriecked the cornet.
“Ur-rrr! Skrrrr!” AR

The shrill, jarring, ear-splitting
sounds were enough to crack the ice,
but Gan thought them lovely.

Three distorted faces rose above
the counter, and six eyes glared at
him. Gan was looking the other
way. IHe drank some more of the
mixture, patted himself, and puffed
out his cheeks. :

¢ Br-r-r-r-r-oosh shrieked the
cornet. “Brrrr! Arrrr! Urrrr!
Br-r-r-r-oosh ! :

Although the faces behind were dis-
guised by paint, wigs, false eyebrows,
and false whiskers, they writhed in
agony. The fairy queen clutched her
locks, and Cold-Sago-Pudden, the
noble redskin, thrust his fingers into
his ears. Then they ducked down and
wanished.

“ Butterfuls, lovelifuls!” chuckled
Gan-Waga, raising the jug to his
smiling lips. ‘““Ho, ho, hoo! I take
dis homes wid me and play in beds.
Ohmi! Now for de great fat top
notes. I take ones big longs breff,
and blow de roofs off de tent. Ho,
ho, hoo! I pinch dis musicful tings
and play in bed.”

Ignorant of the danger that
menaced him, Gan got ready for his
top note. On tiptoe Sir John Fal-
staff, Cold-Sago-Pudden, and the
ravishing fairy queen stole towards
him. Between them, Sir John and
the redskin held a large sack. Down
it came over the musician’s head, nip-
ping that top note in the bud. Thé
fairy queen® flung her sinewy arms
round the Eskimo’s legs, and kelped
to shoot him into the sack, and Sir
John Falstalf promptly sat on him.

The roar of the engine and cheer-
ing voices told that the aeroplane had
risen.

“Arrrr! Get dot rope, und gif
it me!” cried Schwartz. ““So you
vill squeal und you vill kick, is ud?
Rasgal of ein Esgimo, ve haf yon,
yes! Har, har! Der vill for you be
no sossidches for preakfast.”

% ! hiniy! Bad ‘nuff,
awfuls! Help, Chingy! Dey gotted
me, Chingy! Help?’ wailed Gan-
Waga.

“And we have and all, by honey,”
laughed the voice of Prout. * Yank
him aleng, boys.”

They lifted the sack, carried it out,
and dumped it down on the ice. The
sack sat up, rolled over, and jerked
about in a lively way, and a voice
from within threatened them with
horrible punishments.

‘““ Whisht, whisht, darlint,”” said
Cold-Sago-Pudden, in a rich Irish
brogue. “ Sure, ye must be nice and
cosy in there, and aren’t we savin’ ye
the throuble of walkin’? We'll give
ye a lovely roide, Gan avie.”

Then, grasping the rope tied to the
sack, they skated away, towing their
captive behind them. The aeroplane
was soaring u{y in the breezeless air,
and Gan’s wails were unheeded. Bill
Sikes, otherwise Mr. Ben Maddock,
was waiting with a hurdle. They re-
moved their skates, tied Gan to the
hurdle, and bore him away. They
did not pause until they had de-
posited him on the carpeted floor of
bed-room No. 7.

“Souse me!” chuckled Bill Sikes.
“ That’s the best bit o’ burglin’ I’ve
done for a long time. I notice the
kettle’s still singin’. We'll have the
grog the thief robbed us of to start

"

“T kills yo’ alls! T knock yo’ faces
offs!” moaned Gan-Waga. *Ohmi,
ohmi! Lemme out! Oh, awfuls!”

Sir John removed his wig and
beard, and cut up a lemon. They
clinked their glasses together.

‘“Bedad, here’s luck to the
Eskimo’s  funeral!” said Barry
O’Rooney. “TUt’s not noice to be
buried on Christmas-Eve,’ for ut
manes losin’ a Christmas dinner; but
he’s brought ut on himself. We've
sworn to do ut, boys, and we’ll show
no . marcy. Schwartz, you’re the
grave-digger.”

““Ach, dot

1

vill be ein bleasant

task,” said the cook. o
vill mit choy dig der vicked rasgal’s
grave. Ve vill bury him darkly at
Ndead of night ven der Gristmas pells
ring ting-tong, ting-tong.”’
The sack rolled over, a
son inside it began to h
floor with his heels. g
“Sit on  him,

the per-
mer the

by honey!” said
Prout. “T’ll%be back in a minute or
two. He dies at exactly one second
afore midnight. That’ll give him
time to hear the cdrol singers. Come
on, Cooksie !I”?

“Ow! Helps!  Where ares yo,
Chingy? Yo' bad ’nuff villains! I
kill yo’ alls I’ cried the Eskimo.

““ Soilence, insect, soilence!” thun-
dered Barry O’Rooney. ‘“We're
doin’ the buryin’, not you, so phwat
are you worryin’ about? Kape quoiet.
Sure, we’re not goin’ to kill ye, only
to bury ye alive, darlint.”

““ And I reckon, bein’ a poet, you’ll
compose somethin’ pretty for his
tombstane, souse me,”’ said the bo’sun.

“Sure O1 will, Ben. Oi’ll wroite
- the swatest poem ye iver read, some-
thin’ afther this style: ‘ Here loies an
Eskimo, who didn’t want to go. He
wriggled about, but we put his loight
out, and here he is below.” Of course,
Oi can make it better wid a bit o’
thinkin. Here’s another:‘He was a
blubberbiter, this oily HEskimo; he
blubbed afore we killed him, but still
he had to go. He lived on oil and
candles, and thought he was a fighter,
but we have snuffed his candle out,
so farewell, blubberbiter.” ”’ -

“ Very touchin’, souse me,” said the
bo'sun, lighting a eigar. “ He ought
to be obliged to you.”

¢ Ohmi, ohmi !’ sighed the prisoner

wearily. “I choking, Chingy!
stranglefying ! Helps, Chingy,
helps 1”?

Meanwhile, Prout and Herr
Schwartz had descended to the

kitchen, Schwartz was well known to

Ching-Lung’s cook, a little barrel of a
man, who nearly laughed himself into
a fit. While the fairy queen, like some-
flaxen-haired witch, was mixing some-
thing in"a huge iron pot, Prout and
the cook departed with a erowbar,
pickaxe, spade, and lantern on their
gruesome errand.

“You'll shove the stuff in about a
quarter to twelve,” grinned Prout.
“It’ll be cool then, by honey.”

. “TI see to it; sir,”’ answered the

olly little man. “The waits will be

ere then, sit)’ ;

Herr Schwiitz gazed into the pot,
and ' gave i¥-a final stir. Then he
rubbed his hands. 3 S

“ Dot was der grandest soup I efer
make,” he chuckled. “ Ar-rr! Ve
laugh mif der loud, pig laugh. Ach,
dot vas glorious, dot vas choyful.
Ach, blubberbiter, T haf gook all dot
for you. Ve laugh. Har, har!”’

Prout glanced at the clock. It was
growing late. They ran up to the
bed-room. Maddock had cut a slit in
the sack. Gan-Waga sat on one of the
hard chairs, looking very dismal, but
resigned.

“Just to make suré we ain’t dis-
turbed afore the execution takes
place, we’ll stick that dressin’-table in
front o’ the door, souse me,”” caid the
bo’sun. ‘ Give Prout a ’and, Barry.
Now we're safe. We're all agreed
that this insect ain’t fit to live. He
cats candles, and drinks oil, which
ain’t patural. His face is a night-
‘mare, and his voice is wilful murder.
In course, we ought to torture him,
but bein’ Christmas, and near supper-
time, we’ll lot him off this. Prisoner,
’ave you got anything to say ?”’

Gan-Waga’s eyes rolled, and he
strained his ears. He fancied he
heard a footfall outside.

““ Chingy !” he shouted. * Helps,
Chingy {”

“Stow it, prisoner!”’ said Prout.
“You’re too near dead to make that
row. What’s your dyin’ wish 7"’

“Don’t t-talk about did-did-dia-

dyin’, Tom,” said Barry, breaking
down. “I—I know ut must be
d-done, but ut mzkes me wape.

Think how young he is, and how %at.
Think »0’ the tons o’ candles and
butther he’s eaten, and the gallons of
oil he’s dhrunk. Oh, Gan, me
bouncin’ bhoy, whoy are ye so
wicked? Lave me wan lock o’ your
golden hair, and any property ye
own. '+ Oh, take his loife, but lave his
smoile, comrades, lave his boyish
smgilo, and OP'll make a penwiper of

“Hush! The hour grows near,”
said Prout. “Dry your eyes, Barry.
For that fat fiend, by honey, you
plead in vain. Nothing can save him
from his doom.s Prisoner, speak!
One minute only remains !’

“T like to knock yo’ into the week
of next middles, yo’ ugliful old fos-
sils!”’ said the doomed one.

Gan probably meant the middle of
next week. arry started vp and
raised his hand.

‘“Hark, hark!” he cried.

“I hear

4 Rl T4

the bells, the merry Christmas bells.
Whisht! The bells, the bells!” g
_ “Then, by honey, it’s time !’ said

Prout. *“Victim, we’ll eat your share
of the pudding. Seize him !’

“ Helps, - Chingy—helps!” yelled
Gan-Waga.  “Ow! Yol bad ’nuff
cowardly custards! - Help Chingy!
Ow !

“ One, two, three—go!”’ thundered
Prout. .

They swung the sack three times,
and then Gan went flying info the
easy-chair. His howl was lost.

For an instant as they stood listen-
ing they heard the faint music of he
chimes. Then, overcome  with
laughter, they held their sides, and
tears of mirth poured down their
cheeks. :

Gan-Waga was laughing assheartily,

| if not as loudly, as anyone as he wen

gliding down the shoot. X

That wily blubberbiter had not ex-
pected to get off so lightly. This was
nothing a$ all.

He rolled out of the chute, chuck-
ling, and reached up with his hands
to try to widen the openming. Then
he rolled into something with a gentle
splash, something thick, luke-warm,
sticky, horrible. ~As he got his head
above the awful clinging stuff, he
realised that his arms were free. His
hends did not seem his own. They
folt like leaden weights. Groamz}g’
drearily, he freed himself of the sack,
and crawled through the warm, cling-
ing, glutinous slime.

*Ohmi, ohmi, ohmi!” he groaned.

“QOh, bad ’nuff awfulness! Ob,
Chingy, they’ve deaded me. Oh,
norrible !

He had not got rid of his skates.
He saw nothing, heard nothing. All
he longed for was water to dive into,
acres of it, oceans of it. The carol
singers were at the front of the house..

“When good King Wencelas
looked out——" they began.

They got no further just then. A
wild anf terrifying figure, a figure
that shrieked and yelled and tossed its
uncanny arms, rushed out of the
darkness into the warm light that
streamed from the open door. They
made way for the grisly spectre. It
paused in the centre of the hall, a
weird and terrifying apparition, and
an anguished howl broke from it.

“Chingy, _Chingy!” it wailed.
“They've deaded me, Chingy.
They've deaded ‘your butterfuls
Gan.” .

The jolly. tars had almost been as
good a5 their word. They had not
tarred-and-feathered Gan-Wag;a., .but
they hadrglu&and-feat.hered him, for
it was 2 mixture of warm water, glue,
and feathers that Herr Schwartz had
so gleefully cooked in _the kitchen,
while Prout had been digging a nice
hole to put it in at the bottom of the
chute.

THE 3rd CHAPTER.
The Christmas Thief, and What
; He Stole.

EN minutes under the shower-

I bath did Gan-Waga a great

deal of good. At first he
thought he would go to bed. His
spirits were like elastic, however, and
it was not in his nature to sulk fer
more than five minutes at a time.
Besides, he could hear music and
laughter, and the sound of merry
voices.

“1 tink dey get.de besters ob dat
jokes,”” he thought. ‘' Ohmi, I nevers
tink anyting could be so stickier. All
rights, Mr. Sprouts and Mr. Mad-
docks, and Mr. Barry Lunatics. I
laughs de next times. Oh, dears! Oh,
dears! Tt awfuls stickifuls, and it
tastes norfuls. I must have a tallow
cangles to get de tastes out.”

Gan reappeared attired in a suit of
pyjamas and a tall-hat.

Y honey, here’s the canary
bird !’ cried Prout. ‘‘Ain’t he
moulted quick? Merry Christmas,
birdie I”?

“Come and whistle to us a bit,”
said Maddock, ‘“if you ain’t off song.
’Ow do you feel now, Cock Robin?’

¢ Und tell me, tell me how you like
dot lofely soup, Gan,” said the cook
eagerly. ‘‘I make dot soup for you
and for nopody else. You taste him,
yes? He tickle der palate, yes? Dot
vas game soup, but I haf no bird to
make him of, so I put in all der
veathers. Ar-rr! It vas goot, yes?
Har, har, har !’

Just then Prout happened to glance
across the room. Ching-Lung was
standing under an arch -decorated
with holly. He made a sign. Prout
nudged Maddock, and lpicking their
way through the revellers in their
masks and gay paper hats, the two
seamen joined the prince. Ching-
Lung was standing on the lawn. The
moon had waned, and the night was
stil! and dark.

Why is a waiter like a racehorse?—Because he often runs for steaks (stakes),

. “That fellow T told you of is lurk-
ing about,” said Ching-Lung. “He
has been haunting the place for a
week or more. I know what ho ia
after, but I want to kmew who is
behind him.” .

“Let me get hold: of him, by
honey, and TIl soon squeeze the
secret out of him,” said Prout grimly.
“It’s a plan of your aeroplane engine
the thief is after, I reckon, sir?”’
_“That a_sample of my new
liquid fuel,” said Ching-Lung. ‘“ He
cannot get into the hangar without
warning us. learned about ten
minutes ago by telephone that a man
had been seen on the road. He was
cycling this way. Wait here, Mad-
dock. There is an electric lamp in
the tres close to your head. It will
light if anyone who does mot know
the secret goes near the hangar.”

“I can feel it, sir, if I ean’t sce,
souse me!” grunted the bo’s’un.

. *“And a switch below. If the lamp
lights, turn on the switch, and that
will warn Prout.” .

Maddock saluted. Telling Prout,
who was still attired as Falstaff, to
make no noise, Ching-Lung walked
on. He paused in the shadow of
another tree.

“Youll see Maddock’s signal,
Prout. Just in front of you there’s a
patch of white. That’s a little mortar
which throws a fire-ball. Should you
hear a bell, pull the lanyard of the
gun, and we shall be ablo to see whom
we are chasing. Of course, it may be
a false alarm, but the hound is sure
to know of our little merrymaking,
and such fellows will commit a erime
on Christmas morning just as readily
as at any other time. I sha'n’t leave
vou long enough to freeze, so keep
wide-awake.”

Ching-Lung glided away into the
darkness. Except for the faint sound
of music and laughter, the night was
silent and bitingly cold, so cold that
Prout was glad of his pudding. He
began to think that nothing would
come of it except chillblaing, and
then suddenly the lamp shone out.

“Tr-ring, tr-ring!” ¥

¥ was the bell. Prout seized the
lanyard of the little mortar and pulled
it. - A guick report answered, and tho
noxt moment all around showed clear
and cold in the dazzling white glare
of a fire-ball.  Clearer than -all to
Prout was the running figure of a
man.  Prout uttered a roar, and
dashed in pursuit. Seeing  the
strangely-dressed pursuer cutting off
his retreat, the runnecr fled towards
the house, and Ching-Tang camo
racing down a side-path. '

““ We've got him ! cried the Prince.
“There’s a twelve-foot wall there
with spikes on top. He’s done !’ 5

A shriek rang out, followed by
grunts, gurgling eries, and a sound of
splashing. :

“By honey,” shouted Prout, I
shall {ust, I shall die! He’s in the
booby-trap—he’s in the glue and
feathers! By honey, sir, he’s in Gan-
Waga’s soup!”

A lantern was brought, but before
they could see the unwieldy mass of

lue and feathers, the gght was
<nocked out of Maddock’s hand, and
the man was running.

“Ha, ha, ha, ha! Let him go, let
him go!” ecried Ching-Lung. * He’ll
never come here again to steal plans
or liquid fuel, I’ll wager. Oh, what
a Christmas-box! Ha, ha, ha! He
can’t run far like that, and I could
easily have him stopped. No, it’s
Christmas morning. Cover up that
hole, boys, and then we’ll go i and
wish joy to everyone, not forgetting
our friend . with ' the glue-and-
feathers.” 2

And so they went in, their faces
beaming with goodwill and jollity, to
sing the old-fashioned carols and join
in the old-time dances of Merry
Christmastide.

THE END.
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WHAT are we looking at, guv’nor ?
Well, you see that carriage and pair:
It’s a weddmv——that‘s what it is, sir ;
And aren’t they a beautiful pair ? ¢

They don’t want no marrow-bone musie,
There’s the fireman’s band come to play |

It’s a fireman that’s going to get married,
And you don’t see such sighis every day !

They're in the church now, and we're waiting
To give them a cheer as they come ;

And the grumbler that wouldn’t join in it
Deserves all his life to go dumb.

They won't be out for a minute,
So if you've got time and will siay,
1 will teil you right from the beginning
About thig ’ere wedding to-day.

One night 1 was fast getting drowsy,
And thinking of goinz to bed,
When 1 heard such a clattering and shoutiny—
¢ That sounds like an engins !’ I said.

So 1 jumped up and opened the window—
‘1t’s a fire, sure enough, wife !’ says I;

For the people were ruaning and shouting,
And the red glare quite lit up the sky.

I kicked off my old carpet slippers,
And was on with my boots in a jiff ;

I hung up my pipe in the coraer
Without waiting to have the last whifl,

The wife, she just grumbled a good ’un,
But I didn’t take notice of that,

For I oa with my coat in a minate,
And sprang down the stairs like a cat,

1 follow: ukthe crowd, and it brought me
In fromt of the house in a blaze ;
At first I could see nothing clearly.

For the smoke made it all of a haze.

The firemen were shoutinz their loudest,
And unwmdmg great lengths of hose ;

The © peelers ’ were pushing the people,
And treading on everyone’s tces.

I got pushed with some more in a corner,
Where I couldn’t move, try as I might ;
But little I cared for the squeezing
So long as I got augaocd sizhi.

¢ Oh, look !

¢ Ah, sir, it was grand, but ’twas awiul [
The flames leaped up higher and higher
The wind seemed to get underaeath them.
Till they roared like a great blacksmith’s fire.

¢ 1 was just looking round at the people,
With their faces lit up by the glare,
When I heard someone cry hoarse with terror,
There’s a woman up there !’

¢ 1 shall never forget the excitement,
My heart beat as loud as a elock,
I looked at the ctovvd«-they were standing
As if turned to sione by the shock.

i ¢ And there was the face at the window,
With its blank look of haggard despair—

Her hands were clasped tight on her bosom,
And her white lips were moving in pragyer.

¢ The staircase was burat to a cinder,
There wasn’t a fire-escape near ;
But a ladder was brought from the buiidor's
And the crowd gave a half-frighteasd cheer.

¢ The ladder was put to the window,
e the flames were still raging below.
i looked with my heart in my mouth, then,
To see who would cffer to go.

¢ When up sprang a sturdy young firemaan,
As a sailor would climb up a masi;
We saw him go in at the window.
¢ And we cheered as though danger were past,

¢ We saw nothing more for a moment
But the sparks flying round us like rain;

And then as we breathlessly waited,
He came to the window again, }

¢ And on his broad shoulder was Iying H

The face of that poor fainting thinz. |

Ani we gave him a cheer as we neve
Yet gave to a prince or a king.

¢ He got on the top of the ladder—
1 can see him there now, nobie lad !
And the flames underneath seemed to know it,
For they leaped at that ladder like mad,

¢ But just as he got to the middle
I could see it begin to give way,
For the flames had got hold of it now, sir,
1 could see the thing tremble and sway.

¢ A beauty !

¢ He came but a step or two lower,
Then sprang with a ery to the ground ;

And there, you would hardly believe it,
He stood with the gir] safe and sound.

¢ 1 took off my old hat and waved it;
I couldn’t join in with the cheer,
For the smok¢ had got into my eyes, sir,
And I felt such a choking just here.

¢ And now, sir, they’re going to get married—
1 bet you she’ll make a good wife ; 5
Aund who has the mosi right to have her?
Why, the fellow that saved her young life !

Ah, sir, I believe you !
Stand back, lads—stand back !

We'll give them the cheer thaf we promised,
Now, lads, with a hip, hip, hurrah !’

Here they are !

HE Christmas card, ,instead

I of being on the wane, is

becoming increasingly popu-
lar as the years roll on, and nowadays
most people have their own cards
with their name and address neatly
printed in fancy letiering.

Now, as all boys know, printing is
a very expensive art, and private
greeting-cards are not pulchaved for
nothing, so that there are naturally
few lads who can afford to send-cards
other than those selected from the
penny or fwopenny basket at the local
stationery depot.
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Fig. 5. Showmg the é)arts to fill
in with

In this article, however, I am going
to tell you how to make Christmas
cards of your own, really novel ones,

that I am sure w ill give the recipients |

far more pleasure and excite greater
interest than many really expensive
productions.

If you will turn to Tig. 1 you will
find illustrated

a very effective card,

containing a portraxt it is very
difficult to do ]u stice to this card in
a sketch, and I can assure you it is
really dehghtf ul.

To make this card, first take a

iece of rough brown paper such as
15 used in wrapping up parcels. Cut
out a piece the size of an ordinary
court shaped envelope. Do not male
the edges tco smooth—if they are a

" Novel Christmas Cards.

- How to Make Your Own Supply, and Some for Your Friends as Well. |

of the brush so that it is - g\labhed or_
spattered over the face ¢iithe eard
like snowflakes. The resultwiil be a
novel and most artibtiec Christmas
card, and as it will be the work of
your own hand, your friend is cer-

little rough
they will be
more pleasing.
Now, on-the
right-hand
side paste a
portrait— any
portrait  will
do; and if you
have a few
small photo-
graphs of yours
self they may
well he used.
You will
next need =&
! small bettle of
! Chinese white
paint, which
may be ob-
tamed for a
few pence from
[ any  artists’
sundriesman.
Mix a little
of this paint
rather thinly
with water
in.a saucer, and then with a broad-
pointed nib put in artistically any
lettering you may wish, afterwards
framing up the portralt in a suitable
style with a broad line.
The next step is to daintily
spatter the card.
Get an old tooth-brush, and, dipping
it into the Chinese white, draw the
blade of a penknife across the bristles

Fig.3.

2.—A pretty, simply-made card.

Fig.
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3.—The Xmas card held to the light to obtain its full effect-
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tain to appreciate it far more than
an expensive card from the shops.

Fig. 2 shows quite another kind of
Christmas card.

Having cut a pi -u of brown paper
to a suitable size, take a sheet of white
paper—though black is equally
effective—and from it cut a narrow
edging as ho\\n in the illustration;
and also .a panel. Paste this neatly
in position. Now with a pencil faintly
outline letters on white or black
paper, and then with a pair of sharp
seissors cut them ocut, and - pfmte
them in position, putrmv a cap of
Chincse white to each to give a snowy
appearance.

All that now remains is to cut out
the holly leaves and berries, and to
serve them in the same way, though
a spot of red on the berries will
heighten the effect.

Figs. 3, 4, and 5 concern another
form of card you should not miss. It
is one of those cards that you hold to

the light to obtain the full effect, an

effect That is really charming, breath-

ing of merry Christmas as it does.
To make this card, yon must first

“of all obtain a small photo of a

pretty country house.
one in almost any
illustrated paper.

Take a piece of brown paper and
trace on it in black or white a frame,
and some form of greeting. What
you have next to do is to get a snow
effect, and this is the only tricky part
in the making of the card.

Briefly, you have to cut out of the
brown sheet (Sce Fig. 3) the parts of
the piciure upon which snow would
lie. For instance, there is the
ground, of course; then come %he
roof, pm(h \.mdo“~ tree branches,
and so on. Above the house you
must cut small holes to imitate

falling snowflakes.

Each little piece must be truly and
neatly cut out, and the best way to
do thh work is by first taking a
tracing of the picture, and after-
wards hcrluh transferring it to the
brown paper_before cuttmg

Having got so far, and seen that
the picture fits ev culs on the brown
mount so that when held to the light
a sunny effect is given, you want to

You will find
magazine or
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_Fig. 4.—The style of picture to select.

suggest warmth and firelight in the
house itself.

To do this, hold the picture firmly
against a window-pane, and with red
ink lightly fill in the doorway and
windows in colour on the reverse
side. Fig. 5 shows how this is done.
Paste your picture by the edges to the
brown mount, and finish off neatly.
Naturally, you will need {o practise
before you can become perfect. You
will quickly get over the early diffi-
culties, however, and not only will
you be able to make you own Christ-
mas cards, but, also, if you have the

" time, a supply for your friends.

THE END.
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Fig. 1.—A very effective portra.lt Chnstmas rard.

What four letters spell the courtesy title of an ambassador ?—X L N C (excellency).
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Upening Chapters of a Superb New School Seriai.

“Being the Farther Adventurzs of The Biot
College- By Alazwell Scotd:

of Rayten

THE ist. CHAPTER.
The Arrival of Cyrus A. Sharpe.

T was the empty skin of an over-
l ripe banana which caused all
the trouble., It was lying on the
edge of the pavement outside the
North-Western station at Liverpool;
and, as ill-luck would have it, the cab
pulled up exactly opposite the spot
where it was lying. - ;

The cab came from the direction
of the docks, and contained two pas-
sengers. One of these was a portly
middle-aged Liverpool stockbroker
named Wilson. The other was a
slim, pale-faced, rather over-dressed
American boy, named Cyrus A.
Sharpe.

“Where for, sir?”’ asked the
porter who opened the cab door.

“ Highfield,” said  Mr. Wilson.
“We have plenty of time?”

“Ten minutes, sir,” replied the
porter.

Mr. Wilson glanced at Cyrus, and
signed to him to get out. Cyrus,
who had a great idea of his own
‘importance, and was much inclined
to put on side, alighted in a digni-
fied and leisurely manner. As he
stepped out of the cab, however, he
stepped on to the banana skin, and
in the twinkling of an eye both his
dignity and his leisure disappeared !

With the swiftness of a lightning
flash his right foot started off on a
skating tour across the pavement, his

Jeft foot made a desperate effort to
catch it up, but miserably {failed.
His arms flew up and his-hat flew
off, and after executing a weird and
fantastic war-dance, he finally sat
. down on his hat—a brand new

topper—and squashed it into the
- semblanece of a battered concertina.

Mr. Wilson sprang out of the cab
with a ery of consternation, and
alighted on the self-same malevolent
strip of banana peel which had
already caused the downfall of
Cyrus A. Sharpe.

“Take care, sir
porter. :

But the warning came too late. If
Mr. Wilson’s feet-had been shod with
roller-skates they could not have shot
from wunder him more swiftly or
more suddenly. In a vain attempt
to save himself, he made a wild grab
ab the porter and flung his arms
around - the man’s neck. Unpre-
pared for this, the porter lost his
balance, and the next instant he and
Mr. Wilson were rolling in the
gutter, locked in each other’s arms.

“1 shall write to my poppa
about this !’ wailed Cyrus, still sit-
ting on his battcred hat and wagging
a reproachful finger at Mr. Wilson.
“I guess he’ll make somebody sit
np i -

Mr. Wilson scrambled to his feet,
picked up his hat and glared at
Cyrus.

“Get up !” he said savagely.

He jerked the boy to his fect, and
thumped his hat into shape. Then,
after giving the porter instructions
with regard to the Iluggage, he

x

L8]

exclaimed the

ordered Cyrus to follow him, and
stalked off to the booking-office.

“This- is where you get your
ticket,”. he said. “You're ' over
twelve, I suppose?”’

“Yep!” said Cyrus.

““Then you’ll have to pay full fare.
Ask the clerk to give you a third-
class single for Highfield.”

A look of lordly scorn came into
Cyrus’s face.

“ Third-class ?”’ he drawled. I
guess not! I reckon Cyrus A.
Sharpe goes first-class every time !”

He hooked his ticket, and paid for
it from a well-filled purse.

“Now follow me,”’ said Mr.
Wilson. “The train 1is in the
station, and is due to leave in five
minutes.”’ :

While they are on their way to
the train, it may be as well to ex-
plain that Cyrus A, Sharpe was the
only son of a well-known American
railway magnate and multi-mil-
lionaire.  His mother, who was of
English - birth, had persuaded his
father to send him to England to be
educated ; and his father, after dis-
cussing the matter with one of his
English friends—Sir David Rendle,
of Highfield—had decided to send
Cyrus to Rayton College.

Being too busy to bring the boy to
England himself, Mr. Sharpe had
sent him over in charge of the cap-
tain of the Mauretania. The liner
had arrived at Liverpool on the day
our story opens, and Mr. Wilson,
who was another of Mr. Sharpe’s
Fnglish friends, had met Cyrus on
the landing-stage. He had piloted
the boy through the Customs, and
had then, as we have seen, conducted
him and his luggage to the North-
Western station.

But if Cyrus was going to Rayton,
the reader may ask why did Mr.
Wilson instruct him to book to High-
field? This calls for a - brief ex-
planation.

At the time when Cyrus landed in
England, the summer holidays were
noit yet over, though they
rapidly drawing to a close. Such
being the case, Cyrus could not go
straight to the school, and it had
been arranged that he should go
from Liverpool to Highfield, in the
first instance, and spend the last few
days of the holidays at Sir David
Rendle’s house. Mr. Wilson was not
going with him to Highfield. When
Mr. Wilson had met him at the land-
ing-stage, and had escorted him to
the station, and had put him in the
Highfield train, his duties were
ended.

As already stated, the Highfield

train- was standing in the station-

when Cyrus and Mr. Wilson arrived.
Most of the passengers had already
taken their seats, among them being
a white-haired and benevolent-look-
ing old gentleman who was a friend
of Mr. Wilson’s, and who was known
as Professor. Boyd.

The professor was seated, alone, in
a first-class compariment, and had
just adjusted his spectacles, previous

were

to opening his newspaper, when he
saw Mr. Wilson coming down the
-platform, accompanied by Cyrus, and
followed by a porter carrying a rug,
a handbag, and a bandbox. ¢

“ Ah! Good-afternoon, professor !
said Mr. . Wilson, coming to_the
carriage door. “You are travelling
by this train?”

“Naturally,” said the professor,
with a smile. *Otherwise I shouldn’s
be here!” 3

“ Are you going - as far as High-
field 27

“Yes, and farther.”

“Then may I beg a favour of
jou?”’

“(lertainly. What can I do for
you 7’

Mr. Wilson introduced Cyrus to
the professor, and explained who he
was and where he was going.

“ This is his first visit to England,”
he said, *“and he is rather bewildered
by his strange surroundings. Will
you allow him to travel with you,
and will you see that he gets out at
Highfield, where Sir David will meet
him 77

Little dreaming what he was let-
ting himself in for, the professor
cheerfully agreed to this.  Cyrus,
accordingly, took his seat in the
compartment, and a few minutes
later the train departed. 2

It was hardly clear of the station
before the trouble began. Cyrus
wanted something out of his hand-
bag, which the porter had placed on
the rack. In reaching for the bag,
Cyrus trod on the professor’s gouty
toe. The professor let out an an-
guished howl of pain, and pushed
Lim away. Unluckily, at that
moment Cyrus had just got hold of
the bag. When the professor pushed
him away, he dropped the bag, which
fell on the professor’s head, knock-
ing his hat over his eyes and re-
bounding from there on to his knees.

“Say, you needn’t make all that
row about a little accident!” said
Cyrus, in an aggrieved voice. “ Be-

sides, it was your own fault. You
shouldn’t have pushed me!”

“#Sit down in that corner, and
don’t dare to move till we reach
Highfield !” commanded the pro-

fessor, rubbing his injured toe with
one hand and his aching head with
the other. .

Cyrus sat down, and began to
whistle.

“Don’t whistle!” said the pro-
wfessor  irritablys 1o gets on my
nerves |’

Cyrus muttered something under
his breath, thrust his hand into his
pocket, and drew out an elaborate
cigarettefease.

“Boy ¥’ thundered the professor.
‘“ What—what are you going to
do?”

“T guess I'm pgoing te have a
quiet smoke,” said Cyrus coolly.
““ Any objection ?”

For a moment the professor glared
at him in speechless horror.

““The idea!” he gasped at last
“The very idea! A boy like you!
Put that thing away at once. At
once, do you hear?”

“ Shucks !” said Cyrus. *“I’'m not
to move, and I'm not to ‘whistle, and
I’'m not to smoke! What in the name
of goodness am I to do, then?”

“You're to sit still and keep
quiet—that’s what you’re to do,” said
the professor.

“T’ll write to my poppa about
this,” said Cyrus. “1I guess—"

“PDon’t talli!” said the professor
sharply. “I want to read!”

For several minutes Cyrus stared
out of the window in disconsclate
silence.

¢ Say ?”’ he said at last.

The professor looked up from his
paper with a frown of annoyance.

“Well, what is it now ?”’ he asked.

“I’ve got a book in that bag,”
said Cyrus. ““May I get it out and
read 167"’ ;

““ Yes,” said the professor shortly.

Cyrus fumbled in the bag, but the
book was not there.

“It must be in that other bag,”
he said, “ which Mr. Wilson told the
perter to put in the baggage-car.”

“The guard’s van, you mean”
said the professor.
‘“Same thing,” said Cyrus. _“T’ll

have to stop the train and ask the
guard to bring me the bag.”

“You—you’'ll what?”’ gasped the
stupefied professor.

“S8top the train!” repeated Cyrus
calmly. “How do you do.it? = Oh,
T see!”

Above the window was a chain, be-
neath which was the inscription:
“To stop the train, pull this chain
downwards. Penalty for improper
use, £5.”

‘““Don’t you dare
professar.

But it was too late. Cyrus had
already grasped the chain and had
given it a vigorous tug.

“You—you outrageous young
ruffian !’ gurgled the professor, as a
sudden jarring of the train pro-
claimed the fact that the brakes had
been applied. “ You—you monster
of depravity! You—you—"

Words failed him.
fist at Cyrus, and opened and shut
Lis mouth like a stranded codfish.

“What have I done wrong?”
asked Cyrus innocently. ‘ That’s
the way to stop the train, isn’t it?
It says so up there.)” - .

“But that is only to be pged in
case of great emergency,” said the
professor. s

“Well, I want my bag,”” said
Cyrus. “I guess that’'s a great
enough emergency for me.”

The professor choked.

“You see what it says,” he said,
pointing to the notice. ‘¢ Penalty

” began the

want a thing~it isn’t five pounds will
stop me getting it. My poppa, I’d
have you know, is a millionaire, and
could buy up the whole of this one-
horse railread if he wanted.”

Meantime, the train was slowing
up, and a moment or two later it
came to a stop. Dozens of pas-
sengers thrust their heads out of the
carriage windows.

“ What’s wrong ?”’ they shouted, as
the guard climbed down from his

the train.

“ Somebody’s pulled
chain,” he answered.

There was a buzz of excited specu-
lation. Had somebody been suddenly
taken ill? Had one of the pas-
sengers violently attacked another?
What had happened ?

It was easy for the guard to
ascertain in which carriage the chain
had been pulled. He @limbed up on
to the footboard and opened the
door.

For a moment be thought he must
have made a mistake.. The only
persons in the compartment were a
white-haired old gentleman and an

the alarm

He shook his !

van and hurried along the outside of f

for improper use, £5.” Youll be |
fined five pounds.”’
“ Shucks!” said @yrus. ~When 1

Nobody was
he

calmly.
in the

innocent-looking boy.
ill, nothing was wrong.
“Who pulled ‘that chain??
demanded:

“Y did,”” said Cyrus
“There’s a bag of mine

‘baggage-car—a cowhide bag, marked

‘C. A. 8 Will you please bring. it
to me?”

The guard nearly fell off the foot-
board in his rage and indignation.

“You—you mean to say you
stopped the train for that?”’

“Just that,” said Cyrus. *‘If
there’s anything to pay, my poppa
will pay. Theodore K. Sharpe, Fiith
Avenue, New York. Now, hurry up,
and bring me my bag !”’

The professor feared that the
guard was about to have a fit. He
hastened to pour oil on the troubled
waters.

“The boy is a stranger in Eng-
lend,” he said. * He doesn’t under-
stand our customs. He only arrived
from America this afternoon. He’s
going to Highfield, to stay with Sir
David Rendle.”

At the mention of Sir David’s
name the guard’s anger visibly
cooled, for Sir David was one of the
directors of the line and a personage
of influence. {f this boy was a friend
of Sir David’s—well, it might not be
advisable to make too great a fuss.

““ You knew he ought not to meddle
with the chain,”” he growled, glaring
at the professor,
stopped 'im.”

“1 hadn’t time,” protested the pro-
fessor. ““He had done it before I
realised what he was going to do.”

“He’s rendered ’isself li’ble to a
fine of five pounds,” said the guard.
“Is Sir David goin’ to meet ’im at
H‘l‘ghﬁelg Station 7"’ ;

“ You should ’ave

“Then Ill report the matter to -

’im when we get to Highfield,” said
the guard. “ Meanwhile, you'd
better keep a sharp eye on the lad,

and see as he doesn’t play any more

of these monkey tricks.”

The professor slipped haMf-a-crown

into the guard’s hand.

“Take him with you,” he whis-

pered, “and let him travel in the
van. He’s too big a handful for me.”

shook his head.

““Sorry, sir, but it’s against the
regulations,” he said.

Then he slammed the door to,
readjusted the alarm signal, returned
to his van, and waved his flag.

S

THE 2nd CHAPTER.

in the Guard’'s Van.

AY, isn’t he going to bring
me my bag?’ asked Cyrus,
as the train resumed ifa

journey.

“Of course he isn’t!” said Pro-
fessor Boyd. *‘And you may con-
sider yourself very lucky that he
didn’t hand you over to the police.”

““Gee-whizz !” said Cyrus, opening
his eyes. ‘“And do they carry a

policeman on every train in England -

to arrest anybedy who does wrong 77’

The professor coughed, and wisely
dropped the subject.

“ Now just sit still,” he said, “and
don’t let me have any more trouble
with you.”

To sit still was the one thing in the
world that Cyrns could never do.
He fidgeted in his seat, shuffled his
feet on the floor, drummed with his
fingers on the window-pane, and

{Continued on the next page.)

Snow and Frost Photographs.

HOW TO TAKE AND FAKE THEM.

ON'T put your camera away
because winter is here, as

some of the most charming
photographs can be taken between
December and March. Of course, it
is impossible to snapshot snow scenes
with a little camera, but you can
always give a time exposure.
" A convenient wall or railing, or
even a low branch of a tree, may be
found on which you hold the camera
firmly while you give a time expo-
sure. Even if your shutter will not
work at time, you can exposure ten
or a dozen times. However, no
moving object must be in the photo-
graph.

For winter photography, it is best
to use a rapid colour sensitive plate,
backed, especially if there is any mist
about.  Films are, of course, both
colour sensitive and backed, but be
sure you give a generous exposure,
ag films are slower than an extra
rdpid plate.

Exposure is a difficult question, as

What is that which is neither flesh nor bone.and yet ha

so much depends upon the light, the
speed of the plate, and the Iens.
Scenes with no great contrast and
no heavy foreground require less ex-
posure than ones with buildings or
trees close at hand.

On a bright sunny day, a photo-
graph of an open landscape may be
sufficiently exposed in 1-25th of a
second at F8, but if there are any
heavy shadows, or

the snow is much trampled

into deep holes, which show up almost
black 1n contrast with the white, five
or six times this exposure will be
necessary. £

Snow scenes always look brighter
than they really are, and when photo-
graphing snow-covered buildings or
tree-trunks, exposure must be
generous, or you will get hard, chalky
pictures, with no details in the
shadows.

A bare, white expanse of untrodden
snow always looks bad, If no
shadows fall across it, trample it

about a little in order to break it up.
But don’t walk sbout aimlessly
making a confused jumble of steps—
walk to a gate or house, and give
the track an object.

Trees covered with hoar-frost on a
sunny day will not require so much
exposure—1-25th of a second at F8
will probably be sufficient. Such
photographs can be developed with
your usual developer, but do not
carry development too far.

Snow scenes require very careful
development. Dilute your usual
developer two or three times, so that
development takes some time. You
can add three times the usual amount
of water to your ordinary metol-
hydrokinone developer, keeping the
plate “carefully covered, and rocking
all the time. The negative will be
thin, but will show plenty of detail,
and should yield a good- gaslight
print. If necessary, it can_be slightly
intensified.

Before starting operations; take the
temperature of your developer and
hypo. Put a thermometer for half
an hour or so in the room in which
they are kept, and if it registers
under 60 degrees, place the hottles of

piece over

the fire for a few
moments, ;

solution and hypo on the mantel-

Do not make it too hot, however;
about 65 degrees is best. If the tem-
peraiure is very low—in the fifties,
or, worse still, in the forties—the
developer will not work properly, and
a correctly exposet]l plate will seem to
be under-exposed. If you are any
length of time

in a cold dark-roomy

place some hot water in a big dish in
which the developing dish can be
placed.

Sometimes at Christmas-time you
may want a snow oy frost photograph
for a calendar or card, but do not
possess one. Barly in the previous
spring you may have taken a picture
of fresh foliage on a colour sensitive
plate, using a screen,.but the light
was weaker than you thought, so you
have under-exposed. You tried to
remedy this by prolonged develop-
ment, but w}lien you }clame to enaake a
print_your photograph appeared as if
1t_had been taken on a frosty day on
which the grass was lightly sprinkled
with snow.

An under-exposed photograph on a
colour sensitive plate, which has
been used with too deep a screen,
will nearly always give a frosty result,
and if you possess such a negative, a

little touching-up here and there with
the pencil to darken a tree-trunk, or
lighten a shadow, will give quite a
presentable winter scene.

If you have no such negative, and

there is no snow about, you can load

your camera with colour sensitive
plates, tako a deep sereen with you,
and choose a view that gives an ex-

panse of grass looking towards a bare
tree. Under-expose this slightly and

develop strongly, and you will get a
print with a dark tree-trunk,
grass apparently powdered with snow.

The guard pocketed the coin but

and

Charge a thin brush with opaque |

colour, and run it carefully along one
side of the tree, and you have an
effect of driven snow. ;

Then you can fake sham pictures
by your own fireside. If you have
any of those little metal animals ox
figures, you can place them on a
table, powder them with salt, and
take a winter scene without going
out of doors. - With a little ingenuity
in folding, you can make hills out of
paper, and trees out of twigs brought
m from the garden. These are stuck
in the snow, and then powdered with
salt. A generous exposure is neces-
sary, experience alone telling you
what is right.

THE END.

s four fingers and thumhb?—A glove.

L e AN

ity 8 é)”

A R



THE BOYS' FRIEND—1D. NEXT TUESDAY.

461

. finally, struck by a brilliant idea, he
thrust his hand into his hip-pocket
and drew out a small silver-plated

pistol.

The professor leaped to his feet
with a cry of alarm  The very sight
of firearms filled him with abject
terror. ;

“Good heavens! What have you
got there ?”” he cried, turning pale.

“My shooting-iron,” said Cyrus.
A regular peach, isn’t she? Like
to look at her?”

He held out the weapon for the
professor’s inspection. Trembling in
every limb, the professor backed to
the other end of the compartment.
I thought I’d while away the
time,” said Cyrus, ““by taking a few
pot-shots at the telegraph posts.”

_ “You don’t mean to say the thing
i3 loaded ?”’ gasped the professor.

“In every chamber,” said Cyrus
cheerfally.

The professor snatched up his bag
and held it in front of his face.

“Throw it away!” ‘he cried
hoarsely. “Out of the window
immediately !”

. “Throw it away !I"”” repeated Cyrus,
in genuine amazement. ‘A pistol
" that cost fifteen dollars!”
“Throw it out of the window!”

screamed the professor, growing
more and more agitated every
second. *‘ It—it might go off at any
moment.”

““Shucks I said Cyrus scornfully.
“T'm not a kid! T've been used to
handling a pistol ever since I could
toddle. Watch!”

He pointed the pisto! at the open
window behind the professor’s head.
At the top of the window there was
a short blind, from the lower edge of

* which dangled a tassel.

“Bet you a stick of chewing-gum
that I cut the cord of that tassel
with—"" he began.

But the professor waited to hear

no more.

“Help! Police!” he bellowed,
half demented with terror. “‘T’ll be
murdered by this young savage. I
refuse to travel with him any
longer! Xet me out! Take bim
away! Stop the train!”

Dropping his bag, he made a grab
at the chain of the alarm signal and
gave it a frantic pull. Then he flung
himself down on his hands and knees
and crawled under one of the seats.
© Again the brakes were applied.
‘Again the train pulled up. Again
the passengers thrust their heads out
of the carriage windows. Again the
gnard came running up the line,
storming and raving as he ran.

“Say! It isn’t me this time!”
said Cyrus, when the guard dragged

“Ie did

He pointed to the professor’s legs,
which were sticking out- from under
the seat, and were all that could be
seen of him.

“Here! (Come out of that!”
snapped the exasperated guard,
grabbing hold of the professor’s
ankles and trying to drag him from
under the seat. “Come out and
explain what’s "appened !”

“Let me go!” howled the pro-
fessor, kicking and struggling. $
refuse to come out until you have dis-
armed the miscreant !”

The guard spun round on his heel
and glared at Cyrus.

“ What ’ave you been doing to the
old gentleman?”’ he demanded.

T guess this must have frightened
him,’” said Cyrus, showing the guard
his toy pistol. ¢ I was going to shoot
that tassel off, when he pulled the
chain and crawled under the seat.
How was I to know he was such a
coward ?”’

“@Give that pistol tome!” said the
guard sternly. ¢ Now, sir, you can
come out; he’s quite safe now.”

The professor crawled from under
the seat. :

“Take him away !” he cried, point-
ing to Cyrus. “ My life isn’t safe
with such a savage. I absolutely
refuse to travel with him any longer.
Do what you like with him, but take
him away from here!”

Cyrus drew himself up with a
lordly air.

“If it comes to that,”” he said,
“T’'m as fed up with your company
as you seem to be with mine. My

oppa—-"

““Oh, blow your poppa!” said the
guard savagely.

“ My poppa,” said Cyrus, *‘is one
of the richest men in the States.
When we travel by rail we have our
pmv,a;te car. I’'m not accustomed

open the carriage door.
-} ”

“That’s enough!” interrupted the
guard. “I can’t stay ’cre all day
listenin’ to your jaw. You've already
delayed the train nearly a quarter of
an hour !

“If there’s anything to pay, my
poppa will pay,” said Cyrus. “In
the meantime, please find me another
carriage.”

“Oh, yes, T'll find you another
carriage,”’ said the guard—*one
where you’ll be kep’ out of mischief
for the rest of your journey. Pick
up your things. Now come along o’
me

He marched Cyras off to the'
guard’s van, which was crowded with
passengers’ luggage, and dumped
him down on one of the trunks. .

¢ Now, you just sit there till we get
to Highfield,” he said, shaking his
fist in Cyrus’s face, “ and if you dare
to wink an eyelid without my leave
L'l flay you alive—so there!” -

Then he waved his flag, and once
again the train resumed its journcy.

Near by the trunk on which Cyrus
sat was a large hamper, from the
interior of which came strange
muffled sounds.

‘‘ Say, guard,” said Cyrus presently,
“what’s in this hamper ?”

“ Never you mind,”” said the guard

shortly.
“But I'm curious,” persisted
Cyrus.
“Then stay curious,”’” said the
guard.

But it was nof in the naturve of
Cyrus to “stay curious,” and
presently, taking advantage of the
guard’s back being turned, he edged
a littie nearer to the hamper, the lid
of which was tied down with string.

“I’ve got to see what’s inside this
hamper if I die for it,”” he muttered.

Cautiously, with one eye on the
guard, he untied the string, and was
just about to raise the lid an inch or
two and peer inside, when the guard
turned round and saw him.

“Confound you! Leave that
hamper alone!” roared the guard,
striding angrily towards him. {

But Cyrus, having gone so far, was
not going to be baffled at the last
moment. With a swift and sudden
maovement he threw up the-lid of the
hamper. And then he knew what it
contained, for the momeént he threw

-the lid open a lusty young gamecock

flew out with a loud, triumphant
crow, to be followed quickly by
another, and three others!

Pandemonium is the only word to
describe the scene that ensued.

Overjoyed at their release, the six
gamecocks scampered about the van,
flapping their wings and crowing
lustily.

Cyrus, alarmed by what he had
done, tried to capture one of them,
and received a peck on the back of
the hand that made him dance and
howl with pain.

The guard, in attempting to catch
another, stumbled over a portman-
teau and fell up against a couple of
milk-pans, upsetting them, and
flooding the floor of the van with
mill.

Alarmed by the clatter of the fall-
ing cans, the gamecocks flew this
way and that in panic-stricken con-

fusion. One of them knocked the
| guard’s lamp off its shelf, and
smashed the glass fo splinters,

Another flew blindly inta his face
and clawed out a tuft of his whiskers.
A third alighted on the ledge where

he kept his waybills and other papers,
and sent them flying in all directions.

One of the windows of the van was
open, - and some of the papers,
whirled away by the draught, floated
through this window. This appeared
to give the frightened gamecocks an
idea, and before the dismayed and
bewildered guard could stop them
they flew through the window one by
one, and were quickly lost to sight.

“ Prize birds——evet?r one of ’em!”
groaned the guard. * And all gone!
Not a feather of ’em left!” He
glared at Cyrus and then at the
wreck around him. “8ix valuable
prize birds gone!” he said thickly.

“1f there’s anything to pay,” said
Clyrus, “my poppa will pay.”

¢ Forty gallons of new
destroyed !” moaned the guard.

“Tf there’s anything to pay—"’
said Cyrus.

“ My lamp smashed, and half my
waybills lost,”” the guard went on,
ignoring the interruption, ““and all
through you!”

“Im sorry,” said I
sha’n’t occur again.”

“No,” said the guard, ‘it sha’n’t
occur again; I'll see to that. I’ll
take jolly good care you don’t get
into any more mischief !”’

He stretched out his hand and
grasped Cyrus firmly by the coat-
collar. -

“\What—what are you going to
do?” faltered Cyrus.

“I’m going to put you where I can
find you when I want you,” said the
guard, dragging him towards the big
em{)ty hamper from which the game-
cocks had escaped.

“You're going to put me in the
hamper !”’ gasped Cyraus.

Then the lid closed down with a
bang, the guard put a couple of
heavy portmanteaus on the top of
it, and after that there was peace.

milk

Cyrus.

THE 3rd CHAPTER.
The End of the Holidays.
N the station at Highfield a man
l and a boy were strolling up and
down the platform awaiting the
arrival of the train from Liverpool.

The man, a typical example of an
honourable, upright British gentle-
man, was one of Highfield’s leading
merchant princes. His name was
Sir David Rendle, and he lived in
a handsome modern mansion known
as the Beeches. He was a widower,
and his only child was an eight-year-
old daughter named Elsie.

The boy was Philip Ashley. Many
of my readers have already made his
ac uaintance, but for the benefit of
those who have not, it may be briefly
explained that, six months before our
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present story opens, Philip, who was
the ton of a widow in humble circum-

-stances, had saved the life of Sir

David’s little daughter.

Out of gratitude for this Sir David
had taken Philip’s mother to live at
the Beeches, and had sent Philip to
Rayton College, a famous school in
the Norih of England. Many of the
boys at the school had resented the
presence among them of a char-
woman’s gon, and regarding him as a
blot on the reputation of the school;
they had christened him *The
Blot.”

Foremost among those who had
persecuted Philip at Rayton had
been Sir David’s nephew, Godfrey
Mortimer, whom Sir David had prac-
tically adopted as his son. In_gon-
junction with another boy named
Heath, Mortimer had concocted a
series of plots against Philip whereby
it had been made to appear that
Philip was a thief, a gambler, and
everything that was bad.

Eventually, however, with the help
of Dr. Paul, the head-master, Philip
had triumphed over his enemies,
their plots had recoiled on their own
heads, and Mortimer and Heath had
been expelled, while- Philip, from
being the most unpopular boy in the
school, had become the most popular.

Sir David, who was the soul of
honour himself, had been terribly
shocked by the revelation of his
nephew’s rascality. After Mortimer
had been expelled, Sir David had
disowned him and had packed him
off to Canada with a sufficient sum
of money to enable him to make a
fresh start in life. And he had then
announced- his intention of adopting
Philip in Mortimer’s place.

“When Godfrey had finished his
education - at- Rayton,” Sir David
had said to Philip, *“I had intended
to send him to Oxford and after-
wards to take him into partnership.
What I had intended to do for
Godfrey, I will do for you. Hence-
forth my house shall be your home,
and your education and your future
welfare shall be my care.”

This had happened at the end of
Philip’s first term—the summer term
—at Rayton College. Since then—
that is to say, during the holidays—-
Philip had lived at the Beeches; and
now, in a few days’ time, he was to
return to Rayton for his second term.

“The frain i$ Ilate,”” said Sir
David, glancing at his watch.
“ Nearly a quarter of an hour. I
hope—— Ah! Here it comes!”

The train clattered into the
station and pulled up alongside the
platform. As it glided past Sir

(Continued on the next page.)
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David and Philip they glanced into
cach compartment, but failed to see

any sign of the boy they had come !

to meet. As a matter of fact, the
the only person they saw whom Sir
David ~recognised was Professor
Boyd, who thrust his - head and
shoulders out of a first-class carriage
and beckoned to Sir David.
“Youre looking for Mr. Sharpe’s
son, I suppose?” he said. )
“Ves,”  replied Sir David.
“ Hasn't he come by this train 7
“Ves,” said the  professor.
“Yowll find him in the guard’s
van.”’ :
“Tn the guard’s van!” exclaimed
Sir David.
“Yes,” said the professor. Mr.

Wilson asked me to allow the boy to |

travel with me as far as Highfield,
but he led me such a dance that I
was compelled at last to ask the
guard to remove him.” ;

There was no time to question the
professor, and, after a hasty apology
for any inconvenience to which he
had been put, Sir David hurried off
to the guard’s van, with Philip at his
heels.

“VYes, T've got Jim, sir!” said the
guard grimly, in reply to Sir
David’s question.  “I daren’t let ’im
out till you were ready to take
charge of ’im. ’Ere he is.”

He removed the two portmanteaus
from the top of the hamper, and
threw open the lid.

“ Now then, Buffalo Bill, out you
come |’ he said.

Cyrus, covered with dust and
straw, crawled limply out of the
hamper. Sir David gazed at him in
stupefied amazement. As for Philip,
he had to bite his lip to keep from
bursting out laughing.

“Cyrus!” gasped Sir David.
“\What—what is the meaning of
this 7%

“1 guess you'd better ask the
guard,” said Cyrus sullenly; * He
put me in the thamper.”

The guard reeled off the list of
Cyrus’s misdeeds.  Sir David tried
to look severe, but his sense “of
humcur was tickled, and it was as
much as he could do to preserve his
gravity.

“P1] spealk ‘to you “about this
later,” he said to Cyrus; then he
turued to Philip. * Take him to the
car,” he said. ‘“A porter will bring
the luggage, and 1’1l join you as soon
as I've settled with the guard.”

“Say, who are you?’’ asked Cyrus,
as he and Philip left the station
toguother. “0ld man Rendle’s
nephew 77

“No,” said Philip. “T'm no re-
lation of 8ir David’s, though I live
with him.”

“Are you at Rayton College?”’

“Yes. You ard I will go there
together next Thursday. I hope we’ll
be friends.”

“1 guess we will,”
“What’s your poppa?”’

said Cyrus.

“ My father 1s dead,” said Phﬂipv

sadly.

““ Was he very rich 7"

“No; he was very poor.”

“ My poppa’s a millionaire,” said
Cyrus proudly. “One of the richest
men in New York. He could buy up
Sir David to-morrow, and never miss
the money. We have twelve auto-
mobiles. How many has Sir David ?”’

“Two,” said Philip. “'This is one
of them.” .

He pointed to Sir' David’s car,
which stood outside the station with
the engine still running.

“Shucks! I don’t think much of
that for an automobile !” said Cyrus

contemptuously. “Where’s  the

chauffeur 77’ :
“We didn’t bring him,” said

Philip. ““Sir David drove himself

to-day.”

Cyrus examined the car, and
climbed into the chauffeur’s seat.

“ o you ever drive?’’ he asked.

“ Sometimes,”” said Philip. “ But
look here, I say, don’t you go muck-
ing about with those levers, or you'll
be starting the thing off !’

“Rats !’ said Cyrus.
kid. I guess s
. The sentence ended in a startled
gasp, followed by a cry of dismay
from Philip and shouts of algam
‘from the bystanders. As Philip had
predicted, Cyrus had started -the
car, and Philip had barely time to

“T'msnot a

leap in beside him ere the car shot
forward and dashed awdy on its top-

speed. .
uick as thought Philip threw the
cngine out of gear and clapped on
the brakes. His prompt aetion un-
doubtedly averted a serious catas-
trophe; but the car had gained a

considerable amount of momentum,
and before he could bring it to a
standstill it butted into a coster’s
handcart, toppled it over on its side,
and littered the roadway with a fine
assortment of apples, oranges, and
bananas! -

Roars of laughter burst from the
spectators when they saw that no
serious damage had been done. But
tho coster saw nothing to laugh at.
Foaming at the mouth with rage,
he danced and raved in front of the
car, and would probably have ended
up by assaulting the two boys but for
the timely arrival of Sir David.

“’Pon my word, the guard was
right ¥’ said Sir David, when he
had coimpensated the coster. * The
only safe place for you is inside a
hamper. I'm afraid I undertook
more than I bargained for when I
invited your father to let you stay
at my house.”

During these few days Philip saw
a great deal of the American boy,
and, in a way, learned to like him.
There was much in Cyrus that was
very objectionable, of course. He
had been utterly spoiled by his fond
parents, and had come to think that
money was everything.

He was all too fond of referring
to his “poppa’s’ wealth, and was
very much inclined, as already
stated, to put on “side.” Also, he
had not® the same strict code of
honour which obtains among British
schoolboys.

Needless ‘to say, during the four
or five days which the two boys spent
together at the Beeches, they had
many telks about the school, Cyrus
asking questions, and Philip answer-
ing them, so that by the time the
end of the holidays arrived, Cyrus
knew as much about Rayton College
and its boys and masters as a boy
could reasonably be expected to
know who had never been there.

It was on a Thursday—five days
after Cyrus's arrival in England—
that he and Philip left for Rayton.
Sir David and Mrs. Ashley accom-
panied them to the station, and
while Philip was taking leave of his
mother, Sir David gave Cyrus a few
parting words of advice.

3

Before Ph

¢ Many things will be strange to
you at Rayton,” he said, “and you
may not get on with the boys at
first, but stick to Philip and he'll
pull you through.

“ And now, Philip, my boy,” he
said, turning to Philip, “1 hope
you'll have.a happier time at Rayton
this term than you had last. You'll
help Cyrus.all you can, won’t you?"’

“I will, sir,”” said Philip, as he
climbed into the carriage, for the
guard was already vnrolling his flag.

“¥ know you will,” said Sir
David. “ You wen’t deceive me like
Godfrey did. No, I can trust you,
my boy. There goes the whistle.
Good-bye, and God bless you ¥’

“Good-bye, sir!” ~said Philip.
“Good-bye, mother T’

“Good-bye, Cyrus !”

“So-long, sir! Same to you, Mrs.
Aghley !’

Then the train steamed slowly out
of the station, and a new chapter
had begun in the life of Cyrus A.
Sharpe—and also in the life of

- The Blot.”

THE 4th CHAPTER.

Back to Schock

| e, HERE were threo stops be-

3 ! 'tween Highfield and Rayton,
namely, at Balbrook, E

thorpe, and Barnby.

At Balbrook there were half a
dozen Raytonians waiting for the

L

p could bring the car to a standstill it butted into
a coster’s handcart, toppled it over on its side, and littered the
rpa.dway with a fine assortment of apples, oranges, and bananas.

4

l “Poor chap,” said Card.

train, but as three of them were
i Paulites and the others were seniors,
Philip made no effort to attract
their attention.

At Elthorpe there were more Ray-
tonians waiting on the platform,
among them being the redoubtable
leader of the Walkerite junicrs and
two of his chief lieutenants.

‘‘ There are three of our fellows,”
said Philip to Cyrus. ‘‘That freckle-
faced kid in the middle is Tubb.
The one on his right is Rigden, and
the other is Card. They’re all in our
House and in our dormitory.”

He thrust his head out of the
window and waved his hand.

“Hi! Tubb, Card, Rigden!” he
cried. “There’s plenty of room in
here !”

The three boys made a dash for the
carriage, and scrambled in,

“Who's the new bug?’ asked
Tubb, when the usual boisterous
greetings had been exchanged.

“His name is Sharpe,”
Philip. -

“ He doesn’t look it,”” said Rigden.
I “Cyrus A. Sharpe,” said Philip.
“ He comes frcm New York.”

said

“ But
perhaps he can’t help it. Glad to
meet you, Mister Cyrus B Flat.” -

Sy

“(Cyrus A, Sharpe’* corrected
Cyrus.

“Same thing,” said Card. “A
sharp is B flat, you know.”’

“PDon’t rag him,” said Philip.

“ Not for worlds, dear boy,” said
Card. “Wouldn’t think of such a
thing !

“My poppa is a millionaire,” said
Cyrus, anxious to impress his new
acquaintances.

“Dear me !’ said Tubb. * How
very dreadful. But maybe it isn’t
his fault. Anyhow, don’t you worry.
We won’t tell anybody 1

‘Tubb plunged into an account of
his holidays, the others followed suit,
and then they fell to talking about
the new head-master.

. “T wonder what sort of a chap he
is?”’ said Tubb. “T hope he’s better
than his name.”

**What is his name??
Rigden. “I’ve never heard.”

“Dy. Gandy,” said Philip.

“Is there a goose as well as a
gandy ?” asked Tubb. “I mean is
- he married 7’

“ Dunno ¥’ said Philip. “I know
nothing about him- except that his
y name 1s Gandy.’?

“My guv'nor was talkin’ about
khim  the other day,” said Card.
“He doesn’t know 'him, but he’s
heard about him, and he says that
Gandy is a regular crank—full of
fads, you know—doesn’t belicve in
mesh, lives on nuts and cheese and

asked

I
fruit, never drinks anything but |
water, and is always jawin’ about
the value of fresh air, and the beauty !
of the simple life, and the degradin’
brutality of modern games, and the
need for cultivatin’ your mind, and
all that tommy-rot!”

“Sounds pretty!” said Rigden.
“ T only hope he won’t try any of his
fads on us at Rayton.”

“He'll have a fine time if he
does!” said Tubb. “But here we
are at Barnby. We've five minutes
to wait here. Who says lemonade
and sandwiches? Right-ho! Comé
along !’ -

The five boys sprang down from
the train and raced across the plat-
form to the refreshment-room.

“My show,” said Tubb. *Five
bottles of lemonade and five ham
sandwiches, please, miss. And quick
as you canm, for we've only five
minutes.”

The lemonade and sandwiches
were supplied and paid for. They
were quickly consumed, and the five
boys were about to return to the
train when the door opened and
another Raytonian came hurrying
in. It was Holcroft, the leader of

the Paulite juniors.

““Hallo, Tubb'!

I didn’t know you

To the amazement of Sir David
Recndle, Cyrus was found in a
pouitry hamper. ¢

were here,” said Holeroft, pulling
up and warily eyeing his rival.

Tubb said nothing, but quietly
stretched out his hand and picked
up a large and ripe tomato out of
a dish on the counter. e

“No larks!” said Holeroft, back-
in% towards the door.

ubb grinned; then, quick as
thought, he raised his hand and
flung the tomato at Holeroft’s head.
At the same instant the door behind
Holeroft opened, and a tall, cadaver-
ous-looking man, wearing enormous
spectacles, strode in.

Holecroft ducked in the nick of
time, and, to Tubb’s dismay, the
tomato crashed into the new-comer’s
face, knocking off his spectacles, and
bespattering his face and collar with
juicy, blood-red pulp!

“QOh, T beg your pardon, sir
cried Tubb. “‘T'm awfully sorry!”’

“Sorry!” roared the man, beside
himself with rage. “T’ll make you
sorry I”?

Brandishing his umbrella, he bore
down on Tubb. Tubb easily dodged
him, and as the man made another

132

_rush at him, Card stuck out his foot,

and the man, tripping over it, went
down with a crash that set all the
glassware on the counter jingling.
And by the time he had picked him-
self up and had collected his
scattered wits, Tubb and his com-
panions, after flinging twopence
down on the counter to pay for the
tomato, had fled from the room and
had gained the shelter of their
carriage.

“We're not out of the wood yet,”’
said Tubb anxiously. “If he insists
on searchin’ the train—— Hurrah!
There goes the whistle, and the old
johnnie hasn’t come out of the re-
freshment-rcom yet !”

The wheels of the train began to
revelve.

“We're off!” said Tubb, with a
1 relief. “Now we're all

Suddenly Card uttered an excited

| shout

ut.

“See! See! There he is!” he cried.

The man, his face still plastered
with tomato pulp, came rununing out
of the refreshment-room.

“Wait}! Wait for me!” he
shouted, waving his umbrella.

But the guard mervely shook his
head, and a moment later the train
was clear of the station,

4 said Philip.

“owl in your life

The remainder of the journey fo
Rayton was devoid of incident.
There was the usual crush at the
station, the usual crowd of boys, and

_the asual row of flies and ‘carrieges

outside. But there was one familiai
figure missing. Hogan, the school
porter, was not, there. - The dray was
there, to cart the boys’ luggage up
to the school, but the man in charge
of it was not Hogan, but a strange
man, in a brand new livery.

“ Where's Hogan??” asked Tuabb,
addressing this man.

“Dead,” replied the man. * Took
ill and died a month ago.”

““ Are you the new porter, then?”’
asked Philip.

4 Yes')’

“ What's
Rigden. :

Before the new porter could reply.
Merrick, the schoel captain, camo

your pame?’ asked

up.

“How do, kids 7’ he said, nodding -
to each of the boys in turn; then he
glanced at Cyrus. ““Who's this®"

he asked.

“His name is Sharpe,/! said
Philip.

“ Alias B Flat,” said Card.

“He’s the new boy from New

York,” said Philip.

“ And his poppa is a millionaire.’
said Tubb, mimicking Cyrus’s drawi.
“ He’s dyin’ to tell you.”

“I’'m not,” protested Cyrus. ‘‘ But
it’s true, all-the same. Theodore K.
Sharpe—that’s my poppa’s name—
and he’s one of the richest men in

New York.”

Merrick laughed. Neither he nor
the boys saw how the new porter
suddenly started and gazed at Cyrus
with a curious air., Nor did they
hear him mutter to himself:

““ Theodore K. Sharpe’s son here!
There ought to be money in this!”

“Well, I hope you'll have a good
time here, Sharp,” said Merrick.
“But take my tip, don’t swank too
much about your father’s wealth, o
you’ll get yourself disliked. Ta-ta!’

“Shall we walk up to the school,”
said Tubb, when Merrick had gone.
“or shall we hire a fly and drive?”

“Oh, let’s walk” =aid Philip.
“T'm tired of riding.”

“8o am 1,7 said Tubb. ‘ What
do you say, Rigden?”

«T vote we walk,” said Rigden.

«7 second that,” said Card.

“Come along, then,” said Tubb.

Having handed their bags and
rugs to the new porter—whose name
they ascertained was Cruft—the five
boys started out to walk up to the
school.

Halfway down the village streef
they met Mr. Sopworth, one of the
masters, hurrying towards the
station.

“Has the doctor arrived?”’ - he
panted. ““I say, has the doctor ar-
rived? Dr. Gandy, I mean.”

#71 don’t know, sir,”’ said Philip.
“Werc you expecting him by this
train?”’

“Ves,” said Mr. Sopworth., ‘““He
went this morning to visit a friend
at Barnby, but was to have re-
turned to Rayton by this train. 1
intended to meet him at the station.”

“T've mever seen the doctor, so I
shouldn’t know him if I saw him,”
“ But I didn’t see any-
body get out of the train that
looked like a head-master.”

“Neither did I,” said Tubb.

“T'm afraid he must have missed
his train,” said Mr. Sopworth. “1
say I’'m afraid hie must have missed
his train. But I must go and see.” .
And he hurried off. -

A little farther down the street
Philip and his companions per-
ceived a group of their schoolfeilows .
standing in front of the window of
Jeremiah Wragg’s, the village tuck-
sho
his window that’s such an at-
traction,” said Tubb. ‘“Lotks like
a picture of some sort. Ah! There’s
Pritchard. What is it, Pritch?” he
shouted. 5

Pritchard came across the road.

“1¢'s a portrait of the new head,”
he said. *Qld Jerry has cut it cut
of some illustrated paper, and stuck
it up in his window. Come and have
a look at it. Yo‘u,!’ never saw such an

One glance at the portrait was
enough for the five boys. Philip and
Rigden uttered startled cries of hor-
rified dismay. Cyrus whistled. Tubb
and Card groaned aloud.

For Dr. Gandy, the new head-
master of Rayten College, was the
man they had seen in the refresh-
ment-room at Barnby Station—the
man into whose face Tubb had
hurled the tomato and whom Card.
had afterwards tripped up!

(Another splendid instalment in THE :
BOYS' FRIEND next Tucsday—i6 large
pages, 1., as usual)

p-
1 wonder what Jerry has got in_. -
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JUST TO INTRODUCE TO YCU
Dudley and Marcus Secarfield, who are
travelling northwards - in Aifrica on the
track of Mr. Douglas, a hunter, who is
beyond the pale of civilisation, and who
holds the papers referring to an invaluable
invention their father has left to them.

By geiting these papers they become
immensely rich, whilst. if they fail to
recover them they will remain poor, so
that they are straining every nerve to
reach their father’s old friend.

Joseph Secarfield is their cousin, who by
fair means or foul is also trying to find
Douglas. Up to the present he has mostly
employed foul means—in fact, he

Beaves no stone unturned

to gain his ends.

Amous i3 a native who has attached
‘himself to the brothers, and he is a iriend
indeed.

Just at present Dudley and Marcus are
in the hands of trek-Boers, who are
illegally trading with brandy to the natives.
The beys have come upon the party
accidentally, and the Boers refuse fo let
them go. Indeed, it is the intention of
these rascally white men to shoot down
the boys without merey.

(Now read the splendid chapters below.)

Escape from the Trek-Boers.
HEN Amous left the boys
w and dived into the bush, it
was because he had recog-
nised Bezedenhuit, and he did not
want Bezedenhuit to recognise him.
He could not stop Marcus, who was
already well ahead, and he knew that
Dudley would follow his brother;
consequently, he did the best thing
possible in- making sure of his own
rreedom, which meant also his fr&e-
dom to assist the boys.

He did not go far. In fact, when
Collins was discussing the fate of the
boys with the two Boers, Amous was
lying in the scrub, well within ear-
shot; moreover, he understood the
Dutch language as well, or even
better, than he did English, and he
knew exactly what was afoot.

Bezedenhuit’s proposal to shoot
the boys in cold blood did not sur-
prise him 1 the least. He knew the
trek-Boers of old, knéw that they are
far more savage and callous than
oven the savages of the novelist,
being rveally white men who have
cunk helow the level of the natives;
and he had expected something of the
sort the moment he saw that the
boys were in the power of the Boers.
He heard the whole thing—
Bezedenhuit’s proposal, Van der
Byl's  half-hearted protest at it,
Collins’s laughing assent; then he
crawled away, full of bitter wrath.
He seemed powerless to help Dudley
and Marcus. If only he had had a
rifle, it would have been different;
but he had no weapon of any sort,
and there seemed no chance of his
being able to get one. He watched
the brief struggle whilst Collins and
the two Boers were tying the boy’s
hands with bullock reins, and then he
crawled away again, to think it all
over.

“They’'ve got us  this time,
Marcus,”’ Dudley remarked grimly.

They were lying under the waggon,
securely bound. Collins had ridden
down to the river to have a wash,
rather to the amusement of the Boers,
who had never done such a thing in
their lives; Van der Byl was asleep,
and only Bezédenhuit remained on
guard, smoking rank tobacco inces-
santly, and gloating in a dull, grim
way over the idea of the deaths he
was going to cause by-and-by. He
did not even trouble to look round at
the boys when-he heard their voices.
What matter if they talked? Soon
they would be far beyond that stage.
He had no sense of pity, no feeling of
remorse. He had murdered three
Englishmen before in the Northern
Transvagal, and had flogged half a

Fcore of natives to death. Why not?

He was a trek-Boer—which is another

way of saying he was an irreclaimable
rute.

“They have gzob us this time,”
Dadley repeated. &

Marcus muttered an assent.

“ It was my fault, old chap. I rode

LDIERS oF :
. ORTUNE..

Early Chapters of a
Superb  New  Seiial,
Specially Written for THE
BOYS’ FRIEND by that
Well-knewn Globe-trotter
aud Aathor, STANLEY
PORTAL HYATT.

4200000000000 00

on ahead, when I should have waited
for you and Amous. Amous was wise
in clearing off.. I don’t suppose he
can help us at all.”

“ At least, he warned us,” Dudley
answered. ‘“ You remember what he
said when we found the drunken
bushmen ?”’

Marcus sighed.

“1 remember—now
late. What do you
mean to do with us?”’

Dudley had a very fair idea as to

that it’s too
suppose they

their captors’ intentions, but he did |

not like to put it into words; instead,
he tried to speak hopefully, but with-
out any great success.
they both Ltecame csilent,
the sun slowly eink in the heavens,

wondering whether they would ever

see it rise again.

Bozedenhuit, sitting on his three-
legged stool, puffing continuously at
his pipe, began to take his rifle to
pieces in order to clean it. He got a
little tin of paraffin and put the
falling-block into i’ to soak. His
partner, Van der Byl, happening to
awaken and to see what he was
doing, called out:

“Is that the last of the paraffin,
Bezedenhuit? Do my rifle, too,
then, will you?”.

The trek-Boer grunted, and took*

the second Martini to pieces. He
became so intent on his task—a Boer

loves tinkering with a rifle—that he |

never noticed a slight rustling in the
bush ; and even if he had heard it, he
would probably have thought it was
made by one of his own oxen, which
were now feeding near by, pre-
paratory to being inspanned for the
evening trek; but Dudley heard it,
and whispered to his brother:

“ There’s someoneé moving there.
I wonder if it is Amous?”

Then suddenly they knew, for a
score of natives, armed with assegais

stripped to his loin-cloth, and carry-
ing a small battle-axe, was Amous.
Even as they came, the boys recog-
nised them; they were the same
party which had sold their cattle for
liquor that morning; only then they
had been sober, and now they were
absolutely mad with drink.

Bezedenhuit and Van der Byl knbw
them, too, knew also that their hour
had come. It must be said for them
that they met their fate standing up,
with the grim, dogged- courage of
their race. They did not ask for
mercy, knowing they would get none.
Both their rifles were useless, so they
fought with their three-legged stools
as clubs, fought with a kind of
splendid, brutal savagery.

Van der Byl went down first, an
assegal ‘through his throat.
Bezedenhuit, with his back to the
waggon, but z couple of feet from
the boys he had intended to slay,
fought on.  One assegal was hanging
in his leg, another had breken off in
his left shoulder, yet every time he
brought his three-legged stool down,
it crushed a skull or broke a bone.
Quite unconsciously, he was shouting
now, calling down curses on his
assailants, calling on Collins to come
and help him. Then Collins came,

alloping up from the drift, rifle in
ﬁzmd; but he had not come to help.
He did not even stay to giyve one
shot—did not even appear {o give cne

‘ glance at the doomed Boer; but,

After a while, |
watching |

stooping his head to avoid an assegai
which was flung at him, drove his
hecls into his horse’s sides, and dis-
appeared round the bend.

“ Rooinek traitor!” Bezeden!
velled; then, even as he spoke, an
cmpty bottle, one of kis own botiles,
flung by a youngster on the edgze of
the ?my, caught him on the forehead.
He went down like a log, and, a
moment later, his body kad {wenty
assegal stabs in it.

The natives were absolutely mad
with drink and the lust of blood;
and it seemed as though the boys had
escaped the one perid only io fall
victims to those who had acimally
rescued them. A score of hands
were thrust out to drag them from

! under the waggon, assegais and knob-

kerries wera poised to strike them,
when Ambus, who had taken no part
in the fight with the Boers, dashed
forward,

“Ho, you Bamangwatu dogs!’ he
cried’ to thé natives. *‘ Are you mad

| that yon would kill my own little
i white inen, and so bring down on

yourselves the great wrath of Khama,
your chief? Surely vou have done
enotigh . evil . aleeady in getting
drunk, and Kbkama  will hardly for-
give youl5 8 W ¥

He shouttd at them, and, risking

from a knobkerrie which he had
picked up. For an instant his fate,
and that of the boys, hung in the
balance, but his very boldness earried
him through, and the natives drew
back, whilst Amous cut the reins
with which the boys had been bound.

“ There is liquor, much liquor, full
bottles on the waggon,” he eried to
the savages; then he turned to the
boys: “We will take your bicycles
and rifles, and go quickly, whilst they
will let us.”

The local natives were so busy
breaking open the cases of brandy
that they hardly noticed the de-
parture of the boys and the Basuto.
Certainly, they did not see that
Amous had picked up Bezedenhuit's
rifle and the falling-block belonging
to it. A few minutfes later the little
party of three was out of sight round
a bend in the road; then Amous drew
a deep breath.

“I thought it was all over with
you,” he said. “I heard that trek-
Boer saying he would shoot you after
the waggon had trekked away from
the -outspan. Then 1 heard the
voices of those drunken folk, and
want to see if they would help. I
found that more than half their
bottles contained water only, and I
persuaded them to be revenged.
Now they will get very drunk—
drunk indced !¥

“And after that?’ Dudley asked.

Amoas laughed.

“After that, baas? Well, Khama
will send down and arrest them all,
and they will- be well flogged—
flogged for getting drunk, and
flogged for killing the white men.
Still "—he shrugged his shoulders—
““it is their affair, not ours.”

Heid Up in a Pzaiapye.
O other incident occurred on
N the way into Palapye, which
the boys reached two days
later. Acting on Amous’s advice,
they decided to say nothing about
the waggon-load of lHquor and the
fate of the Boers.

“You would only be declayed over
it, baas,” the Basuto explained to
Dudley. “ You see, here Khama is
chief, and the white men are really
only his guests, and Khama would
certainly say you must stay whilst
he inquired into the matter. Then
the schelmm cousin would get well
ahead of you, and all would be lost.”

Palapye was then the largest native
town in South Africa—it is pretty
well abandened nowadays on account
of shortness of water—a vast collec-
tion of grass huts, each of which had
its own little fenced-in compound.
The roads were heavy, loose sand,

and knobsticks, broke cover, and littered with filth of all sorts. In faes,
came rushing down, velling everything, thrust them aside fiercely, | there was filth everywhere—filth and
hideously,  and amongst them, even felling ome of them with a blow | flies. Nobody ever clearcd up any-
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He glowered at the boys.
arrest you both.”

“Rubbish—rank rubbish!” he exclaimed.
The two boys shrugged iheir shoulders at the threat.

“Pve aa good mind to

{ worried them a, good deal.

thing if he could help doing so.
There were, perhaps, ten thousand
huts, and not one dustcart. Conse-
gnently, there was plenty of food for
the flies, and when the latter were
tired of feeding on offal, they turned
toyou for amusement, They got into
your soup, into your tea, into your
eyes. ‘They crawled over you slug-
gishly, wearily, and made not the
least attempt to escape when you pro-
ceeded to kill them.

The natives loafed about for six
days in the week, walching their
womenkind working, and ‘on the
seventh they sang hymns vigorously
and very mauch out of tune. Water
was very scarce, being obtained from
some small springs well outside the
town. There was scldom enough to
drink, never emough to wash with.
It was all very disgusting and very
dreary and very tiresome, and no
man séayed in the place an hour
longer than was absolutely necessary.

Amous did not go into Palapyc
with the boys.

** It is wiser not to,” he explained.
“The Commissioner may make
trouble, and that would mean delas.
Rather, I will go to the Lotsani
Drift, ten miles out, and wait for
you there.”

The boys did as old Kerridge had
instructed them to do—went straight
to Watson & Co.’s store, a large
galvanised iron place in the centre of
the town. The mere mention of the
aold prospector’s name was sufficient
t0 secure them a welcome, though
Watson himself—a smali, haggard
man, who scemed never to wear any-
thing but pyjamas—shook his h
. when ho heard that they intended
going north.

“You can't do - it he said
decisively. “The Matabele are
fairly on the jump, and they may
start fighting any day. Everyonc
who ean do so has cleared out, yet
you propose to go into the thick of
it all. Kerridge ought to know
better. - I hear there’s another
tunatic staying at Mackay’s store,
who is also in a hurry to get up. He
arrived in the Deputy-Commis-
sioner’s Cape cart.”

The boys exchanged glances.
Joseph had not gone on yet.

‘“ He asked me to get him carriérs,”
Watson added, “but he won’t pay
enough. The Palapye niggers don’t
fancy geing north, mto the jaws of
the Matabele just now unless they
are offered a huge wage. Even then
thay would probably run away before
{hey had got far.”

“ We're going to carry our stuff on
our bicycles,” Dudley said.

“That just shows how much you
know about it,” the trader retorted.
“ No machines ever made will carry
you through, even if the Matabele
would Iet you go, which they won’t
do. You had better make up your
minds to stay here, or {o turn back.”

The.information was far from being
encouraging. Moreover, three or four
white men who came into the store
during the course of the morning
confirmed it fully.

“The road to the north is prac-
tically closed,” they:said. ‘‘Loben-
gula himself doesn’t want to fight—
he’s a black gentleman—but his
people are out of hand. They'll wipe
out every white man they can. Even
some of the regular settlements, like
Fort Salisbury or Foré Viectoria,
won’t be too safe; whilst as for any

Q
=0

} outlying camps-—~—""

And they shook their heads ex-
pressively.

Still, the boys were not to be
turned back. XKerridge had assured
them thet he knew a safe ronte, and
as soon as he should arrive, they in-
tended o go on with him.

They saw Joseph several times

during the next two days, but on
each occasion he ignored them
utterly. He understgod now that it
was po use lying to them about his
intentions. It was just going to be
a race who should find Douglas, the
hunter, first, and the advantages
‘were with Joseph, for he had plenty
of money at his-command, whilst
the boys’ supply was already getting
low—so low, in fact, that every day’s
delay in Palapye made a serious
difference to them.
.. The guestion of new bicycle tyt:res
They
searched all round the town—at least,
the white part of it—and did not
succeed in finding a single cover or
tube for sale. There was notliing
for it but to go on with rope tyres,
renewing them every day or two, and
trusting that the jolting would not
destroy their machines.

1t ‘was very dull and very hot in
Palapye, and the second afternoon
they were there Watson suggested
! they should go out to the kloof, and
| try to shoot & buck.
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“You've got good rifles,”” he said,
“and there’s plenty of duiker and
klipspringer there. We shall be glad
enough of some fresh meat.’” ;

The kloof, a narrow valley running
up between some rugged granite
kopjes, was a dclightful change from
the heat and dust and flies of Palapye.
Its sides were strewn with huge
boulders, whilst the vegetation con-
sisted mainly of aloes and fever-
trees, the latter being weird-looking
things, light yellow, with a greasy-

looking skin, which seemed always

to be coming -off in small flakes.

At first the boys saw nothing, save
a troop of baboons, which ran away,
barking vigorously. Then a couple
of rock-rabbits peered at them from
over the ledge of a boulder, only to
disappear as Dudley raised his rifle.

“It would have been a waste of a
cartridge, anyway,” the boy re-
marked, ‘“and we haven’t too many
as it is.” :

A monient later, however, they
saw something worth shooting at, for
a klipspringer, a little grey antelope
about the size of a goat,. jumped on
to a boulder half-way up the kopje
side, and gazed at them inquisitively.

Marcus took the first shot, and
missed, his bullet knocking a flake of
stone off the rock just b, the animal’s
fore-feet. The klipspringer jumped
down lightly and disappeared, but a
moment later a second one took his
place. This timme Dudley fired. The
little chap sprang forward, and then
collapsed inertly, and rolled some
feet down the hillside, finally lodging
against another boulder.
ran forward cagerly. It was ‘their
first buck.

However, when they reached the
spot where they thought the klip-
springer should be, they could see no
sign of him, nor was there any
blood. = As a matter of fact, they had
made the very common mistake of
not keeping their eyes on the rock as

. they scrambled upwards, and they
had gone,.to the wrong place. It was

some little time before they finally
discovered the buck, which was shot
clean through the heart.

They took out the intestines; then,
as the sun was still hot and the load
would be a heavy one, they decided
to“wait in the shade of the boulder
until it was cooler. They had been
there half an hour, perhaps, and both
were almost asleep, when the sound
of voices below them made them sit
up quickly.
coming up the valley, one leading a
saddle-horse.

The boys had already had enough
adventures to teach them the value
of cantion, so Marous crept forward
to a little clump of bush. A moment
later he was thankful he had not ex-
posed himself, for one of the men
was Harry Collins, the other their
Cousin Joseph.

The air was very still, and after a
while the boys could hear- almost
every word which was uttered.

“ I tell you we needn’t worry about
those young whelps,”” Collins was say-
ing. *‘They can’t get through to the
north. Nobody will get through,
cxcept this party of Boers from the
Northern Transvaal, and we’ll go
with them. I've arranged that
already. You must get a horse and
be prepared to ride over to my camp
at any moment,”’ B

“But it’s treason, man—sheer
freason! We could be hanged for
16! Joseph remonstrated.

Collins, laughed unpleasanily.

* I'm an outlaw as it is, and I dare
say you've done things for which they
could hang you. Besides, who’s go-
ing to know you went with this party
of—what shall we call them?—raiders
or freebooters? The thing is simple
enough. Piet van Zy!, who is the
leader of the trek-Boers, has been
cgging the Matabele on to fight the
British. I dare say old Kruger
knows all about it, too, and as soon
as the Matabele are up, Piet and his
party of about two hundred picked
men are going to make a dash to
the north up tho Pioneers’ Road,
and seize the splendid stretch of
country round the Victoria district.
The British will be too busy with the
Matabele to resist, and once the first
lot of Boers has established itself, lots
more will come. They’ve been want-
ing that country for a long time,”

“It's treason, and it means war
against, our own country,” Joseph
protested feebly.

Collips turned on him fiercely.

“1 don’t want to hear that again.
Remember, Scarfield, you're pretty
well iz my hands.  That note you
sent me yesterday would prove to the
Deputy-Commissioner, or to Khama,
that you were in league with us over
the coach robbery. You’ve just got
to do as T tell you.””

The other man sighed,

The boys’

Two white men were"

“Won't they get warning—our
people, I mean—and stop us?”

‘“Where could they?” Collins
demanded. ¢ The only place is Fort
Busi, on the border. We must cross
the drift by the fort, but we'll cut the
telegraph lines, and we shall easily
wipe out the detachment of police
there. You see, they have a Maxim
gun and a seven-pounder, and we
want those badly.”

“I suppose I must go with you,”
Joseph answered. He had been sit-
ting on a boulder, but now he got up
and began to walk back down the
kloof. “I suppose I must go; still,
I don’t like it. I can’t fight, you sce,
and besides——"’

The rest of the sentence ‘was lost,
for the two were now sitting out of
earshot.

- “What a villain—what a pair of
villains, rather !”” Dudley said.

Marcus nodded.

“Yes, and we've got to checkmate
their villainy,” he answered grimly.

Threatened with Arrest.
HEN the boys got back to
Palapye, carrying the klip-
springer, they found old
Kerridgo waiting for them on the
step of Watson’s store.

The prospector was
pleased to see them.

‘I heard some queer rumours from
natives I met on the road,” he said.
“A story about a waggon-load of
Cape brandy, and an ugly fight. Then,
last night, Amous strolled into my
camp, carrying a Martini rifle T had
never seen him with before; and he
told me the whole yarn. You had
a very lucky escape. T know Beze-
denhuit well; so well, in fact, that T
would have shot him on sight, and
he would have done, or tried to do,
the same to me. I have no doubt he
intended to kill you. Itwas Amous’s
smartness in making use of those
drunken niggers which saved your
lives.”

“There  is something else afoot
now,” Dudley said. ‘ Come here, to
the end of the hut, where we sha’n’t
be overheard.”

Kerridge listened to their tale with
a very grave face.

“Yes, I can quite understand the
whole plot,” he said. “ The Boers
have wanted that country all along,
and they very nearly seized it once
before, 1n 1890. -They would have
done so, but for Selous, the great
hunter.  You see, they are working

genuinely

with the Germans—or, rather, the |

Germans are using them as tools—and
if they could get that territory, the
Germans would practically join hands
from - South-West Africa to East
Africa, and cut the British advance
short.” 3

The boys were listcaing eagerly.

“What must we do?” Marcus
asked. “It seems a tremendously
imPortant affair.” :

“It is tremendously important,”
Kerridge replied.  “Very likely it
means a big war, unless it is stopped
in time. You must go at once, and
report it tothe Deputy-Commissioner,
I bad better go with you. He knows
me well.”>

The Commissioner shook hands with

Korridge, but he merely ncdded to’

the boys. : #
““T suspect you of having released a
prisoner of mine,”” he said severely,

L and if I had any evidence I should

arrest you at once. I am surprised,
Mr, Kerridge, that you should bring
these boys here.”

The prospector was, above every-
thing, a blunt, outspoken man, and
he had known the Commissioner
when. that great person was only a
magistrate’s clerlkin Cape Colony.

“That’s all fluffy nonsense, Billy,”
he answered. ¢ These boys are going
to tell you things which will make
you jump.”

The official frowned; he hated
being called “ Billy,” especially by
mere prospectors. :

“I will listen to what they have to
say,” he answered severely.

Dudley told the story, plainly and
baldly, but long before he had finished
he saw that his hearer did not believe
him. In fact, the Deputy-Com-
missioner could hardly rvestrain his
im)z)a.tience, and as the boy finished—

“ Rubbish—rank rubbish !” he ex-
claimed. ‘Tt might have been taken
out of some silly novel.” He turned
to Kerridge. “ I am surprised that a
man of your experience should waste
my time in getting me to listen to a
story of this kind  If is not onmly
silly, but it is also dangerous—abso-
lutely dangerous!”’ he snorted .im-
portantly. ‘“ At this crisis, when the
Matabele are threatening us, we want
the assistance of our friends, the
Boers, and yet you dare start a story
of this kind.”” He glowered at the

boys, and puffed slightly, being
rather stout and out of condition.

““We did not start the story; it is
absolutely true from start to finish!”
Dudley’s temper was rising.

“Rubbish—rank rubbish!” the
Commissioner repeated. * You come
here and accuse, not only the Boer
Government, but also Mr. Scarfield,
whom I know well. I suspected you
from the moment I saw you at the
mule-stable, and I warn you that if
you repeat this story of yours, and
make trouble between British and
Dutch, I shall have you arrested at
once !’”

The boys shrugged their shoulders;
they had already heard many stories
concerning the Deputy-Commissioner.
But Kerridge flushed angrily.

“1 say, Billy, this is too thick I
know these boys are telling the truth ;
and if you let this thing go on un-
checked, you deserve——"" Y

“Mr. Kerridge ”—the official cut
him short—*‘ when I want your advice
I will ask you for it. Meanwhile, this
affair with the Matabele occupies all
my time, and so I have none to wasto
on yourself and these young im-
postors.’?

The prospector got up quickly.

“Very well. Now we understand
one another. If you were not such
an egregious ass, Billy, I should think
you were a traitor, like your friend
Joseph Scarfield!” And he stalked
out, leaving a very hot and angry
Deputy-Commissioner behind him.

or a moment the official was
inclined to send for Joseph Scarfield,
and tell him the story. Then he
changed his mind; it would seem a
lowering of his great dignity even to
mention it. Should he tell Khama?
He thought the matter over for fully
five minutes, until the effort made his
head ache, then he put the idea aside.
Khama hated Boers even more than
he hated the Matabele, and it was
quite on the cards that he would
believe the story, or at least send one
of his regiments to test its truth. So
in the end the Deputy-Commissioner
did nothing and said nothing, though
he determined that at the first oppor=
tuity those two boys, and old Kerridge

as well, should feel the weight of his

hand, He could not permit that sort
of thing to go on unpunished. .

Meanvwhile, the boys were fuming
with wrath, and Kerridge was trying
to calm them down. =

. It’a shameful I”* Dudfey exclaimed.
“The man is mad, as well as being an
insulting beast I'*

The old prospector smiled sadly.

“ My lad, I’véspent most of my life
on the frontier, and I've seen many
of his type.- ¢
they. forget nothing. They are always
the petty-minded officials from Cape
Colony.  There was only one man,
one real man, up here—John Mac-
kenzie—and he was so big that they
turned him out.”

Marcus nodded. ~ He had already
heard much concerning that great-
hearted old Scotchman, the finest and
the noblest servant the British Empire
ever had in South Africa; and since
meeting the Deputy-Commissioner he
understood why the Service had lost
John Mackenzie. Still, their concern
was with the present and the future,
rather than with the past.

‘““What are we going to do now ?”’
he asked. "

“There is only one thing to do,”
Kerridge answered. = “* We must warn
Fort Bust, and try to get the raiders
stopped there. They must cross at
that drift, and the police might be
able to hold them up.”

“TIsn’t there a telegraph 2’ Dudley
asked. “ Why not wire to them ?”’

The prospector smiled,

“You forget that the telegraph is

ractically in the Commissioner’s
ltl)ands. They certainly would not send
off a message like that without asking
him first.  Then, too, there is at
least one Boer in the office, and the
raiders would bo warned at once.
What.we want is for them to ride into
a trap at Busi Drift.”

Just as they reached Watson’s store
they met Joseph. He was looking
worn-out and anxious, and had lost
at least a stone in weight since leaving
the coast. He gave the boys and
Kerridge a venomous look, and
hurried on.

“ Well, they haven’t sent for him
yet,” Kerridge remarked.  Now
we've got to make sure we're first. I
must go and see about some horses.”’

““ Horses !”” Dudley echoed.
not our bicycles 77

The prospector smiled.

‘“Becauss our route from here is
practically across the veldt, and you
couldn’t cycle ten miles of it. Fort
Busi is on the eastern road, what they
call the Pionecrs’ Road, ever so far
away from the Palapye-Bulawayo
road. As for the horses, I'll go and
borrow them from Khama. ou getb

ey learn nothing, and

“ Why |

the kit togother—just blankets and
food for two days. *Watson will let
you have whatever you want.”” And
he strode off in the direction of the
chief’s house.

An hour later he came back, fol-
lowed by natives leading four useful-
looking horses.

‘“ Khama understood,” he said.
“He and I are old friends. In spite
of what the Commissioner said, I tol
him the story. He’s going to send
one of his best regiments up that
way to guard his own frontier, and
he’s sending out in search of your
friend Collins, whom he has wanted
to catch for some time past on a
liquor-smuggling charge. As for your
cousin, he’s going to stop him, too.
Mr. Joseph hasn’t got a permit yet,
it seems.”

The dull thud of a horse’s hoofs on
the sandy road made Dudley look
round.

“I'm afraid he’s too late,”” he
remarked.  “There is our beloved
cousin galloping out of the town now.
That means the raiders are ready. to
start, and he is joining them,”

‘““We haven’t a minute to lose,
then,” Kerridge said. “ Never mind
about your bicycles and other kit.
I’ve arranged for Khama to send
them all on. Hallo, Jack, what is
it 7" as Watson came hurrying up.

“The Matabele have started at
lzst,”” Watson answered.  * They
killed a lot of whites last night,
and there’s a rumour that they
captured Gwelo township. But we
can’t be sure. Most of the telegraph
wires have already been cut, of
course. The operator at Umchabeze
reported that there were Boers with
the Matabele impi which has started
towards the Victoria district. It’s no
use your thinking of going on now,
Kerridge. You're only taking these
lads to their deaths. ~ There is an
impi conling south, full-pelt, .one of
Tobin’s best regiments.”

The prospector looked at the boys,
and, for -answer, they fetched out
their rifles and blankets, and pro-
ceeded to fix the latter on their
saddles. Watson shrugged his
shoulders. :

“You're mad,” he said bluntly.
“You boys are raw, and don’t under-
stand what a Matabele on the war-
path is like. But you ought to know
better, Kerridge. = Anyway, why do
you want four horses? There’s only
three of you.”

“T’ve got a nigger waiting outside,”
he answered, Then, when he was in the
saddle, he beckoned to the trader.
“ Watson,” he said, in a low voice,
“the old gang is out again—Piet
van Zyl and the trek-Boers.
They’re going to try and capture Fort
Busi, and then make a dash for the
north.”

The storekeeper gasped.

“Is that so—is that really s0?” he
asked.

Kerridge nodded, and the store-
keeper held out his hand.
“ Good-luck fo you!” he said. “I

understand now. But do you know
that there cre only twelve men left
at Fort Busi, that they’ve shifted the
rest to Mangwe? They can’t stop a
trek like that.”

The prospector’s eyes flashed. ¢

““ At least, they’ll try,”” he retorted.

The little party rode rapidly out of
Palapye, Kerridge leading the fourth
horse. As they got to the Lotsani
Drift they heard a loud whistle, and
Amous came hurrying out of the
bush. He saw they were on some
urgent business, so he did not waste
any time. He merely. took the
bridle from Kerridge, and got into the
saddle. = He was quite content for
explanations to come later,

They rode on until dusk, when they
camped for the night at one of
Khama’s cattle-posts. The induna in
charge, recognising Khama's horses,
received them cordially, but he could
give them little information. -

‘“No, I have heard of no Boers,”
he said. ** At least, not of very many
lately, Still, there is so much trouble
about, Matabele and other schelm like
that trying to steal the cattle, that one
has no time to think. I heard, how-
ever, that Cornelys Grobler and Jan
van Zyl came down from Bulawayo
last week.”

Kerridge pricked up his ears. These
were two of the principal men
amongst the trek-Boers. ~But he
could get no more out of the old
induna, whose mind was full of the
fear that the Matabele might swoop
down on his cattle. He was, even
then, sending them away in small
droves, hiding them in the hills, and
as soon as the last lot had gone, he
himself intended to abandon the post.

Amous listened to him with the
lordly contempt which the Basuto
always feels for all other native races.

“A fool indeed—a deddering old
fool I’ he said to Marcus. “ Even a
Zulu, a bragging, boasting Zulu,

3

would do better. © We shall leavs
nothing here.”

A couple of lions had followed the
horses, and made the night hideous
with their growlings. ~But the boys
were now growing used to the ways of
the miscalled ‘‘ King of Beasts,” and,
knowing that their horses were
kraaled safely, slept well.

Kerridge had them out of their
blankets before dawn. It was bitterly
ccld—oh, how well T remember the
savage chilliness of the nights in
Bechuanaland !—and they could hardly
feel their bridles or their rifles when
they mounted. But they knew how
much depended on their getting °
through to Fort Busi in time, and
they stuck to it pluckily, never com-
plaining,

“I hope Joseph is as cold as we
are,”” Marcus managed to say.

His teeth were chattering, and the
words were not very distinct.

“I hope he's twice as cold—the
traitor,” Dudley answered. * He's
a rotten horseman, I know, and he
will get horribly stiff and sore.”

They stopped for breakfast at about
nine o’clock, let the horses have a
feed, then went on again, heading
north-east. There was no road, no
track even, but neither Kerridge nor
Amous ever seemed at a loss, so far
as direction was concerned. Kerridge
explained the matter in a few words.

- “We go by the sun just now, but
if the sun was obscured we should go
by the rivers and dongas. Roughly
speaking, the rivers run east-south-
east, and so it's easy to get your
direction.  Look there!” They were
then on the crest of a rise. * That
line of green scrub is a river-bank,
and that river is going as straight as
it can to the Indian Ocean. Only an
idiot would get lost on this veldt.”

At midday they were, according to
Amous, in the neighbourhood of the
Fort Busi road, and a little later they
caught sight of a telegraph-wire
strung from rough poles. Kerridge
gave a sigh of relief.

“ That’s the Bust line.
see if we're in time.”

The road was just beyond the
telegraph-posts, and as they came to
it Amous and Kerridge scanned it
eagerly for spoor. Then:

**We're ahead of the Boers,” the
prospecter said. “ They haven’t gone
up yet.”

A couple of miles farther on they
came suddenly on a bullock-cart, out-
spanned beside a water-hole. The
cattle were away feeding, but a rather
weary-looking youngster, in a dilapi-
dated police uniform, came forward to
meet them.

“Hallo!” he said. “It’s a fort-
night since I’ve scen a swhite man.
I'm out locking after the telegraph-
line, putting in new posts where the
white ants have destroyed them.
Have some coffee? It’s all T've got.”

Korridge, who had taken in every-
thing at a glance, did not answer him
directly.

“Have you-a telegraph
ment 2> he asked instead,

The trooper yawned.

“Yes. ‘Do you want to speak to
the Fort? TI’ll try them.”

A minute later he got up with a
savage exclamation.

“The line is down, or cut, on both
sides. I can speak to neither the
Fort nor Palapye.”

Kerridge, however, did -not seem {o
hear his words. He was leaning for-
ward in his saddle, listening intently.
Suddenly—

“We had better get into cover,
sharp,” he said. ‘‘There’s a crowd
of horsemen coming. It must be Van
Zyl and his raiders. Be quick!
There’s not a moment to lose, They,
would shoot us on sight.””

We'll soon

instru-

(Another grand instalment of this st[rrin.,c'l
serial  next Tuesday n THE BOYS
FRIEND—I16 Large Pages. 1d,as usual.)

BARGAINS BY POST.

Messrs. Pain Bros.” advertisements
are, as usual at this season of the

ear, appearing in THE Boys’

RIEND. Readers should see their
full:page offer in this week’s number.’
Besides their well-known excellent
value, they are now giving- away,
entirely free of charge, thousands
upon thousands of I'ree Presents to
all Customers spending only 1s. (and
upwards).

This is to celebrate the TWENT V-
FIRST BIRTHDAY OF THEIR
BUSINESS (established 1889). All
should write _ for New Season’s
Catalogue of thousands of bargains
for young and old of both sexes,~to
Pain Bros.,, Tho Presents House,
Hastings, England.

Why is a lame dog like a schoolboy adding six and seven 2. Because he puts down three and carries one.
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hilip in Search of a Father

A Magnificent Long, Complete Christmas Story.
By ALLAN BI.AIIZR.

THE 1st CHAPTER.

“The mistletoe hung in the

castle hall,

The hoilly-branch shone on the

old oak wall”

HE words were not spoken, but
the immortal melody of * The
Mistletoe Bough,” to which

‘they were set, floated along the street
to remind the hurrying pedestrians
that it was Christmas Eve.

Not that anyone needed reminding
that it was C{H‘isﬂ’ﬂaﬁ. Least of all
the fifteen-year-old lad who, having
paused to listen to the cornetist till
the “ Mistletoe Bough >’ was finished,

- passed into Oxford Street, and turned
slowly and wearily westward.

A merry, merry Christmas! There
was to be no merry Christmas for
young Phil Renford, homeless orphan
that he was. So the signs of the
season of gladness that came to him
through eye and ear served but to
sadden him, ‘

The boy walked on to Oxford
Circus, and turned into Regent
Street. Bright jewels glistened from
the gay windows; warm, luxurious
furs hung wupon dummies snug as
bears. The sight of them only made
the ragged youngster shiver the more.

He had never known what it was to
spend a happy Christmas. Yet he
must have spent a happy Christmas
when the mother whom he had loved,
and who had loved him, had been
alive. But that was eyver so many
years ago. He was but fifteen now,
but ten long years—two-thirds of his
young, yet weary, life—had passed
since she had died.

As to his father, he did not even
remember him. He had gone away—
so his mother had always said—on a
long, long journey, and had never
come back.

“Oh, if my father is still alive!
How 1 should love to find him !

The words came up quaveringly
from the poor lad’s despairing heart.
His brain worked quickly. Some-
thing amounting almost to an inspira-
tion entered it.

His life had been empty—aimless.
Why should it be so any longer?

He had been friendless and alone in
the world. Why should he be so any
longer? Surely if his father had

really been dead, the news must have |

reached him somehow or other; how,
he could not tell—but somehow. And
such n®ws had never reached him.

The boy stopped in his walk, and
-lenched his fists resolutely. His eyes
brightened and quickened with deter-
mination. They lifted upwards to the
sky, all spangled with ecold, clear
stars, with a look in them as of
Jrayer.

“Qur Father which art in heaven,”
he quavered,  please tell me if my
other father is still alive. If he is,
show me, dear Lord, where I may
find him [

THE 2nd CHAPTER.
A Motor-car Stowaway.
HIL RENFORD was in Park
p Lane. How he got there he
hardly knew. Following that
minute of prayer, his brain had
seemed to become bemused.

Voices roused him out of his reverie
—the voices of two men standing on
the path near to the gate of a great
mansion. They were dressed as
chauffeurs. The car, of which one of
them was in charge, stood close by.

A huge car—the car of a million-
aire! A magnificent affair, luxu-
riously upholstered, and fitted with
gvcry convenience that money could

uy. )

The car belonged, 'as did that big
mansion, to Sir Maurice Pilkington,
the great financier whose name nowa-
days was often breathed with the
same reverent awe as that of Roth-
schild or Cassel.

It was at this rich man’s motor-car
that Phil Renford found himself look-
ing. It was to this rich man’s
chauffeur that the boy found himself
listening.

“ Nice sort o’ thing,” the man was
grumbling, “to be called out for a
journey on Christmas Eve !’

“Where are you off to, then,
Ted ?”’ asked the other chauffenr.

“ Normanbridge.”

“ Oh, Hastings road ?”’

¢ Yes—a few miles this side. The

What is the difference between a m

eeces2000050080

boss’s country house is down there,
you know--big place he bought a bit
ago. He's tock it into his head
sudden to spend Christmas there.
Noosance it is! I've been countin’
on puttin’ in my time at Crouch End
wi’ my gal’s people.”” "

““ Pretty good road,” observed the
other. “You’ll do it under the two
hours. Remember the limit at Tubs
Hill—the Sevenoaks coppers are hot
stuff. But once by there you can
send her along. When are you
startin’ 77’

““Not for half an hour. He's just
sent out to say so. Ordered the car
for eight o’clock, and here I've been
shiverin’ ever since. Won't be
startin’ now till nine. Sha’n’t be down

judged that they must have left
Londen behind them.

The car, in fact, was just then
specding on towards Tunbridge
Wells.

Suddenly the stillness was broken
by a short, sharp cry and the erump-
ling of a newspaper as if by a con-
vulsed hand.

“ Sir Maurice I’ came quickly in the
voice of Prance, the secretary.
““ What’s the matter? You're ill 1"’

“Tlhere’s a paragraph in this
paper! A convict has eseaped from
Portland Prison !’

The financier’s face was white and
quivering.

“A convict? Who? Surely

iz ]

. : not-
?}txe eNaglrir;a,tn’Pr}dge till eleven at “Yes, he. No other.” oL
3 st. « i it L
Normanbridge ! Phil Renford, « iio.fg S?ﬁvee{}? .exf:‘l(;tin?g:i%;r;\'ce,
started and thrilled at the name. At‘, as he ran his eyes  over  the
Normanbridge—that little Sussex vil- | [oragraph. “Itis R.!  He seems to

lage a few miles from the coast—his
mother had died. In the churchyard
of Normanbridge all that was mortal
of her lay buried. z

He had not a friend in the world—c—‘

no one living with whom he coul
spend his Christmas. Oh, if he could

but spend his Christmas with his be- !
loved dead—near to the mortal re- |

mains of his mother, who had been all
in all to him, and whose memory ever
orovided the one bright ray in his

e!

Why should he not go down to
Normanbridge? The thought flew
into his brain, and remained therc to
set it working.

The near-side door of the motor-car
stood a little way . open, showing an
interior of soft and sumptuous up-
holstery.
with his back to the car.
the men had seen Phil as he stood
shivering there in the shadow.

Why should he not go down to Nor-
manbridge ?

The thought ate into
prompted him to action.

Stealthily as a_cat he glided across
the pavement. With a duck down,
he passed with a creeping step into
the car.

One hand dropped to raise the rugs
spread over the scat, and hanging
down to the floor of the car. In o
moment he had dived beneath, and
lay curled up quite out of sight in the
deep recess.

Compared with the icy Streets, this
place was paradise. The car was as
warm as a firelit room. Iis grateful
warmth stole upon the boy's senses.
He found himself dozing off. In three
minutes he was asleep.

Presently, while he remained
oblivious to it all, two men attired in
heavy befurred coats, entered the car.
The stout man with the black mous-
tache and big, dark, prominent eves,
was Sir Maurice Pilkington. The
tall, bent man, with the cadaverous
face and eyes deep-set behind pince-
nez, was John Prance, his confidential
secretary.

The car started off, and at that
moment Phil Renford awcke.
Wonder at what was happening filled
him  first. That feeling, however,
gave way to ome of vague dread.
Supposing he were discovered ! What
would happen to him? Stowawayson
ships were sometimes harshly dealt
with. How would a stowaway on a
motor-car be treated ?

The youngster began to tremble.

Still, he could not help contrasting
his- present warm and comfortable
surroundings with the cold environ-
ment of the streets. The resulting
comfort of his action made him feel
anything but regret at it. Besides, he
was being carrted away from dismal
and dreadful London, down to the
place he had always longed to go to,
and had only been to once—he had
(tizzglped it then—since his mother

his brain and

1

The depth and darkness of his
hiding-place, and the improbability of
anyone being suspicious enough to
look under the seat, presently allayed
his fears. He could only see the legs
of the two men seated in the car, but

-from their silence and the rustling of

newspapers,
were reading.
Where they were he had no definite
ided; but from the fact that their
speed was high, and that there was
very little traffic about, he rightly

he gathered that they

The chauffeur was standing |
Neither of -

| have escaped two days ago—on the
| twenty-second! Why, that’s the very
i date——""

| The financier shuddered, and
seemed to shrink amid the folds of his
i big fur coat.

“Yes, the very date,” he said
| huskily. “It is thirteen years ago
since—""

“Caleb Steen was killed. Curious
that R. should have escaped on the
anniversary of his—of the crime.”

The financier’s head flew_up.

“Why did you correct yourself 7’

at

he asked huskily. “ Why change from { ¢ Oh, you crept into the car, then,

‘his. erime’ to ‘the crime’? You
know that it was his crime, Prance—
you know it—you know it!”

The secretary laughed. A harsh,
grating laugh ‘1t was, though very
low and subdued.

“Of course—of course!” he said
soothingly. * How excited you get,
Sir Maurice, over mere trifles, toa!l
Of course it was R.’s crime !”

“Thirtecn years - ago!” The,
financier was murmuring half to him-

self. ““Thirteen years — thirteen
years! Men say that thirteen is un-
lucky.”

Again the secretary laughed.

“A mere absurd superstition,” he
said. ‘ You surely pay no attention
to such rubbish. But it is curious
that he should have escaped on the
very night.” 5

“Curious—yes.” The financier’s
tone wase hollow. . *Curious—and
alarming, too. After thirteen years’
imprisonment, R. has escaped. He'll
be desperate. It might be that——"

He broke off with a cry. In his
nervous agitation he had shifted about
and had twined his feet beneath the
seat until they had touched some-
thing !

He leapt up, shaking in every limb.

““ Something’s there,”” he gas
“ underneath ! Something
moved !’

“ By Jove, ves ! eried Prance, who
had dropped to his knees. *‘ There’s
somebody here! It’'s—it’'s a kid!
Come oui of it, you young villain I’
" And without more ado, he dragged
the stowaway into the light.

Very pale poor Phil was—as white
as the snow that had begun now to
beat against the car windows. He
shook violently, as he lcoked for a
way of possible escape.

““ What’s the meaning of this?’ de-
manded Prance.

¢ Please, sir, I'm very sorry,” began
Phil; ““ but I crept into the car while
it was waiting outside that great
house in London.”

that

Downy, dgwn, from bar te bar he went, clinging on like grim death.
b " stach

al the wire strands grew. Then of a sudden--snap!
The fence had hroken. And there he was—falling—falling!

thoughtfully.

.did? you? What did you do that for,
h »

“ Please, sir, I heard the driver say
that he was going to Normanbridge..
I Wa,I,ltL‘d to go there, too, sir, so

“To Normanbridge !
want to go there 77

Phil hung his head.

“Come, come, the truth—mno lies!
Why do you want to go to Norman-
bridge—eh 77

“To-—-to see the place where—
where my mother is buried.”

Sir Maurice Pilkington, now partly
recovered from his fright, spoke for
the first time.

‘“Who was your mother?”? he
asked. - “ What is your name ?"’

* Philip Renford.”

“ Philip—Renford !

With a long-drawn gasp’ following
the repetition of the name,. S,
Maurice Pilkington sprang from the
seat, clutched madly at the air, |
swayed and rocked, 4nd then, with a
low moan, pitched forward on the
opposite seat in a dead faint.

THE 3rd CHAPTER,
A Convict Among the Tomb-
stones.

NOW on the rolling downs,
snow on the trees and hedge-
rows, and snow in the air,

driving wildly against Phil Renford
as he trudged along the high, open

Why do you

road.

Half-frozen the boy was, as he
battled against the whirling flakes—
half-frozen and dazed. Cold and
hunger and the things that had hap-
pened had numbed his faculties and
made it difficult for him to realise
exactly what had occurred.

He only knew, like one in a dream,
that he had come a long way at a
great pace while hidden im . that
motor-car; that he had overheard a
strange and terrifying conversation
concerning a murder of thirteen
years. before; that he had been

- dragged from beneath the seat; that
- Sir
_denly fainted on hearing his—Phil’s
' —name, and that, after a few more

Maurice Pilkington ‘had sud-

questions, and while the financier
still remaimed unconscious, the car
had been suddenly pulled up, and
Phil himself thrast out into the
bitter night.

At present the bare facts were all
he could grasp. For the time being
he lacked altogether the power to
understand what those facts might
signify. All he knew was that he
was in a most miserable plight, and
that the only thing he could do was

} to press on.

An  ancient  milestone = leant
obliquely heside the road. = He bent
down to it, and with frozen fingers
brushed the snow from its face.

“ Four miles to Normanbridge.”

His heart leapt! .

“Only four miles! . Why, I can
walk it in an hour !’

He had no shelter to go fo, and no
money to buy food, yet the thought
that he was within easy distance of
his destination filled him with hope.
He trudged on bravely. The snow
ceased, the atmosphere cleared. The
full moon shone and made the snow-
clad downs sparkle as with diamonds.

He reached the crest of a hill, and
for the first time paused in his walk.
In the valley below lay a village—
Normanbridge !

. He recoguised it at once heneath
its masquerade. dress of erystal
whiteness.

There beside the winding road
were the flanking cottages of thatch
and tiles. There upon the right, its
chimneys discernible among the
white trees, lay the Priory, the
greatest house in Normanbridge.

Over tkere to the left; its square
tower standing up in bold grey
majesty, was the church. In the
ground near to that, dotted plenti-
fully with old and new tombstones,
vested the dead-and-gone sons and
daughters of Normanbridge.

And in that sacred place, among
those many tombs, was the grave of
Phil’s mother!

He descended the hill quickly, vet
He paused beside
the lych-gate to stamp the super-
fluous snow from his leaky boots.

The sound of that stamping had
an unexpected effect.

From amid the graves, over there
near the south porch, where his
mother’s grave lay, a man suddenly

jumped up, and, without a second’s

hesitation, dashed round the church
and disappeared from sight. .

Only a glimpse did the boy get
of him, yet that glimpse made his

shabby

‘heart beat wildly.

For beneath the long,

L ulster which the man wore there

was suddenly shown in the moon-
light a flash of yellow and drab.

an going upstairs and one looking up ?—One is stepping up the stairs
the other is staring up the steps.
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Yellow stockings and drab breeches,
flecked with the broad arrow !

A convict! Perhaps the very,
escaped convict whom the two men
had discussed in the motor-car!
Come to think of it, there could be
very little doubt of it.

But how strange that he should
have ‘come to Normanbridge! How
strange that he should be in that
He must bhave been
kneeling beside a grave. What
grave? And what had he been doing
there? . o

Just for a minute Phil stood
irresolute. The startling appearance
of the convict had distracted his
thoughts. =~ He wondered what he
ought to do, whether he ought to
give information.

But the man was out of sight.
Not much use to give information.
Besides, perhaps the poor fellow
was really an object of pity—per-
haps he had escaped from prison in
order to visit the grave of some dear
departed friend.  Some such motive
must have drawn him to this church-
yard, :

Phil’s thoughts softened. He him-
self had come to visit the grave of
the best and truest friend he had
ever had in his life.

His mother’s grave lay over there,
near to where the man had sprung
up from. He would go over to it
now. :

With -bowed head and reverent
step he picked his way among the
tombhs. No headstone marked his
mother’s resting-place, but he knew
quite well where it was. He had
visited it once-before, and had spent
an hour beside it, plucking the
weeds from the green mound and
cutting the overgrown grass with
his knife.

* Now he stood before it. All white
the mound was—white with glisten-
ing snow.

But what was that lying upon the
mound ? A bunch of winter flowers
—chrysanthemums !  Whites almost
as the snow itself they were.

Who had placed them there?
Some unknown friend? His mother
had had but few friends, and none
living at Normanbridge, to which
place she had come a stranger with
her infant boy.
have placed these pure white flowers
upon her grave? Quite fresh-
gathered they were—plucked within

~the last hour or so—so much was

plainly discernible at a glance.

. Phil touched them reverently.
Among the leafy stems his fingers
came info contact with something
that rustled.

A piece of paper, attached label-
wise to the bouquet

Wonderingly, the boy raised it
close to his eyes.  Writing—pencil
words—came to his sight under the
bright moon. His eyes were stream-
ing tears. He brushed them away
to read.

And this is what he read:

“To my dear wife Catherine, in
ever-loving memory. Done to death
by slanderous tongues!”

Something seemed to clutch at
Phil’s heart and to hold it still. For
a space of ten seconds he stood
rigid. Those words—what did they
mean? His mother’s  name was
Catherine, and the man who had
written those words spoke of her as
hiz wife ! :

The writer, then, must be his
father ! ¥
“My father—my father!’ the

boy moaned. ¢ He is alive, then,
after all! It was he who placed
these flowers upon mother’s grave !”

Gazing downward, his eyes fell
upon two marks on the other side
of the mound. Two dark patches in
the snow, as if someone had knelt
there quite recently.

At such moments the mind works
with lightning rapidity.

¢ That man whom I saw spring up
from here! Was he—is he—my
father?”
 Ifis father a convict! If it were
50, it would explain everything. His
mother’s silence about him, her
periodical fits of grief, her ever-
present burden of hidden trouble.

Tn a flash the truth burst in upon
the boy. ;

“It was my father!” he cried.
“ 1t must have been! Oh, heaven,
tell me what to do!” -

Once moré he fell upon his knees.
‘A blinding torrent of tears poured
from his eyes. He buried his face
upen the snowy ground.

Who, then, could

‘keeper—*‘ bring 'un along

THE 4th CHAPTER.
The Convict’s Midnight Escapade.
QOTSTEPS—ruuning footsteps,
muffled by snow, along the
bordering road.

Harsh voices from many throats
belonging to dusky figures running
this way and that.

One figure in velveteens loomed
under the dusky canopy of the lych-
gate, and looked across the church-
yard. Something dark, crouching
upon the white ground, struck his
sight.

“ Come on!” he shouted. ¢ There’s
scme’un here!” And he led the
way.

Springing erect, Phil turned to
face the intruders. There were half
a dozen of them in all. Labouring
men they looked—outdoor servants
at the Priory, as a matter of fact.

The leader—the man in velveteens.
—hurried up to him.

“Bah! It be but a boy!” he ex-
claimed disappointedly. “Fur a
minnit I thowt it med be ihe feller
we be searchin’ arter. What be ’ee
a-doin’ ’ere, boy 7"

But. before Phil could answer,
John Glossop, one of the gardeners
at the Priory, was darting forward
with ¢ :

“Why, here be the flowers—the
very chrysanth’ums the man picked!
I’d swear to 'em anywheres. There’s
no sich fine blooms as them ’ere-
abouts bar them under our glass!”

The gardener stooped as if to
spatch the bunch of flowers from the
rayve. But Phil was too quick for

im.
¢ Hands off I’’ he cried, his eyes

flashing. For that anyone should re-
move those flowers cecmed like
sacrilege.

“What d’ye mean by yer ‘’ands
off ? Them fHowers don't belong to
you!” And the gardener snatched
the bunch up.

Instantly Phil flew at him. His
two hands fastened on the garden-
er’s arm to wrench the flowers away.

“Drat thee for a young spitfire !”
roared Glossop. *“Thee'st hurt my
arm. Take that!”

His disengaged fist swung roung.
It caught Phil on the side of the
head, made him release his hold,
and sent him reeling.

Even then he would have returned-

to the attack bad there been a
chance. But in a second two men
had gripped him.  Velveteens strode
forward, planted his feet wide apart,
and shook his ash stick in the boy’s
face.

“What sort o’ goin’s-on d’ye call
these ?”” he demanded. * D’ye know
as them flowers comes from a glass-
’ouse at the Priory? Tl warrant ye
do, ye young gallus-bird. Thicved
pr_(}perty they be, and thee knowst

it.

“1 dido’t know it!”  Phil an-
swered, ceasing to struggle neced-
lessly in the grip of his burly cap-
tors. ‘“How was I to know it?”

‘“Becos ye've seed the feller as
stole ’em, I makes no doubt. ’Ave
yo scen him? Man in long coat wi’
Guvment suit o’ drab and yeller and
broad arrers? A convick ’e be—a
’scaped convick. Yc've seen him?”

“No. I haven’t seen him,” the
boy answered, and then set his teeth
hard. He had told « lie, but if the
escaped convict was indeed his
father, how could he do otherwise?
To tell the truth might lead to be-
trayal—might bring about the cap-
ture of his own father,

Everything had happened very
quickly, and it was all so bewilder-
ing. But the boy, dazed though he
wag, saw clearly one thing. If that
convict was his father, he must
shield him and help him, no matter
what the cost. :

““The rip’s lyin’!” said the gar-
dener viciously. ‘ He must ’a’ seen
him, else how did these chry-
santh’ums come ’ere? Ther2’s paper
’ere wi’ writin® on it, neighbours !”

But the others were engaged in a
council of war, with velveteens as
president. They arrived at a decision
in a minute.

‘“ Bring ’un along,” said the game-
to the
’ouse! Bir Maurice ’isself must
decide what to do wi' 'un.”

Without more ado, Phil was haled
off. But in their purpose of bring-
ing the boy before Sir Maurice
Pilkington, the men were to find an
obstacle. The financier had retired
for the night—was, indeed, according
to report, ill to prostration.

The report was true.

After recovering from his fainting
fit in the motor-car, Sir Maurice had
arrived home at the Priory in an ex-
tremely shaky condition. Restoratives
being applied, and the baronet
assisted to a.couch, upon which he

i So it came abo

rested for half an hour, brought about
some improvement in his condition.

Then, however, something occurred
to throw him once more into a state
of violent agitation. While he and
his private secretary sat in the
library, a scuffling noise outside had
suddenly reached them. John Prance
had immediately gone out to inquire
the cause. He found the gardeners,
one of the gamekeepers, and some of
the men who worked in the stables
assembled near the gate of the big
kitchen gardens deep 1n the discussion
of something that had happened.

man -had been seen in the
grounds—a man who, from his dress,
was undoubtedly an escaped convict.

Glossop had discovered him. Going
to his greenhouses to bank up his
fires for the night, the gardener had
seen that one of the doors was open.
Looking in to inquire the cause, he
had been knocked over by the con-
viet, who had dashed past him.

More frightened than hurt, Glossop
had remained where he was for
several minutes ere giving the alarm.
In company with several of his fellow-
servants, he had searched the outside
premises for traces of the robbery
they suspected had taken place.

All that was missing were a few
chrysanthemums, which Glossop had
seen the man carrying in his hand.

Having learned this much and
given rapid instructions that the
park and grounds should be searched,
John Prance had returned to his
employer, and had given an account
of everything that had occurred.

The effect on Sir Maurice Pilking-
ton was pronounced. He shook
violently where he stood, and for a
mintte or two it seemed as if a second
fainting attack threatened. Declin-
ing the offer that a doctor should be
sent for, the financier had retired,
leaving his secretary to receive the
report of the result of the search.

When, someé considerable time
afterwards, the scarch-party made
their appearance, bringing with them
Phil Renford, the secretary’s astonish-
ment was great.

At once he gave instruetions that
the boy was to be locked up in an
outhouse. . In the morning he could
be brought before Sir Maurice, who,
not only as owner of the greenhouse
from which the flowers had been
stolen, but as a magistrate of the
county, - would deecide. what - was

o that poor Phil
found himself locked up in an out-
building which served as a sort of
storehouse for fruit, though no fruit
was there just #ow.

It might haye been a prison. Phil,
as he crouched thiefe upon the foor,
thought so.  His first action, after
‘the footsteps of his captors had died
away, was to try and find "a means
of escape. No means offered. The
door had been sccurely locked and
barred from the outside. The small
window, which commanded a view of
part of the lawn behind the great
house, was similarly safeguarded.
Two stout iron bars were fixed per-
pendicularly across the window to
preclude effectnally any chance of
escape that way.

Some twenty minutes after the
boy’s being brought there, one of his
captors, with more pity in him than
the rest, had come back to the place,
and with only a mumbled word had
thrust in a hunk of bread-and-cheesc.

Starving as the boy was, he had
blessed the man for his mercy, and
had devoured the food eagerly
enough. It satisfied his craving and
served to warm him a little.

But the comfort of it was only
small. Other circumstances still con-
spired to send him into the depths of
depression. He was a prisoner,
accused of complicity in a theft.
To-morrow he would be taken to a
police-court, and most likely sent to
prison. He would probably be
charged, not only with a share in the
theft, but with having assisted a con-
vict to escape. :

That convict was his father! The
recollection filled him with a strange
mixture of wild hope and shuddering
dread. Hope sprang from the know-
ledge that his father was indeed
alive, and dread from the knowledge
of his father’s desperate condition.

Oh, if he could but help his father,
could but see him for a minute and
make himself known to him! But
there was no chance of that.

He crouched upon the ground, with |

arms folded over his doubled-up knees
and his face hidden in despair.
solemn, booming sound came
from the stable clock. Two o’clock!
The morning was here, -then—
Christmas morning !
‘““A° merry, merry Christmas!”
The words of the many greetings he
had heard overnight dinned in his

ears with an echo of hideous mockery.
This was his Christmas! To be shut
up here in this improvised prison,
alone with his own thoughts, and his
father’s plight was even worse than

his own. 3 :
Christmas! Could this be Christ-
mas? Could this be the season of

peace on ecarth, good will towards
men? Where was there peace for
him? Who was there that bore him
any good will?

A noise outside—low and subdued,
a sound only to be heard because
everything else was so still. A soft,
shuffling movement in the snow, and
the sound of a deep-drawn sigh. -

What could it be? It seemed to
come from close outside the shed,
almost as if a man had been crouch-
ing under its walls.

Phil sprang silently up, and tip-
toed to the window. Instantly his
heart leapt into his throat, for beside
the screen of shrubs which bordered
a side strip of lawn he beheld the
man he had seen before. =

The convict!

The moon was shining on his face
And then Phil knew for certain that
it was his father.

The face was drawn and deeply
lined, the hair close-cropped. Yet
still there remained a likeneSs to the
man whose photograph had ever been
cherished by Phil’s mother, and which
the boy himself had often seen.

“ Father—father! Dear,
father!”

The words rose from the boy’s
heart, framed themselves in his
mind, but his tongue refrained from
uttering them. Caution restrained
him. To call out would surely lead
to betrayal. Doubtless
still people on the watch who would
come to the spot at the slightest
sound. -

He would have needed to shout
loudly, too, for the man was moving
—moving with stealthy step and fur-
tive, hunted glances to the right and
left of him.

He was making ‘towards the great
house.

Through tear-dimmed eyes Phil
could see him stealing forward, and
could see the trail of dark footprints
across the snow-covered lawn.

Now the convict was upon the
terrace. What was he doing?

Wrenching softly at the French
windows that gave on the terrace.

Breaking in! Was his father
really then a——

The windows were open. The man
passed in out of sight.

Phil watched, with his brain on
fire. Five minutes passed. Then
once more a figure issued from the
window.

Was it his father? Yes!
differently dressed!

A dark suit and an overcoat had
taken the place of the betraying
drab-and-yellow convict’s dress.

Once more it was in the boy’s mind
to call out. Again, with an effort, he
controlled himself. For a second
time he watched the man - glide
across the lawn—in another direction
now—until he disappeared among
the trees.

He was gone—perhaps for ever!

Phil's tottering legs gave way
beneath him. He sank down on to
the floor in a heap.

THE 5th CHAPTER.
Philip Escapes From His Prison.

& RANCE, we must let this
p boy go!”

The words came jerkily
from Sir Maurice Pilkington, as he
sat with his secretary within a locked
room of the Priory.

The room lay remote at the farther
ond of the oldest wing of the great
house.
had entered that other room facing
the lawn for the purpose of procuring
a change of garments, might have
been heard and detected in the act.
For it was at almost the precise
moment of his entry that the two
men sat discussing the events of the
past few hours.

The sccretary smiled curionsly at
the financier’s words.

“*You have said that at least half
a dozen times,” he remarked.

““And I mean it, too. The boy
musi go!”’ :

“ Why—why so anxious to let him
escape scot-free?”’

dear

But how

* Because—oh, well, because I
am!”’

“Pretty much of a woman’s
reason, isn’t it?”’ The secretary was
familiar, almost insolent, in - his
manner. “But you have a more

definite reason than that.”

“What do you mean?”’

“You know petfectly well. You
fear that if he 1s brought before the
magistrates, inquiries may be made.

there were |

Otherwise, the convict, who

!

i

They might lead to his identification
as the son of the escaped convict.
That, in its turn, might mean that
the whole story of thirteen years ago
would be raked up. That wouldn’t
be pleasant for you, would it, Pilking-
ton?”’

In Prance’s manner there was
nothing of the deference usually
shown by a secretary to his employer
—only a none too subtle suggestion
that the secretary had the other in
his power. The great financicr, at
whose word half the City of London
vas wont to tremble, was himself
trembling at the words of the man
whom he employed. In the ordinary
way he was a fighter, however, and
he made some slight show of fight
now.

*“ Prance,’ he said  sharply,
“you’ve made several insinuations
to-night. © What do you mean by
them?”’

** Insinuations!

Not I,” the secre-
tary  replied imperturbably, again
with that. curious smile of his.
“Only, since you learned the news
of Henry Renford’s escape from
prison, your manner has been—well,
of a kind that might make a stranger
suspicious.”

*Suspicious of what?” The |
financier’s face was working, his
tone quavering.

“You don’t want me to rake un
all ithe "old story. You know the
details better even than I do. Yon
know that Caleb Steen was killed
thirteen years ago; you know that at
the time of his death two clerks
were in his employ, namely, yourself
and Henry Renford. You know that
old Caleb was an eccentric, with no
relatives in the world, and that Le
made a somewhat unusual will.”

“Yes, yes; I know all that.”

“You know that by that will he
left everything to his two clerks—
you and Renford. You were to par-
ticipate equally, and wupon the
decease of either of you the other was
to inherit the whole.”

‘“ What has all this—"’

“‘ There was another condition in
the will. A clause provided that in
the event of either of the joint-heirs
being proved guilty of a crime, the
other was to succeed to the whole
estate.”

“ Prance, will you—'

“By a wonderfully fortuitous com-
binatidn of circumstances everything
worked out to your advantage. Not
only was Caleb Steen found dead in
his office before he had a chance of
altering ~ that will—which he had
given some sign of doing—but the
guilt of that crime was fixed upon
Henry Renford. "He was condemned
to death, the sentence afterwards
being commuted to penal servitude
for life.”

“ Why are you going aver all this
again, Prance? Why——" :

“ Because it's interesting. t's
always been a moot point whether
Henry Renford was really guilty or
not.”

‘“There was no doubt about it.
The jury said so.”

“Juries are not infallible. They
confessed as much in this case by
retiring for seven hours ere coming
to a decision.”

‘“ But they agreed at last.”

“ Unfortunately for Renford they
did. By the light of after events I
am convinced they made a mistake.”

Sir Maurice Pilkington, perspiring
at every pore, looked furtively at his
secretary. He dropped his eyes again
at once.

3

“ More insinuations,” he. said.
“ What do you mean ?”
“1 am coming to that. T entered

your employment a few months after
the crime and the trial. You had,
meantime, started as a financier with
the big capital inherited from Caleb
Steen. I found you keen and alert
—none more so—in your business.
You worked early and late with such
devouring energy -as made it plain to
me you were striving to forget some-
thing by keeping your nose to the
grindstone.” ’

“What was there for me to for-
get?? :

“You know better than—or, at
least, as well as 1. The fact was,
however, plain to me, for in your
rare moments of leisure you were
nervous, moody, and apprehensive.
You continued to try the ane cure for
worry—work, and you overdid the
cure.

¢ You continued to work, work,
work, till you could work no longer.
Your nerves gave way, angi you
broke down. You were ill for
months, and, at your own request, 1
remained always by your side. That
was necessary because only I could
carry on your big financial opera-
tions. During part of your illness
vou were unconscious—delirious. In
your delirium you spoke of the past.

- Why is a clock like a bashful qgirl? Because its face is behind its hands.
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' You spoke explicitly of many things.

I was by your side, and I heard
what you said.”

The millionaire financier was
ghaking more violently than ever.
His face was ashen, his eyes seemed
veady to bolt from his head.

“What did I say?”’ he asked
huskily. ;

‘“ You spoke of your—of the crime;
of the murder of Caleb Steen.”

““ What did I say?”

The financier had thrust cut his
head in a half-fearful way towards
his secretary. Prance met the gaze
un‘i‘iinchingly*cailously.

Do you want me to tell you
that 7’ he demanded.
‘ 3
8 “Then I will tell you. In your

delirium you said that—-""

John Prance broke off suddenly,
and turned his eyes towards the door
suspiciously.

The. financier had also turned, and
with bated breath was listening, with
his hands convulsively clutching the
arms of his chair. Three gasping
words came in a voice with no
strength behind it :

*What was that?”

_Prance had risen, and with a toss
of his head tiptoed to the door and
opened it suddenly.

“No one here,” he whispered, as
he gazed left and right along the
corridor—*“‘no one here; and yet I
could swear I heard something.”

“8o did I. It sounded like some-
cone gasping; and then there was a
sound as of soft footsteps hurrying

away. Prance, who could it have
been 77’
“T don’t know.
be.” }

“My valet? Impossible! Mor-
timer is the best servant I ever had.
He went to bed hours ago.”

“It may have been fancy, then.
The wind has got up a bit, and is
making the tapestry swish. It may
have been that. I hope it was. It
wouldn’t do for us to be overheard—
eh, Sir Maurice 7’

The financier shuddered again.
““You shouldn’t talk of such things,
Prance,”” _he remonstrated half
pleadingly. “I—I don’t know why
you discuss this matter at all.””
was trying to put a bold face on
things, but it was a feeble attempt.

‘“ Are 'you really very much sur-
prised 7’ asked the secrctary, with
that . half-mocking smile of his.
‘“Welt, I won’t discuss the subject
any more now,”

“Don’t, Prance; there’s a good
fellow! The contemplation of the
past always gives me pain. But about
that boy? I think we had better
let him go. It will save us a lot of
petty annoyance and trouble.
out and release him, Prance. Pretend
that you are doing it unknown to
me, and tell him his only chance of
escaping punishment is to clear out
of this part of the country. You’ll
do what I ask?”

“Very well,”” said the secretary;
“T’ll do what you ask.”

He rose and noiselessly left the
room.

In ten minutes he was back. His
face was scared, his eyes excited-

Mortimer, may-

looking.

“What's the matter?” the
financier asked, in some alarm.

‘“The boy has gone!” gasped
Prance.

“Gone! How?”

“I don’'t know. The door was
locked and' the window secure, but
I found the shed empty. The boy
has made his escape !’

THE 6th CHAPTER,.
The Monotoncus Search Begins.
OW had Phil escaped?
H To explain that we must
go back a few minutes—to
that moment when both Sir Maurice
Pilkington and his secretary had
heard the mysterious sound in the
corridor.

There had been somebody there—a
tall, spare, bent man with greyish
hair, a solemn,.set expression and a
pale, clean-shaven face—Mortimer,
the financier’s valet!

He had been listening to the con-
versation of the two men inside.

At the crucial moment he had been
seized with a sudden faintness that
had made him gasp, and at the sound
of Prance’s footsteps had sent him
staggering quickly away out of
sight.

Straight for his own sitting-room
ke made. There he unlocked a cup-
board, from which he drew out a
cashbox. Opening this, he took out
a handful of banknotes and gold,
which he thrust into his - pocket.
Then, turning down the lamp, he
moved stealthily from the room like
a thief.

Yet Frederick

Mortimer was no

He p

Go |

thief. The money—over a hundred
pounds in all—was his cwn; the
savings of years.

What was he going to do with it?
We shall see in a moment.

With tight-set lips he stole up one
passage and down another. Letting
himself out by a side door, he skirted
the kitchen, and made through- the
snow past the stables to some out-
buildings beyond. -

In one of these Phil, of course,
was. ~ Weary, and utterly worn by
his recent experiences, he sat there
upon the floor in an attitude of
deepest dejection. The idea that the
escaped convict was indeed his father
amounted now to a certainty. His
features, his handwriting—Phil had
seen other specimens of his father’s
caligraphy—made the man’s identity
certain. )

The boy’s feelings were easier to
imagine than to describe. To have
become sure that his father was alive
was indeed a matter of great
rejoicing. The knowledge, so
strangely acquired, seemed to be an
answer to the prayer he had uttered
when he had set out on his journey.

But the discovery of his father’s
condition; the knowledge that he
was a fugitive from justice; the
sudden sight of him, so near and yet
so far away, under ecircumstances
that made him incapable of assisting
his flight—all these things served to
sadden and depress the lad. So he
crouched there upon the floor of the
store-shed; given over utterly to
grief.

All of a sudden a fumbling at the
door made him rise erect. He heard
a key being turned in the lock, and
then the door opened.

A man stood there whom he recog-
nised. It was the same man who had
shown his pity previously by bring-
ing him food.

Why had he come now? The boy
advanced a step, seemirigly with the
question wpon his lips. But the man
raised a hand to enjoin silence, as,
softly closing the door, he stocod with
his ecar to it listening intently.

Satisfied that he had not been
followed, he turned at length to Phil.

“What is your name?’’ he asked,
in a whisper.

“ Philip Renford.”

“T thought I'd caught it aright,
but I wanted to be sure. You know
why they locked you up here? They
say you helpe:g a—a convict to
escape. Did you do that?”

- Phil closed his lips resolutely. He
liked the look of this man—and cer-
tainly ha had been kinder to him
than the othors—but still, he was
doubtful how far he could trust him.
He kept silent  then.

Mortimer read his thoughts.

“Have no fear of me, lad,” he
said kindly. ““I mean no harm to
you. —Trust me with everything.
You’ll know in a minute that I want
to be your friend. Did you see that
convict 77’

“Yes; I saw him in the church-
yard. He was placing some flowers
on—on a grave. But he ran when
he saw me. I didn’t help him to
escape, though if I had known who
he was I'd have——" -

Phil broke off. He was afraid stiil
to say too much.

“Jf you had known who he was,”
Mortimer said. “Then you didn’t
know? Do you know now ¥’

“Yes, I know now, but
“And I know, too.
name is Henry Renford.

father.”

Phil began to tremble. If this man
were an enemy, bhetrayal seemed very
near indeed.

Again Mortimer broke the s e.

“ You see, I know more about you
than you think. But trust me, lad.
I am going to trust you. Your father
is my dearest friend—the best frie
I ever had in the world. He did me
a great service once. When we'were
both boys he saved my life. I hoped
to be able to repay part of that ser-
vice. I hoped to see your father. I
arranged for him to meet me here,
but I missed him.”

“He has been here,”
Phil.

“Yes, yes, I know he has, lad. I
know that the change of clothes I
left for him are gone. But there was
money, too, I wanted to give. Money
to enable him to get right away. And
now he has gone without it.”

Mortimer’s voice was husky and
broken. He paused for breath,

“I would follow him if I could,”
he went on, ‘but that’s impossible.
I can’t explain everything to you
now, but I may do your father better
service by staying with Sir Maurice
Pilkington, whose valet I am.”

“ What has Sir Maurice Pilkington
to do with my father 7’

“ Don’t ask me that now, lad, and
don’t: waste any more time. I have

2]

That man’s
He 1s your

ventured

come to let you go free. I want yon
to follow your father. Look—here i
money P’ He drew the’ bahknotes
and gold from his pocket. “Take it!
Follow your father, and help him to
get away from his persecutors for a
time—for a time!”’

2

He thrast the money into the boy’s |
Phil gasped as he saw how !

hand.
much it was.

¢“I—I don’t understand,’”” he began.

But Mortimer interrupted quickly.

““ Ask no questions, only go—go and
find your father! You ought to be
able to follow his trail in the snow. I
expect he will make for Tollport.”

“Tollport 7’ asked Phil eagerly.
“ How far is that ?”

““ Six miles, or a bit under. Now,
don’t waste any more time, but go.”

It Was plain that Mortimer was
getting anxious. Cold as the early
morning was, the perspiration was
pouring down his face. He almost
thrust the boy out of the shed. Now
would he listen to any further
questionings, or to Phil’s broken
expressions of gratitude.

“Go,” was all he said—*‘go, and do
what I say. God bless you, lad, and
your father, too!” ’

Tollport was, and is, one of the
most picturesque places on the South
Coast. While its western portions
have been developed into a popular,
and even fashionable, -watering-place,
its eastern end—known as the Old
Town®still remains pretty much as it
must have been two or three hundred
years ago. It is built between two

then to ery out. He checked that
impulse for a minute, but then gave
way. -
 Father—father I’ trembled out of
his throat at the top of his voice.
Useless, however, to shout. For
the wind, blowing upward from the
south-east, carried tne sounds back-
ward instead of out to sea.

“ Father—father !”” he cried again.

But the man, creeping over the
rocks, and now and then waving a
hand towards the incoming boat,
never once turned his head.

But if the sounds failed to reach
the man for whom they were
intended, they had another startling
effect.

Chancing through some instinct to
turn his gaze inland, Phil of a sudden
beheld two men hurrying towards
him. Two well-dressed men—two
men whom he had seen before.

Sir Maurice Pilkington and John
Prance.

And they had seen him. That was
plain, for they were making straight
towards him. In the moonlight he
could even see the evil expression
upon their faces.

Dread of recapture seized him. He
turned to dash away to the left. In-
stantly the two men separated—
Pilkington making direct for him, and
Prance running wide to cut him off
in his flight.

A glance at the winding coast-line
showed the boy that escape that way
would be difficult.
two men came closer and closer.

“1 must descend by the cliffs—it

The motor-car suddenly pulled up, and Phil was thrust out
into the bitter night. The oniy thing he cculd do was to battle
against the blinding snow for the rest of the journey.

huge flanking hills, lying at their base
like a town in a ravine.

| himself,

On to the East Hill had come Phil |

Renford. Hither had he been led by
the trail of footprints left by his
father, and plainly discernible in the
snow.

Now he was at the end of that trail.
It had brought him to the very edge
of the cliff overlooking the sea, and
there had come to an end. The
briefest examination made it plain that
further progress on the part of the
fugitive must have been made by way
of the clifi
strewn beach below.

But how to follow?

The cliff was

itself to the boulder- |

quite two hundred feet high. It
dropped sheer down. Any attempt |
to descend the precipice must be |

attended, in the sliBpery state of the !

rocks, by the greatest danger.

Yet, since his father had gone, he
must needs follow. Now that he was
so close upon his parent’s track, every
instinet within him urged him onward.

He began to look about for a place
to descend.

Hardly had he com- |

menced  his search when a movement |

in the sea below attracted his atten-
tion. Upon the foam-crested waves,
white as the world about him, a small
boat, rowed by one man, was coming.

Quickly the boat turned inshore.
More_than once the man rowing
paused, and turning his head, seemed
to be locking for someone.

Following the direction of his eyes,
Phil found his heart suddenly give a

ca
(g)ut of a hole amid the rocks the
figure of a man crept. One glance
was sufficient. In an instant Phil
recognised the man as his father.
Such an impulse came upon him

is the only way !’ Phil exclaimed to
and Jooked about him
desperately.
He felt desperate, too, for here-
abouts the precipitous nature of the
i et to make a descent im-

r and closer the men eame;
closer and closer Phil moved to the
chif . How could he get down?
ed himself the question a dozen
in as many seconds. And sud-
saw a way. '
iging the chiff for a great dis-
a fence made of twisted
o] wire, intersected by transverse
rods of perforated iron, through which
the wire strands ran.

At a distance of a'few yards from
him a recent landslip had uprooted
this fence for a considerable way. It
dangled down over the cliff, one end
of 1t being firmly fixed in the rock
above.

Without an instant’s hesitation, Phil
dropped first to his knées, then flat
down. Wriggling forward, he clutched
one of the transverse rods, and swung
himself clear.

The wire fence chirped and
sffaightened with his weight. It sent
him with a jerk thirty or forty feet
down, then, at full stretch, stopped.

Only the firmness of his grip pre-
vented Phil at that moment from
being hurled to death. But despera-
tion made him cling, and guickened
his wits. Luckily he had kept his feet
free from entanglement in that part
of the improvised ladder which now
dangled beneath him.

In a moment ke was descending it,
sliding down the wires, and pausing
to rest for a second now and then
as he came to a bar.

Ie stopped. The"

A sudden f‘reat shaking made him
loock upward, and then a terrible
dread filled him.

No wonder! For overhead, right
on the very cliff-edge, his two pur-
suers were tugging and straining at
the railing, trymg to tear it free from
its fastenings, and so send him plung-
ing down to certain death. y

Would those fastenings resist their
efforts sufficiently long to enable him
to reach the beach in safety? It
seemed hardly likely; but he prayed
that they might.

His descent was perilous in the
extreme.  For Pilkington now was
leaning face downward over the cliff,
and, with a firm grip of the dangling
railing, was moving it about in a
frantic endeavour to shake Phil off.

How that railing twisted and
writhed! Now the boy would swing
outward with a twisting wrench ; now
ho would find himself being dashed
against the cliff-side, as the swinging
ladder rebounded.

Down, down, from bar to bar he
went, clinging on like grim death.

Slacker and slacker the wire strands
grew. Then of a sudden—snap !

The fence had broken even while
he was still some fifty feet from the
beach.

And thers he was—falling—falling !

Bump!

He had stopped, with all the breath
knocked ont of his body, almost before
be had realised his fearful peril.

For two or three minutes he lay
there dazed.  The first thing of which
he became clearly aware was that he
wag lying on an unprotected ledge of
rock upon a thick bed of seaweed and
“wet creepers.

Gratitude filled him that these
thiﬁxgs had been there to break his
fall.

Witk his brain growing clearer, he
Yooked up the face of the cliff. He
could see the place from which the
railmg had been torn up. The rail-
ing itself lay in a tangled heap. upon
fhe beach, thirty feet below' him.

But of the men who had wrenched
it from its hold he could see no
sien. They, as a matter of fact,
were %t this moment flying inland, in
the belief that what they had dome
had sent the boy to certain death.

Now forshe first time the thought
of his father recurred to Phil. He
looked out %o sea, Dimly in the
distance he could descry a small boat
with two figures in if. It was
approaching a fishing smack which,
with her brown sails bellying out, was
rapidly approaching the smaller craft.

In two minutes the boats were
alongside each other, and one man—

"Phidl had no doubt that it was his
father—was being hoisted aboard the

L A brief interval, and then plainly to
his sight was shown the smack putting
out to sea, and the smaller boat beirg
turned end rowed in towards the
shore.

With straining eyes, dimmed now
with blinding tears, Phil watched the
outward-bound craft until he could sce
her no longer.

That his father had made good his
escape he could not be sorry for, but
“his feeling of gratitude for this was
combated by another. His father
had gone—had eluded him when a
meeting between them had seemed
SO near.

“Gone—gone !” the boy moaned.
¢ And this is Christmas Day! Oh,
shall T ever see my father again?”

Across his sight came the small
boat, now rapidly nearing shore at
a point near the town.

Phil sprang to his feet with a sud-
den resolve.

“1 will see him again!” he ex-
claimed. “1 will find my father if I
have to search the world over !’

From his resting-place on the rocky
ledge he scrambled down on to the
beach. - Then, with all speed, he ran
to meet the incoming bhoat.

THE 7th CHAPTER.
The Convict ic Recaptured.
HIL RENFORD stood in an
p open space at 'Top-hana, a
well-known district in Con-
stantinople.

Near to the gate of the splendid
palace of Dolma-bache he was near
to the very brink of the Bosphorus.
The air was heavy and stiffing, being
scarcely moved by the faint breeze
that blew across the broad river.

It was July. Over six months-had
passed since the ovents with which
this story has dealt. Hither Phil had
come after all those months of weary,
search.

It was {from the boatman at Toll<

port that he had learned something
of his father’s movements and inten-

tions. In that boatman he had con~
fided, and had told him of his

What is that which is often brought.to the fable, always cut, and never eaten?—A pack of cards.
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relationship to the man he was follow-
ing. :
_In return, the boatman had told
him of his reason for helping the
escaped convict. He—the boatman—
had in the past himself been a con-
vict at Portland. Since his discharge,
on completing his sentence, he had
carried on a secret correspondence
with some of those who still remained
in the great prison. By these means
his address had become known to
Henry Renford, who had, in his hour
of necessity, come to seek his aid.
This had been promptly given, the
- fugitive having been taken aboard a
fishing-smack which was to land him
at Dieppe.
- With plenty of money at his com-
mand—the sum given him by Mor-
timer amounted to upwards of one
hundred pounds—Phil had resolved to
follow. .
~He took boat from Newhaven to
Dieppe. Inquiries there showed that
ais father had departed to Paris. The
scarch at Paris was equally in-
effectual, His father had proceeded
1o Marseilles. There, at a house in
the Quai de Rive, hard by Fort St.
Nicholas, he learned that his father
had taken passage by steamer to Leg-
horn. From there he had gone to
Vienna, then to Trieste, from which

oo

place he had taken a boat to Con-
stant'morple.

To all these places and many others
Phil had followed his father. His
search had been ceaseless, his in-
quiries innumerable. Boy though he
was, he had displayed an acumen and
an ability to ferret out information
that was only equalled by his untir-
ing energy.

But to persevere, and persevere
still without attaining your object,
is apt to stagger even the most in-
domitable will. So at last, with his
money all but exhausted—careful in
the extreme though he had been—
even this plucky lad had grown weary
and discouraged.

The last clue he had " obtained
pointed to his father having come to
Constantinople.  Here Phil  had
arrived several days before. He had
landed on the southern bank of the
Bosphorus, and had set himself to
explore that part of the Turkish
capital known us Stamboul.

Vain his search! Previous clues
had taught him that his father was
likely to seek employment as an
English clerk in some office or ware-
house doing business with Western
Europe.

For hours and hours the boy had
pursued his inquiries in this direction,
but for several days entirely without
SUCCess.

Then had come a slight clue. A
man—a Scotsman he was, for you will
find the ubiquitous Scot in Constanti-
nople, as you will find him in every

other part of the world—had told him

that he might Tind an Englishman
answering his father’sedescription at
the gun factory at Top-hana, a dis-
trict in ‘ Christian Constantinople.”

So the boy had crossed the river
in furtherance of his search.

But new it was night, and the fac-
tories were closed. = Anything like
definite inquiries would have to be
deferred until next day.

Tired though he was, Phil chafed
at the delay. He paced the streets,
buoyed up with a vague hope that
good fortune might reward him at
last, and that he might meet his
father.

Under ordinary circumstances, he
would have been interested in  the
cosmopolitan crowd which he nfet in
the Grande Rue de Pera. It was
indeed a miscellaneous crowd. There
were, of course, Turks in baggy
clothes and red fezzes, and there were
Bulgarians, Greeks, Spanish Jews,
Armenians, Germans, Ttalians, Bashi-
Bazouks, and Zeibecks. There were
Britishers, too, with whom he longed
to talk as he heard words spoken in
his own tongue amid that babel of
sound.” 5 g

But the Britishers were for the
most part of the well-to-do tourist
class, with whom Phil had little in
common.

An hour or two of wandering, and
he found himself in the Rue Yaldiji,
one of the lowest streets in the Greek
quarter. Homeless dogs whined and
howled all about him, and sniffed at
his heels until some native pedestrian,

armed with a big stick, dispersed
them in all directions.

At the entrance to another street
of distinctly uninviting aspect, Phil
paused beneath a low arch approached
by a dirty flight of stone steps.

As he stood there, uncertain what
to do, he suddenly became conscious

of'a pair of eyes fixed upon him. He
started, - for those eyes - seemed
familiar.

“I—I beg pardon!” he began
stammeringly. “But are you—an
English ? .

He said no more, for in a second
the man whom he had addressed was
gripping his hand and whispering ex-
citedly :

“Yes, yes—I'm an Englishman,
lad. You remember me at Norman-
bridge? T'm

¢ Mr. Mortimer!” gasped Phil.

“ You here—in Constantinople !”’

7 am travelling with Sir Maurice
Pilkington. We have been travelling
for weeks all over Kurope—going
backwards and forwards in such a
strange way that my master’s move-
ments have puzzled me. But you—
why are you here, lad?”’

 Because I have traced my father
to this place.”

¢ What! Your father here in Con-
stantinople?” the valet exclaimed,
with a sudden pallor. ** Where is he
exactly?”’

Phil shook his head.

“That I don’t know. All I have
been able to find out is that he is
employed as a clerk in some place

where they make cannons. But what
is the matter, Mr. Mortimer?”’

The valet had swayed backward,
then forward, as he clutched Phil’s
arm for support. s

“ The cannon factory!’ he re-
1)eatsd. ““ Then that explains why

“ Explains ‘what?”’
“ Why Sir Maurice and his secre-
tary have gone to the house of Abdul

¢ A rich Turk. The director of the
big gun factory.”

‘“ Good " heavens!”
“ Then you think—"'
“1 think that my master has got
on the track of your father. T know®
that he hates him—or, rather, fearss
hinr. But I did not know that he
was so near to getting him into his
power. Now I see it all.  This
journey of ours—those mysterious
goings backwards and forwards—have -
been all part of a plan. Ever since
your father’s escape from prison last
Shristmas time, Sir Maurice Pilking-
ton has been ftrying to find your
father. And now—and now perhaps

he has found him!”’

“ And if he has,”” choked Phil,

Phil gasped.

* “ what wiil he do?”

The valet gulped hard. ?

“ He will deliver him up to the
police,” he said, in a hollow tone.

Phil stared forward with blazing

eyes.
“ Where does this Abdul live?”

(Continued on the next page.)

Saved by a

Collier Lad.

A SPLENDID PLAY FOR BOYS SPECIALLY WRITTEN FOR
QUR CHRISTMAS NUMBER. ¢

'CHARACTERS.

Mes. Jo~zs, a short boy, with o high
voice, dressed as an old woman.
Mge. JoNEs, dressed in old clothes, with

black face and hands, and grey hair.

CrLoNN, @ big lad, in his best clothes.

JACK, a shorter lad, in his working
clothes, with a coal-pick in his
hand, and black face, as if Le has
just come from work.

SUSIE. Can be either a young boy,
dressed as a girl, with a sunbonwet
on, or the sister of one of the other
boys. She should wear skirts just
to the ankles.

SceNE.—Inteirior of a cottage.
the curtain rises, an old woman (Mrs.
Jones) is laying the table for two people.
While she does so she talks out loud.

Mgs. Joxgs: Dearie me, my man’s
fate to-night. He’s always up from
the pit before this. (Ske opens the
door and looks out.) There’ll be a fine
old to-do when he finds Susie isn’t at
home. He can’t abear her going to
singing class since young Mr. Clunn, the
mine-owner’s son, has taken to going
there too. (Sleps are heard outside.)
Ah, here he is at last ¥ (Door opens,
and @ well-dressed young man enters.
He has a shifty, cvil expression.) Why,
it’s Mr. Clunn! Come in, Mr. Clunn !

Come in !
Croxy: Thank you, Mrs. Jones.
Have you heard about the—er—

accident at the pit ?

Mrs. JoxEs (slarting up very
anziously): No. Has there been an
accident ? Is that why John is late ?
s he helping to get out the injured ?

Cruxs (walking up and down with
short, quick steps): Most of the men
were up when it happened. I was
coming up, too, when just as I passed
the new gallery——

Mrs. JoONES (putting her hand to her
keart): Why, that’s where my man is
working !

Croxx: I heard a tremendous
crash, as if the roof had fallen in.

Mrs. JoXEs (screams): Oh, don’t
keep me in suspense ! Tell me nobody
was killed !

CruNy (very grovely): Prepare for
a shock, Mrs. Jones. I'm sorry to
say one man was killed—crushed under
many tons of rock and coal.

Mrs, JONES (staggers, and says with
difficulty) - My husband ?

Cronn: Yes.
Mes, JoveEs: Oh, my man—my
man! (Ske drops into a chaiy, leans

her_arm on the table, and sobs.)

CLonN (with @ deceitful air): I'm
very, very sorry about this, Mrs. Jones.
1 always had a deep respect for your
husband. :

Mgs., JONES :
break !

Cruxx & I mean to say, youneed not
want for anything.

Mrs. JoNES (looks up fiercely) : What
d’you mean ?

' Cronx: Only that you won’t need
to go to the workhouse if Susie marries
me.

Mgrs. JoxEes {almost mad with grief,
storms at him): What! You wed my

Oh, my heart will

When

Susie! Son of the man whose murder-
trap has killed my husband, wed his
only child, Susie!

CrLuxn (erestfailen): I only thought
Mrs. Joxes: I'll give you some-
thing to think about. T'll tell you
what my poor man said about you and
your father. * They’re selfish brutes,
both of them ! ”” he said. “ They don’t
care about other men’s lives so long as
they can profit!”’ :

CLuNN  (furiously) :
that, did he ? i

Mzs. Joxus : Yes, he did! _** While
I live,” he said, °‘that young jacka-
napes sha'n’t marry my Susie!”

CLUNN (triumphantly): Yes, but he
doesn’t live now !

Mes. JoNES (jumps up, and points at

Ha! He said

hisn with sudden suspicion): Wreich !
I believe you’'ve killed him !
Cruxx (in terror): Hush! You're

mad ! 5

Mzs. Joxgs (in a loud, angry voice) :
I won’t hush ! My poor man said you
and your father thought nothing of
men’s lives !

CLUNN (in tortal terror,
her) : Hold your noise !

Mges. Joxus : Help ! Help !
(Enter Jack Torr, in collier’s clothes.)
Jack Toir: What's up, Mrs. Jones ?
Mges. JoxEs : Oh, Jack! My man—
my main ! (She collapscs on the ground
1 @ SWooN.) -

Jaex {running to 1ift her up):
pity’s sake, what’s the matter ?

tries lo gag

For

Croxy: Her Lusband’s been killed
in the .pit.
JACK : Killed ? Impossible !

(CLUNN makes towards the door.) Hi!
stop! Help me to carry Mrs. Jones
next door. 3

(Between them they lijt her up, and
carry her off the stage. In a moment
the door opens again, and JACK comes
in, pulling CLUNN after him.)

JAck (fiercely): Now, then! I
heard Mrs. Jones crying ““Help!”
What were you doing to her ?

CrLuxy : She was hysterical.

Jack: And so will you be when
I've done with you. Take that! (He
Ienocks CLuxN down.)

Cruxx: You dare to touch me ! {He
jumps wup, and runs at Jack. They
fight hard, and Jack knocks him down
again, Then, continuing to sit on the
ground, CLUNN says, in @ quavering
votce): I don’t want to hurt you,
Mr. Toil ! ~

Jaox : No, I'm the one that’s going-
to do the hurting. (JAck fakes him by
the scruff of the neck, and drogs him
to his feet, shaking him all the time).

Now, then, what’s this about Mz,
Jones ?
Croxy: T—er—happened to go

along the gallery where he works just
after the men came up, and I saw
there was a fall. So, hearing groans
Jack : You heard groans ?
Cruxny: Yes, hearing groans——
Jack (gladly): Then he’s not
dead ?
CLUNN (sees he has made o mistake) :

Oh, yes, he’s quite dead. I—er—I—
er—heard him die!

Jack (scornfully) :
get him out ?

Cruxx: Noj; it was impossible.

JACK (seizes him, and shakes him
hard) : You’re telling lies, you cowardly
wretch! 1'm going down the pit to
see for myself.

(The door opens, and in com2s MRS.
JONESs, still weeping.)

Jack: Cheer up, Mrs.
save your hushand yet!

Mres. JoxEs (joyfully): Oh, do you
think there’s hope ?

Jack: Yes. I don’t work in that
pit, but the owner’s son can give me
a permit to go down.

Cruny:  Certainly not!
too dangerous.

Jack (fiercely) : You won't ?

CLuNN: (backing $ata-a corner) : No.
It’s too dangerous, T tell you.

JACK (putting up his fists) :
in danger in a minute !

(Coun~ Hdts  at - kim  desperately.
JACK rushes ‘Gt kim, and they roll over
and over on e ground, fighting hard.
Jack at lastispreadeagles CLUNXN, who
begins to scream ¢ Help! Help! Help!)

Did you try to

Jones ; T’ll

You'll be

Jack: Hold® your row, will you?
Fetch me a duster, Mrs, Jones!
(JAck gegs kim.) Now get me a

clothes’-line !

Mgrs. JonEs: You're not going to
injure him, Jack ?

Jacx: No; only tie him up.

(M=s. JoxEs fetches clothes’-line, and

between them they raise him and iie
him into a big chair.)
Jack: Now, then, you sha'n’c

budge from there until you’ve written
that permit, if you stand out for a week.
Will you give way now, or must I start
on you again ?

(CLuNN is terrified, and gives way.
He writes on a scrap of paper with his
hands still bound.)

Jack: Good! Keep a close eye on
him, Mrs. Jones; and keep up your
spirits until I come back.

's—it’s

Mes. JoxEs: Heaven bless you,
lad ! (She goes out with him.)

CLUuxN (gets rid of the gag, and makes
‘desperate -efforts to get free. He 1s
evidently very frightened): Oh, I wish
I hadn’t done it now. But he wouldn’t
let me have Susie, and it was so easy to
push the rock over on to him. Sup-
posing the old man isn’t quite dead,
and lives long enough to tell them how
it-happened ? . (Desperately) 1 must get
free! I must! (He 1is struggling
hard when. Mrs. JoxNes comes back,
weeping.)

Mgs. JonEs: No, you don’t! You
bide still, you villain!. (She scolds
kim vigorously, and ties him up tighter
as she does so.)

CURTAIN.

(When the curtain rises, MRS, JONES
is sitting at the table; weeping, with her
head on her arms. Crunw s looking
sulky and terrified. Suddenly the door
flies open and a girl rushes in.)

Susie: Mother, dear mother, run
to. the door quick !

(Mrs. JoxEs runs to the door and
looks out.)

Susie (shakes her fist at CLUNN):
Oh, you wicked wreteh !

Mrs. JoNEs (turning back [rom the
door) : Oh, Susie, what d’you mean ?

Susie: It’s all right, dear mother !

Mes. Joxes: Oh, child, what’s all
right ?

Susie (joyfully) : Why, everything’s
all right. Father’s not killed. He’s
only a teeny bit bruised. Dear old
Jack has saved him,

(FJACK enters. carrying Mr. JONES,
who groans as he is put down. Mms.
JoxEs takes her husband in her arms
tenderly.)

Jack (waring kis cap in the air):
Hooray, Mrs. Jones! Hooray, Susie
darling! Hooray! I found him as
jolly as a sandboy, a bit cooped up,
but otherwise all right.

Mgs. Joxes (laughing happily): Oh,
John, you're not dead, after all! (She

rHE RULES OF FOOTEALI.
: Explained and Simplified for the Boy Player.

HE next rule of importance

I we come to is about the

measurements of the
“pitch,”” and yeu must all be
careful to remember that circum-
stances alter cases, and that a field
is not necessarily bad because it is on
the small side. It is the same for
the other fellows as it is for you.
Here is the rule:

RULE.—Lines shall be marked six
yards from each goalpost at right
angles to the goal-lines for a distance
of six yards, and these shall be con-
nected with each other by a line
parallel to the goallines; the space
within these lines shall be the goal-
area. Lines shall be marked 18
yards from cach goalpost at right
angles to the goal-lines for a distance
of eighteen yards, and these shall be
connected with each other by a line
parallel to the goallines; the space
within these lines shall be the penalty
area.

A suitable mark shall be made
opposite the centre of cach goal 12
yards from the goalline; this shall
be the penalty-kick mark.

The circumference of the ball shall
not be less than 27 inches, nor more
than 28 inches. The outer casing of
the ball must be of leather, and no
material shall be used in the con-

struction of the ball which would con-

stitute a danger to the players.

Comments: Although,
there can be proportionate reductions
in the figures given, the temptation
to do without a plainly-marked
penalty area should be avoided,
because its absence will lead to many
disputes, and the referee will have to
make the awarding of a penalty-kick
a matter of guesswork, which is very
unsatisfactory.

To the rules given the International
Board have added two important
rulings—the first being that the
touch and goal lines shall not be
marked with a V-shaped end, and
the second béing that clubs may,
during the present-secason, mutualfy
agree to use a ball other than one
with an outer casing of leather, pro-
vided the law is otherwise complied
with.

(Another of these articles next

Tuesday.)

as stated,

helps him fo lie down, gives him water,
and fusses round him.) SUSIE runs
over to him.)

Jack : Yes, Mrs. Jones. There was
a fall all right, but instead of trying
to help your husband, that scoundrel
deliberately prised over a big mass of
rock, so that it fell on him. (7o
CLoxx) You meant to kill him, didn’'t
you ?

(MRs. JoxEs rushes af CLUNN, but
JAck holds her back.)

Mrs. JoxeEs: You villain, you!
The judge shall sentence you for it !

Jack (still struggling with her) : He'll
go to prison for five years!

Cruxx (piteously): Spare me! Spare
me !

JACK :
police !

Mr. JoxEs (weckly): No, let him
go. Tt was for love of Sue he did it.
(Sve: Wretch!) But he must leave
the country.

Mns. JoxES:
free ?

Mg. Joxes: Yes, so long as he
leaves the country.

Jack (reluctantly): Very well, Mr.
Jones, if you say so, (Suddenly
brightening up.) - I'll go and see about
it. (He goes out, end comes back.)

CrLunx (fearfully): Where have you
been ?

JAack (pleasanily): Just to arrange
for some of the lads to see you to the

No fear! I'm off for the

Let him off scot-

station. There are fifty of them
coming. They're mostly bringing
whips. (He begins to untie CLUNN.)

CrLuNx (weeping) : Oh, they'Nl kill
me !

Jack:  No. At least, I don’t
expect s0. But you'll certainly get a-
warm send-off.

(A knock at the door. Several big
sticks and whips are thrust <n.)

Vorices: We're ready for him, Jack,
when you are !

Crunx: I won't go!

Jack: Oh, won’t you ?
door open, Susie ! S

(Susie holds the door open, and eries
“ Hurrah !> as Jack flings CLuNN

Hold that

through it. The sound of beating is
heard.)
Cruxy: Oh! Ow! Ough! Help!

You'’re killing me! (His cries grow
less and less in the distance.)

(M=. JONES sits up painfully.)

Mz. JoxES : Jack, lad, you’ve saved
my life. Another hour with that rock
on my chest and I'd have been——

Mrs. JoNES and SUSIE (logether):
Don’t talk about it !

Me. JoxEs: Jack, lad, how can I
ever reward you ?

Jack (merrily): Why, that's easy
enough ! (He steps over by SUSIE’S
side, and takes her hand.)

MRr. JonNEs: Bless you, lad, take
her !

Mrs. JoxEs: You'll make "her a
brave, true husband.

JACK (drags SUSIE towards the door) :
Come galong, Susie; we’ll go and tell
the parson, so’s he can read the banns
to-morrow ! ,

Susie: Oh, Jack! (She goes wiih
him.)

Mgz. JonEs : He’s a good lad, worth
five score of that worthless Clunn !

Mrs. JoxEs (looking towards the
closed door): Ay, but they’ll make a
pretty couple !

CURTAIN.

THE END,

What coins are doubled in value by deductina the “half ” 2—Half-crown, half-sovereign, and half-penny.
>3 % z Z .
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“In & biz housa on
of the city.” -

« “We must go there,
timor 1?

“Yes,” agreed the valet, with a
gnap of his teeth,  we must go there.
Heaven grant that we may be in
time {”

The house of Abdul Feredjullah
was situated rather more than a mile
away. It was a big place of imposing
architecture, all domes and minarets
like an Eastern palace. Entry was by
way of a brightly-painted archway.

As Phil and the valet approached
this archway, they beheld a closed
vehicle standing outside. At that
moment the high gates were thrown
open, and the clatter of many foot-
steps came from the courtyard be-
yond.

Across a patch of light a group of
men moved. They were six in
number.,

¢ Stand back !” whispered Morti-
mer, shrinking into the shadow, as
he caught sight of Sir Maurice Pil-
kington. “ My master is just coming
out. He had better not see you—it
might spoil all I

Out through the gateway came the
six men. John Prance walked by his
employer’s side. Behind them came
three officers of the native police. In
the midst of them walked a manacled
man.

A light over the archway fell full
upon the prisoner’s face. Phil saw
that face, and instantly his heart was
in his throat.

“Father!?’ he cried out, and
jumped forward.
Sir Maurice Pilkington = swung

round, his face pale as he caught
sight of the boy. For a moment he
stood nonplussed.

‘“ Father!” Phil cried again.

The prisoner half turned, looked at
the boy like one dazed, then gave a
sudden cry, and threw out his
manacled hands.

But that was all he could do, for, at
a whisper from Pilkington, the police-
officers closed about the prisoner, and,
bundling him into the closed vehicle,
locked the door fast.

One of them sprang on fo a step
behind, the driver whipped up his
horse, and in a moment they were off
at a gallop.

Recovering from the stupor into
which the unexpected meeting had
thrown him, Phil made a movement
to follow the police-cart. Instantly,
liowever, Mortimer, who had not as
yet been seen, dragged him back be-
hind the archway.

; he. *“ Get

“ Quick I””  whispered
away from here, or—'

“ But my father—my father—I must
follow him! They have captured
him! He will be sent back to prizon!
T mmust try and help him !

“¥You must wait before you can
Lelp him,” the valet said quickly.
“Po as I bid you, lad. Get away
quickly and hide somewhere in the
city. Here is money in case you have
none."”

e thrust soine gold ceins into.the
boy’s hand.

“Go away and hide yourself, or
Sir Maurice may give you in charge
of the police. A rich man such as
Le can do anything in a place like this.
Write to me at the Central Postal
Depot, telling me where you are stay-
ing. I will call for your letter there
to-morrow afternoon, and then we will
arrange a meeting.”’

“ But my father—my father?”

“ Leave that to me.  Believe me,
T sm acting now for the best. Wait
hat a little longer, and I will see that
your father is set free. Now go!”

THE 8th CHAPTER.
‘Justice At Last.
» HE charge-room at Bow Street

g police-court on a November

5 night. Again there had been
an interval of four months. During
that time Henry Renford had lain
in the Constantinople prison while the
involved processes for his legal ex-
tradition had been put intc effect.

Duly, detectives from Scotland
Yard had gone to the Turkish capital
and had brought their prisoner to
England.

An inspector sat at a desk. Near
to him were officials from Portland
Prison. Near to him also were Sir
Maurice Pilkington and John Prance.

The word was passed to bring the
prisoner in. Henry Renford was led
in between two police-officers.

A lengthy document was read over
to him.
¢ That is the charge,”’ the inspector
said. -*‘ It has been made on the in-
formation of Sir Maurice Pilkington.
You are not obliged to say anything,
Henry Renford, and I give you the
formal warning- that anything you
may say wil be used as evidence

against yon. The ‘charge is as you
made it, Sir Maurice?’ he went on,
turning to the great financier.

‘“ Everything is in order,” returned
Pilkington.

“You hear that?” the inspecior
said. Then he turned to the officials
from Portland. ‘ You identify this
man as an escaped convich?”

“We identify him as Henry Ren-
ford, who escaped from Portland
while serving a life sentence for the

murder of Caleb Steen, fourtecn
years ago.”
“That will do, then. Take the

prisoner away to the cells!”
“ Stop 7

The one word came like a pistol--
shot as the door opened to admit a
man and a boy.

“ Who are you ?”’ demanded the in-
spector.

“My Mor-
timer.”

“My valet!” gasped Pilkington,
half to himself. “ What does he
want here?”

“ Yes, what is your business here ?”’
said the inspector, who had caught
the words.

‘ My business is of the highest im-
portance. Henry Renford is innocent
of the crime with which he was
charged !

‘‘ Innocent ? ;
1

found guilty!

name is Frederick

But he was tried and

It is true
murdered.

“On: false evidence!
that Caleb Steen

was

staggerad back. and fell to the
ground in & faink. = John Prance,
with a wild look about him, made &
sudden dart for the door. Instantly
two police officers pounced upon
him.

“John Prancey’ said the inspector
sternly, “you had better not resist.
You have hecard the charge against
you, and ycu are now a prisoner!”

?

The deiay in bringing the financier
and his seeretary to trial was not a
long one. Early in December they
were arraigmed in the dock at the
0ld Bailey. Into the details of that
trial we shall not enter. It was a
long and involved case, but the evi-
dence, after all these years, was
remarkably clear.

Circurnstances that had made the
case look black against Henry Ren-
ford at the previous trial were now,
in the light of after events, to point
to the guilt of the man who had been
his fellow-clerk and co-heir to Caleb
Steen’s fortune.

Added to that, Frederick Morti-
mer’s detailed account of conversa-
tions overheard between Rilkington
and Prance went far to bring abeut
their conviction.

When, in a moment of wild
despair, Johm Prance made a last
attempt to save himself by turning
King’s evidence, the case was in-
deed complete.

He told of how

in a - time of

@

Many of the people were
already, and dozens of others
trooping in at every minute.
"What a collection of -guesis!
Never before surely had such a
number of the rag, tag, and bobtail
of London been hrought together
under one roof. There they all were
—men, women, and children—all
ready to do more than ample justice
to the roast beef, geese, turkeys,
plum-puddings, and mince-ples
which were to be provided for them.

The highways and byways of
London had been scoured to bring in
everybody who cared to participate.
Homeless wanderers, out-of-work
lzbourers and their families, street
arabs—everybody had been invited,
and all had come.

And if these were the guests, who
were the hosts? No others than
Henry Renford and his son Phil!

A regiment of waiters entered with
the steaming dishes. At the head of
the central table, Henry Renford
b

ther
kept

ose.
‘“ Friends,” he said, in a voice
which, though husky with emotion,
could be heard in every corner of
the hall, “I am not going to make
a speech. We are all too hungry to
appreciate a delay of that sort. So
all Pm going to say is this:

“You are here as my guests for
a particular reason. Last Christmas
I was a fugitive from justice. Last

Beneath the long, shabby ulster which the man wore there was suddenly shown in the moon-

light yellow stockings and drab brecches, flecked with

But the deed was not comn
Henry Renford !I”*

“Then who did commit it 7’

“That man?’ cried the
throwing out his arm,
Maurice’ Pilkington !

The financier staggered Dback,
while Prance went deathly pale. The
inspector recovered from the start
which the words had given him.

“What mad charge is this?’ he
demanded. “ What justification have
you for making 1£?”

Another man had just previously
entered the room.

“The evidence is here!” he said,
holding up some papers.

¢ Mr. Oldville; the solicitor!” the
inspector said in surprise.  ‘“ What is
the evidence? On what do you base
your charge against Sir Maurice
Pilkington 7"* \

“On the sworn depositions of
Frederick Mortimer,” returned the
solicitor, tapping his sheaf of papers.
“These documents contain a full
account of conversations held be-
tween Sir Maurice Pilkington and
his secretary, John Prance. They
amount to a confession of murder.
On . this eyidence we charge BSir
Maurice Pilkington with the murder
of Caleb Steen fourtecn years ago,
and we charge John Pranee with
being an accessory after the fact.”

The effect of the words were
electrieal. Bir Maurice Pilkington

ritted by
b

valet,
“Sir

convict!

delirium Sir Maurice Pilkington
had actually confessed to the murder,
and given details of how it was done.

The verdict brought in was one of
¢ Guilty I’  Pilkington was sen-

tenced to death, and duly suffered |

the extreme penalty of the law.
Prance was sentenced to ten years’
penal servitude.

A few formalities, and not only
was Henry Renford set free, but his
claim to < Caleb Steen’'s fortune
clearly established.

“Fred, old friend,”’ said the ex-
convict brokenly to Mortimer, at the
moment the good news was brought
to him, ‘“I owe all this to you!

“ You have another friend who is
more to you than I cam ever be—
your boy! Phil, T won’t keep you
from your father any longer. I
will leave you two together.”

THE 9th CHAPTER.
Conclusion.
HRISTMAS Eve again! A
@ great Lizll in central London,
brilliantly lighted and gaily
decorated with holly and ivy and
mistletoe.

About the hall were set long tables
covered with snow-white cloths, and
laid for the meal of many hundreds
of people.

-thing money is!

the broad arrcw. It was the escaped

istmas my dear boy here was a
wanderer in the streets of
London. He was alone—friendless
and penniless. Since then a great
change has come over both our lives.
T am now a free man. Through the
goodness of an old employer who
met his death in a way I shall not
dilate upon, I am now a rich man.
“ My son’s position, like mine, is
altered; but the memory of last
Christmas will ever -remain with
him. This meeting here to-night is
entirely at my boy’s suggestion,
“Thousands have responded to
our invitation, and have come here.
There are many others who are
being provided with a Christmas

dinner elsewhere—some in other
halls, some in their own humble
homes.
“That’s all. I've- got to say,
friends.”
‘“There, Phil, that’s over !’ he

whispered to the boy by his side, as
he sat down. ‘“Now you start in on
the turkey, too!”’

“Oh, dad,” answered Phil, “I'm
almost too happy to eat! What a
How splendid to
know that this Christmas, at all
events, nobody in London need go
without a dinner. God bless you,
dad—Ged bless you!” /.

“And God bless you, my dear,
dear boy 1" k

TEHE BED.

Xmas Greenery.
THE BOYS’ GUIDE TO HOME
DECORATING.

i useful, and ingenious, and ail
lads should bear their sharo

of decorating at Christmas-time.
There are evergreenis to be hung up,
nails to be driven home, besides a
good deal of work with the step-
ladder, and ne boy should neglect
his obvious duty in this direction.

Of course, there will be a large
number of my readers who dwell in
the densest parts of our busy cities
and who will have to fall back upon
the local greengrocer for their supply
of holly and evergreens. To the boy .
within reach of the country, however,
there is always an opportunity of
getting Christmas greenery on the
cheap. A visit to the neighbourheod
of some large estate a few days pre-
vious to Christmas should bring
about the necded supply, and usually
all that is necessary is to interview
a keeper and get from him permissicn
to obtain an armful of evergreens.

In most coverts there are holiy,
ground ivy, laurels, and yew, and
you may be se fortunate as to find in
an aged orchard an apple-tree bear
ing just -

the sprig of mistietoe

HE majority of boys are handy,

you require. Do not be afraid to ask
for permission to get a little siuff,
and when this permission is accorded,
act in a gentlemanly manner, and
do not abuse it. Folks are wondrous
kind at Christmas-time, particularly
to boys who put forward a manly
request. : : :

I will assume, however, that you
have 1aid in a goodly stock of just
the evergreen material you require,
and that, with a ball of twine,
hammer, and nails, you are ready to
comrinence operations.

You will probably find the hall of
your house—the entrance passage—
the best place upon which to cowm-
mence. Let it simply shout a Christ-
mas welcome, so that the moment the
door is opened, the spirit of ihe
season cries. aloud its gladsomns
message. Make it your first task to
run strcamers of holly-leaves from
corner to corner and cCriss-cross
according to the size and shape of
the hall.

To make these streamers, take
some thin twine, and upon it thread
about twenty holly-leaves; then put
half a dozen berries, followed by
another batch of leaves, then furthcs
berries, and so on. Do not crowd
either leaves or berries, and usc a
darning needle for the purpose oi
threading.

Another plan is to write out some
bright and merry greetings on tinted
eard or paper, and to frame them
with holly-leaves and berries, sus-
pending them in such a way that
they are easily seen as one enters ihe

all

Behind the pictures, hatrack, and
hallstand also arrange

sprigs of hotliy,

yew, laurel, or other evergreen, and
continue the scheme up the steir-
way, threading some of the deccra-
tion through the banisters.

As for the mistletoe—well, "you
would not hang that immediately
below the hall light, would vou?
No, you want to choose a place where
the bough cannot be possibly missed
and yet where it is not ‘in the full

tare of the light, for some maidens
go not like too much glare upon what
happens under the mistletoe.

The dining-room should next come
in for attention, for it is here where
the Christmas dinner will be eaten
and where probably most of the Yule-
tide fun will take place. Make some
more chains of holly-leaves as you
did for the hall, and suspend them
where convenient and where there
will be no fear of the gas catching
them. A snake-like chain of holly-
leaves and berries to twine in and
out among the clock and ornaments
of the mantelpiece is a splendid idea.

Here also you will have a sprig
or two of evergreen for the pictures
and also for the back of the side-
board or cheffonier.

A good plan is to get a child’s
hoop and decorate it with the broad,
thick leaves of laurel and aucuba.
The leaves are held in place by being
bound with twine to the hoop, and
you should commence at the bottom
and work upwards on either side, the
tips of all the leaves pointing towards
the top of the circle. These hoops
of leaves are most effective.

THE EYD.

What is the most effectual way of keeping water out of a house ?—Never pay the water rates.
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HRISTMAS is upon us once

C again, and in a few days
cards and presents, puddings
and pies, parties and dances,

will be all the rage again.

At the best and liveliest of Christ-
amag parties things are liable to run a
little tame at intervals, and in such
cases the guests usually look for the
host to make suggestions, and keep
the pot boiling. Kven a guest, how-
ever, will be thanked if he makes a
few rattling good suggestions, and
that is the purpose of this season-
able article. Together with the
splendid tricks and games I am going
t> describe, and the gloricus song,
““A Boy’s Best Friend is His
Mother,”” the recitation, entitled,
“The Fireman’s Wedding,” and the
other features included in this
Grand Christmas Number, I see no
reason why you should not be able to

conduct 2 thoroughly enjoyable
Christmas party concert in your own
parlour. ;

The first game I am going to deal
with is a very tantalising trick,

called :
Can’t Get 1%

‘A chair is placed upon the floor,
resting on its front legs. A tempt-
ing sweet is then placed on the top
rail of the back of the chair. Now
a member of the party is permitted
to kneel on the back legs of the chair,
and to obtain. the sweet he must
place his hands at the top-of the
side rails of the chair, and pick the
sweet up with his mouth. Every-
body will rush to do this easy per-

{ have made their

Christmas ,
- Party Fun.

How to Make Things Go
With a Swing.

formance, but it is not so simple as
it looks.

Another trick, on similar lines as
the one above, is to get two boys
to kneel on the floor, facing one
another, and at a short distance
apart. Both lads must be provided
with a candle, one with candle
lighted, and then each must kneel
on their left knee, and grasp the
rvight foot with the right hand.
Then, balancing on the left knee,
they must endeavour to light the one
candle by means of the other.

The Line Competition
is another little trick which needs
some practice. Fach member, in his
turn, must stand on a given line,
then, stooping down, he .must place
the left hand upon the left knee.
Then, without support of any kind,
and without moving the feet from
the line, he must put his right hand
through his legs from the back, apd
endeavour to draw a long, straight
line in front of himself without tep-
pling over. This trick is also very
simple in appearance, but not so easy
to accomplish as it looks.
Another really good game is:

Conseguences.

In fact, I have known pecple to
laugh so heartily at the funny re-
ports read from the papers that they
cheeks and sides
fairly ache.

The members of the party must
take their seats round a table, and
each be supplied with a half sheet of
ordinary notepaper and pencil. One

lad must act as leader, and it is his
duty to direct the other members
what to do, and as each lad writes
out the reply to the leader’s direc.
tions, he must fold his paper over,
and cover up the writing. Then the
paper must be passed along to the
next member of the party, and in
each case the paper must be folded
over, and no one who partakes in
the game is allowed to see what the
previous member has written.

The leader gives out the following
directions: Write out a gentleman’s
ndme; next, is in love with; next,
write @ lady's name; next where
they met; next, what he gave her;
next, what he said to her; next,
what she said to him; and, last of all,
the consequences. You will see the
result of this game when the leader
reads all that is written down on
each paper. It iz more than funny, I
can assure you.

LTHOUGHI do
not claim that
they are strictly
original, two
funny games are
“ Pinning on the
Donkey’s Tail,”
and “Drawing a
Square through
a Mirror.”

The first is car-
= ried outby pinning

a sketched tailless donkey on the wall,

with numbers figured all over him.

Then the tail must be cut from a

piece of cardboard, and a drawing-

pin stuck through the top. Each
member of the party, in his turn;

must be blindfolded, and, standing
about three yards away from the
donkey, must turn round three
times, and then proceed to where he
thinks the donkey is situated, and
push the pin of the tail as near as
possible into its proper position. The
one scoring the highest marks, of
course, wins the game; but I doubt
if anyone succeeds in pinning the tail
in the right place. <

The drawing of the sguare is
carried out in this manner: Place a
piece of paper before a looking-glass
of fair size, then let each member
draw a square on the paper by look-
ing at the paper through the mirror,
and, taking a line diagonally from
corner to corner. It looks simple
enough, but you try to draw a square
with the diagonals in this manner,
:ufld see what a fine job you can make
of it.

Please understand that the paper
must lie flat on a table with the
nmirror erect, like the letter I, as it
were.

The next trick is one that im-
mensely amused a  party of
youngsters at my house last year. It

is called :
Find Your .Nose.

Each boy must hold his nose with
his right hand, and his right ear
with his left hand. Then he must
reverse this position as quick as
lightning, and catch hold of left ear
with his right hand, and his nose
with his left hand. Try it with your
br’othcrs first, and see how funny it
is!

Another game which

: 7 my
friends enjoyed was:

young

The Bow! Dance.

Eight or a dozen lads can take part
in this game, and they are divided
into equal numbers, four or half-a-
dozen to a side, as the case may be.
A bowl, containing peas or hazel nuts
is placed upon the ground, and the
members of the party taking part in
the game  arrange themselves
around the vessel. The game is for
one side to pull any member of the
opposing side, and make him turn

out the contents of tha bowl with
his feet. If the bowl is mot tog
large, you can get a great deal of
fun out of this game.

Another of these “ tom-boy?”
games 1is pass & broomstick

through the handles of a clothes-
basket, and rest the ends’of ths
broomhandle on the seats of two
chairs. Any member of the party is
asked to get in the basket, and stand
up, with one leg at each side of the
broomstick. The one trying the
trick is ‘only permitted to seek sup-
port by holding on to the broom-

“handle, touching neither basket nor

chairs. is  may appear very
simple, but it will be found that the
basket topples over as soon as any
pressure is placed on one side of it.

The last trick is an experiment
which I learnt at school, and, apart
from being very clever, is most in-
structive. It is:

Passing an Egg Through the
Neck of a Bottle.

To demonstrate this very clever
experiment to your friends, you must
obtain a fair-sized bottle, with a
narrow neck. A. decanter is most
suitable.. Then procure an hard-
boiled ¢gg, and shell it. Put a
piece of burning paper into the
bettle, and immediately place the
egg upright on the mouth of 4he
neck of the bottle.  The burning
paper will expand the air in the
bottle, and consequently the pressure
of air upon the egg from the outside
becomes so great that it is forced
down into the bottle with a tre-
mendous report. o

Another way of passing an eggz
through the neck of a bottle, is to
place the egg in vinegar until the
shell becomes quite soft, and supple.
Then put a piece of burning paper in
the bottle, and place the egg on top.
The egg will pass through the neck
of the boftle in exactly the samo way
as in the former experiment. In the
latter case, however, cold water is
put into the bottle when the egg has
passed in. This causes the shell to
resume its usual hardness.

THE END.

ANIGGER MINSTREL TROUPE.

How Boys Can Start and Run One.

WENTY years ago nigger
minsirel troupes were all the
rage, and people flocked in

their thousands each night to see the
various shows provided in our great
‘towns. And a healthy, wholesome
entertainment it was, too, enjoyable
alike to old and young, a constant
round of laughter with an occasional
sentimental song thrown in by way
of variety.

The fact that professional nigger
minstrels have gone rather.out of
fashion except at the seaside, should
not prevent a troupe of boys from
getting up such an entertainment
during the winter months, especially
at Christmas-time. Its very novelty
will make it all the more acceptable,
and it should commend itself to the
performers for the simple reason that
the cost is very trifling, far less so
than is the case with amateur
theatricals.

For an amateur troupe of boys, I
should say that seven performers
would be ample, and make a very
happy little party; if there are nine,
well and good, but seven or nine are
the most useful numbers. A football
club, workshop group, bevy of school
chums, or office friends should in the
ordinary way furnish

all the talent necessary,

_and if the entire party enters into the

spirit of the thing with enthusiasm,
the amount of rehearsal need not be
extensive.

In making up the company, you
want to remember the following
points: The centre man is, as it were,
the captain of the troupe, and usually
occupies the position by virtue of his
ability as a banjoist. He should wear
orthodox dress, but with g black tie,
and should be the least eccentric of
the party. 3

Next 1in importance are the corner
men, otherwise the performers who
occupy the chairs at the end of the
crescent. It is advisable that they
should wear check trousers, dress-
coats, and very large collars and
cuffs, the latter being made from stiff
paper. If they can wear rising wigs,
so, much the better. These ap-
pliances are obtainable ~ of any
theatrical costumier for a small sum,

and are operated by means of an in-
visible black thread. The corner men
usually play upon the bones, and the
tambourine, and though they do not
supply much of the music, they are
called upon to provide a good many
of the jokes.

The next in the crescent—rviz., those
sitting beside the corner men, should
wear black trousers and coats, and
white shirts with crimson bands
across the breasts like sashes, or they
may be worn after the fashion of
cummerbunds. They should both
play tin whistles or some such instru-
ment, and it is an excellent plan for
them to wear exaggerated shoes
about a couple of feet in length.

It is not a difficult matter for the
amateur- to construct such shoes.
First takea long, narrow piece of thin

board, and sketch out upon it the !

outline of an enormous foot. Cut
the wood to take this shape either
with a fretsaw -or a-spokeshave, and
then blacken it with paint or enamel.
Now make the upper part of the
shoe with cardboard, also blackening
it and affixing a smart
bow of coloured ribbon

for the sake of effect. Inside this
goliath shoe fasten strong loops of
tape: so that the wearer may first
insert his ordinary shoe in such a way
that he can walk in more or less
comfort.

The two performers on the right
and left of the centre man should be
selected for the quality of their voices
so that they may be called upon for a
solo. They may wear ordinary even-
ing clothes, but to exaggerate them
slightly, it would be a good plan if
one of them carried a motor-horn
with which to interject impromptu
‘“honk honks’’; the other could have
a monster watch and chain, and any
ingenious boy could make this by
taking the lid of a tin and painting
on it to imitate a watch, affixing
hands by means of wire threaded
through a hole in the centre. As for
the chain, a length of dog chain
covered with silver paper should
serve the purpose well. :

Each of the performers will, of
course, wear woolly nigger wigs,
which may be hired or purchased out-
right from a ocostumier, and their
faces and hands should be blackened
with burnt eork. Flash jewellery is

highly advisable, and anything of
this kind that will raise a laugh can
be introduced with good taste.

As for the actmal programme,
much, of course, dependg upon the
abilities of the players. The follow-
ing is a fair sample: Open with

a rousing plantation song

in the chorus of which all can join. !

The moment the applause has died |

‘away, follow this up with some jokes
or riddles. Put a banjo solo next,
then more jokes.

A solo-song may |

well follow, and then a stump speech. |
Another song by the entire troupe !

may come next, and so on.

Never let |

the *“business’’ flag for an instant, so |
that your performance is one round |

of items, each hurrying on the tail
the other. Make everything go with

a_ swing, and keep your -audience |

wide awake all the time.

You will find some excellent riddles
among the footlines of this number

of THE Boys’ FriExD. Stump
speeches and nigger songs may be ob-
tained quite cheaply from any music
dealer, or from Messrs: i
Day, & Hunter, Charing Cross Road,
Londdn, W.C. As for jokes, these
may be culled from any comic paper,
but here ate a few by way of
samples:

‘Uncle Sam (corner man): ¢ What |

keeps the moon in its place, Ez?”
Ez: “Why the beams, old hoss!”’

‘““ How the trees moan, sah!”
““So would you if you had to carry
s0 many green apples!”

““ Hallo,
goin’ 7’

“ Ain’t goin’ nowhere, sah. I bin
where I'm goin’.”

grandad, where you

“ Describe the route to Madeira,
Sambo.”

‘I proceed to Liverpool, sah.”

“ Well, and then ?”

“Then I go aboard the stcamer,
sah, and leave the rest to the captain.
He’s sure to know the way.”

End off the jokelets so that they
lead up to the next item on the pro-
gramme, and never have a dull
moment or a stage wait of a second’s
duration. :

. A nigger minstrel troupe can give
immense pleasure to an audience,
whether they perform in a drawing-
room or on the stage of & hall, and it
is a form of entertainment I can
thoroughly recommend to boys as
being inexpensive, easy, and a certain
winner for public favour.

THE END,

Francis, |

HOW TO DEVELOP MUSGLE.

A Superb Series of Articles Specially Written for the
BOYS' FRIEND by EUGEN SANDOW.

OW we are nearing the end of
N cur weekly talks I wish to
ask all of my readers to

make a hobby of the science of
physical culture. No matter what
hobby you are now attached to, I
want you to place the hobby of your

Exercise 14.
(Which is described this week.)

bodily hea
of all.
Health as a Hobby.

1 and strength in front
<

Tt need not take up much of your
time—certainly not more than half
an hour a day—but I want you to go
about it as if you meant business.

Choose any time of the day most
convenient to you—provided it is not
within two hours of a full meal—
although you will find the best results
if you devote the first half hour of
the day to the hobby of health.

You will find it more interesting
than stamp collecting, more pro-
ductive of pleasure than photo-
graphy, and more lasting than any
of the hobbies of youth.

Strength as a Sport.

The advantage of physical culture
is that it can be a sport as well as
a hobby, and will give you more
permanent benefit than any’ other
sport you or I can name.

If you could see the thousands of

!

letters T Lave received from all paris
of the world telling me of the benefit
my system of exercises has imparted
to men of all nationalities, there
would be no need for me to ask you.
to make physical culture your chief
hobby; you would be so ‘impressed
that you would becomeasenthusiastic
on the subject as I am myself—and
that is saying a good deal.

To Boy Scouts.

In particular, I would like to say a
few words to my readers who are
Boy Scouts. For one reason, I know
they are very enthusiastic” in any
subject they take up; and for
another, they will find the acquisition
of health and strength obtained by
ph}'§1cal culture of immediate and
lasting assistance.

. Scouting calls for a good constitu-
tion, a perfect muscular system, a
steady nerve, and plenty of pluck.
It also demands the " ability to
undergo considerable physical fatigue
without injury to health.

these necessary qualifications
can be quickly obtained by regular
performance of the exercises here
given.

In later years, when they—as-I
hope—join one of the Territorial
Forces, the benefit of their early
practice will be doubly apparent, for
the perfect command they possess
over their muscles, and their strong
constitutions, will enable them to
ride, or march, or shoot with the
pick of the regiment.

The following is
exercise :

Exzercise 14.—READY POSITION.

Extend both arms in a line with the
shoulders, palms of the hands upper-
most. s =

MovenExT: Flex both arms until
the dumb-bells are immediately over
the shoulders, and straighten again
until the triceps are thoroughly. in
the strain, pushing well outward, and
raising the shoulders as the arms ara
extended.  The head should be
thrown back as the arms are
extended, and bent forward as the
arms are contracted. Muscles :
Biceps, triceps, deltoid, and neck
muscles (anterior and posterior). :

this  week’s

Why is shoemaking the easiest of trades P—Because the goods are alwaYs soled before they are finished.
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THE CHORISTER'S GHRISTMAS.

A Ripping Complete East-End Story.

One of Our Grand “LADS O
- NOW, Trent, we will take your

solo.”

The Rev, John Wales,
better known in the East End as
‘ Fighting Jack Wales,” touched a
note of the big church organ, and
the next moment a sweet, clear treble
rang  through the dimly-lighted
church. "

It was Christmas Eve at St. Se})ul-
chre’s, and fifty bright-looking lads
filled the choir-stalls, practising the
Christmas anthems for the last time.

Though they were all very poor,
there was not one choir-boy missing.

Fighting = Jack, ex-heavyweight
champion of Oxford University, was
the kind of parson whom even the
toughest roughs respected. He was
just as much at home with boxing-
zloves on in the institute as he was
in the pulpit of his crowded church on
Sundays.

Some folk did not at all approve of
Parson Wales’ ways. Instead of
living in the Vicarage, he presided
over a building which had once been
a brewery, where even burglars were
welcome to stay the night whenever
théy felt inclined. e

The evening service being over, St.
Scpulchre’s was very dimly lighted.
All the same, it was possible to see
that the altar was loaded with massive
silver candlesticks and other valuable
objects. The Rev. John Wales was
proud of these things. All of them
were thankofferings from * wrong
‘uns”  who had turned straight
through his influence and prospered.

“Yery good indeed, Alfred Trent!”
exclaimed  the clergyman heartily,
when the boy had finished his solo.
“You sang that almost as well as it
could be sung.” :

““ Thank you, sir,” said Alfred.

He was not a good-looking boy, for
semi-starvation and ill-usage ~had
marred his face. He carned his living
as a bootblack, and was as happy as a
king since Fighting Jack Wales had
rescued him from the brutal uncle who
was slowly killing him.

““Now, then, we’ll take the an-
them—— Hallo! What’s that?”’

The clergyman thought he heard a
sound from the body of the church.
Only the chancel was lighted—the
aisle was in pitchy darkness. Rising
from the organ, he peered into the
blacknese. :

“ Who is there?”’ he demanded, in a
vibrating voice. :

No_answer. Absolute stillness pre-
vailed. :

“Well, that’s funny!” he said.
“Did none of you lads hear any-
thing 7"

““ No, sir.
 Well, perhaps I was mistaken. I
felt sure I heard stealthy footsteps.”

Thinking no more about it, he
settled again at the organ. The
passers-by stopped to listen as a
glorious anthem swelled to the roof,
sung by boyish voices in perfect
harmony.

“Gosh! If it ain’t like angels
singin’ "’ murmured a man who lay
flat bencath one of the pews in the
dark aisle. “If I wasn’t so stony-
broke, I do believe I’d leave this crib
alone.”

The clergyman’s ears had not de-

”»

. ceived him really, for the sound he

had heard was made by Bill Bowker,
bully and thief, who was after the
altar ornaments. Bill got a pretty
bad fright when the loud voice chal-
lenged him, and afterwards he lay
quiet as a mouse till the choir practice
was over. -

At last the voices ceased. The last
vibrating notes of the organ died away
in the vaulted roof, and the boys went

ome.

“ Good-night, lads!’ called the
parson cheerily, as they filed out by
the vestry door into the falling snow.

¢ Good-night, sir!” they echoed

back.

Only Alfred Trent remained with
the clergyman, and helped him to put
out the lights. This only took a
minute or two. Then they also with-
drew, and the church was left in
pitchy darkness.

“T’m going down to the gym.,
Alfred. Would you care to come?”’

“ Rather, sir! Shall you be box-
ing 77’

“Yes. I expect some fun. Who
&’you think the men have brought to
put the gloves on with me?”

“Don’t know, sir.” :

“Why, Fieman Pete, the Navy
heavyweight. They haven’t told me
who he is. They mean it as a playful
surprise, but a little bird whispered to
me what was up.”

The chorister gave vent to a startled
exclamation.

| the stranger.

. Just as he was

LONDON’’ Series.

He knew that the Fireman was a
professional bruiser, as hard as nails,
and a very rough customer. :

“And you won’t fight him, will
you?” he inquired anxiously. ““It’s
only supposed to be light sparring at
the gym. The Fireman slogs like a
prizefighter. It’s a dirty trick for the
men to play on you.”

The parson chuckled happily.

“It’s a trick I rather appreciate,’
he said mirthfully, “I've felt for
some time that my muscles would get
out of condition if I didn’t have a

good old rough-and-tumble.  That’s
the Fireman’s complaint, too, I
expect. - We shall both enjoy the

evening.”’

Just then they arrived at the parish
institute, one big room of which was
fitted up as a gymnasium. Round
the door was chustered a big knot of
the roughest-looking men. Many of
them had been in prison in their day,
but the Reverené’ Wales could do
anything with them. At the same
time, they were not above playing
tricks on him.

There was a hoarse laugh among
the crowd as the clergyman said:

“Well, are we going to have a
little light sparring 7”?

“Yus, guv’nor,” responded a
one-eyed _docker, with a villainous-
looking face. ‘ I've brought along a

al o’ mine. He’s jest spoiling for a
Fit-tlo licht sparrin’, if you'd oblige
him.”

There was a twinkle in the eye of
Fighting Jack Wales as he glanced at
The Fireman was well
over six feet in his socks, and tre-
mendously thick-set. A heavy scowl
secmed frozen on his features.

“ Pleased to meet you!” said the
Fireman, stepping forward and grip-
ping the clergyman’s white hand in a
grip like iron.

With quiet good-humour Fighting
Jack began to prepare for the fray.
rawing on his gloves,
gpwever, a sudden thought struck

im.

< Bether!”” he said. “I say,
Alfred, I quite forgot to see if the
main doors at the church were locked.
You remember I thought I heard a
sound during choir-practice? T don’t
suppose it was anyone, but you might
just cut along and make sure that the
doors are all fast, will you?”

“ (lertainly, sir,” said the young
chorister willingly, though he was
secretly disappointed to miss the com-

| mencement of the fight.

Running for all he was worth
through the snow, which lay quite
thickly on the road, he reached the
main doors of the church within five
minutes. As he passed the east
window he was astonished to notice
there the faint gleam of a light.
Peeping through the keyhole of the
main door, he confirmed the fact that
some person with a dark lantern was
standing inside the chancel, close to
the altar.

“ There’s someone stealing the altar
ornaments !’ he whispered, in a horri-
fied voice.

. . . . - - .

As he peered through into the
church, Alfred’s brain was busy.

What ought he to do?

It was quite certain he could not
tackle the intruder single-handed.
Vet if he ran to the gymnasium the
thief might have got away before help
came.

“] saw a bobby just outside the
church,” he said to himself. *I’d
better call him.”

But on second thoughts he changed
his mind. He felt sure that his friend
the parson would rather not have the
police called in. Fighting Jack would
always rather save a man from prison
than send him to it, the chorister
knew. What, then, could he do?

“Y must fix it somehow so that he
can’t escape till I get help,” said the
lad. “He’s got this door locked on
the inside. I must nip in the other
way and sneak the key, I suppose. 1
hope to goedness he doesn’t spot me!”

It wanted some pluck to do what
Alfred did. He had the key of the
vestry door. Fortunately it was well-
oiled, and did not make a sound &s he
stole softly in and locked it behind
him. Once inside the vestry, he
slipped off his boots. Then he crept
softly into the body of the church. He
was within a few yards of the sac-
rilegous marauder, and had a good
look at him.

“ He'd throttle the life out of me
if he caught me,” was the chorister’s
shuddering thou}g,;ht.

Nevertheless, he did not turn back,
but stepped, & pace at a time, with

infinite caution, till he' reached the'

great door.

“This rusty old lock will give me
away,’’ he thought.

_But no; the burglar had himself
oiled the lock, and it turned without
a sound. Never dreaming of what
was toward, the thief had his back
turned as the door was opened, and
locked outside. A minute later
Alfred was speeding hot-foot to the
institute, with the key in his pocket.

hoarse roar of cheering met his
ears as he darted into the gymnasium.

“ Well done, Fireman !”’

“You’ve outed the parson!”

These and other shouts showed
clearly that the stranger’s backers
were confident of victory.

Just before the boy’s arrival the

-bruiser had got under the clergy-

man’s guard, and dealt him a terrific
upper-cut. As it was merely a
friendly match, Fireman Pete had
no business to give so severe a blow,
but he was of the type who lose their
tempers and slog for all they’re
worth instead of sparring.

To Alfred’s consternation the
clergyman lay prostrate on his back
while the referee counted the seconds.

“He’s done!” the Fireman’s
backers jeered.

“No, he’s not.
he is!”

A burst of cheering greeted the

He'’s a game ’un,

parson as he sprang suddenly to his

feet.

For a moment Alfred had forgotten
about the burglar, but now he
stepped forward. Fighting Jack
smiled at him.

“ Everything all right, Alfred?”’

“No, sir,” said the chorister, in a
low voice. *‘ There’s a burgiar in the
church. He’s stealing the silver
candlesticks.”

The clergyman’s face went deadly

pale.

““ What have you done?” he hissed.

““Locked him in, sir. Here’s the
key. Shall you send some of the
men to collar him?"”’

Fighting Jack Wales thought for a
moment.

“No,” he said decisively. “They’d
kill him. I must see to this myself
Not a word to anybody.”

To the amazement of the onlookers,
the clergymen drew off his boxing-
gloves.

“Sorry, 'm galled away,” he said
to Fireman Pete. “TI'll be back in a
minute, and we'll go on with our
fun.”

“The parson’s funking it!”’

“Oh, yes, mealy-mouth, you’ll
come back, I warrant!” sneered the
Fireman. * Why can't you say you’re
geati”like & man, you canting hum.

ug

The clergyman’s eyes blazed, but
he made no angry retort.

“YT'll be back inside half an hour,”
he said steadily, ‘‘ and I'll make you
eat those words. See that he doesn’t
leave, men!”

There was that in his tone which
gave fresh heart to his rough friends.
They knew that he was sometimes

;)

called away to see sick people, and
waited confidently for his return.

““You have done right to come for
me, Alfred,” said the parson, as he
ran beside his chorister to the church.

In a very short time they were at
the church doer, and the boy’s eye
was at the keyhole.

“T can see a gleam of light coming
from the vestry,” he said. * That
means he’s trying to force the strong
box in there. He hasn’t found out
he’s locked in.”

“Good! That makes matters
simpler. Can we replace the key?”

“Yes, sir, if I go in and lock my-
self inside,” said Alfred, with a little
hesitation.

*“ Are you afraid to?”

““Not me, sir.”

“Right! In you go, then. You're
a man, Alfred.”

As noiselessly as before, Alfred un-
looked the door, slipped inside, and
relocked it.

Just after he had done so, the
burglar emerged from the vestry and
tiptoed down the aisle with a full
sack on his back. He must have
heard the boy move, for suddenly he
hissed :

‘“Who's there? Speak up! Who's
there ?”

Alfred trembled for his life as the
beam of the lantern passed within a
few inches of his recumbent form.
The church door was locked on the
inside, and his parson friend would
be unable to come to his help quickly
if he were caught. He held his
breath to check the loud beating of
his heart against his ribs lest that
should give him away.

“Funny! I could ‘a’ swore I heard
something !”” the thief murmured.
¢ Must have been a rat.”

Then he went straight to the big
door. For a moment he listened in-
tently to make sure that nobody was
passing. Then he turned the key, and
stepped outside.

Like a panther the parson leapt at
him.

There was a clear moon, and as he
ran to the door Alfred witnessed a
terrifying  spectacle. Quick as
Fighting Jack Wales was, the bur-
glar was prepared. The sack on his
shoulder was full of heavy metal.
Like lightning, he swung it in the
air and brought it down on the
clergyman’s skull. The sound of the
impact was terrificc and the Rev.
John Wales went down like a log.

Like feathers from a pillow, the

' snowflakes covered his recumbent

forms

But for the plucky chorister, the
sacrilege would have been complete.
St. Bepulchre’s candlesticks and
silver vessels would have been melted
down within an hour or two. But
there was still Alfred to be reckoned
he sprang on the burglar’s back.

Like a ninepin the thief went down,
and his head struck the flagged court-
yard with a thud. But it did not
knock him senseless, for the white
carpet which covered the ground took

The burgiar swung the sack round in the air and brought it down
upon the clergyman’s skull. Butthe plucky chorister was atthe door.

off the worst of the concussion. With
a swift movement, his hand went to
his hip-pocket.

Harry essed what that meant.
Still kneeling on the prostrate man’s
back, he bent over the hand as it
emerged, and bit it savagely. °

“ Ow ")7

Alfred’s teeth were evidently sharp,
for the man gave a shrill yell, and
dropped the weapon. In a moment
the chorister seized it.

“A six-chambered revolver, you
brute!”” he cried. ** Well, as sure as
you try to get up, I'll fire a bullet
mto your leg!”

The lad meant every word he said,
and the burglar realised it.

“ All right, it’s a fair cop,” he said
resxgnec’l,ly. “You'd better call the
s e‘[o‘li,

Alfred looked round in surprise to
see that Fighting Jack was on his
feet. It took a pretty hard blow to
crack his skull.

He shook the gleaming white snow
crystals from his clothes like a great
retriever,

“Keep an eye on him, Alfred, till
I come back,”” he said.

Then he picked up the sack and
went into the church with its con-
tents. Two minutes later he
emerged, and locked the door.

*“You can put that in your pocket,’
he said to Alfred. Then, turning to
the thief, he ordered: ‘' Get up, will
you, please?”

Taking a strong grip of the man’s
arm, he hurried him along unresisi-
ingly.

** I s’pose it means quod, guy'nov?”’
Bill Bowler whined. “But I amn
plaguy hungry and fair starved witl:
the cold. You wouldn’t stand us a
feed first, would you?”’

The parson did not utter a word tiil
they were nearly at the institute.
Then he said: :

“ This is the season of goodwill, so
I shall not give you in charge, but
I advise you to hold your tongue.”

Next minute he propelled him into
the midst of the other men.

“Just see that this chap doesn’t
get away!” he said to those near the
door. To another man he added:
“Take him into the canteen, and let
him eat as much as he likes, at my
expense.”’ A

Finally, he swung off his damp
coat, and reached for his boxing-
gloves.

“Let me see, we were having a
little friendly bout, I think,” he said
amicably to Fireman Pete. |

A hurricane of cheering welcomed
this short speech. The parson’s re-
turn sent up his popularity with a
bound, and the applause was frantic
when they saw that he no longer
sparred, but gave as good as he got.
Inside five minutes a deadly, smash-
ing left-hander, with beef and skill
behind it, broke the Fireman’s guard,
and landed on the exact tip of the

E]

chin.

“Well, blow me, guv’nor, that’s a
fair knock-out!”

It was the burglar himself who
broke in with this admiring exclama-
tion when the Fireman rose no more.
He probably exzpected to appease
Fighting Jack with this subtle
flattery. The reply surprised him.

“Put on the gloves!” the parson
commanded curtly.

With some hesitation the man did
as he was bid. He had a good notion
of fichting, and was game enough,
but he had a very bad five minutes
before Fighting Jack had doue with

for breaking into my
church,” explained the clergyman
afterwards. ‘“So now we’re quits.
Now, then, to-morrow’s Christmas
If you've nowhere better to go, how
would you like to spend it with me
as my guest? You can stop as long
as you like.”

The burglar looked about him in a
dazed way. :

“ Why, guv’nor, I don’t know what
your little game is,” he said, “ but
I'll be proud to stop with you. i
haven’t kept up Christmas since my
old mother died. It’ll feel qufite like
’Ome.” .

“ Alfred, my lad,” said the clergy-
man, three months later, ‘‘ you not
only saved my life that night at the
church, you did a great deal moze
than that. You helped save from his
evil courses a man who had never
really had a chance. Our burglar
friend has not only kept straight, but
he’s working at a trade and is happy
as a king at it. He’ll never go back
to crime. And what d’you think I've
found out?”

“1 don’t know, sir.”

“Why, he’s got a splendid voice.
He'll be a capital acquisition in the
choir,”

THE EXD.

Why are soldiers always rather tired on April the first ?—Because they have just had a march of thirty-

vne days.
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SUPERB NEW SERIAL OF THE WEST RIDING.

-

N ——
New Readers Start Here.

This is a grand serial of Yorkshire life,
written by a Yorkshireman, and whether

you are a native of our largest county or

net, you are certain to thoroughly enjoy
reading it. :

The chief character in the yarn—and
you will like him at once—is Dick Allen.
He has neither father nor mother, but lives
in & tiny court in busy Bradford with his
little sister Jessie, who is at present in the
loeal infirmary recovering from the effects
of an accident.

The difference between Dick Allen and
any other mill-lad in Bradford is that he
has an interest in the mill at which he

werks.  In payment for great services
re-dered, the owner of the mill, Mr.

5ri :ble, gives Dick a paper promising
hia a fourth share in the mill when he
eomes of age. Mr. Trimble dies, and his
nephew, James Ackroyd, inherits the
property.

It is now a duel between Dick Allen and
Jawmes Ackroyd, and as the latter has
money, power, and position, the odds are
greatly in his faveur. He has in Widdop

an underhanded working lad,
a faithful toady and supporter.

And Dick is in hot water again. Ili-
treated by Ackroyd to such an extent that
he faints, he recovers only to find the mill
closed and himself locked in for the night.
in trying to make his escape, he frustrates
the work of a couple of burglars, driving
his foot into the face of one with great
effect. I
from the burglars and to give the alarm, he
wraps his feet in some old sacking.

Just - then o powerinl light falls upon
him, and he is gripped by a policeman
who takes him for the burglars’ accomplice,

‘Xow read this week's splendid chapters.)

Bick in Bad Company.

O I tell youThad
been left locked
in the mill. I
heard thenoise,
and went up
and found them
opeuning the
gafe. Andthen
I tried to get

out to give the

alarm, only they

found me, and I

couldu’t !

by gum, take your gruei,

one of the burglars, whose

*You want to
1

¢

Oh,
lad I’” said
mouth was bleeding.
leave us in the lurch!

“You ran after me, and I kicked
vou in the mouth on the stairs!”

The thief laughed a twisted-mouth
langh, and one of the policemen

interposed grufly:
“Stop your talk!™ Stow it! You
can make your explanations after.”

“L tell you I am one of the
workers here.”

‘““More -shame to you, then.
There’s the boss been sent for, any-
how—Mr. Ackroyd. You talk to
him. Just now you're arrested for
burgling. If you take my tip, you'll

reserve your defence—if you cdn have
such a thing when you’re copped red-
handed.” -

In an astonishingly short space of
time James Ackroyd gppeared on the
scene. . He rapidly inspected the
burgled office.

*“Seems we just dropped on ’em in
time,” said the sergeant in command.
“ We’d seen a light flashing a time or
two in that window up there, so we
kept watch a bit. We just got 'em

nicely. The money’s all safc.
They’d got their pockets choked up
with it. There’s thrée of ’em.

We've got 'em below in the yard.
You'd perhaps like to have a look at
’em. And there’s one—a young ’un
—a regular cunning one, who's got
his feet wrapped in sacking so he can

A NEW WATCH FOR CHRISTMAS.

The *“Boy's Best Friend is His
Mother,”” as the old song has it, but
““‘the boy ” would probably say that
his mother is a relation, and that
he would like to have as his “bést
friend ”” this Christmas a really good
wateh.

Many a successful business man hasg
looked back to his watch and

punctuality as his best friends and |

chief factors in his success. Our old
advertisers, J. N. Masters, Ltd., 10,
Hope Stores, = Rye, supply
, “Veracity ’ Watch, which will last
20 years, for 30s., .on- very -easy
monthly payments, so many of our
boy readers should make good and
lasting friends with new watches this
Christmas for the New Year.

Then, so that he may creep away .

the .

He says he’s a hand

walk quietly. )
here, and he’s got a yarn about being

fastened in the place. We've got him
handcuffed with the others. Per-
' haps you’ll have a look at him, sir.
Maybe you know him yourself, and
his character as well.””

“By jingo, you surprise me ! But
you may take 1t from me that no one
would be locked in the place. Ifitis
one of our hands, you can bet he’s at
the bottom of the whole affair. He
would know about the cash in the
safe. It’s the only mnight in the week
we have any. It's for wages in the
morning, you know.” -

Ackroyd hurried along into the
yard, where the prisoners were in
custody, with a ‘wicked smile of
exultation on his face. He did not
need to be told who this third was.
It scemed that fate was playing into
his hands. Events could not have
fallen out in better order if he had
carefully arranged it all himself.

He surveyed the two men with a
swift glance, and then his eyes rested
on Dick with all the assumed surprise
that he could summon up. -

* By gad, so it’s you, Allen!” he
exolaimed. = Youw've - fallen low
enough for this! This is how you've
taken advantage of my trust in you !’

The police-sergeant, who was look-

across such an instance of ingratitude.
“To think what I've done for
you,” resumed Ackroyd, half-sorrow-

your bad character.” :

“ What you've done for me,” cried
Dick, stung ‘to indignation by this
dastardly perversion of fact, “has
been to try to hurt and ruin me at
every step I You fastencd me in thers
and left me yourself last night !

“ By Jove, sergeant, I Liope you're
noticing what he’s saying !”

“ My lad, if you want to

officer sagaciously.

“That's true,”” persisted Dick,
““Ie-thmshed me with a ropo, and
left me down in the cellar! I tried
to get out. and then d ran into these
burglars !”

“ How you managed to be thers
doesn’t matter much. If you did not
technically break in, you stopped
behind and secreted yourself when
the whistle went, and so managed to
get locked in. And then, of course,
you let in your accomplices when all
was quief.”

“Took at that man's
cried Dick.
I kicked at him on the stairs, which
is why he wants to bring me into this
to pay me out. Should I have done
that if I had been helping them ?””

¢ Oh, chuck it!” growled the man.
“Teke your gruel like a2 man!
We're fairly copped, so it's no good
struggling.”

“If you will allow me, sergeant, 1
will speak to each of these men
separatcly, to see if there is anything
more I can find out. They can’t
escape out of this yard.”

“Right, sir; there’s no harm in
that.”

Ackroyd first of all took aside the
man who had hitherto taken no part
in the conversation,

“The lad had nowt to do wi’ it,”

he said, in answer to Ackroyd’s
question, ‘“I’ve never seen him in
my life as ‘I knows on. Bill

says so because t’ lad landed him a
kick on t’ jaw that’s loosened some of
his teeth.”

To the second man, who occasion-
ally lifted up his manacled hands to

soothe his painful jaw, Ackroyd
spoke quite differently.
“I can’t do anything in this

matter,”” he said, ‘‘because you are
in the hands of the police; but if you
like to stick to that tale about the
lad, you shall have a tenner.”

conyersation was short.
“You've got in my way,” said
Ackroyd, in a low voice. And then

fully, half-indignantly, “‘in spite of |

“When 2"’

““Now. It will be a note. It’s
folded small in my hand. T’ll slip it
into your fingers, and you must
watch your chance to get it info |
your pocket.”

He took Dick on one side to treat
him the same as the others, but his

ing out for tips, nodded his head, and |
murmured that he never had come !

.;
{

mouth !’ |
‘“He ran after me, and

‘charge.

i prisoners.

aloud, so that he could be overheard :
‘T am hurt beyond measure at your

callousness. It is dreadful in a boy
your age. All right, sergeant,
don’t think we need wait any
longer.”

It was late that night that

Ackroyd, after entertaining the bar
at the George Hotel with a lurid
account of his own courageous part
in the capture of the three burglars,
went along to the town-hall to get
some report of the moneys found
upon the burglars after they had
been properly searched in their cells.
¢ Here’s the whole lot, Mr.
Ackroyd,” said the inspector in-
“On one of the men we
found a ten-pound-note—that one
with his mouth knocked up. He says
it’s his own property, and that he
came by it honestly; bt as there
happens to be an endorsement of
your name on the back of it—I ex-
pect you endorsed it because you
were going to pay it away some:
where and then didn’t—well, his tale
sounds a bit improbable. T've no
doubt he got it out of the safe.”
“Of course he did!” exciaimed
Ackroyd  promptly,  immediately
scenting danger for himself; for his
small transaction with the burglar
was not a thing he desired known. It
had slipped ~ his memory that in
Huddersfield, the day before, he had
tried to cash it at a hotel where he
was not known,-and for that reason
he had written his name and address
on the back of the banknote in the
customary fashion. Then at the last

moment 1t was discovered that there |

was not enough cash in the house to
accommodate him, so he had kept the
note. !
“That’s my note, of course,”” he
said. “1 put it in the safe only this
d.ftergxoon. He tock it with the

st.

“Tt sounded like a cock-and-bull
tale,” said -the ‘mspector. * Well,
they’il all be brought before the
magistrates in- the morning.”

T shall be along,” said Ackroyd.

Now, the -man with the hurt jaw
had his cye on that ten pounds as a
useful sim wherewith to buy a smart
lawyar to try to help him in proving
that he was really quite innocent, or,
if not quite, very nearly, so that he
‘was active in making claim after it.

“ As a matter of fact,” said the in-
speetor in charge of the case the fol- |

.= - | lowing morning, ' you'd better give
y tell Hes, i up that lie, and stick to a better tale.
you should tell lies that havé a i Mr. Ackroyd was herc himself last
chance of being hbelieved,” said the | night, and he claimed the note. He

said it was in the safe, and that he
put it there himself only yestorday
afternoon. He days you got it out
with the restof the money.”

“ He said that, did he? He said
that, by gum!” exclaimed the
burglar.” “Then, blow me, I'll teil
the truth!”

1 should have a try,” said the in-
speetor sarcastically. “‘ Do you want
to tell it now ?”

“No, I don’t. Y'm going to tell it
in court. If that Mr. Blooming
Ackroyd thinks he can do me, ho’s
mistaken ! Yes, I’'m going to tell the
truth all right, and it’s something
about that lad—him what landed me
in the jaw.”

Ackroyd In The Toils.
£ UILTY, your Worships I
¢ Guilty, your Worships!”

“Not guilty, sir!”

The last pleading was Diclk’s. He
was in the dock with the other two
3 They pleaded guilty be-
cause 1t was not much use doing

otherwize. The magistrates’ clerk
glared up-at Dick.

“What did you eay? Not
guilty I”

Xes i

He had managed to communicate
with Mr. Sylvester junior, who at
this moment jumped up at the solici-
tor’s table, and intimated that he
was for the defence.

The police told their tale. They
had watched Trimble's mill, suspect-
ing that burglars were at work, as
was  subsequently proved. This
prisoner whko pleaded not guilty had
been eaptured with the other two,
who ‘had acknowledged their guilt.
They all seemed together. No stolen
money was found on the boy, the
men carrying it all; but it was Sug-
gested that the boy was an activa co-
worker with the men--that he had
secreted himself in the mill after
work, had managed to get himself
locked in, and that he had then let
in the elder prisoners, and guided
them in their attack on the safe.

James Ackroyd bore out this
statement ‘in so far as the known
facts were concerned: and he also
bere testimony to the uey's bad
character. He yas loth, of course,
to say anything against him, but he

a

If a man carrying two lamps drops one of them what

was bound to admit that, judging
from his past behaviour, the boy
appeared capable of anything.
Then the young solicitor was on
dislike Dick

hig feet.

“You Mr.
Ackroyd 7" he asked.

“No; not at all. Why should I?”

“PDon’t ask me questions. I am
asking you. Do you swear you have
no grudge against this boy?”

“Y have none at all. I have no
}rea.son to have a grudge against
him.”’

“ By the terms of your late uncle’s
will, this boy is to be given employ-
ment at the mill until he is of age,
when he becomes owner or pro-
prietor of a certain share in the
mill ?”

“ Yes.”

_ “Which fact has caused you to
hate him, to persecute him at every
point, and to injure him whenever
there was a ¢hance?”’

“That is not true.”

“ When the terms of your late
uncle’s will were read to you, and
you learned in what position this
boy stced, did you, or did you not,
threaten to give this young lad, as
you expressed it, a dog’s lif27”

““ Certainly not.”

“ Now, remember, you are speaking
on oath, Mr. Ackroyd. Did you not in
a certain solicitor’s office in this city,
make that threat concerning young.
Allen? Shall I remind you—in the
office of your uncle’s executors, in
the office of Messrs. Sylvester &
Son 7"’ .

“ Your own office, confound you!”
snapped Ackroyd. “Well, if I did
I didn’t mean it.”

““ And did you try to destroy the
document which gave Dick Allen the
claim I speak of 7"

“ Now, you're making it up,” said
Aclkroyd sullenly, with his face going
red.

“Did you, or did you not?”’ thun-
dered Sylvester.

Allen,

“Perhaps I did. I don’t know. I
can’t remember,”” Ackroyd blurted
out. ** Anyhot,. if I did I was

agitatod and upset with grief.”

‘1t was your agitation and grief
that made you savagely attack the
boy last night in company with a
vouth . in your employ named
Widdop 7’

“I gave a bit of rope-end to both.
They had misbehaved.”

“Do you swear that you did not
leave him in the basement, after
throwing the contents of a fire-
bucket over him? That you did not,
in point of fact, fasten him in the
building yourself, so that, in trying
to get out, he wculd quite naturally

come across these burglars at
work 27’

“No; I did not.”

“ And, in bringing this charge

against him, it is not with the idea
of doing him an injury?”’
“No.”

“] see. That will do. I wish to
put one of the other prisoners in the
box, your Worships -the one with
the injured mouth.”

Ackroyd watched, with eyes
shrunk to a pin-point, this man go
into the witness-box.

The testimony of the new
was short and drastic.

“You heard the evidence of. the

witness

last, witness]” gsked thg young
solieitor.
£ Yes, wic” :
“When you were arrcsted last

night, did he take you on one side
and make a proposition to you con-
cerning the boy Allen?”

“Yes; he gave me a ten-pound
note to say the lad was in at the job
with us.”

“I see. And you tock the note,
and I suppose the pelice relieved you
of 1677

‘“Rather. "And he collared it
again, and said I'd taken it out of
the safe, which ain’t true.”

“You aren't saying this because
you feel particalarly friendly to-
wards the boy 77

“Not likely. Look what he did
to ‘my mouth. Only it was a fair

land ocut—a fair bang-but that
other fellow’s wasn’t. That" lad
ain’t had owt to do with us. We

cracked the crib ourselves. He was
in the mill, of course-that's why he
found us on the job. We copped
him spying on us,.and I ran after
him, meaning to fasten him up till
we'd done. When I galloped after
him up the stairs, he landed me this
beauty on the mouth with his foot,
and he got away. That's a8l there

same.”

“Thank you. That will do.”

There was a buzz .in court, in-
stantly suppressed. The magistrates
consulted in whispers behind their
hands, one among another.

“The two men, Starkey and

is about it, and my mate'll say the

Smith, will go to the assizes; the boy
Allen is «discharged. We find no
evidence against him; and such evi-
dence as has been tendered seems, in
our opinion, to have been of a most
unsatisfactory character. We think
that the charge ehould never have
been brought against the boy.” :

Then there broke a cheer out in
court that no efforts of the big-
voiced sergeant could suppress. The
dock gate was opened, and Dick was
bidden step out. He paused a
moment, and turned to the man who
had just spoken for him.

“Thank you,” he said. “I am

sorry I kicked you so hard. I hope
your mouth will soon get better.”
. There was a crowd waiting outside
in the strest -a crowd of mill-hands,
for it was the dinner-hour. A yell
went up when Dick appeared, for
the result had gone in advance of
him—-not only the verdict, but that
James Ackroyd had suffered prac-
tically a magisterial censure.

One or twe, led by Bulgy Fry,
seized him. He was hoisted on to
four individual shoulders, and, amid
2 bodyguard  of boys, with not a
small sprinkling of girls among
them, was borne in triumph round
the square in front of the town-hall.

Ackroyd left the court, suffering
the pains of the defeated. Here was
a serious check in his systematic
persecution of Dick Allen that might
well lead to serious consequences.
He had been publicly rebuked. He
had been’ shown to be a liar; and,
although that did nof trouble his
conscience, which was getting toler-
ably hardened by now, he readily
saw that such a reputation was not
going to be to his advantage —either
in business or in his dealings with

Dick.

The boy had triumphed. He
hated him the more for that. He
felt evilly towards him. Not

one whit of his determination to

ruin him, or worse, had abated.
Only it must be done more
cunningly. There must be no more
failures.

He took some drinks at a bar in
Market Street; and then, when he
folt he had get his courage back
again, he went out and made for the
mill. Someone followed him —a tall,
thin, shabby figure, who only spoke
when they were within the mill-
yard.

¢ Here, what the dickens do yeu
want to follow me for, Serimshaw 7"’
demanded Ackroyd angrily.

“ No offence, I hope,’ gurgled
Scrimshaw, in a voice that always
sounded like liquid coming out c¢f a
bottle. “ I am here, of course; but
quietly and hunhostentatiously. Just
a word with you, Mr. Ackreyd.”

¢ Confourd you, 1 don’t owe that

bloedsucker, your master, any-
thing !

“I Dbelieve heverything was
honourably discharged,” said the

moneylender’s tout, slowly rubbing
his dirty hands together.

“Very well, then; I don’t want to
see you. You're known. It'll ruin
my credit if I'm seen with you.”

“ And it would, perhaps, ruin my
reputation if I was seen with you,”
leered- the man, ‘‘considering the
way you chucked yourself away in
court this morning. Are you goin’
kup into the hoflice 7’

“Yes; but you aren’t coming.”

“Of course I am. My business is
too particular to talk out here.”

“ Look here, I haven't any busi-
ness with you.”

“No; but I have with you. And
vou can’t afford to affend, me, Mr.
Ackroyd,” he said, with a sudden
new note of menace in his voice and
in his eyes. .

“ What do you mean?’
royd roughly.

“I know too much, that's all. I
want to talk to you about it.”

James Ackroyd went up to his
office, the other following, dimly
~conscious that he was up against
another element of danger. He shut
the office door, end turned and faced
the shabby man.

“Now, what’s your game "’ he de-
manded.

“T thought it was time I put it to
you how we stcod—just quietly and
hunhostentatiously. As a matter of
_fact, it’s just a trifle of fifty pounds
I want, and dirt cheap at the
price ! ‘

“ What’s dirt cheap at the price,
you scoundrel 7"’

“My silence. I'm just asking a
beggarly fifty pounds to keep me
from talking -that is, for a bit. I
know my value, but I'm not grecdy.”

‘ Look here, my lad,” rasped out
Ackroyd, “do you think I'm a
fool 7”7

“I know you're a
came a whisper.

“It is a lie!” you blackmailing

cried Ack-

murderer !

-does he become?—A lamp lighter.

’
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scoundre! I whimpered = Ackroyd
veeakly. 2 4

£ you think, because you did
not give your uncle any blow, that
vou didn’t kill him any the less?
And don’t you think I didn’t see it
- see you withhold the medicine that
would _have revived him when he
had a heart seizure? That stuff had
saved his life half a dozen times.
Just at the critical moment, when he
wanted it, you poured the stuff on
the floor. I was there, and ’eard the
last word he said. Do you remem-
ber what it was? It was ‘Mur-
derer ’ Now you know.”

“(Call it what you like,” said Ack-
royd hoarsely; ‘ only, if you went to
the police, they'd call you an acces-
sory after the fact. You'd be put in
the dock with me.”

“D’you think I’m a fool? D’you
think I should go and tell ’em that
I was there and saw it, and that I

had kept it dark to make a bit out

of 177 $

“That's what you have done.”

“ Yes, but T shouldn’t malke a song
about it. If, in the interests of justice
1 ’ave to go and let on the truth
about you, I shall do it in a round-
about way—a letter to the police,
mebbe, or something like that. It
could be done all right without me
gettin’ myself into trouble, Mr, Ack-
royd. Now, what are you going to
ao1”’

“Vou know, it isn’t all mine
exactly. T've got to be a bit careful,
or I’ll have those confounded lawyers
on me. There's someone likely to
make a claim on this mill in a bit.”’

“(Oh, I know all about that—the
lad you’ve been ’aving a go at. He’ll
‘ave a share some day, if-he lives
and can make his claim good. Only
accidents 'appen,” said the shabby
man slowly.

“ Accidents ?
dents 7”7

“You know.
two.”

“You beggar! What are you try-
ing to put on to me?”’

“1t’s wonderful what a lot I get
to know-—quietly and hunhostenta-
tiously. But yon ain’t clever enough.
You ain’t got brains sharp enough.
Took here! Suppose when the time’s
ripe he comes along and claims his
portion, what’s it going to be worth ?
Tivery penny of twenty thousand
pounds ?”’

Ackroyd nodded.

“ 8o fhat if you paid a thousand
pounds for an accident to ’appen to
that lad, so’s he wouldn’'t be in a

What 'sort of acci-

You've tried one or

~-position to come along with his claim,

it would be a good deal?”’

“ A good deal!” gasped Ackroyd
fearfully. “What do you mean?
Would your——" ;

Their heads came together. Minutes
of whispering passed between them.

“ (3imme some money,’’ said Serim-
shaw at the finish, *‘ and not in paper
either. TI’ll have it in gold, the stuff
you can’t trace. If you haven’t got
it, I’ll come along later. And look
here, you've got to play straight with
me, or I'll put the rope round your
neck before you can wink your eye.”
_Ackroyd ‘did not appreciate the
pleasantry. -

“T1 wish you wouldn't talk like
that.- How much do you want—
twenty pounds?”’

“Look here, Mr. Ackroyd, don’t
vou make jokes of that sort. That
isn’t a bit my kind of humour. I
want five hundred made up in little
bags, with a hundred in each.”

<111 see you incinerated first, you
beggar !’ ripped out Ackroyd. * Do
you think you're going to bleed me
dry ??

%I can squeeze you if I like,” said
Scrimshaw, with an ugly smile, ““ but
I won’t, because 1 ain’t greedy.
Only you've got to do the straight
thing. If you don’t, I shall squeeze.
T shall squeeze you like a horange.”
And he imitated the process of ex-
tracting the juice from that succu-
lent fruit.

¢ Look here,’” said Ackroyd, under
his breath, “ you can push me too
far! You know what I'm capable of.
You know what I have done. By
ginger, if you drive me too far, I'll
silence that gurgle of yours!”

“Po you imagine you would be
gafe then?” said the moneylender’s
tout through his teeth. ‘Do you
imagine settling me would put you in
a safe place where no one would
Ynow anything about what you had
done? Do you think finishing me
would destroy all evidence against
you? That shows what a, fool you
are, my boy. Sithee, knowing I was
coming into property over this deal
I've made a will, and DI've put it
somewhere where it will be found if
I die sudden-like. And with this
will, in a big sealed envelope, what
do yon thing Pve put? I’ve put
down what I saw in this office that

’

particular night when your uncle
died. I’'ve written down enough to
hang you, my boy.”

Ackroyd was silent. He had the
uncomfortable feeling of being in this
man’s power. It seemed that here
was a beginning of his sin finding him
out.

“ And s0,” said Scrimshaw, driving
home his advantage, ‘ you'll see that
it*is your game not to do for me, but
to keep me very safe and free from
accident.”

“1It’s all right. I didn’t mean it,”
murmured Ackroyd. ‘‘Look here,
we can work best in agreement.”

“You bet! Gimme your ’and on
that.”

And the agreement of the pair of
villians meant ill for Dick Allen and
evil for his future.

“°I! TLad, but tha’s gotten some
gradely Christmas trimmings,” said
Bulgy Fry, poking his head round
Dick’s doorway.

“ T must trim up a bit,” said Dick,
looking wp from the manufacture of
a gay ‘‘wessel-bob,” which is an ar-
rangement of crossed hoops dressed
about with coloured tissue-paper, and
filled in with sprigs of holly, and a
dangling Father Christmas or other
emblem. No Yorkshire home is com-
plete at Christmas-time without a
wessel-bob, even as no table can have
the Christmas flavour without an
ample supply of spice-cake and
cheese.

““Must have a bit of Christmas,”
continued Dick. “* Jessie is coming
out of the infirmary to-morrow, so I
want a bit of something to cheer her
and make her feel she’s glad to get
home.”

“T should think so an’ all,”’ agreed
the stout boy.  We ought-to give her
a right welcome. What about a bit
of mistletoe just over the door, and
me on hand to give her a kiss under
it, so’s she’ll know it’s Christmas-
time 7”7

“T don’t know.
is Jess.”

“ You mean she might bang me one
on t’ ear-ole. But it might be worth
i, - 3

¢ Christmas comes but once a year,
A kiss on t’ cheek and a bang on
t’ ear.’

Sithee, thi wants a bit o’ band for
that wessel-bob.”’

“Band ” is Yorkshire for string.
He produced a length from his
pocket, and fastened 1t to a nail on
a beam, from which the Christmas
emblem could hang.

“1 say, and wﬁat about putting
something in her stocking? You've
got to do t' thing properly. Childer
think a right lot ¢ Christmas,”
Bulgy said wisely.

“T’'ve bought a pair of stockings
purposely, so that she ean wear ’em
afterwards,” - said Dick. *“ How
would a lump of spice-cake, two
oranges, a penn’orth of nuts, and a
penny Father Christmas do?”

“Gradely. T've got a ha'porth o
locusts, an’ all in my pocket,” he
szid, putting a handful of those beans
on the table. “Put them in. That
will be a right proper lot for her.
Sithee, what I've come about is some
o’ the lads are bahn a-wessling—
carol-singing tha knaws. They
thought maybe you'd like to come,
and if so, perhaps we could have a
bit of a practice in this kitchen.”

Dick was willing—more than wil-
ling. There is more Christmas spirit
in Yorkshire than in all the rest of
the couniry put together, and as
carolling is one of the recognised
means of expressing that spirit, there
are few youngsters within smell of
the Yorkshire smoke who fail te join
some singing band or other.

By the time Dick had cut and
frilled a length of pink paper to go
along the edge of the mantelpiece,
Bulgy Fry’s mates had assembled.
There was a lot of caked snow to
shake off their elogs before they came
in, and one or two had to get the
remains of sundry snowballs out from
behind their shirt-collars.

“There’s Rotter Widdop and his
own gang of particulars on the job
in t’ street,” Fry said. “They're
lamming everybody within reach—
everybody smaller than themselves.”

“Well,. I reckon he won’t bother
us any more,” said Dick, putting a
bit-of coal on the fire. “ Now, what
are we going to sing 77’

“ Let’s polish up t" owd ’uns,” said
Fry.
“Here we come a-wessling among
the leaves so green,” he warbled in a
clear voice. It was immediately fol-

She’s awful sharp,

lowed by a -rhyming line sung
hoarsely outside.
““ And Bulgy is the biggest chump

that ever 1 hae seen.”
The fat boy went to the door and

opened it a few inches.

“Go and look at thyself in t’ look-
ing-glass, and tha’lt see a bigger,”” he
retorted.

A compact snowball caught him
full on the mouth before he could
draw back, accompanied by a fusil-
lade on the door.

“ All right, I'll get my own back
soon!” he yelled, as he banged the
door. “Here, are we to go and
pelt ’em ?”’

“Nay, lets get on wi’' t’ singing,”
said one boy who had his eye on
future pennies. ‘ Now, then, all to-
gether, and let me hear what sort o’
voices you've got!”

“fWe are not daily beggars that beg
from door to door; :

We are your neighbour children
that you have seen before.’”

They had ‘to stop here because the
mongrel terrier, Tykey, mistaking
the nature of the proceedings, began
to howl pitifully.

“0Oh, chuck it, Tykey !”’ said Dick.
“You can’t be a Yorkshire dog if
you’'ve no ear for music. Here,

I've got a bit of parkin left. over
from plot-night. Just worry that, and
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The next instant a piie of snow came down and split itseif

S

on Widdop’s head.

ground in a heap.
don’t waste your voice. Now, lads, all
together !’

“¢For it is a Christmas-time,
And we travel far and near,
And we wish you a merry Christmas
And a ha-appy New Year.””

They gave it voice to the old, old
tune. Who wrote the doggerel verse
is lost in the mists of ‘antiquity; but
there it was, and there 1t is, and
doubtless there it will be so long as
Yorkshire is Yorkshire.

There were others, of course, to be
sung, but this was the prime old
favourite, for it contains verses which
invite the friendly householder to
“bring out a little table” which must
be well-furnished with cake and
cheese, a hint which, in the warm-
hearted north, is seldom given in vain.

While they were lustily singing,
Dick’s sharp ears perceived certain
sounds in the yard that waked his
suspicions.

“ Keep on singing,” he said, “T'm
just going to have a look from the
window upstairs.”

From that poeint of observation he
observed that Widdop and his pals
were working upon them the old
trick of blocking up the doorway with
snow. The process is, af every boy

knows, to roll up against the chosen

door as big a snowball as it is pos-
sible to conveniently move, and to
then wedge it about with smaller
ones, top, sides and back.

A lot of snow had fallen.on the
night before Christmas Eve, so that
a ball started by the Manchester
Road corner, and run down the slight
slope past the Dusty Miller lodging-
house, had gathered a huge bulk to
itself by the time it was level with
Johnson’s Fold. Dick observed them
rolling it across the yard, and he
watched them gently push it up
against his own door and wedge 1t
there. Then he saw them creep away
to get another.

He went down with the news.

“The game is,”” he said, ‘“to open
the door and pull the snowball inside.
Then carry it upstairs—or at least as
much of 1t as we can handle, and
then when they come back with the
next one, just push this out of the
window on to the begars.”

“ Proper! Gradely! Fair beauti-
ful1”” grinned Fry, hugging himself.
“Talk about laffing! Open the door

quick, and invite the snowball in.”
It was done, and the big snowball

N e
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Then he and his companions went to the

pulled inside. It was much too hig
to handle as they proposed, but a
warmed fire-shovel guickly divided it
into conveniently-handled sections.

“For goodness’ sake keep sing-
ing,” said Dick, as they worked, * in
case they’re coming back !”

“For it is a Christmas-time,
And we travel far and near——

Three of them stayed below sing-
ing, while Dick, Fry, and another
boy crept upstairs, each with as big
a mass of snow in his arms as he
could carry. -

They had scarcely got into position
when Widdop and his associates were
heard struggling through the arch-
way with a particularly mighty
specimen of a big snowball. They
had their heads down, so that they
were not- awarc of the disappear-
ance of the other snowball till they
got level with the door.

“By goy, what dost ta make o’
this 7’ exclaimed Widdop, pointing
to the empty space where there
should have been the last big snow-
ball they had rolled up.

“TLook through t’ ‘keyhole!”’ said
one of his mates, with some sort of
a suspicion of what had happened.
“They’re singing away like black-
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birds, but I dunno—

Then a mighty blow from above
came down and silenced . the
speaker; or, at least, turned his re-
mark into a mighty yell. The next
instant another avalanche came
down and split itself on Widdop’s
head, with enough left over to snow-
up the youth at his shoulder. A
third mass came down in the next
breath, completing the slaughter, so
to speak. ’

The four of them were bowledsover
amid remarks that breathed little of
the true Christmas spirit. Then at
the moment they were on the ground,
hardly knowing whether surprise or
rage filled them to the greater
degree, something else ad(%od to
their defeat.

The kitchen door suddenly opened,
and three boys, who were still lustily
declaiming that they were not ““daily
beggars who beg from door to door,”
all with snowballs in their hands
made from the remnants of the hig
one. Each had an armful of am-
munition. They bauged in the shots
with quick, good aim.

The door was closed and fastencd
before the foe could make reprisal.

“ Snow, snow, beautiful snow !’
yelled Fry from the upper window
as they skulked out of the yard.

“Well, now that little job’s done,
we can go and sing better than
ever I’ Dick said. ‘‘Come along!”

But they were not to remain very
long undisturbed,

“1 say, what the dewdrops is ihe
matter with the fire?” asked Bulgy,
blowing out his breath. ** The smoke-
isn’t going up t’ chimney. It’s jusi
oozing out into t’ kitchen. Perhaps
your chimney is a bit foul.”

“Well, if it is, it hasn’t got
choked up all in a minute, unless
something or somebody has helped
it,” said Dick. * See, it isn’t going

3

up at all. It’s a dead stop some-
where.”
“And we'll be dead suffocated

unless we put t’ fire out, or else open
the door,” said Fry. * Perhaps an
airyplane has come down and gone
to roost on the chimmney-pot!’”

““ Perhaps someone has climbed up
and put something on it,” said Dick.
“It’s easy enough to get up there
just now. There’s a ladder left in
the top corner of the yard where
they are repairing-the roof. P-f-f-f!
We shall have to open that door!”

The moment it was thrown open—
which moment, it was evident, the
enemy outside had been waiting for
—there came a fierce fusil of
snowballs that drove the air-seekern

back.

“One rush out,” said Dick,
seizing the copper-lid for use as a.
shield. ““I want to see what is hap-

pening on the roof.”

hey ran out in a line, with Dick

at their head protecting himself with
the copper-lid, scooping up snow as
they went, and attacking with great
spirit. Dick got a glance upwards,
and learned what he wanted. On
the apex of the low roof up against
the chimney stood Widdop holding
a sack over the chimmey-pot, and
laughing  uproariously at the
struggle going on below.

“Back !” yelled Dick, starting an
orderly retreat. ‘‘Get inside!”

They banged the door on their
foes, and the bombarding snowballs
thumped harmlessly on the door
panels.

“But what’s the game?”’ asked
Bulgy. ‘“ We'll be smoked kippers if
we stop in here.”

“The game,” said Dick, going to
the top shelf of a cupboard and
getting down a tall tin canister,
“is that we’re going to give them a
surprise. Do you know one way of
cleaning a chimney ?”’

“Rather! With a long-handled
brush,” said Bulgy, who was not
thinking eclearly.

“ There’s another.
fat rocket——-"

“Yes; I'm listening!” broke in
Bulgy excitedly.

“ Well, there’s a rocket here, that's
all! T bought it for plot night, but
didn’t wuse it. Now, what’s the
matter with i

“I know! I could hug myself to
a jelly. Talk about laffin’!”

The preparations were
made.

The rocket was lighted, and the
oven sheet fixed instantly in place
over the grate. :

““ Now open the door !’ cried Dick.
“Let’s give them a tickling up at
the same time !’

Out they rushdd, wildly and im-
petuously, driving back the big
fellows by the very fury of their on-
slaught. For a moment the battle
raged below in the yard, then the
youngsters stopped 2s a slow, soft,
funny kind of an explosion came. to
their ears. Their eyes were set
above on the figure that gripped the

You get a big,
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Why is flirting like plate-powder ?—Because it always brighténs the spoons.
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chimney-pot. Of a sudden the sack
that was pressed over the mouth of
the chimney-pot flew high into the
air on the top of a belching explosion
of fiery sparks.

Widdop roared out in sheer terror.
He stepped back. Before he knew
what was happening, he had lost his
footing, and he started sliding down
the roof, on the street side, Fowards
the gutter in a sitting position.

Those in the yard lost sight of him,
though his = companions  bolted
through the archway into the strect
io see how many bones he had
broken. In some respects Widdop
was lucky. There happened to be
passing down the street, on his usual
beat, the policeman who, upon &
former occasion, had conveyed
Widdop to the lock-up for street
disorder.

There was often a good lot of
noise in Johnson’s Fold, so when
voices from that quarter reached
him he did not take any notice; but
when all at once he heard a noise of
an explosion somewhere on the roof
above him, and the next instant
heard the sound of some heavy body
progressing, with shrieks of terror,
down the slope of the roof, he
looked up and saw for a brief instant
a pair of legs in the air right above
him.

it was for a brief instant only,
because the legs, and the body
they belonged to, came down with a
whack upon him, and as the ground
was slippery at that point, he went
down very violently indeed.

With an instinctive grip he hung
on to the assaulting body till he
could pull himself together, when,
finding it was the youth he had had
trouble with before, he got him by
the jacket-collar and shook him till
Widdop wondered if he would have
to look in the snow for his teeth.
Then he laid his heavy policeman’s
hand on him, and beat him in a
bending position in a time-honoured
fashion.

! policeman

And while the blows rose- and fell
there came the boyish voices in the
yard singing, while the blows some-

| how kept time:

“ For it is a Christmas-time,
And we travel far and near

While

this was happeaing,

Widdops' pals took the opportunity |

to make themselves scarce, and he
eventually crept away feeling cowed
and broken, yet with a very demon
of rage burning within him. And,
curiously, it was not against the
his rage burned, but
against Dick Allen. All his hate con-
verged to that one point.

At the corner of Manchester Road
he ran into a tall, thin, shabby man
who spoke in a gurgling voice, and
who accosted him to inquire whether
this was Scotland Street.

“1 happen to be looking for the
address of a young man named Dick
Allen. If you could—"

“You mean a blooming: kid!”
snapped Widdop, not concealing his
opinion of the owner of that name.
“A blamed, rotten, mean little
skulking rat as’ll get his backbone
kicked out of him before long! Yes,
ha lives down there.”

“ He’s not a friend of yours, then,
Mr. Widdop.?” gurgled Mr. Scrim-
shaw, slowly rubbing his hands to-
gether.

“Hey-up !
name ?”’

“Ha, Mr. Widdop, a smart young
feller like you can’t go unnoticed
long. I notice things—quietly and
hunhostentatiously. A smart young
feller like you has got his dignity
and respect to keep up. Would you
really like to get your own back
with that lad?”

“By goy, I would!”

“ All right! You mustn't say a
word to anybody. I’ll tell you how
to manage it, just because I hadmire
and respect you, Mr. Widdop.
Now, listen here!”

How d’you know my

{(Another stirring instalment
of this grand serial next Tuesday
in THE BOYS'’ FRIEND. 16
large pages. 1d. only—as usual.)

HOW PRIVATE DETECTIVES WORK.

A Splendid Article Por Followers of Sexton Blake.

HOUGH there is no actual
personage known in real life
as Sexton Blake, the greatest

I detective character in fiction is
founded to a very large extent on
fact, and a well-known private detec-
tive has been taken as a model for
the immortal Blake in many of his
most fascinating yarns. This well-
known detective + has suggested
numbers of the actual incidents, and
many a stirring adventure in which
he has himself taken part has been
worked up by a skilful author into
a story.

Now, how can
private detective ?

In answer to.this question, there
are a few private detectives who
have set up in the profession because
they have been born with the true
detective instinct, and their wonder-
ful powers of deduction and reason-
ing have drawn them into the calling,
just as a lad with literary ability
becomes a journalist, or a clever
young mechanician takes to
engineering.

Generally speaking, however, the
vast majority of our private
detectives are
time-expired detective inspectors

from the Police Force. They enlist as
constables, and work their way
through the force till they reach
detective rank. At a certain age
they are compelled to retire with a
pension, and then they take offices

one become a

in_ populous parts and become
private  detectives and secret
investigators.

Messrs. Littlejohn, Sweeney, and
Smale are just three of the gentle-
men who have served with distinc-
tion at Scotland Yard, and in their
official retirement. have become
private detectives. In our country
towns many a police-sergeant on
leaving the force makes known that
he is willing to undertake inquiry
work in a private capacity.

The quest for missing people forms

one of the chief branches of a private
detective’s work. All sorts of
“missing ' cases find their way to
the inquiry agent, often leading him
on slender clues to the uttermost
ends, not only of the United King-
dom, but of the world.

Suppose, for instance, you had a
brother who disappeared—walked
away from home, and is not seen
again. You go off to the nearest
police-station, where they take a
description ~and® ask you = many
questions. Beyond that they can do
nothing, unless, of course, there are
some spspicipus circumstances.

In the orfinary way, however, let
us suppose that your brother just
left home, and you knew of no one
who wished him ill, or who was likely
to do him aninjury. The police, of
course, would sympathise with you
in an official way, but beyond that
they would take no action.. They
would say that your brother had a
perfect right to leave home, and that
it was none of their business to bring
about his return. Well, you are

faced with this difficulty.

You want your brother to be found,
so you go to a private detective and
explain the case to him. On the
clues you supply he sets off, and step
by step he traces the missing one’s
movements until, if at all possible,
he finds him. At the conclusion of
the chase you receive an account for
services rendered and out-of-pocket
expenses,.and when you have paid it
the matter ends.

Private deiectives are very largely
employed by solicitors to obtain
evidence in their legal cases, and fat
fees are to be earned by an astute
man in this direction. - Often, for
example, there.is a street accident,
and the owner of a vehicle is
threatened with an action for heavy
damages

His solicitor then engages a private
detective, who hunts out as many
witnesses of the accident as 13
possible, and - from them extracts
evidence so that the accident may be

put before the jury by reliable
witnesses.

It is surprising how in-this way the
whole aspect of a case may be
changed, and though missing wit-
nesses are often advertised for in our
newspapers, it is frequently the
private detective who eventually pro-
duces them.

In a hundred and one ways
solicitors make use of the services of
private detectives. Watching is a
great portion of their work, and they
will shadow a person, and make a
daily report in writing concerning
the most trifling events.

Wkhen " the person being watched
takes a taxi-cab, the watcher does
likewise, and so on through the day
the detective sticks to his man

like a shadow,

going a journey of hundreds of miles,

or remaining on guard oufside a

house for hours if necessary.

And sharp, eager men these
watchers have to be if they are to
hold their quarry. In London, in
particular, there are vast buildings
with more than one exit, and it needs
a smart man to follow another
through such a maze of courts and
passages as some of our city offices
present.

At election times the private detec-
tive is exceptionally busy. As you
probably know, there are a good
many illegal practices in connection
with electioneering, such as bribing
and treating, and ' occasionally,
when one candidate suspects the
officials employed by his rival, he
engages the services of a private
inquiry agent, who makes frequent
reports of what is going on in the
opposition camp. At an election
petition, when a candidate alleged
to have secured his seat by unfair
means is tried by a judge or judges,
the evidence of the private detective
is often of the utmost value.

In my next article T will tell you
how the private detective is often
employed by the Government in
Secret Service work.

(Another of these tnteresting articles next
Tuesday in THE BOYS' FRIEND—16 lavge

 pages, 1d., as usual.)
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The Grand Story of an

Aeronaut’s Race to Spend

Christmas with his Mother,
By MALCOLM DAYLE.

What a surprise it |
would be to his|
mother to see him
walk into the humble
lodgings at Brixton,
loaded with parcels.
She might have read
in the Enghish papers
of his success, of the
sensational flight of
two hundred miles
without a descens
that had caused a
world-wide gensation,
but she would rot be
expecting him home.

Each month he bad
gent ber money, in-
creasing the amount
as he got on; but he
had only been able
to afford a small
sum, and lived al-
most as a pauper
himself to save
enough money io
build his aeroplane
and enter it for the
meeting at Grand-
ville.

He had left the en-
gineering firm a
month before the
meeting, so the re-
sult had meant
everything to him.

Now he knew he
was a made man,
huge prizes were
open for him to win,
thousands of pounds
would 'be paid for
the right to build
aeroplanes of the
type he had in-
vented, and he
fidgeted in his seat in
his excitement.

“ All the struggle’s
over now,” he mut-
tered. ‘“No more
k poverty for the little

Tﬁe aeropiane rising like a bird, hung
e ch of th fe bene

then, as th =]
Horton startcd
L5 WISH to goodness the chap
I would do a bit of the hustling |
that his countrymen are
always boasting of,” said young
Chris Horton irritably, to himself.
But. the: Mayor of Grandville, the
American township some two hun-
dred miles from New York City,
showed no signs of undue haste.
The town’s December aviation weel,

of people. from the neighbouring
States, had been a great success, and
the fact that a young Britisher, not |
yet twenty years of age, had carried

|
off‘the two most valuable prizes on |
an aeroplane of his own design and
construction, gave the mayor plenty
to talk about.

“Fellow citizens, I guess we can
one and all heartily congratulate this
young - Britisher, Mr. Horton, on
winning the dollars. He has flown

farthest, and has ascended higher |
than any other competitor. I
think—-"

Chris Horton fidgeted uneasily as
the good man went on speaking with
his monotonous nasal twang. After
‘a three years’ absenc¢e, he was to
return to his native country to spena
Christmas with his widowed mother,
who was living in a humble dwelling
in the south of London. He had left
England a poor lad of seventeen, |
travelling steerage, with the money
he had saved; he was to return a
rich man in a first-class eabin that he
had booked up by telegraph, as soon
as he knew he had won the two
prizes amounting to a thousand
pounds each.

Until he had entered the flying-

~" ground, he had been unknown; but

“ -

now the world’s newspapers were full
of his name, his wonderful machine,
and the story of how, emigrating to
America, he had found employment
in an engineer’s shop, and by half- |
starving himself and working. late
into the night, he had invented the
Horton aeroplane, which erperts said
would take first place of all the
standard ’planes.

And yet Chris Horton, as he stood
impatiently listening to the mayor’s
speech, had but little over a dollar in
his ‘pocket, and was very glad the |
prize-money was to be paid in notes.

“Therefore I have much pleasure !
in handing Mr. Horton the prize-
money which he has so deservedly
won.”’

The notabilities of the town on the

. platform, with the mayor, clapped

vigorously, a roar of cheering came
from the crowd standing out on the
ground where in the past week the
fiying had taken place. :

Chris took the -rolls of notes ex- !
tended to him, bowed, placed them !

e peop
on the last sta

‘pay

| station,

in the breast-pocket of his jacket, and
then looked at his watch.

“ Mr. Mayor, and gentlemen of the
committee,” he said quickly, “I
thank you very much both for the
money and the kind words you have
spoken, but I want to be in England
by = Christmas Day, and as the
Locania leaves New York at five
o’clock this afterncon, I've got to
catch the train that is due here in ten
minutes.” =

Then before the people who had
heard him had quite realised what he

| meant, he set off at a run towards the

entrance, knowing that it was a close
thing as to whether he caught the
train or not, and knowing full well
that if he missed it, he must miss the
Locania, and therefore mnot reach
England in time for Christmas,

One of the attendants handed him
the kit-bag that he had left in his
charge, and Chris was out in the road
and had jumped into a passing cab
before the man had time to come to a
stop.

“Railway depot as quick as you
can go!” he shouted. “I1 want to
catch the New York Express.”

“1I calculate that you won’t do it,
young man,” said the-driver to him-
self, as he whipped up his horse.

A clock struck twelve.

Twelve o’clock! His train “was
due to ‘leave Grandville in five
minutes, and he was still about & mile
from the station.

“Quicker !” he shouted excitedly,
and pulled out a dollor-bill, the only
small .change he had with which to
his fare.

As they turned into the street lead-

ing to the station, Chris heard the |

whistle of ths express, and almost the

next instant saw the huge locomotive | 1ittie 1og hut in answer to the tink-

come round the bend.
And he and the train arrived at

for 2 moment over the ship, and
ath came faintiy to his ears, Chris
ge of his mad rush for home.

{
1

the station at exaetly the same |
moment,
Chris was out of the cab in a

second, and had tossed the driver the
dollar bill; in the entrance he
collided with a pertly railway-official,
and the official went 'down. The
train wa$ standing at the opposite
platform, and-as Chris jumped down
on- the line to get across, it began to
move away. ¥

There was no time to get to ‘the
platform, but fortunately for the
young dviator, American trains are
composed of long ears with a. door
and steps that reach almost down to
the rails at cach end of the car,

Chris threw his bag up to the plat-
form. of the nearest car, clutchied the
rail, and swung himself up after it,
just as the train drew clear of the
and then walked . coolly
along the train until he found a eom-
fortable seat.

i that a freight train had fouled the

| wasted at this

mother. Tl make
up to her for +the
past few years.”

Chris had won his
prizes by the Wednesday, and then,
having decided to spend Christmas
in England, had sent his machine
off to New York to be put on the
boat by which he would sail; but he
had had to wait for his money until
to-day.

Certainly it was a rushy for it was
exactly a week to Christmas Day, the
Locania was one of the fastest boats
in the cross-Atlentic service, but even
under the most favourabls conditions,
he  could scarcely hope to reach
Londen before- late -on  Christmas-
Eve, and he would have a lot of shop-
ping to do if he was to make this
Christmas the happiest he and his
mother had spent for very many
years. :

Suddenly, with a terrific grinding
of brakes, the train came to a stop
at a small station, which consisted of
a platform and a log hut which
seemed to be booking-office, tele-
graph-office, and waiting-room com-
bined.

Then

the conductor, coming
through

the train, informed them

points at the next station, and it was
uncertain as to when they would be
able to proceed.

Chris Horton rose and strcde out on
to the platform. He had cut things
fine enough already; if there was to
ke a long delay on the line, he would
for a certainty miss the boat.

He paced impatiently up and down
the platform whilst a pale-faced mil-
lionaire, who was as anxious to reach
New York as he was, alternately
shouted and pleaded with the driver
to go on.

Suddenly the station-agent, as he
called himself, disappearad into the

ling of the telegraph-bell, and in a
few moments reappeared.

“Take yer seats, gents!”” he roared
“take yer seats!”’ g
There was a general scramble back

to the cars.

“ Fifty dollars if you get to New
York by a quarter to five !”” shouted
the worried millionaire to the driver,~
a3 he got back into the train. |

Now twenty minutes had been |
station, and unless
something wonderful in the way of
pace was -accomplished, they would
not reach New York until about the
time .the Locania was putting off
from the landing-stage. :

He blessed the millionaire who was
so anxious to get to New York to !
keep ~a business appointmicrit—the |
offer of fifty dollars was 'alhnost ‘eer- |
tain to make the driver.do his. best.
Certainly the train began: to meve

‘far quicker than it had ‘done- pre-

viously, and after stoppié‘ljgat a jpne- |
tion, the express roundéd corners- at
a dangerous pace, and the passengers,

with the exception of Chris and the
millionaire, to whom the rapid travel-
ling yas a delight, began to think that
the driver must be mad.”

And at seventeen minutes to five
the train glided slowly into the ter-
minus, and Chyis, bag in hand,
sprang oul y dagshéd along to the
entrance, sp'r’ﬁf; into the first cab he
saw, and told the man to drive as he
had never diiven before for the
laiiding-stage from which the Locania
was to sail;

The man, scentig a good tip, did
his best, but therd was a lot of
traffic in the streets, and several times
he was held up. Then, when still
some distance from the landing-stage,
Chris heard a clock strike five. .

“TIt’s all up,” he said dully, and
was on the point of getting out of the
cab, when the driver, finding a clear
road, whipped up his horse and dashed
along at a terrific pace.

As the cab clattered up to the
entrance gates, Chris jumped out.

“Has the Locania gone?’ he
shouted to a man.
“Not yet, but you'd best look

alive, if you’re going to catch her.”

Chris handed the man some money,
not stopping to calculate how much,
and dashed across to where a bell was
clanging and gangways were being
withdrawn.

*“ Name Horton, passage booked !”
he panted to an officer at the foot of
the gangway, and that gentleman
recognising the name, touched his
cap, shouted to a man on the deck
of the liner to hold on a moment, and
Chris Horton, exhausted and panting
for breath, was safely on board, and
entered for the second stage of his
hustle home.

It was a quarter-past five. The
Locania had been detained owing to
the exceptionally heavy Christmas
mail she was carrying.

‘“ Well, Mr. Horton,” said the dig-
nified captain of the mammoth liner,
“I don’t see how you can reach
London before Christmas Day.”

The Locania had been delayed by
bad weather, and was several hours
behind her scheduled time, and the
loss of each hour had been greatly
worrying the young aviator.

Then he gave a shout that startled
the ecaptain, who was just turning

‘away to go up on the bridge.

““ By Jove, I'll do it! There’s not
a great wind, and what there is will
help me. Captainy I’'m going  to
finish the journey on my aeroplane !’

** Finish the journey on your aero-
plane !’ echoed the astounded officer.

“ Yes. I know there’s some petrol
on board, and I'm going to borrow
sonre for the engine. Tll get the
machine ready in less than half an
hour I

Before the captain could say any-
thing, he dashed away, arranged tfor
the aeroplane to be brought on deck.
He hurriedly got the machine to-
gether, assisted by the chief engincer
of the liner, who provided some petrol,
and watched by the little group of
first-class passengers who stood on the
promenade deck, which had been
cleared to give him sufficient room
to get a proper take off.

Then he went to his cabin, donned
his flying costume, and after strap-
ping his kitbag to the machine, took
hi t, whilst passengers ‘and crew
watched him dazedly, amazed at the
daring of the young aviator in leav-
ing a liner out at sea to journey to
London.

Chris pulled over a lever and started
the engine, and the strange-looking
machine began to glide along the
upper deck of the great liner.

*“Cood-bye! Merry Christmas
he called, and the aeroplane, rising
like a bird, hung for a moment ove:
the ship, and then, as the cheers of
the people beneath came faintly to
his ears, the young aviator steered for
the north-east, the direction in which
the metropolis lay.

It was bitterly cold in the air,>and,
as he neared land, it commenced to
snow, but fortunately the mild south-
west wind helped him, and within a
couple of hours he passed over what
he knew must be Fishguard, flying
low enough to see the wonderful
harbour and railway-station beneath
the cliffs.

He had come about a hundred and
fifty miles in less than two hours. It
was now a quarter-past four, and he
had roughly about two hundred and

12

| fifty miles to travel.

If everything went right he would
dojit in time. .

Tt was dark now, but he had lights
to guide him, and ascended higher,
for just as it is easier to swim in deep
water, so does a man fly easier the
higher he keeps. p
. And Chris had cause to be thankful
for being up a height, for after cover-
ing about a couple of hundred miles
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in good time something wenb wrong
with the engine, and but for having
plenty of time to manceuvre before
it quite ceased, he would have been
dashed to the ground,

As it was he descended in a snow-
covered field, apparently miles from
anywhere, and with chilled fingers put
matters right, and refilled the petrol
tank with the reserve supply he had.
brought with him. 3

Then he groaned inwardly as he
tried to start, for" the snmow had
clogged the wheels of the aeroplane,
and he could not move.

“ Beaten on the post?’ he mut-
tered, and then savagely: ““ No, I'm
hanged if I will1”

With a desperate effort, and greatly
assisted by a sudden gust of wind
behind him, he was in the air again.
and gradually getting up full speed
came nearer ang nearer to London.

Then at last the lights of London
showed beneath him, and he passed
over the outer suburbs. At Worm-
wood Scrubbs, he knew there was a
good alighting ground, and sheds for
aeroplanes, for he had kept in touch
with the progress of aviation in the
Old Country during his residence in
America,

He came down lower and peered
eagerly down upon the great ciiy
below him. The sound of church
bells ringing out Christmas chimes
came to his ears, and his heart beat
quicker, for there was a large open
space near to the railway lines, and
the huge station with the twinkling
red and green lights must be Pad-
dington.

And as in the distance Big Ben
struck nine, Chris Horton sailed down
from the sky, and landed in Londox;
a3 he had-determined to do on the
night of Christmas Hve, in time to
see that his mother spent a happy
Christmas.

- . T

“There's a gentleman to see you,
mum,”  said the tired-looking land-
lady, entering the dull, cheerless
room, where a middle-aged, sad- -
looking woman sat over the small fire
that burned in the grate. She had
been told to break the news, so that
there was no great shock of surprise.

*“To see me!” said Mrs. Horton,
in astonishment.

es, mum; a gentleman from
abroad, a young—"

* My son?”

The woman had risen to her feet,
and looked at the other with pathetic
eagerness.

**Yes, mother!’ cried an excited
voice. * Your son, who has hustled
and bust all' records of even the
country of hustle. Oh, it’s good to be
home I* 7

A bag and various parcels were
dropped to the floor, and Chris Florton
held his mother in his arms. Two
small boys, one carrying a. hanper,
and the other a bundle of holly and
evergreens that would have decorated
a good-sized mansion, stood awk-
wardly in the doorway.

There was a strange silence for somo
little time, and the landlady slipped
from the room, whilst the two
heavily-laden youngsters stood wait-

ing.

** Oh, Chris,” said Mrs. Horton at
last, * you've come back to me a
famous man! I've read about you in
the papers, and—— Oh, those poor
boys are waiting, Chris, and it’s nearly
eleven o’clock !”

““ Great Scott!’”’ cried Chris, releas-
ing his mother from an embrace like
that of a young bear. ‘‘I'd forgotten
all about them! Had to get them to
help me earry the stuff, mother, and
we'll have such a time to-morrow!
Well, you youngsters, chuck the
things down and cut along home!
Don’t go and spend all this in sweets I”?

And the two astounded boys; think-
ing they were dealing with an escaped
lunatio, went off with halt a sover-
eign each, whilst Chris Horton, fling-
ing off his overcoat,.started to pile
holly and evergreen over the faded
ugly pictures, that hung on the walls
of the room, <whilst his mother,
carried away by his excitement and
good spirits, began to undo the
parcels and hampers with equal eager-

ness. -
¢ Chris,” she said suddenly.

The young aviator was risking his
neck in an attempt to place a bough
of holly over the shabby gilt mirror
that adorned the mantelpiece.

“Yes, mother?’? he said.

“T wish,” - said *:his- mother
solemnly, * that everyone ‘was as
happy as we are to-night.”>" . ,

“ Ay !” said Chris, slipping down to
the floor and patting his arm round
his mother’s neek. “A " Merry
Christmas, and a prosperous New
Year to everyone !”’

THE ' ENDe

Why is an author the quecrest animal in the world ?+Beéaué’e his tale comes out of his head.



476

THE BOYS’

FRIEND--1D-

NEXT TUESDAY.

BARGAINS] |

‘FULL SATISFACTION OR FULL MONEY,’

TO CELEBRATE THE 21st BIRTHDAY
ESS we are glving away 500,000 FREE GiF S
and yoiu can choose one for each 1/- you spend. I-m o(umplo if you send
<hoose any one gift, il yott send 2/8, choose two gifts, or for /- choose three g]((

that's our fair Motto.
EOUR BUSI

‘slcp{»my 2
Ler upuh&ng
Alarm Clock,

oné.
only

Helght 63 ins,.
211, post
iree.

only 1/@ the
post free.

? No. HE25.—

i i Writing

-3ase, 25 Ly 9ins.

Nicher silverCigar- Shan toveteg.
3 COVI it in imita-

ette Lghterll il tionGreen Crocodile
h imitation

watered silk panel
and ~ Silver letter-
ing. Contatns
stationery and pen-
holder,” only 1/3,
g post free.

o
Sqnirt = Butten-
hole, ke a veal Jg
YGse, hut fitte

one smells your
rose  you Epray
them with ‘scent.
ice, wlfh bottle of scent, ouly 38, post free.

2/9, post i

3 N Hats
‘~Thc ol &

Pocket Lamp pact " Chut o!
fm- 3/ 2, post Drawers 3
£ Hus Cro- LTHy 24 b

contain |n4r
mpartinent s
with complete
writing, print-
drawing,

pnd . painting”
uuthh * only
1/8, post free,

unh\u pattein

2!’0 ES"S —
Door Bell,
nickel-plated

AL 8 RINGS

stcon,

jointec
nv\u' 3
trouble,

NEVER
ROHBLE of bell 2

1% post

AN

tc any

2iny. un)

dany,

ouly

No. H318. —Mstal Train and Rails, when
wound up train runs round and whistles
all the time.  Rails, 4 ins. in circumfer-

ence, ouly /&, jost free.

1 Band " Mouth Orgaus,
ble in tone and finish.
mn) 1/-,1/3, 1/9 and 2 8 each,

"post tree.

4% ins. Sings
merrily 1Y
when wound

oniy 1/3 8}

post. {ree.

® Doll, modelled

Shy
lete
e exact to- real

strong card-
¥

board  figures, baby. Chubby

which! “move face, - jointed

with and 3 lu bs, unbreak-
3 by 10 g

cins), sl in

eolours, also

,book  with _the
“words,only 1/3,
i post free.

No. HS29. —
Sl gmgBud
Scart 5

vith me tal
head  §in.
long, ' and
movable
be S oA
rubber tube
and ballare
counccted
with pin,

1 Metal Clockwork
Toy. Motor Y.re Escape, Motor Trolley
1. by 2% ) th Automatic Fire
l-.wupe(u'tu ing 3ins.), and Fireman
Driver, only /8, post free,

i

N is
pressed in your pocket the bird sings,
only 1/&, post free.

S.THETWO
POST FRE

(pop uhn
pattern)
dorseahoe

:shmm‘ real
gold, with
Ruby store,
only

post free,

Pen usnal size, black Vul(uh
mnp]ete in_ box with filler
uctions, only 3/3, post ifree.
Better quality, 2/6.

HOTE OUR P AI N

w FREE GIFTS ooii'w'en

SET LIN. t
. Xp, X(19.—NECKLET & PENDANTTOGETHER | No.

Cigarctte Case and

reut, rings and M
X g atch Bex, Buck
stops seven times, Ski *
s X skiuTobacce 3
will- awzken any. uTobaccoPoune

Amberite Uigarette
Holder, all full size,
lot,

No. HB15.—
Neat and

eather
Parge, with

ROTHERS,

CHOOSE ONE_FOR
EACH 1/- YOU SPEND.

GIFTS SENT POST FREE WITH GOODS ORDERED,
e e e e A 0k 5 1 it
No.

XG11.—CIGARETTE CASE AND MATCH
BOX TOGETHER.

MOUTH-ORGAN.

—CURB BRACELET AND PADLOCK

XG14.—LADY'S LONG GUARD.

XG15.~CHILD'S WRITING BET.

—~TWELVE 1d. VIEW POSTCARDS.

TWELVE1d. ASSORTED POSTCARDS

FOUNTAIN PEN.

GEM-SET BROOCH.

GENT'S WATCH CHAIN.
OF STUDS AND L

The

E

and

i

8

The * Keen” Ba.lety
S.| Razor, usual

electro-yplated:

and duuble

‘Giant’ (‘hmh
Box of Paints, 12
pans of good paint,
8 tubes-. of t
colours, .mu ch

gnﬂd

edged

h, free; or

blades in

“Ifned case,

with twelve blades
* in case, B/~

T3 No Hs41.—
Half - price, worth

7/6. The ** Always-
rigkt” Gent's jor

|/ No. HSM. -
Hand Mirror, 1/3,
Comb, 8d.. Brush,
19. d“ full
Xel-silver
tlur post
or thc three

“and Cow-
pass to match.

extra, kuthw

vee, plated fitti

TENENo.H352. No.HS64.-
-The Tumb- 1d.

iing Teddy

Bear, cove "ed and heart-

with in shaped, real

Diamond

hrown fu: POST
tawisting ~ the &
arms it turns . ©AEE

a  nunther

Kot

Locket

set.

gth and
only

st

HE56.
e CRUNTNG
izes,

g

1

“Purisian
mond;
1athey

oul' 38 pml

than <hown, only T'v the fwo, post Tree. froe,
¥
- -
=G No.
‘The “Surp. i
}'honogra.nh No. HS84.—The

favourite
h 3

dpe
trumpetandracod;
all latest i

~dJam Spoon,
Butter Knife,
abd Pi

—Onlyl/8
the two,

> post - iree Fork, TO-
y , Oxydised '"'-‘ plated, - wit h
gl cun-metal 2el Staghorn
ji} Cigarette d e e Landles, B
ql Case, and Y wid
two bladed

pen - knife
to match.
Usuatsize.

. HS6T.

= a.ll " Clock,
(ml_v 1/8, post
uc» size 6 by 4}

8. Good brass
works,  Af‘good -
imake:
timekeeper. “Has No. HS16 P

a pretty. wlo\\md

hooL, m:l
of ﬂ 1

L
e
No. HS17.—Race Game and Matchbox Calabash Pipe, about - jo. HE58. — Cleve
bined, Roulette Game, Gipsy & with. Hall - nur}-*d silver R..mway Track
er, either two e b, only 3/Q, post free. . Bcrol

H‘nw for 179.
each th

No. - HS22.—
Indian - Moon-
stone Iaecklet

i No.HS30.—

8 Printing Outfit.
Lo your own
primting; its
€ quita easy with -
§ one of the

P

and Pencil,
Gold-plated Slide-out en, Gold-plated Pen-
dant Pencil, Nickel-silyer Copying Inlk
Pencil, and Gold-plated Case of Pen Nibs,
all full size, in neat case, only 1/3; post free,

gold dys
in" neat bo
6 by 4 ins., only
1/-, post free,

al
The two.
. post iree.

DEPT. 301, THE
“PRESENTS HOUSE,”

ADDRESS
Printed andPublished weekly by the Proprictors, at 23, Bouverie Stre

I R E 2
« Adelaide, Brisbane, and Wellington, N.%. South Africa:

Saturday, December 17, 1910, Communications for the szor should be addressed—‘‘ Editor,

amusi nd
but order mn',

bination Ms.whbox &)vemgn Purse,
and Sfamp Case,

“ENo.ES61.

mll size, only, /3 the

"POST FREE. |

\p‘— i

Write to-day for our
TRATED CATAZLOD
other ha
part of

grand New

REE.

post free to any

2ins, suitable for eveiybody ;
THE FARTH.”

wluhmetdph ol
8y ins. lom
target, rubb
arrow,” and
JumpingRabbit,
only .3

Pos

for

P st
Tar2087228'Y)

ity

o1

we s

anti

» graphie ])lptlin
FRE, » 8 Dy 6 ins.,
rn am 1 ug

“3E No. HE66.—
Accordeon. Well-

we offer will at once beseen to be novel, useful, prebty, and
are offered at Great Bargain Prices ; therefore, don’t miss them,

s ILLUS-

GU R, brimiul of thousands of

send it gratis

50 penny
1 three
photo-

¢
ful

nitabls
in
d 4d.

made, ne - toned.

Full = when

% closed,9 by 8 by 4%

with purse, mi 2 ins. ()nlv B/~ post.
per bottle, free. Other ace

Lox, and pin

LATE n ~=E No. HSU3.
—Gent's Box of
Jewellery, all J
ful size. Double
g Albert, Medal,
D Safety - Scarfpin,
Expanding ng.

i(mr b}nrb

and
Studs, 1 & the
1ot, post free.

PP WALKY & g Pigand
ALONG Rldcr, a funmwy
MIB toy. Whenmnu..d
UNTS up, ]n,, walks

cowmical 1nanver.
Madfof \mml and
1bt

Pin 11 ins. long, only 1/8,

No. ES19.—

Hammer,

ickel - Silver Com-

long, only

1/~ post I"{‘"

Parisian &8
Diamonds
1 Tops 1}
HPOST mr: ms hmg

¥ 1/3 the pair, pu~t s. long, oniy

1\'\’v oni

Miss Dolly
Pain, the
pretbily
dressed doll,

Hinbs, Opl‘;l\

and - shuts
ves, 145 ins.
,only

post

the track 60 tiun
3} ins. to & top of

Y= i)

27

4o,

pltuc Pen-
dant, only
1 post

? colow:
Tot, post free. o

ct, London,
The Central News Aﬂenc r, Ltd., Cape Town anl Johannesbure,
Tur Boys' FPXEM),

England, Registered for transmission to Canada at Magdzine Postal Rates, Agents for Au
“Canada: The Imperial News Co.,

€ons I

No.H:

™E
Box of Jewellery Tir-

nd Photo lrmx.h. all
B onh'

FREE Mthl’

post

Hat

trated,

66to
Write

or

:10.—Lady’s

quoize anUryetal Long
juard, Curh® Bricelet,
Pair Sorew Farrings,
Gold - plated B.mgl?,
Crystal and Rapphire:
:klet, Expanding
Stone-set Brooch

/3,

No. HE53.
The * Ne
Late” Two-Bell
Ala."m Clock o
e
88 two  powerful
i full-toned
bells.  Height
i . only

ost froe

Buitter ﬁy
Pin,

father larzer
than illue-
O

Diamonds.
free,

StrongMetal
Motor Car
with

07,

_ driver and
=% good  clock-
work move-

1/3, post free.

A

0

Reaw
'BEAR,

er Metal Toy Gyrosf‘ope
five feet in circumferen
abie rider, and gyroscope, which will trs
s with one ‘spin,
er, only /8, post free.

g A No. Hau
3 Expandi
any finge

Gold-plated,
four Parisian Diamonds
and two Ruby or other
stanes,

red
2/

Write for lHlustrated Catalogue (sent Qratis and Post Free 1o any address ON EARTH) containing particulars of
thousands of Big Bargains, suitable for all ages and both sexes. A postcard brings it to you by return of post.

HASTINGS, e

WWMMMMW

stralia ; Gordon & i}otch Melbourae,

ment § runs
skraight or
in cireles, 84

No. H811. —
TeddyBear,
10ins. high,
imitation
brown fur
body, growls

w.h_e 'n
moved, only

(3
Height

— Lady's
Ri (fits
€ asshovn,
set with

only
ost free,

Sydney,

Toronto. Subscnptxon, 7S. per anuum.
23, Bouverie Street, London, E,0,”



