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»Val Mornington on the Downward Path!
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The 1st Ghapger.
The Vials of Wrath.

xS

“He's got to resign!

Avthur Edward Lovell spoke hotly.

Jimmy Silver was silent, with a
rather troubled wrinkle in his brow;
but Rﬂh}-‘ and Newcome nodded b
]tt'di E}-" assent.

The Fwstical Four were discussing
Meornington of the ¥ourth, the new
juntor  ecaptain  of Rookwood: or,
rather, three of them were discussing

him, and.Jimmy- Silver-was listening

patiently, *

-

-

L R P g ety e -

“1f e don’'f ]'t“:.i:__;f;‘:,‘ went on

Lovell angrily, ““he’s got to get the |

order of the sack'

“*Hear, hear!” zaid Newcome.

*And the soconer: the better!’ re-
marked Raby. “ We don’t want him
Lo ]JI;I}’ the fool W 1t d 1Y Tnore of our
matches '’

“What do veu thank, Jimmy?”
manded Loveli.

Jimmy Silver’s wrinkle deepened,
but he did not answer.

1;!"-"-

He left us in the lureh over the |

*

Ct *Ilt~i1i'rlf"li
with - deepn

Bagshot match yesterday,’

Arthur. Edward: Lovell,

%

ﬂ
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indignation.  ** Walked off without a
word of explanation, and simply cut
the match! Is that the .l.'.n';_*'hT- thing
for a cricket captain to do?”

“Hawdly !’ said Raby

“\\.ht}‘ﬂ he came i!l, and we i”“ltfi"il
him, he told us to go and eat coke!”
satd Lovell, breathing hard. *“That's
all the i:lfifﬂ[titti*lll he's ;_li'x en! 'L'he
I’.';L!g':-_iu_.ll fellows were ktf[}l \kﬂitih,_f_’_‘.
and finally we had to play without
Morny, putting -in another man at the
Jast” minute !  And he’s captain! 1

tell you' Rookwood won't stand that

sortrof thing"”
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“Morny,” said Erroll, “you're cricket captain, and your place is with the team!” “My dear chap,
I've raised five quids, and it's burning a hole in my pocket !
Morningion broke off abruptly and strode on.

B

“No fear!

“Momny was elected skipper in
your place, Jimmy; and now you've
onily got to raise your inger to get
the captaincy back  again,” sad
Lovell. *“After all, 1t really belongs
to this study. lv's up to you, Jinmy !
You've ta put up again, and
Morny's got to gol”

No answer.

“Why don't yvou speak?’ exclaimed
the exasperated Lovell. ““Don’t you
agree with what I'm saying, you
dumb nmage?”’

“Jimmy Bilver snuled famntly,

{r{
r_,u[

il i = - 1 s e i

Go and play cricket while I ."

S L

N . =

*To some extent,” he admitted.

“Only to some extent!” snorted
Lf'ﬂ.‘f’”.

“Yes. 1'm not putting up against
Morny. The fellows made the change
of their own accord——"

“If you're going to salik——"

“I'm not sulking, ass! But you
can't put 1 a skipper one day, and
drop him the next. Morny’s a bit
uncertain, but all the fellows knew
that beifore theyv elected him. They
took him with their eyes open. I'm
ds-waxy 4s you can be about the
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match yvesterday : it was simply rotten
fo cut it as he did. But I'm not start-
g a campaign agamst Mornington.

1 told him 1'd back him up, and I'm |

voing to do it. 1f he’s booted out of
the captainecy, 1 decline to have a
hand m 1t!”

‘é Rﬂt‘!ij

“Rot or not, that's how I look at
it, and that’s what I'm sticking to,”
said Jimmy Silver. “If 1 put up
- against him, it would look as if I'd
been on the watch to catch him trip-
ping 5

“ What does 1t matter how 1t looks
if it 1sn't so?” |

“Well, it does matter. If the
fellows aren’t satisfied with Morny as
captain, they can drop him and find
somebody else: but I'm not the man.
Leave me out!” :

“ Look here ' roared Lovell,

Jimain y——"" began Raby.

“Fathead!” said Neweome.

Jimmy Silver strolled out of the
end study, as the edsiest way of put-
ting an end to the discussion.

Lovell & Co. looked at one another
m great wrath.

“Obstinate ass!” grotvled Tovell.
*“*He means that, you know. Blessed
if I haven't a jolly good mind to put
up for skipper myself !”

“Well, you wouldn't be much good
as skipper, old chap,” remarked
Raby, with friendly candour.

“Better than Morny, ass,

any-

“Well, Morny 1sn’t much good, the
way he's turning out; but he's a jolly
good skipper when the spirit moves
him. Of course, we can’t stand what
he did yesterday. That's the limit!”

“There's something queer about
1t,” said Newcome thoughtfully.
“HErroll thought Morny must have
some awfully good reason for cutting
the match ag he did.”

Lovell snorted. |

“Erroll backs Morny up through
. thick and thin, because he’s his
chum!” he growled.

“Well, he was mistaken, anyway;
for I met Morny loafing about in
Coombe Wood while the match was
on,” said Newcome. ‘“He seemed
upset about something: but he was
ounly loafing around. It's a bit too
thick for a ervicket captain to go loaf-
g round and forgetting matches!”

**Never heard of such a thing!
But, unless Jimmy backs up against
him, I don’t know that the fellows
will turn him out. I suppose they’ll
get fed-up m the long run. Jimmy
“ought to take the lead and down
him,”

“*He ought. But—"

“But he won't!” said Raby.

“Obstinate ass!”

“Morny’s got to explain to the
comintttee,” said Newcome. *“ But
he will pull through if Jimmy Silver
doesn’t take a hand against him., It’s
all very well to be loyal, but Jimmy
pushes that too far.” |

“Much too far, the ass!”

“ Anvhow, I'll jolly well tell Morny

what I think of him!” growled
Lovell. *“ Let’s go and see him.”

“Right-ho !

Lovell & Co. left the end study,
and proceeded along the Fourth Form
passage to No. 4.

Arthur Edward Lovell opened the
door of No. 4 by the simvle process
of jamming his boot against it with
a crash.

He was in rather a war-like mood.

The door flew open, and Lovell
marched into the study. But Valen-
tine Mornington was not there. His
study-mate, Erroll, looked up from a
boak in surprise.

“Hallo! Are you understudying
an air-raid?” he asked.

Lovell glared round the study.

**Where’s Morny ?”

“Downstairs, I think,”
Erroll. **He had a paper he was
goi%rhto put on the board.”

b 'r'!'l

Lovell & Co. went downstairs, and
they found Valentine Mornington
standing before the notice-board in

answered

i

f
e 1/ CAPTAIN \
e AN
e SLACKER! /

the hall. The three juniors glanced
at the paper Morny had pinned up.
It ran:

“BICYCLE FOR SALE.
Cost fifteen guineas. Ten pounds
cash.-——Apply Study No. 4, Fourth
Form.”

“My hat!” ‘ejaculated
“Selling your bike, Mornington

Mornington nodded.

“Yaas, if 1 can find a purchaser,”
he answered. * Like to take it on?”

“I've got a bike.! And I haven't
got ten pounds,” answered Lovell.
“Bother vour bike, anyway! I was

looking for you, Mornington!”

Lovell.
-;.!!

“Well. here T am!” said the junit::r'

captain of Rookwood coolly.

‘“ About vour playing the goat yes-
terday !’ snorted Lovell. ‘“You de-
serted us over the match!”

“Yaas?” |

“Is that what you call playing the
game?” demanded Lovell.

“Not at all.”

“(Oh, you adimit that!” ejaculated
Lovell, rather taken aback.

“Certainly !” o

‘““ Are.vou going to resign?”

“Oh, no!”’ _

“You're sticking to the captaincy,
after what vou've done?” *

‘“Yaas.”
“Well, vou'll
bawled Lovell. | _

“My dear man, I’'m not deaf!” said
Mornington, with polite 1mpertin-
ence. ‘““No need to shout:’ All' the
county doesn’t want to know,”

“Why, you—you—-—" * |

“You can raise the matter jo com-
mittee, if you like,”” sapd\.

&

be {urned outilV

ton., *‘Let it rest at_ thaf, l‘i tep.
_Té,-ta'!” ' 3 A PP
And Valentine Mornangton strolled

away, leaving Lovell in a" state of
almost speechless wrath.

&

The 2nd Chapter.
The Chance of a Life tims.

“Is  rpisky!” said . Adolphus
Smythe, i ‘ 'A%
Smythe of the Shell was reclining

gracefully in a luxurious armchair in.

his study, and he made that remark
through a cloud of cigarette-smoke.

Howard and Tracy, his chums and
study-mates, were smoking cigatettes,
too. The Giddy Goats of © Rook-
wood were feeling no end doggish.
The door had been carefully locked,
however, before the cigarettes were
lighted,  Doggish as the nuts-of
Rookwood were, there was a certain
amount of fear and trembling asso-
clated with theilr doggishness,

“1 don’t deny that it’s risky,” con-
tinued Adolphus. *“But it’s no end
sportin’,”’ '

“But what’s the asked
Tracy. |

“Rouletfe !”

“Phew !’

“That swindling game they play at

game?"’

castnos-on  the Continent?” asked
Howanrd.

ornat e b

“My hat!  It’s risky enough.

Why, 1t's against the law in Eng-
land !”

“This old country is rather slow,”
vawned Adolphus Smythe. “1 had a
vac. 1 Switzerland. once with my
people, when I was a fag. I remem-
ber seein’ the punters goin’ it in a
casino there—a game of the same
kind. I'd have tried my luck, but I
couldn’t do it under the pater’s eye.

This is really the chance of a-life- |

time.”’

Howard and Tracv looked a little
uneasy, and Adolphus smiled a
superior smile as he noted it.

Adolphus Smythe was a great
sportsman—in any sport that was not
of a manly character. He* had no
love for cricket or football, or for
rowing or swimming ; but a consider-
able amount of his pocket-money
went in backing “ gee-gees "'—strictly
under the rose, of course,

DINInNg-

.1 fancy.

“I got the tin from Joey Hook,”

he went on. “‘I was seein’ him about
a horse. He told me about this man
Tickey Tapp.” :
“Ye gods! What a name!”
“YT’d heard of him before,” said
Adolphus. “A chap at St. Jim’'s

!

g 3

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

told me about him. He started his
precious game near that school once,
and got a lot of the fellows there.
Made lots of money out of them, I've
no doubt. Chap named Merry—
vou've heard of Tom Merry?—took
some friends there, and smashed up
his game. ”’ . |
““lake his cheek!” gaid Tracy.
“Oh, ves, rather! But he did it.
But 1 dare say Tickey Tapp made
more than he lost. Well, the long
and short of it 1s that Tickey Tapp

has pitched his giddy tent near Rook-

wood, and he’s open to :receive
custom.  He's got one of those
bungalows on the moor-——not a mile
trom Coombe, just off the edge of
Coombe Wood, you know. Quite a

‘solitary spot-—and the bobbies won't

tumble to his game in a month of
Sundays.” °

“The police?”

" You see, it’s against the law, and
the police mop up.such places when
they get to hear of them. But
Tickey Tapp%s wide—very wide! He
won't get mopped in a hurry.”

“You've been there?” asked Tracy.

“Not yet; but I'm goin’. I'm
takin’ you two fellows, if you'll come,
Of 'course, it’s risky, and it’s got to
be kept awf'ly dark. No good tellin’
Peele, or Lattrey, or Gower. Can’t
trust such a secret with those Fourth
Form kids. It’s strictly among our-
selves,”

“ But, I say——"

“Of course, the risk isn’t really so
great as long as we're careful,” said
Smythe., *“And it’s the chance of 1
lifetime.  Just the same as goin’ to
Monte Carlo, vou know.”

" People don’t generally bring any
money -away from Monte Carlo, 1
believe,” remarked Howard.

““People don’t generally have any
seuse or nerve,” answered Adolphus
sapiently, “I believe there’s lots of

money to be made at the game, if a

fellow keeps his wits about him. As
good as backin’ horses, anvhow. You
watch the run of the numbers, you
know, and lay your money accord-
igly. I'm awf'ly keen to give it a
trial.”’ yy

“1t's frightfully risky. It would
mean bein’ expelled from Rookwood,
if the Head got to know.”

“He won't get to know.”

“Suppose the police raided the

place while wel swere there?” -
“They .won'#f" But Hook tells me
that’ there’s a"way out, if they did,
and we should walk off safely
enough.”

There was silence in Smythe’s study.

The thought of the roulette-wheel
and the fortune that might be made
upon 1t-—perhaps, was a strong at-
traction to the three voung rascals.
But they could not help thinking of
the risk.

“Any other Roockwood fellows go
there?” asked Howard, at last.

**1 asked Hook, and he said there
were one or two,” said Smythe. ‘“ He
wouldn’'t give me their names, though.
I’ve got a suspicion that some of the
Sixth dron in there in the evenin’-—
fellows like Carthew and Frampton,
We're not to go in the
evenin’. Tickey Tapp runs his game
twice a day, afternoon and evenin’,
We're booked for the afternoon.”

“In case we see too much, 1 sup-
pose 7"’ |

“Very hkely.”

There was another pause. Adolphus
Smythe hnished his cigarette.

“0Of course, we shall have to be
careful,” he said. *“We've got to be
wary of the beaks. And Morny
seems to have taken a leaf out of
Jimmy Silver's book, now he’s cap-
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tain, and he’s liable to interfere, if he
knew. We won't go there in Etons.
We can change our clobber, and
nobody there will guess that we
belong to Rookwood. 1t will be quite
an adventure, by gad, you know.”

"“"I—1 suppese we might win some-
thin’,” murmured Tracy, with a
greedy gleam in his eyes.

*“1 hope s0,”

“What time do we start?”

Adolphus Smythe looked at his big
gold watch,

“Any time now,” he said. “‘In
fact, the sooner the Dbetter, now
we've had tea. We sha'n't stay

there long.” |

“1—1 say, it might attract atten-
tion if we went out in other clobber.”

Adolphus smiled his superior smile
again,

“We don't,” he said.

“But you were savin’

“What's the matter with takin’
our lounge clothes in a bag, and put-
tin’ them on in the wood? We have
to go through the wood to get to the
bungalow.”

*“Oh, that's a good stunt!”

“You rely on me for stunts,” said
Smythe loftily. “I’m rather wide, 1

22

think. Now, are you fellows com-
i e

Howard and 'Tracv exchanged
glances, and rose from their seats.

There was no doubt that they were
coming, 'I'he appeal of the green
table was too strong to be resisted by
Howard and Tracy.

Ten minutes later the nuts of the
Shell strolled out of the School
House, Smythe carrying a valise in
his hand. Jimmy Silver & Co. were
chatting on the steps, and they noted
the valise,

“Hallo! Goin’ -off for the week-
end?” asked Lovell.

Smythe smiled.

“Merely a little run
Carlo,” he answered.

(E El_l?!‘"

Smythe & Co. walked on, grinning,
leaving Arthur Edward Lovell con-
siderably mystified.

Valentine Mornington was heading
for the gates, and he turned out into
the-road at the same timme as the nuts
of the Shell,

He glanced at them, but walked on,
without speaking, towards Coombe.

*Walk a bit slowly,” murmured
Adolphus.  “ Let that cad get ahead.

to Monte

*

. gom’”
- ¥ What-ho!” | i
The Giddy Goats slacked down, and

Mornington disappeared round a turn- |

ing of the lane ahead.

He was out of sight when the nuts
of the Shell came round the turning,
much to their satisfaction.

There had been a time when Morn- .

ington of the Fourth was a member
of the select soctety of the Rookwood
Goats; but that time was past, and
especially since he had been elected
junior captain, Morny had been
heavily down on the ‘“fast set ” in
the Lower School at Rookwood. He
had been, as Adolphus complained,
a,q“r_uuc-h_a beast as Jimmy Silver him-
self.

Smythe & Co, turned into the foot-
path through the wood, and at a
certain point left the path, and fol-
lowed a scarcely-marked track that led
through the wood towards, the open
heath. |

The

sight of ‘a Rookwood cap

ahcad of them on the track startled @

the back of a head beneath the cap, ! . : - P
RliicrcsHlriales oAt g g : - with a silly yvarn hike that?”
but they knew that it was Morning- " Mornipgton contemptuously. -

themn suddenly. They could only gec

ton’s.

“That cad again!”

4

(ODWING to the very great demand for
“DETECTIVE LIBRARY ” it has
been decided to issue these popular com-
plete ' story-books weekly in future, and
there will be a splendid New Number

EVERY

FRIDAY'!

The issue now on sale contains “ THE ADVENTURE OF
THE MUSICAL CLOWN,"” a Circus Detective Story of the

front rank, and “ THE CLUE OF THE SIX CAPSULES,”

Nelson Lee at his best.

Get

Your Capy
To-Day !

You get real value when you buy

DETECTIVE
LIBRARY

2 Complete Tales for 114

muttered |

Three Halfpance
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- said savagely.

20/9/19

Smythe. ““Hc's goin’ to the heath,
I suppose. Bother him !”
“Slow down!” said Tracw .. .
The Shell fellows slowed. down
once more, and Mornington's. head

| disappeared among the underwéod.

They changed clothes in a thicket,
and went on, It was some time
before they came out on the open
heath, where it* was bordered by
Coombe Wood.

At a short distance lay the wooden
bungalow, one of several that had
been erected on the heath for sum-
mer  visitors. There was no other
building in sight of this one, how-
ever. Mr. Tapp had judiciously
chosen a very solitary gpot for carry-
ing on hig precious game. Smythe &
Co. were heading for the bungalow,
when they spotted a Rookwood'
jumor on the heath. It was Morn-
imgton again. ‘
_Mﬂrny was pacing to and fro, with
his hands in his pockets, his cyes
fixed on the ground. There was a
decp wrinkle 'in  his brow. He
glanced up as Smythe & Co. stared at
him, and gave a start. Then he
strode quickly towards the nuts of
the Shell.

““What are you doing here 7

The 3rd Chapter.
Nipped in the Bud.

Valentine Mornington rapped out
the words sharply, with a glitter in
his eyes. iy

Smythe & Co.
aback. -

Morny's eves scanned them..

The valise was still in Smythe's
hand, but it was packed now with the
Ktons the juniors had worn when
they quitted Rookwood. They were
clad now in grey lounge clothes, and
looked very different. And Morny
was far too keen a fellow 110t to be
aware that the change of  clothes
signified a good deal, Unless the
Shell fellows were bound upon some
extremely surreptitious expedition,
they would (‘f*l&-&illl_}" .ot have gone
to the ‘trouble of changing their
clothes in the wood. i

“What are you doing here?”

Mornington’s tone was almiost

stood silent, taken '

' fierce.

Smythe pulled himself together.
Tickey Tapp’s bungalow was. in sight,
and he wondered uneasily - whether
the junior skipper guessed .his des-
Morny coukd not pessibly know any-
thing about Tickey Tapp and his
little gaine. ' § s

“Eh, what are you so jolly curious
about, Morny?” yawned Smythe,
affecting an case he was far from
feeling. - -t

“Yes, what do you mean, you
cheeky ass?” exclaimed Tracy. I
suppose we can take a stroll after
lessons if we like 77 |

“1 should think so!”

chimed 1n

Howard.

Morny's eyes gleamed at them.
“You've changed vour - eclothes
since 1 saw you leaving Rookwood,”
he Sﬂld yeh
“Can’t we change our eclobber  if
we like ?” i
“What have you done it for?”
“No bizney of vowrs!? said
Smythe. *“Still, T don’t mind tellin’

. you that we've put on some old

clothes because we're gom’ for a
ramble on the heath, lookin’ . at the
old quarries.”

“Don’t tell hes!”

“Wha-at?"

“Do you think you can take me, in
snapped

Smythe flushed. , -

“Well, don’t ask questions'!” he
“Then you'll get no
lies !t!-?]d you, you cheeky, interferin’

Morny raised his hand.

“You'll

ga back to I{Uﬂku;ﬂgd !1” he

“We jolly well sha'n’t!” extlaimed
Smythe hotly. *“Who the » merry
dickens arve vou to give us orders?”

“I'm juntor captain of Rookwood.”
said Mornington  quietly.. i “I’ve
dropped on you fellows before for
playing the goat. Do you: think I
don’t know why you’re here 2”’

“No, you don’t!” i S

“You're goin’ to Heath' Bunga-
low !” P

Smythe jumped.

“Wha-a-at do you
Heath Bungalow,
ejaculated. BT

“Well, T know somethin®” said
Mornington grimly. “I know that
your bookmaker friend Joey Hook
goes there, for one thing!” : -

“I don’t know anythin’ about it if
he does !” o

z }[0111’1*6 goin’ there to gamble !

“Oh, don’t spin me any more
yarns ' snapped Mornington. ‘I
know as much about it as you could
tell me!” ®

know? about
hang you?” he




““And bow do you know, hang
You?” said Smythe Dbetween his
teeth.

“*Never. mind that. Perhaps T’ve
been keepin’ my eyes open to prevent
silly fools from playin’ the goat and
gettin’ themselves sacked from the
school. That's my Dbizney, as junior
captain, you know. You're goin’
back to Rookwood at once, all three
of vou!”

The nuts of Rookwood looked at
Mornington as if they could eat
him.

This was rather a “facer ’ at the
beginning of their sportive expedi-
tion,

“You interferin’ cad———" began
Yracy.

“That's enough! Are you gom’
back 77

“*No!"” howled Smythe.

“Then vou’ll be reported to the
captain of the school ! said Morning-
ton., ' It's my duty to stop vou, an’
I'm goin’ to do it. If you don’t go
back at once you’ll be called upon to
explain to.Bulkeley—after I've told
%ﬁm all I know about that bunga-
ow !”

Smythe & Co. stood rooted t{o the
ground.

They exchanged glances, and then
turned back towards the wood.

There was no help for it.

Mornington, if he knew the charac-
ter of the place they were intending
to visit, was certainly doing his duty
as junior captain in keeping them
away from it. He was acting as
Jimmy Silver would ‘have acted in
his place had he still been junier
captain; and there was no possibility

of resistance. The bare thought of

being brought before Bulkeley of the
Sixth for inquiry made the nuts feel
cold all over.

With bitter looks and deep bitter-
ness in their hearts, they turned back
to the wood, and entered the trees.
If they had any hope sof dodging
Mortiington and revisiting the spoft,
it was soon knocked on the head. for
Morny followed them to see them
through the wood.

Smythe & Co. looked savagely back
at him.

“The cad’s watching us!” muttered

JTracy.
- ““Amiother {ime!” murmured
Smythe. “Oh, TIll wmake that

meddhin’ cad pay for this somehow !”

“You' can ‘change vour c¢lobber
here,” said Mornington.

Without a word, but with black
looks: Smythe & Co. changed back
into their Etons.

Then they resumed their way.

Valentine  Mornington  followed
them until they crossed the stile into
Coombe Lane. Then he turned and
went back into the wood, and dis-
appeared.

With feehngs almost too deep for
words, Smythe & Co. tramped back
to Rookwood School.

“How did the cad know??”
tered = Smythe ' again and

mut-
again,

“How did he know anythin’® about

Tickey Tapp and his game? He
never sces’Joey Hook now, that I
know~of. Hook <can’'t have told
Inm.”

**Well, he does know, an’ he knows
Rookwood fellows go there!” growled
Tracv. “He's on the wateh there
for them, that’s plain enough.”

“Hang him!”

“We'll go another timie, when that
cad ‘1sn’t  spym’ o round!”  said
Howard.

And the disconsolate nuts tramped
inte Rookwood. Lovell caught sight
of them as they crossed the quad-
rangle.

“Hallo! Yeou're soon back from
Moute Carlo!”  called out Arthur
Edward.

“Oh, rats!” grunted Smythe.

Kit  Erroll met them as they
entered the schoolhouse., He stopped
1o sp#‘-:elk. * .

“Been oub of gates?” he asked.

“Yes,” growled Smythe.

“Seen  anything of Morny? 1le
O8NS o have gOne I.H'I.‘l'-.-”

“Hang Mornys!” | |

With that pelite reply. Smythe &
Ce: went on, leaving  Erroll sur-
}_Jrib#.-_"d.
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(Continued from the previous page.)

Morny’s chum walked down to the |

Zates and looked imto the road, and
then strolled in the quadrangle with
a thoughtful brow. It was not the
first time, of late, that Valentine
Mornmgton had gone out without &
word to his best chum ; and without a
word of explanation when he returned.
And Erroll’s uneasiness for his chum
was deep and increasing.

-

The 4th Chapter.
Trouble for Morny.

Jimmy Silver had much {food for
thought during the ‘next few days.

lle gave a good deal of thought to
Mornington ; though he did not often
speak to him.

The affair of the Bagshot match
had blown over. Whe resentment of
the Rookwood juniors had been deep;
not only because he had treated the
whole matter without a word of ex-
planation, but because he had treated
the whole matter with flippant dis-
dain when taxed with his conduct. 1If
Jimmy Silver had chosen to make the

RECKLESS RETORT!

least effort, he coula, without ques-
tion, have recaptured the position he
had lost. Hig chums urged him to do
so; Arthur Edward Lovell being es-
pecially emphatic on the subject. And
a good many fellows were of Lovell’s
op1Inion,

But Jimmy had marked out the
course he intended to tollow, and
followed 1t.

The Lower School had chosen their
captain, and Junmy Silver had pro-
mised to support him., And Jinmmy
held to that.

Unless Mornington vesigned,
Jimmy had no mtenfion of accepting
the captamey, even if it were offered
to him. He made 1t very plam that
if there was another election he would
not stand as candidate.

The Modern fellows were 1 favour
of another . election, 1n- the hope that
their leader, Tommy Dodd, would get
in. For that verv reason the (Classi-
cals were opposed 1o 1t, unless Jimmy
would stand ; Jimmy Silver heing the
only Classical ecandidate who eould
hope to beat the Moderns and to beaf
Morny’s supporters at the same time.

As Jimmy Silver distinctly refused
to move 1n the matter, the subject
t]t*f'r}'}p{‘e'] after a llﬂ}' Or Lwiao,

.liﬁ'll’]'ljf: telt  that he was aetng

rightly ; that he was bound to give

.\.l-'ﬂ’ningluil ENVEery chance of " ma Lin:_f;
good.” S s

}Z’lllt hL‘- wWas  ratuaer t_\'.'ft.".;l;":'t:i_i i1k 1il=s
mind on the subject.

{ There could be no deubt that the
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l]'ﬁ:w junior skipper was losing - his

{

l

'“'h_‘f Wwas e so

keenness: He did not turn up regu-
larly for practice as of old, he did not
take his former interest in the affairs
of the Fourth Form, or of the Lower
School generally. He had begun a
campaign against the ‘manners and
customs of the Giddy Goats; but that
had dropped, and Peele & Co., of the
Fourth, went their own shady way
without any interference from Morny.

The junior captain was, in fact,
slacking down all round. Bulkeley of
the Sixth. who had a fatherly eye
to keep on the juniors and their
affairs, more than ®nce gave Morn-
ington a very expressive look, when
he came across him loafing in the
quad or about the passages. But as
vet Bulkeley had not seen fit to
interfere,

The final matches of the season
were coming off soon, and if Rook-
wood Juviors were to wind up cricket
with credit, it svas very necessary for
the junior skipper to put some life
into the business. But Valentine
Mormngton showed no sign of doing
so. And Jimmy wondered whether
he had been’' rather too punectilious
on a point of honour, and whether he
ought not to have pushed Morny
aside, for the sake of the school.

t was pretty clear, in fact, to all
the juniors interested in the matter,
that Mornington had some interest
at heart that he did not communi-
cate to the other fellows; that his
thouglits were set on matiers not

very unfavourable,”
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never nihder any necessity to sell his
bike.

He had expensive iastes. but he
did not seem to have been gratifying
them lately. He was not seen spend-
g money ; mdeed, of late he had
several times taken his tea in hall—

another sign of shortness of cash.
Erroll swould willinigly have ‘istood”
tea, 1 the study -for both: but

Morny’'s touchy pride would not per-
mit that. And he did not seem so
chummy . or confidential with Erroll
as of old.

Jimmy Silver was- not exactly
friendly with Mornington; but he
had a vegard for hun, since Morny’s
reform ; and he was very seriously
sorry to think of him going on the
shady path again, which could only
lead him to trouble, and probably to
disgrace and disaster. But Morny
was not the kind of fellow who could
be-advised or remonstrated with.

Moreover, if his own chum failed
to - influence him, it _was not hkely
that Jimmy Silver uld succeed in
doing so.

So Jimmy held his_peace; bui he
was troubled. With Moiny 1n this
peciuliar mood, Jimmy was worried
about cricket prosnects, and he could
not help seeing that Morny was not
giving much thought to cricket, if
any. On Saturdav, there was a
House match between Moderns and
Classicals, and Jimmy wondered
whether Morny would even take the
trouble to be present at it. He felt

L
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*The report fbur. uncle will receive at the end | of the term will be
said Wir. Bootles.

iy don’t care !’ fiWhat!?®

Mr. Bootles almost jumped as he heard that disrespectiul reply.

connected with ericket or the school
at all.

His - frequent « absences ' from ~ the
school after lessons and on half-holi-

rn

days, and the secrecy:that attendec
them, were a pretiy plain proof ' of
that. 1

And Jimmy could not helpy wonder-
img whether the dandy of the Fourth
was talling into . his ‘old ways agam.

Morny, in :lis- wealthy days,” had
been a blade of the blades, and the
most-reckless Yellow that ever entered
the gates of Rookwood School. - Now,
since his fall from fortune, -he cer-
tainly could not afford to ' *“play’ the
ag1ddy goat,” as of old, even if he had
the desire. - But it was very possible
that®he might do it without being
able to afford it.

It *Morny’s shady past was being
revived, it was a bad look-ont in
many wavs, and he certamly was not
fitted to hold ‘the jumor captainey.
And that he was hard up was proved
by the sale of his bicyele. For
several days,” Morny’s notice had- re-
mained on the board, and finally he
had parted.with his machine to Leg-
gett of the Modern Fourth.

It leaked ~out FHhat I.iﬂ'_ﬂ‘._.',t"”- had
given him only seven pounds for ii—
léss thian half its value: a proof thal
Morny was verv, pushed {or monev.
pushed ?- Ihis allow-
ance from -lus ,uncle was not exactly
ample, but it was as ldrge as Jimny
Silver's—and Jimmy certainly . was

N

that this state of - affairs could l‘i-‘:Jt‘

last.

On Saturday motning, Mr. Bootles,
the master of the ¥ourth, was very
sharp with ~Mornington 1in class.
Morny had omitted his prep the

evening ' before—as he had done a.

good many  times lately.

Mr.. Bootles had no idea whatever
oi Morny’'s preoccupations; his view
was that junior schoolbovs were at
Rookwood to learn—rather a natural
view for a Form-master to take. And
that especial morning he gave Morn-
mgton - a - very severe lecture on
slackness . and carelessness.

Meornmgton listened with the eyes
of all-the class upon him, some of the
Fourth . Formers grinning. His
checks were a little flushed, and there
was . a sullen expression on his hand-
some face.

."The report- vour uncle will
celve gt the end of the tern, My
Bootles wound .,
favourable indeed, Mornington, if you
do -not mend your wavs, >

s Y don’t care!”

L "What!”

I'e -

-Mr. Bootles almost jumped as he
neard that disrespectful reply. He
catlne {'ll.:f‘*f*l" tH “'It'* lit,'-.‘-l-;. ]H-i eVes

cleaming over his spectacles,

'l'ht‘ Lﬂui hl“t En'n”i*ihun wias Jiol
olien AnNgry, bt fie was VETrY angry
1O . Erroll gave NE chiimm  an
anxious look: Mornyv's eves were
ixed sullenly on his desk.

“will be' very un- |
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with ponderouns indignation. * You
inform me that wvou do not care

what report wvour conduct 18 given
to Sir Rupert Stacpoole at the end
of the term.”

“Well, I don’t!"”

“Is that dutiful,. Morningion ?”

Grunt !

“Well, Mormington, i1f you do not
care, 1 am afraid you must be made
to care,”’ said Mr. Bootles sternly.
'*1 have attempted to appeal to your
better feelings. 1  bave failed.
Mornington, you will be detained this
afternoon, and von will 'do the work
you have neglected under my super-
vision,”’

]\-'_I(}r_ningtﬂn gave a start. His
manner changed at once.

*“*Oh, sir! JI—I—="

“Enough!” said Mr. Jootles

majestically.
Valentine Mornmington sat in dis-

i - - Y
may. The juniors supposed that he
was thinking of +the afternoon’s

cricket match ; but Jimmy Silver had
his doubts on that point.

When the Fourth Form were dis-
missed that morning, the junior cap-
tain paused on his way out, and %ifter
a moment or two of hesttation, he
approached Mr. Bootles” desk. His
manner was very submissive now.

“Well, Mornington?> said  Mu.
Bootles severely.

“1I—I am sorry, sir, that I answered
you as I did this morning.”

“1 am glad of that.”

“If you would kindly let me off
detention this afternoon, sir 2

“1 am glad, Mornington. that you
have repented of your impertience,”
satd Mr. Bootles. “That. however,
does not alter the fact that you have
neglected your work, and that it must
be done. I am afraid, Mornington,
that I tannot excuse vou.Z

‘“ But, sir &

““That will do!”
in a tone of finality.

And Valentine Mornington, with a
black brow, followed the rest of the
juniors from the Form-room.

said Mr. Bootles,

.
The 5th Chapter.

Given a Chancs.
** And that’s cur skipper !
Arthur Edward Lovell made that
remark m eontemptuous and rather
lond tones in the corridor as Morny
came out,
Mornington gave him a dark look.
Lovell went on, unheeding :
*Detained now! And we're plaving

i

the Moderns this afternoon! De-

- ¥ =
tained becauze he hasn’t done his
prep. Why hasn’t he done his prep

like any other fellow?”’

“He was out fill ‘calling-over last
evening !’ said Tubby. Mufin. “I
say, Morny, where did you go?”

“Dhere was plenty of time after
call-over!” said Lovell. “Other
fellows find time to do their prep.
Why can’t Morny?”

“*Mind your own business, Lovell 1"’
snapped Mornmgton savagely.

Liovell gave him a glare.

“This 1s my business, and every
other fellow’s!” he retorted. *If
you're skipper you ought to be in the
match this afternoon. If you're not
in the match you ouchtn't to be
skipper. And if Jimmy Silver had
the sense of a born idiot, he would
boost you out of the job vou're not
fit tor.” ' |

“Oh, cheese’ it, old chap!” said
Jimmy Silver.
“You know vou could do i1t!”

roared Lovell., *“Why don't you do

it, then?”

*Bow-wow !” .

“*Not that 1t makes much difference
whether Morny’'s detained or not.”
continued Lovell hotly. - “He might
go out for a walk and {forget the
match, if he wasn’t detained. That's
his style as captain!”

“Oh, shut up!” said Mornington.

“*Perhaps vou’d like to shut me
up?” suggested Arthur Edward
Lovell aggressively.

Mornington clenched his hands.

Lovell followed his example, and
there would certainly have been
trouble if Jimmy Silver had not in-
tervened, and dragged l.ovell away
almost by main force. KErroll slipped

| his arm through Morny’s, and led him

into the guad.

*“*What are you chippin’ 1in for?”
crowled © Mornington, though  he
allowed his chum to lead him away.
“1t would do that cheeky fool zood 1o
have his mouth shut up for him.*

“No good fighting with Lovell,
Morny.”

“Well, T suppose not: but. T feel
jolly well inclined to ficht him, all the
szamae. Coniound his cheek 1

Krroll did nob reply, and Morning-
lon jerked his arm away, and gave
him a sullen look.

“You agree with him, I dare say?”
he sneered.

" Mornington ! sald Mr., Dootles, [ . ¢ Well, you ought to. have been
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careful, Morny, not to get detained
when there’s a match on.”

“How could 1 help old Bootles det-
ting his rag out?”

“By doing your prep yesterday,”
answered Erroll quietly.

“1 had other things to think of.”

“You can’t expect Mr. Bootles to
look at it like that.”

“Oh, hang Bootles!” said Morning-
ton irritably.

**And what other things, after all,

had you to think of?’ exclaimed
Erroll, speaking warmly for once.

“¥ou didn’t come into the study at
all last evening. I don’t see how you
could be so very busy mooching about
the passages.”

“1 was thinkin’.” -

“Of what?”

“Lots of things,” answered Morn-
ington sourly.  “How to rase the
“wind was one thing. I'm hard up.”

“But you've just sold your bike.”

“That thief Leggett gave me only
seven quid for it, and it’s gone!”

Erroll compressed his lips.

“ Better not let the fellows hear you
say That you’ve spent seven pounds in
one week, Morny!” he said, in a low
voice. |

“ And why not?” snapped Morny.

“They may begin to make surmises
about what you’ve spent it on.”

“That’s my business!”

*“1t’s not mine, I suppose,” said
Erroll, with a sigh. *““I'm sorry to sece
vou like this, Morny. But about this
afternoon? 1 dare say Mr. Bootles
wil let you off, if it’s put to him that
there’s a match on. He doesn’t know
about that, and he's a kind-hearted
man.”’ |

*“T shall cut detention, anvhow

“You can’t. and play cricket in
sigcht ‘of Mr. Bootles’ window. You
would be fetched in by a prefect. But
I think Mr. Bootles will let you off
if it’s put to him. I'll speak to Jimmy
Silver if you like, and we’'ll try.”

199

Mornington opened his lips to |
-peak, but closed them again. There

was rather & peculiar glimmer in his
oves as he looked at Erroll.

“Youd like us to try?” asked
Erroll. |

Mornington nodded.

“Then I'll speak to. Jimmy.™

And Erroll proceeded to look for
Jimmy Silver, leaving Mornington
“mooching ” ‘under the beeches by
himself in a sulky mood. . ' .

Erroll found the Fistical Four in the
quad, three of them talking wrath-
fully on the subject of Morny, Jimmy
Silver silent and thoughtful. Kit

“ BOY ¥ McCORMICK.

Holder of Lord Lonsdale’s Champion-
ship Boelitl.

DEFENCE (Continued).

I have read quite a lot of instruc-
tive books on boxing, and have found
in nearly every case that the writer
does not do full justice to the guard-
ing of the body. This is a very valu-
able feature in boxing, as one blow to
the body is just as likely to do more
harm than any number of blows to
the face.

A left lead to the body can be
effectively parvied by dropping the
rvight arm, thus cutting i1t away
to your right. A right punch to the
body can be avoided in the same
manner by using the left arm.
Never attempt to guard a body blow
upwards; you are running Info
obvious trouble by so doing.

Another method of dealing with an
opponent who is sending out a punch
to the lower regions i1s to draw your
body in quickly, at the same time let-
ting fly with a straight left to the
face. 'This, however, requires quick-
ness of eyesight and 'great fore-
thought, and will come to you later,
when you have a firmer grip of the
knowledge of boxing.

You will be called upon to use your
right arm a great deal in defending
yvourself from left leads to the face,
and by holding the right arm on the
siant, as I explained: i the first
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Erroll explained his idea, and Jimmy
nodded assent.

“I dare say ' Bootles will see
reason.’”” he asscented. *““ We'll tackle
him after dinner, and we may get
Morny off. We certainly want him in
the match with Tommy Dodd's
crowd.”

And after dinner Jimmy and Erroll
proceeded together to Mr. Bootles’
study.

They found the Fourth Form master
in a good temper, under the ameliora-

ting mfluence of a good dinner. He
gave them a gracious glance.
“If you please, =ir " began

Jimmy.

“You may proceed, Silver.

“1t’s about Morny, sir—l1 mean
Morninegton.” ‘

Mr. Bootles frowned. |

“We're playing a cricket-match this
afternoon, sir,” said KErroll hastily.
“Morny is captaining our side against
the Moderns.”

“*Indeed!” said Mr. Bootles drily.

“1f vou'd be ?ul enough fo let him
off detention, sti——"’

CH m

“Otherwise 1t may mean the loss of
the match to wus, sir,” said Erroll
meeklv. ‘It means a lot to us, sir.”

Mr. Bootles coughed.

“Mornington has been very remiss
lately,” he said, ‘‘He seems, indeed,
to be returning to his old ways, when
he was the most troublesome boy in
my Form. However, I do not wish
his punishment to fall upon others.
You may tell him that I will give
him another chance.”

“Oh, thank you, sir!” said Erroll
gratefully.

“You may tell him, ¥Frroll, that he
18 excused from detention this after-
noon, only on condition that he dis-
plays more industry next week,”” said
Mr. Bootles. *“If he keeps on as
before I shall find it necessary to use
very severe measures.’’

“Yes, sir,” faltered Erroll.

The two juniors left Mr. Bootles’

13

study, and Erroll went at once in

search of his chum. He found Morn-
ington under the beeches, with a sulky
brow.

“It's all right, Morny !” said Erroll
cheerfully. '

“1T'm let off detention?” & G

“&TEE.!, ' 2 T
“Oh, good! Many thanks.” =
“It’s on condition that .you buck
up next week, and stick to your
work a bit better, old chap.” |
Mornington shrugged his shoulders.
“* Next week can take care of itself,”

rom the Light
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article, with your 'elbow down and
vour glove on a level with your left
shoulder, you' will find that it will
come much easier for you to parry
your opponent’s hits. Just bring
your arm up in the position 1 have
indicated, and you will notice that his
blows will glide off your arm, thus
removing the painful effeet of the old-
time square forearm guard.
Anticipation i1s everything in de-
fence, and as you progress in the
noble art, anticipating a blow will
come naturally to you. By this I
mean that it is possible, by watching
your opponent closely for any indica-
tion in his expression or attitude that
would cause you to believe him about
to lead, to get there first by shooting
your own left out with forece, thus

beating him, as it were, at his own,

game.

Now, it is possible that you may be
too late to anticipate his blow with
the one I have just described, and
here a knowledge of blocking will
come in useful. Just block or catch
your opponent’s arm at the bend with
the open part of your glove, and you
will have stopped all the power of his
punch. He may come in close and
draw his arm back to strike; quick as
thought you hit him on the shoulder
as his blow 1s travelling forward, and
if your punch has landed just on that

art of the arm beneath the shoulder,

is blow will never get to you, and his
arm will suffer a nasty jar.

All these methods of defenuce willl

- course.
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he said carelesslyv. “I'm off for this
afternoon, so that’s all right !

“Stumps are pifched at half-past
two,” said Krroll, rather abruptly.
“We may as well get -along to the
cround.” :

“No hurry! T'll $8e vou later.”

And Mornington lounged away to
the schoolhouse, and Erroll., with a
rather grim look, was left alone.

The 6th Chapter.

The Downward Path.

“Silver !”

“Hallo, Morny*”

Jimmy Silver had come out of the
schoolhouse in flannels, with his bat
under s arin. He was looking very
cheerful; as he was feeling. Mr.
Bootles had let Mornington off, so
that matter was settled satisfactorily,
and Jimmy hoped that he would put

a little heart into the House match.
Jimmy greeted Morny quite
cordially.

** Ready for the match, what?” said
Mornington. '

“Quite ready!”

“T’'m goin’ to ask you a favour.”

“Want me to make a century
azainst the Mederns?” asked Jimmy
Silver, with a smile. “Or are you
going to ask for the hat trick 7"

“T want you to captain the side.”

Jimmy started.

“What on earth for? You're play-
ing !

*“ As it happens, I'm not!”

Jimmy Silver’s lips set.

““ Look here, Mornington, this won't
do,” he said quietly. * Erroll and 1
went to Mr., Bootles and begged you
off —to play cricket. Bootles let you
off on the understanding that you
were playing.”

“T can’'t help that.
engagement .

“You had the engagement, I sup-
pose, before I went to Mr. Bootles?”

“Well, ves.”

“Then you ought to have told me
before T went to him!” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver angrily. " You've put
me into the position of spoofing him.
He only let you off detention to play

I've got an

cricket ! :
Mornington shrugged his shoulders.
“T wasn’t askin’ you for a sermon,”
he said. ‘‘The question is, will you
take my place and captain the side?
You can easily find another man.”
“T can do it #asily enough, of
I copfained the side against
Bagshot, as you were not here. Buf
if I'm to captain the eleven, I don’t
gee why you were so keen to shove
yvourself in as junior skipper.”

come to you in time after constant
practice, and they arve invaluable, as
they require next to nothing in the
way of exertion on your part, whilst
they are very disconcerting to your
opponent, and will cause lim a tired

feeling of wasted energy and physical’

force. Ilis punch will soon lose its
power- and snap, and you will have
him morally in a beaten condition.
When practising these various
methods of defence, you must allow
your sparring partner to take the
initiative and serve out punishment—

if he can—the while you are acting |
entirely on the defensive, concentrat- |

ing your mind on eluding his hits.
At first, undoubtedly, you will be the
recipient of some jogging lefts and
rights. This is, however, the only
way to learn to defend yourself, and
when your defence is perfected, you
will be fully compensated for the few
knocks you are bound to get in the
novice stage.

FEINTING.
After you have studied - and
practised carefully the various

methods . of defence, and providing
you have become fairly proficient in
this branch of the art, you may next
turn your attention to feinting, which
means to draw your opponent’s guard
away from that particular part of the
head or body on which you intend to
hit.

As an example, make a movement
with your right as if you were going
to send this hand te the body. Your
opponent will have his guard ready
for this supposed attack, and will not
be® prepared for the left to the face
that will swiftly follow the feint. You
have deceived him as to your ultimate
attack, and this word best explains
the actual meaning of a feint.

In the case of the left-hand feint,
vou eventually strike with the right,
having first drawn your opponent off
his guard with a “Dbluff ¥ left. Re-
member your-feint must be directed
to a different part to which you want
to land a telling blow, For instance,
feint to the left with the body, and
send the right to the face. Feint
with the right to the body, and send
the left to the face. You may also
start out with a left as though you
intend to make the body your
objective, and when Ivithiu “a few

‘afternoon.

“There are lots of things vou don’t
sce,”’ answered Mornington coolly.

Jimmy drew a deep breath.

“Look here, Morny, this is begin-
ning to look a bit too fishy,” he said.
“I'm beginning to think that you're
at vour old games again !’ |

“You're at liberty to think anythin’
you please. It's a free country!”

“1f you are playing the goat again,
and dropping into the Bird m Hand
to play billiards with the sharpers
there, when you ought to be playing
cricketg——""

“I'm not !’

*“Well, I take your word, of course;
but it looks fishy. and the sconer you
stop 1t the better!”

“Thanks! Now, to come back to
the point, are you goin’ to captain the
side, or shall 1T ask Conroy?”

Jimmy Silver paused.

“Will you tell me what
engagement 1s 7"’ he asked. ¢

ik NO;HI

‘“It’s one that won't bear the light,
I'm afraid, Morny.”

“So kind of you to take an interest
i my dom's,” said Mornington, with
a vawn. ‘‘Does 1t concern you in any
way ?”

“It does! If you're really playing
the giddy goat, liké¢ Smythe and Peele
and that crowd, you’re not fit to be
junior captain of Rookwood, and you
know 1t! And if I believed 1it, 1'd
take measures to put you out of the
job fast enough!”

“You think wvou could do 1t7”
sneered Mornington.

“I know I could.”

“Well, we’re wanderin’ from the
point. Are you goin’ to captain the
side.against the Moderns?”’

“No; not unless yvou explain can-
didly why you can’t play this after-
noon !”’ |

“Then I'll ask Conroy.”

Mornington turned on his heel and
walked away. It was evident that he
did not intend to offer any explana-
tion,

Jimmy Silver joined his chums, on
their way to Little Side, with a
frowning brow, !

ziddy scowl?”

“Wherefore that i .
asked Raby. “ Not been rowing with

Morny ?”

“No;

your

y

but he’s not playing this
| - Conroy’s going to captain
us !”? grunted Jimmy Silver.

Arthur Edward Lovell gave a loud
snort. |

“This 18 gettipg"rich!“' he said.

“Is he ever going to play ericket
again? Why can’t he resign, and have
done with 1t ?”

Conroy came on the ground with

inches of vour opponent, change the

direction of vour left to his face.
This is. very deceiving, and 1s the
feint that 1s used mostly in present-
day boxing.

Be very careful you do mnot lose
vour balance when feinting, -for yon
may topple a bit too far forward, and

Price
Three Halfpence

|

. junior carelessly.
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his chums—Pons and Van Ryn. All
| y :

three of the Colonials were playing 1n

| the Classical team. Conroy had cheer-

fully taken on the captaincy for the
occasion, but there was a buzz of sur-
prise amongst the Classical erickéters
when they knew. Kif Erroll Iookcd
dismayed.

“Isn't Morny playing, then?” he
exclaimed.

“ No—some 1mportant engagemert,
lie told me,” answered the Australian
“1'mn putting 1o
Rawson. We shall lick the Moderrs

all right.”’ s :
“Not i your lifetime!” grinned

Tommy Dodd, as he came along with
his merry men, |

“Hallo!" Where are you off to,
Erroll?” called out Couroy,

Erroll glanced back.

“I'm going to speak to Morny—1'iL
be back 1n a pffy!” -

“Well, buck up, then; wo're going
to start.” 4

Kit Erroll hurried off the ericket-

)

field. He met Smythe of the Shell in
the quad. talking to his chums.

Smythe & Co. were discussing the idea
of a visit to Mr. Tickey Tapp’s bunga-
low that afternoon, and debating the
pros and cons, when Erroll inter-
rupted them.

**Seen Morny 7"

“TIsn’t he playm’ ericket?” asked
Smythe.

“No;sgoing out, I think. Haven't
you seen him??”’

“No; and don’t want to!” grunted
Adolphus.

Erroll hurried on to the School
House.

“*So he’s cuttin’ ericket, an’ gon’
out ! growled Adolphus Smythe. **1
wonder whether he’s spyin’ round the
bungalow again, to catch us trip-
yn' 17
; “Shouldn’t wonder.,” said Tracy.
“ Better ecut 1t for the afterncon. "I'm
not gom’ to run any risks!”

“Same Lere!” said @ Howard.
“Tet’'s go an’ watch the cricket.”

Adolphus gave a sniff.

“* Bless the ericket! Let's go and.
get some banker in Peele’s study if
we can’'t go to Tapp's!”

“Right-ho!” |

And once more giving up their pro- .
jected wvisit to Mr. Tickey Tapp,
Smythe & Co. made their way to
Peele’s study, where they were soon
deep on banker with: Pecle and
Lattrey. Meanwhile, Kit Erroll was
looking for Mornington.  He hurried
down to the gates, and spotted the
dandy of the Fourth just starting
towards Coombe. -

(Continued on page 360.)

asset to the boxer's miake-up, but I
should like you to understand that it
is really unnecessary, and certainly
inadvisable to be continually sending
out *‘spoof ” lefts and rights' to
enable vou to land blows. It 1s a
good thing to keep on the move, but
it 1s a fault—and a bad one, too—to
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To avoid a low body blow from your opponent, draw in your body quickly,

at the same time letting fly with a straight left to the chin.

(See

accompanying Art.cle.)

them vou are likely to receive a nasty
jolt for your trouble.

A feint made in a clumsy manner
usually brings dire consequences
upon the head of the one who feints.
Be cautious of your guard on all
occasions, and with regard to deceiv-
ing vour opponent, don’t count your
chickens before they are hatched. If
you are too confident and come 1In

with your guard lowered, it is you | favourite

who will be the sufferer.

Remember when feinting, to drop i

or lift your eyes, as the case may be,
to the particular part you are feint-
ing. Expression means everything to
the successful feinter. :
The art of feinting i1s a valuable

be constantly flinging your arms and
body about with the 1dea of deceiving
your opponent. A great deal of
energy and strength is wasted in this
manner, and a boxer, providing he
knows his business, would very soon
get accustomed to your. little ways,
and would put a stop to same with a
straight left. |

Next week I will deal with some
blows used 1n modern
boxing.
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YThe 1st Chapter.
The Ocean Tramp.

“What about a run
¢oast?”’

Bob Lawless asked the question.

The chums of Cedar (Creek School
were seated on a biz boulder on the
rocky headland at Paecific Point.

The wide Pacific rolled before them,
deep blue to the utmost verge of the
western horizon,

It was a blazing afternoon in the
hot Canadian summer, and the shadow
of the
erateful and comforting to the three

the

LY

down

schoolboys as they sat and watched
the sea.
Down in the bay a brig was at

anchor, and a boat had gone off to the
lumber - hotel.

“A run down the coast!” repeated
Frank Richards. “ My dear chap, it's
too hot for running anywhere.”

“Fathead!” was Bob’s reply. “1
mean a run down the coast in a vessel
—on the water.”

*““Not a bad idea,” said Vere Beau-
clere. ‘“It’s jolly here for our holi-
day: but I’d like to have a look along
the cnast af it cauld be managed. But
how ?”’

Bob pointed fo the brig anchored in
the ba.}/
“That craft is zoing down to Van-

couver,”’ he saidy, * She’s from the
ports ‘up north, trfading along the
coast. Her skipper would give us a

passage for a few dollars.™

Frank « Richards sat upricht and
looked 'down at the brig with some
interest.

The brig was an old vessel, a good
deal in need nf new paint, and looked
cenerally the worse for wear and
tear. Three or four of the crew
could be seen loafing about her deck,
and ‘@ man was sitting on the bow-
sprit smoking a pipe, and spitting into
the watée every other minute.

“It’s' not @ passenger ship!™
frank.

Bob Lawless laughed.

. *“No fear! 1t’s a cargo tramp,” he
answered. *“But these craft take
passengers when they- can get them.
Of course, the accommodation’s rough

said

and readv. You dig in somewhere
aft. and take vour chance. You mess

with the captain and the mate, and
tle grub won’t remind you of a first-
rllﬂﬁs hotel at Vancouver or Toronto.
But you see something of ship life,
and you see the coast and ﬂw sea,
and—and it’s a jolly good idea to
o, I guess.”

*““Which means that you’ve made up
vour mind, and we'd lwtter see about
booking our passage,” saxd Frank
Ric 11:11'{']5,._ laughing.

Bob Lawless rose from-the boulder,
arinnings. .

“Youlva hit 15!’ he ﬁanl “ But
uuh if you’d care to go

“Oh, T'd like it all ughtf ;

“Same - here.,”” said Beauclere.
“We've only been on the sea m a
boat and a canoe so far. It will be

simply ripping to have a run in a sea-
eoing HlSaEl If 1t’s rough and rcadv
that won't hurt us. We're not soft.’

“Hu.n lt’ a cinch?” asked Bob.

£ Oh {r

“’if—:u., ra.thr;_r."’

“Conmie-on, then!”

And the chums of Cedar Creek
started alonz the headland for the
lumber hotel, where they were stay-
ine for their summer holidays.

““We shall have to ‘ask Mr.
Hichens,” remarked Bob. “We're
sort of in his charge here. But 1 guess
that will be all right.”

The three schoolboys arrived at the
lumber hotel,
there, seated on the piazza. From his
seafaring attire thev guessed that he
was the skipper of the brig. He was
@ big,

big rock close at hand was

and found a stranger

lanky, loose- jointed man, with

tew words,

——— =
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little grey beard like a goat, and
very sharp, grey eyes. He was

ing out great clouds of smoke, and
expectorating every minute or two
not wholly to the comfort of the other
hotel visitors, who were taking it easy
on the pilazza.

smoking a big Mexican cheroot, blow- |

—

long mile from their home in the
Thompson Valley. Mr. Hichens
looked thoughtful when they ex-
plained their intentions.

“Waal, I guess you won’t come to
any harm,” he remarked. *I know
Captain Finn; he’s a good man.
You'll land at Vancouver, and come

“That’s the johnny, I suppose!” | back up the coast. None of your
murmured Frank Richards. games, you know. You're not to go
“You bet!” on to California.”
““Let’s tackle him, then!” “We'd like to,” said Bob, smiling.
“Come on!” answered Bob. “But we won’t. ‘e’ll be back in a
The = three chwums mounted the | few ‘days, Mr. Hichens—sooner than
piazza, and saluted the sea captain | you want to see us, in fact!”
politely. He blinked at them through “Waal, you’d’ better pack your
the smoke of the Mexican cheroot. truck !” said Mr. Hichens.
* Good-atternoon, <captain!” said | . And the schoolboye, much delighted
Bob Lawless cheerily. with the prospect before them.
"Arternoon!”™ was the skipper’s | hurried to their room -to pack their
laconic reply, > ‘“truck.”
“Your ship in the bay?” The ““truck ” did not amount to
“My brig.” | much. A couple of bags containing
i
#...f : h
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THE UPPER HAND!

up !

“Looking for passengers?”

“Nope !”’

Bob liawless coughed. The Ameri-
can skipper was evidently a man of
He stared past the schosl-
bovs, and contmuned {fo Dblow out
spnioke 1n great volumes.

“(Could vou give us a passage down
to Vancouver:” asked Bob, coming
to the pnmt

“Yep

"(Juud * said Frank Richards.

“When do vou sail?”’ asked Bob,

“When the water’s ahoard.”

““ When-will that be?”

“T guess ]m]f an hour.”

“Then we'd hetter get our bags,
remarked B cauclere.

**Hold on a nnnuin
charge, captain?’

The big man reflected.

23

What's the
He blew out

smoke for a minute or two, and then
answered : '
“Twenty dollars & many; all
fuund 2
“Pone !’ said Bob.

““Be readv for the boat!” said the
skipper briefly. *°l guess the Ocean
Quteen don’t wait for any galoot!”

‘“Right-ho!” .

The chums of Cedar Creek went into
the hotel and souzht Mr. Bill Hichens,
the proprietor. . They were more or
less 1n charge of Mr. Hichens during
their holiday at Pacific Point, many a

faﬂas looked from the companion.

‘““* You there!’'' he snapped,

There were seven men to the crew,

as-well as the captain and the mate.
Four of them were dagoes—seamen of
Latin race.
tho foremast hands were American.

The cargo tramp was not exactly
cleanly, as the chums soon observed.

Mops and holystones would have 1m-
proved its appearance considerably, to
say nothing of fresh paint.  There
were several casks and packing-cases
about the decks, and a coop of fowls,
who {:af:.kled and v]dttmed incessantly
as the brig * walloped 7 out into.deep
water.

The brown old sails were so patched
that they looked like containing more
patches than original canvas. Cap-
tain KFinn was owner as well as
skipper, and whatever profits he made
by coast trading, he evidently did not
expend much of them on the adorn-
ment of his brig.

Frank Richards & Co. went below
at last, shown to their quarters by a
(hinaman, who was cock and cabin-
boy The chums of Cedar Creek had

expected 1t rough on the coasting-
tmmp, and they found that they
would have ‘to rough it, beyond the
shadow of a doubt. The companion-
ladder led into a dusky region, where
there was an old t-rlblB with the frag-
ments of a meal still adorning it. and
a stuﬁy smell ; and from this cabin
the *‘ state-rooms”™ opened. There
were four of them—two belonging to
the skipper and mate, and the other
two were at the service of the pas-
sengers. One of them eontained two
bunks. All of them were filled with
cargo—trading ‘‘notions” of various
kinds, which the Chinaman shifted
out, to make room for them.

He left a great deal of dust behind,
and plenty of smell, which he did
not seem to think mattered at all.

Frank Richards looked round the
tiny cabins, and whistled.

Bob Lawless made a grimace.

“I reckoned we should have to
rough 1t,”’ he remarked.

Benedetio’s ayas gleamed as he beheld the three schoolboys, whusa startied

HTumble

" You’ll come in useful—1i shall be short-handed !

all that the chums thedght they; would

need for a few days at sea.

They were waiting for the boat on
the shingle by. the time the long-
limbed skipper came down ifrom the
hotel. | |

A couple of dago seamen were In
the boat, with several big kegs that
had been filled with water at the creek
behind the lumber hotel.

“Tumble 1n!” said Captain Finn,

The schoolboyvs ““tumbled ” in. and
the captain sat down in the stern, and
the two dagoes pulled off.

A few minutes later Frank Richards
& (Co. were climbing the side of the
Ocean Queen, and in-a quarter of an
hour more the anchor was up, and the
bric was rolling  out of the bay.

T T T k. MW

The 2nd Chapter.

Life on the Ocean Wave.

Frank Richards & Co. remained on
deck, looking about them with much
interest as the Ocean Queen rolled out
into the Pafiﬁ'

“Rolled 7 was the right word. The
old brig thumped her way through
the water, and the chums could see
that in rough weather she would be a
far from happy home. But at present
the Pacitic was smooth and smilin:
and a wentle breeze off the shore

filled the patched old browa sals, .

**And you were right !” said Beau-

clerce, Lm”huu: “*Never mind.  We
can stand it.
1 guess we shall - have to now, any-

'hf;nr Oh, by.gum, cockroaches:!
“In the bunks !’ murmured Frank
Richards.

“By gum,! lhdt. C humnmn .[l:lb-tgut}
to do some cleaning !”’

Bob Lawless went out into thv
cabin, and caught the cook by the
pigtail as he - was departing. The
Celestial turned round, with a howl,

“*What's your name ?” asked Bob.

“Wun Pan You lettee go!”

“Well, you ll get more than one
pang if vouu  don’t clean up our
cabins.,” said Bob. ‘ Cockroaches in
the bunks are not good enough,

9193

See
The Chinee grinned.

i Allee samee,’ he replied,
“* Muchee plenty - cockloach every-
where. No good killee !”

“Well, vou can try the effect of
killing a few hnndl‘edz. said  Bob.
‘““Here’s a dc}llar for you, you heathen.
Now start m.”

‘“ Allee hight.” :

Invigot&t#d by the dollar, Wun
Pang started work on the state-rooms
and they were considerably benefited
bv his Eﬂ orts., There was a holocaust
of cockroaches, and the chums hoped

to sce no more of them.  Roughing it

Prlos
Thersa Hallfpsncs

The boatswain and two of
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was one thing, but sleeping-with cock-
roaches was quite another,

“1I guess this place is a bit stuffy,”
remarked Bob lLawless, when the
Chinee hd{] deparied w ith his mop and
bucket. *“It's making me feel guite
queer.”

**Same here!” said Frank.

“I was just going to say the same,”
remarked Beauclere. “l ve got quite
a queer feeling mside.’

“* Better g{,t back on deck.”

The chums went up the companion,
where the fresh sea breeze made them
feel a little better. But they soon dis-
covered that i1t was not wholly the
stufiness of the regions below that
made them feel queer,

“You're looking quite pale,
Frank,” Bob Lawless 1emalked
suddenly.

Frank breathed rather hard.

“I'm feeling a bit rotten,” he
answered. “I—I thmk this “blessed
old tub is rolling a lot.”

“The old brute seems to be playing
pitch and toss with ‘the Pacific,”
grunted Bob, “I1—1 feel Oh!”

Bob made a rush for the taffrail.

His chums joined him there a few
minutes later.

The 'next hour was not enjovable to
the chums of Cedar Cireek. Their de-
sire for travel on the ocean wave was
dead and gone, and they w ould have
given all the gold-mines in British
Columbia to have their feet set, upon
the firm dry land of the Thompson
Valley once more. They were in the

throes of nusery when ‘Wun Pang
came along. g

“Mass’ Finn savee dinnee!” he
sald.

“Go away !’ said Frank Richards
faintly.

““ Nicey dinnee !” said Wun Pang.

"\.n:*r-v loast por k——-"7
(J[} ayw HFI :
“Sheer off, you horrid heathen !’?

groaned Bob Lawless.

““Nicey fattee pork
YKl hm!”  murmured Frank
Richards. ‘' Pitch him into the sea!
Ow 1> "

-

*“ Nicey qloasy pork
““Grooooh !
“*Oooooch !
Wun Pang grinned ‘and retired,
leaving the chums of Cedar Creek in
their anguish. And Frank Richards

& Co. did not join Captawn Finn at
dinner.

R |

The 3rd Chapter,
. Picked up at Sea.

Bump
‘Yoooop !’ -

Frank Richards started and awoke.

It was morning, and the sun- was
streaming down on the wide Pacific.
There was not much sun or air in the
little state-room Frank was sharing
with his Canadian cousin.

But Frank woke up feeling quite
well.

The deadly seasickness had passed
off overnight, and the terrible uncer:
tainty he had felt inwardly was over.

“Hallo! What's the row. Bob ?”
he asked drowsily, as he listened to
the disturbance in the bunk below,

“Yow-ow-ow !’

“What the dl(l«ﬂnq———ﬂ-’

“Oh dear!” Bob Lawless 1‘uhhed
his head. “There was a cockroach on
my neck when 1 woke up—>

“Oh, my hat!”

“And I jumped,
head! Ow!”

FFrank Richards turned out of his
bunk hastilv.

The massacre of the cockroaches by
the Chinee had cleared the state-room
the previous day. Now the cock-
roaches had returned, and there were
dozens of them. Frank Richards
grabbed at his clothes, and cock-
roaches fell out of them as he did so.

“Oh ll(‘:ﬂ.l ' Obh crumbs!?” he
gasped. *“Is this a life on. the ocean
wave? Give me dry land!”

“Ow, ow, ow !” |

Bob' and ‘Frank - shook out their
clothes very carefully before they put
them on. Then they emerged froni

b

5

and banged my

the state-room. and {found Vere
Beauclerc already in the main cahin.
“Found any roaches?” asked
Frank.
Beauclerc made a grimace.

““About a hundred !’ he answered.

Wun Pang came up grinning,

““ Bleakfast 7’ he asked.

““You haven’t killed all the m-a,ches,
you heathen!” said Bob sternly,

“No can. Plentee muchee loaches
in hold, comee back allee samee,”
said Wun Pang.

“We shall have to get wused to
them,”” said Bob, as cheerfully as he
could. “Never mind. Think what it
must be like in the fore-castle and
thank your stars you're nof saxlmu*
before the mast.

The keen air of the sea had given
the chums of Cedar Creek a good
appetife, especially as thev had eaten

nothmg, as vet, since coming abeard

the OceanQueen, Wun Pang sct eul
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their breakfast, and though the fare
was rough, they did it full justice.
After that, another dollar mducpd the
Chinaman to make a fresh Taid on the
cockroaches, while the chums of Cedar
Ureek sunned themselves on dedk.

The brig was ploughing her way
southward - before a good breeze.
Captain Finn gave the schoolboys a
nod when they came up, and' Mr,
Bunce, the mate, bade them good-
morning. The old, patched sails were
fully set and drawing. and the Ocean
Queen was making good way. Over-
head the sun blazed from a sky of
cloudless blue.

The Co. found plenty of interest in
watching the seamen at work, and n
looking “at the vessels that appearrd
1 qlgllf——ﬂ, good .many * wind-
jammers,” like the one they were on,
and a few steamers that left a track
of black smoke agamst the blue
horizon.  Afar in the distance the dim
outline of mountain summits against
the sky told them where the land was.

Towards eight  bells the chums
noticed that Captain ¥Finn was gazing
with a very intent cxpression across
the shining water, in the direction of
the distant mountain summits,

They followed s gaze, but dis-
cerned’ nothing :n the distance save
the rolling waves, and the dim moun-
tams beyond.

'] he skipper looked round suddenly.

“Here, one of yvou fetch up my
binoculars from the cabin !’ he called
out,

“*Right-ho ! said Bob.

He ran down the companion,
returned with the glasses.

The skipper. clapped them to his
eyes, and watched the sea again. Then
he lowered the binoculars, and rapped
out an orger to the helmsman.

“There’s something up !” remarked
Bob fo his comrades.

The Ocean Queen changed her
course a little, bearing away to port,
and  the chums - of Cedar Creek
watched. the sea keenly, with some

excitement, woundering what the cap-
taimn- had seen.

“I guess it's a boat!” said Bob
defess at last.

Before - long they could
clearly.

A bnd,t. was dancing on the waves,
apparently unoccupied-—at all Cventa,
no occupant could be seen.

But as the brig bore down on it,
Frank Richards discerned a form that
lay motionless in the beltom of the
boat.

That was evidently what the skipper
had seen through the binoculars.

All hands on the brig were looking
towards the boat now, and Frank
Richards & Co. watched it with deep
mterest.

Closer and closer the brig drew, till
the motionless form in the boat was
clearly made out.

‘De-ad I reckon,” they heard Cap-
tain Finn remark to the mate, who
had come up from ‘bC'lG‘ﬁ “But 1
guess we'll make sure.’

‘s A}. ay, sip 17

“Poor chap!” murmured Frank
Richards. ‘‘Some saillorman from a
wreck, 1 suppose.”

“That’s 1t !”’ said Bob. *“ Goodness
knows how lmn he’s been in that
open boat. I—I1 hope—-"

“W'L. shall soon see whether he’s
alive.”

The brig was close now, and the
boat rocked on the swell from the
vessel. Mr. Bunce stood ready with
a line, in the chains, and as the brig
rounded to he ]umped into the boat,
and made the line fast. The boat
drifted ‘alongside the Ocean Queen,
and Frank Richards & Co. looked
down into it as the mate examined
the motionless man. :

“Waal ?” called out the skipp

“ Alive, I reckon !’ called bac-k \11‘
Bunce. * But purty far gone.’

“1l guess we'll take him aboard,
then.” |

The boat drew close under the
chamns, and the uncouscious man was
handed, up.

He was quite insensible, and his face
showed plain traces of the grim
prn ation he had been through.

‘“A dag 0, 1 guess!” rema.rked the
skipper “ But, dago or not, he’s
welcome to the Ocean Quee T

“My hat!” muttered F rank Rich-
ards.

He stared blankly at the drawn,
dusky face of the castawa}.

and

see it

| wrecked at Pacifie Point

(Continued from the previous
page.)

Changed as it was by privation
“and suffering, Frank Richards re-
cognised it. He had seen that
swarthy Ttalian face before, and
Ieurned to know it well.
“By gum, I've seen him——
muttered Bob.
uAnd - Vere
quietly :
** Benedetto !I’*

23

Beauclere  said

The 4th Chapter,

The Mutineer !

“ Benedetto !”
IFrank Richards & Co. repcated the

name as the captain picked up the’

wretched, shrunken form in his power-
fui arms and carried the castaway
below.

Mr. Bunce glanced at them.

“You've seen the man before?” he
a.Skud.

“1 guess so!” answered Bob Law-
less. **He's an Italian seaman named
Benedetto, and he’s wanted by the
law for mutiny.” |

“Sure?”

“Quite sure!”’

“Oh Jerusalem !” said the mate.

Captain Finn was busy below with
the wretched man for some time, the
mate taking his watch on deck. The
lsklppur came up the companion at
ast

“1 reckon he’ll pull through,” said
the skipper to "\.:[1 Bunce. “He's
come round. Says his name is Piceini,
ahd he's the surviver of an Italian
steamer that went down with all
haml'-.. in the. storm a few dnh g11CE.
I reckon he's had a bad time.’

Frank Richards & Clo. ewhanged

glances. Tt was clearly their duty

' tell the skipper what they knew ot Lhe

castaway ; Benedetto was too danger:
ous a man to go unwatched.

“The youngsters say that. they've
seen him  before, sir,” said Mr.
Bunce,

“1 guess that's so, captain,” said
Beb La.wlesa “He’s a dangemus

man, and a mutmet’,r quqht to
know, 1 guess,”

“Hey —n—-uhat’
Cap t«am FFinn.,

Bmh Lawless explained.

“He was a seaman on a schooner
called the KEliza Smith that was
in the
storm,” he said. *‘"'lle was the ring-.
leader of a mutiny, and he’s being
hunted by the Mounted Police ashore.
He stole tllat boat from a fisherman
at Pacific Pomit and fled to sea. 1
suppose he’s been drifting about
since—it’'s two days since he disap-
peared.”

“Sure of that?”’

“1'd know him anywhere, and so
would my friends.”

“ Spin me the whole varn.’

Bob Lawless told the story of the
encounter with the mutu:{.m the
skipper listening attentively.

He blew out a big C]ﬂUd ﬂf smoke
when the Canadmn schoolboy had
finished.

“I guess I'm glad you've told me,’
he remarlied “Nhste" Benedetto
will go ashore in irons at Vancouver,
There was a rifle in the boat, Mr.
Bunece 7"

“Yep, and a belt of cartridges,”
sald the mate. “I've brought them
apoard, sir.

* You can cast off the boat.”

The brig had resumed her south-
ward course, and the captain paced
the ‘afterdeck for some time in deep
thought, smoking hard; eudenth

thmkmg of “hat Bob Lawless ha
told him.

He went below at last. The cast-
away was lying on a mafttress on the
floor of the cabin, eating from a bowl]
of soup brought him b Wun Pang.
He was already lﬂﬂkmg much better.
His dark eves fixed on the captain
at once as he approached.

Captain Finn stood looking at him

for some moments in silence. Then
he spoke abruptly.

“You told me your name was
Piceini1?”

* 81, signor.”

“Of the steamer Marco Pelo, Leg-
horn 27
“Sl signor.’
“Your name isn’t Benedetto by
any chance?”

The Italian started violently, A
ghtter shot into his black eyes.
“* No, signor,” he muttered.
“You didn't saill on the

Smith ?”
The dusky seamars panted.
“ Who told vou ?” he muttered.
Captain Finn called up the com-
paniot,

“ Step down here, you yvoungsters,”
hﬁ said.

that 7" hjuculatfed l

‘was sleeping soundly.

Eliz.a

Frank Richards & Co. camne down
into the cabin. Benedetto started
again as he saw them, dnd set, his
white teeth. At the sight of the
chums of Cedar Creek he undr-rataud
that further deception was faitile.

“You know these voung gents, |
guess ?”’ remarked the sklppel of the
Ocean Queen grimly.

The Italian did not reply, Bnt his
black eves glittered at the &'hﬂplbovs

“You know us, Benedetto,” said
Frank Richards. “We sav Oll your
life after the storm at Pacific Point.”

“You—here !” muttered Benedetto.

‘“T. guess 1t's a clear case,” said

- . b
Captain Finn. * As soon as youre
better, my man, youlre going into

irons; and in a couple of days you'll
be landed at Vancouver and handed
over to the police. And if you gnp
any trouble on board my vessel—"

The sgkipper paused, and drew a
revolver from his hip- pocket, and
held it up for the Italian to see.
“Look at that! Any of your tricks
on my ship, and 'l lay *snu out as
dead ‘as a cockroach. Keep that in

mind, Mister Benedetto!”

The captain replaced his revolver,
and returned to the deck, followed bv
Frank Richards & Co.

Benedetto was left to his thoughts,
which were probably not pleasant
ONnes.

When the chums came down a little
later, Be nedetto was still stretched on
the md,ttlosﬂ, and he looked weaker
than when they had seen him before.
llr- called to ﬂu,m in a faint voice.

“'\lgliﬂl‘llll &

“Hallo!"” answered Dob lLawless;
and the schoolboys approached the
“ht.dum |

ngnullm v said the ltahan
faintlv. ‘1t is true that you saved
my- life -after the wreck of the
schooner, and T-1 attacked you after-
wards. Now that I am dying, 1 ask
your pardon.”

Frank starfed.
“Dying !” he

“ Presto, presto!’
detto.
without water—in the blaze of the
sun. 1 feel that I am sinking. 1
shall not see another sun rise.” _

“It"s not so bad as that, I hope?”
said Vere Beauclere, with some com-

s8101,

“I feel that it 18 so, signor.
matters little; bBut I ask your pardon
bein(;a 1 de.”” .. &

uresey
Eranédcﬁlchard “ But kee
pecker up, Benedetta. you’
roung.’ s

The Italian shook his head feebly,
and sank back on the mattress. The
chums of Cedar Creek ate their
dinner in silence, in a rather sombre
mood. Desp erado as Benedetto un-
doubtedly was, stained with many a
crime, thev could not help feeling
compassion for him now. W'lwn they
returned to the desk, Bob Lawless in-
formed the -aklpper of what the
Italhan had said.

(aptain I'inn
shoulders.

“He’s been through enough to kill
many a man,’’ he said, “1 guess 1t's
all the better for him 1f he pegs out
here. There’s a rope w aiting for him
on dry land, 1 calculate.”

“I—-—I suppose so,” said Bob.

Frank Richards & Co. looked at the
Italian again before thev turned in
for the night. He was lving silently
on the mattress. breathing faintly,
and certainly looked in a serious con-
dition. e glanced up at them, and
smiled faintly.

““ Addio, signori!” he muttered.
““1 shall not see you again! Ahime!
E giusto-e ! Giusto! Addia!”

The Ttalian c¢losed his eyes, and the

oxclaimed.
" muttered Bene-

your
pull

shrugged  his

chums went to their state-rooms in a |

subdued mood.

The 6th Chapter.
A Merciless Mutineer.

Frank Richards opened his eves.

He had awakened suddenly;
could not tell why.

In the lower bunk Bob Lawless
It was warm
and stuffv in the state-room; only a
breath of air came in from the sea at
the open porthole.

Frank lay with open eyes, wonder-
ing what had awakened him. From
the captain’s room he thought he
heard a slight sound.

He listened.

Again there came a slight sound,
and he started into broad wakefulness.
For, faint as 1t was, he thought he
di:tiugui:hed the sound of a groan.

“My hat! What—--"

Frank slipped from the bunk.

His movement awakened Bob Law-
less, . who opened his eyes, and
blinked at his chum in the gloom.

“Hallo! Wharrer marrer?” mur-
mured Bob sleepily.

“1 heard somebody groan, Bob.”

‘““ Benedetto, I suppose.”

“Yes, perhaps! But I thought it
came from the captamn’'s roon.”

he

“T have been without fuud#-'

1t

forg ive.you ! ‘said'|
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“ More likely ithe Italian. If he’s 1n
pain, we nght to see to him, I guess.
I'll come.

Bob slipped from his bunk, and the
chums dressed quickly. Again there
was a sound, aud both of them were
sure that it was a faint groan.

Frank Richards slid back the door
of the state-room, and put out his
head, As a rule, there was a swing-
ing lamp in the main cabin, but 1t was
extinguished now, and all was dark.

“Got a ma,tch ‘Bob?”

“1 guess so.’

Bﬂb Lawless struck a match. The
chums glanced towards the mattress
which the Italian had occupied. To
their amazement, 1t was empty.
Benedetto was no longer there.

“Where——"" began Bob blankly.

“Hark !”

The door of the skipper’s state-room
was partly open; and this time there
was no mistaking the faint groan that
proceeded thence. The match went
out, and Bob Lawless struck another.

He lighted the lamp, and FKrank
opened the skippar’s dmr The light
from the main cabin glimmered into
the little room. \
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A sharp exclamation left Frank’s

lips.

Captain Finn was lying in his bunk,
his fasue deadly white, and a splash of
blood across it. The crimson oozed
down from under his thick hair. He
was unconscious, but at intervals a
moan escaped him.

The ak.lp er of the Ocean Queen
had been stunned by a terrible blow
on the head, dealt apparently while
he was sleéping.

“¥Frank-—-— What—"

“Look !” muttered Frank.

*(r00d heavens!”

The schoolboys gamd at the fearful
scene in horror. Bob Lawless caught
his chum by the arm.

* Benedetto !”” he muttered. * That
awful villamn—"

“Put—but he was dying! He
sard-—->"

“Foohug us!” said Bob fiercely.
“Tooling us, to gct a chance for this!

Uh the villamn !”
“The aw ful rotter!” muttered
I'rank.

“Let’'s wake the Cherub!”

They hurried to Beauclerc's state-
voom. In a minute Beauclerc was
wide awake and dressing, while his
chums cxplamed m breathleaa whis-

Ee“ W hme 13 hi‘f“"” muttered Bﬂﬂﬂ.-l
clen\

“ Better warn Mr, Bunce,” said
Bob, in a whispe
“ But where b

The chums moved towards the
companion-way. The ltalian was not
below ; but he could scarcely have got
to the deck without being seen by the
watch. Where was he? What was

' he domng?

Even as they wondered, the Italian
stepped from the companion, almost
within touch of them.

The schoolboys started back.
Benedetto was still pale and worn-

looking, but he had evidently ve-
covered very considerably. His move-
ments were lithe and tigerieh, and

there was a glitter in his black eyes.
His right haid held a rev olver, which
the chunis recognised as the captain’s.
‘And the revolver was levelled at
them.

“ Silence !’ said Benedetto.

A mocking grin came over the
Ttalian’s dusky face.
“You understand?’”’ he said, ‘1

am not to be taken mmto Vancouver to
be hanged—mot quite, signorini,
You have seen il capitano 7"

“Yes,”” muttered Frank.

“Y{m; and he, believed 1 was
dyving !” Benedetto grinned. *“ But
I shall not die just yet, signorini.’

“You scoundrel 1" muttered Bob.

“You saved my life after the
wreck,” said Benedetto. ‘I will
spare your lives for that—if you make
no resistance. laft a finger, and 1
will shoot you dead. You know me!
(Go into the captain’s room.”

" But—-"

“Obey me !

The trigger moved a little, and the
chums of Cedar Creek backed into the
captain’s state-room. There was no
help for it.

“You should not th W ahcned 3:
grinned Benedetto. “1 was in the
compantion, and I saw the light, and

came back. You will not give the
alarm, signorini. Silence, on your
lives!”

{ He slid the door shut on the school-
OVSs.

They were left alone, in darkness,
with the injured man in the bunk,,
from whom low moans escaped at in-
tervals.

There was a sudden sound 1in the
main cabin,

“You dago! Whattee you wantee ?
Oh!”

('rash !

There was a door between, but the

| chums knew what had happened, as

through
Benedetto dodged the nussile and

their hands promptly

of the ship now

amazed crew,
the mate, lay wounded on the deck,
and one was at the wheel.
were only four to obey the néw cap-
tain’s
promptly enough,
Lives.

short-handed.” He grinned.

i

20/9/19

Wun
had come upon the Italian, and
butt-end of the Tevolver had

well as if they had seen it.
Pang

the

| stricken him down.

Silence followed. _“., e

“We can’t stop here,” muttered
Bob, resolutely.  *‘(Goodness Lnows
what that w]lam intends, but we’ve

got to warn the others. I'mn gomng
to chance his revolver,” |

““Same here!” said Frank.

Bob slid back the door. The main
cabin was in darkness; the Italian
had put out the lamp. The school-
boys stumbled over something on the
floor. It was Wun Pang, lying sense-
less where he had been stricken down.
They groped their way towards t.he

companion ladder.

They were careful to be silent. A!i |
any moment they expected to hear
the ring of the I'E\’ﬁh er. Bob Lawless
led the way into the emnpamonﬂayq
Overhead, the hatch was open, jand a
square of starlight showed. But the
?tarhght was broken by a cmuchmg'
orm

Benedetto was there, Lmudung just
below the level of the deck. He was
waiting and watching. Wild as his
srheme seemed, there could be ne
doubt that tlw ruffian intended to
attack the watch on deck, and was
waiting for a favourable oppertunity:

The risk of giving the alarm was
terrible.  Bob knew that the first .
shout would probably be answered by,
a. bullet from the ruffian crouching at'
the top of the ladder in the com:
panionway. But to allow the watch
on deck to be taken by surprise by, .
the murderous rufian was lmpﬂam ble,

“Danger! Mutiny!” -

Bob Lawle&a heart beat as llﬁ
shouted. |

There was a muttered foreign oath’
above, but the Italian did nrJt turn.

Instead of that, he sprang out on the
deck. |

Crack! |
The revolver rang out sharply, and
the shot was followed by a cry dnd a
fa]l on the planks.
“Come on!” muttered Bob. -
The gchoolboys rushed up the comd
panion-ladder. |
There was a buzz of startled and ex-
cited voices on deeck. Bright, clear
starlight glonmered over the bn and
the calm sea. -On the after- dmk lay
Mr. Bunce, the mate, groaning
feebly, He had fallen to the bullet
from the mutineer’s revolver.
“Hands up!™ rapped out Berie-

| detto.

He made a th;eutenmg motion with

the revolver.

A

marlinespike

came .. whizzing
the air

tow ﬂ.ldS him.

fired in return. A seaman dropped
to the deck, groaned, and lay still.

The three other seamen put up.
enough.

“One of vou to the wheel-- sharp 17
rapped out Benedetto.

The seamen stared at him. In the
surprise of the unexpected attack the

helmmsman had abandoned the w hc_rc*l-.
Benedetto made another threatening
movement with the revolver, and the

geaman went back to his post.
“Keep vour hands up, vou others!”

snapped Benedetto. © T am master

! Remember that !’

“You durned ddgu ——"""hegan one
of the seamen.

Crack !

The seaman rolled over with a

bullet in his shoulder,
The gther man L@pt silent, and kept

his hands up,. though his eves wgre
gleaming.
turning out of the forecastle—three

The

watch below were

dagoes. They put up their hands
promptly enough at the sight of the
revolver. |

“Helmsman !’
detto. |
The man glared at him. The re-
volver swung round towards hlﬂ]_.,, and

rapped ‘out Bene-

the helmsmnu gasped.

T”

13 ‘_A
5 Hald a-port !”’ |

Benedetto rapped out orders to the
Two men, as well ag

There

But they obeyed

in fear of their
Benedetto's eyes glittered at
the three schoolboys whose startled
faces looked from the companionway.

orders.

“You there!” he snapped.
“Tumble up and lend a hand!
You'll come 1n useful—I shall be

“Tumble
up ! Tumble up! Do you hear me?”
Frank Richards & Co. turned out on

{ deck. There was bitter wrath in their

breasts; but for the time, the Itallﬂn

was master of the situation.
The chums of Cedar Creek lent

what aid thev could to the crew.
Benedetto, on the after- deck, watched
with gl;ttprmr eyes and readv re-

volver. The mutineer was master of

| the Ocean Queen !

THE EXD
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CAPTAIN AND

SLACKER!

(Continued from page 352.)
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“Mornv!” called out Erroll.

Valentine  Mornington
/
round.

His brow darkened at the sight of
¥rroll; and he quickened his pace.
But the next moment he stopped, as
his chum came running after him 1n
the road.

“Well, what 1s 167" asked Morning-
ton curtly. ** You ought to be on the
cricket-ground !”

- P R N e

looked
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“T know that; I'm afraid T'm keep-
ing the fellows wartting i

“Well, don’t keep them waiting any
longer,”

“Where are vou going. Morny 7"

“What does 1t matter?”

“Won’t you come back with me?
asked Erroll. mn a low. earnest voice.
“Morny, old man, I'mm not a fool
I’ve seen things, though I haven’t told
yvou so. I know what you're going to
do: that hst of numbers I saw in the
study was enough for me.”

“1 didn’t know vou were so well up
in rculette—a stodgy old fogey like
you, Erroll!” |

“I’ve had
haven’t  had,
Frroll quietly.

'

SOmMe  experiences vou
Morny,” answered
“ My past isn't quite

j

v _..-fﬂ’ "]”“]
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\
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t

\
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the same as vours; and I've seen
things 1 should have been the better
for mot seeing. Morny, old chap,
vou're playving the fool. and you know
it. You're cricket captam,. and your
place 1s m the field with us. Come
back!”

“Too late; I've asked Conroy——

“T'll stand out and give you my
place, then s

Mornington burst into a laugh.

“ Many thanks: but I've got an
engagement. Hallo! There's Jimmy
Silver looking for you.”

“Yrroll!” shouted Jimmy Silver
from the gates. ‘' Conroy wanis to
know whether you're playing or not.”

“Yes, yes 2
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“Then come along, vou ass!”
“Cut along, old chap!” said Morn-
ington. ‘‘I’ll see you later, My dear
chap, I've raised five quids, and it’s
burnin’ a hole mm my pocket. You
shouldn’t have chummed with me, old
scout. I warned you, you know. Go
and play cricket, while I—" He
broke off abruptly.  * Good-bye!™
“Morny ! said Erroll miserably.
Mornmmgton strode on.

Erroll stood looking after him for a
moment or two, in doubt; then, as
Jimmy Silver called to him again, he

Write to me whenever you are in doubt or difficulty. Tell me about yourself; let
me know what yoa think of the BOYS' FRIEND. All readerg who write to me, and
enclose a stamped envelope or postcard, may be sure of receiving a prompt and kindly

reply by post.

All letters should be addressed: '‘ The Editor, the BOXYS' ¥FRIEND,

The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C. 4.”

&
NEXT MONDAY’S
PROCRAMME.

A long, magnificent, complete
school story of Jimmy Silver & Co.
appears with the next issue of the
Boys' Friexp. Valentine Morning-
ton is fast falling back into his old
habits, and things are looking very
black, when Kit Frroll, his faithful
chum, comes to the rescue.® This
story is full of Interest from start to
finish, and none of my readers should
1N18S "

¢ SAVED,BY HIS CHUM !

By Owen Conquest.

T'here 1g another splendid, complete
story of Frank Richards & Co. next
Monday, which is very powerfully
written. Benedetto 1s master of the
Ocean Queen, and the three school-
boyvs are in his hands. What tran-
e spires, and how the Italian desperado
disappears, I wHl leave to my chums
when they read:

“f ON THE HIQH SEAS !
By WMartin Clifford.

The next instalment of our grand
adventure serial fully keeps up 1ts
reputation of being the finest story
ever written for .the *“Green ’Un.”
Ghost Island is full of mystery, and
our friends of the Bombay Castle
pass through a heap of exciting times
with the savages. Be surc and read :

IHSKULL ISLAND ! "
By Duncan Storm.

1 am sure that all my chums will
tind the next instalment of our grand,
sporting school story enthralling
from beginning to end. Strange de-
velopments take place at the school,
very cleverly penned by Mr. A, S.
Hardy in |

““ THE SPORTS OF ST.CLIVE'S!"”

“*Bov’ McCormick once more
sbliges us with a very nstructive
article on self-defence. This week he
deals with the scientific placing of
blows. His knowledge comes straight
from the root of experience, and 1s
“well worth studving. Readers have
written to me from all over the
country espressing their thanks for
such a splendid series of articles as
those now appearing in the Boys’
FRIiEND.

Fast, but not least, comes the poem
penned by the Rookwood Rhymester
in his usual fowing style.

Fudward Hanson forms the subject
of his rhyme in No. 15 of his “Per-
sonalities ¥ series.

NIGHT RIDING.

Night riding in summer 1s very
enjovable, for the air seems cool and
full of fragrance, the wind dies away,
and the c¢yele runs almost withouat
sffort on your part, especially if in
cood condition. Try cycling at night
with a bright front light, and see how
enjoyable it really 1s. Very hkely

vou will say to yvourself it is vidiculous’

to go riding at night, as all is dark
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and there 15 not much to be seen, but
once 1t is tried you will certainly want
to try 1t again. Above all, keep your
cyele 1n good condition and well oiled.
—Sent by Frank Leg, 46, Bell Lane,
Hendon. to whom I have sent the
sum of 2s. 6d.

— —

A SPLENDID RECORD.

e e e T L T TR et .

Having read a letter from a London
correspondent in the Boys’ FRIEND,
No. 945, 1 should like to speak of my
own chum, who enlisted at the age
of fifteen- on February Tth, 1815.
After a period of six months 1n
England he was sent to ¥rance with
the Buffs.  He spent his. sixteenth
birthday in France, and at the age
of seveuteen he had been wounded
three times. He was discharged in
1917 on .account of his age. He re-
joined at eighteen, and was killed in
Lussia. |

A. Ruck, 61, High Street, Chatham,
sent in this stirring account of his
chum’s splendid patriotism, and 1
have much pleasure in, awarding him

a prize of 5s.
L]

THE JAMAICA STAMP,

L

Stamp-collecting ' may be viewed
from all manner of points. It 1s a
learned business, for the study of
stamps leads one :into all Kinds of
subjects. Or it may be just a hobby,
and a very interesting one, too, which
gives ' tremendous pleasure to its
votaries.

But, of course. a stamp is far more
than a dainty little engraving showing
a crowned head, or a president, or a
coddess, or a scene from the capital
of the country to which 1t belongs.
The stamp really - concentrates 'in
itself the history of the place 1t comes
from. |

I was thinking of: this the other
day, when a letter from Jamaica came
into my hands. 1t bore a handsome
green three-halfpenny stamp with a
wonderful bit of landscape depicted
i the middle. 1t struck me how easy
1t 18 to take some really quite won-
derful and 1maginative things for
granted-—the career of that stamp, for
example, the kind of scenery it had
been through, the happy-faced black
fellows who had helped to carry the
letter it had franked, the ' busy
tableau of Kingston, Jamaica, where
the barefooted yam-seller strdffs past
the houses with their open windows,
calling out her wares, the white place
of Jamaica’'s capital, the green blinds,
and the old parts of the city where
something of the ancient Spanish
element lingevs vet. It 18 the same
with everv stamp. The sight of a
matter-of-fact British stamp must
cause pleasurable sensations to the
fellow who 13 far away.

I always look with the keenest in-
terest at the American stamps, the
classic alignments of the Head of the
State, or the stamps of the Swiss
Confederation, as well as the hand-
some stamps of the French Republic,

A stamp-album is so much crystal-
lised history and geography, science,

art, and pretty well everything else,
all complete in such a small space. 1t
may take a ‘lifetime to get to the
limits of the subject, and when you
reach them you find you have a long
way further to go, and there 1s no
time. It 1s like that with every
branch of learning. But it is just
as well to begin to know something
of stamps. You are acquiring simul-
taneously a lot of other knowledge,
and 1t 1s learning that comes easily
and pleasantly. So good luck to the
philatelists !

LY

BEING MISERABLE.

What to say to anvone who 1s
alwavs miserabde 1s a problem. There
are suck., It 1s not a pose. Such
sufferers are as a rule bighly strung,
and the events of the world play on
their temperaments like the wind does
on_ the telegraph-wires on a lonely
country road—at least you hear 1t
there—or the bow on the 'violin
strings.

But the music is sad enough 1n
these cases to which I am referring.

The happv-go-lucky world sets all
that sort of thing down to morbidity,
shrugs its broad shoulders pityingly,
and goes on its way. Buft real
sympathy 1s called for. I am thinking
at the moment of a good fellow who
tells me he 1s afraid his-colleagues
laugh at him behind his back because
he 1s physically weak. I do not be-
lieve 1t for a moment.

His pals at his workshop are far
more likely to be setting the man n
guestion down as a real decent sort,
for 1 can read between the lines
of his lengthy letter c¢learly enough
to see that he puts himself out fto
obhge, and the world appreciates that
method of carrying en. My friend 1s
afraid of getting deformed because of
the nature of hisework. A little
exercise with dumb-bells will prevent
such a disaster. '

He 1s afraid of losing the friend-
ship of the gl he admifes. Well,
a little discreet reserve and temporary
holding oft will soon show him how
the land hes. He & to blame, for
he has his own dignity as a man to
consider, 1f he continues to hope for
anvthing which ean never be his.

He speaks as though he is afraid
of many things.. 1 am a sceptic
these instances. In other words, I do
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not believe 1r hum @ altogether—that
18 the feuar part of the business. He
has let his imagmation run away with
him, and the two of them have had
some hard going across the hills and
vallevs, so to speak.

If myv chum were ever in a really
ticht place 1 have a very shrewd sus-
picion he would come ont of i1t like
a hero. He thinks a lot, but not
quite in the right « way. Think !
Rather! Everybody ought to think
a bit more. It 18 a route to happiness
of the bhetter sort, but self and despon-
dent considerations want dismissal
promptly. Tife is sertous enough in
all conscience, with plenty of,rainy
days and scores of doubts, but have
vou noticed that at the darkest times
there is a* whisper in the heart that
things are not quite altogether bad?

.was laid on by his barber.

rapidly.
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Mornington strode on, with a

knitted brovw.

His chum’s voice was still ringing 1n
his ears—and in his heart. As he
reached the footpath in the wood,
Mornington paused. |
. For several minutes he stood therve,
undecided, a struggle in his breast.
Once he made a step 1 the direction
of Rookwood; but he etopped again.
Then, with a sudden movement, as if
flinging all thought to the winds, he
plunged mto the wood.

(Next week’s grand story of Jivny
Silver & Co. 1s entitled, “*Sarved by

turned back. Without a word, he | iis Chum !’ By OQwen Conguest.
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hurried to the  cricket-ground with | Order  your BOYS'  IFRIEND s
Jimmy Silver. His face was full of | edvance.)
tirouble—and Jimmy Silver’s of anger. THE END.
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It 1s like the sunshine breaking | thousands of pounds to show the

through the clouds.
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CLOTHES. ‘

It 1s a jolly little subject, and has
interested everybody from the earliest
ages—ever since the gayv old days
when the smartly-painted ancient
Britén was ever so particular about
the manner in which the blue woad
Of late
I have been simply deluged with
letters from girl readers who say the
ladies of CLff Ilouse and-the other
schools do not dress 1in an aup-to-date
nanner. One correspondent was
guite annoved with me because I saud
that feminine fashions changed very
Well, thev do. But we can

“leave that side of the matter to look

aftep itself. .1t will.

I was thinking of the clothes as
worn by fellows to-day. "There are all
kinds of suggestions floating round
that men should dress in colours. 1
don’t fancy they will. A man prefers
to take things easily, unless he 1s a
dandy, and a dandy 1s a creature
apart.

The -ordinary fellow wants to be
neat, but not gaudy, in s attire, as
old Polonius pointed out in that long
speech of his when Laertes was wait-
ing with his kitbag packed to . go
aboard the lugger.

I am sorry all the same when 1 see
a chap who makes a pose of shab-
biness. "They sav that shabbiness 1s
the livery of léarning, but there is a
shabbiness—and shabbiness. The un-
cleaned boots, the unwashed neck,
and the dirty collar are an offence.
The worn coat does not matter a row
of beans. . It is respectable. Here
again yom want the happy medium—
nothing fussy like one finds with the
fellow in the rhyme:

““There wgs a young man at the Cape

Who always wore frousers of crape.

When they said: ‘ Don’t they
tear?”

He replied: ¢ Here and ticre,

But they keep a most. beautiful
shape !’ 7

Of course, the fellow who 1s always

| @nxious about the shape of his nether

garments has little time for other and
more <erious things. [ am inclined to
faney. too. that he has a thin time,
for his fashionable clothes cut him
off a lot of pleasure. He might spoil
the suif, vou know !

THE GREAT UNSAID.

What (a treat 1t is to. “iell “off 2
some chap who has acted scurvily, to
explainn to him as coolly as possible
what vou really think of him? - You
want to call him a mumskull and a
knave, as well as a merchant of mean-
ness and underhand actions. You
feel that von wauld really enjoy doing
1f. Say it is Brown—he has said
many things about you behind your
back-—av, and things which were not

frue. He mieht have done yon a
cood turn when you were. hard
pressed. It would have cost hLim
nothing. Not 'that that mattered.
Things ought to cost something.

Good actions should be estimated in

world how wvaluable they are.  Bug
to return to that mealy-mouthed,
arrogant, incompetent, utterly selfish
ass, Brown.s .

e bad said in vour dayvs of pros-
perity that he would help vou. You
had only got o ring him up; he would
be there. Well, the day of adversity
came along. Good old Adversity !
He 15 styled as a bed-maker, or some-
thing of the kind; it doesn’t signify.
You know Brown knows wyou are.
down on your luck. Doeoes he stand
bv his word? Not a bit of at. . ke,
offers some well-meant (7)) advice,
He 1s sorty for you. and then he bids
vou good-day, and goes off to talk to
Smith about how dashed sorrv he 13
vou are down and out. And then
you feel that Brown ought to be
rolled into the deepest., dirtiest ditch
that ever caused a horse to shy. © You
could say things. This 1s where my
tip comes m. Don’t say them; it
isn’'t really worth while. Unluckily
for the world there are droves of
Browns—the talky-talk friend? who
fail to. come up to the scrtatch when
wanted. It 1s best to pity .-him, and
then slip off your coat and put your
shoulder to the wheel which is stuck
in the rut. :
The fellow who relies on promises
given in this style has banked at the
wrong house. | The individnal who
will really help i1s usually -silent on
ﬂ}ﬂ subject until the pinch comes to

1s friend. Then that man 18 there.

That’'s all. Tt isn’t worth " while
quarrelling. Hot air supplics no mar-
garine. Angry words nfay seem

soothing, but they represent so mueh
good energy wasted. My motion 1s
that what 1s needed i1s a ftrifle more
discrimination 1in the c¢hoosing of
friends.: You can be amused with the
society of the palaver and promise
partv. but if vou are taken m by
him vou are the blameworthy persou.
Indifference i1s the best lesson for
the shallow-pated ~v8&pourer whose
yromises are of the pie-crust descrip-
tion, and he should be loft severely
alone,

FRETWORK.

Some of mv friends want to know
if there 1s money to be made out of
thiz hobby. Without a doubt there
1s Of course. the business of design-
ing> useful articles by this attractive
process wants learning, but to the
handy fellow there are no insuper-
able difficulties. e should apply to
such o firm as Gamage, Holborn, for
ail outhit- —it will not cost himn much—-
and a handbook to the -business.
After that he would do well to look
occasionally at the columus of the
vveekly paper, the *"Bazaar,” which
has a special corner for the berefit of
freiworkers.
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