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" ' iVi. de Jollinois started back. Fiop! A huge bull frog leaped out of the
; FD NCH LE SON A D FRO S desk and landed with a heavy bump on the fiocor, where heé sat and stared
| : | - up at the French master with his golid-and-black eyes. **Honk ! said the

frog. Then out of the desk poured a perfect army of frogs; croaking and flopping in all directions.

AT T P D T R T O R S e S I T TR e e S T L AR P NI e B Y4 B DR UL IS AT W IR 0 DR SRR S R e T R S R P A0l AL SR BN (g,

-




KKKKKKK

Prics

Published Three Malfpence

Every Monday

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

244
A GRAND COMPLETE YARN OF JIMMY SILVER & CO. By OWEN CONQUEST. |, Ve, sir: but wo thought wed

Jimmy e¢agerly. “If there's no ob-
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wani is three pints of turpentine—or
turps, I think painters call it—in
three nice big bottles.”

jection, sir, could we paint the wood- “What on earth for?” shricked
work in the study—out of lesson- | Lovell. |
time, of course ?”’ “Carthew.”
Mr. Dalton regarded him thought- I  “I don’t see—-"
fully. | “ Naturally. 1 suppose vou've
“Paint is very expensive now, looked in at Timmings’, in Coombe,

the Dblessed

The 1st Chapter.

A Non-8moker!
6é - 33
Juwomy!”
“You thumpin’ ass!

“What the dickens i

and Newcome

Lovell and Raby

uttered those ejaculations in a sort |

of chorus. |

';hay stared at Jimmy Silver. They
were astounded. ; |

The Fistical Four were strolling in
the quadrangle at Rookwood, They
were in full view of the study win-
dows of Mr. Dalton, the master of
their Form-—the Fourth. And they
were 1n full view of Carthew of the
Sixth, who was coming along {rom
the School House, and who scowled

blackly at the sight of the cheery

guartette.

__And at that moment, in open quad,

Jimmy Silver drew a cigar from his
pocket and put it in his mouth.

It was really amazing.

Certainly there were fellows at
Rookwood who smoked in strict
secrecy, Strict secrecy was needed,
for the Head was very severe upon
that subject. - But a surreptitious
cigarette in a study or a box-room
was very different from a cigar in the
quadrangle. Indeed, the most reck-
iess of the “Giddy Goats ”’ of Rook-
wood never: ventured on cigars. It
would have led to too much trouble
with the ‘‘central powers.”

And Jimmy Silver never smoked
at all, of course. And here he was
with a big cigar in his mouth, as cool
as a cucumber, 1n full view of his
master’s windows, of a prefect, and
of a couple of score of fellows of
various KForms. -

“You shriekin’ ass !’’ hissed Lovell.
“Put that rubbish out of sight!
Can’t you see Carthew ?”

“I see him !”’ assented Jimmy.

“And he sees you!” ejaculated
Raby. ““ You howlin’ chump, Jimmy !
You'll be landed now, and serve you
jolly well right! What do you want
muckin’ about with a filthy cigar ?”’

“This cigar 1s all right,” answered
Jimmy Silver calmly. ‘“Best cigar
I’ve ever tasted.”

“You silly owl !”

“You horrid fathead !*’

“Chuck 1t away !”’ breathed Lovell.

“No fear! This cigar cost four-
pence!” said Jimmy Silver warmly.
“Catch me, chucking away a four-
penny cigar! Got a match?”

Carthew of the Sixth came up
almost breathless, in so great a hurry
was he to catch Jimmy Silver in the
act, as it were. His eyes were gleam-
ing. Only a few days before, Car-
thew had reported the Fistical Four
to their Form-master for smoking in
their study, and it had turned out
that they were not guilty. Carthew
had been annoyed and exasperated,
and ever since he had been looking
tor another chance. Now, evidently,
he had found it.

*“*Silver !’ he thundered.

Jimmy looked round innocently.

The big cigar was still in his mouth,
and fifty pairs of eyes had seen it.
But as he met the prefect’s glare
Jimmy jerked it out, and put his
hand behind him with the cigar in it.

“Yes, Carthew ?” he said meekly,

“You are smoking—here in the
quad—smoking a cigar!” exclaimed
Carthew, as much astonished as
pleased. | -

It was a recal pleasure to the bully
of the Sixth to catch Jimmy Silver
“out ”’ like this, but he was aston-
ished. The ulter recklessness of
Jimmy’s proceeding was amazing,

| grinned Carthew,

“S-s-smoking ?” stammered Jimmy,
“I—T1 wasn’t smoking, Carthew !”’

“You can tell the Head that!”
“Come with me
at once!”’

‘¢ Silver 17 :

It was Mr. Dalton’s voice.

The master of the Fourth had

| thrown up his window, only a few
yards from the spot, and was leaning

out. _

“Ye-es, .sir?”’

“Is that a real cigar?”

*“N-n-no, - sir.”

Carthew jumped.

‘* Hand it up to me, Silver.”

Jimmy Silver cheeérfully handed up
the cigar to Mr. Dalton. The Form-
master looked at it, and an involun-
tary smile crossed his lips. Carthew
blinked - at it. |

Now that he saw 1t closely and
more clearly, he becamo aware that
the cigar was made of chocolate.

Jimmy Silver’s amazing * reckless-
ness ’’ was explained now.

Lovell & Co. burst into a chortle.
They realised that “Uncle James ”
of Rookwood had expended the sum
of fourpence on a chocolate cigar
for the especial purpose of pulling
Carthew’s leg. He had waited till
Carthew came by to produce that
cigar, and the bully of the Sixth had
fallen blindly into the trap.

There was a loud chuckle from the
crowd of juniors round the master’s

window.  Carthew looked almost |
green. )
“What were you going to do

with this cigar, Silver?”’ asked Mr.
Dalton.

“Kat 1t
demurely.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

“Oh!” gasped Carthew.

“Please may I have it, sir?” asked
Jimmy, in his meekest manner, 1
—1 really wasn’t going to smoke that
cigar, sir. You—you can't smoke
chocolate cigars, sir. They—they
won’t draw, sir.”’

Telas ha, ha !’

“You may certainly have it,” said
Mr. Dalton, handing it back. * Car-
thew, you will understand now, prob-
ably, that it was wiser not to take
this matter before the Head. If you
had exercised a little more intel-
hgence, Carthew, you would have
known that this junior was playing a
prank. It occurred to me at once
when I saw him from my window.”

With that, Mr. Dalton shut down
his window and retired from the
scene. Carthew iixed his eyes on
Jimmy Silver with an expression in
them that a Hun might have envied.

“You—you—you——-" he stut
tered. .

Jimmy Silver calmly bit off the end
of the cigar under Carthew’s furious
eyes. 'l'he strictest non-smoker could
not have objected to biting off the
end of that cigar.

Carthew made a savage stride
towards him. The Fistical Four drew
together as if ready for battle.

“Stop that, now, Carthew !” said
Bulkeley curtly. ““The kid’s done
nothing.”

Carthew gave an angry grunt, and
strode savagely away. Bulkeley’'s
advice was good, but the bully of the
Sixth had no intention of heeding it.
Judging others by himself, he did not
believe in the decency of the Fistical
Four, and bhe still hoped to *catch
them oul.”

Jimmy BSilver & Co. walked away
in a merry mood, and the famous
cigar was divided into four equal

sir,”” answered Jimmy

A Fine Tale of the
Chums of Rookwood
School.

pairts with the aid of a pocket-knife,
and disposed of on the spot. It had
served 1ts purpose. .

“But Carthew is a sticker!” said
Jimmy. “He will {ry again. We'll
give him another chance when I've
thought it out. The dear boy be-
lieves we're black sheep of his own
merry hue, and he won't be happy
till he can report us to the Head for
smoking, or boozing, or pub-haunt-
ing, or backing horses, or something.
The smoke stunt is worked out, I
think. Perhaps we'll give him a
chance of catching us squiffy next.”

“Ha, ha, ba!”

And the Fistical Kour, as they
sauntered cheerily in the sunny quad,
discussed a plan of campaign; and
from their explosive chuckles it might

have been guessed that another plot |

was - being plotted for [ the especial
benefit of Carthew of the Sixth.

The 2nd Chapter.
Uncle James has a Big ldea!

Jimmy Silver & Co. went in
cheerily to lessons that afternoon.

They passed Carthew of the Sixth in |
the corridor, and the prefect scowled |

at them.

Jimmy answered his scowl with a
sweet, smile.

The feud between the Sixth Form
bully and the end study was growing
bitter on Carthew’s side, though the
Fistical Four managed to keep their
good temper.

But they were wrathy, all the same.
Carthew persisted in thinking, or in
professing to think, that the end
study was not above suspicion.

To be considered in the same light
as fellows like Pecle and Gower was
very exasperating to the Co., Cyril
Peele’s dingy blackguardism was not
in their hne at all, and they did not
like the suspicion.

The more Carthew’s bitter dislike
made him suspect them and vearn to
catch them out, the more they were
determined to make Carthew sorry
for himself. _

Mr. Dalton gave the Nistical Four
a glance as they came in. The new
master of the Fourth rather liked the
cheery Co. He couldn’t help liking
them, and they liked him.

He was quite well aware that Car-
thew’s suspicions were utterly with-
out foundation, and that Jimmy
Silver & Co. were exactly what they
appeared to be—frank and healthy
schoolboys, perhaps a little reckless
and careless, but with no serious
faults of character at all.

Lessons proceeded amicably in the
I'ourth Form room. Nearly all the
Fourth pulled well with their new
master. Only slackers like Peele and
Gower and Tubby Muffin dreaded
Mr. Dalton’s eye.

Atter lessons, Jimmy Silver paused
at the master’s desk as he went out.
Mr. Dalton looked up.

“If youn  please, = sir—-—"
Jimmy.

“Well, Silver 7"’

“Qur study’s getting a bit shabby,
sir,” said Jimmy. ““The paint’s been
a good bit knocked about, what with
fencing and--and other things——"

“Such as rvagging and horse-play,”
suggested Mr. Dalton.

“Ahem! We—we think it’s about
time the study had a new coat of
paint, sir.” |

“No doubt it _will be seen to, as
usual, during the vacation, Silver,”
said Mr, Dallon,

began

|

| well do for me.
will a pound of paint go?

Silver, and I doubt whether 1t would
be provided-——"" . _
“We want to buy the paint our-

selves, sir,” said Jimmy. ‘““We only

need some paint and boiled oil and.

turpentine, and-—and I’ve had a re-
mittance from home, sir, which will
cover 1it. I want the study to look
nice when my father comes next
week, sir.”

“There i1s no objection, Silver,”
satd Mr. Dalton kindly. “1I am, in-
deed, glad to see you desire to make
your study look nice. Certainly you
have my permission.”

“Thank you, sir!”

Jimmy Silver passed on, and re-
joined his chums in the corridor.

“* All serene, old beans!” he said
gleefully. “ Dicky's. given his per-
mission to paint the study.”

“Paimnt the study!” exclaimed
Mornington. “What the merry
thump do you want to paint your

| study for?”

“Make it look mnice,” explained
Jimmy.

Mornington looked at him suspi-
ciously.

“Come off!” he  remarked.
“What's the stunt? You're not

looking out for work, I suppose, and
1t’s jolly hard work.”

"My dear chap,” said Jimmy, ¢ the
end study i1s the place where fellows
work. We're famous for it. Get a
move on, you chaps. We've got to
make up a list of the various mucks
we shall want.”

The Fistical Four proceceded to
their study, leaving Valentine Morn-
ington rather puzzled. Certainly
Junior studies generally showed signs
of wear ‘and tear towards the end of
the term. But Morny had never
heard of a fellow wanting to paint
his own study before. | |

Any amount of shabbiness was pre-
terable to that hefty job in the

eneral opinion. The Rookwood fel-
ows were quite content to leave the
painting to the painters. '

Arthur Edward Lovell seemed a

little puzzled ‘as Jimmy  sat at; the
study table, with a pencil and paper,

making out a list.

“1 don't quite catch on!” Lovell
remarked.

“You wouldn’t, old chap.”

“Look here, Jimmy, you cheeky
ow|——-"

““One pound of paint,” said Jimmy
thoughtfully. *Timmings,inCoombe,
charges eighteenpence a pound for

paint, and eighteenpence®is—is one- |

and-six, so we shall have to make a
pound of it do.”

“Waste,. I call 1t!” said Lovell.
“The paint in this study will jolly
Besides, how far
It won’t
do even the window-sashes.”

“We're only going to touch up the
worst  places,” explained Jimmy.
“We can’t paint the whole bag of
tricks.. Too expensive. But we
must have some paint, to keep up
appearances.”

“1 don’t see——-"

“Half a pint of boiled oil,” said
Jimmy, scribbling it down.

“What the thump’s boiled oil 7

“I think it’s linseed oil, boiled. I
know that painter chaps use it, any-
how, and it sounds workmanlike.”

“* But——"

“Three pints of turpentine,” said
Jimmy. |

“You owl!” roared Raby. 1

don’t know much about painting, but

if you put three pints of turpentine

l

‘compassionately.

to a pound of vaint you’ll just about
drown it.”’

“ 1t will be sticky.” said Newcome.
shaking his head, ““or it’ll come off

| on our clothes, or something.”

Jimmy Silver gave his chums a
pitying look.

“You don’t catch on,” he said
“We're going to
paipt the study—some of it—but
that's camouflage. What we're really
out for 1s to catch Carthew, or to let
Carthew catch us, which comes to the
same thing.”

Lovell brightened up.

“Oh, T see! Make him sii in the
paint, or something.”

“ Dear old hean., you wouldn't take
a prize m a brain show.”
Jimmy. ‘““You want a job in the
Intelligence Department of the War
Officé, TLovell You would shine
there. But in this study vou'd better
leave the thinking to wour Uncle
James."

“Look here~—-—

“The paint and the boiled oil,”
said Jimmy, with laboured patience,
“are just to keep up appearances—
camouflage, in fact. What we really

2

- away 1n disgust.
the Fistical Four chortled joyously.

sala |

sometimes, as we pass
shop a dozen times a week—more or

less, Timmings sells paint and
things—-"’

“1 know that, ass!”

“The price of bottles,” said

Jimmy, ‘‘has risen.”

“ Bub-bub-bottles ?”’
dazedly.

“Yes, hottles.”

“What on earth’s that got to do
with it ?” |

“Lots! Go to Timmings for a
bottle of turpentine, and what do you
think he will give it you in ?”

““ A—a bottle, I suppose.”’

“ Iixactly—any old bhottle.
ally and old gin-bottle,”

“ A—~a gin-bottle?” -

“Yes. Sometimes a whisky-bottle,
and sometimes a rum-bottle. But he
mostly uses gin-bottles. I fancy Mr.
Timmings has a taste for gin, and
he uses them in his shop. Now, he
might give us any old bottle; but
when we go for our turpentine we
are going to request specially to have
it in gin-bottles, with the old labels
left on.”

£é Oh !!!

“If Timmings hasn't them in.stock
we'll wait, We're in no hurry. Jever
notice the colour of turpentine?”

** Not specially.” '

“Jever notice the colour of gin?”

*“I've seen old Mack’s gin-hottle-—
the time we put gum into it.”” '

“Well, my infant,” said Jimmy
Silver, “there’s been serious accidents
owing to people putting turps'in gin-
bottles and not taking the labels off.
The colour’s much the same.  Any-
body seeing a gin-bottle full of turps,
and not knowing the facts, would
take it for a bottle of gin. And if a
spying cad—ifellow like Carthew, f'rin-
stance—saw such things in  this

23

study——- |

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Lovell, catch-
ing on suddenly. |

There was a merry chorus of laugh-
ter in the end study. Tubby Muftin
looked i1n inquisitively. i

*“1 say, what’'s the joke, you fel-
lows ?”’ he inquired. .

“You are, fat old bean!’ said
Jimmy Silver calmly. * Best cigas
old top! Ha, ha, ha!” .

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Co.

Tubby Muffin sniffed and rolled
In the end study

S&id Lovell

The 3rd Chapter.
At Last!

+ Carthew of the Sixth was suspi-

clous.

It was several days since Jimmy
Silver’s talk with his chums in the
end study, and during those few days
Carthew had given a great deal of
attention to the four. It was surpris-
ing, indeed, how much time Carthew
found to devote to these youths that
he did not like., His hope of eatch-
mg them out sometimes grew faint,
but 1t never quite failed.

Sometimes, i1ndeed, he wondered
whether he was quite on the wrong

track, and whether Jimmy Silver & .

Co. were just what they appeared to
bﬁ, and hadn’t any shady secrets at
all. ,

But he hoved for the best—or,
rather, for the worst.

His opinions of others were
coloured by his own shady nature,
and he never really thought well of
anybody. So he was not likely to
think well, if he could help it, of
fellows he disliked.

Sooner or later he was geoing to
surprise the four in some serious in-
fraction of the school laws—the more
serious the better. Until that hap-
pened he could only live in hope.

And now he was mnot only sus-
picious, but he felt that he had the
most reasonable and solid grounds
for suspicion.

1t was Wednesday, and a half-hioli-
day. Jimmy Silver & Co. had walked
down to Coombe, and Carthew’s eyes
had fallen on them when they re-
turned. Jimmy was carrying a bag,
which gave a clink as of glasses
Carthew’s hearing as he passed.
Then Jimmy had given Carthew a
startled look, and hurried into the
School House with an air of flurry.

Carthew was wasting his afternoon,

| as a matter of fact, in hunting the

IFistical Four. Perhaps they knew
it. But just now they seemed very
anxious to get out of sight.

The bully of the Sixth strolled into
the School Houseafter them, and de-
bated in his mind whether he should
follow them to their study.

It was suspicious, in the first place,
that the four should be in their study

Geners




KKKKKKK

afternoon.

tooked  flurried,

Jast.

going to drink that awful muck, are
you ' gasped Muffin. |

28 /f o f/ 21

al all on a glorious afternoon, when
all the other fellows, or nearly all,
were at cricket.  And what was it
that ~ had clinked in- the bag? A
bottle of pickles might have clinked
against a jar of jam. certainly. But

- prekles and 1am could be bought at

the scrgeant's little shop behind the
bheeches, There was no need to carry
such things up frem Coombe on 2 hot
But—-certainly 1t couldn’t
be smokes! Smokes didn’t clink
when thev knocked together in a bag.
But what was 1t? A hope. rather
than a suspicion, dawned in Carthew’s
breast. Fvery step on the downward
path was easier than the last, Was 1t
possible that from cheeking prefects,
and smoking, these voung rascals had
fallen to darker vices—such as drink-
g ?

That was too geod to be true. For
that meant the instant ‘‘sack ™ from
Rookwood in case of discovery., and
the prospect of getiing the Fistical
Four ecxpelled was too entrancing a
VISion.

Still, there was no doubtl that some-
thing-—such as a hottle—had clinked ;
no doubt that Jimmy Siver had
ed, and scuttled away
like one guilty !

(‘arthew ascended the staircase at
As he came near the corner of
the Fourth ¥orm passage he heard
Tubby Muffin’s voice.
 “What have you got in the bag,
Jimmy? Tuck?”

““ No, you fat guzzler!”

“Well, what 1s it? Can’t a fellow

look |

“You can look, if you keep it
awfully dark.” -

Carthew stopped. His tread was
stealthy, and he was sure that the

juniors had not heard him. |
A moment later there was a startled |

exclamation from Mufhn,
‘ B{?’QZ‘@ 123 |
¢’ Shush !’ i ;
“T—=I say, Jimmy, youwre not

¢ Ofvcourse not, ass!”’
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| run was certam and inevitable.
Nothing was to be left to chance.

With great caution, Mark Carthew
trod along the passage, making
scarcely a sound. He was not aware
that at the keyhole of the end study
keen ear was listening very intently
tor precsely theose faint, stealthy
sounds of creeping feef.

He reached the door, and stopped.

He stcod hstenming.
- There were sounds in the study—
sounas that could anly have. been
made by glasees clinking against a
bottle.

(arthew’s eves glittered.

Incredible as it was, too good to be
' true as 1t was, it was growing a
- certainty now. DBut he continued fto
| listen. |

of

Jimmy - T'hat was the voice
Arthur Edward Lovell.

“Well, 1t’'s a bit strong,”’ said
Jimmy Silver. “But I suppose we
want something stronger than water !”

‘*“Oh, yes, rather!’”’

“It will make the study smell a
bit,” said Raby. * A fellow coming in
will niff it at once.” -

“Nobody will come 1n ™’

“Carthew might be spying about.’

“We passed him 1 the quad. He's
out of doors.”

Carthew smiled. . EKEvery  word
uttered in the studv was distinetly
audible to him as he stood outside the
door. 'Vhe Fistical Four veally

seemed bent on betrayving themselves
imto the hands of their old énemy.
con-

“T'll spill some eucalyptus,”

“Then what have you got 1t for?”

“Never mind. Buzz off, fatty.
- - | 9
You ask too many questions.”
: : ; | "
- “1 say, if the Head knew-—’ |

“whtit up!
“¥Yaroooh !
Retreating footsteps were heard as

Kick him, Lovell 1’

Tubby Muffin c¢ame round the corner !

and almost ran into Carthew,  The
Fistical Four were going on cheerily
to their study. | |

Carthew dropped his "hand on
Muftin’s shoulder with a grip of 1ron,
and the fat Classical squeaked.

“Wow 17

“What was i Silver’s bag?”’ asked |

Carthew, in a low voice.

uI_____I__ .39 {

“You saw- 167"
“Ye-e-e51"
“Tell me what 1t was!”
“T—I'm not going to sneak, even if
they * are boozing  beasts — 1-~1
mean—-— - Yow-ow-ow ! l.eggo my
ear! Wow-wow £ |
“What was 1t 7 higsed Carthew.
“Yow-ow-ow ! Only some bottles
of gin! Yow-ow!”

“Chuat oft " sard Carthew.

Tubby Muffin cut off quckly
enough, rubbing his fat ear. He was

anxions to get out of the reach of

Dr. Chisholm. f Turpentine,’’

Carthew’s finger and thumb. ‘

Jarthew stepped round the corner,

~and glanced along the Fourth Form

passage.  The passage was empty ;
the weather had tempted everybody
out of doors on that glorious atter-
noon. It was exactly the opportumty
for a set of young rascals with de-
praved tastes to indulge in an orgy.
Carthiew could have no doubt now,
only-—only—— Not only was it too0
cood to be true, but rveally seemed
incredible in itself. The blackest of
black sheep at Rookwood had surely
never descended to the level of gin-
drinking! Even Carthew could not
beliove it, without the clearest proof.

He heard a click at the other end of
the passage. The door of the end
study had been locked inside.

Carthew breathed quckly.

Why had those four young rascals
locked themselves 1n their study,
when summer skies and sunshine
called them out of doors?

The  suspicious prefect trod softly
along the passage.

Hd had to make sure.

He had put his foot in 1t more than
once : he had ol forgetten the choco-
late ‘cagar! 1t waos barely possible—
more than barely, if Carthew had only
known it—that the juniors had known
he was watching them : that they had
clinked two old ginger-beer bootles
on purpose; that they had put Tubby
Muffin up to giving him false informa-
tion—anvything, in fact, was more than
probable than ¢in-drinking in a Rook-
wood study. Carthew had to be very
careful ; all the' more because if he
could bring a successful accusation
against the four, their disgrace and

™

A

tinued Jimmy Silver; “that will

drown the smell, you know.”
“Good egg |7 s '

“Now, then, go it, yvou fellows!”

There was & gurgling sound.

Any other prefect at Rookwood who
had supposed that juniors were drink-
| ing in a study, would have chipped 1n
instantly. Not so Carthew. Carthew
preferred to wait till some of the
| spirit had been consumed. Then the
state of the juniors would be an
incontrovertible proof of their guilt.
Carthew felt that he held his old
enemies’ in- the hollow of his hand.
He was not going to risk failure by
being in a hurry.

“T — 1 say — hic! - 1t's awfully
strong v

“PDon’t fall over, you

“(Grrooh!”

There was a sound of someoune fall-
ing heavily. into a chair. © Carthew’s
eyes glittered,

Bumyp ! Another  junior,  ap-
parently, had sprawled on the carpet.
There was a sound of staggering feet
to and fro, and a clink.

Carthew felt that i1t had gone far
- enough. He gave a sudden thump on
the door. |

“Tyet me in, Silver !’

1 Hie!” '

e vou hedr me v -

“Who’ zat?” came 1n blurred tones.

“CCarthew! Let me 1n at once!’
CJert iy, ole 1 iert”

i

= %y "}
LS| |

-

T

Staggering  feet approached the
| door. and it was unlocked. Carthew

strode into the study, his eyes blazing
with triumph.

“I—1 say, 1s1u't 1t a bit too strong,

|
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““Now, vou young rascalg—-—"

Jimmy “Silver gazed at him dully,
and sank into a chair. T.ovell and
Raby were sitting with their eyes
closed : Newcome was curled up on the
rug, without motion. On the'table

stood an empty. bottle—a gin-bottle,
with a ldbel on it bearing the words:

“Best Gin.”  Onwthe floor. 1n the
corner, stood two other bottles, full
of a pale hquid. Carthew did not
need telling what that lhiquid was.

The labels on the bottles were plain

enough to read yards away. _
His eyes fairly gloated over the

chums of the Fourth.
“Caught!”’ he said. -, |, ,

“This means the sack for vou !’ said
Carthew gloatingly. ‘‘The merry
sack ! Do you understand, you filthy
young rascals?”’

“Wharrer say?”’

st 'wait e
Carthew.

He put the keyv on the outside of
the lock, left the study, and turned
the key. His victims were safe now.
Then Carthew hurried away to the
Head s study. He was not going to
Mr. Dalton. Muvr. Dalton could learn
what had happened to his favourites
when he found that the Head had ex-
pelled them from Rookwood School.
Carthew .chuckled at the thought.
That wonld be a ‘‘facer” for Mr,
Richard Dalton, and a handsome re-
paviment for  his  contemptuous
manner towards the worthy Carthew !
The bully of the Sixth seemed to be
walking on air as he approached Du.
Chisholm’s study.

bit!”  erinned
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The 4th Chapter.
Before the Beak !

““Nonsense !”’ |

That was Dr. Chisholm’s remark
when Carthew made his amazing
report, i

Carthew flushed.

“1 saw them with my own eyes,
s1Y fi '

“It 1s 1mpossible !” exclaimed the
Head. ‘“Rookwood boys—addicted
to. drink! 1 'cannot - believe ' it,
(C'arthew! You are under some
strange delusion!”

“Will' you step to the study, sir,

and see them?”’ said Carthew. ‘°All
four seem to me to be under the
influence of drink, and certainly there

are three bottles of gin in the study—

one empty and two full.”
“GGood heavens!”’ said the Head,

aghast.
~ He rose hastily and followed
(Carthew  out. Undoubtedly the

mafter needed full and instant 1mnves-
tigation.  With a very agitated
manner, Dr. Clhusholm rustled away to

the Fourth Form passage. Dignified
old gentleman as he was, he was

almost running as he went towards the
end study. Carthew found it hard

to keep his face grave and composed ;

he bhad a strong 1mpulse to grin.
They arrived together at Jimmy
Silver's door.

“1t 1s locked!” said the Head.

“T1 ' have the key, sir! 1 thought
it better to lock them 1 in thewr pre-
sent state!” |

“Yes, yes! . Unlock the door at
once |’ ,

had been remarkable.

Price

Carthew turned the key, and threw
the door open. His eyes gloated 1n.
He fully expected to see the Fistical
Four stretched about the study as
he had left them.

He stared blankly.

Jimmy wilver & Co. were gathered
round . the table, with absolutely no
sign - of intoxication about them.
Jimmy was stirting paint in a pot,
Lovell  was softeming a brush n
turpentine, and Raby and Newcome
were looking on cheerily.

The four juniors stood respectfully
to alttention as the Head swept .

(Clarthew blinked.

The recovery of the four ** boozers
But the three
telltale bottles were there—all on the
table now, and one that had been full
was half-empty!  And the telltale
labels stared the Head in the face !

" Boys!” thundered the Head.

*“Yes; sip 1 it

“What—what are you doing |

“We're just going to paint the
study, s, sawd Jimmy © Silver
respectfully. = “Mr. Dalton gave us
permission, sir, and we’'ve bought the
paint ourselves,”

‘““ Carthew informed me that

“There 15 the gin, sir,”” said Car-
thew. ‘“They’ve been drinking more
since I left. Both these bottles were
full. They’ve got the paint here to
drown the smell of spirits, 1 think,
sir,”’

“Qilver !
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**Not since dinner, sir.’”’

“What! You drank at dinner A

The Head;‘ followed by Carthew, bounded into the study.
ou

‘“ We're
Carthew’s great catch seemed to have gone wrong somewhere,

in those bottles 77" thundered
just painting the study, sir!?”

“Yes, sir. I always have a glass
of water with my dinner——""

“I was not referring to water,
Siiver. You have bottles of—of in-
toxicating ligquor in this study. What
are these bottles, sir?”’ thundered the
Head.

““Gin bottles, sir!”

“Bilver! You dare to confess—
though 1L can trust the evidence of
my own eyes! When Carthew made

have made some terrible mistake.
But now, shameless that vou are, you
shall be sent away from Rookwood
this very evening—-—""’

*“What for, sir !

“*Have we done anything wrong,
sir 7’ asked Lovell.

“Boy!” gasped the Head.

“ Mr. Daltgn told us we might paint
the study, sir,” said Jimmy Silver,
innocently.  “We've got the tur-
pentine to mix the paint and to clean
the brushes, sir.”

G p-tut-turpentine

“Yes, sir.,’

The Head’s face was a study for a
noment. | |

“1Is it turpentine in those bottles,
Silver ?”’ he asked in quite an altered
volce. | ’

- Carthew felt quite sick.
“Yes, sir,” answered Jimmy Silver

cheerily. *““Mr. Timmings always
sells his oills 1n old gmm boftles,
siv. They’re cheap.™

The Head stood quite still and
silent. Carthew would have 8ed, if

he had dared to move.
Once more he realised that the
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Fistical Four had pulled his egregious
leg=—and this time he had dragged the
| Head into 1t! |
“Turpentine !” repeated the Head
i in a faint voice. ¢ Take the corks out
of the bottles, Silver, so that I can-—
I can smell the Liquid. 1t—it looks very

much iike an—an intoxicating fluid.”

“Certainly, sip!”

Jimimy Siulver dutifully removed the
corks. He wondered whether ‘the
reverend IHead of Rookwood knew
the smell of gin! At all events, Dr.
Jhisholm. knew the smell of turpen-
tine, and one suiff satisfied him,

He turned a tervible eye upon Car-
| thew. i

“Bo, Carthew, you have accused
these perfectly innocent boys of the
disgusting vice of drinking, because,.
with their Form-master’s permission,
they had painter’s materials here to
paint their study.” |

His voice was like the rumble of
thunder. The hapless Carthew's
knees knocked together.

“I—1I thought——"" he mumbled
faintly. |

“You thought!” thundered f{he
Head. “1 scarcely believe that wvou

are capable of thinking, Carthew.
You have brought me here—you have
wasted my time--you——you—— And
vou stated—you explicitly stated, sir,
that you had seen these juniors under
the influence of drink ten minutes
ago in this study. Did you suppose
that they had been drinking turpeu-
tine 77’

“I—1 thought they—they—I—-"
stuttered Carthew.

“Silver, 1 am sorry that for one
moment 1 allowed Carthew’s rnidicu-
lous mistake to influence me. Car-
thew, follow me! I have to speak to
you very seriously, sir, in my study !”’

“May we go on panting the
study, sir?” asked Jimmy Silver
demurely. |

“Certainly, my boy—certainly! ]
am glad to see you so harmlessly and
industriously occupied.” |

* Oh, thank you, sir!” s

*“Come, Carthew !”’ said the Head
in a grinding voice.
limped away after the
Head, with a dreadful sinking feeling.
The jumiors gravely watched him go.

| But their gravity only lasted till the

liead was out of the Fourth Form
Then Jimmy Silver closed
the study door, and looked at 'his
| chums. And a wild yell of laughter
rang through the end study.

“a has haly

“ Poor old Carthew !’

g, vhahad

And-—abandoning pamnt and tur-
pentine—J immy Silver & Co. fairiy
threw themselves on the carpet, and
kicked up their heels, 1n aparoxyem
of merriment. And by tea-time the
whole Fourth Form had heard the
storv, and were roaring over it.

()
" @ L L

Carthew was quite pale when he
limped out of the Head's study after
the Head had had a ° very serious
tallk 7 with him. It had been rather
a lengthy talk, and rather an em-
phatic talk, and Carthew had not
enjoyed it. He almost crawled away

| when 1t was over.

And it dawned upon Carthew that
he would do wisely to let the end
study alone after that. IHe was really
quite afraid of making another catch.
His catches were a little too unfor-
tunate. | ‘ '-

The end studv did not, perhaps,
look much better when the amateur
painters had finished painting it.
But the Fistical Four felt that their
time and money had not been wasted.
Carthew was giving them a much-
needed rest; and nearly all Rookwood
was chortling over the ' story of
Carthew’s great catch. Wk

~ | THE END. *
his report, I was sure that he must | - -

(*“ Montmorency of the Fourth!’ is
the title of the long, complete Rool -

wood. Sechool tale in next Monday's
Boys’ FRIEND. ) i) B

“BIG BILL” HART.

Every boy fond of reading about
the Wild West will thoroughly enjoy
“Injun and Whitey Strike  Out For
Themselves.” This thrilhing adven-
ture serial, written by W. 8. Hart,
the cowboy film star, narrates the
adventures of a white lad and his
Indian chum amidst the wild Dakota
Mountains. W. 8. Hart is giving, in
this number, ten specially auto-
graphed cricket-bats for a simple com-
petition in connection with this story.
Therefore, all boys should buy. this
week’s 1ssue of ' *

THE BOYS’ CINEMA.

‘Out on We‘dnesday. Price 2d.
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3 Held Up!
o Heall 17? _
Frank Richards stopped in his
i:ra{:l{s._' | -
Over a rough boulder on the rocky

trail ahead of him, a Stetson hat rose

L]

into view, and a rifle-barrel glistened
in the sun.

A moment before that rocky trail,
winding up the canyon from Hard
Pan, had seemed utterly deserted and
desolate, the silence broken only by
the trampine feet of the wandering
schoolboy.

Written

to save money. |

'The Amateur

in simple, non~fechnical language, by

practical craftsmen, containing 6,000 Illustrations.

To re-seat chairs—To upholster

To paint and paper a room—To sole and heel
and patch boots and shoes—To make a pair of
hand-sewn boots—To restore colour to old
brown shoes—To make household furniture—

sofas, etec.—

To instal a speaking tube—To clean a Primus
or other stove—To repair bicycles—To over-
haul a motor-car—To repalr a motor-cycle—

4 To work in metal—To make a garden frame-—

remedy damp walls—To repair

stuff

To repair water-taps—To varnish a violin—To

a piano—To

make a padded chair from an old cask—To
M make mailcart and perambulator hood—To
5 animals—To dress furs—To stuff and

4 mount birds—To do wood irlaying-—-To cure a
d smoky chimney—To prepare working draw-
ings—To renovate a grandfather’'s clock—To

§ make garden furniture,
& seats, summer-houses, tables,
i metal-drilling tools—To

arbours,

renovate
To upholster furniture in leather cloth—To

THIS IS SOUND MONEY-

arches,
etc.—To use
mirrors—

VING KNOWLEDGE.

MR, G‘ H. L. METCALFE, Byficet., Surrey,

i writes :

T am more than pleased to find in the
work two or three items cf the utmost value

for me,

T consider this a valuable asset 1o

# any home, and no home can be considered
1 complete without a set of these extremely

useful volumes.”’

MEe. SHERIFF, Grimsby, writes

““ My sincere congratulations on the way In
which thig valuable work has been compiled.

It has been a permancnt source of valuable
information to me, not only with regard to

my -own trade, but it has also g
insight into the repairing and r

R domestic things.”

iven me an
enovating of

| SHOWS YOU HOW TO DO THE HOME|
‘ JOBS THAT COST MONEY. |

mend broken china—To do fretwork—To build
a boat—To make a canoe, etc.—To lime-white
poultry-houses—To do gold-plating and silver-
plating—To c¢lean and mend watches and
clocks—To distemper ceilings and walls—To
make picture-frames and frame pictures-
All about curtain fittings—To make metal
castings—To make tracing papner, waterproof
paper, fireproof paper, etc.—To c¢lean paint off E
glass—To fit a motor workshop—To clean §
boilers—To fix an anthracite stove—To regild §
and restore pieture-frames — How to use B
spanners—To make doors and windows B
draughtproof—To paint walls—To make a E
garden path—Hew to do nickel-plating—To
cure noises in hot-water pipes—India and |
glue varnishes—To clean and repair locks—
All about acids for etching metals—Micro-
meters, how to make and use them-—-How to B
make plaster casts, etc., ete. '

iy — = = [P

&

MRer. R. D. MCKELLEN, Romiley, writes :

“ By its aid I have already repaired my
grandfather’s clock. The next job is the
gramophone. 1 0111;9' wisn I had had a
publication of this sor't when I was younger.

However, my sons ‘will bave the Lenefit

of it.”’ .

Mgr. W. C. BOYLAN, Beech House, Dublin,
writes :

““ Any person wanting more information
than is contained inside the pages of these
four volumes has no biusiness on this planet.
In fact, without the letierpress, the photo §
repreductions have shown me the error of g
my ways in the past, when I wasg trying to
be my own mechanie.”

i,

“ The Amateur Mechanic’ is a Complete

Seli~Instructor

in

Home Handiness.

SEND FOR FREE DESCRIPTIVE BOOKLET

| GRATIS:
Over 8,000 Citizens are §
now using
 ““The AMATEUR |
! MECHANIC.” |

§ SHOWING SPECIMEN PAGES FROM THE WORK.

To the WAVERLEY BOOK CO., Ltd. (B.F.N. Dept.),

96, Farringdon Stireet, London, E.C. 4.

Please send me, without charge, your Free Illustrated g
Booklet, containing all particulars ag to contents, authors, [
ete., of “THE AMATEUR MECHANIC,” also information

nominal first

small monthly
delivery of work,

ADDRESS .1

B.F.N., 1921.

| as to your offer to send the Complete Work for a merely

payment, the balance to be paid by a few
payments, beginning thirty days after §

llllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll

(Send this Form or a postcard.)

dgpmgiasge il AN aERsRg Bsh

lllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll

N/ CLIFFORD

i The

Frank had left Hard Pan af sunrise,
on his way to the placer diggings at

' Indian Creek, and he had begun to

doubt whether he had missed the
trail. But in the solitary foothills of
the Cascade Mountains there was no
indication of the route, and he could
only push on and trust to luck. He
did not look scared, though he was
startled, as the rifie-barrel bore on
him from the boulder in the trail,
The outcast of Cedar Creek bad
nothing to lose; he was not worth the
while of the hardest-up
to be found between the Yukon and
the American border.

“Put up your hands!” came the
rapped order, as Frank Richards

stopped. i
Frank put up his hands. |
y There was no arguing with a

levelled rifle, withm a dozen feet of
bim, even if he had been inclined to
desist. A slicht smile came over hig
sunburnt face as he obeyed the order.

road-agent.

_THE BOYS" FRIEND

The road-agent—if road-agent he was |

-—was booked for a disappomnmtment
when he came to “go through » his
victim,

‘‘ Right-ho 1"’
“Up they go!”

The man rose further into view
from behind the boulder.

Frank gazed at him
curiously.

He was a big, powerful man, with a
face tanned by sun and wind almost
to the hue of copper. But he was
a white man; his features showed
that. His face, though rugged,
looked honest enough. As he looked
at i1t, Frank wondered whether he

rather

was, after all, a rustler on the trail

for plunder. Me did not look the
part; but what other object he could
have in helding up a lonely traveller
was a mystery.

The big man came down the rocky
trail towards Frank. He had lowered
the rifle now, but still held 1t ready
for instant use. IHis deep-set, keen
eves scanned the schoolboy.

“Keep ’em up!” he snapped.

“Richt 1"

‘“ Where are the others?”

‘“What others?” asked Frank.

“You’re not alone here?”

*Yes.”’

“I guess that's a lie!”

bronzed man looked past
Frank, scanning the windings of the
wide, rocky canyon below. A gopher
was to be seen i the distance, sun-
ning himself 1n a patech of scrub;
that was the anly living thing 1n view,

‘“Are vou heeled?”” asked the
bronzed man abruptly, his glance fix-
ing on Frank Richards ageain.

“Armed?  Nal”

“1 guess I'm going to see.”

Dropping his rifle into the hollow of |

his arm, the bronzed man ran his
nand through Frank’s pockets.

The schoolbey submitted quietly.

There was nothing of value to
steal ; and besides, he had realised by
this time that the bronzed man, what-
ever he was, was not a thief.

The man found no weapon about
him, excepting a pocket-knife, which
he left in Frank’s pocket. He
puckered his brows i a puzded way
as he stared at the schoolboy.

“You’re not heeled,” he said, *“‘and
you're only a kid! I reckan you was
sent up here as a spy !”

““ What the thump is there to spy on
in these foothills 7”7 exclaimed Frank.

“You've never heard of BPBronze
Bl

“Never !”’

vich strike 1n the foothills that a
crowd of galoots are after?”

b NG. el

“I guess I can’t afford to take that
on trust,” said the bronzed man.
“You've come up here, and you’ll
stay. Get a move on, and walk 1n
front of me. If you try any monkey-
tricks, remember there’s a - loaded
rifle just behind voul”

646 But 23

“(Get a move on!”

Brenze Bill made a motion with the

rifle.

There was nothing for it but to
obey,
- Frank Richards moved on, and the
big man followed him—every now and
then turning his head to scan the can-
von behind him. But the wild rocks
and scrubby larches were silent and
deserted as ever, as he marched his
prisoner away.

The 2nd Chapter
Held in Bondage!

Frank Richards tramped on ahead
of the big miner, wondering how the
strange adventure was going to end.

But he was not feeling particularly
troubled by the scrape he had fallen
mto. Irank was down on his luck;
there was hardly a cent remaining in

his pockels, and his chance of making |

a ‘'strike 7 at Indian Creek was very
problematic, His old home
barred to him; Cedar Creek School
seemed almost hke a vision of a
dream when he thought of it now.
He did not mean to be kept a
prisoner if he could help it. But at
east, so long as Bronze Bill detained
him, he would have to feed him—and
Frank had been wondering where his
next meal would come from. 8o his
spirits were not dashed in any way as

he tramped on in front of the broad-

shouldered miner,

§é StOpI”

Frank halted.

Twenty yards or so along the rough
canyon from the spot where he had
been ecaptured, Bronze Bill rapped
out the order to stop.

Frank looked round him.

He had gathered that the big miner
was working on some hidden claim
in the foothills ; but there was no sign
of a claam to be seen here. He
glanced back inquiringly at the
bronzed man.

In this spot the canyon wall rose in
an almost perpendicular rock, to the
height of several hundred feet.

In the rocky wall was a narrow

| opening, not more than three feet
called back Frank. |

across, and as black as a pit.

Bronze Bill jerked his
towards the narrow cave.

“That’s the way!”’

“Into the cave?” asked Frank.

éé Sll.re !5! ”

“Oh, all: right!” .

Frank stepped out of the burning
sunlight into the dark, cool shadow
of the cave.

The change {rom
shadow blinded him

moments, and he

thumb

sunshine to
for some
stumbled and

groped his way with his hands.

Behind him, the miner’s heavy
boots rang on the rock.

Frank felt the rocky wall on either
side of him as he stumbled on, the
big miner close behind.

In a few minutes a glimmer of
light came to his eyes.

Light of the sun, and a breath of
fresh air that fanned his cheeks. He
realised that what he had taken for
a cave was a kind of natural tunnel,
looking into a deep and narrow gulch.

On all sides the gulch was enclosed
by high walls of rock, bare and
desolate. But at the bottom there
was a rippling spring, round which
grew herbage and several stunted
trees,. |

The spring bubbled and rippled
away in a creek, and by the side of
the creek Frank discerned the tools
of the placer-miner—spades and picks,
rough wooden cradles for washing the
gold. This was the hidden claim that
Bronze Bill was working, ten miles
into the foothills from the camp of
Hard Pan.

“Oh!” exclaimed Frank.

“(Get on!”

Frank Richards moved on into the

‘ open air of the locked gulch.

“
.
|

“Is this where you camp?” he |

asked.

“1 reckon so.”

“You've got a good claim here?”
asked I'rank.

“T reckon you Lknow 1t,” said
Bronze Bill drily. *“‘1 reckon them
galoots sent you spying to mnose it
out!” _

“Vou're mistaken about that—I'd
never heard of you before,” said
Frank patiently. i

Bronze Bill shrugged his broad
shoulders. ' '

“T reckon you're lying,” he said
coolly, *‘But lying or not, I ain’t
taking any chances with you, young
'un. You're hyer, and hyer you're

““Never heard that he’s located a § gomn’ to stay, dead or alive !”
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“Alive, if it’s all the same to you,”
said Frank Richards.

““1 guess that depeunds on you. If
you make a step to vamoose the
ranch, you get winged instanter,”

There was no doubt that ihe
bronzed man meant what he said.
Frank. made no rveply, but his inten-’
tion was not changed. He did not
imtend to ‘remain a prisoner in the
locked gulch if a chance of escape
presented itself.

The big man bent to a boulder that
lay beside the opening of the tunnel
and rolled it. 1t blocked the tunnel
sufficiently to make it impossible for
anyone to pass without removing the
boulder. |

As that was the only precaution he
took, Frank could guess that there
was no other way out of the locked
culch.

And indeed a single glance round
him revealed that the high walls of
rocks shutting in the gulch were in-
accessible to a climben.

Frank’s heart sank a little.

The gold-miner, who was watching
his face, laughed grimly as he saw
the schoolboy’s expression change.

“1 guess you're 1n for it, and you
may as well make up your mind to
it,”” he said, * It’s your own funeral;
you came up here of your own
accord.”

“You've no right to keep me a
prisoner here,”’ said Frank hotly.

. 1 guess safety comes first, young
un. 1 found this hyer claim, and

I'm workin’ it, and 1 guess I ain’t
sharing 1t out with all the loafers of
Hard Pan!”"

“You could register the claim, and

make it your own legally,” said
Frank. ‘“Then no one could touch
it.’, :

Bronze Bill laughed.

“1 guess we're a bit too fur from
the towns for that,” he answered.
“That gang wouldn’t take much
notice of a sheriff thirty miles away.
Writs don’t run in these foothills,
sonny. ’‘Sides, the claim will peter
out when I've worked it a few weeks.

| It’s a rich placer, but it woun’t last. I

guess 've taken out moren half the

- dust already. 1 reckon I hoped 1'd

clean up and get clear before that
gang got on my f{rail. But J.e
Couteau scented it out, the half-breed
hound.”
“Lie Coutean?’ exclaimed Frank,
“The galoot that sent you up hyer

spymg,” sald Bronze Bill. I
reckon you know the name well
enough.”

Well enough indeed Frank remem-
bered the name of the French-Indian
half-breed whom he had encountered,
many a long mile from ‘Hard  Pan,
weeks before. |
-~ “1 know the name,” he said, “1If
1t 18 the same man, I have seen him.”

“A breed, nearly as dark as an
Injun,” ‘said Bronze Bill.

“1 stopped him from robbing a
rancher near Kicking Mule Camp
some weeks ago,” said Frank.
“That’s all T know of him. I did not
know that he was in Hard Pan.”

““ Mebbe, mebbe,”’ said Bronze Bill.
“But I’m not taking any chances., I
know that Lie Couteau was in Hard
Pan last time I went down for tack,
and 1 know he watched me changing
dust at the hotel, and follered me into
the hills arter, with three or four
other breeds. I know I've sighted
him on the foothills twice since, and
that he’s put a bullet through the rim
of my hat at long distance. 1 guess
I’ve been on the watch since, and I
ain’t taking any chances.”

There was evidently no meving
Bronze Bill from that determination,
and Frank Richards had to make the
best of it. e )

“Behave yourself hyer, and you
won’t hurt,” continued the hig miner.
“Try to vamoose, and T’'ll rub you
out like a mosquito. You’ll be wise
to make the best of it. I’ve got grub
hyer for a month, and you won’t
starve; and you can help me with the
cradles, as I’'m not going to feed you
for nothing, Savvy?”

Frank nodded. | '*

It was a curtous situation, and:not
exactly a pleasant one; but Frank
Richards felt no ill-will towards the
mountain fossicker, :

If the half-breed, Le Couteau, was
watching for a chance to jump his
claim, the man was justified 1n keep-
ing well on his guard, though it made
matters awkward for Frank Richards.

“Hungry?” asked the big miner,
with a change of manner, 7

In spite of his suspicions, Frank’s
look and manner had impressed him
a little, and he seemed prepared to
treat his prisoney well. |

“Yes, rather!” said Frank.

“1 guess you can feed with me.”

Close by the rocky wall was a
wooden shack, made of saplings and
branches fastened together with
withies. It was the rudest of shelters,
and only of use in the summer
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months. Bronze Bill’s camp in the
locked gulch was evidently a very
temporary one.
rolled out a rough box, which ap-
peared to be his larder.
Richards sat on a boulder, and shared
the rough and ready meal with his
host or captor. There was hard corn-
cake and cheese and bully beef,
washed down by water
spring, Bronze Bill adding something
stronger from a keg in the shack.

When the dinner was over, Bronze
Bill filled a black pipe, and began to
smoke.
against the rock and rest. He had
tramped a good many miles that
morning, ahd he was tired.
But the rest was not of long dura-
tion. |

The miner finished his pipe and put
it away, and rose and stretched him-
self.

“T1 guess we're working now,” he
remarked.

“You want me to help

-l;;'lj

“Don’t you want to work for your

gl'l_,lb?” L

“Certainly.”

“I guess you’ll have to, anyway,”
said Bronze Bill, ‘“You could have
kept clear, if you'd liked. Now for
it, and don’t shirk!”

‘And Frank Richards set to work.

" He was new to placer mmning,
though he had watched 1t sometimes
in the Thompson Valley, and had a
rough idea of the work. But under
the directions of Bronze Bill he
worked cheerfully enough. He was,
after all, earning his keep, and that
was something. The shovelling of
sand and gravel, the creaking of the
rough cradles, went on industriously,
and Frank scon saw that the claim

was a rich one, though evidently |

limited in extent,

For -centuries probably the little
creek had been washing out the
golden grains from the rocks, and the
precious metal had gathered and re-

posed 1n the sandy bed of the stream. |

From the sands, golden glimmers
came through the purling water,
showing how rich was the deposit.
But it was a small one, though rich,

and' 1t was not likely to take an ex- |

perienced placer-miner more than a
few weeks to ‘“clean up ”’ all that was
to be gathered.

- After that, 1t was
tention to ““ pull up stakes,” and clear
off with what he had gamned, aban-
aoning the worked-out claim.

Jt was not till sundown that the two

workers  ‘“knocked off.”” The. big
miner was pleased to give Irank a
word of approval.

“I reckon you don’t slack,” he re-
marked; ‘““and I guess, sonny, that if
you stick 1t, and don’t play any gum

game, I'll squeeze out a handful of |

dollaxs for you when we strike camp.
You can figure it out that you’re
booked to work for me for a few
weeks, and pay to come. If it’s true

that you was looking for work, that’ll |

suit 'you.”

“It’s true,” said Frank, “and I'm
willing to accept the offer, but not as
a prisoner.’

T guess you're a prisoner till I’'ve
cleaned up here, sonny. And there’s
a bullet ready for you if you try to
skip,”’ said Bronze Bill gruffly.

* Frank made no reply to that.

While the burly miner was prepar-
ing his evening meal, Frank wan-
dered along the creek to the end of
the locked gulch, to survey his sur-
roundings. The miner raised
objections.
wWas no way
tunnel.
. 1ts end, where it flowed through a
split in the rocky wall, over a sheer
precipice. He could hear the sound

out, excepting by the

of waters tumbling beyond, but he |

did not venture anywhere near the
fall. There was no escape that way,
excepting for a bird.

- He had, in fact, satisfied himself
that there was no chance of escape,
unless on some occasion when Bronze
Bill was absent from the gulch. From
his meeting with the miner that

morning, he knew that the lonely |

gold-seeker emerged sometimes into
the open canyon, to scout for his ex-
pected enemies.
sion Frank resolved to try his luck in
getting through the tunnel: for the
present, he could only make up his
mind to vield to circumstances.

‘He rejoined Bronze Bill, who gave
him a rather grim smile, no
guessing the cause ot his exploration
of the gulch, But he made no
remark, and they ate their evening
meal 1n eilence.  Then the winer
tossed Frank a blanket from the
shack; and he rolled himself 1in it,
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From the shack he |

Frank {
from the |

Frank was glad to lean back |

Bronze Bill’s in-

no |
It was clear that there |

On the ne%t occa- |

doubt |

| him,

NYON!

under the stars, and slept soundly
enough,

o T S s e e i

The Enemy !
“Wake up!”
The prod of a heavy boot i his
ribs awakened I'rank Richards from
slumber.

He sat up and rubbed his eyes

; ;
throwing the blanket aside.

““ No slackers here, sonny!”’ said

Bronze Bill.
to be done.”
“I’m ready answered Frank.

He jumped up actively enough, and

“1 reckon there’s work

T!.';'

| after a dip in the creek, was quite
| ready for breaktfast.

The fare m
the lonely miner’s camp was hard
enough; but Frank Richards had
roughed it too long to be fastidious.
He ate with a hearty appetite, and

| turned out cheerfully to work at the

placer.

Bronze Bill left him at work
during the morning, rolled the big
boulder aside, and disappeared 1nto

| the tunnel.

Apparently he was gomg out to
take a survey of the canyon again,
now that the sun was well up.

Frank paused in his labours when
he was gone.

He had resolved that he would
make an attempt to escape as soon

explosive slowly above his head.

' as he was left unobserved. But
doubts assailed hirn now.
Bronze Bill was not likely to be

' far from the egress of the tunnel, and

he was certain to be on the watch.
And he had made quite clear his
determination to shoot if he saw his
prisoner attempting to escape.
FFrank Richards thought 1t out,
standing idle, spade 1 hand.

He would have been willing to

w | accept a fair offer from the tossicker,
Frank followed the creek to | .

to work for him at a fair wage; but
working under compulsion, and as a
prisoner, was quite a different
matter.

He came to a resolution at last.

Leaving the tools by the creek, he
went to the shack for his wallet, and
slung 1t on, and then stepped to the
rocky tunnel.

He listened for a few minutes,
with the suspicion in his mind that
Bronze Bill might be in the tunnel
watching for him. |

But there was no sound, and the
schoolboy determined toc chance 1t at
last.

Stepping softly, lest the watchiul
miner should be at hand in the

' shadows, Frank entered the tunnel.

With hardly a sound, he crept on
through the shadowy passage till the
daylight 1n the canyon
struck on his eyes.

A mnute more, and Dead Man’s
Canyon lay wide and open before
with the hot sun glistening
down on rock and scrub.

Frank did not emerge at once

' from ‘the cave.

THE LAST RESOURCE !

beyond

miner
and,
the
for

He knew that the bronzed
must be somewhere at hand;
keeping back in the cover of
rock, he scanned the canyon
Bronze Bill.

He could not see the miner.

But far away down the canyon he
caught sight of five or six moving
figures that were advancing.

Distant as they were, Frank
Richards could tell by their dark
faces that they were half-breeds.

‘“Tio Couteau and his. gang !’ he
muttered. his heart beating faster.

If T.e Couteau, the 1{rail robber,
was among the copper-skinned gang,
he was too far off for recognition.
But Trank could have no doubt that
these men were the gang that Bronze
Bill feared. If they had been hunt-
ing for the solitary goldseeker, they
were getting very near to his hiding-
place at last.

Crack !

He could unot see Bronze Bill, but
it was evident that the miner had
seen the half-breeds, as the crack of
a rifle suddenly awoke a thousand
echoes 1 the eanyon. |

There was a vell from the distance.

Krank, with beating heart, watch-
mg the bunch of half-breeds, saw
one of them stagger as a Dtetson
hat spun from his head. But the
man recovered himself at once. The
bullet had carried away his hat.

The next moment the gang had
vanished from sight, burrowing into
cover among the rocks like so many
prairie rabbits. '

Frank Richards

curse near at hand.

heard a heartly

dynamite and advanced

THE BOYS' FRIEND

Frank Richards, trembling inwardly, picked up the deadly
towards the cave opening.

burly figure was framed there in the
sunlight.

Crack!

A rifle-shot rang from the canyon.

To  Frank Richards’ horror, a
hoarse c¢ry burst from the bronzed
miner, and he staggered {forward
int¢ the cave, and fell heavily.

The rock dropped from Frank’s
hand.

Brouze Bill rolled on the rocky
floor of the cave at his feet, groan-
ing.  This man, whom Frank had
been prepared to fight for his free-
dom, lay at his feet; wounded by the
bullet from behind, and helpless.
Krom the canyon there came a yell.
The man who had fired had seen
the fall of the miner, and knew that
his bullet had  taken effect. Dis-
tant, but drawing nearer, came the
sound of running feet on the rocks.

A deep groan burst from Bronze
Bill.

“They’ve got me!
me ! The game’s up!”

He made an effort to rise, and sank
back again. Frank Richards sprang
to his side, and seized the fallen
rifle. The running feet in the canvon
were close now.

The wounded man’s eyes turned
on FKrank, seeing him for the first
time. A bitter look came over the
bronzed face.

They’'ve got

“Shoot, you young villain!” he
muttered. “T was a tool mnot ' to

shoot you when I had the chance!

Now it’s your turn!” |

Frank did not heed him. With the
miner’s rifle in ‘his hands, he turned
to the mouth of the cave.

stick of
He raised the

in another minute the tunnel would be but a heap of broken stone and

“Missed him, by thunder! |
reckoned I'd got  Le Couteau that
time, durn him!”’

From a clump of larch and sassa-
fras, Bronze Bill’s burly form rose
into view, not a dozen yards irvom
the cave mouth.

He came hurrying
the cave.

Now that he had seeun his enemies,
and, that his shot had put them on
their guard, the miner evidently did
not wish to encounter them 1in the
open wide canyvon, where their num-
bers gave them the advantage. If
they tracked him to the narrow
tunnel wunder the hillside, 1t was
a, favourable place for defence.

Frank Richards stepped back in the
darkness, his heart thumping.

Bronze Bill was running towards
the cave, and m a minute or two

back towards

more he would know that his
prisoner had been attempting to
escape.

KFrank thought of darting back to
the locked gulch; but he knew that
his footsteps would be heard before
he could get clear of the tunnel.
There was no concealing the {fact
that he had sought to escape. A
hard, angry look came into Frank’s
face. He had a right to his freedom
-3 right to  ‘hght  for 1it. He
crouched back in the darkness, with
a lump of rock im his hand. If
Bronze Bill raised the rifle against
him

The miner’s heavy ‘footsteps rang

at the opening ef the cave; his

rock, and he and his wounded comrade would be safe from the knife of the gold thief.

Crack! Crack!

He fired twice, and there was a |

vell and a sound of rapid retreat. Kor
the mament the attack was stopped.

ik

The 4th Chapter.
A Despeoerate Defence!

Frank Richards reloaded the rifle,

panting. He kept ‘well back' in the

narrow mouth of the cave, and 1t was |

well that he did so. From the can-
you came the crackling of three or
tour rifles, and bullets struck on the
rocky mouth of the tunnel. Two or
three of them, glancing on the rock,
whizzed into the tunnel and dropped.
But the rush of the half-breeds was
stopped.
a ready -rifle within, and they did
not venture to show themselves 1n
the open before the cave.

Bronze Bill raised himself on one
elbow, staring blankly at the school-
boy. Frank’s action had taken him
utterly by surprise. Only the school-
boy’s prompt defence had saved him
from the knife of Le Couteau.

Frank glanced round at him as he
heard hun move.

“They’ve stopped !” he said.

““They reckoned 1 was alone here,”
mumbled Bronze  Bill “They
knowed I hadn’t a pard with me.
I guessed as you was one of them,

22
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“You know better now !” grunted
Frank.

** Sure !’

There was a sound without, and

Frank Richards turned quickly to

- Price
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They knew that there was |

R

————

|

i came to close
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the opening. A boot had scraped on
the rocky ground. | il

“Stand back, there!” shouted
Frank. ““I shall fire i1f you show
yourself !”’

“Pardien! He 1s not alone!”
Frank heard a savage voice exclaim,
and he thought he recognised the
voice of Le Couteau.
¢ ““They’ll rush wus!” muttered
Bronze Bill. “There’s half a dozen
of them, and if they find it’s only a
bO}I"""""‘““"—‘!, ’ | .
" We've got lo. get out of thig!”
sald Krank hurriedly.

“1 can’t move!”
miner, with a groan.

“I shall have to help you.”

“If they rush——"

“We've got to chance that.”

It was clear that a determined
rush of the half-breeds would have
settled the maftter. And Frank was
aware that they were creeping
cautiously closed round the mouth
of the cavern, though as yet care-
fully keeping out of the line of fire.
When they were near enough they
would make a rush.

He slung his rifle on his back, and
stepped over Bronze Bill.

The miner was wounded in the
shoulder, and a pool of blood had
formed beside him on the rock. His
bronzed face was white under its
tan. He was hard hit; but it was
death to remain where he was.

“Help me, kid. and I'll do my
best !’ he gasped. |

“It’s not far,” said Frank. “*Once
through, i the gulch, we can stall
them off 1170 o

“1 guess I'll try.” ,

Frank Richards bent all his strength
to the task, and Bronze Bill exerted
himself to the utmost, though the
effort cost him dear. His face was
like chalk, and beads of perspiration
rolled down his skin as he struggled.
But somehow he was got along the
tunnel, and he sank down in the grass
under the sunny sky in the locked
gulch at last. Still, the rush of the
half-breeds had not come. Probably
they knew  nothing of the tunnel
through the rock, and only supposed
that the hunted man had taken refuge
in the cave, and believed that they
had him cornered. %

Leaving the wounded man in the
grass, Frank turned to the big
boulder with which Bronze Bill was
accustomed to bar the tunnel.

He struggled to move 1t, but it was
beyond his strength.

For several minutes, with sweating
brow, he struggled at the task, but
the mass of rock hardly shifted.
Bronze Bill watched him hopelessly.

1 reckon you can’t do 1it, bub.”

muttered the

he muttered. ““You ain’t“hefty
enough for that. 1t was all I could
do- 23 .

Frank Richards gave i1t up at last,
panting for breath.

* He seized his rifle again and looked
into the dark tunnel.

There was blackness before him,
with indistinguishable sounds from
the distance.

He fired at random into the rocky
tunnel.

Therc was a roar of echoing noise
as the rifle-shot rang, and a clinking
of falling ¢ fragments of . rock.
Through the din Frank thought he
heard a vell of alarm. i

He hastily put a fresh “cartridge

into the rifle.
. The way was open for the half-
breeds, if they had the nerve to make
a rush through the dark tunnel; but
it was  natural enough that they
should hesitate to rush mmte ‘dark-
ness and the unknown. But that the
attack would not be long delayed
was certain.  Frank fired amether
shot into the tunnel while he strove
to think out a nlan. s

It was upon him, the prisoner of an
hour ago, that the defence fell. Not
that he had any more mercy*fo ex-
pect than Bronze Bill from Lie Cou-
teau and his gang. Frank had”quite
forgotten his rough treatment#at the
hands of the bronzed miner; his only
thought now was to save the wounded
man from the knives of the gold-
robbers., The miner’s faint voice
made him turn his head, though he
kept one eye on the tunnel and his

rifle ready.

r;.??

‘“ Are they coming. sonny
“1 thmk so,” said Frank. ki |
fancy they’re creeping through in the
dark, but as soon as I see i
“You can’t stop them.”’
“I'm going to try.”’ N
“You're a good plucked kid,” said
Bronze Bill gratefully. “1f 1 get
outer this, I reckon 1t’s yvou who’ve
saved my life.” |
IFrank smiled faintly. He did rot
see much chance for either of them
to get out of the fearful extremuiy
alive, though he was determined to
fight to the last if the half-breeds
quarters. He listened
for a sound in the tunnel under the
rock. and he thought he detected the
(Continued on cols 8, page 252.)
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“ (tuess again, senora,” Don Darrel
drawled. his grey eyes meeting hers
' “Though 1 do happen
to have more money than ever 1 can

unflinchingly.

spend, I reckon I am not gomg to
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The results of * Boys’
Heroes?? Competition
No. 17 will appeat in
" next Monday’s
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We require
ou to hand us an open cheque ior
one million pounds, made payable to
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payable to ‘‘ Self,” and for one million
pounds, but scarcely had Tnez Alvarez
detached it from the cheque-book and
examined 1t than she tore 1t across
and threw the pieces contemptuously
in the lad’s tace.

‘““ No, thank you, Master Darrel!”
she sneered. “ We happen to have 1n
our possession a cheque that has been
passed through your bank, which you
rather carelessly left lying in your
study at the school. We know that
you sign ‘ Donald Darrel,” and not
‘ Don Darrel,” as this one 1s signed.
Come, be sensible, and do not try
to play tricks upon us, if you value
your life.”

“So vou tried to get me arrested,
you little cur!” the disguised Sammy
the Kid grated through his teeth, as
he shook his fist at the lad. °"No
games this time! Write a cheque
yvour bank won’t question, unless you
want to be sent headlong to kingdom
come !’

(More of this gripping schoolboy
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faint noise of creeping boots.
could guess that the gold-robbers, on
hands and knees, were creeping for-

~ward in the darkness, puzzling their

way through, knife in hand for an
encounter in the shadows. Ire long
they would see the daylight at the
inner end of the tunnel, and would
know that there was an outlet. Then
would come a rush——" |

Frank gritted his teeth, prepared to
meet it. |

“ You can’t stop them, kid. There’s
ouly one way—a way I reckoned on 1if
I was ever cornecred,” muttered the
miner faintly. “If you’'ve got the
nerve 7

Frank gave a rather harsh laugh.

‘“I’ve got nerve enough if there's a

__THE BOYS' FRIEND
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He 1 it was zno time for fears.  The wings

of the angel of death were hovering
over him and over his comrade, and

i his nerve did not fail.

He looked mnto the opening of the.

tunnel again. He was framed there,
with the sunlight behind him as he

| stood, and there came from the dark-

ness of the tunnel a sudden ringing

shot, and a bullet whizzed past himn.

| The enemy was near.

| of dynamite 1n

Frank did not hesitate.
He raised. his hand, with the stick
,_ it, . and;  with. a
tremor he hurled it with all his
strength along the rock tunnel.

As it left his hand he sprang back

| and threw himself down in the grass.

It seemed at the same 1nstant that
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and his gang, if any survived, were

shut out. | fh
A grin of triumph cameover Bronze

Bill’s grim face as he met IFrank

Richards’ eyes. _

“T guess that’s stopped ’em,!” he

“VYes,” said Frank in a low voice.

“1 reckon it was their lives or ocurs,
pard,” said Bronze Bill. “They’d
have knifed us when they got near
enough, you bet your boots. 1 hope
Le Couteau went under with the rest.

- But he’s as cunning as a fox; 1 guess

he may have kept clear. But we're
safe hyer now. 1 reckon you'd better
do what vou can for this hole 1 my
shoulder, sonny.”

Frank Richards nodded.

‘With a white face but steady hand
he examined the miner’s wound. The
bullet had passed clean through, and
Frank washed and bandaged the
wound, which was serious enough, bhut
not fatal, with care, and with the big
miner’s iron constitution to help him
through. But it was certain that
Bronze Bill would have to lie helpless
for some time, cared for by the school-
boy he had driven into the locked
gulch as a prisoner.

t g ! . . - ¢ 3 .
TR TG ol neniure: dale . mewt. Mollaie | way, he aaid. I don't/ seaia ey | there came a blinding, deafening roar ‘We are both prisoners now !”
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allow myself to be robbed by a pack | Bovs’ I'RIEND.) I shall dron one or two of them, from the heart of the rocky hillside. IFrank Richards remarked, with a

of jackals like this little bunch ot
yours !’

One of the men who stood near the
lad clapped a revolver to his temple.

““You young fool, write and sign!”
he said threateningly.
of your fortune?”’

““ What guarantee have I that if 1
let you rob me of this million pounds,
my life will be spared?” Don asked,
though .it was merely to gain time,
for he had decided definitely in his
own mind that, whether they con-
trived to rob him or otherwise, they

would murder him in the end unless.

a miracle happened and rescue came.
“We give you our word that as
soon as we have the million pounds,

“Do you
value your life less than a fiftieth part
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and then——

“Vou've seen the little chest in the
shack, where 1 keep my cartridges?”

4 YGE. 22

“ Have vou got the nerve to handle
dynamite 7’

“Dynamite?”’ repeated Frank, with
a start.

“Sure !”’

Frank breathed hard.

“Yes,” he said; ‘but—-"

“There’s a big stick of dynamite in
the chest, same as they use in the
quartz-mines,” said Bronze Bill.
“That was what I meant, 1f they
hunted me out—to chuck it into the
tunnel and c¢lose 1t up i

It was on Frank’s lips to say that
the blocking of the tunnel meant

Crash, crash !

The rush of air from the tunnel
swept past the schoolboy as he lay.
The roar of the exnlosion deafened,
almost dazed him. He lay dizzy, with
the crash of falling rocks 1n his ears.

The din died down at last.

Frank Richards staggered to his

| feet.

He had his rifle ready, in case any
of the enemy should have escaped on
the near side of the explosion. But
there was little chance of that.

He peered mnto the tunnel.

Only a few yards from him 1t was

| blocked with masses of blasted rock,

not leaving a space that a prairie

rabbit could have crept through.

- And the half-breeds
[Frank shuddered.

faint smile.

Bronze Bill nodded.

“1 guess while there’s life there's
hope, sonny,” 'he said. ‘I reckon
we’'ll find a way out, somehow, when
it’s time. You and me, kid, 1s pard-
ners now in this hyer claim-—share
and share alike. When we’ve cleaned
up the gold we’ll get out of this hyer
trap, somehow. Never day die!”

[ & &

Beyond the rocky barrier, in the

sunlicht of Dead Man’s Canyon, Le

Couteau, the half-breed, brandished
his fists and spat out curses. He had
escaped the explosion, being well to
the rear of his cang, but the forece of
it had hurled him out of the cave,
half-stunned. He had recovered, to
find himself alone, and an 1mpene-
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where to find wyou,” Inez Alvarez s was better than death wunder the | could have saved them. Such as were | fists and cursed in mingled French
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declared. “ You must accept that

assurange in good faith. . You are not

in a position to do otherwise.”

“Will you sign now?”’ the man
with the revolver asked, lowering the
weapon. - |

“Yes,” Don Darrel returned, a plan

flashing into his brain.

He swiftly wrote a cheque made
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W is Prompt delivery. Buy direct from Factory, ' | hﬂu_sed, AnQ clpthed auring traluing. | |

g diSave Dealers’ Profits. Shop Soiled and Second. ) 3 | - A4 Write or call for descriptive booklet, etc., to—R.A.F.

% Jithand Cycles CHEAP. Tyres and Accessories 3 S C gd Lll 1 Gd Seorniting Dopoty:, &, Denrietia iBtreet,  Covelt /Gurden,

flat popular Prices. Write for Monster Size | . reamnl - " Y ® W.C. 2; 298, Bath Street, Glasgow; 11, St. Anne Street,

\-. Y Free List and Spgecial Ofer of Sample Bicycle. | : ChOCOlatC Lil 1 O%d er _'_L_-lb Liverpool; Crown Buildings, James Watt Street, Birming-

. Wy MEAD CYCLE COMPANY, ipc. . ' 4 2%s PCL 1-1D, ham; or 15, Old Town Street, Plymouth.
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Another grand Wild West story by
the greatest of all cowboy filmm stars.
Do not miss the opening chapters 1n
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Also Raincoats, Suite, Ladies’ Winter Coats, Overcoats,
Cutlery, Melodeons, Watchesand Jewealleryon Easy Terms.
Write for Free Catalogue

knives of e Couteau and his gang.
“If you've got the nerve, kid.”
Franlk did not stay to hear morec.
He ran into the shack and opened
ihe chest. In a few seconds he came
dashing back, with the stick of dyna-
mite in his hand.
A false step, a stumble,

Loose, or in #-lb., #lb., or l-lb. boxes.

_ and he
would have been"hlown to atoms. But

in the cave were undoubtedly buried,
crushed out of all human semblance,
under the fallen tons of rock from
above. '

Frank’s face was white as he turned
away. .
~ There was no further® danger of
attack, by way of the tunnel ~at all
events. The gold-seekers were shut

and Indian and English, mocked by
the hollow cchees among the rocks of
Dead Man’s Canyon.

THE END.

(““ The Gold Thief?? is the title of

the Frank Richards vyarn in next
Monday’s Boys’ FRIEND. Order your
copy TO-DAY !) -

MAKE THIS?

Shocking Coil 1/9 Post Free.

Queen’'s Road, ASTON, BIRMINGHAM,
Illustrated Catalogues 6d.

in the locked gulch; but Lel'('_'kmteaﬁd

Set of parts for making Electric

HARPORNE SMALL POWER Co., 38 A.P.,

¥

“Curly Hair!”—"It's wonderful,” writes E. M. Thousangs
testimonials., Ross’ “Wavelt” 111,11'1:‘-;_5:E.1'H.1gh testhair. 1/3,2/58,
—ROSS (Depi. B.F.), 173, New North Road, London, N.l1.
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for Two Amateur Comedians, 1/6. Crosstalk for
cete., 3d.—~JACK FINN, Author, Colchester

THESE SPLENDID BOOKS
NOW ON SALE!

BOYS’ FRIEND LIBRARY. 4¢ each.

No. 554.—EKIT AND CORA.
Thrilling story of the girl and boy detectives,

No. 555,—BIRDS OF A FPEATHER. __
Cirand school yarn of Jack Jackson and his chums at *
Wycliffe. By Jack North, ¥

No. 556.—THE FIGHTING SCOT. |
Exciting tale of the boxing ring. By Walter Edwards.

No. H557.—THE MYSTERY MAKERS. 7
Wonderful story of the cinema. By Nabt Fairbanks. 2

SEXTONBLAKE LIBRARY. 4%each.

No. 172.—THE LADY OF RAVENSEDGE: or,
THI: CASE OF THE BARONETS WIFrE.
A story of mystery &-.blackmaill, introducing Sexton Blake,

No.173.—-THEEPISODE OFTHE STOLENVOICE ;

| or, THEYE PURPLE DIAMOND,

A fascinating romance of thrilling adveniure and detec-
tive work, featuring Sexton Blake and-Tinker.

No. 174.—THE MAN IN THE GREY COWL.
A tale of clever deduction in England and Italy.

No. 175.—THE CASE OF THE ISLAND TRADER,
A magnificent long novel of mystery. _

NUGGET LIBRARY. 3¢ each.

No. 49.—THE AMAZING SCHOOLBOY. ‘

- A story of St. Frank’s, introducing NELSON LEE,
NIPPER & CO., HANDFORTH & CO., and TIMOTHY
TUCKER, the Amazing New Boy.

and Order Form. Foreign applications invited.
MASTERS, LTp., 8,Hope Stores, Rye. (Est. 1809),
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BEGOME BIG Now The plums of business

® and social life go to the
man who has height, and physique to matoh it. You can
easily increase your height from 2 to 5 ins., and improve
yvour health, figure, and carriage, by the Girvan Scilentific
Treatment. 9 years’ unblemished record. £100 guarantes
of genuineness. Particulars for postcard.—Enquiry Dept.,
AM. P, 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N. 4.

ELECTRIC LEGHT?

Battery, Wire, Switch, Reflector, Lamp.
Instructions, &c., 5/- and 9/-, Post Paid,
Harborne Small Power Co., 38 A.P.
Queen’s Rd., Asbton, Birmingham. (Illust.Cat.6d.)
IF YO U SUFFER from nervous worried feelings,

lack of self - confidence, will
power, mind concentration, or feel awkward in the presence of
others, you should send at once S penny stamps for par-
ticulars of the Mento-Nerve Strengthening Treatment, which
is gunaranteed to cure in 12 days.—GODFRY ELLIOTT-
SMITH, Ltd., 485, Imperial Bldgs., Ludgate Circus, E.C. 4.
WMM
«« Curly Hair!’” ‘ Mine curled at once,” writes Major.

Summers’ *‘‘ Curlit ”’ curls straightest hair. 1/5, 2/6.—
SUMMERS (Dept. B.F.), Upper Russell Street, Brighton.

PHOTO POSTCARDS OF YOURSELFE, 1/3 doz,
12 by 10 ENLARGEMENTS, 8d. ALSO CHEAP PHOTO
MATERIAL. CATALOGUE AND SAMPLES FEBEE.—
HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

¥

TOBACCO HABIT POSITIVELY CURED IN THREE
DAYS.—Famous Specialist’s prescription, 1/6.—H. HUGHES
{(Box B.P.), HULME, MANCHESTER.

CUT THIS OUT

s Boys'® Friend.” PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

Send this coupon with P.O. for only 5/- direct to the Fleet
Pen Co., 119, Fleet St., Lrondon, E.C.4. In return
you will receive (post iree) a splendid British Made 14-ct.
Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6. If you save
12 further coupons, each will count as 2d. off the price; so
vou may send 13 coupouns and omnly 3/-. (Pocket Clip, 4d.

/A Prize qufh Winning
by Young or Old.

CLARKE, NICKOLLS & COOMBS, LTD., Victoria Park, London.
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