‘--

)"" AN AMUSING, LONG, COMPLETE STORY OF THE CHUMS OF
| THE FOURTH FORM AT ROOKWGOD SCHOOL.

|
- .
TWELVE PAGES!
HALFPENCE, _ : : [Week Ending August 30th, 1919, .
i
['. -I .!" :::_.:

AL 7 Y
Sl Al
R Tl
1} /A

7
4l
5/§
8/ /N
A

' There had been many a smoking-party held in Latirey's- study, but never such 2 dismal

. - one as the present party. The Giddy Goaia of Rookwood were going through it. They

: * had gathered there to smoke, and Mornington's little game was to make them smoke

till all the smokes were gone! Mornington looked round ai the unhappy crew, “You're not smokin', Smythey,” he remarked pleasantly.. * Get on with itt”

The 18t Chapter. Morningion, the rew junior captaln, | Arthur  Fdward Lovell from ihe Valentine Moruirgion made au Im- “Ahem! Nol”

A Vory Pressing Invitation and Jimntv 8ilver, who had formerly | stuirs. Lovell and Raby and New- | patient gesture. “Well, 1 keew that?" grunird
¢ o ,ﬂ ’ held that hosition, ssemed to be on | come were wailing below. “Oh, all right!" - Morny.  “Too much Iike work-—-
(D, Moryy . -  the best of terms with one another— “I'm coming !" answercd Jimmy. 1le came into the study, and | what?’ _

Prot i, old scont. A circumstance that was not at all a And ke went on. Mornington | T.attrey eclosed the door.  Mormng- “You haven't aliwarys been 1o joliy
“We want to spea’h 1o wou, | pleasing ove to Lattrey & Co, made n move to follow him, but | ton stood witli his hand resting on | keen on cricket yourself I”” said Peeio

Morny I Morny pansed a moment. . | Lattrey caught him by the sleeve. his bat, looking at the trio with im- | tartlr. ‘
Lattery, Peele and Gower, of the Car't'stop!” he smd. “I'm goin “Look lere, Morny—" he be- | patient inguiry. There had been a “Not unless there was a bet on the
Classical Yourth ar Rookwood, spoke ‘-‘0“,"'_‘_," 1o 'ﬁ'-“‘ cricket 07 _ 1 gau. : iime when Morny had bzen on good | game,” added (xower.
togethor, . M Bha’n't keep vou a few minutes,’ “Oh, let me go--1've no time fo | terms with the three black shecp of Morny flushed.
: Morringten was going {owards the said Lattrey. wazste!” said  Mornington, “1f | the Fourth, but that time was quite Ha did not like beng reminded of
. stairs: with Jimmy Silver, when the “Weli, what w 1" vou've got anythiig to say, say it, ) past. And since he had Dbreome | the time when he had been onc of the
trio called 1o hini from the doorway “ RBtep lnto the stody ™ aird have done " junior * capfain, Morny  had  bhardly | blackest of the black shecp.  That
of the first «tudy. _ “Oh, rot!  You car gpeak in me “Can't vell # out in the passage.™ | spoken to the trio. time was past, and Morny would have
Morny and Fhowy Silver had their | hera, 1 suppose®” answered Morn. said Lattrevw sulkily,  “Why can't | *Well,  ge  ahead:!” ke sgaid. { beeu glad for it to he forgotten.
 Bats under thelr arms, and. were [ ington impatiertls, . ' ] vou . step Vivte the studr for a ; “What s it? Yon three slackers:y “Iv that what vou brought me i
evidertly Lo ud for the erighet field “You comiig, Jiomr®" bavled | minute” i thikin' of takin® up ericket 2™ heve to Heten t02” ke snnpped,



. AMornington with a laugh.

-+ **Shut up,

" by Morny's piacid tone.
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Latirey gave his comrades a warn-
ing glance. |
*“Not at all,” he said.
of the kind. Won't you sit down,
Morny?? o -7 - '
“No time!”? - - ‘ , |
“ 'Ehis ien’t chummy, you know

“Well, T'm not chummy with this

study,” sald - Mornington  coolly.
 What's the good of beatin’ about the
bush1” B

“We used to be pallyl” said
Peele, - v

“We will be again, if you liko—if
you give up playin’ the goat, an’
take to playin’ - the game,” said

. 0L, dreaw -3t mild!  You can't
spoof us!” growled Gower.
“Spoof you?” repeated Morning-
ton. *What do you mean, Gower?”
Gower|” said - Lattrey
. * FRS N LTI <.

RO A

bastily. -

Cuthbert Gower gave a grunt.

“Well, look here, Morng,”
Fattrey, in  a conciliatory tone.
* You're junior captain now., You've
got Jimmy Silver’s job, and you're
head of the Lower School.”

“That’s no news!”

“1 mean, you're in a different
position from what you used to bo in:
You've got power in your hands
i:ow,” said Lattrey. **Junior captain
has a lot of influence, and can do
pretty well as he likes, so long as he
ias a backing among the fellows, and

said

. ~dvesn’t kick over the rules too much.

You've been on the Good Little
“freorgic stunt for a long time now,
“haven’t you?” v

Morny's eyes gleamed a little.

- *You must be getting fed up with |
“ Now, why |

IS S gurzued Lattrey.
‘wot chuck 1t 2"
“Chuck it?” repeated Morny.

© *“Yes; and have a good tine like
you used to. You can do it now,
nithout fear of anybody, now you're
junior ‘captain. Junmy Silver & Co.
ilon’t count now-—tliey can be as
woody-goody as they Like by them-
relves 1n tge end study. iet em

vip!  They can’t interfere with you,
and you can have a jolly good
tme ! See?”

“T sce !t

“You haven't realised what a
Jiffercnce it makes, being junior cap-
tain,” continued Lattrey, encouraged
" “You're

really monarch of all you survey in
the Fourth, you know. | Jimmy
Silver couldn’t keep his end up
CAdgainst you now, if he chipped in.

‘Why, with you as leader, we conld | ,. " .
NSl . Yy * him _it's a emokin’ party, of course,

have no end of a good time. And
vou must be feeline the want eof a
“little excitement by this time!”

-, Morny nodded.

"* **8uch as breakin’ bounds at night,
and goin’ to the little parties at the
"Bird m Hand?’' he suggested. '

“That's 1t 1”

“ Backing gee-gees, and handin’
over my pocket-money to a boozy
bookie ?"

“Ahem !” .

"Spoilin! my wind by smokin’
cigarettes—"

“Oh rot!l” o

‘“And occasionally makin' myself
sick with a cigar 7”

*“Look here, Morny——""

“It's a delightful prospect,” said |
* AMornington.

* Ispecially the cigar.
T remember seein’ Gower tackle a big
« hieroot once. It doubled Liim up, an’
he was groanin' with anguish for
hours afterwards. Weren't you,
Uower?” SR

“Oh rats!” muttered Gower.

“It must have bcen a happy ex-
rericnce,” said Mornington, **and the
time a bookie was chasin’ you, Peele,
for money vou owed him, an’ threat-
onin’ to call on the Head! That's a
nerry recollection, isn't it?”

= 0Oh rot!”
“Thanks for the offer!” said
Morny.  “Declined  with thanks!

Anythin® more to say?”

Lattrey & Co. looked at cue
another.

*Oh, don’t talk out of your neck,
Morny, old man,”” =il Lattrey uu-
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‘“Nothing }

s

easily. “TI tell you what: we've
‘tgot“a little smoking-party on after
ea. |
“Asg1” L
| “Towny an” Toppy are comin’, and
| Smythe and Tracy of the Shell,”
: Lattrey. “Weé invile you,
} Morny ! sl .

*“Do come, old scout!” muimured
L Peele. '-' AR e
“Banker afterwards, if you like,”
said Lattrey. ‘‘But, anyhow, come
to the sinokin'-party,Morny. - Hwil}
buck you up no end !*? =i |

Mornington looked curiously at the
black sheoep of the Fourth. Thero
wag no doubt about the eagerness of
the Giddy Goata of Rookwood to
welcome him back into- the fold.
With the junior captain of the school
ut the head of their select fraternity,
the Rookwood Goats felt that they
L would be able to * spread” themselves
with much more freedom. While
Jimmy Silver was junior captain they
had been under a cioud, and had been
| subject to raggings. . L Ed
- As Mornington scemed to hesitate,
the looks of the black sheep became
brighter and more confident.: - —pr -

Not ona of them believed for' a
monient in the genuineness of Valen-
tine Mornington’s reform. Their

RS
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bug, and now that Morny was captain
of the Lower Sechool, they did not see
any further usefuluess in the humbug.
{t had been useful, no doubt, m
helping Moy inte the eovetad
position. Now it was time to *‘ chuck
it,”” and they felt that Morny, as a
scnsible fellaw, ought to eee that.

“ Some i"ol!y good smokes, Morny,”.
said  DPeele  temptingly.  ** Really
good Turkish cigarettds—your

favourito old brand, you remember.”
*“*And plenty

Gower. **We're ‘doin’ it ip good
sfyle, Morny.” % .
Morny grinned. L~

&

- was the game.

“Regardless of expense?” he asked.
“That's it]™-
- “You'll enjoy yourself, old chap,”
murmured Lattrey.
Morningtor veflected, and the shady
| threo watched him eagerly, =
“Could I bring a friend or two?”
asked Morny at last.

-

[ aske
b “Certainly, old top:”
9

“I don't suppose Erroll would care
to come,” renrarked Peele, with o
rin. '

grin, . - |
| **Oh, he'll come if ¥ ask him!” *
, _The _trio

) looked doubtful. Kit
Erroll, of the Fourth, certainly was
not a fellow in their line-at all.

. Oh, bring -lnm, if--he cares.for
1617 ‘said: Lattrey. ' '

-

“And Jimmy Silver?” asked
- Maorny., o~ ]

Lattrey started.

“Silver wouldn't » '

“Well, ecan I ask him? TN tell

an’ he can suit himself.”

“That's a go!” said Lattrey. *1f
Silver likes to come to a smokin’
party, he's welcome” -

“Doine, then!” said Mornington.
“What time?”

b Six!”

“T'Il be heret”

And Mornington, with a genial
nod, left the study, and sauntered

away down the passago to the staire, |

whistling checrily.

The 2nd Chapter. kN
.. Nice for the Nuts! , .

“Our win!” chuckled Mark Lat.
trey, in great satisfuction, when the
junior captain was gone.

“Good!” | ' :
ppin’ !’

Lattrey laughed.

“Of course, I knew he was only
spoofin’, with his blessed reform, an’
all that!™ he remarked. *“It puzzled
me a bit at first; but I soon spotted
the little game. Ho was aiming at tho
captaincy all along. There’s too many

goody-goady fellows at Rookwood for |

a Giddy Goat to set up for the csp-
tainey; ha couldn’t have got cleeted.
So Morny lay low—till he hagged
the place awdy from Stlver.  That

?
“Plain enough.” assented Gower.
“Ile’s kept the spoof up longer
than was necessary,” saicl Lattrey.
“But I was prerty eure he was tirin’

of it. Well, we've got Morny back.”
" Bravo!” -
. .

view of it was that it was pure hum--
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+ Silver comin’ herea to

| chaps)”.. -

~

Co. take a back seat for good. As for

: a smokin'

party—that’s all rot! He won’t!”
“Morpy's goin® to ask ham.™
“And ']m'lf refuse—and that ma

|’ mean trouble between them, whic

is all the better. That solemn old
fogey, Erroll, won't come, either. And
if *ha gives Morny lecturcs, Morny
may get fed up withhim, too. ’'m
llsurpri’sed that they'vs been pally so
ong.”” B

“Morny's rather a swankin' cad,”
remarked -Peele.  “But ho wilk be
jolly useful to' us—that’s a cert!
And 1if he loses money in this
- **And ho-will!” suid Lattrey.
. *He ain't so rich as ho used to be,
but he can always borrow money from
that scrubby cousin of. his in the
Second Form But it will be a big
thing for us to have the junior cap-
tain one of our set.” .. :

H Yes, rather! Let’s go and tell the

Lattray & Co. left the study, and
walked along cheerily to Study No.
5 - 'Townseud and Topham, the
dandies of the Fourth, were there at
tea, with Tom Rawsoun, the scholar-
ship junior. Towny and Toppy were
chatting "to one another—without
addressing any remarks to Rawson.
Rawson was not sufficiently *¢lass”
for Towny and Toppy to have any-
thing to say to him. Besides, Rawson
had put a very firm foot down on
smoking in ths studv. And he was
so “hefty ” a youth, that Towny
and Toppy, after having had their
heads knocked together once or
twice, loftily and disdainfully let him
have his way.

Townsend was telling his clhiun
about what his aunt, the countess,
Jhad said. . to his elder. brother, the

aronct: it was quite a high-class

conversation, and intended to impress |

Rawson with a prover sense of his
study-mates® euperiority.
nately, it failed of its effect, as Raw-
son was *“sapping ” Virgil over his
tea, and was too deep in Latin verses
to heed what his lofty study-mates
werge saying,

H*Trot in, old scouts!™ said Town-
send, as Lattrey & Co. appeared in

' the doorway.
! _ The black sheep came in. T
" Lattrey lighted a cigarette. -

b )

““IHave a fag?"’ he asked.
- MAbhem! No, thanks!™ said Town.
send hastily. ' ,
]s',“ Nof just now!” murmured Toy-
am, - - o e ;

it

Latiréy blow qut a clouJ%f smoke.

Tom Rawson coughed and looked up
from*1’. Virgilius Maro. - .- .
“Chuck that!” lhe said, tersely.
Lattrey appeared to be deaf. Al
though by no means so aristocratic
as Towny and 'Toppy, Lattrey made

it a point to be *“*down ” on Rawson, |

and to ignore his exietenen,

“You fellows——" ho began.

“Did you hear me?” asked Raw-
sOn. S +

*You fellows will trot along at
gix?"” said Lattrev,
" Morny’s comin’,”

*Oh, good ' .

“If you've got fags about, yonu
might bring thon along—it's goin”
to ha a regular. orgy, old tops;” said

Peele.

‘“Rely on us!” smiled Townsend.

Rawson rose to his feet

“I can't stand smoke in the study,”
he said. ‘“You've no right to smoke
here, Lattrey!”

**Did you address me?” acked I.at.
trey disdainfully, becoming conscious
of Rawson's existence at last.

“Yes: put that smoke out, or take
it out of the study!” '

Lattrey's reply was to blow out a
cloud of emoke, which made Rawson
cough again. :

There was a chucklo from the nuts
in the study. o
. “That's enough!”
son. = '

e cameo towards Lattrey, with his
hands up.

“Get out!” lhe said.

“Look here! You leave Lattrey
alone |” said Townszend. *Shut up,
an’ behave yourself, Rawson. You're
not in your pater's workshop now "

“Mop up the cad!” euggested
Peelo. :

“Yaas, so we will, if ho don’t be-

growled Raw-

" ise

have!” saul Towny, feeling strong in |

numbers. **Sit down, Rawson{”

b Are you going, Lattrey?”

+ “No feart”

“Will 3

T NO !n
.. “Then, here goes!” said Rawson.

H:= collared Lattrey promptly, and
spun him towards the open doorway.

“Back up!” shouted Lattrey.

Peele and Gower seizexd Rawson at
once, anit Towny and Toppy jumped
up to help.

Rawsgon went spinning back across
the room.

“Now come on again, you cad
panted Gower.

Rawscn did not answer; he picked

.«
-

ou put that smoke out?”

‘!I

3

still unheeding. |
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 tha passage.

up a big cushion, and cams on again
with a rush. The cusghion swiped
right and left, and Gower went spin-
ning in one direction, Peelo in
another.  Then Lattrey caught 1t
with his face, and wens bumping into

The cushion ewept round, and
Townsend and Topham captured it
together and tottered back., - -

There wero five of the nuts; but the
burly Rawson seemied to have it all
]l;isi own way with the cushion to

elp.

Lattrey was gasping in the passage,
showing no inclination whatever to
come in again. Ho was also in diffi-
cultics with his cigarcite, which huad
shipped into his mouth, and felt warm
there. :

Peele and Goawer, dodging the
swiping cushion, scrambled into the
passagn after him. .

Rawson devoted his attention to his
study-mates then. Tawny and Toppy
dodged and twisted round the study,
velling, as Rawson chased them with
the whirling cushion.

“Stoppit!”  yelled  Townsend.
“You lllorrid rufian—stoppit !”

“Get out, then!” .

“Do you think-we're goin' to get
out of our own study to please you?”
shricked Topham. :

*Yes, unless you want some more,”
said- Rawson coolly.

Swipe, swipe, swipa!

Townsend sprawled on the carpet,
and Topham jumped over him, and
dodged into the passage, with the
cushion behind.

FFour furious faces glared in at Raw-
son—bhut they stayed 1n the passage.

Rawson turned round to Townsend. §

That breathless youth was stagger-
ing to his feet, when the cushion

' caught him again, and he sprawled

doorwards, -, = s cnain,
Swipe, swipe, swipe! .
“Yow-ow! BStoppit!
ain’¢ 1?7 wailed Towny.
And he went.
Slam !
Tam Rawsan returncd to his tea,
and P. Virgilius Maro, keeping the
cushion handy in case 1t was wanted

AgAm. - e
But it was not wanted. .
Qutside the study five brcathless

and -furious . nuts -uttered bload-

curdling threats,’ hut there seemed a
eneral disinchination to put them

1nta effect. : ok

“Let's rush the rotter, an’ smash
him up!” gasped Peele. -

“Jet's-rag . black-and blue !”
hhscd Gower. ¢ - ¥ -~ ' 4
- ** After all, we don’t_want to be In
the study with that ¢ad!” said Cecil
Townsend loftily. “I'm really
ashained of havin’ laid hands on-the
low ratter. Let’s go an' seo Smythe.”

“¥aas, let's!” gasped Topham.

**Oh, come on!" growl

**He, he, he! He, hel he!”

That offensive cachinnation came
from Tuhby Muffin, who was watch-
ing the dusty and hreathless nuts
from the door of Study No. 2.

. Lattrey gave the fat Classical a

savage look, - b
o fecared Rawson; but he did not

fear Tubby Muffin—which was rather

unfortunate for the fat Tubby.

“Collar that fat owl]!”
Lﬂttl‘Bj’. WA

* Yaas, give the fat cad a lesson!”
said Towny.

“He, he, he! Oh, my hat! I say
Yarooooh !” roared = Tubby
Muffin, as the nuts rushed oa him and

vy

I'm goiv’,

Fw

v
- e,

-, e P

sharled

collared him, sending him spinning t

into his study.
Crazh! +
There was a sound of a table that
went whirling over and a crash of
crockery. .
“Yaooop! Yow-ow-woop!™ -
“Ha. ha, ha!” roared Lattrey.
“Let's go in and give
another!” exclaimed Gower.
Gower made a step towards the
doorway; but he sndns)en]y halted as

| Putty_of the Fourth, Jones wminor,
.and Higgs

looked.. out.
studv-mates were at home.

“What are you up to?"” roared
Higgs. ** You've upset our tea ! Come
on, you chaps, and wipe up the
passage with them!”

Lattrcy & Co. fled.

Higge and his comrades chased
them to the head of the stairs, down
which they ran; Gower, unfortu-
nately last, being rolled down after
the rest. :

It was rather a breathless party
that arrived at Adolphus Smythe's
study, in the Shell quarters,

Tubby's

The 3rd Chapter.
The Call of Duty!

“Not finished, Morny?”

Jimmy Silver & Co.
nets, improving the shining hour with
cricket practice.

The match with Bagshot School was
coming along; and the Rookwood
cricketers were very keen on beating

. Bagshot, their old rivals. Moerny was

giving & great deal of attention to his

-

bim |

wers at the |

| -

Lattrey. »

them into shape. in

team, gettin
gthe hearty support of

which he ha
Jimmy Silver. .

Whether Jimmy Silver was cxactly
pleased by his fall from the .junior
captaincy was a question; but cer-

~tainly he owed no grudge to.the new,_

skipper. Morny’'s career as captain,
so far, had not been an unqualified
succesa; but he was doing his besr,
and Jimmmy Silver was backing him
up. For which Morny was duly grate-
ful, for ho was well aware that his
position would have been -extremely
uncomfortable if Jimmy had gore
mto opposition. ‘

Lovell and Raby and Newcome,
though they ‘“‘groused” at the
change of skipper, followed Jimmy's
icad; and in addition to Morny’s own
chumn, Errall, the Fistical Four wera
the new captain’s chief supporters.

Morny bad come away from tho
wicket, when Jitnmy called to him.
e nodded in reply.

. Yes, T've got an engagemeut for
slx”' he answered. . '

““Oh, bother your cngagements!”
said Arthor Edward Lovell.  “ Stick
to cricketi”® o

“But it's rather important,” said
Mornington. ‘“ And I want you four
to eome, and Erroll, too.”

“Well, I was going to do some _

more bowling,”. said Jimmy Silver.
;]‘_Ton’xm,y Dodd wants me to bowl to

im.’ |

*You can bowl to Dodd some other
time, old scout.” - ' ]

“Well, what's on, anyway?’’* asked
Raby. .

A little party in Lattrey’s study

Lovell glared. |

“Blow Lattrey! DBother Lattrey!
Bless Lattrey! I wouldn’t be found
dead in Lattrey’s study !”* he snorted.

“I don't want you to be found dead
there, old top. 1 want you to come to
the party.” :

“I don’t quite catch on,” said
Jimmy Silver. *You're not pally
with Lattrey and his set, Morny.”

“Lattrey’s oxtended the olive-
branch;”  explained Mornington.
“His idea s that now I've bagged

the captainey, 1 can give U3 phaying

the ox, and take to my merry old
manners and customns. 1’m offered tha
distinguished rank of great chief an’
leader of the Giddy Goats of Rook-
wood.” - .
. "“Morny!” exclaimed Erroll. _
~‘““Lattrey’s laid in supplies of expen-
sive smokes, and I’'m asked to the

- party,” said Mornington, while his

companions stared ut him blankly.
“P’ve got leave to bring my friends,

- 80 1t's al! right.”

“You're asking us to a smoking-
party ! ejaculated Newcome,

“Yaas!”

*“You chocky ass—"

“My dear man it’s a pgreat
occasion. I telt you Lattrey’s got no
end of expensive sinokes, and there’s
to be banker afterwards, if we care
for it.”

“T.ook here, Morng—" began
Jimmy Silver.

“A very distinguished company,
too,” went on Mornington. “Smythe

| of the Shell—the nobby Adolphus;

tho glass of fashion an’ the mould of
form, you know—-arbiter of elegance
to the Lower School. Tracy, too—
very entertainin’ chap Tracy; knows
all about the races—-—"?

* Are you pulling our leg ?* deman-
ded Jimmy Silver restively,

“Not at all. There'll be Towny
and Toppy, too—to give the party a
tone. Towny will tell us about his
aunt, the countesa.”

“We know all ubout Towny’s giddy
aunt,” said Jhumy Silver. “And I'm
not coming."”

“Same here !’ said Lovell emphati-
cally.

*Oh, do ccme !” nrged Mornington,
“I want you to bring your bats, too.”

“QOur bats!™ velled Raby,

“Certuinly ! They may be needed.”

*“ What on earth for 3" )

“In case the merry smokers cut up |

rusty at what I'm gein® to do.”
“('),h!" said Erroll. *You mean

Mornington langhed. .

“I mean that I think it's hizh time
the junior captain took a hand in this
smokin’ and card-playing and so on,”
he said. ‘ That kind of merry-makin®
was under the weather when Silver
was captain. Now it seems to be
flourishin' again no end. I think it's
time it was sat vpon. Are you fellows
comin’ to help? - :

“Oh, that’s all right,” said Lovell
“1 didn't catch on—" .

“You seldom do, old top.”

“ J.ook here, you ass i

“Coma on!” said Mornington.
“It’s nearly six, and it’s bad manners
to keep a party waitin’.  Adolphus

- won't be able to keep away from the

smoker, and there won't be any left
for na.” o

Jimmy Silver chuckled as he fol-
lowed Mornington from the cricket-
Gield. R8ix juniors headed for the

L

o

L]

T |

>

T

3



™ 1

T

4

»

-

w

Published
Every Monday ~

... . THE. BOYS".FRIEND ..

v o e~ Theos Hallptnse -

T Sehool House, with their bats under

their arms. Bulkeley of the Sixth,
the captain of Rookwood, waa head-
ing for Big Side. and he stopped to
epoak to Mornington.

“Mornington !” ,

“ Hallo, Bulkeley!” ™

“I've got a bone to pick with yon,”
said Bulkeley quictly. ‘It scems that
rou're junior captain now. It's not
my business to interfere in the
arrangements of the juniors; but it
may have occurred to you, possibly,
that the junior captain has some
duties to perform, as well as the
senior captain.”

“What's up, then?"” nsked Morny.

“I'mi afraid that there’s several
things up, that will have to be put
down,” anawered Bulkeley granly.
“There's bgen fag-ends of cigarettes
picked up in the Foarth -Form
passage! A playing-card was swept
up by cone of the maids, and Mr.
Bootles Las spoken to me about it.”
4 Oh gad!” murmured Mornipg-
ton. = -

The other juniors stood silent.

: _They were-well aware that since
Jimmy Rilver had ceased to be cap-

-1

tain the Giddy Goats of Rook-
wood had become more reckless and
impudent. The restraining hand waas
gore, It looked now as if they had
beern a little toa reckless, .
8o far as possible,” went on
Bulkeley. ip the same quiet tone, “I

. think it's & good idea to let the junior
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~ Morny.”
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Y ¢ High time, it seems,” he

]

]
4

captain keep order,  Silver always
eceraed to marage fuirly well. If I
have to chip in officially, it will lead
to some trouble—serious trouble. You
don’t secm to have rcalised, Morning-
ton, what it’s up to vou to do,' That's
all, for the present,” . o - v
And Bulkeley of the Sixth walked
on, leaving Morny with a rather dis-
ma‘yed look on his face. o ]
-“Bulkeley's got on to it,” said
Lovell. *It's about time you madc

“.,t up your mind to take a hand,

" Morrnington nodded.?

re-
raarked. *“\Well, let's go ahead with
our’ giddy duty. After we've done
there will bo a scarcity of cigarette-
ends in the Fourth Form passage, I
rea)ly; thiuk.” ° ' -

R Morny & Co. entered the School
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=0 study,”

House, aud procceded upstairs to the
Fourth ¥orm passage. They met
Tom Rawson at the top of the stairs,
and Morny called to him,
¢ Join up, Rawson,” he said.
“What's up?” asked Rawson, -
“ Smokin’-party in Lattrey's
eat coke!” retorted Raw-
rot, or in.

-.""Go and e

son. **No time for such

clination, eithor.”
“There seems to bo a lot of misun-

_, derstandir’ nbout,” said Mornington,

"+ waiting for Morny,

laughing. * We're going in as exe-
cutioners, dear boy, and we may
want help.” -

“0Oh, I see! I'll come, if that's the
case."’ :

“ Follow your leader.”

There were scven sturdy juniora
now hLeading for Lattrey's study.
Thera were an cqual number of the
noble fraternity known a3 the Giddy
Goate in that . sclect apartment,
Mornington had
said thnat he would bring his friends.
But it was certain that Lattrexr &
C'o. would be surprised, and anything

~but pleased, when Morny arrived

with his friends.

P

The 4th Chapter.

y o,
Doggishl A

“S0 Morny's comin'!”

Adolphus Smythe learned back in
the armchair in Latirey’s study, and
blew out a litile cloud of smoke,

The smoking-party had gathered.

Smythe and Tracy of the Shell were
there, at.d Towny and Toppy, as well
as the three owners of the study.

Lattrey, 1’eele, and Gower, as a
nmatter of fact, .were a good deal
Lkeener on banker and nap than on
the smokes. They had an eye to
businesa, - The three young rascals
were black sheep of a rather deeper
dve than their guests. But, for the

THE GIDDY GOATS!

(Continued from the previous page.)
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present, cigarcties were the order of
the day. '1i: was not quite six, but

the smokes Weré ““going.*™ "~
“Yes, he's coming,” said Lattrey.

“Promised to come.” T e

[ 1Y - s
- I'{ancmd he would come round in
time,” remarked Adolphus sagely.

“In* fact, 1 told Tracy
dudn’t I, Tracy?”

“You did, old sport,”
Tracy, -

“Huallo! T liear footstepa!™ smiled
Lattrey. *““Hore comes our dear re-
formed Morny !"

*Ha, ha, ka!” -

Footsteps approached tlie door of
the study, and thicre was a tap, and
it opened. Dut it was the fat face of
Tubby Muflin that looked in.

The Giddy Goats stared at him.’

“Get out!” stapped Peele.

“Travel, you fat rotter!” growled
Lattrey. o

Tubby Muflin blinked
smoking-party,

“I thouglit it was a feed,” Le said,
in a tonc of deep disappointment,.

“Woll, it isn't. Get out!” .

““8hut the door after you, fatty !”

“0Oh, 1 don't mind joining you!™
said Tubby Muflin genially. “I'm a
bit rorty myself, you know—quite a

as much—

aeswered

-

in at the

ood enough for
you!” .

room! This isn't
Rookwood, I can te

- ~And Tubby Muffiu shook a fat fore-

finger accusingly at the merrg blades
of Rookwood, who gave hita Hurnish
lOOkS. LY s L TR |
I heard Mr, Bootles speaking to
Bulkeley this morning.".: continued
'l'ubby. . “Old Bootles suspects that
smoking goes on in the Fourth Form
atudies. Ile told Bulkeley so. Now,
I really think it's my duty, having
caught you in the act, to mention it
to Bulkeley. -What do you think?”

1= *¥ou fat rotteri’® = oeermess .

. “If you trea'ed me as a pal,” aaid
Tubby, I should be bound to keep it
dark, out of friendship. But you're
not treating me as a pal. Now, I put
it to you, Laiirey—are you treating
me as a pal?” -

Latirey grasped a stump.

Tubby Muffin eyed him very wartly,

“Hold on, Lattrey,” said Gower
hastily. * We don't want Bulkeley of
the Sixth brought here.'” :

“By gad, nc!” concurred Smyxthe
of the Shell. “If that fat little Least
13 goin’ to sneak 7 ‘
- “8ome fellows have & scense of
duty,” said Tubby Muffin loftily.
“I'm ashamed of you chaps! I can't
let this go on.” B

. Lattroy laid down the «tump with a
savawe look, ‘The fat Classical had
the upper hand, Lattrev & Co. dared
not let a Sixth Form prefeet be
brought to the study, alveady reeking
with smoke. _ .

““T.ot tho fat brute come in!"” mut-
tered Pcele. .

“You can come in, Muffin,”
Lattrey, between his teeth.-

Tubby Muffin shook his head

said

. " Yow-ow-0w000

ruefully.

-and grunted expressively.

D

from hospitable expression upon his
thin, hard face. : -
Tubby selected & smoke with a very
doggish air. Ho lighted it at
Smythe's cigarette; and Adolphus
contrived to let his lighted end touch
Tubby’s fat little nose,
« ‘There-"was a fiendish yell. from
Tubby as he jumped back, and a roar
of ~ laughter from the Rookwood
Goats,
- “Yarooooh "
“Ha, ha, ha"" ‘
p!_, ~You rotter!”
howled Tubby. “You did that on
purpose !’ |\ - L
"~ “Quite an accident, T assure you,
dear boy!"” smiled Adolphns.” -
*Wow-wow-wow !’ '

Tubby Muffin rubbed Lis nose

“Let e give you a light, Muffin,”

_.grinned Lattrey. -

“Ow! Yow! I'l have a match.”

Tubby. having finished with his
nose, struck a match to light hia
cigarette, He blew out a cloud of
smoke with an air of gFeat rnjoy-
ment. Tubby rather fancied himself
as & “dog,” end he was determined
to -be as doggish as any other fellow
in the study, .- -

= But before he waa half-way through-

the cigarctte he was smoking very

slowly. He coughed several times

Doggish-

ness of the smoky varioty did not
nite agree with the ample supplics
ubby had taken in at tea-time,

~ ' Tima Morny was here,” remarked

Peele, with a glanee at the clock.
“JJere comes somehody,”

. There were footsteps in the pas-
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ASKING FOR IT!

““ Now come on, you cad |’ panted Qower.
up a blg cushion and cams on, with a rush! Ths cushion swiped right and left,

and Qower went spinning In one direction, Peete In another. Then Lattrey caught it with his face, and

went bumping into the passage.

Rawson did not answer ; ' he picked

rorty old dog,. in fact.
with pleasure.’’ .
“By gad!” said Smythe of the
Shell.  “ Really, Lattrey, if you inflict
that fat hounder on us—=""
AMark Lattrey started to his feet,
“TI'll clear hira off fast enough, if
he doesn’t go!"” Le cxclatmed. ** Hand
me over that cricket-stump, Gower.”
‘' Here vou are, old top."

I'll come in,

Tubly Muffin backed into the
passage, : L

%1 saye Lattrer—" lie began re-
proachfully. -

Slam! |

Lattrey returned to his seat, The
next minute the study door reopened,
and the fat face of Reginald Muffin
appeared once more, .

“Geot out !” roared Lattrey.

““You don't want me to joimn you?”
asked Tubby., _

“No, vou fat porpoise.”

“Ol, very welll- 1 suppose vou
follows know that you are breaking
the rules,” said Tubby Mufin loftily.
“I'm sorry, but I fee] hound to men-
tion it to Bulkeley—"

“Wha-a-at?"” ejaculated Adolphus
Smythe. :

“You fat sneak!’ shouted Lattrey
furiously.

“I'm rnot a

sneak,”  said Tubby
Muffin warmly. “T've got a sense of
duty, that’s all. Some fellows have.
I'm shocked at rou, Lattrey—sur.
prised and shocked! Swmoking in the
studyg, like a gang of topers in a tap-

loftily.  Having "gained an ad-
\'?T!:-age, he meant to make the most
of it, . :

“I'm afraid I couldn't accept an in-
vitation put like that, Lattrey,”_ he
suid. *‘Besides, I feel bound to men-
tion to Bulkeley *

“Do come. in, Tubby!” said Lat.
trey, gritting his teeth, * Wo—we'll
be pleased to have you!”

.Tubby Muflin smiled. bearningly.

**Sure you'd like me to join you, old
tops?”’ he asked, -

“Oh, yos, yes!” > , i :

“Then I'll come in,” said Tubby
cheerily. And he came in, and closed
the doar after him. * Of course, with

" matters on a  friendly footing—-

What did you say, Smythe?”
““Nothin’ 1” muttered Adolphus.
“1 thought you called me some-

thing.” :

““N-n-not at all.” _

““Oh, all right! Any smokes
goingt” asked Wubby Muflin, with
quite a doggish air. “Any whisky

about?” : .

“Oh, my auné!" murmured Lracy.
‘There was «no whisky, even n

Lattrey’s study.” But the fat Tubby,

having started as a Giddy Goat, evi-

dently felt that it was up to him to
go the whole hog, so to speak. . ..
“Numno ! | stuttered Lattrev,

‘“ Here, help yourself to a fag.” -
He pushed the cheapest. baox of

cigarettes towards Tubby, with a far

saze again—a good many footsteps.
Then there came a rap at the door.

“Trot in, old sport!” called out
Lattrey. -

The door opencd, and Mornington’s
emiling face was seen. The nuts of
Rookwood gave him a cheery grin of
welcome, and Tubby Muffin bestowed
a genial nod upon him. . .

But the grin died away a little as
Erroll and Jimmy Silver were scen
behind Morny, . . .. -

The junior captain entered the
study. Jimmy Silver and Kit Erroll
followed him-in. And Lattrey & Co,
looked quite grave as Lovell and

Raby and Newcome and Rawson fol-
lowed.

Rawson was the last, and he closed
the door. | '

The study was pretty well crowded
vow. . _

“Well, here we are!™ smiled Morn:
ingt.on_ . v ‘

‘“Ya-a-as, here youn are!” stam-
mered Adolphus Smythe,

- *You smd I might Dbring my
friende, Lattrey.” )
‘d "."e-c_es.l’ .
“Well, I've brought them.”
“Squat down -somewhere, ¢ld
-tops,” said Tubby Muffin, *Join us

i1 1 smoke—no end ripping, I assure

you! Pass 'em the cigarettes,
Smythe. Try these, Morny—you'll
like ‘em!”

““So Tubby’s joined the Goats, las

o |

“been

R

he?”  ejaculated Arthur
Lovell, in astonishment, :-

Reginald Muffin gave a fat chuckle.
. " What do you think 2"’ he answered
Jauntily, “I'm a bit of a rorty doz,
you know! A short life and a morr
one! [le, he, he!™ : : ‘
~ Y Well, your life as a Giddy Goat
13 going toe be a short ona, Mubby, ™
sald Jimmy Silver, “I don't think
it ‘\‘\‘llrl be a very merry one, though.™

“l\ut very ! prinned Raby.

May as well lock the door.” sail
Mornington.  “We don't want te be
dhborruprbod joand we~dinitwant any=
of our rorty friends to bolt.”

“Turn the key. Rawson.”

. Rawsen turned the key, and put it
it his pocket. The Giddy CGonts
viewed that proceeding with growir. -
alarm.  Mwrk Latteey’s face was dark
and apprehensive, - -

1 you fellows liave come lieie o
kick up u row—=—""li¢ began.

Moruinzton nodded,

“Exactly " he answered. * We's o
come to kick up quite a ehindy! Tii;
don’t mind us—get on with the smck.
ing! We'll watch you.” =

“L_rmk here——"

Keep on with the smoking! %o
long as you're smoking, we won't
touch you.” '

:: Morng——"" began Lovell.

K 'Lem-'c it to me, Lovell, pleas~.
We'd better open tho window avd
sit round it--I'tn not used to tap-
rooms. Dou’t mind us, my nuttv
friends—go on smokine.” )

., The Giddy Goats blinked at Moin-
ington in astoaishment, and went on
tnechanically pufing at their cigar-
ettes. Mornington opened the study
window, and he and his companions
sat round it, kecping as close to the
fresh air as ;ossib‘e. Then, with smil-
ing faces, they watehed the smokire
(Groats of Rockwood. S

Edwavd

- St—

* " The Gth Chapteer.
- - A Pecullar Punishment.

Mark Lattrey's teeth closed hard
on his cigarctte.

The cad of the Fourth understocd
well enough now that Mornington
had not cume there to join the smok:.
mg-party. . T e
It was cvident that Morny had
 pulling the Giddy Goat's les
when he accopted the invitation, *

Whether Valentine Mornington's
reform was genuine or not, he waus
still *keeping it up."” - -

The fact that Llrmll aud Jmmuy
Stlver were with him was a pretty
plain proof that Morny had not come
there to bo *rorty.” e

All the nuts realised that, and theyv °
were puzzled and alarmed. - Even
Tubby Muffin. realised that there was
somcthing wrong, and he blinked at

Morny & Co. uncasily, . .
"Exactly what Morningion intendod
was rather a puzzle. . *- '

In the days when Jimmy Silver was

_iun‘ior captain the Fistical Four would

ave thought nothing of raiding ai-d

ragging a study where a ‘“‘emoking-
party .was géing on. - .. - .

"But Morny was leader now, and the
Fistical Four were following his lead,
as well as Erroll and Rawson. « s

And it seemeod clear that Morninzy
ton was not intending a ragging.

I1e sat by the open window, with 4
stnile on his face, watching the Giddy
Goats; but the smile was a rather
wicked one, and did not reassure the
Coats, ' |

The almosphere of the studey wuas
rather ethick by this time, and Jimnv
Silver & C'o. were plad to be by the
open window. If the door had been
unlocked there would probably have
been a rush of the Giddy (GGoats to ge!
away; but the door was Jocked, ‘and
the key was in Rawson’s pocket
There was a long silence, while the
Rookwood Goats wmaoked, and the un-
welcome  visitors watched thew
smoking. .o

Lattrey broke the silence at last.

“Look liecre, Morny! What's this
game?” ho asked, in a low vouwre of
concentrated anger. - .

“Game®"” repeated Mornington.

“Yes. You liaven't come here-to
join us?’’ I .

“Not exactly,”

“What do you want, then?"

“To watch you.” »

“You silly fool!” broke out Lat.
trey savagely. ** What do you waut
to watch us for, vou idiot?”

“1 find you rather amusin

“Look liere—" began Adolphuv
Simythe,

“T'm lookin’, dear old Smythey.”

“I—T think we'd beiter Lbe goin’,”
murmured Traev, “I'd e oblired
if vpu'd unlock the door, Rawson.”

¢ 0Oh, vaas!” murmnred Townsend,

Tom Rawson looked at Morningto:n
for orders. :

“Keep the key in your pocket,”
said Mornyv.,

“Right you are!” :

‘“J.ook here, Rawson!"” broke cut
Topham. *“Youn just unlock thae
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door! “Wo don’t care for yyiz con
pany, and we're goin’ ]

“T dou't eare for yours,” said Raw-
scn  cheerfully.  *“But you're not
roing till Morny gives iho word.”

*Morny's skipper, you Know,” re-
marked Junmy Siver. * There's such
a thing as disaiphne, Toppy.”

“What have you planted yourselves
in this study for, you rotters?”. mut-
tored Lattrey, his eyes busnming.

““I—} say, have a smoke, Morny,
aw’ let's be pally,” said Peele, extend.
inr a box of cigarettes to the jumor
coptain, | . .
b V;lﬂentine Maornington shook hia

CAd. :

“Thanks, -1've given up smokin’
fong,ago!” he answered.

“QOh, put aon a smckel!” urged
Gower uncasily, :

“My dear map, yow'll want all
hose smoakes: before yonu're through.”
"~ “Not a bit of itt We sha™m’t be
siokin® half this lot ¢

“You will ™ answered Mormiagton
v:nnlly. W . '

K lf:h?” B

“Tubby, your smeke's gone out.”
siid Mornmington, with a stern louk
ot the fat Classical. .

“That's all right, old chap!” saul
Tubby. "1 den’t believe in over-
duing 3t, yau know.  Fact is, L've
been smokiog an awful lot to-day.”

“You’re going to smoke an awful
lot mare, two. Lighd another cgar-
otte!” -

“Wha-a7at?™ -

“Da you hear ma?”

“Ye-e3, but—"

“ Do az xau're told )™ o

S I—1 don’t want to, Morng,” said
Tabby, in alatm.. " I—-I—Fm feehng
a‘hit queer inside waw,.I}am reallv.

“You’ll feel a hik queercr before
ibis_ginokin’-party is ever,” answered

“THE GIDDY GOATS !

(Continued Jrem the previvus page.)

B -4 And Adolphu

i a face that was a picture of fury and

* Becauee you're told.  Rawson,
Fou're nearest the fat bounder. Give
1im a dig with your bat, will you?

* Certaiuly,” said Rawson. .

“I—I sa Yarooh! Stdp]pnt. }?
yelled 'l’ubgy.}luﬂin, ‘as he duly re-
ceived the dig—rather an’ energets
one, “Yow-ow! Chuck it! I—I
—I'll smoke another fag if you like,
Mormny! I-=I want to. :

“ Whether you want 'to er not,
yout're. goin’ to V' said- Momington.
**Now, then, sharp’s the word ¥’

Slowly and unwillingly Reginald
' Mufhin ﬁg‘hte& another cigarette.” He
smoked it slowiy—wvery slowly indeed.
But be emoked 1t. Rawson was ready
with his bat; and the cigarette sxomed

-

was soon to conte when a _thousand
bats would seem a lesser exil than a

cigarctte to the hapless Tubby.’
Lattrey & Co. looked: at one
. another. :

They understood now,

Mornington’s little game was not
a ragging. It was something more
severs than a ragging. ‘The Giddy
Goats of Rookwood had gathered
there to smohe—and Mornington was
going to make them smoke—till all
the emokes were gone.. Is was the

. junior: ‘captain’s idea of making the

unishment fit the crim uite  in
:eeping  with Morny’s  whimsteal
character. Jimmy Silver - & Co.

chortled as they watched the expres-

*“I've finiehed,” said Adolphus.
“Not quite?! Light npi”

“[—I'm not gom’ to.” - ]
“\Will you give Smythe a dig with

your bat, Lovell?” s i M
“Won't 1™ grinned | Arthur
} Edward. And he &id. -x N

There was a howl fram Adolphvs.
*“Have another smoke, Smythey?”
“[—I—T1 ‘don't mind H T do!t”
gasped Snlythc. . e .
‘ ¢ G.O it !' . .”E_ . Sad g leidAy _-.%‘:—‘—"- -
mythe went #, with

horror—and that was gradually ae-

of varjous

Mormngton, **Put on’ another fag | suming ®a complexion
at-once.” .- . colours, in which a sickly green pre-
“Wha-a-at for?® - . 4 dovmnated, - —- -
AN
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¢ BOY? McCORAMICK.
i-o'der ¢f Lord Lonsdale’s Champion-
- ship Belf. |

Fe .~

Boxing is greatly to the iore just | W A
' Theze are qualities that ‘will help you
. on in after life, and will have a great

now, and as I am of the opinion that
eyery boy shou!d learn to defend him-
«off, T readily fell in with the sugges-
tion of the

«fructive articlea on scientific boxing
for the benefit of his vast nuntber of
;t'aders.

In the first place, it may interest }
you to know that I hold a world’s |

record for winning a championship at
sizch a young age.~ You see, I am
not yet twenty, so 1 have plenty of
time tn win a world’s boxing cham-
ptonship as well, ' .
Determination and grit are, 1n my
opinion, the two great factors that
gain success in the “roped square.”
I went into the ring at the National
Sporting Club full of determination
to beat Harold Rolph in our fight for
the Chawpionship. of Great Bntain
and Lord Lonsdale’'s Belt. It was
this determination that helped to pull
meo throngh, for Rolph is a hard nut
to crack, I can assure you. You boys
who are enthusiastic in the boxing
line, jnst remember always to stick to
your purpose—never give in while you
have an ounce of encrgy left in you—
and victory will come your way mne
tymes out of ten. . .
"You can dérive splendid qualities

Editor of the DBovs®|
VRIEND that I should write a few in- |

3
r

!

b

| most

iBoY MTCORMICK |

Personal Hints from the Light
Heavy - Weight - Champion of

=

Great Britain.

from boxing—sttehéth “of charactax?

will-power, self-reliance, and, last bue
not least, it will improve _ your
physique .and _ health 1n.. general:

Dbearing on your future career.
'This week [ am going to deal with
{)031tion_and footwork, and I should

ika” you to mdster this tharoughly -

before you attempt anyt
the “noble art.”

POSITION.

hing- else-in
Tl e im

e M

| Stand at attention with arms to the

sides. Make a half-right turn, and
advance your left foot from twelve to
twenty inchés, just according to your
height and the length of your leg.
Your left toe should ho facing your

|oppoucent, and vour right toe pointing

at an angle of about forty-five
degrecs. Extend your left hand
about ' twelve inches from the

shoulder, so that your band is about
level with the shoulder.

The thuinb must be uppermost, wi‘h
‘the knuckles facing your left, This
will enable you to land a ¢lean blaw
with the knuckle part of the glove.

Your élhow should be pointing
downwards, and not out.  This 13
important, as a man boxing
with his clbow pointing outwards
eannot get the full force behind' his
punch, and at the same time: tele-
graphs to his opponent that he i3

the lesser evil—at present.. Tha .time |

sions of the nuts,” ~ N

“You have stopped smokin’,
Smythey,” remarked Morny, a few
minutes later. -

e
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b
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|
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started on a

- elenched  teeth:

-was your spevial object.

"4 T~I=Tll smoke.”

couragingly. - . .
'> Lattrey, with a ficndieh face, lightcd

. the position T have Just indicated,

 elbow in, thus telhng your adversary

Hing “your elbow pointing -downwards

|

‘the right. which is used principally

- shonlder,

‘otbhow " is

_thoraughly first; asd when you have

“Muflin ! rapped out Morningtoun.
* Groovooh I :
“Yon'ra-not smokin’.” - .
“Ow! I—Ican’'t? I-—I'm noton

of this lot, really,. Morny,” “pleaded

Tubby. ““I—1 just looked in to—to

speak to then about—about cricket,

you know—and—and--~—7
“Give him your bat, Rawsen.”
“Qw ! I—I'm just gouing to begin !”
howled Tubby.
* Buck up, then!”

Two  cigarettes had had = niost

alarming effect: uvpon the inward
regions. of Reginald Mulin. DBut he
thind, - -

“You're not smokin’, Gower,”’

“I—I'n just gom' to—""

With a face like a demon, Cuthbert
Gower lighted up again. [n a dismal
crowd, the unhappy Giddy Goate of
Rookwood smoked, and smoked—and
the ready bats kept them at it. There
camae an 'mterrul.)tion at last, from
Tubby Muffin. ‘Fhat pluwmp youth
suddenty from his chair, and col-
lapsed on the hearthruyg, with his
head in the fender. And the sounds
that followed fromi the hapless Tubby
resembled the weird sounds hedrd on
a Channel steamer on a stormy dJay.

The 6th Chapter.
Awfut !
“Tattrey V'
" . “ Hang you!”

“You're not smokin’,”

“I won™ 1" hissed Lattrey between
*lHang you! I
won't :” C

*Oh, what a falling-cff waa there !”
grinned Jimmy Silver. *“You giddy
blades gathered here to smoke. That
Now you
say you won't, just as if you didn’t
liko 1t.”

“Ha, ha, ha t”

“Give hum you bat, Erroli!”,

Erroll laughed, "and gave Lattrey |

the business end of his bat.” Lattrey
uttered a.peculiar gurglo as he tried
to dodge.’ Then he sat very still.

.. “Leave off, you rotter !” he panted.

“6a k" said Morningtan, en.

another cigarette. lla was -more
hardened to smoking than. jne com-
rades, and he was standing it better;
but he was feeling threats of upbeaval
withip, A e : . *

Tracy of th-.}{fShell had  joined
Tubby Mauftin-

Tub 1 ith hiis  héad n{. ‘the

wuler.., Jhe rést_kept-their places

's;‘\mkﬁi t.&?sl_gwl}‘; -_‘,,i_k‘ ’p T *'p *
But .they had, to smokess s

~'There“had bee inany a smoking-

gnrty- held in Mark Lattrey’s study;
ut ¢ertain)

such a dismnf

there had never becn
ong as the present party;

. b . S
going to hit. Just try this for your-
selves, "and you will discover my
meamng.. 1t 13 quite obvious that to
hit out with the left whilst boxing
with your elbow:pointing outwards in

would necessitate your drawing your

in advance that you are going to hit,

and you will find him fully prepared

for you. At the same time, by keep-
and a trifls in, you will find that you
are able to land a perfectly straight
loft—the greatest blow in boxing, and
the one that counts most. This i3 the
direct and quickest route to the chin,
and beats all tho swings and hooks
that are attempted by most present-
day boxers. _

I have explained fully the position of
tho left hand, o will now go on with

for guarding purposes, but also for
what is termed * finishing off.”

The right arm shou'd be placed
arross the body so that the glove is
almost . on a level . with the left
You will find that the
right glove affdrds &’ ¢ertain amount
ofb protection for the chin, whilst the
"1 alio a protection against
straight or swinging lefts to the body.

Keep the right arm about two
inches from the body; for by extend-
ing your arm shglhtty in this manner
you will bave less difficulty in guard-
ing your opponent’d‘deliveries.

By carefully studying the foregoing
yon will ‘have attained the perfect
position of the :arms and feet. -The
use of both hands § will deal with in
a later article, as it is most essential
for you to master the correct position

done so, you will have overcome one
of the greatest obstagles barring your
progress to suceess, . )
Another point dr, two before we
leave the ** position,” and that is to
remember that the whole frame must
ba held loosely and cast'y. Don’t on
any account let 'youf muscles get taut.
It is unnecessary t&' 'clench your fists

or stand as if yoné'feet were glued to

the flooe. ~ You are’ wdsting a deal of

energy and st!‘eh'g'f_!l.'f‘*‘l_

}

¥ when you §

The Giddy Goats of Rookwood were
going through it; and mever had
they so sincerely repented of their
giddy-goatishness, A hicking or a mag-
ging wonld bhave been a joko to this.

Mornington watched them implae-
ably. - :

It was high time the smart set of
Rookwood had a lesson ; and they were
getting a lesson now, and a severe
one. ' - a . -

Adolphus Smythe dropped a half-
smoked cigarette to the tloor, and
leaned . his head -wpon his hands,
groaning  deeply. The  inward
Adolphus was in a state of Bol-
shevism,
a sentence of death would be - a
pleasure, compared with tinishing tha
cigarette. .

“You're not smokin'®, Smythey !
said Mornington,

Grogn !

“You hear me, Adolphus?”

Groan!

Adolphus couldn’s answer ; he could
only groan, and the groans were both
loud and deep.

“Fancy Smythey getting fed u
with  smoking ! grnnned LOVELE
*“Who'd have thought it?"

“IIa, ha, hal” . :

i joying yourself duwn

-,
-

Are you enj
there, Tubby ?™
“Grooogh I’

“1laving a good time, Tracy !’

“Qug-gug-gug !’ -

Groan ?rom Adolphus  Smsthe.
Townsend and Topham had thete
heads on the table naw, groaning in
chorus with Adolphus, Lattrey, Pecle,

“and Gower were still smoking feebly;

they weore the toughess of the Giddy
Goats of Rookwoad. But 1t was nmot

long now befare Cyril Peela eollapsed.

He rested his hands on his knces,
groaned, and rocked himself .in
anguish.

Lattrey staggeccd to his feet. Ilis
face was white from rage, and the in-
fluence of the cigarettes,

“You rotters!” he muttered
huekily. *“You rottera! Ow! I—I
won't touch another—I—I won't!”

“Prod him. Erroll I

“*Don’t you think he’s had enough,
Moruy?" murmured Erroll.

“Not till he collapses.™

“Let him keep it up,” chuckled
Tovell. It may be quite a long
time before Latlt;rey gt_'liw’s another
smoking-party in his stady.””

M Ma ha, hat

Mornington started operations with
his bat. [attrey dodged and twisted
—and the quick motion completed the
work of nany ecigarettes. e cols
lapsed into a chair, overcome,

Gower was the last. There was

b still a cigarette Dbetween his pallid

lips; but he had ceased te emoke. Ilo

It 13 quite time encugh ta clench
our tist just huniediately before your
{low lands, and plenty soon énough
to glua yaur feet Grmly to the floor to
withstand your eppanent’s onslaught

|

e ————
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Adolphus was feeling that

sat quite still, his glessy gaze fixed
before him stonily.

“QGo it, Liower!” said Morny.
~ Gower did not answer, or look at
hin, Ile seemed te have been turned
to.stone, a8 if by the glance of the
fabled Gorgon,
* Mornington looked round at the un-
happy crew. ‘T'he cigaretics wero not
finished yct—thera were plenty more.
But it was pretty evident that they
would never be smoked by Lattrey's
smoking-party. ‘

“Jlave they had enough, “you
fellowa ?” ?llleried "Mornington,

“Grooogh | SN

“Ow! Ow! Groooohli” o

“Gug-gug-gug-gug *
““Well, they sound as if they’ve had
enough,” said’ Jimmy Silver, laugh-

ing. * We¢'ll give them a larger dose
next time they have a smcking-
party.” ) | .

“Ifa, ha, ha!? R

ki

« “That's a good idea. We'll clear
off now—it's a bit thick in here. I
hope you fellows have been enjoyving
yoursclves,” said Mornington, looking
at the hapless Goate. * You've bad a
really good time—a really rorty time.
You ought to have enjoyed yourselves
no end. Comea on, you chaps!”
'Tom Rawson unlocked the door, and
Marnington & Ca. walked out of tho
study. They were followed by a
dizmal chorus. ,
“Groocogh ! ° .. .
*Dooaooch 1’ oo
*“Qooo-er!™. .
“Gug-gug " -
And the door closed upon tha
sufferings of the Giddy Goate.

[} . a L [ ] - -

“Ihat night there were pallid faces
among the Giddy Goats of Rookwood
when they went to bed. In the
dormitory of the Classical Fourth,
Lattrey and Peele aud Gower, Towns-

end and ‘Fopham, looked as if they -
‘were not ‘finding life quite worti

living. In the Shell quarters, Smythe

and Tracy gloomad upoa tho dormi- -

tory, from the deepest deeps of pessi.
mism, - : na

—-And the sufferers received no sym-
pathy. ‘Fhetr pallid locks only excited
tha . irrepressible mcrriment of the
other Rookwoad fellows. "Latteey did
not snswer when eoveral juniors in-
quired when he was. giving another
smoking-party. It was very probable
that whila Momington reinained
captain, the smaoking-partics of the
Giddy Goats of Rockwood would be

- few -and far between. .

TR g g T Tl‘ll E‘RD. " “ t.-\' - W

(Anrother long complete story of Jimmy
Sileer & Co, at Rookwood werxt Nounday,
entitled “The Right Sort!®™ By Owen
Conyuest. Don't mits it—=dat erder next
week's issue of the Bouxs® Frignp to-dayp.)
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HMold yourself mice and easily, and
divide the weight of the body equally
on both feet.  Slightly incline the
body forward, and ycu are ready for
attack or defenee.

FOOTWORK,

Footwork 1s a very important factor
in the boxer's make-up,

I should like to point out now that
it is abzolutely necessary for you to
get about eastly and quickly on the
feet, and although you may {\e natur-
ally active and hght—even a first-class
dancer—you will find that when you
come te move about to avaid a blov,
you will get your legs crossed and loso

your balance. -
Practice carefully the following
movements, which constitute the

A B C of footwork:
Stand in proper boxing attitnde,

. then step forward with the left foot,

following np with the right. Tako
three paces in this mauner forward,
and then retreat in like way, only
using the right foot first and follow-
g back wiﬁl the left.

The same thing applics in stepping
sideways to the left or right.,

When stepping to the left, use the
left foot first. If to the right, then
the right foot first,

At first you will have to do theso
movements slowly sq as to thoroughly
grasp their meanmg. You can gradu-
ally increasc in speed until you are
easily able to move about to avoid a
blow without losing your balauce.

The forward movement will be
found useful for attacking purposes,
whilst the backward movement will
enable you to get out of reach of your
opponent should he be of the rushing
kind. |

Remember that the position of the
feet controls every kind of offensive
and defensive measure, and to mam-
1ain a perfect balance at all tames, 1t

i3 necessary for you to keep your

Correct position of the hands and | right foot always in a direct line

fect, as described in the accompany-

ing article,

you are in a position, for the
moment, of Leing unable to slip him,
sidestep, or get out of reach.

co hia ecoming for you and J///"

behind your left.
;"‘m lldlin ¥ ?
[}

- . v »
[
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Summary o! the Previocus
Instalments.

3t. Clive's I1s a famous sporting school,

whose headmaster, Dr. Brooks, was a
great athlete in his day.

Raynham, the captain of the school, Is
idehised by the junior boys, but has somo
enemies among the seniors, notably
Parker and Bates, who, angry at their
not being included in the trial race for
the selection of the crew to meet SRalt-
house, manape, with the aid of two
rascals from tho town, to spoil the
race,

News reaclbes 8t. Clive's that a
vict has escaped, and Raynham,

con-
who
con-

* versation between Dr, Brooks and the

2; 1

L 4

.cscaped man, in which it appears that
the Head is befriending him. Raynham
decides to kcep his ezecret and watch
¢venta., . o ‘
fome time later Dr. Brooks has cause
te expel Lionel Puarker, who leaves the
schonl in disgrace. Instead of returning
to hia parente, he lives with his chum
Bates in the town, and the two devise a
gcheme of. revenge on Raynham.

The captain of the school awakes one

* night to find -a lurid glow in the sky.

a

2

L
H

He clambers ont on to the leads of the
tower to investigate, and, to his horror,
e discovers that it is the beathouse
on fire. = His voice 1inzs out on the

enight: “The beathouse is on firel”
2

- - . *

(Now read on.)

.. _ - b -
.y :l . 0 . -a -

The Burning of the Boathouse.

2. For some, moments, while he s_tqod
ataring ‘at the distant blaze, realising

r

what it must mean, Jack Raynham

was dlmost stunned by the shock
The boathouse was on fire! Tle

boathouse was on fire! S

- The words mechunically beat them-

sclves into his brain, depriving him

for a few seconds of the power of

. action.” But he was not the sort of

1

hoy to give way to emotion when

action wus needed. S -
He sprang wildly for the door that

led on to the roof, and, taking care

" to cluse it even in his haste, leapt

-y

down the stairs like a deer.

"Down he “went, down uutil he
reached the long corridor which led to
b1z rooms. -

¢ 1 must rouso some of the fellows!”
ke thought. And a moment later was

pounding on Cawood’s door. His fist

_ fell heavily upon the panels,

&

“Hallo!” came in a tone of sleepy
protest. What's up?” .

“(Open the door, Cawood!” panted
Jack. *It's I—-Raynham?!' -

A startled exclamation anssured him
that Cawood was stirring. e heard
tho prefect’s feet speeding to the door.
It apened. - ' ' ‘

Cawood, with hair dishevelled and
eyes heavy with sleep, stood before
him in pyjamas. In an Instant the big
Sixth Form boy knew that there was
cornething sadly amiss,

“What is it, Raynham?” he said,
speaking quietly and straining his ears
to listen,

“The boathouse is on fire, 1 sus-

pect foul play. Tt looks as if the fire's

got a firm hold. Get your things on, |

and go downstairs! Oh, rouse Weight
and Hume on the way! I'll stir up
Leake, and get hold of Mr, Bagshot.”
“f;‘Right, old fellow! Sha’n’t be a
nfe” |

Cawood was backing into the roomn
as he spoke. Raynham, knowing that
he could rely upon him, then went
to Leake’s rooin and roused him,

I.eake's response was immediate.
Jack had more trotible to rouse the
master, but he stirred him at last.

Mr. Bagshot opened the door with
a frown of annoyance on his face, buf
the momen?® he saw that it was the
school _captain who had summoned
Liro he was alert in a flash. '

ST be ready in no time, Rayn-
ham!” le said, * This is indeed bad

news. Weren't there any men left to

watch the boathouse?”

» “Yen; Blake and two others—
Alorby and Iairs, I believe. 1 told
them t» be or  the watch, lest there

was foul play. I felt uneasy after that
ugly business in the trial race, There
must be more than accident in this.”
“I'll be down mn a moment, Rayn-
ham.” '
The captain ran to his own room,
drew on a pair of cricketing-trousers—
the first thing that came to his hand—
retaining lis pyjamas-jacket. He

. pulled on a pair of socks, aud laced

his shoes deliberately and securely.
And even then he was one of the first
to show up below., He waited, watch-
ing that flickering glare in the sky,
withi his heart swelling within him. .

“1 can’t wait for the other fel-
lows!" he muttered. And then, as he
heard them coming, calling to one
another as thoy descended the staira,
he yelled, “I'tn going on!” through
the doorway, and bolted. - s+~ - -
~ Raynham knew wha# he was doing.
He kept his head. « -

Setting a sound mile in four-fifty
pace, he sped alorz the nearest route
to the boathouse, the way being
illuminated by the glare of the fire,

which was reflected by the clouds that '

hung above the trees. - - R
'Raynham’ could hear the others
coming, hot in chase of him. * --~.
~ Well, there were enough of them
to do all there was to be done, - = ~
.~ Doubtless - somebody had taken
steps to sce “that the school fire-
brigade ‘was called out.” No time to
wait for that, however, e
- On he ran, keeping to the good
paths. And at last he saw the outline
of the boathouse in front of him,
showing through the trees, - - -+ .
* Very hot "and angry the flames
looked at close range, and billowing
masses of black smoke floated away
on the fair breeze, He could see the
moving waters of the silent river,
alive, it seerned, with golden ripples.
~Raynhamn sprinted, and reached the
front of the boathouse,
He stared at the structure in blank
dismay, » =+ = . . . . .
.The fire had taken a curious course,
and, having burnt out one half of the
lower floor, had stormed the staircase
and - attacked = the dressing-rooms
above. Here it Ldd eaten through the
roof, from the broken parts of which
tongues of flame leapt furiously.
Fhe_sparks rose as if from _a giant

- e FEr

blacksmith's forge. Ile could have
admired the ‘spectacle” if 1t hadn't
meant so much for the school. The

door stood wide open, so that he could
see within. - . -

. Was anybody there? What had
becorne of Blake and the other two
men whose duly it was to have
watched that night?. . . .. -
~He leapt - to the entrance, and
bellowed, hand to nmwouth: -

*“Is anybody therce? DBlake, where
are you? Anvbody about?”

The crackling of the flames and the
sizzling of burning tar mocked him,
The wind blew the flames sheer back,
and as they advanced to the devour-
ing attack again, with a roar that

would have drowned any reply below |

a shout, Rayrham drew back.

He was about to turn away, realis-
ing with a groan that the boat re-
served for the race must have been
among the first things that perished in
the flatncs, when he fancied he heard
a groan. T

A cry burst froin his lips. The
groan came from inside the boat-
house, or he was sadly mistaken. ‘

He sprang forward, and would have
passed into the inferno, when a man
sprang forward, as if from nowhere,

and seized him by the arm.

“You can't go in, my boy!” said o
hard, mectallic voice. ‘It would be
risking vour life. Tle roof will fall
im0 a moment, Stay where yon

are!” -
" Raynham attempted to throw awey
the restraining hand, and turned to
look at it3 owner. He saw before him

A Splendid New Sporting School

By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

a tall, well-buiit man of somewhere

v
U

Story.
1 — i

.
1
-

near middle age. The stranger wore
a suit of well-cut clothes, and his face
was half covered by a cap with a large
peak. S

Two . glittering, scarching cyes
looked into his.  Rayubam’s heart
gave a leap within him, He had a

feeling that he and the stranger had
met before, though he could not
remember where.

“Let me go!
mside!” he cried.
away, or—" .

‘The stranger's grip was firm, but
Rayuham shook his hand away and
leapt through the gaping door.

There’s someone
*Take your hand

And, like many another brave hero,
he was rewarded. ., S

His foot struck agam:st some yield-
ing substance that. lay. upon the
ground, and he fell headlong. -

It was as well, for as he lay, the
cooling air from outside filtering in
beneath the layers of smoke enabled
Liim to breath, and his head cleared.

The throbbing of his brain was
soothed for 2 momeut.

Ho lay still, drinking in the reviv-
ing, pure air, and then, turning,
groped for the thing over which he
had fallen.

His hands toucl:ied it, and his heart
leapt again. As he had thought, it
was the body of a man. As his hands
touched the body, the sound he had
heard before saluted his ears—the man
groaned fcebly,

It was enough. Raynham got up on
his knees and prepared for a mighty
eifort, Small portious of flaming
debris were fallmg like golden rain
from above. He gzet his arms béneath
the prostrate forns, and heaved him
up. He got him across his shonlder,
adjusting the weight to a nicety, and
then, rising, made in the direction of
the door. He had chosen his course
dehberately, carefully. It was no
haphazard guess. a

Holding his breath, and keeping a
straight course, lie stepped firmly and
boldly forward.

The cool breeze tonched liis cheek.
The cloud of smoke that was blinding
him cleared. Before him he saw the
river. R
And so Raynham staggered out of
the burning boathouse, carrying l:ia
precious burden, whilst a loud,
triutnphant shout rang from the lips
of those who were there to see.

o -J

Doubts and Suspicions.
When” Juck opened his eyves agai
he found himself lying upon soft,f'co:}l
grass, and there were kindly fuces
round him, S Y T
.- He was blinded by the intense glure
that touched everything around, and
frowned for a moment, puzzled to

remember what had happeued.

A kindly hand was thrust below his
neck, and his head was raised up.

“Drink this, Ravynham,” eaid a
gentle voice, and he recognised Mr,
Bagshot, who smiled at him.

A cup was held to his lips, and he
drank the cooling, refreshing water it
coutained greedily. Then he struggled
up,

It was an amazing sccno that met
his gaze. Nearly all the bovs of St,
(dive's, scniors and juniors, had come
down from the school, it seemed, and
they wore the most astounding med-
lev of strange attire that ever Jack
Lad seer. Ho could see M. Lenoire,
the French-masler, capering and
gesticulating on the bank, near the
river. A little apart stood the Head,
directing the school fire-brigade. The
brigade had brought the hand-drawn
engine with them, and were pumping
water on the shell of the boathouse,
but it was wasted effort.

The roof of the huilding had fallen
il]l, and the flaines were soaring to the
sky.

I think I brought somebody out
of the boathouse,” murmured Jack,
as he struggled to rise. *“Who was
it.?!' .

* Blake,” was the instant reply.

“ Poor fellow! Is hebadly hurt?”

“The fice docsn’t seem to bhave
damaged - him much,” answered
Avthur Cawood evasively. ‘“And that

bt
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'RAYNHAM TO THE RESCUE!

thoso who were thers to see.

Raynham staggered out o! the boathouse, carrying his preclous
burden, whilst 2 loud triumphant shout rang
But the stranger in ths cap, who stood aloof from the others with his arms
folded across his chest, atared gloomily on. : LT :

rom the lips of

The next moment he was fighting
his way through the blinding, chokin
smoke. Pieces of Lurnirg woodwor
began to fall from above.

Myriads of sparks .1an over the
wooden beams and the cziling above.
The heat was stifling. He could seo
red tongues of flame, deadened by the
smoke, above him.

Bending low, he
coughing, choking.

“Where are you?!” he gasped.
“YWhere are you?"” e strained his
ears to catch a reply, but none came.
He stumbled against a beam, and re-
coiled from it. - He could no longer
tell where he was, |

His head struck against an obsfruc-
tion, half stunning him. '

He no longer knew where the door
was, and felt faint. Yet the last thing
in the world he; thought about was

groped about him,

"

giving up his search. -

Mr. DBagshot, Arthur Cawood
George lLeake, David Hume, and
Wright were there, and one other—
the man with the cap—who stood
aloof from the rest, with his arms
folded across his chest, staring
gloomily on. The cry he uttered
made itself heard above the others: _

“He's a hero, by Christopher®”

“It's Raynham !’ screamed George
Leake, through tremb.ling Lips, whilst
tcars filled his eves. “It's Raynham!
And he’s saved the fellow, whoever
he 1s! Oh, Jack!” :

Raynham kept upon lis course,
sucking in deep breaths. He ad-
vnncodguntil he was well elear of the
doomed boathouse, and then faced
his chums with a smile,

‘“Take him, ‘you chaps!’” he man-
aged to jerk out, and then, swaying
forward, fell before ther could catcl
him,- and rolled with his_burden at
their feet. a v

chap whom we found here wher
we arrived, i3 looking after him. The
doctor’s been sent for!”

Jack caught Cawood by the arm

“Arthur, old bean,” he cried
“vou’'re keeping something hack!
Is Blake dead ?™ -

ilNo.”

““No; what then—"

. “*Oh, he got a smack on the head,
and he's in a bad way! Ravhham -
I don’t know what’s happened to the
other two, but they weren't at theis
posts. DBiake must have - beer
attacked. The boathouse was broker
into, and purposely set on fire
and—" .

Raynham fell back with a gasp o!
horror. What was the matter witl
St. Clive's? What evil genius was i
who brought bad Inck upon the
achool? Iun the past St. Clive's coul
show much sensational history, bw
always in the way of remurkable
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Ho kuew who the stranger was
now—remembered where he had
met hin. He was the convict
whom he had met under such
dramatic circumstances in the
school grounds some timo ago;
but now the man wore respect-
ablo clothes, his hair was grow-

achievemerts In school, or on the
playing-felds, or river. Nothing un-
toward like this had ever occurred
before.

He held his hand to his head, and
pulled himself together.

“Where is Blake?” ho
“1'd like to go to him!”

“ At any rate, if he recovers, he’ll
have you to thank for saving him,
Jack,” said David Hume. * By gad,
how you must have run to have got
down hera so far ahcad of ue!- Yon
must have smashed all records. I
wonder you had the 'strength left to
- wo in and fish Blake out. When we
arrived, it was impossible to enter,
- and we all thought you were lost
autil you-came staggering out with
Blake over your shoulScr. That
sirange man said he tried to prevent
sour going in—" -

“He did}” s&aid Raynham curtly.
“1'd like to have a look at him, too!
1 wonder was it e who set the boat-
ivpuse on fire?* - ,
~ Rarnham pressed forward, waving
the big-eyed schaolboys, who harred
the way, back., On tho grass, in a
wlace of safety, with the trees grow-
ing round, he saw Blake lying, with
tha stranger bending over him, Two
«f tha masters were In attendance.
There was no sign of Dr. Green yet.

Raysham quickened his pace, and
bent over Blake.

AL AAN WS ubk AF LR LB i

He saw the stranger bindipg ihe
poor fellow’s head up with some band-
ages, which had becn provided some-
how. There was blood upon them.
Clake's face was as white as paper,
and his eyes were closed. Dark circles
showed around them, Iis lips were
slightly parted, and he was moanil\g
feebly. .

“Stand back, my boy!” said the
wtranger curtly.  *You can do ne
vood here! He's in safe hands until
the dactor comes !” -

- 1 want to look at him,”’ answered
Raynham, and the other raised his
cves with a flash.

_Again that quaing fecling that he
had met the man before, came over
thic school eaptain, and his face grew

«tern. -
“0Oh, it's you, my bey !” said the
waranger gently. "{ thought it was
we of the others. I’ve done the best
1 could for the poor fellow. But you
must Qe pretty used up. I never saw
auyone run as you ran from . the
school, and what you did afterwards
" was marvcellons ¥ s
- “*You followed me!” cried Rayn-
tam, watching tha deft play of the
vtranger’'s fingers.

““Yes, I was at your heels all the
way, but I could hardly hold you?!”

I{aynham arched his brows m sur-
vrise. lle was able to ecaleulate now
ithat he had probably put up the
fastest time he'd ever made over the
stance that separated the boathouse
from thoe sohool, and this man, who
rast be twico his age, had kept pace
with hime.  Jt secmed odd.

““Where do you live? Who are
rcu? What were vou doing lurking
i hout the grounds T demanded Rayn-
ham hotly. There was a menacing
1.3-:]5; i his vorce, and the other smiled
+Uly, :

“Oh, I was taking a walk!” he re-
pHed. “I often dot 1 saw the glare
of the fire, and wondcred whether I
~0uld be of any use. Then I beard
- gu runuaipg—""*

“But you'd no right to be here'
You sha'n’t leave the school grounds
atil we learn something more satis.
factory about you!” said Raynham,
and the stranger was quick to note
»id ippreciate the threat behind tho

orde, ‘

At that moment, Dr. Brooks ¢ame

n. He’d heard what Ravnham said.
. “Raynham, my dear [ellow,” he

-iied, "I don’t thmk you need preces
e matter further, This gentleman is
a friend of mine. . I can answer for
l.im! Ab, here’s Dr. Green![™ .

The Head turned to meet the
rinctor, who cawne up bearing a caee
honeath his right arm, and a bhag in
iris left hand. |

Raynham fell back with a atart.

asked.

—

L a triumphant whirl.

“hands,

 boats !

ing, there was a slight mous-
tachec on bis upper lip. Soon he
would be sufficiently respectable to
go abroad in the light of day. And
Dr. Brooks was protecting him. '.

Raynham's brain whirled. Siunce
the l{ead placed such implicit trnst in
him, it would seem as if it couhl not
have been he who'd set the boathouse
on fire. But who, then, had done the
foul deed? Perhaps Blake would be
able to tell them when he came round.
But would he ever come round ?

Raynham leant against the trunk

of a tree, and watched the doctor as
he busied himself over the patient,
or looked at the boathouse, now re-
duced io utter ruin, -
_ Me saw the remains of the roof fall
iy, amd the sparks fy hecavenward in
Then the light
began to die away, and the darknces
to supervene.

An  ambulance-party came, and
Blake was borne away by gentle
the bearers walking with
broken step, The doctor paced beside
them. Thoe masters began {o restore
order among the boys, and to send
themm back to the school. They
marched off in dejected groups, some
of them talking in hushed whiepers,
mnost of them silent and too abashed
to speak.

Lost in reverie, the school captain
might have remained there after all
had gone, but a band teuched his
arm,

It was Dr. Brooks who addressed }

him. :
“ My dear fellow, you must be tired

out! You did nobly! It’s no use
gaétgr}g here! Go back and get to
ed ¥’

* But—the boathouse, sir—and the
Wa have na racing eight left
now! - \We shall have to scratch
against Salthouse! It secms a shame
tO-—-"

Raynirama's lips trembled, and he
spoke with latterness.

“We'll think about the boat in the
marning. Don't worry! I sha’n’t
forget this, Raynhiam ¥* - :

“Y want to find out whe fired the
boathouse, arr! The scoundrels tried
to nmrdes Blake! If Morby and
Fairs did it—"

*They know nothing about it, my
lad?t They'd left the boathouse, and
went inlo Banford to get something
to drink. 'Their crime does not go
beyond a neglect of duty. I have dis-
missed them. The police shall take
the matter up fo-morrow ! -

Raynhan looked past tha Head at
the sinister figure of the stranger,
who stood gloomily silent a few paces
away. What did he know about it?
He was a conviet. The man must
have committed some crime to have
Isuﬁ'«:red imprisonment. = What of
vime ?

. Dr. Brooks seemed _to‘_nusv:gr the |
L unspoken question by linking his arm |

with that of the stranger. .

“We'll walk up to the house to-
gether, Gilbert,” he said. ‘' Rayn-
ham, my boy, you must go to bed.”

“I'n K)ok after him, sir,” came in
a cheery voice, and George Leake,
placing his arm about Raynham’s
middle, urged him away f{rom the
tree. ‘ : -

So they left the scene of the
disaster, their way back being dully

illuminated by the dying light of the |

fading fire.

Jack saw the doctor and his com-
panion turn away from the big School
House, and blundered on with Leake.

They entered the School Houge
together, and Leake led Jack up to
his rooms.

“Get to bed, old man,” he said
persuasively. “1 know _this bas hit
you hard. But don’t worry, eold
fellow. Are you feeling all right 1

*“ All right, thank you, George !

“Good—uight, then? And Leake
grasped Raynham by the hand.

'The firm pressure of his fing4rs
soothed the captain’s shatte
nerves, and ho braced himself up.

*What a blackguardly shamo it
is !}’ be said. **And did you see poor
Blake's face, George 1’

“Yes, I saw it. And J heard what

e ————— —p—

T

}

~could nct ygo to bed just yet.

a stunning chap he was!

- gaping

Dr. Green said just before they put
him on the stretcher. e thinks
Blake will pull through, but ho says
he would have died had he stayed in
that boathouse another miuute. If
he lives, Lke'll owo his life to you,
Jack.” . K

. “I'm glad of that. I'm glad 1
went i, Good-night, George!”

Raynham entered his rooni, and
Leake drew the door to gently.

Feeling dazed and tired, and suffer-
ing from a splitting headache, caused
by the fouf smoke he'd breathed
inside the burning boathouse, the
captain _of St. Clive’s drew lus
things off, and pulled on his pyjamas.
Yet, tired as he was, he felt tha.t.lllle

e
dropped into a chair by the window,
and stared out into tho darkness. A
dull red glew showed above the tree,
Slowly it died away, until trees and
black sky mcrged mn one sweeping
whole. )

So the fire was out, and the boat-
houso had been. burned to the
ground. "

Jack’s head
closed slecpily.

‘nodded, and his oyc;s_'

Opening them again, he looked
across at the doctor’s house. With a
start he saw that the strange light
was showing again upon the roof.

What sinister meaning did that
hght possess?

_ Ho watched it, fascinated, wonder-
ing.

Then of a sudden it went out. Yor
a long time he waited, expecting it
to rcappcar; bhut it did not couo
again, and at last the tired and jaded
boy crept into bed, rolted himself in
the clothes, and dropped oft to slcep.

And he slept like a dead man until
the clamour of the school bell
awakened him again. Then he got
up, bathed, dressed hituself, and went
downstairs to learn that all that had
happened the night before was not
as he had half hoped it would prove—
nothing but a dream.

Hovlv a New Racing Eight Came to
St. Cliva'e,

All day long the police were comung
or going from Dr. DBrooks® bouse.
The boys, as they labaured in the
class-rooms could heac the rattle and
whirl of the vehicle that bore the

salvage corps to the scene of the fire |

by way of the main road, and the?
side lanc that led down to the river,
Suppressed whispers could be heard
ou every hand, aid the masters found
that tha boys shew®l very little apphi- |
cation during : the morning school

hours.y Afterwards a rush was made L

to tho river, apd excited groups of
boys gatheredf to talk over the
catastrophe, and wonder who had

done the foul deed.

The race with Salthouse was off, of
course. \What a rotten shame! low
Salthouse would <c¢row! They’d
licked St. Clive's to a frazzle the yeur
before, when infjuenza bad weakened
the St. Clive’s beoat; and now St.
Clive's would have to scratch.

But with it all the boys were able to
spealt with pride of Raynbham. \What
How they

-

worshipped him | . :

Young Stunt, who used to fag for
Parker, having ventured a suggestion
“that any other chap would have

- done all that Raynham bad done, and
L a jolly mght more,” was promptly

ducked, and ran blubbing back to
school. .

Raynbam came down to the river
with Leake, Hume, and Cawood, and
the boys ran cheering round him.

e silenced them with a look, and,
holding up his hand, said:

**None of that, you duffers!
There's nothing to yell about! You'd
all bettee o back to the school.” .

" He walked round the ruins with

talking for a while.
Young Cayley, who had Syd Gray
and Frank Sharp with him, watched

the prefects breathlessly. They were
- paying a deal of uttentton to the door

of the boathouse, which curicusly
envugh had not been burned with the
rest of the waoden building., It had
scarcely been damuaged at all—by the
fire, that is to say. ) ,
But where the lock had been were
r eracks. * The wood was
sphintered. The lock had been broken
away. - : '
“(Cawoal,” said Raynham, peint-
ing, *look at that! ‘L'he boathouse
was broken mto! 1 expect we shall
hear, if Blake is ever able to speak

again, that he was inside when that |

happened. I expeect he offcred resist-
ance, and was beaten down.” :
They remained for some time

examining the door, and then walked |

slowly back to the school, with the
juniors doggmg their footsteps at a
safe distance, and other boys peeping
at them in awe from behind the trees
and shrubs.

“Look ' said Peter Cayley.
“Raynbham’s going to Dr. Brooks'!”

- §
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- started 1nunediately. 1
men have completed their examina- |

time I don’t sce wh

} versation

It was true. Raynban, leaving his
cliums, walked over to the doctor’s
house, and vanished within its
splcmiid doorway. -

study, . _
“The Head received him with smil-
ing face and outstretched hand,

**Ah, Rayvham, I'm truly pleased
to sce you!” he cried, I have much
to saf' Blake is out of danger, you'll
be glad to hear. The injuries to his
head aro not as bad as the doctor had
supposed. lle recovercd conscious-
ness an hour axo, but was not per-
-mitted to speak. The doctor gave him
a sleeping-draugh$, which will kcep
him quiet for some hours. DBut he
will not die.”

Raysham’'s facoe cleared, and his
aeyes gleamed brightly. There was a
flicker of a smile on his lips as he
answered,

“I'm glad to licar that, sir!” Ilis
voice had its old checrfulness.
“Have you been down to sce the
ruins 1" | o

*¥Yes.”

“ Did you examme the door, sir?'>

“Yes. It had been smashed in.
The police have the matter in hand,
and I havo offered a £100 reward for
the arrest and conviction of the

- villains who set the place on fire.

There is no clue so far, But the

police have hopes.”™

Raynham fidgeted, frowning agaiu,

*“What's the matter, ny boy?” -

“1 was thinking of that stranger,
sir, who followed me to the boat-
honse.” '

The Ilead gave back look for look.

‘“What about him?”’

‘“*Might he uot have done 1t ?*

*“Raynham,” and the Head's voice
was stern, ““he 1s an old friend of
mine! I would trust hun with iy
hfe, Let that suffice. And now
about the boathouse.” It was with
evident relief that Dr.
changed the subject.
arranged for the placo to be rebuilt
on a hundsome scate. Qub of evil
cometh good, The work will be
The salvage-

tion. You will have a new and up-to-
date boathouse befaro next season—
one that will not burn very readily,
And now, what about this race with
Salthouse? We must postpone it, 1
suppose. I've wired Bains "—DBains
was -the llead of the rival school—

“this morning. We've got to get a’

boat for you chapa, and you muest get
used to it. It would bo adding injury
wpon injury .if you were %o lose tho
raco now because your crew were not
used to your new boat, Raynham.”

RRaynbam laughed breezily at that.
“Oh, :we sha'r’t - mind
beaten,” he answered. ‘‘And we’ll

. make no excuses if Salthouse get

home first. If we can get a boat in
we should post-
poiie the raca at all. 1’ sure none
of the fellows would object. I ecer-
“tainly shouldn't.”

Just then the telephone-bell rang
loudly. - :

“Excuse me a moment, Rayn-

 ham,” said the Illcad, seizing the

instrument and removing the receiver,
which he placed at his car.  *This
may be Baina. lallo! Hallo! YWho's
there? Dr, Brooks speaking. Yes.
I'm “St. Chve's. Ah—h'm—yecs—ycs
. 9 i

'The disjointed and one-sided con-
which followed interested
Raynham, because ho was able to
follow the gist of 1t. It was Salthouse
speaking, and they appeared to bo
offering St. Chve's a racing-boat.

Dr. Brooks presently turned to the
captain of St. Clive's,

- **Raynham, my boy,” he said, *“ Dr.

J.eakeo and the others, and they stood r- Bains tells me that he can lend you a

racing eight, If you care to accept it.
He's willing to send it off by road
this afternoon, and it will arrive here
by evening, oars and all, rcady to
take the river!{”

“Then we’ll aceept the loan of it
with pleasure, sir.”

it’'s & centre-scated boat, und none of
you are used to that. 1t would be a
terrible handicap.”

‘“Haven't they got a boat in the
old style, sir?” _

* Apparently not.  They always
used the centre-scated type. I have
- asked Bains.”

“J don’t think wae would be able to
get a racing eight sent here from
| Landon or Cambndge, sir, under a
few days at the earliest, and I'd
rathor use a centre-seated boat from
Salthouse than a dufhnge craft from
anywhere e¢lse. We wounld, at least,
have the assurance that it is a tip-top
| craft.  They wouldn’t be bad sports-
men enough to send ve a dud.” .. -

“Pud is slang, Raynhamt I do not
encourage slang at St. Clive's.” And

| the doctor’s eyes twinkled merrily.

He weut straight to the dactor’s |

Brooks |
“I bave |

retting }

* All, but wait 2 moment! Ha says |

“What shall I say? \Will you have -
the boat Bains offers sent on?”
“Yes, sir.- Ask him to send it.”
“And tho race?! Shall I say we
| would like Salthouse to postpone it
L for a weeki”

' *No, sir.” ' -

“Eh? What's that®” :
_*We stick to the original date,
nr. We'll be able fo get a bit of
practice before the race. We must
trust to luck for the rest.”

“You mean that?”
© %" Most cmphatically ! I want to get
the race over.”

“Oh, very wellt St. Clive's will be
beaten. But I sha’n’t mind as long-
as we put up a decent show. And at
the worse Salthouse won’t have =o
very wuch to crow about.”,

Dr. Brooks applied himself to the
| telephone again, the interrupted con-
versation was completed, and a few
minutes later Raynham was hurrying
to the schoolhouse to tell Cawood and-

have to race in a centre-scated boat.

Raynham sent fage round to sum-
mon the crew to Lis rooms, and
there Lie told them the fate that was
in store for thein. They reccived tle
news with cries of dismay.

“It's jolly good of Salthouse to
seul us a boat,” obscrved Leake.
“But it will be precious little use to
us, [ reckon, after all the practice
we have put 1n in our own boats. It
would take a long time for us to get
the best out of her. Still, we mustn’t
grumble, 1 suppose, and we'll have

to accent a licking with a good
| heart.”
“Who says we're going to be

licked 1 demanded Mollison of the
- Fifth, the stocky little fellow who
rowed bow.

“\WWhat clse can we expect, ycu
dulfer?” fumed David Hume.

“ Nothing, I suppose, but I hate to
hear you fellows talk about it.”

“At any rate,” suid Raynham,
‘““smile, you [ellows, smile! If we are
to be beaten we'll face the musio like
men .
. They dispersed somewhat gloomily,
' but w{mn they faced the rest of the
fellows they were smiling.

The news ram through the school
like magic. Salthouse wero sending
a boat for St. Clive’s to row in. It
was due to arrive that evening. What
a sell for the scoundrels who set fire
to the boathouse, in the hopo of stop- -
ping tho race, no doubtl!’

""" (Good eold Raynham wasn't even
going to alter -the date, which he
could have done had he liked, of
course, for Salthouso would never
have raised an objection under the
circumstances! How was that for

high?
If Raynham had been popular
before, he was idolised now. What

a captain he was. You couldn’s
daunt him, no matter what you did.

F And after the race he was going to
firht one of the bullies of the town.
If they had dared, the boys, especially
the jumiors, would havo stormed
' Raynham's study, have taken him out
by main force, and have carried him
shonlder-high round the grounds,

} “The worst of it is, though,” ob-
served Jerry Hill - dejoctedly, “the
beguar dun’t like a fellow to mako a
fuss 'of him.* .

Latc that afternoon the playing-
fields were desesrted, and the boys
gathered in a crowd ncar the school
gates, to watch for the arrival of the
boat from Salthouse.

Scouts pecred over the boundary
walls or ran out into the roaud to
look.

At last, a shout aud a whoop in
L the distancs told the waiting boys
that the hoat was coming. |

Breathlessly they watched the gatee,
and presently through them paced a
big and powerful horse, drawing a
lorry behind it, ont which the racing-
boat could be seen. It had been care-
fully packed and strapped in place,
and was protected with ropes and
sheets.

The stately horse, ambling forward,
drew the boat past tho rows of cheer-
ing boys, and in this manner the hoat
which Raynham and his crew were to
use in their latest effort to lower the
 coloura of Sulthouse, arrived at S&
Clive's.

The grinning driver zave the horse
the whip, and it quickened its pace
' as it approached the schoolhouse,
Beside the vehicle, in front of 1t,

]

t

} behind i¢, ran a crowd of cheering

bovs, waving their caps frantically.

*“Hurrah!” yelled Jerry Il
“Hurrah! Brave, Salthouset Good
old Raynham?! Three cheers for St.
Clive's! 1 say, you chaps, wo'll lick
 *em yet!” : B
* (Another grand instalment of this
splendid  serial in next AMonday's
Bovy’ FRiexn. 7o aveid dirappotnl-
ment, arder tn adrance.) |

the rest of the crew that they would -
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" The 1st Chapter.
The Quilelesa Stranger.

“1lold on, sonnies!” )
Frank Richards & Co. drew rein as

a horscman rodo out of the trees |

aliead in the trail, and called to them.
Tho chums of Cedar Creek Schwol
were riding  southward froin  the
Thompson Valley, en route for the
raithead at Kamloope, Cedar Creck
had broken up for the holiduys, and
Frank Richards, Bob Lawless, and
Vere Deauclery were starting  for
their holiday on the Pacilic coast.
There was a long journey before
them, and they were starting on it in
the cf)ecriest oic-pirits. :
Their bags were strapped on behind
their saddless. The bags were to be
taken on the ratlway, and the horses
sent back fram Kamloops in charge of
a ranchman returning from the town.
For somoe houre they had seen
nobody as they trotted along the
lonely trail, till the stranger rode out
from the trees and hailed them, | |
“Hallo!™ sang out DBob Lawless
checrily. “ Anything wanted 2
“1 guess so!”
The horseman cyed the schoolboys
- rather curiouslty, Ile was a big man,

with a long, grexish beard and mous- |
taches, and a pair of large spectacles |

perched on a ‘hooked nase. "'He looked
a good deal ke a schoolwnaster. The
chums of Cedar Creck returned his
scrutiny with interest.

“You boys know this trail, I sup-
pose 1™ he asked. - >

“Correct !” '

“Then perhaps you can tell me if
I'm right for Kamloops?!”

The thrce schoolboys smiled.

The spectacled stranger had lis
back to Kamloops, which was many
n long milo distant. But Bob Law-
less nodded gravely.

“You'll get there if you ride right
on, 1n time,” he answered.
. Is it fart® .
w4 Abomt twenty-five thousand rriles

- the way you're going.”

[ 13 Eh!”

“You'll iave to keep right on past |

the North Pole,” exphined Bob Laiw-
less, with great serionsness. ** After
that, you come down through Russia,
I gucess, and keep on to India—"’

“What?*

“'Then there’s an occan to swim
aid—-" :

“X guess you're being funny,” said
tho bearded geatleman good-
humonredly.  “Do you mean that
I'm riding away from the town ?”

*Fxactly !” said Bob, lauzhing.

‘1 guess I'm a stranger hereabouts.
If you'll be
the ‘t\rrai.l-—-

“We're going to Iamloops,'” said
Frank Richardf P

“Oh, good! Then I guess if yon
don’t object to my company, Ull ride
along with you,” said the stranger,
and ho wheeled his horso in the trail,

“I reckon you're welcome,” said
Bob Lawless.  *“But woe don’t get
there to-day. We're camping out to-
night on the plain.”

the

“0Oh, Jcrusalem!”
stranger.

Frank Richards & Ce. rode on. the
arey-bearded man riding with them.
As  they rode, he talked volubly,
chiefly about himself. 1o explained
that ho had been wandering for most
of tho day on the plains, without
weeting a soul. His name wae
Ebenezer Johnsow, and he had been
a master in a lumber school at Pot-
ter's Creek. Now he was going to
Vancouver for the holidays.” There
was a simplicity about Mr. Jolhnson
that rather interested the chums of
Cedar Creek, and they good-naturedly

said

made up gheir minds to sea that he’

did not lose his way again that side
of Kamloons

good enough to poiut out |

3

i
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Tho sun was sinking towards the
far Pacific, and Bob Jawless was
looking out for a favonrable apot for
camping.

lle drew rein at last by the bank of
a rippling creck, under a clump of
trecs.

“Y guess this will 8lf the bil),” he
remarked.

Mr. Johnson glanced round him,

* Stoppiug hero for tho night?” ha
asked.

*That’s 1t.”

“I guess I'm keeping on, if you'll
point out the way,” recinarked Mr.
Johnson. *‘1'm not used to camp-
ing out.” \ : ,

3ob Lawless smiled. -

*“I can powt out the way right
enough, but 1 guess you'll be puzzled
to follow 1t,” ho sail. ‘*Tho trail's
hardly marked in some places, and
there's no signposts in this section,
you know. You'd better camp with

i
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that way by yourselvest” .

“J1a, ha! Yes, rather! We can
look after ourselves, you know !”
- Y should think <0,” said YFrank,
with a smile, ' '

The chums of Cedar Creck soon
showed Mr. Johnson that they knew
how to look after themielves. They
dismounted, and staked out the
horsce, and in a few minates they had
gathered dry brushwood, and lighted
a camp-fire. The day had been hot,
but the night was setting in with o
cold wind from the hills.

Bob Lawless unpacked sandwiches,
corn-cakes, and a cold fowl], while
Frank Richards made ccflce over the
fire. The schoolboys’ guest rested on
a grassy knoll and watcled them. .
said Vere Beauclerc at last,

And the* quartetto sat down round
tho fire to supger.

FFORD.

*Supper's ready, Mr, Johnson!”

He could hear the eteady breathing.
of his chume close at hand. Bob
Yawless and Beauclero were still
sleoping poacefully.” o
* There was a sound of a trailing rorﬁ
in the grasx, aud a etir from the
horses. It ceased again.

“QOnly the horses moving!” Frank
Richards reflected; and he settled
down 1o sleep again, satisfied that it
was some sound {rom the aniinale that
had awakened him.

But he did not slecp egaim at once.

Several "times again thers came &
sound of stirring among the staked
horees, ‘and he tgought drowsily that
the animals were very restless. The
sounds ceased at last, however. - -

But Frank - woundered, drowsily,
what was theo cause of their restless-
ness, and the thought camo into his
head that a lynx might be lurking
among the branches. At that thought,
ho etarted up from his blanket, and
threw an armful of brushweod on
tho dying fire. e

The camp-tire erackled and blazed
up merrily. -

Bob Lawless’s eyes opened.

* Hallo!
mured, drowsily,

- **Mendineg the fire, old scout!” an-
swered Frank.  **The herses don't
secem to be quite casy.”

“Ob, all right!™ . o

“My hat!” ejaculated Frank, sud-
denly. e :

He was glancing yound for the
horses, aud, to his amazement, they
wero not ian sight. ’ : .

‘Four etecds had been staked ont
with - the traild-ropes when  the
compers turned in. Now, there was
not a hoxse to be seen; apd the ends
of tho ropes lay, loase rournd the
pegs—cut ! .

Frank Richards gave a thout.

* Bob—wake np!®

“What's tha row?” |

“The herscs—they’re gone!™

1 \\‘hat?ﬂ .

Bob Lawless sprang to his feet.

Frank’s shout had awakened Vere
Beauclere also, and the remittance-
}pan’s son was on his feet in a twink-
ing.

Tt
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OUTWITTING THE HORSE-THIEF!

well, and never failed to answer.
his saddle-how, the revolver sinking to his side.

in with thelr cudgels.

A sudden sharp whistle left Vere Beauclerc’s Wps: 1t
was a signal to his horso; a signal that Demon knew
The black horse swung round, and * Mr. Johnason?®’ pitched forward on
Before he could recover himeself, the three schoolboys rughed
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us for the niﬁht, and strike Kamloops
to-morrow. It's a good step yet.”
Mr., Johnson looked dubious.

“I've never camped out before,’)
- ¥. a :'

he said,

“If’s casy enough,”
laughing.
We'll see you throngh.” . . _

“Yonr horse couldn't keep on ta
Kamloops without a reat,” remarked
Vere Beauclere. "

Myr. Johnson nodded. '

“I'm afraid that's s0,” he agreed.
“But I hate to be a trouble to you
young fellows——"

““Not at all!”

“Not a bit of 1t!”

“It’s rather a change for usg to be
looking after a schoolmaster, seeing
that we're schoolboys ourselves,”
grinned Bob Lawless. B

Mr. Johnson laughed. :

“Well, youw're very kind, and if
you'll let mc trouble you, I'll join
your camp,” ho said. “But if you
are schoolboyzs, surely you are a long
‘way from home by yoursclves!”

“Wae're off for tho holidays,” ex-
plained Bob. “Wae're taking the rail-
way to New Westminster, and then
we'ra going up the coast to Pacific
Point.’ |

said - Bob,

*“Don’t you worry, sir..

They chatted cheerily over the
meal, Mr. Jobnson displaying a keen
anterest in the plans thoe chums had
Jaid for theie hcliday by the sheore of
the sunny Pacific.

‘The moon rode in a sky of dark
-velvet, and sailed oyer the trees. Bob
Lawless rose from lis log at last,

*1 gness 1it’'s ime we turned in,"
he remarked. & . -

And, with their fcet to the fire, the
campers rolled themsclves in their
blankets, and settled down to sleep.

The 2nd Chapter.
A Thiet in the Night. .

Frank Richards awoke suddenly,

He had been dreaming of Cedar
Creck School, when he ¢aine abruptly
out of the arms of Morpheus,

. 1lis eyes opened, and he blinked
round him in the gloom.

For a moment ho expected to find
himself in the familiar room at the
‘Lawlesa Ranch.
on his face, aa ho raised his head from
the blanket, recalled his thoughts,

! There was deep silence in tha camp
by the creek, and Frank wanderel
what had awakened him.

Qverhead, the moon was glimmer-
ing throngh a network of faliage.

The fire had died down very low.

But the cold wind

They stared round blankly for the
haosses.

“Whero’s Mr. Johnson?” exclaimed
DBeauclere, suddenly. -

Frank Richards iad forgotten that
gentleman for the momenk ]

He fanly blinked at the place by
the fire where tho campery’ guest
had been lving. o

It was empty!

Mr. Johnson was gone! :

hard.
“Lit out!” he said.
and taken our horses?
Kick
hard!” :
“But—bnt what stammered
Frauk. * Perhaps he's goneo after the
horses——"

“Can’t you sec tho ropes are cut?
He’s stolen the horses and lit out
with them !” howled Rob.

“But—but a schoolmaster—*

“Schoolmaster bo blowed! He's a
horse thief, and he's taken us int!”
yelled Bob Lawless, **And we’ve
fot him do it¥ Ha'’s a schoolmaster
about as much as his name’s Johuson,
I guess—and he was no more going
to Kamloops than he was going to
China'! e was after” our outfit—
and, by Jerusalem ~he’s got it}

“Lit out—
Oh, thunder!
me, you galoote—kick me

What's that?” he mur- |

F
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.  on i
Bob Lawless' toeth came together } V4%

"My hai!”

The chums of Calar Creck looked
at ong another with fcelings too duep
for words. .
'They understood now. :

That guileless strunger, whom they
bad so kindly taken under their pro- -
tection, was o horse-thief; and in the
three unsuspecting schoolboys he lLad
teenn threg innocent victims.

Ron Larwless clenclied his hande.
“Faoled—by ' & sncaking horse-
thief!” he mauttered. *Oh, gum!?.
What & start for our holiday! And I
told popper that we could look after
ourseives—and this 13 how we've -
‘begun t”,
“The
Beauclere. :

My hat! We shall have to get-
back to the ranch!” groaned Frank. -
“*Ha's got our whole outfit!”

Bab’s eyes gleamed.

*] guess we're not going back:!”
he eai«f. “Why, wo should be laughed
‘to death at the ranch! I guess 1 can’t
face them and tell thom we'vo started
our holiday by lLeing cleaned out by
a horse-thief the first night!™
. (1] Bllt *»

*Nuff said! We've got to get afier
that skunk, and get our outfit back'!”

Frank Richards looked round him
helplessly. There was no sound from-
the trces save the ecough of the wind
m tho branches. 1ut DBob Lawless
did not lose another moment.

The rancher’s son dropped on his
knees, in the depression of the grass
where Mr. Johneon had lain down
He groped there with his hand, his
chums watching him 1n sience.

.. ,
awful roscal!”  muttered

“Good!” ha exclmmed, as e
sprang up. ‘“He's nct been gone
long ¥? on

“How do you know?”

“Because the pluce is still warm.”

“Oh, good!” said Frank. ‘

“I guess it’'s Jucky you woke up,
Franky, or the galoot would have
got clear olf, for eure,” said Bob.
“He’s not far away, I reckon, and
we're going after him. If I had my
cun—" He gritted his teeth. *I
reckon he will be heeled; but we’ve
got to tackle him, and get our truck
back, all the same, There's no ume
to lose. Get something in your fists
and follow.” : .

1t was the work of 2 minule to cut
cudgels in the thivkett Then Bob
Lawless ran out of the trees, and sur.
voyed the plain across which the
trail ran southward. - :

On the open plain the moonlight
shone almost as clear as day, and:
there was no moving figure tod be
ceen. .
*J guess hoe went througn the
'wood,” said Bob.
tho trail in the open. Of course, he

A

r wasii't going to Kamloops at all—and

he wouldn’s eare to show up there
with e&tolen horses, anvway. I shall
pick up hmw trail in the timber casily
enough ! ‘
- Bob was as good a

5 his wdrd.

The rancher’'s son was skilled in °

woodcrait, and to his keen eves it was
an easy matter to pxck up the traces
of the paesage of a bunch of four
horses tarough tho thicket.

Bob led the way through the trees
without a pause, his canmrades keep-
ing pace behind i

The horse-thief had headed west

 through the timber, and the trecs

were too thick for rapid ndmg.
“Mr. Johnson ® had undoubtedly

espected not to bha misaed Gl the

campers awoke at dawn, and by that

| time Mo would have been a dozen

miles away, and far beyond the reach

| of pureusi.

As it happened, howerver, the chums

' of Cedar Creek were not far behind

In the dim lllOOlﬂigh% that filtered

through the branches above, Bob
picked out the truck  withoat a
moment’s hesitation: -and Frank and

Beauclerc followed his lead unques-* -

t-ioninglﬁ'. They proceeded at a ran. ™
Bob

ted suddenly, and held up
his hand. .

“Listen?” he whispered. -

Thae three chums strainead their ears.

“T guess we're closo to tho galoot ™
sail Bob Lawless grimly, “Come

There was no need of picking up
the trail now: the sound was guide
enough, and the three schoolboys ran
hard—stumbling over roots and logs
occasionally, and picking themzelves -
up aud dashing en agam.

The sounds of the horses came
moro clearly to them every minute.
It seemed as if *“ My, Johnson” was
having some trouble with his outfit
Vere DBeauclere’s bir black horse,
Demon, <vas the most valuable prize
of the three, but Demon was very
likely to give trouble in a stranger’s
hainds. ¥n an open glade, where tho
mooulight fell clearly,” the "panting

‘schootbays canght sight of the horse

thiof at last. Hec was riding his own
steed, with the three trail-vropes in
his hand, lcading the stolen borses;
and Demon was rearing and * cavort-

! ing * saavagely. Agam and sgain the

** He’s not followed -
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horse-thief struck the big black Lorze
with his whip, but at each savage
blow Demon became more ficrcely
restive.

The whole * outfit ” had come to a
halt in the glade, when the pursuers

sighted it. Demoun was rearing and
pawing, and he made a sudden snatch
at Mr. Johnson’s whip-hand with his
teeth. ‘I'he horse-thief backed away
with a curse¢, and drew a revolver
from his hip. .. .

Tho bearded face was aflame with
rage.

Vere Beauclerc gave a cry.

The intention of the ruffian was
evident—to ehoot the obstinate animal
and clear off with the other two.
Beauclcro ran desperately forward.
At the sound of the voice the horse-
thief started, and turned in his saddle
towards tho schoolboys,

For a moment the rascal stared at
them blankly. The sudden appear-
ance of Frank Richards & Co. was
ovideutly the last thing he had
expected. .

But he recovered himaelf quickly.

The rovclver, which had been about
to threaten the black horse, turned
upon the schoolboys as they ran up.

SHalt ! . - .

“You rotien thief!"” panted Frank
Richards, ., - - - «~ —~ .Ffy¢ =

Y Halt, or T'll drop you in your

tracks!” ' ' O

» ‘I'he horse-thiel’s eyes gleamed over
the levelled revolver, - and : Frank
Richards & Co. came to a sudden
stop,

f €704 s Phe 3rd Chapter.
» _ Rough on Mr. Johnson!
“Stop where you are !’ -

Y <y

breath, setood , with clenched hands,
their cves gleaming at the horse-
thief. . . . : o e e

. With the revolver in his right hand,

end the trail-ropes of the three stolen.

horses bunched in: his left, the rascal
looked at them, with a savage grin,
+ ¢1 never reckoned I'd see you
fresh young galoots again!” he said.
“And now I guess I've seen enough
of you! Turn right about, and make
tracks, or down you go!".
. *“Oh, you rotter!” panted Frank.
" Bob Lawless breathed hard. - c
. But it was impossible to rush on
levelled revolver, and the
ranclier’s son held himself in check. -
The horse-thief was naster of the
gituation, but it wus only for a
inoment. -
- A sudden sharp
Beauclorc’s lips. - 5
It was a signal to his horze—a signal
that Demon knew well, and never
fuiled to answer. -
The black horse swung round an

- e

whistle left che

" dragged at the trail-rope held by the

thuef, ncarly dragging himn from the
saddle with the sudden jerk,

Mr. Johnson pitched forward on
hia saddle-bow, the revolver sinking
to his side, and, before he could re-
cover Limself, the three schoolboys
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rushed forward as if moved by the
sane epring. '

Crash |

Beauclerec was the first, and his
heavy cudgel crashed on the
horse-thief with a thud.

There was a fiendish yell from
Ebenczer Johnson.

He reeled in the saddle, and, as he
reeled, Frank Richards and 'Bob
struck at him hard.

Demon was still straining at the
trail-rope, and the pull on it unscated
tho rascal as Lo reeled under the
blows. .

There was a crash as he landed in
the grass. ,

The revolver exploded harmlessly as
it flew from his hand. -

: “Qur turn now !”’ panted Bob Law-
ess. - | -

The horse-thief cast off the trail-
rope as he scrambled to his feet, his
faco black with fury.

But three smiting cudgels met him
as he scrambled up, and he rolled in
the grass again, groaning.

Bob Lawless crached his cudgel
upon tho revolver. The horse-thicf
lay groaning, and the schoolboys
gathered round him, with weapons
ready if he tried to riso again.

“Will you have some more, you
pesky thief?' asked Bob.

Groan ! : '

“I gucss we win this deal,” re-
marked Bob. *And as the pesky
galoot roped in our horses, we'lﬁake
away his! IIe can hoof it from herc
to where he hangs out when he's at
home !" - '
* “Good !” grinned Frank Richards.
"Mr. Johuson sat up dazedly, clasp-
ing his hend in both hands. .

» He blinked dizzily at the chums of
Cedar Creek, but was cvidently not
inclined to try any further conclu-
sions with them., , -

ie did not attempt to resist as Bob
~scarched him for weapons, and took
away a concealed  knife, which he
broke off short at the handle under
hiS bOOtv. et . ) '

- ST - -
s Thé chums secured thieir horses and

mounted them, Bob taking the horse- |

thief’s own steed by the reins.

.Then the rascal setaggered up,
panbing: - : : "

- *“Give mo my horse !"”

“] guess Shanks' pony is good
enougly for you!” said Boly Lawlecs
coolly. * You were going to leave us
on foot. I reckon we're not going to
steal vour horse, you jay; but wc're
going to let it loose on the trail, and
you can hunt for it to-morrow, if you
choose !. Sayvy?” : .
.. The harse-thief muttered a string of
curscs as the chums of Cedar Creek
rode away, leading the -captured
steed. - :

But he did not atiempt to follow.
- Without his weapons, he had no
chance - against the three sturdy
.Flc'hoolboys, and there was no help for

m. . " -

His savage oaths died away in the
timber as the chums rode away and
returned to their camp.

The rccaptured horses were staked
out again, and Bob Lawless led Mr.
Johnson’seteed out on the open trail.
There a flick of thsa whip sent it
galloping away to the eoutg.
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Bob grinned as ho returned-to the
camp. .. .

“I guess friend Ebenczer will have
a long tramp before he ropes in that
bit of horseflesh again !" he remarked.

“We'll keep a watch here till
morning,” said Beauclerc. :

“You bet!”

And the three chums watched in
turn, till dawn came fushing up
above the distant summits of the
Rocky Mountains.

But they were not disturbed.

Evidently Mr. Ebenezer Johnson
knew when he lad had enough, and
he did not approach the camp again..

Frank Richards & Co. rebuilt the
camp-fire in the dawn, and break.
fasted in cheery spirita,

They were elated by their victory
over the horse-thief, though, as Bob
remarked, it was as much due to
Demon as to themselves. |

They started cheerily on the trail
after breokfast, keeping their eyes
open at first for Mr. Johnson,

But nothing was secn of that
gentleman, and they soon forgot his
existence. They did not expect to set
eyes on him again, though, as a
matter of fact, if they had only known
it, they were not by any means
finished with him vet.

It was late in the afternoon that
day when they rode into Kamloops.

There, at the railway hotel, they
met Billy Cook, the foreman of the
Lawless Ranch, who was in the rail-
road town on business for Mr.
Lawless. . ,

Billy Cook took charge of the
horses, to take them back with him to
the ranch, and that evening the
chums spent looking round the town.

They were to start for the West on
the morrow, and they returned to
their hotel early to sleep.

As they drew near the building Bob
Lawless atopped, with a sudden
exclamation. - e S
" "By gum, there he is!"”

» *Who? My hat,” shouted Frank,
““the horse-thief!" . A

A dusty and tired-looking pilgrim
was tramping ‘up ‘the streets, and, as
tho light from the railway hotel fell
upon him, the chums of Cedar Creck
recognised Ebenezer Johnson., «»~ -
';ApParer.tly he had just arrived in
Kamloops on foot. -+ ~ _

He caught sight of ithem at the
same 1nomnent and stopped. . The next
moment he darted away down a side-
turning and yanished.i e
“RBob Lawless made 8 movement in
pursuit, and then stopped. ~ s

‘‘ After all, we've dore with him, 1
guess,”” he said, *‘Let the scallywag
go | . i ‘¥+
_“It seems that he was coming to
Kamloops, = after &all,” * remarked
Frank Richards, as they entered the
hotel. -~ . « e
- Vere DBeauclerc looked thoughtful.

“Unless he has followed us here,”
he said. - “We gave him a rather
rough hardling, you know, and he
dooked malicious enough.”’ o

Bob Lawless laughed.

“I reckon he can’t hurt us if he is
following us,” he said. “Jf we come
on him at close quarters, we'll handle
him again!”

"And the chums dismissed Mr,
Ebenezer Johnson from their mind
and went to bed. |

* A
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‘The &th Chapter.
"’; - On the Train!

“Iere's the train!”

The big train was booming into the
station from the east, and Frank
Richards watohed it with curious eyes.

From the far east of Canada the
train-had come, by the great Lakes,

"and over the Rorky Mountains by

the Kicking Horso Pass. .. -

Frank Richards remembered the
train from the east which had landed
him at Kamloops long before, when
lie first came to British Columbia to
live at lits uncle’s ranch,

Now he was to take the train again
on its westward journey, and, for the
first time, to finish the crossing of the
Continent,

As he looked at the shining metals,

stretching away into the infinity of

distance, Frank Richards could not
help thinking of his old home.

But his old home,‘ in the old
country, existed no longer. His
father was in India; his little sister,
Hilda, at a boarding-school, Bob
Lawless' clap on his shoulder inter-
rupted his reflections. ‘

“T'ime. to get aboard, ¥ranky.”

“Right-ho!”  answered Frank
cheerily. :

The three chums boarded the big
train, with thoir bags. :

Bob Laiwless had been to the Pacific
Coast before: but it was an exciting
expoericnce enough to his English
cousin, aud to Vere Beauclerc, and

they looked about them with glisten..

ing eyes as the huge train boomed
out of the station, |

", “Why not?”. askad Bob, .
prise, - ‘““He scems a jolly decent sert

A young man came sauntering
down_ the central aisle of the train,
and paused near the three schoolboys.

“Bob Lawless, I guess*’ he re-
marked. .- .

Bob locked round quickly,

“Hallo! - You seem to kuow my
vame,” Lo remarked.

“1 dare say you'll ‘rememiber
mine,” he said, *“You've heard vour
father speak of Captain Carker, I
dare say.” .

“I don't recull the nawme.”

Captain Carker dropped iuto an un-
occupied seat, with a smiling face,
The chums of Cedar Creek looked at
him. They were wary enough not to
make friends with strangers, but it
was evident that Captain Carker
knew DBob Lawless,  whether DBob
knew him or not. The captain was
a voung man, certainly not over
thirty, with a clean-shaven face, save
for a small, dark moustache,.and very
sharp eycs. Ile had a very pleasant
and agreeablc smile, and wore his
Steteon hat a little on the back of his
head. He wus dressed like a pros-
perous rancher of the West.

He took out a cigarette-case, and
extcnded it to the schoolbors,

“8moke?" he asked.

“Thank you, no!” answered Bob,
rather drily, : :

“You don't mind if I do?”

* *“Not at all,”

Captain Carker lighted his cigar-
ette.

“I guess you're trying to place
me,” he said, with a smde. *“But I
reckon it's yoars since you saw me, I
came uY to the ranch in the Thomp-
son’ valley, buying cattle, How's
your father?"

tharks!"

“Quite well,
Bob,
“Still keeping the rar.ch?”
“ Oh, }'051" o - ' SRR JER
“And you're still going to Céedar
Creck Bchool?” . . ’
*Correct!"” answered Bob,
“IHohdays now, I suppose?”
. “That’s 80.”. - - . .
‘The “‘chums were gquita cordial to

answered

'
y S

Captain Carker ‘now.- His references

to Cedar Creek School bore ont his
statemernt that he knew Mr. Lawless.

*“Going on to Vancouver?!” he
asked. » . <. e

“No; New Weatminster, We're
going up the ooast for a holiday at
Paciic Point,” c¢xplained Bob.

The young man nodded. .
s~ Then ;1 guess you'll sea me
again,” he remarked. -“1'mz staying
at Pacific Point for the summer hol:-
days. I'm going there now.- My
fruit farm is only a couple of hours'
ride from the place. . I guess I'll show
vou over it any day you care to ride
Ollt." ‘ DR oy e
- “We'll be glad to see it,” =said
Bob, “ e S
“ Captatn Carker chatted for a few
minutes, and finished his cigarette,
and then rose, nodded to the school-
boys, and strolled along the train. *#

“ Rather an agreeable chap, that
fellow,” Frank Richards remarked, as
the captain disappeared. :

“I guess so; though I don't ever
remomber seeing him at the ranch,”
said Bob, =

*“He knows ali about you, though.”

“Yes, that so. I'm rather glad he’s
going to be at Pacific Point while
we're there. What do you think,
Cherub?” B .

_Vere Beauclere did not reply imme-
diately, -

IIis brows were krnitted a little in a
thoughtful frown.  Frank Richards
and Bob regarded him curiously, :

“Don’t you like the chap, Beau?”
asked Frank, v -

[ 1) NO,"

L

in sur-

of chap, and he knows my father.”

“You don't know him?” asked
Beauclere., "

¢ ’I:Ic;t from Adam! But he kriows
me. St S

“You don’t remember seeing him
before?”’ -

[ 1] ND." N

“Nor you, Frank?"

“Not that I know of,’” said Frank
Richards, puzzled. “What the
dickens are you driving at, Beau?®”

“I may be mistaken,” said Beau-
clerc slowly, in a low voice, “but 1
think you've seen him before, ard
lately.”

“When?” ~

“Last night, in the street at Kam-
Joops, and the night before, in the
timber on the trail.”

“Wha-a-at*”

“And then he woro a grev beard
and spectacles, and looked like a
schoolmaster,” said Beauclerc quietly,

The 5th Chapter.
Left Behind.

Frank Richards and Bob Lawless
stared blankly at their chum.
.. Beauclerc had taken their breath
‘awav. vy =

— .

Not for a moment had they
dreamed of any connection between
the agreeable-looking young man and -
the horse-thief they had encountered
ot: their way south from the Thomp.
son valley, > ¢ S

“Beau!™ ¢jaculated Frank at last.

“Cherub!” gasped Dob Lawless,
“You'ro dreaming!”

But Vere Beauclerc's face waz very
grave, Con
- “It may be a mistuke,” he sald.
* But his voice seemed familiar to e,
though he’s changed bis tone; and as
he sat thera I was studring his fea-
tures. Think of him with a grey
beard and spectacles, and then pic-
ture Liim like that in your minds.”

“By gum !’ murmured Iob.

““He uses that rig as a disguise, of
course,’”” said Beauclerc. “ It’s safe.
He looks like a respectable man; and,
after committing a theft, Le can aliee
his appearance and be safe, I believe
he hasn't forgiven us for the way we
dealt with him in the timber, and he
has followed us for revenge, With.
all his smiling, he was as watchful as
a cat; I noticed that.” '

“ l'B.ut-—but Lie knows my father

*“He knows what we told hirn while
he waa with us, when he called him-
sell Ebeunessr Johrson,” answered
Beauclere,

[ 1] Oh !’l )

“Pulling our leg,” said Frank
Richurds. ** Of course—that accounts,
Wo told Mr. Johnson all about Cedur
(reek and the rest, But this chap
130t auything like that greybearded
rascal—"’

“ Because he'isn’t in disguise now,”
auswered Beauclerc. “I may be mis.
taken, of course; but I feel that I'm
right. Aud if he's the man I think,
I belteve .he will try to get us off the
train somehow, 1lle krows we have
money with us, and he is revengeful
for the way we handled him.* If he
tries to get us off the train—"
“We'll see,” said Bob. w ~° 7.

s - » .

Beauclere’s words gave the chums
bleity ‘of food for thought. - ...

‘It was rot_very pleasant to reflect -
that  they were being *‘stalked " by

a rovengeful horsé-thief, - ..,.xv-n.
~During the morning they saw uo
more of Captain Carker; but wheu
they went along to_the luncheon-car
they et him_again, as agreeable
and smiling 'as betore, . .. .. ..

5

v The captam sat at their table for

lunch, chatting agreeubly; but the
chums, watchiul now, noted that
aeveral times he rubbed his heud, a3
if he had dome injury there. Thev
;'er_r‘lprg be.re:({ | 1_:-!19L lc;udgel .blows they
1ad given Mfr, LEbenezer | i
t.hn‘a‘ t?mber. (uezer Jol:nls.rm:u
. "I guess I'm going to stretch my
lezs “at the next stop,” Captain
(‘arker remarked, after lunch,

;}:_r:gud of mine lives at Logwood
Cr‘t:'np. and he will lend me a horse.”

. Is it a long stop, then?” ask¢d
Bob.- ) -

. Just over an hour. If you voune-
sters ‘'would care to ride round, I eun
find you some horses, and you can get
back in plenty of time for the train,”
said the captain. “] dare say vou're

-

getting a bit tired of sitting in the

teain by this time.” - . - ¢
“That’s true cnough,” assented

BOb. e : L '

““Then T'Il fix it up with my friend
at Logwocd, to give you a ride. 1'll
look for you at the stop.”

*Thank you, sir!*, .

“Not at ull.” Only too glad to be
able to show Ar. Lawless’ son a little
atiention,’” answcred the captain,

. The . schoolboys , returned to their
scats after lunch, leaving the caplain .
smoking in the car, | .

.Bob Lawlcss left his chiums, and
went along to speak to the conductor,
whom he found outside on the trairn
platform. . '

“When'’s the next slop,
ductor "’ Bob Lawless inquired.

con-

“ Half an hour or so, at Logwood,”

was the reply. -
“How long do we &top there?”
“Five riinutes for the mails."
“Ts that all?” . |
" ‘Tep.ll .
“No time fo get off and look at the
place?” :
The conductor grinned. :
“1 guess you can hop off if you
like,”” he answered. “ But if you do,

you'll have to hop on again pretty =

slick 1if
behind.”
“YWhat sort of a place is it?"
“Just a water camp.”
“Oh!"” said Bob. .
He rejoined kis chums, with a very

you don't want to be left

thoughtful brow. Frank and Beau-
clerc listencd quietly, while lLie ex- °.
plained what the conductor had told -

him. .

“I guess the Cherub is right,” said g

Bob. “7The pesky captain says wo -

stop there for an hour, and can ride %
round the town, and he knows jollg
‘'well it's only a few minutes’ stop for
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the mail to be chucked into the train,
If he got us off the cars, we shouldn't
get on again.”

“Just as Bean said!” muttered
Frank Richards, with a deep breath.

“And I dare say be's got friends
there,” said Bob grimly. ¢ These
watcer camps arg pretty tough places,
somo of them. I rather reckon that as
soon as tho train was out of the
station, we should find ourselves
knocked on the head and cleaned out
by ihe captain and his friends, and
stranded. That’s his littie game.”

Frank Richards’ eyes gleamed.

“18’s plain enoughi” bae said.
“Well, when he comes along, let's
tell him plainly that we know him,
and know his game, an ”

“And pitch into him,’
clerc. '

“Not so jolly fast ! said Bob Law-
less, with a grin,  “ Play up, and let
him think he's-pulling the wool over
our eyes. Play the innocent—eamo

a3 he did when ha first landed on us. |

We'll get off the train with

bim—-"
“What 1" e

“ And get on again at the last tick, |

and take
doesn’t V"?
[y Oh !'j
Frank and Beanclere stared at Bob

for a moment, and then burst into a
laugie

Jolly good care that he

The chums of Cedar Creek were |

emiling when Captain Carker came
strolling along a little later,

“Close on the stop now,” the cap-
tain remarked, ** Better get off the

minute the cars stop, and make the |

nost of the tune.”

“That's a good idea,” assented
Bob. ~ )
“Hallo! There go the brakes|

elready ! ° : :

There was a jarring of tho train.
The long line of cary drew to a stand-
stili by a rough wooden platform,
with two or three log shanties beyond
it.
for water and nmnils; but Frank
Richards & Co. followed the captain’s
lead with great docility, much to that
gentleman'’s satisfaction. .

Tha captain jumped down lightly

to tha rough wooden planks along- }

side, and the three schoolboys fol-
lowed bim.: =
*“"This way !* said Captain Carker.
He started across the planks, and
- the chums followed. They moved out

behind a wooden shanty; and then, |

before the eaptain even knew what

was happening, the three  chums
seized hun T ,}2 e
Bump! Tatth BRIV N

Captain Carker smote the ground
with a mighty smite.

The next moment the three scliool-
boys wera racing back to tho train.

* Hurry up there!” roared the con:
ductor  wrathfullv. *““What  the
thunder did vou get down for, you
‘pesky young idiots? Do you want to
be left behind ?” .

'The train was beginning to move as
Frank Richards & €Co. scrambled
aboard.

They laughe:l breathlessly.

“Pesky young jays!™ growled he
conductor, as he went on his way.,

Tho schoolboys did not heed him.

‘They were watching the planks as
the trainr moved on, waiting to see
the captain.,

A hatless, breathless man came
tearing rourd the shanty, and raced
along after the train.

It was Captain Carker.

Bob Lawless waved a hand to him.
1o was hopelessly feft behind, and he
realisad it, for he halted, gasping, or.
the planks, :

“(Good-bye, captain!” yelled Bob.

“Good-byve, Mr. Johnron !’ shouted
Frank Richards. o
. “Ha, ha, hal” _

Captain  Carker, alias Ebenezer
Johnaon, stared at them, with fury in
his face... He shook his fist savagely
at the three grinning chums,

“Yén've done me this time!” he

Y

shouted. **But wait—wait a Dbit,
and—-" . o .
‘Tho rest of his sentence was

drowned mm the distance and the roar

of the tram. - And the last the chums |

of Cedar Creek saw of him was a
crimson, furious face and a
brandished  fist. \Whereat  they
chmékled as the cars swept away weut-
ward.

-

THE END,

NEXT MONDAY'!

Ancther xrand story of the
Chums of Cedar Creek on
holiday, entitled —

“THE MAN
FROM THE SEA”

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
Order your BOYS’ FRIEND in advance

- (PSPPSR |

Y

Every Monday

said Beau- ‘

It was not a station—anly a stop |
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S

“Work of art!” exclaimed the
eritic. **T say if that daub is & work
of art, then I'm an idiot!”

Artist: “The latter part of your
statcment would seem
coufl,usive proof that it is a work of
art?’

HHIHH]
HHIHHI

1l

“T wish I bad a rich uncle.”
“I have one.” -

* How delightful 17

‘“ And ho has thirteen children”

First Male Thing: *“1 threw a
kiss to a girl the other day.” i

Second Male Thing: “What did
she say, then?”

First 'Male Thing: “8he told mo
*hat'} was the lazzest man she ever
saw ! )

“Casc of kidmi'pping up at our
house this morning.”

“That so? Call the police?”?

“No! Called the kid; he’d over-
slept.” " :

Mr. Wittles: “They make shocs
out of overy kiul of skin these
days.”

Mr. Tibbles:
skins ™

Mr. Wittles:
rate slippers!”

“What about banana-
“Oh, they make first-

T —————

“Isn’t i1t really won-
can get pearls out of

First Knut:
derful that we
oyster-shelis ?”

Sceond Knut: “Oh. I don’t know,
- Some girls can get diamonds out of
- mugs !’ T

Mrs. Moonguy: “Jobn, the baby
"bas swallowed a peany! What on
. earth shall I do?” ‘

Mr. Moonguy: “QObh, let him ‘lz;n.\'e

(it.  It's his birthday next week

“That i3 a
got!”; '
“Why, it has
F ]m“.e !”
“That's what I said 1"

}

as much sense as I

Lady: ‘' What caused you to be a
tramp, my qood'man "
- Tranip? “Tho - family physician,
ma’am.” He advised wme to take
Jong walks after meals, and I’ve been
| walking after them ever since |7

ITorse Owner: “That's the worst
prce of horseflesh I've scen for many
a mionth. Come, won’t you fatten
bim up?”

Trainer: *“8hure, it's all he ean do
to carry the flesh he bhas on him

- now !"”

First Man: “That chap doesn't
iook much like an editor, does he?”
Scecond Man: “No; he looks more
like a pugthst.’” , :
First Man: “That's just it. He’s
done a bit of 'ead ’ittin’ in his time |
Teacher: **The bullet is driven out
~of tho gun by the force of the gas
produced " by the explosion of the
powder, and—-"
Bright Pupil: “ Excuse me, sir, but

I always thought a bullet was lead,
-not driven!”

Emplover: “Why were you dis-
charged from your last place?” _
- Applicant: “For good behaviour.”
Emplo;er: “What do you mean
by that?”
Applicant: + “They took
mont51s off my sentence!” .

three

- Squire: “Go upstairs, John, and
~you will see in the right-hand drawer
of my desk—"" =
Butler: “Cigars, sir.”
Squire: ‘‘low did you find
Butler: **Very good, sir!”

them?”?

‘Mz, Blotz (the ledger-clerk): “Er
—if you don’t mind, sir, I'd like to
go {0 my mother-in-law’s funeral on
Wednesday.”

The Boss: ‘I dara say! There aro
lots of chaps who'd like to go to their
mother-in-law’s funeral to-day!”™

Kindly Old Gent: *“ Well, my little

you're grown up?”
Little Man: *“I'd just like to bo an

but walk round an’ ask questions,”

Nell.: “T hear their engagement
was broken off through a mifunder.
Belle: *“Yes.

had,”

to furnish:

fool of a dog 5ou’ve'

old gent like you, with nothing to do |

He understdod she

b

had money, -and she understood he

——

Ei‘:w:%w%a»«.m@- B Dt
{AWALKIN THE)
COU NTRYe ‘

By CLIVE FENN, §
B e Ay

The late summer and early autumn
are perhaps the most interesting times
in the country. A fine September 19
a grand season for butterflies. The
observant fellow who takes a real
interest in the subject will soon get
to know the likely spots where he can
sed tha Vanessa butterflics—the Pea-
cock, the Tortoise Shells {large and
small), the Paintel Lady, the Red
Admiral, and the others of the var:ety.
The caterpillars o several of these
species aiffeet the common stinging-
nettle, the Vanessa Atalant2 being
one of then. S :

Tho young naturalist will -find
plenty to keep him busy as he passes
down any sits)e-lane or takes a foot-
path across the fields or alongsaide a
wood. The homely ltile Meadow

Brown is as commen as any buttertly, -

and perhaps as pleasing as any,
thougﬁ he is not a brilhant fellow bke
the Purple Emperor. The latter 1s
very scarce these doys; but soma yenrs
sinca I saw it flitting high about the
tops of some poplars in a Sussex lane.
The Purplo Emperor is ona of the
grandest typo of tutterflies, with ita
iridescent blue and purple sjzeen, and
in size he comes almost at the head
of the list. If you want to be polite
to him call him the Apatura Ins. ..

Well worth watching arc the move-
ments of caterpillars these busy
autumn days. You sea brown, woolly
specimens marvching swiftly across a
road seeking suitable spots for the
transformation into the chrysahis, 1
own to being sorry when 1 hear of
the wholesale destruction of butter-
flics, but in cases tLis is inevitable, for
take the cabbage buttertly for ex-
ample, He is responsible for the
grecn and black caterpillars which
munch up the cabbages, and leave
only skeleton lcaves for the grower to
maourn over. ™ X

These few lines are pot written for
the fellow who i3 apt to get mm-

atient if a companion. wants ta stop
Euring a tramp and investigata things.
But there ara those who like to see
what Nature i3 doing, and to such a
stroll through an unfrequented paxt
of the country s eramnf®d full of
interest, Jf you huppen to mect him,
just have a lock at tho stag beetle,
with his businesslike jaws, or seo if
you cannot find specimens of the Cur-
rant, the Tiger, or the Old lady
moth. The Green Qak meth, too, 1
worth inspectian, It is & bright apple-

- green, and its devastations would be

tremendous were it not for ita arch-
enemy, tha Empis Tesscllata, a Iittle
gnat-like fiy. The Rev. J. G. Woad
describes how, when euntumologising,
he cama upon the Empis. ** A curious
hind of insect,” ho says, ‘“‘caught my
attention. It was pardy green and
partly glittering like a fly. A sweep af
the net captured four or five, and then
was disclosed the secret, 'The com-
pound creature was, 1n fact, a living
Empis, clasping in its arms the body
of an Oak moth which it kad killed,
and into whoso body its long beak
was driven. Never did miser tighter
grasp a golden coin than the Empis
fasten its hold on its green prev.™ It
is all up with tha moth ouce, the
Ewmpie catches him. - The deman is
nore to bo feared than a hornet or a
stag beetle

Of vcourse, ‘tliere is a lot of scorn
for the bug-hunter emoag some folks
who do not care to give the timo to
study Nature, but the world of Nature
ia well worth studying. It is just as

well to know the names of trees and |

their habits, for frees have customs,
The bright-coated beetle who scamp-
-ers out of view when you pass is

most interesting chap, and you wil}
find all about him in a book at the
library, Just watch the looper cater.
pillar, which probably you have seen,
and note his curious methods. In a
bit of open country you may chance
upon the vivid Orange Tip (Euchloo
Cardamines, to give him his Latin
mame), and T think you will agree that

. for real beauty ho tops the hst.

As a rule, there is no time for
studies of this kind; but when a spare
moment comes along, either by the

- sea or in the country, there 1s a lot

man, what would you like to be when | of profit and pleasure in looking into

the mysteries which have been there
all the time. The war made no diifer-
ence, for instance, to the starfish,

“}which went on munching up bivalves

A most mteresting
and hungry affair i3 the star-
fish., The starfish has a IDttle
stomach, and a very amall mouth;
but, none the leas, it i3 a regular
champion at an oyster fcast.

. But to get back to the country lare,

just the same.

THE BOYS’ FRIEND
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There 19 always plenty to sen there.
The life that goes on is amanzing. 1
dare say you have noticed how the
foothardy ant builde his cilies, fre-
Gquently by tlio side of a track., The
ant may be wise, but ha 19 ene of tho
rashest organisms you can ever meet
i« day’'s march. o reminds one of
some of the southerners who have
homes on the sides of volcanovs. The
volcano blows up, and upsets thingsy
generally, pouring out molten lava—
this is about the unpleasaniest thing
toc meet!—but after a bit, when
matters have caoled down, the
dwellers on the slopes of the eruptive
mountain go back and begin to build
and garden again, ready for-the next
explosion | '

So with our somewhat fussy friend
the ant.
where people walk—amidst old twigs
and rubbish and earth. Sowme inquis-
tive passcr-by stire up the whole con-
cern with his sticlk, and the ants have
to begin all pver again. It is rather
as if a giant aboui two miles tall
stirred up Londan with the ferrule
of his wmbrella. You ses the ants

k picking up their property and carrying
off their livestock and bastling away

mito cover. In about five minutes the
whole place 18 deserted. The ants have
removed their eggs and aother partabla
articles, and ‘tramped off out aof

danger. But you just pass that way
a few days later,
back again!

If you get far enough away from
the towns you stand a chance af meet-

The auts will be

.

No. 1.
MARK CARTHEW.

o

} Rookwood offer

When Rookwood’s prefects went on strike

He falled to join the movement,

Said there was nothing to dislike,

And no need for improvement.

. The captaincy he hoped to win—
| A post which really mattered :

 But Tubby Muffin then barged in,
And Carthew's dream was shattered !

Whilst Tubby reigned in solcmn state,
The treacherous Sixth-Former
Encountered quite a sorry fate—
It could not well be warmer!
For he was forcibly held down
YWhite Tubby Mufhn licked him:
Nor could the juniors’ laughter drown
The yelling of the victim !

-

A tyrant of the first degree,
-The decent sort detest him :
And misadventures, as you'll see,
Will constantly molest him,
" By means of dynamite, he'd pass
To some exalted station :
But he will never rise, alas!
In Rookwood’s estimation

11e makes a tuown close to |

| ing - with fine specimens of the Privet
Hawk mioth in the course of your

vambles. Me is a magnificent fellow,

e

1 perhapys the handsowresf found in this
b country. .'The caterpillar, too, from

3

which he develops s extremely good
to look at. The moth world ia nct
much known to the majonty of us,
I suppose. There are comparatively
faw peopls who can name the different
_varieties. It was =iy good fortune
once to {ind the Twenty PPiuma moth,
a little sober-hued effair; but the
beauty ¢f his winge could not be sur-
passed by any of his bigger fellows.
It is not wasted time to look eut
for some of these marvels of Natare
as you trudge dosn some country by-
way on & pleasant suiumn _evenms
when the bracktn is yellowing an
the bramble has tumed purple, for
winter 1 coming. robin knows
this as well as anybody, and he bas a
special winter-is-commg sOng, though
{for the most part the other birds have
ceased vocalism, and are holding 1

}
}

! has fallen ? '

1

their voices till the next spring. .

My, Hadsome: *Hallo, Harry,
bhoy! Thimking of the future?”
Lr. Newhywed: "“Neo. To-manr-

row's the wife’s birthday, and I'm
thinking of the presenmt ™

Bobby: * Mamma,. the barometer

[ d '. o
to reward {-’{‘
The biggest waster in it, :
Carthew would surely sweep the board,
And very promptly win it !
A bully and a lanky lout,
He ments our displeasure,
We like to see him put to rout,
And punished m full measur=!

However, - Tubby was deposed,

. And Carthew reigned thereafter :

" But very soon his innings closed
Amid a storm of laughter.

When school and captain came to grips,
The blackleg soon surrendered :

And, conscious of his many slips,
His resignation tendered.

Ma: ‘““Has it, dear? lHow
rauch 2 - .
Bobby: *“About five feet. TIi's

| broben 501"

Spectial

Feature!

-

3
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—THE ROOKWOOD RMYMESTER.
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+ NEW READERS COMMENCE
: HERE ! |

- The famous school-ship, the Bombay
Castle, is on her way to the South
8cas on an educational voyage, with
a mixed crowd of schoolboye drawn from
many of the most famous schools in
England. Our old fricnds, Dick Dorring-
ton, Chip. Skeleton, Porkis, Chu, and
Pongo Walker, with their faumous pet
arimals, are of the number. Captain
Handyman §8 in commund of the liner,
Dr. Crabhunter is the Head of the float-
ing scheol, and “Scorcher” Wlikinson is
responsible for the boys' discipline.

At the last moment Dick, Chip, Porkls,
and Pongo manage to smuggle on- board
a quaint old riverside character, calling
himself Captain Bones. Captain Bones
fs a little blind man of great age who
gailed the South Seas in the bad old days,
and is more than suspccted of being a
reticed pirate himself,

In Captain Handyman's younger days

he and MacStaggers, the chief engineer, {

had been very badly treated by the 3ul-
tan of Bashee, and it is with the inten-
tion of paying off an old score that the
Bombay - Castle arrives - at Bashee.
l1key Cohen, the shrewd Jewish junlor,
induces Prince Chulupgtoon to change

places with him for one night, and Ikey,

with the help of Maintop, the Kroo Loy,
capturcs the Sultan in his own palace,
and brings him aboard the Bomnbay
Castle in a sack. . lke tells Captain
Handyman that a plot is in progreas to
raid the ship at midnight, and silently
but swiftly the school ship is made ready
for the attack. . :
. Tht captured Rultan of Bashee s being
entertained by the Lower School to o
feast of cake and liquorice water, when
tha ship's carpenter ecnters the cabin
and clgses the deadlights. . - .
’ -+ (Read on from here.)
: - Le e .
“The Sutan Runs Amok!

-

*  Chips procceded to screw” a cir-

cular steel plate over each porthole. -
~**What are you shipping the dead-
lights for when we are lying at
anchor, Chipsey?' demanded Piggo.
- Chips had beem warncd that he
must not sav anything that might
scare the smaller boss. So he did not
breathe a word about the expected
attack. L . .
! “Why, voung gentleman,” eaid he,
as he clamped tﬁe deadlights Lome.

My a

“It's to keep out th' fog an' th’

fover. In theso tropical parts there’s
a lot o' queer things knocks about
in tho foq." : .

This false nlarm over, the young-
cters came crawling out from under
thie beds, and the feast was resumed.

Tho cake was nearly demolished,
and tho eyes of the boys were turn-
4nz on the fruit, when there was a
sudden crash, and a bump alongside.
Then followed the aounds of heavy
thumps on deck, and roar of steam,
and hideous yells.

The last slab of. cake, halfway to
Piggo’s mouth, was held ‘in mid-air.

“Crikey !” exclaimed Piggo.
“What's that?” |

There was another hLeavy crash
against the side of the ship, followed
by the thump of grappling irons,
thrown to catch the rail of the main
deck. : .

Some of the fags turned pale as
they heard the lLiideous yells and the
crack of rifles outside. = . .

Then lko let his secret go—the
secret with which he had been burst-
ing all through the feast. -

“It's pirates, you chaps'!” said he.
“Those chaps ashore planned a sur-
prise attack on-us at midnight!” -

The sultan had half started up
from the bed at the sound of the
attack. . PR

“Jot's go up on deck and see
what's ?qing' on!” cried Piggo.
~ But lkey shook his head. . .
-~ “It's no good,- Piggo!” said he.
“No Lower School boyvs are allowed

on decl. - The steel collision doore in-

the passages outside are closed now,
and we are battened down. There is
a guard on each door.” - P

. Ikey swelled his chest. - :
- “We've got the pirate chief here
said he(f)roudly." “And wo have got
to guard lnm. 1le will try to eecape
whilat this is onl' Slip a boat in gonre
pillows, you chaps, and get across the
doors. 1 don't trust him.”

Boots were hastily snatched uF.
One kid grabbed - o hockey club,
another a bat, and they gathered
round the doors of tho dormitory.
There were two of thes: opening
into the alleyway outside. .

Ikcy’s precautions were not in
vaip. ° o
- The Sultan of Bashce was a more
slippery customer than even Captain
Handyman had allowed for. He knew
that if he could only gain the deck
and make a flying leap into one of
his junksd whicf; wera now pounding
alongside, he could make good his
escape. Y R
* And Capiain Handyman, in giving
him a nice easy pair of handcuffs,
had not reckoned on the tiny flexible
hand which the sultan had inlierite
with his Malay blood -
.- Under the cover of_ his sleeves, the
sultan had slipped. the handcuffs as
easily as any handcuff king who ever
performed on the music-hall stage.

And from tho slack of his baggy
pants ho had reached for an ugly
stabbing kriss’which he always kert
hidden away as a last means of self-
defence against his friends ashore.

With a yell to the Prince Chulung-
toon to follow him, tho sultan made
a Euddcn, tiger-like epring from the

ed. - ‘

“ ook out!” yelled Corkey. * He's
got o knife!” =~ e :

"
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% By DUNCAN STORM:

The sultan had indeed got a kuife,
and tneunt to uso it, too! o’

It was a nasty poisoned blade, as
dangerous as the tooth of a cobra, for
a single scratch from it meant death.

But the kids stood steady as he
lcaped for them. A Malay running
amok in a small cabin is no joke.
And it was the smalluess of the cabin
that saved them.

For, before the maddened sultan
could s:ab or throw that terrible
blade, he was slammed in tho fac
with a weighted pillow. - .

Another pillow was hurled on the
point of the knife.- A hockey club
descended with a crash on the royval
wrist, and the knife clattered to the
floor, whilst the infariated . pirate
chief was borne to tho floor under a
scrambling, squirming mass of Lower
School boys. . e e

“0On the .ball, school!™ yelled one.

.*Sit on his hecad!” shoute
another. e RS

In vain the sultan, maddened by
opium, bhang, and the : sounds . of
fighting on deck, etrove to rise an
hurl off this mass of kids. NS
.. 'The little prince made no atiempt
to assist his illustrious relative. . He
sat on the floor .in the corner of the
dormitory watehing the scene with
solemn ecyes.. It was evidently quite
a novelty to him to see the tyrani
of Bashee sprawling and yelling under
a pile of shouting kids.” The lL.ower
School were thoroughly enjoying
themselvessnow.® They were getting
their share, of the fight against the
pirates. : S ST

. 4 o 2t Y, »

The sultan fought lke a tiger, but
they were too many for him. - With
the cords of tuck-boxes.they hastily
bound him. When he tried to ecratch,

they dragged wicket-keeping gloves |

over his hands and lashed these “on:
When ho tried to bite them, they
rammed a rubber  sponge - in lhis
mouth, Then, runnng a  cricket
stump under his knees, they trussed
him for cock-fighting, *and * heayed
him up on'the bed, where they stood
guard over himnm with' bats and
hockey sticks whilst, alongside and
overhead, - the = ight ‘against,” the
pirates raged with increasing fury.

*

Tt The Attack!

It was as well, perhaps, that
vounger and more nervous of
Lower School kids did not see
fight that took place as soon as
first great mandarin junk of the
sultan’s navy came looming up out
of the fog, and, drifting down on the
rapid tide, crashed into the side of
the Bombayv Castle, hurling her grap-
pling irons over the rail, and making
fast with a skill that was born of long
practice, |

Hee - decks were swarming with
yvellow-faced scoundrels, about as
rough a mob as could be found i
all the seven scas. For, to make up
his war comnplement, Bong Toon had
awept out the juil of Bashee and had
called in all the chain_gangs of con-
victs who were working about the
port and the town. RS

It might have been claimed that
every member of tho crew of that

the
the
the
the

first junk that engaged with the

Boinbav Castle was a murderer. -
They had thought to make a com-
lete surprise of the ship, and. for a
ew moments, as tacy made fast
alongside, they were not undeceived.
Not a sound came from the groat
steamship, It was plain that every-
one on board was aslaep. :~ SR

This waa the sort of job that the
irato gangs of the Sultan of Bashee

Fove-d.‘ To rush a slaeping ship and

to catch every member of the crew

asleep was their speciality, -~ -
Silently, J)uddod hooked laddera
were slipped up and caught on the

rail. There were twelve ladders, &ll of .

ligcht bamboo, and up these the

pirates came swarming like cats.
Their firat inkling that things were

not going according to plan was when

the first wrember: of the boarding-.

party suddenly thrust his liead into n

loop of barbed wire which caught him
under the chin. . S
‘I'hen the rush ou the ladder shoved
him off, and he was left hanging in
the barbod-wire tangle that hung
round the rails. :
There was a dismal yell, which was

B

followed by screamns and shouts, as]

half a dozen heads were thrust into
this unexpected obstacle. .

* Another junk came crashing along-
side on the tide, clumsily swinging
to her helm. . ... ... - IR
. There was no more thouglt of sur-
PLise HOW, o~ ... o3 Tk

A stinkpot of earthenware, full of
combustibles, was - hurled frora the
matthead of the leading junk on to
the boat-deck with the intention of
setting the ship alight, PR

But it did not break. :

It fell near Dick Dorringtor, who
had been warned of these missiles.

He picked it up and hurled it over
the rail, and it fell with a crash and
a burst of flame into the yeliing,
struggling mcb that surged on the
crowded deck of the great mandarin
yunk alongside. - . |

The Upper School bors had been
posted on tlie boat-deck, and were
ordered in the lifeboats that were
standing in their chocks there as the
safest place in the ship. They were
armed with rifles, old firebars, sacks
of coal, bottles of petrol fitted with
fuses, and with flares and fires of all
kinds, which tliey wero directed to
drop down on to tlie attacking craft
alongside.” . "

Chu, who was crouching in the life-
boat, opened a box of coloured flares
htted with fusees, and, lighting these
ono after another, hurled them down
on to the deck of the junk, lighting
her up as bright as day with red,
green, and white fires, - -~ - :

In the fighting-top of the - junk,
which swung close by tho boat, was a
vellow-faced pirate, :who " was busy
tighting .tho fuses of stinkpots and

itching these on the  hurricane-deck

low, with the intention of setting
the' ship afire. = S
And, as thie pirates crowded to the

L L R "A
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side of - the craft, the junk, heeled

under * their weight, bringing this’
ruffiin nearer and.nearer to the gun-
wale of the lifeboat in which the boys

L wero sheltering,-- .~ - & . .

A daring plan was forming in Dick
Dorrington’s brain as -he saw. that
busy pigtailed hcad swing -closer and
closor to.the top deck of the Bombay
Castle ag thie- mast of the junk heeled
over. C e : o ' . ’

“Sea if you can pull that chap out
of the top without his pals séeing !”
he shouted in Arty Dove's ear.

Arty nodded. “Io understood.

- Closer ‘anid closer swung the Chink
in the little basket-like fighting-top.
He was too busy taking the fire-
bombs out of the basket as they were
hoisted up to him, lighting their fuses,
and dropping them_on bLoard the,
Bombay Castle, to have spptted the
boys in the lifeboat at’ the davits. .

Arty reached out as the mast swung

- -

" to them, and, grabbing the astonished

thrower of stinkpots by the scenff of
his neck and the stump of his pigtail,
{]erked him into the hoat, and *laid

im quiet with a thump on the point
of the jaw that would have put an
ox to sleep.- ‘ ' -

At the same moment, Dick leaped
for the fighting-top of the junk,
followed by Chip. : - :

A - rope—quick !” gasped Chip
throngh the smother of smoke and
fog that wrapped the fight, as 1t were,
in & blanket. '

A coil of stout rope was thrown to
him, and Chip made it fast about
the topmast of the great junk,

Then he and Dick, squatting down

| in the fighting-top of the junk, waited
' for the next baskct of stinkpots to be

hoisted up to them from the junk’s
deck. ... + S R

Up it came, and the two, picking up
the tinder which the bomb-thrower
had dropped, lighted up pot after pot,
and dropped these, not on the decks
of the Bombay Castle, but on the deck
of the junk below. .
-.’I’he‘i}ombay Castle had taken neo
hurt from these missiles, for her decks
were streaming with water, pumped
over them at pressure to prevent her
from being fired. - . .- |
_ This, however, was not the case
with the junk. The pots which Dick
and Chip hurled from her masthead
on to her.stern quickly caught the
woodwork of her clumsy stern.
i*The' obliging Chinee ut the foot of

_the mast on which they were perched

was so jammed in by the erowd of his
yelling mates, that Lie did not ece the
pots were falling, not on the Bombay
Castle, but on the junk itself, .
So he obligingly hoisted up basket
after basket, .and Dick aud Chip,
lianging in the junk’s fighting-top, lit
the fuses of these, and hurled them
into the smother below. . -
: And soon & great red fare told them
that their work had succeeded, The

]

junk was well alight, and her crew,
instead of trying to rush the decks of

the Bombay Castle, were beginning -

to drop overboard like rats, and were
swimming to the shore. . « ..,

o - Warded Oft! - % ¢ s

Chip and Dick swarmed back on the
Bombay Castle from the maast ‘of the
rwandarin_ junk, which was now well
alight with lber own stink-pots.- . ° -

These ancjent Chinese missiles were
not very dangervous on' the decks of

the Bombay Castle; The hitmost they i

could do, when they burst and seut
their flaring - contents' right end left;
was to scorch the decks, - But precau-
tions were taken against this by the
hoscs, which kept the decks - well
flooded with a constant stream cf
water, - _ N
+It was different, howevor, with tle
old maudarin junk on which the boys
had dropped these primitive bombe,
She was as dry as tinder through ly-
ing in the sun in that blistering little
harbour ashore. Furthermore, it was
the habit of the Admivalty of Busheo
to paint their navy in bright colours
with a sort of highly resinous lacquer.
‘They liked pleuty of this paint, ar.d
they . liked bright” colours, and they
laid these on thick, regardless of the
mHammability > of - tha material.  So
the reault was that the junk cauglit
like a torch, ' :
- Her crew leaped overside, yelling
and squealing like a lot of rats, and
tho flaring vessel Iny against the side
of the Bombay Castle, a real danger,
for she: was likely to be full of guu-
powder stowed in the haphazard style
of Bashea, r~ ~ . v 1.l
As it was, she was blistering the
paint of the Bombay Castle in f{ine
style, and flaring against her porta in
a manner that suggested . .the poasi.

. bility that she would make even this

gteel vessel red-hot, + oo,
- M Quick ! gasped Dick. “Down to
the dock below ! - 1 e
+He" leaped out of the lifebont in
which they . were ~ taking *shelter.
There were plenty of soaked Llanketa
about, placed in readiness to smother
any stink-pots. or.other. flares which
might be thrown on board, and Clm
and Clhip wera quick to follow his
example. % :.* . I PR
* Snatching up sharp fire hatchels,

they dropped down-the laddéra on to
the deck below, for it wag on the rail
of thia deck.that the junk.had pot hee

b grapnels fast.. And thesa still held;

though tho roaring sheets of flamo
were playing round thém.’ TN
Shots whistled alorg the decks from

'othcr craft that woere swarming round

the ehip as the yellow ‘scoundrels ou
board, sceing their leading junk thus .
turned into a fire-ship, strove to pre-
vent them cutting her away.~»-~-i -
But the craft fore and aft of her
sheered off their own grapuels swiftly,
sure sign that they knew that she had

a lot.of powder aboard, ... ¢ ¢ 7

Smack! Smack! e T
The ugly lcaden bullets from all

sorts of quecr old firearms ‘slapped -
and flattened on the stcel walls of the =
deckhouses.’ ‘But the plucky boys, fol- 7.

lowed by their chums, dodged ‘alo'ng .
tlie decks, “avoiding - the bulletsa and
flames by falling ou their hands and
knees. © . - ' ' i

Wrapped in the wet blankets, they.
avoided the ficrce flare of the burnig
junk as far as possible. But the
flames swept over them and, but for
thie soaked blankets they had wrapped
about thcir heads and shoulders, they
must bave been badly burned as they
hacked and ' slashed away at the
grapncl-ropes, |

They were no casy cutting, for tle
ropes were ' corcd with metal wire,
aud it was touch and go as to whether
the boys could succeed in cutting
thrcugh theso coves before the flawies
drove them back, = -~ '

But one by one they parted,”and it
was left to Arty Dove to tackle tho
last and the thickest rope. - - 't

¥1o lLiad to stand up to this job, so
that he could swing his axe, and ehot
after shot whistled about his eara;
but Arty hung doggedly to his task,
putting forth all Lis enormeus
strength. o

Ping ! : .

There was a drone like the partirg
of a piano string, and thie flaring junk,
caught by the strong tide that was
running down the lagoon, began
rapidly to drift astern..- . +--

A yell of warning went up from
the other craft which had attacked the
ghip further along her side as this
great lumbering craft bore down on
them. The pirates had succeeded in
slashing and tearing through the trire-
entanglements, and weré just gaining
the deck. - -

But Liero they met with the steam
hoses under full pressure. Some were
knocked head over hecls by the enor-
mous pressure, of = water. , Otl:ers
Jjeaped back to avoid a roaving blast
of steam, for -Mr. MacStaggers’
boilers were working well below.

s -
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But it was the burning junk that
did the trick.

Crash! | ¥

She landed into the first craft astern
with all her weight, smashing the
ropes of its grapnels hike pack-threads.
‘The two craft becanio entangled and
locked together, and, with their com-
bined wcight, made short work of
tearing away a third junk which had
caught like a leech to the side of the
brave cld Bombay Castle.

Hideous yells broke out from these
craft as they found themselves caught
i the grip of their own fire-ship, and
cs a fourth and last junk joined in

the ?ddy_ﬂdancc, away the four went
whir

- But the result of the boys’ work was
not yet complete. There was a crash
. and a yell astern as the mass of craft
smashed into the two junks which
. werc coming up astcrn to complete
the attack, :
_ These had lost the Bombay Castle
in tho mist,
own mandatin junk full tilt.

JAnd not one of the four hundred
pirates -who wero stowed away on
these entangled craft stayed to sco
what Chip called the fireworks.

The boys ran astern to get a view
of what was happening. But they
could sce little or nothing but a
bright red blur in the mist.

Then followed a huge flash in the
fog, and a deafening report that made

cvery plate in the Bombay Castle |

_.slnvcr. oo

The junk had blown up. . |
- “Look out, chaps!” ecrvied Chip.
“Take cover! Some of that stuff
will be coming down directly !’

They bolted for.the cover of tho
half-deck astern, and. Chip's .pre-
caution proved a wise one, for, no
aconer had they taken shelter, than a
huge baulk of charred and smoulder-

- Jng tumber came down with a crash on

=

_deck, svattering sparks in all direc-
And this was the last of the |

fions,
.reat mandarin junk, the proud flag-
ship of the Navy of Bashee,

In the meautiine, on the other eide

of the ship, where the attack had |

been  weaker and thoe barbed wire

stronger, - the pirate crewg of the |

smaller juuks were getting' a busy
tine of b C e ot

Many of these were open boats, and
their experience of big steamships was

.=y A .

rall.  Otherwise, a large prahu con- |
taining lifty wen would not have
tlinched with the Bombay Castle

right under the circulation exhaust.

- -y -l

1

g astern, leaving that side of |
the Bombay Castle clear of attackers. |

But they found their

The result was that this buge rush’

of water filled up the prahu in two
minutes, and she hung at her grapnel-
ropes, subimnerged,

And what the attackers on the
nther sile of the ship had got in fire,
these smaller eraft got in water. -

As, with fierce yells, the vellow-
fuced gang fixed theiy light-hooked
bamboo scaling-ladders in the rails
and swung themselves up on deck.
they were et with the full force of
the rhip’s bydrants in their faces.

A few managed to gain the deck,
but these met 2 worse fate than that

- of having their faces washed, for be-

hind the men with the hoses were the
pick of the stokehold gang of the
Bombay Castle, all heavy.-weight and
middle-weight  champions of their
parishes, ' .

The Chinese and Malays, armed
with knives, were no match for these

champions armed with fists. They
did not get a look in against the
sledgehammer blows which were
dealt them. but were sent spinning
_about the decks like ninepins.

And the hosecs had their effect on
the prahugs, which were mostly open

~eraft, A ldrge hose with a powerful
delivery, with pumps working at full

up even a large prahu, and when the
water 13 mixed with boiling steam and
a rain of heavy iron fircbars, things

_ besin to get a trifte hot even for a

half-maddened  pirate
opium and bhang,
Sa the pirates cu the wet side of

full up with

. _the ship soon had enough oi it, They
.were washed or they tumbled back
. into their boats, they were hurled
~ overboard with blackened eyes and

tapped noses.

They dropped over the
side into the

water,

terrible men who hit with therr hands
like sledgehammers, and

. speed behind it, will speedily fill,

_ . regardless of |
* barbed wire, to get away from these

whoe

sinashed and bashed, regardless of

knives and krisses,

They cut away their grapnels, and
allowed their boats to drift away
astern in a roaring, tangled mess, and,
as they drifted, they started with

hotbloodedness  to  fight
amongst themselves, -
Tkere was quite a prelty naval

. e«

~over his face.

‘Battl& going qn in the fog as t}ﬁy“"

-

dropped away on the strong current,
hitting, stabbing, and clubbing one
another in the dark.

Then Captain - Handyman . came
down from the bridge where he had
bevn directing operations,

“Who were the fellows who tackled
that big mandarin junk1” he
demanded. :

Chip looked modest,
4T think it was Dick Dorrington,
sir,”” swd he. '

But Dick Dorrington promptly dis.
claimed the credit.

“It was Chip, sir, and Arty, and
the rest of them ! he urged.
Captain Handyman was beaming.
“Well,” he exclaimed, ‘‘ whoever it
waa, he had the makings of a naval
commander in him! It was a fine
action, and well carried out. Upon
my word, I am beginning to grow
proud of the boys of the Bombay
Castle.” - .. -

And he marched round his scorched
decks and twisted raily, taking stock
of the damage, which was rcally not 8o
much after all, considering the fierce
etorm of fire-balls which had been
hurled on the decks, and the great
flare of the junk alongside,

But in the music-room he found
disaster. ' .

"There was Caplain Bones, lying
flat on his back, waving his Obi-stick
and trying hard to kick with his
wooden-leg. : :

And on the chest of Captain Bones
sat Umpty Ginsen, leading-stoker of
the Bombay Castle, holding him
dowa1 to keep him out of trouble. -

“Let me up! Iet me up, you

. . Lt . - AT
- o a L & ° LN ]
r*strck” nf bmptf's’facé.

tied u[)
as Billy
- snuled at the stick as though.it were

_ ' Pe}]mpsﬁ{he
magte stick had no power over
stokers. -Perbaps Umpty had, as he
said, no teeth which could be set
aching by the power of the stick.

At any rate, Captain Bones was
not able ta exercise his hypnotie

powers upon the massive stoker.

The moro he waggled the grinning
ivory skull in front of Umpty Ginsen,
the - more Umpty grinned Dback
amiably at tho skull. Ie was not
m knots of anguish and fear
(voadger had been. Ile just

his oldest friend.

And Captain Bones, knowing that
tho skull had no more effect on the
gemning Umpty than waggling a
penny cane 11 front of his eyes,
ceased to waggle, and rewarded the
stalwart of the stokchold with a
wondering look in his blind eyes.

His hyEmtic power had taken no
hold on Umpty, and his dread Obi:
stick was useless. Heo might just as
well have tried to put the Ubi on
the cheerful Umpty' with a sugar-
stick ! -

Captain Bones. was mnearly. héart-
broken. lIs bhad lost his chance of
taking part in the prettiest fight he
}y;tl scen, or, rather, heard, in lis
110, ’

Heo went off to his cabin, grumbling
that since :ails had gone off the sea,
and stakers had come on it, life was
no longer worth living. So he would
tako off his wooden-leg and go to
bed. '

The boys rummaged round the
‘boat-deck with the captain, showing

LT

o

the
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% . . .
_which were. now busy fighting one

another astern.

*1 wonder whether any of the fel-
Jows were killed?’”. said tho plaintive
voice of Tilly from his hiding-plaee.

~ Y shouldnw’t care if some of that

Dorrington fot had got it in the
neck {’ growled Goadger. - _
The boys nudged one another.”
“1 hope that beastly Chink they

ara so.. fond of—that Jellow-faced |

chap, Chu—Dhas been done in by some
of hiz own countrymen!” said Tilly.
And Chu’s chums prodded him m
_ribs  whilst these charitablo
remarks were passed, | - :
. Chu nodded. He mado a sign to
the Dboys to stay stiil whilst he
elipped down below. He shd away

like & shadow in the ‘darkness, and |

sounn came back with his arms filled
with strange Chinese garments and
hats svhich -formed part of Lis native
wardrobe,, and which were most un-
commonly ke the clothes” worn by
the natives of Bashee.

The boys eanght on to the trick
that - Chu intended to play on the
two Jurking bullics. They - slippad

~intQ the garments. which the Chinese

bey had broughtup, and they grasped
‘ther boat-stretchers which he had col-
lected from the boats, which looked
1 the gloom as near liko Chingso
swords az made no differcnoa

But Chu was not satisfied even with
this effect, Up the ladders came
troopmg, soft-footed and silent, a
grinning gang of stokers, who were in
the seevet of tha teick, and they stood
on the deck, silent and waiting.

*1 say, Tilly!" ‘said the voice of

“Let moe get at 'em! Let me do my
Lit of fightin’! 1’ll show tho ;icllow-
fuced rascals! I'll paste ‘ecm Y’

“But th’ fightin’s all over now,
cappen!” said Umpty, grinning all
“What’s the good o’
vou fightin’ if there’s nothing left
to fight?”? .

And Umpty grinned amiably at
the boys, .
“ Law, young gents!” he exclaimed.
“Whut a little hightin’ rooster e 1s!
One-of us *as ’ad to sit on ’a chest
all the time to keep ’im fromn joinin’
in th’ party and gettin’ knocked on

- s Pead Y -

“You scoundrels !’ exclaimed Cap-
tain Boues. *“Yon scoundrels! Il
give vou a taste of my- Obi-stick., 1
will when I get-up! Y1l make your
tecth ache for you!” o

Umpty Ginsen grinned again, show-
ing a pair of jaws from which all
tecth had long ‘since disappeared by
fighting, or by stokehold extraction,
where they take out an aching tooth
by the simple process of laying hold

“of it with a pair of tongs and holding

I —

a redlot rake to the nose of the
patient,

“You won't make any o’ my teeth
ache with your ole Obi-stick I"" said
he, winking cheerfully at the grin.
ning skull which crowned the old
gentleman’s stick. “I #in't got no
teeth!” )

And he rose from the indignant
captai’s chest. whilst the boys and
Captain  Handyman roared with
laughter as they helped the rufiled
pirale to bhis feet. =~ e

Captain Bones flourished the Obi-

the masthead of the mandarin junk
so that Chip and Dick could bomb her
with her own petards.

Suddenly, they heard a groan from
a barrel that stood in a sheltered and
safe corner. Then a voice spoke. .,

It was the voice of Bully Goadger,
and it sounded very hollow and for-
lorn. | ,

“ Do you think it's all over, Tilly?”
he asked. “Do you think those
beastly pirates have gone away? And
what was that beastly explosion?*

“T don’t know,” piped a miserable
voice fromi another empty barrel.
*Y .don't think they ought to bring
us chaps to these heastly out-of-the-
way places amongst o lot of savages!
Captain Handyman ought to know
better. We don’t pay our school-
meoney to run into awful dangers
like these, 1t ought not to be done!

- And then to expect us to tight the

brutes! I think it was ruther a
brainy idea of yours, Goady, to think
of getting in here !”

“1 thought so, too!" replied the
voice of Goadger. “Tt was ahout the
safest place on this deck, and if we
had tried to bunk down below they
WOl’lId have said that we were funking
il

Captain ITandyman put his finger
to his lips as a sign for silence
whilst these two ecowardly bullies
tatked from barrel to barrel. :

Tt was plain that they did not know
that the pirates hmf sheered ofl,
and that their cars were deceived by
the deriding vells of the gang of
stokers on deck, who were chipping
an unseen mob of tho pirate craft,
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TUR“‘“G THE TABLES ! Closer and closer swung the Chink in the Rttle fighting-top, and as
. he camse Into reach Arty grabbed him by the scrufft of the neck, and
. laid him quiet with a thump on the jaw. | l
ruffian!”  roared Captain  Bones. | him where they had managed to lash | Goadger, from his barrel, “things

seem quister now. I believe they
have beatesnn tho brutcs off! We
ought to be making a show on deck.
I'm going to put my head up!??

*Oh, don't do that yet, Goadgy!”
exclaimed Tilly, his teeth chattering.
*]1 am sure that 1 heard some of the
brutes jump on this deck some time
beforo that explosion. They may be
lurking about up here, hiding !

“So they might!"” said Goadger.

‘“ And you might bring them Jdown
on.us?’* whispered Tilly.

At_last Goadger <could stand the

confinement in the barrel no longer,

He put up his head, and this was the

signal for a furious mock-combat be- |-

tween tho party of stokers and the.

.party of spurtous ¢hinese.

' posed

1 able ! '

Tho stokers yelled at the top of
their voices. Chu, leading the mock
Chinese, set a pattern of a Chinese
war-cry, which the boys imitated to
perfection, . 1 -

Pistol-shots crached n  the air,
There were punchings and thumpings
and stampings, and the clatter of steel
close by the barrels i which the
terrified hullics werqa hading. .

The stokers really played their part
very well. : :

Coke Malone, the leading-stoker of
tha No. 3 Stokehold,
realistic groan close against the
barrel, making a herrid, gurgling
noisn 1n his threat. = |

“Pvre stopped .it, 'Orace !’ said he
to an imaginary friend, who was sup-
to be watching his
** Prop me up against this.
that I can die comfort-

moments,
‘era barrel, so

f2il with a |

last |

¥ And, greatly to Goadge:s's horror,
the stoker he supposed to be des-
perately wounded flopped against the
staves of his hiding-place.

“It was that there big chap with
the two swords wot doue it, 'Orace!”
sobbed Coke Malone., *:Heo's a one,
¢ is!  'E’ll kill the 1o of ’em. You
ought to "ave scon ’im cut ote 'Arry
in ‘arves just now, ‘an’ split Percy
*Obbs like a sixpetiny ’addick !

Goadger was now trembling so
much m the barrel that a loose stave
rattled audibly as his knee pressed
araine it

Coke Malone cave a hollow cough
and a good death-rattle, which he had
picked up at a blood-and-thundec
| "dranm, T - |

“*Kitss me, Percy!” he 4moaned.
r “I'm dymn' now. Me ileet is getiin’
' very eold, and now it's got up ter mo
knees. Tt's yous turn nex’, Percy.

)

Ho” .
Coke's voice faded away.” ~ ~
Then he secemed to revive with a

last kick.

“Most of the younz gents is
killed t”” he announced. **Nice young
gents they all was, .an’ very open-
‘anded. There was ouly, one of them
that I couldn’t abear, an’ that was
that younz party Gudgeon or
L»oadger. 'E waa a wash-out, ’e was.
'E 'adn’t got any 'eart! Hol Ma
ticket is punched, Percy! I'm goin’.”
- And, with a prolonged death-rattle,
Coke Malone gave up the jmaginary
ghost, whilst Goadzer and Tilly,
| scared aut of their wits, fairly rattled
 in their barrels. .

' Then Tinker Harkness, another wayg

of the stokehold, took up his jape.

- Tinker wase a good actor. lae hal
played leading parts in a penny gafl,

and he knew what good actice was.

And ho wasn't going to allow himself

fo ba Deaten bv Coké Malone,

Chased by Chip, who looked very
fierca in his queer-shaped Chineso
cap, Tinker dropped on his knees.

“Oh, spare me, sir!” ho cried. 1.
have never done you a nrong! I have
never killed a leat T havé never
don> anything ! - And I've pot a poor
old mother at home in England, wait-
in” for her sailor boy! Spare me, an’
take the chap ‘who is hidin’ in this
barrel!t” ., . e

With a shrill Chinesa yell of dalight
the boys dashed at the barrels in
which Goadger and Tilly _wero
hidin;t... VoA : “. I e

With a shove they sent these spin-
ning out on the deck, and tipped the
two lurkinz bullics, sending them

—

't sprawling like a cast of dice.

In an instant the riotous mob of
supposed Chinese pirates were all
orver them, whacking at them with
 boat stretchers, yelling like fiends,
and looking hideous in the dim light
of the boat deck. o

As Arty Dove afterwards remarked,
' they looked so mwuch _like the real
' thine that he was almost -running
" away from himself. | )

- Goadger roared with fear as he lay
" full lenzth alon(%' the deck. "

Captain Handyman, watching the
little comedy from the shadow of a
| boat, doubled ‘up with laughter.

Whgck, whack, whack! :

ANl Goadger knew about it was that
he was surrounded by a mob of yell-
ing Bashee pirates, who were trying
to hack bim to picces, and who wero
-only prevented from doing so by the
fact tﬂat they were all trying to hagk
at once. :

He staggered to his knees

“Spare me!” he yelled. s

Then a sudden inspiration eeized
hizr as ha saw Tilly also get up on his
knees. e

“Kill him instead !” he cried, point-
ing to Tilly. . i

He felt the blows of the swonds
now. But they did not cut. They
“warmed him, and they all hit in dhie
place. !
Tilly was getting 1t on the satie
place, yelling for his dear life,

Then the supposed pirates could
keep it up no longer. The stokers.
“who were supposed to have been out
down in the strugzle, and who Iay
&tiff and stark nn deck, also broke up.
"Their dead bodies sat up and roared
“with lauzhter, and the Chinese pirates

roared till the tears ran down their
" faces a3 tha two bullies, hardly jet
understanding what had ‘happenqt'i.
raced along the boat deck, leaped
down the ladders, and bolted to their
quarters helow, where they hid them-
- gelves under their beds in panie,
- And the dead stokers and the
Chinese pirates who had killed them
volied on the bhoat deck together, slap-
ping cue another on the back, chudk-
ling. and wiping away their tears jof
Jaughter. i }
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(dnother exciting instalment of tfp's
grand adcenture acrial again next
Maondry in the Boys' FRIEND.) .l
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" The title of our next Rookwood
story is . - .

“THE RIGQHT SORTYT !_'"
. By Owen Conqueest,

.o - o 1
in which the new master of tha
Fourth, Form, who has come to
Rookwood in the temporary absence
of Mr. Bootles, has to face a very
unpleasant situation, Jimmy Silver
& Co. are firm in their loyalty to

% himy while Smythe & Co., naturally,
““take the most ill-natured view of the
‘case. - The development of the story

speedily shows ' which
partics are right. - :
The mext story of the chums of
the Backwoods' £chool is entitled,

b -7

of the two

. W

“THE MAN FROM THE SEA!”
== " "By Martin Clifford.

. -
., . o

This 'is a real holiday story, and
the adventures of the.cliums on holi.
day on tho wonderful Pacific Coast
malke rplendid reading indeed. . -

In next week's instalment of

“THE SPORTS OF ST.CLIVE'S !"
By Arthur 8§, Hardy,

tha long - prepared - for . boat - race

tetween Salthouse and Sf. Clive's

comes off at last, and the question

of -~ superiority ' between  the two

srhools un the river is finally decided,

after an lierotc struggle. .

In - e

" SKULL ISLAND !

By Duncan Storm,
.1 ' g

-,

| e T
- rext week’s iInstalment 18 a most

exciting one, full of thrilling sdven-
ture in strauge ecas, spiced with
schoolboy . fun, and written in that,
beight and breezy mamer which is
Duncan Storm’s .own secret.  There
33 not w dull line in the story. .
Tho next of the Rookwood Rlivme.
ster's series deals with one of the
herpes of the Modern Side at Rook-

vood, viz., 7
" TOMMY DOYLE,

Cr-e

.
=

whose lively character is hit off to

[ 11 1)
a T' I 9
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SOMETHING SPECIAL. ©
L e Y !

The first of cur splendid new series
of Boxing Articles, by

. *BOY' McCORMICK,

v hich 1a published in this issue, will,
I am confident, mect with a great
roception from every one of the
thowsands of keen boxing enthusiasts
smong my readers. The boxing
oxperts among my friends to whom

- I have shown the complete series of

arficles are loud in their praise of
them. One of them, Mr. Stanley
Hooper, who is himself a great
boxing structor, and holds the title
of Fly-weight Champion of Essex
ana the Eastern Counties, writes:
*‘Boy’' McCormick's articles are
notling less than a valuable series of
boxing lessons, for which many an
amateur would be glad to pay several
guineas. In my opinion, careful
study of euch a course of ¢lessons,’
written by a recallv first-rate boxer
such as * Boy' McCormick is, ia the
very best- way for an amateur to
learn to improve his boxing—short,
of course, of having actual eparring
practice with the master himself.”
The second article, which will
appear in next weck’s Bors' FrIEnD,
will be &s-valuable and interesting
as the first; and I would ask all my
roenders to draw their chums’ atten-

- tion to this splendid series of articles,

which ‘Bov’ MeCormick, holder of
the Lonsdale Championship Belt,

;and Light Henvy-weight Champgon

of Great Britain, - has written

Write to me whepever you are In doubt or difienlty. Tell me about yourself: lot
me know what you tbink of the BOYS' FRIEND. All readers who write t0 me, snd
enclose a stamped envelops or postcard, may te sure of recetving o prampt sud kindly

reply by post. All letters sbould be addreasod: ' The Editor, the BODX8' FRIEND,

* The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.Q. L DLz
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a country life,

exclusively for tho DBovs’ FRIEND,
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A CHEERY FARM-WORKER. -
S et ———— - *

. I work at.a farnl, and “get up’
about half-past -five "every morning |
in  summer,” and _five o'clock .in.
winter. In summer” I usually fetah:
my horses into the stable from:the.
field, cleau thent and yoke them, and
then. T have my breakfast. I am very
fond of my horses, and when wec
turn out into the field we seem to
work well together. . When I do not
have to work the horses I help my
father aud brother to milk the cows,
ns we have not had a man fur.some
time past. We have got all our_hay,
and singled all our turnips, in_fact,
we have hoed them for the last time.

{ The next business is_carting mantre

up a narrow, rocky lane. - My lay
varies from six to ten. When I hade
a chance I go cycling, but, there Y&
not much time, as farmers who are
behind-hand  with theie- hay,” ete.,
liire tne, and so T am gencrally work-
ing, but I am happy. « With three
cheers for the Boys’' I'RIEXD, and all
the other companion papers, 1 close.
Marriott Revett, of Coppice House
Farm, Rivelin, near Shefficld, who
sent in this graplic little pen-picture
of his daily life, is to be congratu-
lated. ¥e works hard, and is happy
and contented with his lot. ~ And I
hope he will be' pleased- when he

reccives a little, present  of 4 five
shillings from me next Saturday
morning ! - ot n

n’..‘q- )

FROM A COUNTRY READER,

R —

Thorpeness is one of ihe pretticst
places 1 Suffolk. It is not a busy,
hustling place like =ome of our large
seaside resorts, but just the ideal spot
for a city worker suffering from
mental weariness who wishes for a
quiet loliday far from the madding
crovd. It took me twenty-five
minutes from my home to rcach the
litile village_ by the sca. There is no
railway-station, only a ““lLalt.” On
cither side of the road into
Thorpness streteh the dunes, covered
with  bracken and purple heather.
Close to the village is a wonderfnl
lake dotted with small islands. X
hired a boat, and though T had never
bLeen in s boat before” I managed
fairly well.. One .of the islands is
called * Peter Pan’s Property,” and
another the “Blue Lagoon.” On’
the. maivnland theve are houses down
to the green edge of the luke. Far
away to the. right lies the sea, with
steamships on the horizon leaving
long trails of black smoke. As I
looked round I could not help but
feel a deep eympathy for the Iads
who live i great cities. I was nearly

swamnped as I sat dreaming,. but got

back to the landing-stage all right.
Here T bought some cakes, oranges,
and ginger-beer,.and bad a frugal
meal as I sat by an old fishiug-vessel,

I had another row laler on. It was
a moaost enjovable time,

Alfred Cattermole, T4, Potash
Cottage,  Benhall, Sauxmundham,

sent in this paragrapl, and it is evi-
dent that my chum is a true lover of
The way he writes
makes us. city dwellers long for a
whiff, of the fresh Suffolk breeze. I
am’ eending him the sum of half-a-
crown at the end of the week.,
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WHAT THE WAR HAS DONE.
“

It is, however, simply astonishing
what changes the war has wrought in
socinl customs. Before 1913 people
fought =hy of strangers in' railway
trains. There was the don't-spcak-to.
nie look on all sides. As a rulo, eox-
cept- pethaps in the north, where a
railway journey is a diffcrent pair of
thoes altogether, folks showed that
they did not want any chatty plea-
santrics from those to whom they had

|
;
X
;

|

- Y .silence of A

.

not been introduced. 'The stolid

et E . S s
A railway compartment in,
this country  was the wonder of a
Frenchman, © Vastly different it is the

other side. .Step imto ~one of athe;

;-¢heé¢fy,” ambling trains with . their’

roof scats which “stroll out of Paris
through _ Butignolles. "to’ Versailles,
Fontammebleau, or Compeigne, and
you find, or you did so before the war
—I bhave not becn that way for years
—that every body was immensely in-
terested in you and your family, and.
your general opinions on politics and
whether yon  liked " mustard  with
beef, etc. In this country a stranger.
was seldom welcomed in''a. railway-
carriage. 'That* is, before tho war.
The cheery soldicrs broke tho -ice.
They brought axes to it—not axes to
grind. They don’t use many of those
in $the Army, unless it is a comrade's
axe,” and the comrade \wants help.
There is far less of the systein we
have heard of: “Hecre's a stranger!
Heave half a. brick at him!™.: %hat
13 one of the things which the war
unproved.: Of course, nobody wants
any truek with ' the over-plausible
party who earries u pack of cards and
suggests a friendly little game,  lle
is no use to anybody. 1 fancy that
the ‘children have helped the reform
onwarids, Youu§st(::_'s_s when they
are njce, natural youngstere, always
talk to each other. A dog or a baby
helps matters, too. Jerome K.
Jerome tells a humorous varn of a
stifl-as-starch evening party where
one set of folk# declined to talk to
another set whose wembers had not
got so much moncey in the bank. But
suddenly a big Newfoundland - dog
came rushing into the room, and the
first thing bo did was to whisk down
a screen which divided them, and
sweep the ornaments off an occasional
table with his tail. .The next thing
those present knew was that they were
all laughing together.

b\ X
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WHEN IN DOUBT LEAVE OUT.
M ]

This was the advice  given to a
young journalist ' I knew,  Sound
enough, too. It is better than hLav-
ing to print a contradiction the day
after.. I was reminded of the matter
when reading a note from a Grimsby
reader the other day, Ile said a cer-
tamn London paper had grossly mis-
represented his famous town. Evi-
dently, the writer of the paragraph
did not know Grimsby, nor anything
concermng the grand fishing fleet of.
the celebrated port. . He only ought
to have known! Ignoranze is just
about the worst failing in auyone
who has the handling of news. He
lets things go “to press which
exasperates s the. local man at the
other end who knows all the points,
aud lie gets his paper laughed at. -

¥

FRANK REDWELL.

_ T feel mterested in Frank Redwell.
ITe is . fifteen, and he has. been
appointed station constable ut* that
dear old Surrey town, Reigate. "It

s begiuning young, but, according |
to all accounts, he will do well. Judg-

ing from lLis portrait, he iz & keen,
brainy fellow, and ho has that look
about him which suggests that count-
ing beans up to.five, or any number,
or tackling much stificr propositions,
will come as casy to him as shelling
peas. Frank is young, and has. con-
sequently, plenty of time, which is
lucky, for, without a doubt, Lo las
a long way to go before he has done.
Good luck to him, aud to Reigate
for putting him into tho job.

THE FATE OF AUSTRIA,
e

There are a good many lovers of
history among the recaders of the
Boys’ FRIexD. I expect they hLave
been mightily interested in the reports
about Austria. Now the Peace i3
a fact, Austria, os sho has cxisted for

- .
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more than.a century, _
exist; , There will be a ‘small State.
bearing the name. : Ausiria was the
successor of the Ioly Roman Empire.
Voltaire said thc name was right
enough, so far as it went, ,onlf the
Holy Roman Empire was not lloly,
was not Roman, and was "not an
Empire, . Austria will bc an cuapire
no more, -
~For many and many years, past
thore has been, | Lo

. , i .
-

A gentle tappin[.r-; L L

-+ As of someone softly rapping,
% At the chamber door o
of the Austrian Empire, Tiouble
has been threatening that country all’
the time, It was as ramshackle as a
wheozy old four-wheel cab, such as
one sees come creaking out of - the

back strects on occasions when all the

taxi men are cngaged, Austria was
deomed. 1If her rulers had been wise

rnough  to keep away fromn Kawer ]

Wilhcelm they might have weathered
the storm. _ Austria miught  lave
becomne a strong modern State, but
this is doublful. The pity was, any-
way, that Vienna went to war, - She
had everytling to losec—and sho has
lost it. e Co

It is safe to asserl that we shall
have wet days during the holidays,
just us we always do have them,  You
remember what the poot said, and ke
was right ‘on the wickcet, -though
poets are somcetimes dead off. It is
quite cheary when you find younrself
landel at a country farm or cottage,
or at a seaside lodging. with the rain

[}

coming down cats and dogé, te be,
able to pass an hour or two of the

downupour with a paine of the pencil
and paper kind, either writing comic
notices or reviews of books, each
member of the purty adding a bit to

the folded paper as it is passed round,

without knowing anything that has
grone before, or running wverses to-
gether of the ancient and still alu uys
popular kind. You know the gort of
thing : - x.

There was an old lady. of Ewhurst,
Who alwaye got tuto Ler pew first,
- So as not to be late she had two
hours to wait— ‘
- This punctual party of Ewhurst.

Or the lines of ihe ge'ntle‘n;a.n who
was as fond of forestry as William
Hokenzollern: '

There was
Datchet, -
Who lopped off
= hatchel, L.
‘When they said, * Leave off chop-
© plag, . -
For this comes of lopping,”
He ‘:-'thf:vppcd_ off the other 10 match
at, om .

. [ -.
[ - [

a voung curate of

his thumb with a

- ®

I am not going to suggest theso are
wit .quickeners. To start with, the
rcaders of the Companion Papers do
not stand in need of sueh, but they
make a laugh,
bright hour.

WHO INVENTED QUNPOWOER ?

R

The honour of the discovery has
been atiributed to many people, but
Reger Buacon is gencrally supposed to
hayo made the great find. I wae
interested tha othier day when on a
journey to hear what a charnce fellow-
travcller had to say on the subject.
Ho had a very decided American
accent, and he was wearing one of the
soft hats which can bo pressed -into
any old shape. Hec sat down facing
me, and told me that if explosives had
never been invented the world would
bo a great deal happier. It sounds
roasonable enouch. *“The man who
invented oxplosives,” said my friend,
“did a wicked thing, What we want
is to invent thinus which will make
people happy.. We do not. want to

\“\\'ﬂn— e N

? Readern of th; BOYS' FRIEND are invited to contribute short original paragraphs
" ol general interest for publication on thls page. Cash prizes of five saillings sad
kall » crown, according to merit, will be awarded
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will cease to’

‘and help to pass &

P

. Moreover, the Huun require

always worth while,

{ worth

to the senders of all paragraphs
'.!."“..")",' L

P -

» ‘v -l-"-“

blow il';éﬁ'n'ﬁp. People ought to bo
‘kind to cach other, and be ready to

-
L ]

*

b

put themselves out of their .way to

oblige.”
but at the same time it is as well to
remember that explosives are used for
other things than blowing up felks.
to be
blown up to teach Lkim a lesson he
would not forget in a laurry. There
are othor individuals, too, whe wouid
bo all the better if they were.' blown
up " now and then. Besides all that,
what about the bygone ages, -beforo
asnybody “kuew anything  couceruing
gunpowder, or its _ morg. powerful
brothers whose names end in *ite **?
We have no causo for thinking folks
were any more amisble then than
now, Ard yvet the world might be a

better place if culy everybody tricd.s,

I was quito ready to agree, %
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to play the game aprd’ to thiuk” of

others; "Anyonce can start the™ bust.’

ness right away by being considerate

A. LOVE OF HISTORY, ' "~ .
When in doubt” find out! 1t i
Thero are free
libraries pretty well evecywhere. It
is o pleasure to get such a question
WS 4 VP A You e TRV when .
Fnmiperor Dash  Blank signed  the
Treaty, with the King of Some-
where?”"  Of course, 1 do not carry
all the treaties in my head. Wi
docs? -But it i3 just as well to refer
to the rccords of such mattees,
Kuowledge is power—the only power
having, really, I think -«
fcllow 15 wise who mukes a note of
somcthing he sces in a newspaper—
something .which puzzles him. It je
not worth™it to remain ignorant of
things.  Among my letters receutly
was onc from a lad-who wae exercised
in his mind about the arins and stele
of the French Royal Family, T fre-
quently sce errors o this point in
papers which ought to I;ngw biotter.

AN ODE TO THE EDITOR.
m

following tires:

' : :
3 —
ha¥ X -«

Mar:y thanks to “‘l\[uﬁ.f'l " f‘.'!‘ fhe

Who tries te make us understar.d,
He 19 a friend to all the band
Of logal readers in the land?

. Our Liditor.

Who anawers guestions by the score,

Is willing quite to answer raore,

Although they oft must be a2 bore?
~«  Our Fditor,

Who hlas to know Tom Merrz's
height, .

And whether Gussy's spats are white,

And which of twe would win a fght ©
- . Qur Editor.

Whose paticnce really 1s clastie,
With his replies is never drastic,
Although somctimes a bit sarcastic?
-~ Our Editor.
Who is it that I hope to sce,
Whn he can have a moment frer,
To sparc a word for little me$
- QOur Fditor.
Who, when he reads theso Jines to-
day, “
Will tap his head and gently say,
“Ioor kid!: ller mind has  gone
astray' ¥
Our Fditor.

Nothing of the sort, “Muriel ™!
On tho contrary, I should aay, jude-
ing frora your sprightly verses, rou
arc very much “all there ™!
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