

















“Tsay! That’s jolly serious!”

Tom Berry was hustled into his corner,
and Captain Westerbrook and the other man
examined the injury carefully.

Howard had crossed to his own corner,
and was waiting therc with folded arwms.

“I'm afraid that’s settled you, Berry,”

the captain said at last.
nasty cut there.”

“No, sir, I'm all right—I'm all right ! ”

“ Oh, no, you're not! What do you say,
Smith ¢ ”

Smith, Tom Berry’s trainer, shook his
head.

“T reckons the captain’s right, Tom. It’s
blinking hard luck on you, lad. That’s a
nasty cut, and will require a stitch or two to
get it right.”
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It was, indeed, an ugly wound, for the skin
had been cut for an inch or two, and the blood
was pouring down Tom Berry’s face.

Howard, slipping the gloves between his
knees, drew them off, and, tucking them under
his arm, he came across the ring.

“I—I'm very sorry,” he began.
hope I haven’t hurt you ?

“That’s all right, Mr. Howard,” Tom
Berry said ; “ accidents will happen.”

He looked very pale and distressed, and
Harry Smith’s face indicated that this feeling
was shared. 2

Ralph had darted into the dressing-room,
and he returned presently with some sticking-
plaster and bandages, and Captain Wester-
brook carried out a rough first-aid to the
luckless local boxer.
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“ Better take him along to see Dr. Parkin
at once,” he said to Smith. “ It’s most un-
fortunate, for, of course, the slightest blow on
the wound will open it again, and that means
a big handicap on Saturday.”

Dan seemed to be very interested in
Howard. He had watched the heavy-jowled
fellow. and now, when Howard slipped away
from the ring towards the dressing-room,
Dan sidled after him. He saw Howard
stoop over a box and fumble in it for a
moment. One of his gloves was dropped
into the box, and another glove was lifted out
of it deftly.

Then Howard came back to the little
group round Tom Berry.

* Can’t understand how it happened, uncle,”
Howard Westerbrook said. “I didn’t think
I was punching very hard, and the gloves are
quite all right.”

He held them up for inspection, and the
captain examined them.

“ Yes; they seem all right,” he agreed.

Tom Berry and the trainer disappeared
into the dressing-room for a moment, then
reappeared in their every-day clothes, and
left the gym.

“It’s very bad luck,” Westerbrook said to
Dan. “ For with that injury to his eye, I'm
afraid Berry has no chance against this
fellow, Battling Sid Blake, on Saturday.”

Ralph looked at Dan, and the freckled-
faced youth shrugged his shoulders.

“He’ll have a nasty black eye by to-
morrow morning, sir,” Dan said. “ And it’ll
show up proper in the ring on Saturday.
Battling Sid will make a mark of that eye of

is.””

He shuffled his feet for a moment.

“1 suppose you ain’t got the chance of
putting anyone else in Berry’s place 2 ” he
asked.

Captain Westerbrook laughed.

“Oh, yes; I could put in anyone else I
lied,” he said. “ But there’s not anyone in
Staplevale who has a snowball’s chance against
this fellow Battling Sid.”

Dan stretched his supple arms.

“I'm in Staplevale, ain’t I, mister 2” he
said. “ What about trying me out 2 ”

Howard, who had been seated on a chair

beside the ring, arose now and came forward.

His uncle turned to him.

“ Do you mind giving this chap a round or
two, Howard ? ”* he asked.

Howard looked at Dan, looked at the
ragged clothes and the distinctly cheerful
countenance, and—fell into the trap. For
some reason or other, Howard scemed to
resent Dan’s presence there in the gym;
perhaps it was because he seemed so friendly
with Ralph.

“ Just as you like, uncle !

““ All right! Go along, Ralph; take your
friend into the dressing-room and get him
ready.”

Dan shook his head.

“ I don’t want no sweater, mister.
right as T am.”

He began to remove his nondescript
clothing. There was a coat, a couple of waist-
coats and two shirts; all of them of a very
ragged description. Howard’s nose was tilted
into the air as Dan completed his undressing
and stood at last in a warm, woollen under-
vest.

“Carry all your wardrobe with you, I
suppose ? ”’ he snecered.

Dan nodded.

“You bet ! I find it easier,” he returned.

Ralph brought a pair of gloves to Dan, and
the waif slipped them into position. Captain
Westerbrook had takea Howard’s gloves, and
he helped his nephew to adjust them over his
wrists.

Ralph provided Dan with a pair of light
gym shoes, removing the heavy Army boots
which the waif wore. Then, at a signal from
Captain Westerbrook, Dan and Howard faced
each other in the ring.

Howard was champion of his school, and
was by no means a bad boxer, but he seemed
to be incapable of doing anything against that
red-haired, quick-moving waif.

For three long minutes Ginger Dan led
Howard a grim dance. Again and again the
long, supple arm would shoot out, tapping
Howard on chest and shoulder and head.
The quick, slipping footwork and amazing
dexterity of the counters and headwork kept
Howard guessing all the time.

Finally the black-haired fellow lost his
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temper and, throwing all science to the winds,
went for Dan hammer and tongs, trying to
smash through that amazing guard.

Dan gave ground for a moment or so, then,
realising Howard’s intention, he blocked one
vicious swing, and, measuring the distance,
sent in a left hard on Howard’s throat.

It did not seem a very powerful punch but
its effect was amazing, for Howard, staggering
against the ropes, tilted clean over them and
landed on his back with a thud which knocked
all the wind out of his body.

“ Hope I ain’t hurt him, sir 2 ” Dan said.

Ralph had run to his cousin’s assistance, but
Howard was already drawing himself to his
feet.

His face was bloodless, and, with an angry
snarl, he snatched the gloves from his fists,
throwing them on to the floor.

“ I've had enough of this ! ”” he rapped out,
and stalked off out of the gym, banging the
door behind him.

Captain Westerbrook went across to Dan,
and put his hand on the waif’s shoulder.

“ I'm quite satisfied,” he said. * We’ll keep
this secret between us. If you're ready to
mecet Battling Sid Blake on Saturday, you'll
have a chance.”

He nodded to his nephew.

“ Bring Dan across to the study after he's
had a clean up,” he said. “ We’ll have a chat
over things.”

As soon as the captain had Jeft the dressing-
room, Dan crossed to the locker where Howard
had dropped the glove. He found it, and
brought it over to Ralph.

“ Feel that!” Dan said.

He was indicating the padded part, where
the knuckles of the hand rested. Ralph ran
his fingers along the leather, and a quick gasp
of surprise broke from his lips ; for inside was
a hard lump.

““An old trick,” Dan commented, “and a
darned rotten ome! It’s plaster of Paris.
You can cut a fellow’s face open with a glove
like this.”

“ Then you—jyou think that Howard did it
on—on purpose ? ”

“Not much doubt about that,” Dan
returned soberly. ‘ He meant to mark Tom
Berry so that Battling Sid would have an
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casy job on Saturday. A punch on Tom
Berry’s eye in the first round would have
blinded him, and he would have been an easy
victim then.”

Ralph took the glove and slipped it under
his coat.

“You leave this to me, Dan,” he said.
““ Uncle will hear the truth about Howard at
last 1 ”

THE THIRD CHAPTER
Ginger’s Great Fight 1
RE town-hall at Staplevale was filled to
overflowing, and prominent among the
spectators was Mr. Sam Drake and his group
of followers.

Mr. Drake had been very busy that day
laying the odds against the local man. Some-
thing had happened to Berry, although what
it was no one could quite say. He had
vanished from his cottage, and rumour had
it that he had been staying with Captain
Westerbrook over the Friday night; but
nobody was absolutely certain.

The preliminary events in the programme
were fixed to start at eight o’clock, and the
main contest of the evening was billed to take
place at nine-fifteen. At nine o’clock the ring
in the centre was cleared, and the M.C.
appeared with a slip of paper in his hand, and
began to make his announcement :

“ A ten-round contest between Battling Sid
Blake, of London, and Captain Westerbrook’s
nominee: ”’  Here the M.C. halted, and
glanced round the assembled audience. I
have to announce that, owing to a slight
accident, our lad, Tom Berry, is unable to
take the ring; but Captain Westerbrook has
found another to take his place—Ginger Dan,
of Nowhere.”

There was a stir from the dressing-room
on the left, and a group of figures appeared,
to walk down the passage bet-veen the seats.
A ginger-haired youngster was in their midst,
and he climbed on to the platform, slipping
under the ropes.

The M.C. pointed to him.

“ This is Captain Westerbrook’s nominee,
Ginger Dan,” he announced.

The cheery smile which crossed Dan’s
freckled face and the grin which accom-
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panied the awkward bow brought a roar of
approval from the crowd.

After a little delay, Battling Sid and his
seconds appeared, and the foxy-looking, tough
boxer glanced hard across the ring at the
ginger-haired, cheery youngster opposite him.

The preliminaries were carried out; then
“ Time ! ” went, and the two lads stepped out
to face each other.

The fight that followed was one of the
finest that Staplevale ever saw.

Battling Sid Blake, a tried boxer, knew just
what was expected of him, and he waded in
to register a quick victory. But he found him-
self taced by a lad who could swallow punish-
ment by the cartload, and come up for more.

If Battling Sid had been wiser he would
have played with his man, instead of trying
to overwhelm him by sheer strength of arm.

In the first round Battling Sid went for
his young, unknown opponent hammer and
tongs, and under the fierce fusillade Dan gave
ground. He took a terrific drubbing, and it
seemed as though Battling Sid could do just
what he liked with the red-headed, square-
shouldered youngster.

Now and again the professional pug would
drop back a pace and grin savagely ; then he
would close, and a terrific hurricane of blows
would rain on Dan’s head, body, and shoulders.

The audience had been taken somewhat
aback by the sudden announcement made by
the M.C., and now, when the fight was in
progress, and they were watching Ginger Dan
receive what looked to them like a severe
dressing-down, murmurs began to pass from
lip to lip.

The gong which brought the first round to
an end saw Ginger Dan turn, and, hurrying
to his chair, sprawl there, while Smith and
Ralph, and another second attended to him.

Captain Westerbrook was in a seat close to
Sam Drake, the bookie, and that individual
leaned forward and grinned across at the man
in evening-dress.

*“ Like to make a little bet, Captain Wester-
brook ? ” Sam’s raucous voice broke out.
“TI’ll give you three to one that your man
doesn’t last another three rounds !

Westerbrook turned quietly.

“You would lose your money,” he said.

“ Your man hasn’t got plaster of Paris in his
gloves to-night, Dralke !

The bookie fell back in his seat, his jaw
dropping, and the look which came into his
furtive cyes made Captain Westerbrook turn
away and smile grimly to himself.

His shot had told, and there was a hard
look in the captain’s eyes as he raised them
towards the ring again.

He saw Ginger Dan’s mop of -crisp curls
emerge from under the huge sponge which
Smith was using. The freckled face was still
smiling, although there were one or two ugly
bruises on it, and Dan’s cheery eye caught
Captain Westerbrook’s gaze. The waif of the
road smiled, and Captain Westerbrook caught
his breath sharply.

‘“ By James, you're a game lad, and you're
not nearly done yet ! ”

‘“ Seconds out ! Time

Into the ring again went Dan, and the same
grim, slogging tactics were carried on by
Battling Sid.

The bruiser’s blows hurt, but did not
harm, for Dan was always just able to check
them or time them so that, although they
landed easily enough, the sting was taken out
of them.

And yet it was a case of always beating a
retreat with those terrible fists of the pro
battering at him on rib, chest, and head.

Round and round the ring they went, Sid’s
fox-like face intent and furious as he tried
all the tricks that he was master of. Yet,
although he pommelled Dan unmercifully,
never once did he send that sturdy figure off
its feet.

And so for five terrible rounds the battle
waged, and at the end of that time Ginger
Dan’s youth and stamina came to the front.

In the sixth round Dan, bruised but in-
domitable, found his second wind, and began
to fight back at his opponent.

Two fierce rallies, which brought the
audience to their feet, marked the opening
of the round, and from & clinch Dan broke
away to distance; then, as Battling Sid
launched at him again, Dan swung a shatter-
ing left full into his rival’s battered face.

It was a pile-driving punch, and Battling
Sid rocked under the impact. Dan leaped in,
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As Battling Sid rocked on

his feet, Ginger Dan leaped

in, and a right hook, beau-

tifully timed, went home on

the point of the bruiser’s
chin.

and a right hook, beautifully timed, went
home on the point of Battling Sid’s jaw.

Battling Sid went down with a thud on to
the canvas-covered boards to roll over on his
back ; and Ginger Dan, falling back a pace,
heard the steady count of the timekeeper.

* Bight, nine, ten!”

The vast town-hall seemed to ring to the
roar of delight which went up as Dan walked
back to his corner.

Sam Drake had risen to his feet, and was
leaning under the ropes, glaring at Dan.
Dan bent his head, and whispered.

“ Didn’t have to use a glove containing
plaster of Paris, either, Mr. Drake!” The
bookie slunk away.

In a third-class compartment a very
tired but very contented youngster was
leaning back in the corner as the train drew
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out of Staplevale on the following Monday.

He was still wearing his tattered garments,
but there was a little wad of Treasury notes
tucked away in one of the inside pockets, and
Ginger Dan, bruised and battered though he
was, smiled a smile of perfect contentment.

There had been a painful scene in Captain
Westerbrook’s study on the previous evening,
where Howard, confronted by that faked
glove, had been forced to confess the evil plot
he had concocted with the rascally Drake.

The train swung on, and Dan, settling him-
self in his seat, _losed his eyes.

“1 don’t mind if I'm bumped off another
old furniture van,” he murmured to himself.
* Strikes me them bumps are lucky !

And Bill, in the guard’s-van, with a huge
mutton bone with which to console himself, no
doubt endorsed that sentiment.

THE END
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SOME OF HIS CHARACTERS

Candid Criticisms of popular Owen Conquest by
some of his well-known Rookwood Characters

JIMMY SILVER. What do I think of
Mr. Conquest? Well, the best way I can
think to put it is that in writing up our
adventures and misadventures in his inimit-
able style he has certainly lived up to his
name ! The only criticism I can offer is that
he devotes too much space to Tommy Dodd
and the inhabitants of that quite unim-
portant home for half-wits known as the
Modern House.

TOMMY DODD. Owen Conquest ? He's
tip-top, Al and O.K., and several other
things I haven’t time to mention! I've just
one complaint to make : He devotes far too
much space to that mouldering, decrepit old
asylum for the feeble known as the Classical
House ! %

CYRIL PEELE. My feeling is that it’s
high time Mr. Conquest revised his ideas.
Anyone with half an eye can see that he dwells
too much on those soft idiots Silver and Dodd
instead of concentrating on the live wire that
all the readers are constantly yearning to
read about. I refer, of course, to myself !

RICHARD DALTON, ESQ. 1 have
nothing to say against Mr. Conquest using me
so frequently in his stories, but I feel I have a
legitimate grievance in protesting against the
irreverent way in which he calls me “ Dicky.”
This habit of his makes it quite hard for me to
preserve discipline at times. Only yesterday,
when I called out Mornington’s name in class
the young rascal had the temerity to reply
“Yes, Dicky ?” The roar of laughter which
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greeted Mornington’s act of exuberance was
only equalled by the other kind of roar which
Mornington emitted shortly afterwards !

JOHN MACK. Wot I says is, Mr. Howen
Conquest’s orlright. But I strongly hobjects
to ’im makin’ me drop my haitches, which is a
thing I never ’ave been in the ’abit of doin’ an’
‘ope 1 never shall !

TUBBY MUFFIN. 7o tell you the truth,
I consider Mr. Conquest has got many faults.
Why, his yarus bristle with inaccuracies !
Take me, f'rinstance. Any reader who didn’t
know me would imagine I was fat, flabby,
fatnous and fond of food; whereas, as a
matter of fact, I am manly, muscular, mean
of measurement and, in food requirements,
satisfied with a very small minimum! Put
that in your pipe and smoke it, Mr. Owen
Conquest !

MARK CARTHEW. Owen Conquest?
He’s the so-called gentleman who regularly
describes me, I believe, as the ““cad of the
Sixth.” Well, you can tell Mr. Conquest from
me that if ever he comes to Rookwbod,
there’ll be one at least who won’t stand up and
cheer ; you’ll find him in my study !

GEORGE BULKELEY. It’s easy to tell
from the way he writes that Mr. Conquest is
one of the best. Give him my respectful com-
pliments and tell him that if ever he comes to
Rookwood he’s assured of a right royal
welcome !

ROGER MANDERS, ESQ. Mr.
Conquest ? Bah !

Owen
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