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Binks has a faint suspicion that he lit his pipe with it at the last stopping-place.
Drawn by Tom Browne, R.L : ’

“Your passport, sefior.”

Vor X.--1



AT THE SAME INSTANT THE RUNNER LEATED AT THEEM FROM THE BANK.
Bee page 10.
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CHAPTELR 1.

A SrriNG AWAEENING.

HE crows had gathered at
their rookeries among the
tall pines of a bluffi which
overtopped an Ojibwa vil-
lage. Snow had melted off
the bark roofs of the wig-
wams, and in their front—
tf they may be said to have
had a front—lay a far
stretch of blue-green ice
shimmering under the April

To and fro above this icefield the solemn

harbingers of spring flapped their black wings.

They scanned its barren space in vain search for

pen water and the float of winter-killed fish. The
sceasional remostrant Aul-#iil-dil ! of one of these
winging spectres sounded a lean and melancholy
wte of hunger Now and then, too, within
their range of vision, a wolf, bare of rib and thin
to the semblance of a shadow loped, a flitting
wraith, across an arm of the lake. Save for

the scream of a scolding jay, the chirrup of a

surviving bunting, or the chatter of a red

squirrel, the spaces of the skeleton woods had,
been as the aisles of the dead.

un.

o

1J,f

being an account of the Strange
Adventures of Zintkalaand Etapa.
sonand daughter of Fire Cloud~
Chief of the Red Indian tribe of—=
Ogallalas, s~—=>——u 2

ﬂ///ﬁor of The Bullet-Maker's Strategy and
QurUninvited Guest.”

At Tall Gun’'s village the people had begun to
take the fish which will not stir out of deep
waters until the sun’s rays begin to glimmer
through the ice. Laboriously the women had
worked for several days chopping channels be-
side the crevasses, which here and there ran far
out upon the lake. Into these openings the
tribal nets had been lowered. These nets the
hungry ones visited frequently. Equable divi-
sion of small catches had several times been
made and there had begun to be heard a low hum
of renewed life in the wigwams.

During three starving moons no fire had baen
built in the long lodge, no drum had been beaten,
no gourd rattled, no song chanted. But, as the
sun mounted one still forenoon, the tinkle of
rivulets of water was heard, pools glittered upon
the blue ice-field, and suddenly the roll of the
conjurer’s drum throbbed, the sound of his
rattle clicked upon the still air, and his voice was
heard chanting in a strange tongue. The people
were made glad; their pulses quickened for they
knew that the medicine of Ghost Moccasin and
their own prayers had prevailed.*

Tall Gun sat in his lodge well content with his
faithful conjurer’s performance. The head
man’s stomach was filled with fish, the season of
plenty was at hand. If his mind held a taint of
suspicion as to the origin of the superhuman
thumpings, groanings and frenzied cries which

*** Ghost Moccasin,’” the medicine-man of the village, bhad,
of oourse, to pratend thsat spring had arrived through the
agenocy of his magic.—~ED.

Copyright in the United States of America by FLEMING H. REVELL, Esqg.
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issued from Ghost Moccasin's lodge it was

hidden oehind the mask of gravity which sat

upon his face while he blew volumes of blue
smoke from his nostrils, turning the stem of his
casse-téte ¢ calwmet to all points of the compass
and reverently skyward.

That afternoon there was feasting, and a fire
was lighted in the long lodge. The people
gathered early in the evening, seating them-
selves around the edges of the big wigwam,
where they waited in decorous silence for the
great men to appear. Tall Gun came first and
seated himself in the place of honour upon a
skin reserved for him. As many great men do,
Ghost Moccasin kept his audience in waiting
until some of them yawned in sheer impatience.
For an hour or more the older people sat, and
the younger stood in a packed ellipse about the
outer circuit of the smoothly worn ground floor
of their primitive town-hall.

Now and then the elder men turned to ecach
other with some low-voiced remark, but even
these refrained from smoking. The younger
ones maintained a decorous silence, their eyes
only shining with the light of impatience or of
expectancy.

At length Ghost Moceasin came in, his
assistants bearing the sacred drum and medicine
pouch. The conjurer had arrayed himself fan-
tastically and carried a powerful medicine fetich
and a wondrous rattle.

His assistants began to drum and the medicine
man, seating himself before a bright fire -of
fagots, began a series of public incantations,
smoking to all the manidos and mumbling
strange incoherences.

Then the young girls came forward and
danced. To the barbaric double time of the
tom-tom and the rhythmic jangle of its bells
these moved modestly, their elbows at a slight
curve, their moccasined toes turned inward.

Louder beat the tom-tom, more fiercely jangled
the bells, and the voice of Ghost Moccasin,
raised in crying repetitive, was like a clarion
call to action. Young men took the place of
maidens in the dance and the action grew fast
and furious until the timed rhythm of those
swaying, leaping figures whirled the brains of
the on-lookers into its mad, magnetic current.
Wild cries of encouragement were shouted by
the women and young folk. The feet of the
young men beat upon the floor, their sweating,
painted bodies writhed, their faces grimaced as
they rivalled each other in shouting the cadences
of the chant.

There were only two persons who were not
apparently pleased with this dance, and these
were small unnoted people—a boy and a girl. of
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near a dozen years each, who stood behind an
ugly woman, crowded between the inner posts of
the big wigwam. These two were thinly clad and
with no attempt at ornament save an unsuc-
cessful face decoration.

The faces of these were indeed flushed, but
not with pleasure. The girl had disdainfully
wiped from her cheeks the red earth with which
‘Lizbet, Tall Gun’s squaw, had stained it. Her
blue strouds sleeve carried most of this adorn-
ment, but some faint streaks yet remained to
accentuate the hot blood of resentiment and dis-
gust which showed in her small round face. She
stood erect against a post, her hands dangling, a
keenly intelligent and scornful little eritic of this
Awanse féte dance,

The boy, of the same height, stood on the
other hand of their mistress, who was no other
than Tall Gun’s old wife 'Lizbet. He had a
shoulder crowded between two upright stakes
as though he would have burst through the thin
partition. This one looked out from under a
mat of unkempt hair and scowled a Sioux scowl
upon the whooping, moving crowd.

'Lizbet Tall Gun was of an excitable nature.
She stood partly in front of her charges and, in
her eagerness to egg on the dancers to some new
grimace or contortion, the hostile faces of the
boy and girl went unnoted.

For the first timme in many weeks (so close had
been lher surveillance) these children spoke to-
gether in their own tongue. As the excited
woman crowded forward the better to lose no
movement of the dance, the girl. spoke behind
her back, taking care not to lock at her brother.

“Younger brother,” she said, “younger
brother, let us soon go homeward.”

“The arrows of the Cree follows,” returned
the boy, scowling more deeply under his mop of
hair, “and the bow of my grandfather and some
buckskins are hidden in a hollow-wood.”

“ Waste, mi sun!” said the girl, struggling
to hide the satisfaction in her face. “Waste!
I also have done something. Secretly I have
hidden the awl of this she creature and two
bundles of thread.”

“ Good,” muttered the boy, * therefore we shall
not go with these good-for-nothings to boil the
sweet water of ‘their trees.”

He was about to speak further, but some
accent of his despised and unknown tongue
reached ’Lizbet's ear and she turned, giving
the girl and boy each a fierce slap upon the
cheek, shrieking Ojibwa maledictions.

When he could see her back again the boy
scowled up at her with the face of a small fury.
A young meti woman at his right hand saw the
blow. She noted the look upon the boy's face
and she shrieked with laughter, but the kindly
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French blood in her veins prevented her from

exposing him further to the old wife's fury.
The alien boy and girl, however, had said

enough. They spoke not again during the dance.

CHAPTER IIL
Tue Cartivues.
AHPIYA-PETA, or Fire

Cloud, wag a war-chief

of the Oglalas. Drior to

18G0 he fought frequently
in wars against the ag-
gressive  whites,  the

Ojibwas, P’awnees, and

Crows, and in defence

of the narrowing fron-

tiers of his nation. He

was a soldier of renown

and, being a person of

importance, was chosen
as one of a delegation of North-west Indians who
visited the Great Father at Washington,

From that trip he returned to his town upon
the Smoky River a changed man.

“T will no longer fight the white peaple,” he
declared to his soldiers. “We make ourselves
ridiculous. We must bccome as they are or
perish.”

In the following spring he took his children,
Zintkala-Zi (Yellow Bird) and Etapa (The Right
Hand), to the mission school at Traverse des
Sioux in order that they might be educated to
live after the manner of the conquerors.

For these, he said, would soon despoil his
nation and pen the wretched remnant of its
tribes upon narrow tracks of land to be held as
prisoners of war—to be slaughtered if they
should resist, as the buffalo are slaughtered in a
surround.

How much his heart was wrung in obedience
to his judgment, when he left his children at the
mission, no one can tell. His Isanti wife
mourned for them almost as she would have
mourned for the dead. To her it seemed an in-
eredible and cruel thing that she should be asked
to part with her children, little more than babies,
to be reared and taught among a strange people
--to forget their own kindred and perhaps their
own tongue. But she could not gainsay her
lord and master, Fire Cloud.

The children were not. less rebellious in spirit
than their mother. They were crielly homesick
from the first. The little girl was obedient to
her teachers for some weeks, but when Etapa
Proved intractable to discipline, and was pun-
ished for running away to play with the children
of “ blanket Indians,” she, too, grew rebellious.

ACROSS THE WILDERNESS.

At the end of four months it became evident to
the better judgment at the mission that Fire
Cloud's young belligerents would better have
stayed among the Qglalas.

One night in September the boy and girl, tak-
ing matters into their own hands, seized an
opportune moment and fled, intending to make
their way across to the Missouri River, where
their mother's people were then living. Once
among these they felt very certain their father
would send for them when their wrongs should
have bheen recounted to him.

So fierce was their home hunger, these chil-
dren trusted themselves to the boundless prairies
without food and with no weapons save a horn-
tipped bow which the boy’s grandfather had
made for him and which he had clung to with a
persistence not to be denied. But, though he
had the bow, he had no arrows save the reeds he
was able to pluck from the creeks and sloughs.

So for three days fhis boy of ten and girl of
eleven travelled steadily westward, subsisting
upon the roots of the teepsinna, which they dug
with half a clam shell and ate raw.

They had reached the buffaloe country when a
party of Assiniboin hunters:—men and women--
swooped upon them and bore them nerthward
as captives. The Assiniboins at this time were
nominally at peace with the lower Dakota tribes,
so, when this party had reached a trading-post
on the Red River, they had so far repented of
their rashness as to offer their captives in private
sale to some Ojibwas who were on a trading ex-
pedition.

Thus, for two dumpy ponies and some other
property, Tall Gun, of a village in the far eastern
woods, came into possession of the Oglala boy
and girl. When Tall Gun’s party had trailed
back to the Red Lake country, the chief set up
another wigwam and took to wife the comeliest
maid of his village. In propitiation he gave to
'Lizbet, a half-caste, who had kept him in mono-
gamous estate for a quarter of a century, the
Sious eaptives that she might with honour set up
a household of her own. With the possession of
these strong children, the boy already an efficient
hunter of small game and the girl able to do
most of the work required in her wigwam, with
a husband still willing to provide meat and skins
from the hunting, 'Lizbet was very well content.
Thereupon the wily chief congratulated himself
upon the opportune stroke whereby he had
grasped the horn of a dilemma. Such are the
odd and accidental forces which go to the shap-
ing of destinies where war and plunder obtain.

Zintkala-Zi and Etapa, after the first poignant
terrors of capture, accepted their captivity as
became the children of warlike people. Had they
Leen taken into a wild tribe whose ways of life



were similar to their own, or had they been kindly
treated by adoption, it is very possible they
might never have attempted to escape, and would
in time have lost their identity as Dakotas.

But neither of these things happened to them.
The son and daughter of a war-chief of the
Oglalas, whose mother was daughter of a Yankton
chief, had been children of some distinction
among their own folk. They were now slaves to
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splendid necklace of polished elk teeth and was
unwilling to give it up.

In her irksome prison-pen among the mission-
aries little Zintkala had been reproved for wear-
ing “heathen ornaments,” and so she had hidden
her double chain, sewing a strand inside either
of a pair of buckskin leggings. These leggings she
had worn when captured by the Hohé (Assini-
boins). Within their winter folds the valuable

ornaments remained

hidden ‘until the shrewd
eves of 'Lizbet detected
their outlines beneath
the worn buckskin. The
strings of polished
ivories were promptly
ripped from their fasten-
ings, and ’Lizbet took
possession of the child’s
beloved ornaments with
a scream of delight.
Because Zintkala cried,
when she hung the
chains about her skinny
neck, 'Lizbet beat her
severely with switches.
After this the Sioux
children never com-
promised with her for an
instant in their hearts.

At first some Ojibwa
youths made an attempt
to deprive Etapa of his
bow, which they said was
too big and strong for
so small a boy. They
told 'Lizbet that the lad
should tradé it for one
better adapted to his
years. But shrewd 'Liz-
bet, making him under-
stand their criticism,
procured some fairly
serviceable arrows and
sent Ktapa into the
woods. When he re-
turned with three rab-

’LIZBET CROWDED FORWARD THE BETTER TO LOSE NO MOVEMENT OF THE DANCE.

a woman of nondescript people whose every mode
of dress and of life they detested.

Their mistress was a virago. She was not
thoroughly vicious, but tyrannical, which was
quite as galling to the Sioux children. As they
were—from policy—obedient to her behests, so
far as they understood them, it was some time
before 'Lizbet laid violent hands on cne of her
chattels. This happened when she discovered
that Zintkala-Zi had cunningly concealed a

bits and a grouse the
bow was secured to him.

The boy, however, unable as yet to converse
in Ojibwa, did not understand, and, when boys—
out of hearing of 'Lizbet—still urged him to trade
his bow, he was much alarmed lest they should
take it from him by force.

Just before the snow came, a party of Crees,
travelling through the country, camped at Tall
Gun’s village, and stayed for a day or two to
gamble and to “swap ” for such property as could
be traded. On the day after their departure
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Etapa’s bow was missing, and, although 'Lizbet
gave him a severe beating for carelessness, it
was generally believed that the Crees had stolen
the weapon because of its superior quality. To
appease the angry old wife Tall Gun made the
boy a bow of dry ash. It was a contemptible
weapon in Etapa's eyes, yet, needing food, he
made effective use of it so long as there were
birds and rabbits to be shot.

In ’Lizbet's wigwam the Sioux children, who
were recognised as her property, her slaves in
fact, graduated in a stern discipline. She con-
tinually talked to them in Ojibwa. After some
days, when she had taught them a few necessary
words and had established a sign language in aid
of their understanding, she never again allowed
them to speak to each other in their own tongue.
A word in the Sioux was the signal for a blow
with a dog whip. In all that dismal winter they
had no opportunity to speak together apart from
their argus-eyed mistress. 'Lizbet kept one of
them beside her constantly. She never allowed
the two to pass outside her lodge together, and,
if she stepped across to a neighbour’s wigwam,
she took Zintkala with her. How bitterly irk-
some this life became to these children of the
plains the subsequent chapters of this history
will reveal.

CHAPTER III.
AT THE Sucar CaMmp.

N the morning after the
féote dance there was
confusion  indescrib
able at Tall Gun's
village. The weather
had come off uncom-
monly warm and .ue
wigwams were turned
inside out in a mad
scramble to make
hasty exit toward a
sugar-camp.

Their skeleton ponies could not travel in the
snow nor drag travois packs over the ice; so
there was tying and untying, packing and re-
packing of blankets, skins, clothing, kettles, pans,
rooking utensils, axes and fishing tackle to meet
the limited capacity of a limited number of dog
sledges.

. Women and children hustled to and fro, yell-

ing themselves hoarse, while men seized upon

half-trained wolf-dogs and fought with the snarl-
ing, vicious brutes to get them into harness.

There was need of frantic haste, for already

there was much water upon the ice, and, by noon,

or a little later, the lake would be impassable for

L4
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sledges, and the slush snow of the woods equally
s0.
Ho-ho-ho! E-shig-o-ma-e-oosh! Fast the sap
is flowing! People ran hither and thither in a
frenzy lest they should overlook some necessary
dish, chipping adze, or other utensil. As fast as
a family had its dogs or its women loaded with
packs the members set out at a dog trot upon
the sloppy ice. Every rivulet of a hundred miles
and more of shore-line was pouring its flood out
upon that bottle-green waste.

So they ran, sﬁ)pping in shallow pools, with
sweating shoulders and icy feet, women and
papooses chattering and screaming, and men
belabouring dogs and swearing strange French
oaths. When one slipped and fell, getting a
shower-bath from the splash, shrieks of laughter
greeted the mishap. By holding to the ice-
ridges they were able to keep their feet out part
of the time, else the ice-water would have proven
intolerable long before the twelve-mile stretch
was crossed. ¢

Numbers of crows and ravens followed this
long file of bipeds and four-foots over the ice.
Where these shouting creatures should stop the
winged caravans knew that many fish would be
taken, and out of a wasteful abundance the empty
craw could be filled. So the funereal birds
flapped alongside, alighting upon the ice-ridges
to utter hoarse, anxious notes, stalking singly
or in solemn files just far enough from the
movers to be out of range of a boy’s blunt-ended
arrow.

Of all the scurrying, human crowd only two
were utterly discontent. These were the young
Dakotas. During the rigours of an Arctic
winter they had not dared to attempt escape,
for they could not have survived a march in the
awful cold.

But now that spring had come both were eager
to fly, and they had only waited an opportune
moment to seize such things as they needed and
had hidden. By secret signs, made when
'Lizbet’s back was turned, they had agreed that
some dark night when the “she creature” was
asleep, they woultl steal from her wigwam and
take to the woods. Not only did this early flight
across the lake carry them further into the un-
known country, but they were compelled to carry
burdens which nearly crushed their young backs
before the goal was reached. ’Lizbet had no
dogs, not being able to support them, and so she
loaded herself and her slaves with such effects as’
Tall Gun’s sledge could not accommodate. And
she forced the burdened children to travel in her
front, shrieking at them French and Ojibwa
maledictions or threatening the dog whip when
their tired legs lagged. The impulse to fling
down their hateful packs and speed with swift
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feet to the nearest dark line of woods was strong
upon them. But this rash prompting was re-
sisted and finally the dreadful journey came to
an end,

At high noon the sledges were gathered at the
north rim of the lake where, at a well-known
inlet, fish were slaughtered in such numbers as
justified the wisdom of the attendant crows.
The open current of the brook had tolled the
finny ones out of winter quarters, until, within
its narrow channel, they were crowding upon
each other. There men and boys, armed with
all sorts of spears, attacked them in hilarious
excitement, and soon the snow on either bank
was heaped with the slain, and, like a miniature
battle ground, stained carmine. This carnage
continued until the fish were run out-of the open
brook.

The Ojibwas had also reached the country of
In-ne-na’-tig (the sugar maple). Along both
banks of the small stream were many groups of
the tall, shapely trees. Hundreds of trunks bore
rings of fissured scars where the tomahawk or
the chipping adze had tapped them.

At some distance up the brook, hidden away
amid ranks of tall maples, stood the skeleton
frame-work of a huge wigwam, the Ojibwa sugar
camp. Its poles were yet partly covered with
the bark of last year's laying. Many hands
make light work, and by night the ragged roof
and sides were snugly pierced with freshly peeled
birch-bark.

This camp, after the manner of a Huron long
house, was arranged to accommodate a large
number of families, only in this instance each
family hung up blankets or skins to partition off
its section. This was done not so much for the
sake of privacy as to mark a line which should
divide each family's household goods from those
of its neighbours,

Notwithstanding the bustle of their hurried
dash from village to sugar-bush the Indians dis-
covered quickly that the sap was not flowing—
that Ghost Moccasin was not wholly infallible.
In this far north land the frost sets its teeth deep
into the ground and many days of warming sun
are required to start even the volatile sap of the
sugar maple flowing.

_ But there was much to do in the days of wait-
ing. Every year they must make a new set of
birch-bark sap-vessels and spouts, cassequz or
troughs for catching the sap, buckets for earry-
ing, and the gaujé, a yoke which was borne across
the shoulder. For, with the improvidence of
nature's children, they took no care of these
things but left them scattered about, where they
wers used last, to be burned or buried in snow
and forest débris. Upen only one set of the im-
plements of their sugar-making did they bestow
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absolutely necessary care. They kept within
their wigwams the several large brass kettles,
which a pest trader furnished them for the sake
of the trade they brought him. These kettles
were religiously scoured, polished and guarded
with the care bestowed upon sacred articles.

Their sugar-making was a profitable industry,
and annually they sold many mococks, of a brick-
like consistency, at the upper Red River post—
and the article brought them three-point
blankets, red strouds and trinkets more than
the skins they took. And besides, in the season
of making, there was the delicious diet of syrup
and sugar, of which they ate enormous quanti-
ties.

The people of the sugar camp took on flesh
visibly during these days of abundance. The
fat goose flesh and the maple syrup and sugar
gave their brown skins a healthy glow, and put
spirit and sparkle into their eyes. A new and
vigorous life possessed them, and the hum of it
ran as a pleasant murmur in their camp. The
sounds of the drum, of weird Ojibwa chants and
French roulades, mingled oddly with the medley
of the lake, the cawing of crows, the screams of
jays, and the piping of blackbirds.

During the morning hours women, girls and
boys were busy at gathering sap and again in
the late afternoon. To and fro they shuffled in
and out among the tree trunks, each carrying the
gaujé with a birch-bark bucket at either end.
All day and all night the kettles boiled merrily
with women or girls taking turns in constant
attendance.

"Lizbet Tall Gun was in her glory. She had
charge of the great brass kettle which was the
head man's chief possession and article of dis-
tinction. And she had his young wife, a niece,
and the Sicux boy and girl to do her bidding.
She was thus high priestess of the sugar-making
and she made a large show of authority. She
sat upon a coloured mat, smoking and giving com-
mands, though she arose occasionally to examine
critically the bubbling contents of the kettle.
Occasionally, also, when it appeared that the
syrop was too low or too high, or that there was
a suspicion of burning about the rim of the kettle,
she snatched the hemlock paddle from the Sioux
girl's hand to bestow a sounding thwack upon
her shoulders.

Zintkala-Zi bore this with impassive face, and
went about her task as before. As became a
daughter of the Dakotas, she accepted the
inevitable without a show of emotion. She even
laughed at times when something amusing
occurred ; and, when the sap was not running and
the big kettle had been scoured, she played with
the young girls of the camp and made for the
little ones wooden dolls with carved heads, dress-

*
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ing them with bits of bright clothes and cast-off
buckskins.

In all this demeanour 'Lizbet read submission
and the growth in the girl of an Ojibwa heart.
litapa, too, seemed to have undergone a change.
At times during the winter he had been sulky
and ill-mannered. It was especially difficult to
teach him the Ojibwa words. In six months he
had barely learned enough of the tongue to
know what was required of comnion necessity.
When ’'Lizbet was not at hand he sometimes
taunted the Ojibwa boys with their babbling
tongue. He spoke of it conten.ptuously as “ bi-
wab-ik-shik-wik ! "—a name which the young
mimic had invented.

However, at the sugar camp, in the midst of
excitement and of plenty, with as much of the
sweet as he chose to eat—for no one was stinted
at the boilings-.-Etapa seemed to have shed his
surly disposition. He brought wood for the
furnace, carried his yaujé with cheerfulness, and
took on flesh and a hining skin.

'Lizbet was mu.h pleased at the apparent
change. She had conceived a secret liking for
the boy, who was a keen hunter, and quick to
see things.  See,” she said to her husband, who
daily honoured her by lighting his pipe at her
fire, “ see how it is with my children.”

Zintkala had gone a little distance after wood
and KEtapa was coming along a path bearing
buckets of sap. “They are now of our people,”
boasted 'Lizbet, and Tall Gun was also pleased.
He seated himself upon 'Lizbet's mat and smoked
contentedly the while her charges came and
went. He had noted that ’Lizbet's kettle was
continually filled to the boiling point, and that
her furnace never lacked wood. As a great
number of trees had been tapped, that all the
hoilers might use as much sap as they could re-
duce, he foresaw that ’Lizbet would this season
much surpass her former tale of cakes and
mococks.  Thus he did not hesitate to express
tacit approval by sitting a decorous length of
time at her fire.

His complacent sitting so pleased the elder
wife —~who saw signs of jealousy in the younger--
that one afternoon she grew quite hilarious and
excited, and drank a great deal of warm syrup.
She also made a delicious wax for her lord. She
was thus attending the kettle herself to serve
Tall Gun, and her boiling ran low.

It was about sunset, after the sap-gathering
time, when she noted her remissness, and to
make amends she called the young wife to see
after the kettle, put a gawjé upon her shoulders,
and, with Zintkala and Etapa, went out to collect
saP‘from any drippings whieh might remain.

Thus they hurried, going on parallel lines and

within sight of each other, from trough to
trough.
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They were a good distance from camp at
’du.sk, and still their buckets were not filled, when
Lizbet was suddenly taken with fearful pains

and fell upon the ground, spilling her sap and
shrieking in agony.

CHAPTER 1V.
“Witn Dearnt Uron Tureir Heers.”

1~ WED and astonished, the Sioux
- children stood gazing for a
) moment. Some evil spirit had
seized upon this woman. Doubt-
less it was in answer to .ne
prayers they had offered in secret.
They were quick to seize upon this
For many days they had been

probability.
praying to Waniyan Tanka to help them to
escape.

'Lizbet was plainly hors de combat, senseless,

shrieking with pain. Zintkala was first to act.
She ran to the grovelling woman, snatched her
long knife from its sheath, and, seizing the
strings of elk teeth about her neck, struggled
with the frantic creature until she had cut away
their fastenings and secured the treasure.

“Younger brother,” she said, in great excite-
ment, “let us now go homeward! Hither let us
run among the trees, taking the canoe with which
a man has arrived.”

A hunter, who had returned to the village by
way of the woods, had that day paddled a birch-
bark vessel across the lake. It was the first thus
far to be brought to the camp. Ktapa locked at
"Lizbet, whose contortions and screams did not
cease. Very cvidently an evil spirit had been
sent to attack her.

“ Ho, Tanké ” (older sister), said the boy, ** we
shall run toward these people, crying that some
enemies have arrived. We shall take some
parfléches to make us proper clothing.”

Seeing the wisdom of this very young warrior,
his sister ran with him. They shouted : “The
enemy! The enemy! Those wicked ones have
attacked 'Lizbet !”

Keen ears at the sugar-making had heard
"Lizbet's screams, and presently, catching the
purport of the Sioux children’s cries, the camp
was thrown into an uproar. Men, old and
young, seized their weapons, and, supposing that
a bear or a cougar had seized upon 'Lizbet, ran
through the woods to her succour. Women and
girls, not deeming it prudent to go into the
darkened woods, gathered in excited groups
upon the outskirts of the camp.
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The little Sioux, so soon as they heard the
footfalls of the runners, ceased their cries, and,
avoiding the Ojibwas in the darkness, passed
around them, and so on swiftly to the rear of
their camp. Seeing no one on that side of the
big wigwam, they dodged in at an opening and
seized such things as they needed or could lay
their hands on in the semi-darkness. In
'Lizbet's and Tall Gun’s apartments they knew,
in particular, where the household goods were
stowed, and they thus secured two parfiéches of
buckskins, a small bag containing hanks of
thread, bundles of sinews, and other needful
things, with a light and convenient tomahawk
which belonged to the young wife of the chief.

They had no difficulty in stealing away from
the camp in its rear, for all was hubbub and
confusion out beyond the furnaces. Their
first difficulty was encountered upon reaching
the canoe which had been drawn out upon the
creek bank. There were no paddles at hand.
It was some minutes before
they found a single broad-
bladed one concealed among
some bushes. With this
‘tapa made such haste as
he could, but they were not
out of the creek channel
when they heard the sharp
gasp of a  fleet-footed
runner in pursuit.

Frightened, they were
about to leap from the
boat when the man broke
from cover near at hand.
It was too late to escape
by running, so Etapa
thrust his paddle
upon the bottom and
gave the boat a fierce
shove, At the same
instant the runner
leaped at them from
the bank. Even as
he jumped, the light
craft shot away from
under him, and the
man sprawled his
length in the shallow
brook. .

When he recovered, -
the canoe was dart-
ing out upon the
waters of the lake. This runner had no
fire-arm, but he yelled frantic directions to
those who were chasing in his rear, and, a
moment later, the beach alongshore was ablaze
with popping guns.

It was too dark for rifle shooting, else this
story could never have been told. Bullets
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skipped and whizzed about the receding cance
and small shot struck it and the occupants repeat-
edly. Undoubtedly, when they had discovered
the ruse of the young Sioux, the Ojibwas imme-
diately connected their flight with ’Lizbet's
attack and they were fierce to capture or slay
thein.

Though feeling the sting of small pellets upon
the arm and shoulder, Etapa plied the paddle
with all his strength, and, in two or three

THE ENEMY'

“THE ENEMY!
WICKED ONES HAVE ATTACKED 'LIZBET.”

THOSE

minutes, the canoe had slipped out into the dark-
ness and beyond the range of shots.

“Tanké,” said the boy, inquiringly, *those
people have hit me with some shots.”

“I also am struck in my hand,” said Zintkala,
simply. * But, younger brother, it does not hurt
greatly.”



“It is nothing,” said Etapa, and in their
areater anxiety to steer their course aright they
1id not again mention their hurts. Without the
how and arrows, which Ktapa had hidden in a
wood at the village, they could not hope to make
the long journey which lay between them and
their own country.

Therefore the canoe’s prow was turned south-
ward. The night was clear, and, as all Indian
children know “The Seven Dizzy People,” who
swing nightly around the pole star—these and
their native instinct for direction guided the
Sioux children, who took turns in plying the
paddle, and who worked as those work who race
with death upon their heels.

They knew perfectly that two lines of runners,
one upon either shore of the lake, would be
launched after them to take up their trail wher-
ever they should come to land; that they must
fly—fly—fly if they would live.

The night favoured them, for there was no air
stirring. There were no ripples upon the lake
save those made by the water-fowl which rose
flapping and squalling in their front.

The one who was not paddling sat in the bow
watching for the ice-floes which endangered
their frail craft. Zintkala's wound bled freely.
A swan-shot had passed through her palm, and
lodged under the skin upon the back of the left
hand. She trailed the hand in cold water until
the blood ocased to flow and thereafter the hurt
troubled her little.

Two hours of swift paddling brought them
under a bluff behind the Ojibwa village. By
no possibility could runners coming around the
lake reach this point before morning. The young
Sioux had often heard the Ojibwas say it was
a long day's run by the shore, and one way they
could not come at all without boats because of a
wide neck of water which connected with a very
long lake.

So Zintkala and Etapa were very cautions in
approaching the village. An old man, his wife,
and their lame son, had been left to guard the
wigwams. While the children were not afraid
of being caught by these, the family might yet
he on the alert, and so prevent them from secur-
ing the necessary how and arrows.

However, they had no difficulty at all. The
“igwams were silent and fireless when they
arrived.  Iitapa recovered his bow and the
arrows which he had cunningly stolen from the
Crees, and Zintkala, from behind a certain
riece of bark in the roof of 'Lizbet’s lodge,

“_mk the awl, thread, and small articlas she had
iridden.
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CHAPTER V.
Into THE UnENOWN COUNTRY.

HEN they returned to
Q the canoe, Etava and

Zintkala bore each a
light, strong paddle,
much easier to handle
than the heavy one
they had used, and had
. needed to use alter-
nately. Their progress
was now rapid. They
sped faster than any

-~ one could have made
his way through the woods and tamarack swamps
alongshore. They were elated. The night, the
long lake, and the wilderness were before them,
and when they were far beyond ear-shot of the
village they talked freely and excitedly of their
recent experiences. Etapa counted the little
“mosquito bites” where the small shot had hit
him, and found that ten or more of them had
gone through his skin in various places. He
felt proud of these wounds, and thought how he
would show the scars when he had arrived at
home!

And he would not have been a genuine little
Sioux had he not boasted greatly of how he had
darted the cance out from under the leaper who
sought to jump down upon them from the creek
bank, and also of his exploit in stealing a quiver
of arrows from the Crees—he had seven, finely
toothed and feathered, and of superior wood—
and of his adroitness in hiding his bow so that
the Ojibwas had believed the Crees had stolen
it.

And Zintkala, riding upon the smooth water,
listened, well pleased with the sound of her own
tongue again. So they paddled on, keeping The
Dizzy ’eople upon their right, and, most of the
time, a faintly outlined shoreline upon the other
hand.

They were not alone —far from it. On every
hand were the puddling, quacking, squalling
water-fowl. These rose at times in such
numbers that the noise of their wings was as the
voice of Wakinyan, the thunder god. There
were many flashes of white wings sailing by, and
strange voices, which startled them, came out of
the night.

The steady dip-dip of the light paddles did
not cease for an instant, and after a time the
land shadows disappeared upon their left, and
appeared upon their right. By this token they
knew that they were entering the channel be-
tween the two lakes, and so turned their course
southward. When they had left the headland
they did not see the shoreline again, and they
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had paddled until their arms were very weary,
when a fog began to rise upon the lake. Soon Luis
mist became so dense that the stars were ob-
scured, and e little voyagers were literally at
sea as to direction.

They paddled about for a time, much puzzled
and distressed. This fog might well mean death
to them, for, unless the lake were very long
indeed, the Qjibwa runners might come within
sight of them when the mist should lift with the
rising sun. Soon the folly of continued paddling
became apparent—for they might even be going
back into the teeth of the enemy. Therefore
they remained silent in the midst of silence, for
the water-fowl seemed to have gone to sleep ; only
now and then a pair of wings flapped or a faint,
contented chuckle sounded within their hearing.
Soon, in spite of anxiety, sleep overcame the
fugitives, and with blankets closely wrapped they
lay upon the canoce’s bottom. _

When they awoke the sun had begun to glimmer
from a height into the low mist which lay upon
the lake. Instantly they seized their paddles and
steered their canoe southward.

As the sun rose higher a light fog still hung
over the lake, and overhead the sky was hazy
also. This made the hearts of the paddlers
glad, for they knew the atmosphere would not
clear until a breeze came. There wounld be
opportunity to land their canoe without danger
of observation if they should arrive at the shore-
line within a reasonable time. Though their
canoe could still be seen at a long bow-shot's dis-
tance, the chance that an Ojibwa should be with-
in sight was too small to give them uneasiness.

The rise of water-fowl in its front as the canoe
advanced would, in clear weather, have marked
its progress for many miles to keen eyes on the
lookout. At a little distance, however, the mists
swallowed all these hurtling crowds of birds.

After paddling for some length of time, the
voyagers were alarmed by hearing a medley of
strange noises in their front. Shrill outcries,
whoops of wild laughter, screams, groans, and
gruntings, came to their ears out of the fog.

At first the children were much alarmed, fancy-
ing that they heard a multitude of the strange
spirits of the Ojibwas. They ceased paddling
and were in doubt as to what course they should
pursue. They were thus hesitating in silence,
fearing to converse together, when a bevy of big
white-winged birds appeared, skimming low over
the water. These, screamed and laughed in a
manner which left no doubt as to the origin of
the alarming noises. Whole tribes of these
strange whoopers, white, grey and black, now
came yelling through the fog. Some of these
birds alighted upon the water,. cocked great red
and vellow eyes at the canocers, and then rose and
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flew away with odd cries and yells of shrill, mock-
ing laughter.

All this was most astonishing to the Sioux
children, to whom these noisy Arctic birds were
wholly unknown. In the unknown there is always
mystery to the Indian, and the boy and girl
looked at each other, and spoke in low tones, in
much amazement.

They resumed their paddling and held their
direction mechanically while their eyes were for
the birds. [I’resently they began to encounter
ice-floes, and upon these melting, spongy masses
the strange birds were gathered in great numbers
and their antics gave fresh cause for wonder.
They certainly acted strangely. Some fluttered
their wings, holding them grotesquely aloft as
buzzards do, while their huge bills gaped
threateningly; others seemed te be executing
a dance, crooking their necks and hopping from
one foot to the other, while others strutted with
a great show of fierceness; and each seemed to
vie with another in screeching, laughing, scold-
ing or grunting, until the ears were pierced with
their outeries. Barring the fact that they wot
not of the comparison, the onlockers might have
fancied themselves sitting in a gallery of the In-
ferno.

“Do look, younger brother Zintkala ex-
claimed presently. “On this one side the people
are really dancing the buffalo dance.”

Etapa turned his face, as directed, toward an
ice-field upon his left. Near at hand, a group
of birds were certainly prancing, hopping, jump-
ing and posing their wings and bodies in such
impossible attitudes as suggested a violent dance
of the Dakotas. The birds were very probably
quarrelling over the carcass of a fish which each
wished the privilege of pecking out of the ice for
its individual benefit.

“Qlder sister,” said Etapa, with conviction,
“ these people will surely go to war. It is the
buffalo sealp dance.”

The children spoke naturally of these birds as
“ people.” All animals, to the Indian, in his
native state, are a mysterious folk. Some are
sent by the Great Spirit to furnish food and
clothing, others to harass and annoy and per-
haps to cast an evil spell, and yet others to fur-
nish warning and instruction.

“TIt may be, brother,” ventured Zintkala, “that
Wakinyan has sent these strange warriors to
protect us from the enemy.”

“Ho, Tanké!"” cried Etapa, “I think that is
s0.”

At any rate, they declared, it was evident that
these scolding birds were debating what should
be done to some very bad people, and there
could be none worse than the Rara-ton-wan
(Ojibwa).

'H
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Thus, seeing the birds apparently well disposed
toward themselves, they took comfort from their
mysterious conduct, supposing it might mean
confusion to their enemies. Therefore Litapa
addressed the terns and laughing gulls as follows :

“ Ho, you birds, you strange ones, you are very
mysterious. Any one can see that you have a
great medicine. Therefore we desire greatly
that you shall help us, so that you shall all shout
very mysteriously at the enemy. If you will do
so for us he shall not find our trail.”

When a whooping outcry arese among some
gulls, at the close of this speech, the children
were quite certain these birds had understood
and would try to help them.

Thus, with hearts comforted, the little voyagers
paddled on amid a whoeping tumult until
suddenly there loomed in the fog a line of
skeleton tree-tops and shore was near at hand.
They hastened joyfully to land, for they were
getting woefully hungry, and must travel, hid-
ing their trail, a good distance in the woods
before they would dare to stop and build a fire.

The shore they now approached was gorged
with ice, a high north wind having driven the
ice-fields upon it, piling huge white masses on
the beach, and hoisting fresh walls of sand and
gravel, ‘

Very cunningly the voyagers came to land
amid this débris. They left the canoe overturned
at the edge of a gorge, that it might drift with
wind and wave, and scrambled over the honey-
combed masses until they could pass to hard
ground upon the trunk of a fallen tree. Then,
bearing their siall bundles, they launched them-
selves into the wilderness of woods.

CHAPTER VI,
TuE Dancer or DELAYS.

HROTUGH alternate
growths of hard woods
and pines the little voy-
agers passed on until
they walked unsteadily
from fatigue. As much
as possible they kept to
the hard ridges and
stony ground, aveiding

spots where mouldy

vegetation or moist
; earth might leave =«
L

trace of footprints.

They had no set plan other than to travel
southward witn all the speed possible, for in that
fllrection lay the Minnesota River and a narrow-
g strip of territory still occupied by Dakotas.

hey knew nothing of the country which lay
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before them, for the Assiniboins had carried
them over the prairie regions far to westward,
and the Qjibwa had brought them eastward over
a country partly wooded.

Despite hunger and weariness they felt a
mounting sense of freedom with each step which
carried them further from a hated drudgery
among a despised people. They did not feel that
they were alone, for squirrels barked and birds
chirruped among the trees. Now and then a
startled deer stood at gaze for an instant, and
then sailed gracefully away among the tree
trunks. Overhead, too, a myriad folk called
down to them out of the hazy sky, and there was
a cheery whistle of wings above the tree-tops as
flights of small ducks passed from one wild rice
lake to another,

After a time they neared one of these marsh
lakes, where there was a deafening uproar of
water-fowl tumbling in and out of the reedy
swamp.

“Younger brother,” said Zintkala, “I think
you must now kill some birds. I faint with
hunger.”

‘ Stay here, sister; I will do so,” answered the
boy. He dropped all burdens but his bow ; then,
breaking some straight, hollow reeds from the
edge of a bayou near at hand, and selecting
some pebbles from the lakeshore, he sat down,
and with the aid of some pieces of pack-thread
manufactured several arrows. This he did by
fitting small stones into the split end of his
reeds.

These were primitive weapons, yet the lad
passed around among the bushes, approached the
lakeshore near to where the flocks were feeding,
and easily killed a couple of fat ducks.

Zintkala had, in their raid npon the sugar-
camp, secured 'Lizbet's small hoard of matches
as well as flint and steel, and she had a small fire
going when Etapa returned.

Although desperately hungry, KEtapa was the
warrior in miniature. He allowed Zintkala to
dress the ducks and roast them the while he
whittled at a bit of hardwood, with tiny trans-
verse holes, fitting one hollow with a reed stem
that he might have a pipe wherewith to smoke
to the earth, the sky, and thunder spirits. He
had no tobaceo, but pulverised willow bark makes
a sweet smoke, and is thus a proper incense offer-
ing.

By the time his pipe was finished the ducks,
spitted upon two sticks, were roasted, and the
children attacked them smoking hot. Ah, how
good to bury the teeth in that sweet meat! They
ate ravenously, panting with enjoyment, until
every bone was clean picked.

“Younger brother, you should have killed
another,” said Zintkala,



Etapa looked at the scattered bones regret-
fully.

Just then a squirrel barked near at hand.
“ See, brother, shoot--shoot!” said Zintkala,
pointing her finger to a tree beyond him,

Etapa turned about, and saw a large grey
squirrel upon a limb near to the ground. The
saucy creature was barking at five or six steps’
distance. The boy cautiously took up his bow
and a reed arrow, and, a few minutes later,
bunny was spitted over a bed of embers.

While the squirrel was cooking, the brother
and sister took account of their bundles of effects.
Each had come off with a grey blanket and a
parfléche (whole-skin sack) of buckskin. KEtapa
besides, had secured, with a tomahawk, a roll of
pieces of buckskin, tanned moose hide, bundles
of sinews, and of pack thread. Zintkala had
retained 'Lizbet’s long knife, and had seized upon
various small and useful articles in her apart-
ment at the sugar-camp-a bag of work
threads, odds and ends and ornamental bits, a
hank of buckskin strings, and, best of all, a small
metal basin in which she would be able to cook
meat and roots when they should really make a
camp.

When they had finished the squirrel they were
very tired and sleepy. They reclined upon their
blankets, intending to rest a brief time longer.
Sleep seized upon them in a twinkling, and the
sun had passed the zenith before either pair of
eyes had opened.

They were rather cross when they awoke, and
each was inclined to find fault with the other for
remissness. But they packed their small
bundles quickly, and, strapping them to their
shoulders, hurried away from a camp which
hunger and fatigue had certainly made an impru-
dent one.

The unknown lake stretched for an unknown
distance upon their left, and they were thus com-
pelled, much against their will, to turn to the
east. They avoided the lakeshore, and kept to
the woods.

They had walked a considerable distance whén
they came upon a fresh difficulty—a black and
barren tract, recently desolated by a forest fire,
lay before them. Across this they must go or turn
back, and attempt going around the lake to west-
ward. Thus there was but a choice of evils, and
the little voyagers, after sage counselling
together, elected to go ahead.

They could not fail to leave tracks upon the
dust of the burned ground, but they took what
precaution they might to alleviate the danger of
being seen by some trailer or stray hunter while
they were crossing. Etapa climbed a tree upon
the cdge of the tract, and scanned the reaches of
the burned district closely. Seeing nothing to
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alarm he descended, and the two made up their
bundles and wrapped their blankets in a peculiar
way about their bodies. Then, stooping until
their heads were low to the ground, half walking,
half crawling, they went one behind the other,
unitating the movements of mato-sapa, the black
bear.

By this means they hoped to escape the dangers
of a chase, should any hunter come within sight.
For at this season the black bear was little but
skin and bone and ill-temper, and the Indian
hunter usually avoided the animal. There was
no vne there to judge of their imitative perform-
ance, yet it may be set down as certain that the
average hunter, seeing at a distance those dark
grey figures, ambling among the blackened
stumps, would have adjudged them bears, and
would have passed on to the chase of more desir-
able game.

A half hour of this kind of going proved a
wearisome business and the little Sioux were
overjoyed when they had again safely reached
the shelter of woods and bush, where they could
straighten the kinks out of their backs.

They were yet for a time forced to travel east-
ward by the trend of the lake shore. They did
not know it, but they wer » now entering a region
famous for its wild rice lakes, and never in one
day had they seen so many water-fowl. Great
flights were passing to and fro overhead and the
murmur and spatter of them came up from the
lake in continuous accompaniment to their walk.
Now and then, in response to some sudden alarm
or impulse, clouds of birds would rise from
the water with a roar of wings which was simply
astonishing.

“Hoye, Tanké!” Etapa would shout, forget-
ting caution in this tremendous din. “ Magak-
sikca ota-ota!” (Hey, older sister, ducks are
wonderfully pleunty !)

An hour or two before sunset the children
reached a southward trend of the lake, and,
coming upon a low ridge, saw before them
ancther burned tract which had been swept bare
of trees. But this district had been desolated
some years previously, and was grown to young
jack pines and other bush to an average height
above the voyagers’ heads.

They betook themselves to the bush joyously.
It was exactly such covert as they would have
chosen until assured of safety from pursuit.
Within this copse they felt the security of rab-
bits in a warren of hazel bush.

Towards sunset they came upon an open grass
plat where the last year's dry “fog” lay thick
upon the ground and a small clear brook ran
through the midst. Here they were tempted to

rest and, having carefully examined the thickets



<

“0 BULL MOOSE! 1 WILL CUT SOME
WILLOW BARK AND YOU SHALL SMOKE
WITH ME.”

near by until they had found dry and charreq
wood which would make little or no smoke, they
uctermined to camp for the night. It truly
scemed that no one could find them in this bush
fand.

Yet they were soon startled by a crashing
among the small pines and were about to scud
away when they distinguished the footfalls of
some large animal, and, squatting upon the
grass, awaited its appearance with anxiety.
lhe creature came toward them and broke from
cever at a little distance. It was a huge and
hornless bull moose, which, catching sight of
strange creatures upon the grass, stood at gaze
with its ungainly muzzle reared, and half-
grunted, half-snorted, mingling fear with threat.

Zintkala feared the big animal was about to
attack, and counselled flight in alarmed panto-
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mime, but Etapa stood up boldly and addressed
the maose.

“I know you, bull moose,” he said. * You are
a good fighter, but you have no horns and I do
not fear you. With my knife, should you at-
tack, I could cut your skin in small pieces. We
are not at war at this season, O bull moose!
Your flesh is poor and you have no back fat;
therefore let us make a peace. I will cut some
willow bark and you shall smoke with me.”




16 %ﬁ—c&:— THE CAPTAIN.

But the moose did not stay to smoke. e
stood throughout the harangue gazing in con-
tinued astonishment; then, having concluded
that there was nothing to fear or to further
interest in these small bipeds, he moved in-
differently away.

“Older sister,” said Etapa, “we shall not
build a fire until after Wi (the sun) is hidden;
therefore make yourself to rest. I will make
some arrows and kill geese.”

So the sister lay at ease upon a luxurious bed
of dry grass while the brother cut straight wil-
low rods for his arrows and searched the bed of
the brook for fitting stones with which to head
them. When he had weapons encugh the boy
approached the lake shore, creeping among the
shrub and the still standing grass. Some white-
faced geese which he had heard continuously
flapping their wings and gabbling, were sitting
upon the sand or puddling in the shallow water
near at hand. KEtapa succeeded in stealing
within a few steps of one of these, and buried a
jagged shaft in its side. Before the bird could
struggle into the water and while a hundred
others rose flapping and squalling above its
head, the lad pounced upon his game with a
little whoop of triumph. It was the first time
he had killed magd, the wild goose.

Zintkala also was highly pleased with the
young hunter’s success. An hour or so later,
while they were making savoury roasts of their
goose meat, their evening was rounded out by
another adventure.

While eating and talking in low tones, their
acute ears caught a light patter of footfalls, and,
looking about, they saw a shadowy figure flit
across the fire-lit grass plat. It was sung-
manitu, the wolf, and the brother and sister
looked at each other inquiringly.

“ Why is this one come to us?” they asked
each pther, and neither could give an answer.
They were not afraid. The wolf does not attack
people at their camp-fires—never at all unless
driven by maddening hunger. Neither, in the
Dakota belief, does this animal, which is in-
vested with sacred and supernatural qualities,
approach near to human beings except to convey
information or warning from the higher powers
of intelligence.

Therefore these children ceased eating and
sat in hushed expectancy, awaiting the further
movements of sung-manitu. Every slightest
rustle of bush or twig fell upon their ears as the
animal moved, now here, now there, keeping
within the toss of a stone of their camp-fire.
Occasionally the wolf stopped stock still, as if
listening intently, and their ears were filled only
with the distant spatter and gabble of water-

fowl. Then sung-manitu moved again, and they
heard nothing else.

Presently the animal came into the open upon
the side opposite to whero it had just been seen,
and, sitting upon its haunches, looked intently
toward the silent watchers and their fire. Its
grey outlines, its lighter coloured forelegs, its
pointed nose and ears, and a fire flicker of re-
flection in its eyes, were plainly.visible. Thus
it sat, solemn and motionless, seeming to convey
to the voyagers some occult message of the
wilderness. So they accepted its action, listen-
ing and looking with all their souls to interpret
the signs. ‘

When the wolf finally trotted into the bushes,
going away from the lake, and passed beyond
earshot, the brother and sister again looked at
each other with deep inquiry. “1I think-—" said
Etapa. “I think—" repeated Zintkala, but
neither of them got any further, and they
resumed eating in a ruminant mood. They
finally rolled themselves in their blankets, say-
ing nothing and much puzzled by the conduct
of sung-manitu.

Their bed was dry marsh grass, their roof a
low sky set with stars, and their lullaby the
tumultuous murmur of a million water-fowl.

They awoke in the pale twilight of a morning
which the pen hesitates to set forth—a spring
morning of the north land—a morning with a
clear, near sky, a soft, cool air, pine-scented,
fresh with the breath of pure waters and beat
upon by the wings and cries of a myriad of
migrators. The emotions of any .creature with
five senses are stirred by such a morning. Its
air is breathed as a tonic and the pulse is quick-
ened with a desire for exertion’

As by common impulse the Sioux children
separated, and, each seeking a bath pool,
stripped and splashed in the cold water of the
brock with an enjoyment whetted by long ab-
stinence from the privilege. When they re-
turned to their camp each was filled with
elation and excitement, and they would dearly
have liked a noisy race upon the lake shore,
but there was caution to observe and breakfast
to obtain; for some sly creature had made away
with the remains of their goose during the
night.

Upon going to look for game, Etapa found the
birds all out at sea. But there were many fish
running in the brook, and, affixing Zintkala’s
long knife to the end of a pole, the boy quickly
killed enough for a breakfast.

During the meal some ducks alighted, squal-
ling, upon the beach where he had locked for
them. As that day's journey must take them
into the woods again, where there might be no
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Jnl:cs and streams harbouring game, Etapa stole
15 the waterfront to try for a shot. '

His first arrow was effective in knock.mg over
two small ducks, but when he ran to pick the‘m
up the lad made a discovery which turned him
cold from head to feet. There were fresh moc-
casin tracks wpon the sand of the beach.

Three men had passed that morning, doubtless
hefore himself and Zintkala were awake, cer-
tainly before the light had come, else they would
have discovered his own tracks where he had
chased the goose. When he had I'ecov.ered from
surprise and dismay, Etapa stepped quickly back
to the cover of overhanging bush.

This boy was possessed of a keen intelligence
and the gifts of intuition which the wilderness
hestows upon its children. Therefore the situa-
tion quickly shaped itself in his mind. From a
slight elevation the evening before he had noted

THE WILDERNESS.

that a bog marsh, leading back to a tamarack
swamp, cxtended as far as the eye could reach
upon his left. He had perceived that he was
making his way along a neck between this
swamp and the lake. What if the marsh were
merely an arm of the lake crooked back from
some point in advance !

His eye scanned the shore-line. Yes, it was
so —-away down the nearly regular inward curve
birds were flying to and fro, apparently going in
and out of some tall, pine woods. Those birds
were following an arm of the marsh. How
foolish he had been not to think of this before !
He had run into a trap. He had been trailed
across the burned ground and marked down as
hiding somewhere between swamp and lake.
At that moment he hazarded no guess in the
swift conclusion that he and Zintkala-Zi were
hemmed in by Tall Gun’s Ojibwa trailers.

(To be continued.)

TIIE DOUBTFTT, ORIGIN OF PPUSHBALL.
By F. R. Batters.
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ON PRESENCE OF MIND

By CHARLES

=1 T was my misfortune recently to be the
first on the scene after a fatal accident

in Richmond Park. A gentleman

was descending a steep and tortuous
hill on the southern side of the ark, and, ap-
parently, disregarding the warning notice on
the summit, had allowed his bicycle to get
out of hand. He failed to pass one of
the bends, and dashing against an oak tree
was killed on the spot.  The hill is by no
means one which would be regarded as dan-
gerous, as compared with many, and can be
safely ridden by an experienced cyclist who
is mounted on a properly-equipped machine.

A Rusty Machine and a Fatal Fall,

From the condition of the unfortunate
gentleman it was obvious to me that he was
not an experienced rider, as was stated at the
inquest, since he was not mounted on a
preperly-equipped bicycle. The rusty state
of his cycle told its own tale. A practical
cyclist always takes care that the vital parts
of his machine, such as the bearings, chain,
and brake joints, are always well lubricated
and adjusted. The inference I draw is that,
wlhen on the steeper part of the hill, where
the gradient is 1 in 8, he found that his brake,
& plunger, would not act, and, when he found
lie could not control the machine, ““ lost his
head,” and consequently his steerage.
Hunting and Wheeling: A Comparison.
Presence of mind is an absolute essen-
tal to safety when cycling, equally as
Mmuch  so, I think, as in the hunting
ﬁel(l,.and knowing the hill well, I feel sure, if
My diagnosis of the case is correct, the fatality
would not have happened had the deceased

WHILE CYCLING.
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gentleman retained his. Who, I would ask,
save, of course, a very expert horseman,
would venture out for a day's hunting in a
strange country on a horse with which he was
quite unacquainted?  Very few, I think,
yet we find cyclists by the hundred with no
technical knowledge of machines venturing
out on the veriest

‘“ Rattletraps,”

which are almost certain to fail them should
they get into any position where a little
presence of mind is absolutely necessary. I
can only attribute the comparatively few
serious accidents to inexpert riders, in thick
traffic or down dangerously steep hills, to the
fact that such people have no idea of the tre-
mendous risks they are running, and, con-
sequently, do not lose their presence of mind
when, perhaps, a more experienced person, in
a similar predicament, would do so.

Have a Machine You Can Trust.

I do not mind owning I have re-
peatedly seen ladies taking risks which 1
would not take, especially in the most crowded
thoroughfares, and where the surface of
the road is covered with greasy mud, as is
too often the case when the tram lines, which
arc now spreading, octopus-like, round every
town of any size in the country, have been
freshly watered. There are, of course, some
accidents which are unavoidable, but, in my
humble opinion, a very large proportion of
those which befall cyclists would not happen
if at critical moments riders could retain
their presence of mind. “But how can I do
so?” I fancy I hear myself asked on all sides.
In the first place I would remind our readers
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that the successful horseman has always con-
fiderice in his steed. He knows what it can
do and what risks he can take with it. He
becomes, as a matter of fact, part and parcel
of the horse. So it should be with the cyclist.
I am often told T am too fidgetty about my
cycles, but I will not ride a machine at any-
thing like a fast pace, especially down hills,
unless the handles and saddle are in the posi-
tion to which I have accustomed myself.

Thirty Years’ Experience.

What is the result? In a cycling career
extending over thirty years I have never had
but one serious accident, and that -was
through being knocked off one of the obsolete,
but very comfortable, high bicycles, by a dog.
I absolutely could not ride in the position
adopted by a large number of lady cyclists,
e, right over the crank bearings, and so
high up that the toes can barely reach the
pedals. In case members of this class were
called upon to dismount suddenly, to avoid
danger, they would have some difficulty in
doing so, and finding oneself absolutely help-
less, in ‘““a tight corner,” requires plenty of
nerve and resource, if presence of mind is
to be retained. But there is this to be said:
those to whom I specially allude really ride
very little, or, I fear, far more accidents
would be recorded.

Newspaper Carriers,

The most wonderful riders I know are the
newspaper carriers. It is really only cyclists
of experience who can estimate their wonder-
ful riding, through the thickest traffic and
over the most slippery roads, at its true value.
Yet the secret of it is merely self-confidence.
Take a bicycle that is used by one of these
lads, and though it may be covered with mud
you will find every bearing, especially that of
the steering pillar, and the chain, in perfect
adjustment and well lubricated.  There is
nothing about it that gives the slightest
cause for anxiety, and the man and machine
become practically one. Hence the daring of
these lads, which, after all, is only self-con-
fidence.  Our young riders, both male and
female, should give far more study to this
important matter than they do at present.

Don’t Ride a Cheap and Nasty Machine,

I cannot close my eyes to the fact
that since '97 and ’98, when society made
cycling one of its pet crazes, long distance
riding has been gradually falling away. One
by one, the old enthusiasts of the ’seven-
ties or ’cighties are giving up, and there is

no one to fill their places. No doubt our fair
sisters are responsible in some measure for
this, but, unless I am much out of my reckon.
ing, more is due to the low-priced bicycles
which the demand brought forth. What con-
fidence can even an experienced cyclist have
in a machine which he can hardly trust, at
any pace, on level and good roads? Again,
should a machine of this class get out of hand
on a big hill, the nerves of the most practical
man would be likely to fail him—because he
cannot trust his mount.

Comfort Means Confidence.

To attempt to give advice as to the correct
position from which to derive the greatest
comfort, which simply means confidence, out
of cycling, is an unthankful task. A boy,
as a rule, 1s carefully taught how to ride a
horse, but only in a few of the most up-to-
date cycling schools is similar attention
paid to the pupils. They are allowed to pick
up the art as they can. The machine is held
up till the novice has acquired the art
of balancing, and that is about all; con-
sequently it is rarely that you find two
cyclists  who ride alike.  Again, the
construction of machines differs. I have
recently been trying a new pattern
Rudge-Whitworth, and though it is un-
doubtedly a very fast, easy-running machine,
I am not comfortable on it, while a young
friend, who has had some racing experience,
says he never wants a better bicycle. I like
the peak of my saddle 3 inches behind a ver-
tical line drawn upwards from the crank
bracket, and if I fix it so on the “R.-W.” 1
am too far away from my handles, unless I
ride in a bent-down position. I am a great
believer also in a short reach, viz., the arch
of the foot should, if required, be able to
press heavily on the pedal when it is the
farthest away.

A Word to Girl Riders.

I have carefully noted the position as-
sumed by our long-distance road racers.
They invariably use a short reach and sit
well back, thus having the machine under
more perfect control than if they sat high. [
am afraid I shall incur the wrath of some cf
our fair friends for thus recommending a pos:-
tion which they will term ungraceful. But
they would only accustom themselves to it
they would bless, rather than the other thing,
one whose advice, if taken, would ensure
them self-confidence and give them far more
pleasure in our sport. Again, there are saddles
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and -addles, and one that is really comfort-
ab!- and properly adjusted is a necessity. It
we . be said that I am wandering from my
text. but it 1s not so, as anything which en-
abies one to resist fatigue and increase his
comfort tends to inerease his (or her) pre-
cence of mind, which is the more likely to

fail when the body is exhausted. Nothing,
however, i3 more calculated to upset one’s
presence of mind than to have no confidencer
in your cycle. Even a wellfitting pair of
shoes play their own little part, and add
mgterially to the pleasure of a long day’s
ride.

TOLLINGTONIAN GYMNASTS.

Photo by A. J. Chapman.

Tinroveu the kindness of Mr. 1. H. Johnson,
the editor of the Tollingtonian, we are enabled
to reproduce a very attractive group of gymnasts

“selected from the boys at Tollington Schools,

Muvwell Hill.  This is a most important and
popular .branch of the sports side of these
schools.  The photograph represents the team

whih gave the gymnastic display at Holloway

Hall, North London, in May of this year. 5o
populm did the celebration prove tlmt a large
sum was handed to Mr. Bates, the Treasurer
of the Sports Fund. Mr. R. Pulton, assisted
by two old boys, G. W. Clutterbuck and A.
Griffith, acts as gymnastic instructor, and his
offorts and those of his assistants have be:n
crowned with sucecess.




A LIVELY VOYAGE:

SOME TRUE ADVENTURES

By D. F. SetoN-CARRUTHERS.

SIOME  eight  years
ago I was in San
Franeisco, and had
visited that city in
the almost certain
hope of making a
fortune. Had things
turned out as anti-
cipated, I should
have cleared a
million dollars and
returned to the
land of my birth
per one of those

| gorgeously-a p-

pointed trans.continental *limiteds” maostly
affected by the enormously rich—that
is, as far as New York—and com-
pleted the journey in an  especially

reserved upper-deck outside cabin in the t'om-
pania, or some other Atlantic crack. As it
was, I sorrowfully, and with great care, counted
and recounted the few shekels an adverse fortune
had left me out of the wreck of the venture in
which 1 had staked my all, and came to the
conclusion that, unless I preferred returning
like the Prodigal Sen—and there was no cer-
tainty of the fatted calf in my case—I had better
defer my journey for a while. The hotel I had
inhabited  while flirting so desperately with
Madame Chance was well appointed, and pos-
sessed all the modern conveniences and incon-
veniences—including a high and elaborate tariff.
Fifteen dollars a day and extras! When, how-
ever, my entire available assets amounted to

something under forty dollars, I considered
it no longer necessary—nor expedient—to
live a life of luxury, but absolutely es-

sential to seek more humble quarters. Some-
thing about fifteen dollars a montli, inclu-

IN THE NORTH PACIFIC.
InivstraTED BY E. S. HonGson.

sive!  And I got accommodated, too, at that
rate, at a spick and span water-side boarding-
house. If it had not been for the tobacco-juice
stains describing drunken hieroglyphics at in-
tervals of inches and half inches over the floors
and lower portions of the walls, and the museum
of insccts that shared the house with us, life
would have been quite tolerable. As it was, it
was far from monotoncus. My two-legged co-
inhabitants were mostly sailor-men of the hetter
elass; masters and mates, and engineers, etc.—
Americans chiefly, with a sprinkling of Britishers
and an occasional Dago from the South.s The
latter were preferable at a distance. I am not
and never have been a sailor, though my know-
ledge of the sea and those who sail it is exten-
sive and varied. I have a slight knowledge of
navigation -acquired during a period of youthful
enthusiasm while on a six months’ cruise in my
cousin's yacht—the Irenc that was. Further, |
am possessed of any amount of that truly British
characteristic—adaptability.

My object in selecting a boarding-house used
by sca-faring men was twofold : first, on the
grounds of economy, and sccondly, because 1 in-
tended to make an opportunity of securing a
cheap passage to Vancouver, B.C., and from
there to the Yukon. Rumours were just begin
ning to reach the Pacific Slope at that time
of the vast stores of wealth hidden in those ice-
bound regions. Vague and fabulous as all first
accounts are, they were none the less inspirit-
ing because of that. I had sweated in the
temperate zones and grilled in the tropics in vain
and profitless efforts, and it struck me that [
might just as well try freezing in the vicinity
of the Pole in yet another attempt. It couldn’t
very well be more disastrous than the last, while
there was always the hope and chance of suc-
cess. I had made up my mind to get therr,
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and it was useless to think of paying for a pass-
age, as by the time I had disposed of my use-
loss impedimenta—silk pyjamas, silver-backed
Iushes, and other vanities of civilisation—my
cash assets amounted to 380 dols:—say £77
youghly-—and I wanted every penny of that for
myv outfit and stores. The journey couldn’t Le
done on foot—there were too many natural oh-
<tacles : such as mountains, lakes and rivers.
Besides, the distance was great. Just how or in
what mamner I was going to securc a free pas-
sage 1 had not the slightest idea on entering the
house; but I had made up my mind to manage
it, and I trusted to chance and a little able-
bodied push to provide the opportunity.

[ had been there eight days when Captain
William H. Bolt arrived with his kit bag and
a very worried expression. He had had a bad
time of it all the way from Costa Rica,
an indolent half-mutinous crew, whom he
could not get his mates to assist him in licking
into shape, poor freights, and a collision just out-
side the Golden Gates, which necessitated a week
in dock for repairs, and had “wiped out every
cent of the profits.”  That is the gist of the tale
he told us at tea the night of his arrival. When
1 learned he was bound for Seattle, and intended
to call at Victoria, and might go on to Alaska,
| became as his shadow. He was quick to note
the sympathy and interest with which I listened
to hi¢ tales of woe and loss, also he appreciated
my tobacco highly—his own stock had got slightly
damaged by salt water, but he still persisted with
it thongh glad of a change. One morning,
shortly after his arvival, I was indulging in a
little revolver practice in the back lot; six empty
egp-shells swinging on strings against a dead wall
formed my target, the range about twenty-five
yurds and the weapon my pet Smith and Wesson.
I had broken five and then four out of the half
dozen in as many successive shots, and had just
remade my target with the last shells at my dis-
posal, set them swinging, scampered back to the
25 yard mark, and was in the act of pulling the
trigger, when I became aware I had an audience.
I instantly lowered my weapon and glanced
rannd. It was Captain Bolt, who, bidding me
ot to mind him but go right ahead, diew
p by my side. Glancing at the still-moving
shells, he wanted to know how many shots I
could smash one in. I told him. He whistled
and observed he would like to see me do it. They
were almost still, but as he made no objection
I raised my revolver half way above my head and
then slowly brought it down to the level of the
target and fired the six shots in rapid succession
and luckily smashed the lot.
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“Say, young man, you kin shoot some.” And
then regretfully, “Guess I wish I'd had you with
me last trip -a little exhibition like that, and
those skunks for'ard would have been a little
per-liter, I reckon.”

“ Well, take me along this trip, and I'll handle
that crew of yours and smarten ’em up a bit,
if they’'re the biggest set of larrikins that ever
signed on.”

He looked me up and down a moment, stroking
his sparse beard, anil then asked quickly, * What's
your ratin’? "

“Oh, I'll sign on as Second or Third—I'm
not  particular, as it’s only for the run,
and 1 don’t think we shall quarrel over the
pay.”

He looked queerly at me as 1 concluded, and
I gathered afterwards that he thought 1 was in
some kind of trouble and anxious to quit the
city. But American skippers of coasting tramps
are not burdened with scruples : besides, he saw
a chance of driving a hard bargain and took it.
I smiled amiably all the tine the haggling was
going -on; whatever he beat me down to was
clear profit; for, at a push, 1 was prepared to
give my services in return for my grub and pass-
age. But 1 kept that fact to myself. Conse-
quently, when the bargain was struck we were
both pleased. 1 signed on at ordinary seaman’s
pay with the rating of third mate—that's why
he smiled. Mine came in over the fact that I
was getting paid to go exactly where I wanted
to go.

Now a word about the ship Dapline by name.
She was a big, three-masted, topsail schooner
of 400 tons; that is, square-rigged on the fore-
mast and fore-and-aft on the main and mizzen,
all three of which were—to English eyes—un-
usually high, and carried an enormous spread of
canvas. The hull, too, was after the most ap-
proved American model—long, a trifle low in the
water, and with rather less beam than I cared
for. Tn her youth she’d had the reputation
of being able to “walk,” and even then she
could do ten knots and wmore. The crew
were a mongrel lot—the sweeopings of tle
Pacific ports, and game for anything fiem
stealing a plug of tobacco to mutiny and mur-
der. The first mate was a meek, timid man,
who had lost his nerve—he had been wrecked
and cast away in an open boat for ten days, and
the horrors of that ghastly period were ever
before him. A capful of wind and the rumble
of the distant surf would make him tremble as
if with ague. But he was a splendid navigator,
and knew every current and reef of that danger-
ous coast. The second mate might have been im-
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proved upon, but as he died at his post he re-
deemed himself completely. The captain was two-
thirds owner, and addicted to drink; also he
knew as much about navigation and the handling
of his ship as I did. She had never carried a
“third " before, and I found the position rather
an anomalous one—two-thirds A.B. and one-
third officer. I had to do all the work of a sea-
man plus what the officers shirked—which was
everything possible—and my own duties in addi-
tion. All things considered, I think I can safely
say I earned my pay. There was one other person
of importance on board, and I must tender my
sincere apologies to her and the charming sex
to which she belongs for mentioning her so late
in the day. That was Miss Dolly, the old men's
sixteen-year-old daughter, possessed of the air
and worldly wisdom of a woman of forty, the will
of a strong man, and a face and figure which
were piquant and attractive. She was there to
“tend poppa,” as she explained to me, and to
keep him in the straight and narrow path. Her
other duties were to keep the ship's books and
collect and pay all dues. Incidentally, she held
the keys of the store rooms and spirit lockers,
which contained the hollands,

I signed on five days before the date of sailing,
and sent. my belongings on board as soon as the
ship was out of dock. But I did not go aboard
until she was loaded up, clear of the quayside,
and at anchor in the fairway. 1 might not be
much of a sailor, but I knew enough to dodge the
toil and seurry of taking in cargo, etc. So did the
“old man.” He got comfortably drunk and went
to sleep on the sofa in the common room of the
boarding-house. I adjourned to my old hotel to
collect any letters there might be for me,
and to give an address in Victoria to which
later ones might be forwarded, and then strolled
up to the chief cable office to send a despatch
six thousand miles across land and sea to {lhe
dingy offices of my London solicitors requesting
them to remit £100 per cable to Victoria within
six days. That done, I stood myself a swagger
luneh and a chotee cigar, and loafed about the
hotel vestibule nntil nearly five.

On my way shorewards I called at a gunsmith's
and replenished my stock of ammunition. I
thought a plentiful supply might come in handy.
1 got on board about six. My reception was a
mixed one. The first mate was all nervous smiles
and amiability. The second mate looked me up
and down, nodded curtly, spat on the deck within
an inch of my white shoes, and passed on. I
instantly determined to make him sit up within
the next twenty-four hours. The crew seemed
to have no particular part of the deck set aside
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for them, but were loafing about all over it
in twos and threes. Some glanced casually
up at wme and resumed their conversation
with sublime indifference, others nudged
one another and grinned. I mentally placed a
rod in pickle for them also. Then I dived below.
The skipper was sobering up on strong coffee
and lemon juice and in a towering rage. As a
new hand, I was unaware of his peculiarities, and
dropped in for a round of stinging abuse. As I
was preparing suitable replies, Miss Dolly en-
tered the cabin. Her appearance was a complete
surprise, for up to that moment I did not know
of her existence. Naturally she had not stayed
at the boarding-house, which was for men only,
and the old inan had never so much as alluded
to her.

“ My darter Dolly --Carruthers, our Third,” he
pronounced, by way of explanatory introductinn,
with a back and forward wave of his hand. The
old villain grinned, too--chiefly over the iitle, 1
think. But Miss Dolly smiled pleasantly and
stared me straight in the eyes as she held out
her hand. She clinched on my fingers vigorously
and eurtly remarked, “ You'll do.” The remark
or criticism, or whatever it was, was thoroughly
American, but—embarrassingly direct! I be.
lieve I blushed! I know I felt as if I were doing
so, and horribly awkward and eager to escape.
But the young lady rattled on unconcernedly,
giving me an outline of my duties, where I was
to berth and grub, and what not; in twenty
minutes I felt as if I had known her as many
years ! '

At eight bells next morning I went on duty.
We were then clear of the land and in blue
water, but no effort had been inade to put things
ship-shape or clear up the refuse from the in-
taking of cargo. I pointed this out to Mr. John-
son, the first mate, but he shrugged his shoulders
and smiled flabbily, murmuring something to the
efiect that it was no use trying to “drive” the
crew, and that I'd better leave it until later in
the day. I had been used to the spotless decks
and mirror-like brasses of a yacht, and strongly
objected to the pig-sty appearance presented by
the deck of the schooner. Taking the course to
steer from Johnson, and giving the new man at
the wheel instructions accordingly, I bawled to
the rest of the watch to turn to and heave all
the refuse overboard and then get a move on
them and swab down decks, adding that I ex-
pected them like snow and every rope coiled away
neatly in less than an hour. The men looked

it one another and grinned insolently, one re

marking that he would see me in—we’ll say
Paradise—before he lent a hand that watch.
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The+ gave me the opportunity I wanted. The
poxt instant the would-be mutineer was sprawl-
ing in the scuppers spitting out blood and teeth.
[ was twenty-two and a trained athlete in those
days, weighing about 11st. 11lbs., and as hard as
nails. Incidentally I was considered fairly smart
with my hands, and I had got to earn my pay—
therefore I hit with all my might!

The fellow was on his feet in an instant—eyes
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we were at it hammer and tongs. He fought
well and gamely, but superior skill told, and in
something under ten minutes he was lying in a
heap by the cook’s galley—senseless.  Then I
invited the remainder of the watch to start
swabbing before trouble overtook them—individ-
ually and collectively. Two turned to with a
laugh and a jerk of the head, as much as to say
the game was up. The third followed their ex

[ WHIPPED OUT MY REVOLVER AND BADE HIM DROT" HIS KNIFE.

bl.izing and a knife gleaming in his right hand.
He was a Chilian, and in a row drew steel as
promiptly as a Briton would sling off his coat.
Now fists v. knifes is scarcely an even handicap;
therefore, I whipped out my Smith and Wesson
and bade him drop his knife, promising if he di«l
so I'd put away my gun and thrash him, or get
thrashed, with the knuckles. And he was good
sportsman enough to agree. The next instant

ample after an instant's pause. The fourth—
an unclean Dago, shipped as a makeshift at Val-
paraiso—felt called upon to indulge in a little
vain swagger before obeying orders. To hifn I
introduced my heavy sea-boot with all the vigour
of my football days, and the gentleman
of Portuguese birth slithered rapidly, if not
gracefully, across the deck, bringing up short
against the lee bulwarks with a crash. He was
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fumbling for his knife when I reached his side,
but a few gentle flicks over the head and shoulders
with my revolver-butt showed him the folly of
his ways, and induced him to turn to with the
others—not exactly willingly, but certainly with
the most evil scowl I have ever seen—even in one
of his breed. As I had thoughtfully removed his
knife and dropped it overboard, his muttered
threats gave me no immediate concern. When
the second mate came on deck, to enable me to
get my breakfast, he took in the cleanliness at
a glance and grinned broadly :

“Sec you've started well, Mister Mate—well,
I guess it was about time some one took them in
hand. Should you require any help, jest tip me
the word, and I'm by your side every time,” and
he extended his great paw and gripped mine
heartily. I did likewise, and descended marvel-
ling at the change in the man, or at the mistake
I had made in him. I opined that what I had
taken for studied impudence—the expectorated
tobacco juice—was sheer carelessness.

I found Miss Dolly poiiring out my coffee when
I got to the “saloon.” Her eyes were dancing,
and she looked really pretty.

“Say,” she exclaimed, "I saw your fight and
—it was real great. And that Dago, too. My!
didn’t he crumple. I guess the rest will work
as smooth as a steam lathe now. An’,” lowering
her voice to a whisper, “you won't have no
trouble with Hakem neither. He was callin’
you down an’ allowin’ he'd make things kinder
warm for you, when the shoutin’ took us to the
companion-way to see what the trouble was. He
stared, and muttered a bit under his breath, then
came back and shut his head. I guess he was
thinkin’ hard. Did he say much when he re-
lieved you?” she asked eagerly.

I explained what had taken place, and we
both laughed heartily.

The captain didn’t show up for dinner or tea,
and when I turned in he was two-thirds drunk
and singing snatches of “The Star-Spangled
Banner.” He was cominencing it for the fourth
time as 1 fell asleep. The following day he raged
about the cabin and after-deck like a lunatic,
then retired to his bunk and snored nke a gram.
pus, the melodious sounds drifting up to me
through the skylight, as I paced the decE, chiefly
with one eye on the man at the wheel and the
other on the cloud of white cotton sailcloth we
carried, but sparing intermediate glances for
Miss Dolly, who was seated in the companion-
way industriously sewing.

As the day wore on one or two of the men
got a trifle thick in their speech and gave other
unmistakable signs of drink. I did not pay much
heed to it. I thought they’d probably smuggled
a bottle or two of liquor on board, and were

consuming it in bulk instead of in “tots™ spread
out over the voyage. Towards night there wgs
not a sober man among them. When the first
mate came on duty, the watch below were in
drunken stupor, and sleepily told us to go toa
warmer climate when we endeavoured to rouss
them. Then I called on the Second to lend a
hand, and with the aid of much thumping, many
kicks, and some half dozen buckets of water, we
got them on deck wholly soused and only half
awake, but indulging in a perfect hurricane of
lurid abuse and profanity. Then I searched their
bunks and lockers, and even their chests, and
collected three bottles of rum and eight of
hollands. On reaching deck, 1 pitched the first-
named overboard, but took the latter aft for Miss
Dolly’s inspection. As I feaved, she recognised
them as part of the skipper's private cellar!
That meant the men had found a way into the
storeroom other than by the door. A careful
search showed it to us in all its simplicity. A not
over-strong partition divided it from the spare
sail room; to this the men had free access; an
auger and small saw had done the rest, and
Captain W. H. Bolt was just the poorer by seven-
teen bottles of his beloved, evil-smelling hollands!
Ten minutes later—save for three bottles securely
locked in the safe in the captain’s cabin—there
was not a drop of intoxicating drink on board!
I took the whole lot on deck, and, slowly, and
in full view of the half-muddied crew, broke each
bottle separately on the edge of the lee bulwark,
allowing the fluid and broken glass to fall into
the sea. It was the only way. A drunken skipper
was dangerous enough, but a drunken crew
meant absolute ruin. When the nature of my
task dawned upon the men, there was a howl of
rage from those gathered midships, instantly
followed by an ugly rush. I was in the act of
smashing the last bottle when the foremost was
upon me. But I completed the task—using lus
head instead of the bulwark; also he got what
he was seeking—in a cascade over his face and
shoulders! Then I dropped my hand to my
revolver pocket, but was sent crashing to the
deck before I could draw it, the striker of the
blow overbalancing and falling upon me, catch-
ing me by the throat and right wrist before I
could free my “gun.” For the next few minutes
we rolled and writhed about the deck in a fierce
and bitter struggle, amid the yells and
drunken antics of the mutinous crew, whe
egged on their man with stuttered words
of advice and assisted him by putting in
a savage kick upon my ribs or limbs whon-
ever a chance oceurred. Both the first and
second mate attempted to rescue me, hut
were stalled off and kept at bay by the
flourishing of knives, neither of them caring
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WITH A ROAR LIKE A
BULL THE  SKIPPER
RUSHED UI'ON  THE

CHREAW,
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to take the responsibility of wusing fire-
arms. I might have been killed outright
—strangled or brutally kicked to death—if it
had not been for Miss Dolly, who took in the
situation at a glance, and darted below to rouse
her father to the danger of iy position. It took
her some time, but she succeeded finally. When
he did grasp the idea, there was neither delay
nor shirking of responsibility, nor any squeamish-
ness about pulling a trigger. He stumbled
up on deck—red-faced and furious; the first
glimpse I got of him was as he balanced at the
head of the companion way, glaring wildly about
and grasping a six-shooter in either hand! The
next instant—with a roar like a bull—he rushed
upon the scarcely more intoxicated crew, and in
a flash had shot down one, butt-ended another,
and placed his boot with splendid accuracy and
vigour in the ribs of my opponent! It gave e
a second’s respite from his bear.like hugs, and in
that second I was free and on my feet; in the
next my Smith and Wesson was out, and torn
and dishevelled, and half crazy with passion, 1
was battering the lieads and shoulders of my late
cowardly assailants with the butt. Suddenly
my first opponent scrambled to his feet, and,
drawing a huge bowie-knife, tried to end matters.
So furious and skilful was his attack that I had
to jump back, reverse my weapon, and put a
bullet into his right fore-arm. Five minutes
later, the erew were all disarmed and driven be-
low, and we four officers turned to look at one
another and mop our streaming faces.

The captain was for having the rmfﬁleaders
triced up and flogged. DPersonally, I was quite
willing to assist him in hanging them, and said
so! But the cooler counsels of the Imst and
Second prevailed, and it was agreed that they
should be seized and placed in irons, and handed
over to the authorities when we got into port.
My blood still being up, T volunteered to go and
dig them out of the fo'c'sle. I knew it might
lead to further ructions, and was a bit danger-
ous, but | had a big score of kicks and
cowardly blows to wipe out, and hoped the scuffle
attending their arrest would give me the chance
I thirsted for. The skipper and two mates ac-
companied me to the fo'c’sle hatch. Tom Smith,
a youth of twenty, was on the wheel; he and
“0ld Ben” (I never heard his surname), the
one-legged cook, were the only two who had re-
mained faithful. The captain, still grasping his
revolver, in a stentorian voice commanded the
two ringleaders to come on deck at once
and before they got hurt. They and the others
dodged out of range and attempted to parley,
finally refusing to obey unless a free pardon were
promised. Old Man Bolt indulged in some

grotesque -abuse, and repeated his orders. No
stir being made, he nodded to me; so, handing
my revolver to the First, I sprang down armed
only with a marling-spike, but covered Ly
the captain’s revolvers, he sitting on the second
step the better to accomplish his share of the
work. The first man hung back when I
seized him by the collar, but the ominously
bright glint of the sknppel s “guns,” together
with the knowledge that neither of us would
hesitate one instant in using our weapons, in-
duced him to forego his first intention and yield
after a mere show of resistance. I handed him
up to the care of the mates and then turned to
the next. It didn't take me very long. He
was the gentleman who had attacked me first!
His mates had bound up his arm, and he was
almost sober, and used his recovered wits to try
and incite the others to prevent his arrest. After
wishing every evil under the sun might fall
upon and wither me up, he elected to go on deck
peacefully.

That evening we got quite friendly, and le
almost apologised for his attack upon me. That
was after I had removed the bullet from the
muscles of his atm—with the aid of a razor and
a pair of pliers!—and carefully “ dressed” and
bandaged the wound, and made him as comfort-
able as possible. When I turned in a little later
—stiff and sore all over, but contented in mind
—I felt we might reasonably expect the re-
mainder of the voyage to pass in peace and
quietude,

But as a matter of fact, an even greater
danger lay ahead. About midnight I was roused
from my well-earned repose by the second mate.

“Quick ! on deck with you!” he yelied, vigor-
ously shaking my shoulder, and then, seeing I
was awake, rushing off.

I sprang out of my bunk and staggered abonut
the reeling cabin in search of my clothes. The
wind was freshening when I went off duty, but
in the interim it had developed into a gale, with
the alarming rapidity of that misnamed ocean.
I struggled into a pair of soaked trousers and
an equally damp coat, and failing to find more
than one boot, scrambled up on deck in my socks.
There was a foot of water in the cabin, and every-
thing was aswirl. On deck, things were even
worse. The second mate had been unable to grt
the canvas off her in time, with the result that
the foremast had snapped like a pipe-stem—
about twelve feet above the deck —carrying with
it the main topmast, and the wreckage of both
was now towing to leeward—one instant on the
crest of a gigantic wave thirty feet above the
deck, the next battering against the side with a
force that might at any instant smash in her
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ribs. It had got to be cleared—cut away—at
any risk, and she was shipping it “green,” and
in tens, every few seconds, the waters rushing
and swirling about her deck with almost irre-
sistihle power. As

mate staggered aft, and, with the assistance of
the second, tried to put her before the wind—
but steering was difficult; there was not a scrap
of headsail to aid in bringing her round, but

I reached the deck,
there was a report
like a thunder-
clap, and twelve
feet of her lee bul-
warks were
smashed to match-
wood and went
Tying astern; the
same wave wreckied
the cook's galley
and swept one of
the shivering
hands overboard.
The first mate,
with voiee and ex-
ample, was endea-
vouring, to arouse
the nearly sober
hut  still  dazed
crew to a sense of
duty, and, hanging
on to a life line
with his left hand,
was using an axe
skitfully and cour-
ageously with his
tight. The Second
wis at the wheel.
I eaught up an axe
and sprang to join
the First and—al-
most got washed
overhoard by the
above - mentioned
wave. For the
next ten minutes
or ~0o we worked
like Trojans
~slashing with all
our strength one
moment, the next
hansing  on  for
dea: life with feet
and hands, the axe
handles  elinched
hetween our teeth !

The [ast rope was
severed ultimately,

and  the wreckage went whirling astern;
then the schooner righted herself slightly,
and (he deck assumed a safer slope, and

t’he Ereatest danger of all—the capsizing of the
vessel -was avoided for the moment. The first

WE WORKED L1KE TROJANS—SLASHING WITH ALL OUR STRENGTH.

finally she paid off before the wind, and scudded
over the raging waters under bare poles, the
close-reefed mizzen mainsail—the only sail upon
her—having been blown to ribbons. The crew had
recovered their wits somewhat by that time, and,
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blue-faced and drenched, were nimbly secrambling
about the deck, clearing away the remainder of
the wreckage. There was not an article of deck
furniture left standing; cook-house, water-casks,
hen-coops, and our boats—four in number—had
been wrenched from their lashings, splintered
-and swept overboard. And there we were boat-
less, almost mastless, and with seven feet of
water in the hold, flying before a hurricane away
from the beaten tracks of the ocean and safety,
with a crew that might give further trouble at
any moment.

The gale blew all night and far into the next
day, the First, Second and myself remaining on
deck during the whole of the fifteen hours that it
raged to its climax. Then the sea went down
somewhat, and about three o'clock the grey
and black clouds overhead parted and melted
away, and patches of blue sky showed, and
then the sun broke through. As its rays fell
upon me I noticed for the first time how cold
and miserable I was. Also an irresistible longing
for hot coffee and warm blankets came upon me.
But such luxuries were not to be for the moment.
Advantage had to be taken of the lull—for the
first mate declared it was only that, as the glass
was still falling rapidly ! The Second was certain
it had blown itself out, and that two of
us could turn in with safety. But the
First was firm, and despite the growlings and
mutinous glances of the crew, spare spars were
got up and a jury-mast rigged to the stump of
the fore-mast. That done, the wreck of the bow-
sprit was cleared, and a spar run out and lashed
thereto. Then a foresail was bent, also a non-
descript lugsail to the jury-mast. Lastly, men
were sent to the cross-ties of the mizzen-mast
to splice and whip on new stays; these were
passed down and secured to bolt rings in the deck
and to the remains of the bulwarks; and then a
new mainsail was got up and bent on, and we
tried to edge down and get on to our proper
course. While half the crew manned the
pumps, the other half went below to immbibe
hot coffee.

Just as we had completed the above, Captain
Bolt came on deck and was furious because
he had net been called. It was useless to ex-
plain to him we had done so—not once, but many
timmes; so took the “ragging” he administered
in sour silence. He wanted to know all details
and where we were. He got the former in full;
as to the latter, we wanted to know ourselves.
By dead reckoning the First estimated we had
beenr blown 200 and odd miles due west of our
course, which wonld make out about 800 S.8.W.

of Victoria, B.C., at which the skipper “cussed”
volubly and descended again to his cabin. [ wag
scalding myself with my third eup of steaming
coffee, which Miss Dolly had contrived, with the
aid of a safety oil stove, to prepare, not only
for us, but for the crew, when the First, wh
was taking his on deck, yelled down: “Say|
Tumble up there--here’s inore trouble”; and the
Second and I were on deck in a heart-heat. [
something under ten minutes the sky had become
cloud-wrapped again, and the wind was moaning
and sighing an overture to another spell of riot.
ing. A mile or more astern a long white-crested
wall was rapidly approaching, and we, numbed
and half silly with exposure and fatigue, were
working like galley slaves to reduce sail and re-
viling the crew into similar efforts.  But the
squall was too quick for us. At the first mate’s
warning cry of : “Look out, there,” we desisted
and clung to the nearest stable object for our
lives; the next instant the stern was tossed sky
high,’and six feet of solid green water broke over
it and swept forward to the bows, wrenching the
second mate and poor old one-legged Ben from
their hold, and swirling them overside, their
despairing shrieks rising high above the din of
the gale, and their white, fear-distorted faces
mutely begging the help we could not give, as
they bobbed by and out into the waste of waters.
With them went the mizzen-mast—by the board
- -and the painfully erected jury-mast; and once
more we were at the mercy of the'wind and waves.
For six long hours the storm raged furiously, and
another life was lost; then it ceased suddenly,
the sea went down as if by magic, the clouds
dispersed, the stars came out one by ane, the
moon rose and silvered all, and peace and calm
reigned.

The following day broke still and beautiful,
scarcely a breath of wind ruffling the mirror-like
surface of the waters. Once more we rigged jury-
masts and got as much canvas spread as possible,
and thirteen days later crawled through the
Straits of Juan de Fuea, worn out and half dead
with toil and exposure. TIn view of the good
work done during the time of stress, the mutin-
eers were not handed over fo the authorities,
but freely forgiven; also Captain Bolt, to
the great delight of Miss Dolly, swore off drink
for good and all. T, too, made a vow one to
the effect that I would never again attempt to
economise by “working” instead of paying for
a passage—not on an American coasting schooter
at any rate. Five days after we reached Victoria
I had got my outfit together, and was on my
way to the Yukon.
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+— NTERNALLY, Highgate has altered not
a little of late years. Big School and
4 the Chapel still surmount the historic

hill from the slopes of which Dick Whit-
tington listened to the chimes of Bow Bells; but
theiv aspect is more imposing nowadays than of
vore. For the removal of the ugly *Impot.”
Classroom (so painfully familiar to past genera-
tions of Cholmeleians), and
the brick wall (now re-
placed by open railings),
which used formerly to hide
the architectural beauties
of the buildings, has made
possible a splendid view of
the School. Gone, how-
ever, is the old stone gate-
wav. though the bell which
depended  therefrom aloft
still sunnons and releases
the boys with its strident
climour.

enters the
through a
entrance, over
which two genial griffins
mouth a welcome “with
neatly-aniling, jaws.” Upon
the left are the new class-
rooms and hall, the erec-
VoL, X.—5

To-day one
Quidrangle
modoern
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ALLCOCK, M.A.
HEADMASTER OF HIGHGATE SCROOL.
Photo by Walion Adams.

tion of which, some four or five years ago,
brought about the changes just noted. Opposite,
across the hroad, gravelled stretch of playground,
is the chapel, a memorial to a former Governor
of the Rchool, with its graceful spire and solid
clock-tower. 1In front is the main block of the
older buildings, a handsome pile, lit above by
the long windows of Big School, running nearly
the whole length of the
quadrangle. At one end is
the great bay window,
overlooking the playground,

of the library, beneath
which are the cool and
dark  recesses of the
cloisters.

Deserted at most hours
of the day, the quadrangle
is, at certain times, a scene
of great animation. Such
times, for example, are
those just before nine
o'clock chapel, when the
gathering crowd of boys is
momentarily augmented by
breathless laggards, eager
to escape the fate of being
shut out by the two pre-
fects “doing bobby™ at
the chapel door; or at
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PARADE FOR INSPECTION,

approaching demolition were circu-
lated, but the sentimental regard of
old boys, and of the authorities,
for its battered old shell generally
overcame tho arguments of the
iconoclasts, A few years ago, how-
ever, the “Qld Oak’s” doom was
finally sealed; and nought of it re-

THE SCHOOL CORI'S MARCHING OUT.

11.25 a.m., when morning school is adjourned
for the *“five minutes” during which the
masters congregate for o brief conversa-
tion outside the Sixth Form door, and the
boys stroll across the quadrangle, or seek
lemonade at the porter's lodge. At 12.30 and
4.30, too, when morning and afternoon sehool re-
spectively conie to an end, the scene is character-
istic enough, the quadrangle, a moment ago
deserted, filling suddenly with boys, who,
at the tolling of the bLell, pour forth from
every door, some hurrying away to the fields,
others elbowing their way to the notice-
boards, or estricating bicycles from the
stands in the cloisters.

But Highgate's most characteristic scene
is, without doubt, the playing field upon a
summer's afternoon—the old playing field,
that is, upon which for so many years
Cholmeleians of every age, degree, and size,
have played. Few schools, if indeed any,
can boast a more beautiful ground, from the
scenic point of view. A thick belt of trees
encircles its wide expanse, whilst the charm
of its appearance is enhanced not a little by
the magnificent “Young Oak,” which spreads
its leafy boughs, apart from its fellows, in
a distant corner. The “Young Qak ” it is
still called, though its former companion,
the “0ld Qak,” is no more. The latter was
a remarkable specimen of arboreal antiquity;
the most familiar feature, almost, of the
School. It stood, however, in the least con-
venient of positions (the “ Young Oak,” even,
is not free from the charge of cumbersome-
ness), and interfered greatly with the pro-

mains to-day save sundry cherished
relies that were rescued from the exe-
cutioner’s axe.

On a summer’s afterncon the school field is
at its bost. From a spectacular point of view,
however, the scene was even livelier a few years
ago than it is now. Then, the numerous games
in progress on a half holiday produced a most
picturesque effect. The congested state of the

field, however, pleased no one but the idle spec-
tator, and interfered with good cricket to a
Consequently, the Lower

considerable degree.

gress of games. Periodically, rumours of its
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Gide ground which was acquired a few years ago,
and on which the junior clubs (as well as the
wrep.” on Tuesdays) play, has proved a great

boon. )
From the shade of the trees that fringe the

field, the idle spectator watches the First or
geconu Club games, or.climbs, if he be an old boy
or & privileged visitor, on to the pavilion, and
mingles with the scarlet and white, or blue and
white blazers of the first and second elevens,
which tend so vivid a touch of colour to the scene.
Later in the afternoon, at the little fountain
by the swimiming bath, he will witness the inter-

WORKING THE TELEGRATH AT THE
FIRST XI. MATCH.

side of school life) works capitally, the
inter-louse rivalry fostering a spirit of
enthusiasm too often sadly lacking in
a school composed largely of day boys.
Football (of the Association variety,

AT ‘THE SECOND CLUB PITCH—WAITING FOR AN INNINGS. it is perhaps superfluous to remark)
terminates halfway through the spring

esting  function of “call,” at which all boys, term. A change then comes o'er the field. Goal
wlether bourders or day-boys (the latter being all posts vanish, and corner flags disappear from

sight, their places being taken by the
sturdy stumps that mark out a quarter-
mile course in the middie. Hurdles come
upon the scene, and in distant corners
budding athletes may be seen flinging
themselves wildly into the air at the long
jump, or twisting their bodies
into strange contortions over

AT THE NETS.

di ided into imaginary “ houses”), have
tu answer their names as they are read out
h: .he presiding master. Tn the winter,
the field presents a somewhat different
aspect, the games ceasing at four o'clock,
\\;lu‘n, after call, the players line the First
('|H|J piteh, and cheer on the eleven to
victory or honourable defeat. For the
Plurposes of the games, the division of the
whole school into * houses” (apart from
the excellent influence which that system
of orginisation has upon the more serious HIGHGATE BATSMEN.
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AFTER  MORNING  SCHOOL—aA

SCENE IN THE PLAYGROUND,

SHOWING THE NEW BUILDINGS,

THE LIBRARY AND BIG SCHOOL
(oN THE RIGHT).

the bar of the High Jump.
Training for the Sports
sets in with an acuteness
that deprives many other-
wise sturdy trenchermen
of their favourite comes-
tibles, and eauses business
at the *tart-box,” which
daily makes its way from
the local confectioner’s to
the playground after morn-
ing school, to languish not
a little for some weeks prior to
the last Saturday in term. 'I'hen
comes “Sports Day,” when the
principal events are set down for
decision, The track, for a grass
one, is fairly goed. That part of
it, indeed, used for the sprint, is
a little bit too good, and is by

way of becoming notoriocus.
Many readers will remember
F. L. Stephenson’s phenomenal

time of 10 secs. for the Hundred
Yards, thrice repeated. Stephen-
son was a fine runner, indisput-
ably, but the fact that the course
for the sprint is slightly downhill
as indisputably helped him.
Delightful a pastime as swim-
ming is under any circumstances,
at Highgate in the summer term
the bath becomes invested with

THE “PREP.” AT PLAY ON LOWER
SCHOOL FIELD.

an exceptional cliarm. For do not
the bathing times fall during
school hours? Rach form bathes
twice a week, a period of forty
minutes being allowed out of
morning or afternovon school, as
the case may he, for the purpose
on each oceasion. From the
school on the top of the hill to
the bath in the field is a distance
of some 400 yards; and the times
accomplished between the two
points by the score or so of flying
hoys, with towels flapping in the
breeze, who may occasionally be
encountered of an afternoon
urging their mad course down
Hampstead Lane, would astonish
The Field, if recorded. From the
bath to the school is a journey
not so eagerly accomplished
as that from the school to
the bath. [t is so easy to
stay three minutes too long
in the water, and so diffi-
cult to dress without the
use of a towel; and though
it is on record that a culprit
once _sucecessfully  pleaded
with his form-master that
“the water was so wet, he
took a long time drying,”
valitl excuses for lateness
are not to be found without
the exercise of much in-
genuity.

In the winter the hbath

IN THE PLAYGROUND—WATCHING A PARADE OF THE CORTS.
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A PRIZE-PRESENTATION GROUY.
Photo by M. G. Ferguson.

i~ boarded over and transformed into a gym-
masitm. Colours are given for a Gym. VI.| and
a paor annually represents the School in the
Aldershot competitions.  Fives also oceupies a
goml deal of attention during the winter and
spring terms. A photograph of the Fives VI,
for 1903 s included in our illustrations.

Arvother of our illustrations shows the High-
wate Cadet Corps on parade. This brings us
to a feature in the school life especially note-
worthy.,  In matters military, Highgate has
always done well, as those familiar with the
doings of the publie sehool corps are aware. For
eleven years the corps has been
mnder the command of Major
Lawh, one of the masters, to
whose energy it owes not only
its inception, but everything
that it ix.  What that  every-
thing™ includes, only those,
perhaps,  who  have  been
throngh its ranks can say. Tt
Isoint a large corps, but it is
4 zood corps. In the smallness
of i< numbers, indeed, lies
prelihly the secret of its ex-
t‘(:‘llvu('e. Lukewarm enthu-
Slasm is not tolerated, and no
boy 1« encouraged to join—or,
haviug joined, to stay—who
does not intend to do his ut-
most to  maintain the high
standnd expected. The re-
sult i~ a uniform kecnness

throughout all ranks, as rare and difficult of
attainment as it is essential to the achievement
of good work. “The Corps will parade for field
operations on such and such a date. Any man
who cannot come had better go home at once,”
were the incisive terms in which the present
writer once heard orders given on parade.
A Shooting VI, represents the School at Bidey
every year, and a team of Okl Boys usually
enters for the Veterans’ Trophy. At camp,
needless to say, the corps is always repre-
sented, and a detachment of over fifty
(out of a total strength of seventy odd) joined

“caLL” AT b O’CLOCK.
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H. M. WoOD,
BALLIOL sSCHOLAR, HFAD OF HIGHGATE SCHOOL.
Photo by M. G. Ferguson,

the I’ublic Schools’ Brigade at Aldershot this
year.

It is difficult to say wherein Highgate differs
from other schools. Yet no two public schools
{despite the close kinship of them ally are alike,
and Highgate, indeed, occupies a position quite
apart. In a previeus article of the present
series, reference was made to Highgate as the
school nearest to a counterpart of Dulwich

* College.

At the same time, however, it was
pointed out that the resemblance was superficial
only, and based almost entirely on the not dis-
similar sites of the two schools (on the northern
and southern outskirts of London), and the fact
that both were composed of mingled day boys
and boarders. Increasingly, year by year, the
value of what we may call here the * iixed”
public school, in which the community is of the
kind just referred to, continues to be appreciated.
Whereas the day-boy element tends to counter-
act the ill results of the exclusiveness and isola-
tion from which the pure boarding-school
suffers, the leaven of boarders, gn the other hand,
serves to strengthen that corporate existence
which is one of the chief and most important
features of public school life, and in which the
pure day-school is usually so lamentably defi-
cient.

It is upon this increasing appreciation of the
mixed school that the peculiar position—the
unique pogition—of Highgate, especially as re-
gards her possibilities in the future, turns.
Perched on the summit of the loftiest eminence
round London, literally overlooking the metro-
polis, yet upon the borders of most charming
rural districts, she occupies, geographically, a
position unrivalled. Old as she is, however (hav-
ing been founded in 1565, by Sir Roger Cholmeley,
Lord Chief Justice under Elizabeth), the real
history of Highgate, as a school, dates only from
some four-score years ago; and honourable as her
record of achievement has been in that space,
she has yet to “arrive’ What Clifton, for
example, has become to the West of England,
Highgate should be to the Metropolis. And
that such will be her position in the future, the
steady progress of the school encourages the ex-
pectation and belief. At all events, that their
Alma Mater will fulfil her destiny, past and
present Cholmeleians have the knowledge, born of
deep affection, which admits of no doubt.

THE *‘ YOUNG OAK.”
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SPOILING THE
PHILISTINES

A ’'VARSITY TALE.

By STUART WISHINC.

I.

How JErr Was Burnt OuT.

P T began with the leaving of a lighted
candle in the gyp-room—or pa.nt,ry—
of little Jeffries.  This . gentleman
was an undergraduate residing in St.
Chad’s College, Cambridge. He was a small
and insignificant little creature who had been
tried as a “cox” in his freshman days, but
discarded on account of the paucity of his
vocabulary and his lack of boldness.

At present he was sitting dolefully in his
rooms, surveying a scene of complete desola-
tion. He had left them in good order some
five or six hours earlier; but unluckily, he
had forgotten to extinguish a candle in his
gyp-room. After playing a few rubbers of
whist with some congenial spirits, he had re-
turned, to find his room in flames. It was
not a very large blaze, and was soon extin-
guished by the efforts of a few porters. The
college itself was saved, with no damage
done; but little Jeffries’ rooms were spoiled.
His furniture was completely ruined,and he
now sat amid the charred remains, miserably
wondering how on earth he would afford to
make good the loss. le was a poor man,
living on scholarships which amounted to
about a hundred and thirty pounds sterling
a year. This may seem—to some—a fair in-
come; but the average man at Cambridge
finds it hard to support life on less. There
are clubs to be supported, *“ coaches’ ”’ fees to
be paid, tutors who demand a price, doctors’
bills to meet occasionally, and a host of little
things which must be paid for, which are
necessary to make life worth living at one of
the great universities of the present day.
Little Jeffries knew this, and it was only by
being extremely careful that he managed to
keep things going.

He had a widowed mother and sister at
home, too, and he could not ask them for
money. Of debt he had a horror; and, to his
credit be it said, he owed no man anything in

lllustrated by ANTHONY HELMER.

a town of easy purchases and lax payments.
Consequently he was occupied in wondering
how he could manage to raise some money to
refurnish his rooms.  There was nothing
worth pawning—the fire had seen to that—
and he well knew that the ten or fifteen
pounds which were absolutely necessary would
be extremely hard to raise.  Occupied in
these mournful musings, he did not notice a
knock at the door. The knock was repeated;
so, rousing himself, he cried, “Come n.”
The door opened, and a young man of some
two-and-twenty years entered. He was a
broad-shouldered, muscularlooking fellow
with a genial countenance and dark brown
hair and eyes. ‘“ Hallo, Tommy,” said little
Jeflries.

“My aunt! Jeffy,” was the elegant reply.
“ What have you been doing here?”

“ Haven’t you heard?” said the other,
wearily.

“ No 1've only just come into coll. What
have you been trying to do? Burnt yourself
out ?”

“That’s about it. Sorry I can’t offer you
a cigarette or some coffee, but my coffee was
brewed some hours ago,” replied Jeff, laugh-
ing bitterly.

“I'm awfully sorry,” said the new-comer,
heartily. ““How did it happen, Jeffy? Tell
me all about it.”

“QOh, it’s soon told. Like an ass, I left
a candle burning in here, forgetting all about
the wretched thing. I went across to Man-
ners’ rooms to play whist, and when I came
back the whole shoot was blazing. It was
impossible to save anything. That's all. "

‘“By jove, about enough, too!” said the
other sympathetically. “ Come across to my
room and have coffee. It's no use sitting
here.”

“ Thanks, very much,” said little Jefiries,
gratefully, “1 think 1 will.”

They left the scene of desolation, and
walked across the courts. Hayman, on reach-
ing his rooms, soon had a kettle boiling on
the fire—for it was October—and a comfort-

?
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ing cup of coffee was soon ready for his
i‘it(vl\ .
et Beastly bad luck on you, Jeffy,” he re-
marked, after puffing his pipe for some
imutes. )
Im']-uYes, I suppose it is,” said his friend,
rather sadly. _ ’ .
- Wish I could do something. Don't hesi-
tate to borrow any of my things——chairs, tea-
cups—anything you like,” pursued his friend,

hospitably. “ Anything I can do—-"
- Thanks, very much,” said Jeffries,
quietly. “I know you well enough to take

vou at your word.” _

“ -+ 1 should think so,” said the other,
heartily. “ Where'll you get your things
from—Eaden Lilley’s?” _

“1 don't know yet. I—I don’t quite
know whether I shall get any.”

“What? You can’t possibly live deso-
late!”

* ook here, Tom,” said the little man, hur-
riedly, “ I've known you some time now, so I
don't mind telling you. I don’t think I shall
be able to afford any new things.”

“ But, I say—you must,” said Tom, in
amazement ; “ you can’t exist without them.”

1 shall have to—but that’s absurd, as
vou say; I shall have to go down, I expect.
I can’t afford to buy new things.”

“Well, but you needn’t pay just yet,”
broke in his friend. ‘ The tradesmen will
give you credit.”

“ Ah—that’s where
we can’t agree, old
chap. I can’t stand
getting into debt. I've
never owed a sou
since I've been up, and
don’t mean to.”

“Wish I could say
the same,” remarked
Tom, ruefully, though
he did not seem parti-
cularly troubled by
the reflection. “1 wish
I could offer to lend
you a tenner. TLet’s
see what I've got.”” He
Investigated his poc-
kets. and found
therein  thirty  shil-
lings and an 1.0.U.
for ten. “It's not
much, old chap.” he
said  candidly. “ But
you're welcome to the
cash. if it's any use.”

“Thank you,” said

Vor. X.—6

MY AUNT!
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the other quietly.  But I won't borrow
from any one—though it’s awfully good of
you all the same.”

“ Well, if you won't, you won’t,” said Tom,
reluctantly putting his money back in his
pocket. “But I wish you would, neverthe-
less. Where are you sleeping to-night?”

“In Webb’s rooms. Ie's gone home for a
few days on family business. Well, it’s get-
ting late, old chap, so I must trot.”

He knocked the ashes out of his pipe and
rose.

“You're a jolly good sort, Tom,” the little
man said, with a break in his voice. *“ You're
an-—an abnormally good sort. Good night.”

“My hat!” muttered Tom, staring after
his visitor, “ I suppose that’s his equivalent

L)

for strong language!

WHAT HAVE YOU BEEN DOING HERE? "
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1I.

A New Way oF “RaisiNne THE WIND.”

THE next morning, at half-past nine, three
men were sitting at breakfast in Hayman's
rooms, One of these was the host, and the
other two were his particular friends, Stubbs
and Hamilton. Breakfast had been ordered
for nine o’clock.

At nine, Hayman was still in bed, and
abusing his gyp for waking him. At ten
minutes past he was in a demi-toilette of
flannels, blazer, and scarf. At 9.15 he was
dragging Stubbs from" the sheets, while
Hamilton—for whom the same performance
had been cnacted three minutes previously
—was standing near with a can of cold water
—to be applied if necessary. By dint of
these ecxertions the three men were assembled
round Hayman'’s hospitable board at 9.30.

Hayman was now serving the kedgeree,
which he did by dividing it neatly into three
portions.

“Pour out the coffee, Flick,” he com-
manded, and the person addressed—Hamil-
ton, to wit—performed the duty very credit-
ably.

“}i:{eigh-ho! ” yawned Stubbs, “I'm dog-
tired still. Why did you dig us out at this
unearthly hour, Tommy?”

‘“ Hang it, man,” said that gentleman, vir-
tuously, “it’s after the half-hour. You'd sleep
away all your days if you hadn’t a kind,
unselfish friend to look after your welfare.”

Stubbs grunted, as if the possession of such
a friend was not altogether desirable.

“T don’t believe you'd have been up your-
self if your gyp hadn't called you, Tommy.
My gyp never calls me.”

Hamilton laughed, and pursued the sub-
ject of kedgeree.

“T say, that’s rather a spot toast-rack of
yours, Tommy,” he remarked suddenly, ex-
amining it with the eye of a connoisseur.

“Yes,” said his host, “one of my little
heirlooms, dontcherknow.”

“ Argh,” grunted Stubbs, “don’t come the
beastly la-di-da swell over us. It won’t work.
Where did you get the thing?”

“ An old aunt of mine presented it to me
as a mark of esteem when I came up. She
gave me a long pi-jaw about smoking and
gambling, and then handed over this rack—
sort of jam after the pill, I s'pose.”

“ What did you say to her?” asked Hamil-
ton.

“Oh, I acquitted myself rather well, con-
sidering how sick I was of the long pi-jaw.
Told her I should value it, and all that.”

“ Been nearer the truth if you'd said
you'd get it valued,” laughed the other.

“ Hang it all, Flick,” said Tommy, indig.
nantly, “I only tried to pop it once when |
was awfully short of cash. My uncle only
offered me two bob, though, and I thought it
wasn't good enough. T told him so, too, in
flowery and embroidered speech—mixed
metaphor, isn’t it? By the way, can you
say, ‘mixed metaphor’ ten times running in
fifteen seconds ? ”’

Hamilton and Stubbs tried simultaneously
—the latter with disastrous results, for a
crumb went the wrong way, and the next few
minutes were spent in “ first ‘aid.”

“ By jove, Tub,” said the host, when the
unfortunate youth was restored, “ I've never
seen you so purple before. You gave me quite

a fright. Lucky we were here to pat you on
the back.”

‘“ Here, have some kedgeree,” broke in
Hayman. “ Oh-—there’s none left. Well,

let’s start on the kidneys, then. Catch hold,
Flick.”

The breakfast proceeded for some minutes
in silence, until Hamilton asked a question.
“ Seen anything of little Jeffries? 1 hear he
was burnt out last night.”

“Was he?” said Stubbs.
about it.”

‘““No, you were probably feeding or sleep-
ing at the time. It’s a fact, though. Silly
little ass left a candle burning—and, of
course, it set fire to the place.”

“ By jove, that’s bad luck. Did you know
about it, Tommy ? "

“ Yes—I dropped in by accident last night,
and found him sitting there like—who was
it ?-~Casar, or Nimrod, or some Johnny—
among the ruins of Carthage. He came across
and had coffee with me. Poor little chap—
he was terribly down in the mouth.”

“1 suppose he’s not too well off, eh? " said
Stubbs. ‘“ Poor as a mouse, I should say.”

Hayman hesitated for a moment. ‘ Look
here, you fellows, don’t say anything about it,
but I expect it will end in his going
down.”

[ Why? »”

“ Well—he’s awfully hard up, and can’t
afford any new sticks.”

“QOwe much?”

“No, that's the idiotic part of it. e
doesn’t owe a sou; and he's such a conscion-
tious little beggar that he won’t get any-
thing on tick. He's a fool, but a decent
little fool.”

“Yes, I like little Jefly. Not that I see
much of him,” said Stuhbs.

“1 never heard




SPOILING THE PHILISTINES. 43

“$o do 1,7 said Hamilton, heartily. “1I
say, rouldn’t we work up some sub. for him "

“ Good of you to think of it, Flick. The
only thing is, we can’t ask people to sub-
scribe unless we head the list ourselves. 1
would, like a shot, only I'm practically pen-
niless. I had thirty bob or so last night.
This morning I gave my gyp twenty which I've
owed him nearly a month. Five more went
to my bootman—whom I haven’t tipped for
terms. The result is I'm nearly broke. It's
a beastly nuisance.”

“ Same here,” said the other. “I paid my
Amal. sub. yesterday, and that nearly cleaned
me out. What about you, Tubby?”

Stubbs did not reply, but turned his poc-
kets inside out with a doleful gesture.

“This is no luck at all,”’ observed Flick,
reflectively. * How much does little Jefiy
want ? "’

* About ten or fifteen quid.”

Stubbs sighed. “I popped my dress suit
last weck—only got a sov. on it—and I must
have it out before next Tuesday, as I'm going
to dine with my tutor.”

“M'yes,” said Tommy. ‘“You can’t very
well turn up there in a morning coat and
shooting knickers. Well, gents, any offers?
My gyp has impounded all my old clothes,
so there’s nothing for me to sell. What on
carth can we do?”

The three sat glumly silent for some
moments.

“ Well,” said the host at last, “it’s no use
hanging on to the table. You've had as
much grub as is good for you, so you may
a3 well assume more comfortable attitudes,
and smoke.”

They took the hint, and dropped into easy
chairs.

" Blooming sickening,” said Hamilton,
when the pipes were fairly lit, “ to think of
these dons rolling in wealth, and we can't
raise a few pounds. Just look at the old beg-
gars—absolutely coining money. Wish I
?:Iﬂd break into the 'Varsity chest, wherever
1t s

He was interrupted by his host.

" By jove, Flick,” he shouted, “you're a
genwus. That’s the very thing!”

“. Are you off your nut, Tommy?!” was the
politc answer. * What do you mean?”

“Why—the chest! the 'Varsity chest!
W‘hat's put into the chest, you ass?”

‘: Money, I suppose.”

" Yes—but where does it come from?”’

“Out of our pockets chiefly, I believe, in

Progs’ fines, But I don’t see what you're
dnvmg at.”

“ Just this—why shouldn’t we be progsi”
““Eh ?what?” stammered Hamilton as the

- greatness of the idea slowly broke on him.

“D’you mean we should get ourselves up as
progs, and fine men?”

i« Yes.’l

“ But 'twouldn’t be honest!”

“Bosh! we’d only fine men for doing
what’s forbidden—smoking in cap-and-gown,

" etc. It would simply be diverting the flow of

shekels from an unworthy course—the
'Varsity chest—to a worthy course—Iittle
Jefly’s rooms.”

It should be here explained that a *‘ prog ”
—or proctor—is one of the university pro-
fessors who patrols the streets, chiefly at
night, for the maintenance of law and order
among 'Varsity men. He is attended by two
servants, popularly known as ““ bulldogs,” and
he has the power of inflicting fines and other
punishments—such as ‘“ gating.”

“I say, Tommy,” drawled Stubbs, “it’s a
great idea! We ought to have no end of a
lark! It will be ripping!”

“ It will,” agreed Tommy.
say, Flick1”

“ Well, I have some doubts about the good-
ness of the case, but as it’s for a worthy ob-
ject T'll lend my manly form to a base dis-
guise.”

“Good man. That's excellent.”

“ There'll be no end of arowif we're found
out.”

“M’yes. We'll have to risk that.”

And they adjourned to form a committee
of ways and means.

“ What do you

III.
THE FaLse AND THE ReEeaL.

DurinG the next few days many things
happened.

The undergraduate element in Cambridge
noticed with grief that the proctors were un-
usually active. The previous term had been
remarkable for the geniality and “slackness ”
of the ruling powers, and, as a natural con-
sequence, the change of policy was quickly
observed. Men who had hitherto borne their
gowns languidly on their arms without let or
hindrance were ruthlessly stopped; their
names were taken, and—on the morrow—a
fine was demanded. Others, who ventured
to beguile the tedium of a walk to the theatre
by means of a pipe or cigarette, were treated
in the same heartless way, if clad in academ-
ical garb. Small public-houses, frequented
by those of sporting tastes, and hitherto
deemed secure places of refuge, were visited
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“I NEARLY SPLIT WITH

LAUGHTER WHEN 1 CHASED

THAT CHAT DOWN THE
CORY.”

by a bland old gentleman and his attendants.
 Life's not worth livin’ nowadays,” remarked
an amiable youth who had just been fleeced
of six-and-eight. “I don’t know how these
rotters find out what they do. They must
be cunnin’ old birds—take my tip!”

The mystery would have been as clear as
daylight if he could have seen three men in
St. Chad’s College busily engaged in amateur
bookkeeping.  ““ Good haul, Tommy,” said
one of the three, who was none other than
“ Flick ” Hamilton.  “ Raked in over two
quid on last night’s show.”

“ How much does that make?” inquired
his friend, the genial and unscrupulous
“Tommy” Hayman.

“H'm. Let’s see . . . three and four are
seven and six...thirteen...h'm, carry cne
—no, two—yes . . . that's it . . . eleven
pounds, thirteen and fourpence. Not bad!”

“ Jolly good,” said Stubbs, approvingly.

“We'll have one more night,” said the
leader, with pride in his voice, “and then
we'll chuck it.  'We can’t run any more risks.

Besides, we'll have enough by then.
do to tempt fate too much.
good sport, though.”

It won't
It’s been jolly

“ Rather,” said Stubbs. ‘ Never enjoyed
anything so much in my life before—beats
rat-catching any day. Jove! I nearly split
with laughter when I chased that chap down
the Cury and collared him in Rose Crescent.
I know what it feels like to be a bulldog
now.”

“Yes,” chuckled Hamilton. *“ And then
the wretched beast got his fine doubled for
running away!”

“Well,” said Tommy, rising.
were off.”

They put on their caps and gowns. and
strolled casually out of college. It was aiout
seven o'clock, earlier than proctors usually
go out, for they minimised risk thereby. and
increased their chance of making captures.
They walked slowly round to a friend’s rooms
to assume their disguise. Jenkins—the
owner of the rooms—-had been taken into

“Time we



SPOILING THE PHILISTINES. 45

their confidence, and willingly aided them.
Arrived at this spot, the leader donned a
more voluminous gown, white bands, and a
respectable college cap. False whiskers and
a pair of spectacles were added, and the dis-
guise was complete. Meanwhile his followers
had discarded cap and gown, and assumed
tall hats, cut-away coats, and moustaches.
Stubbs added to his appearance by affixing a
short, rough beard to his clean-shaven chin.
Jenkins helped them in the nefarious work,

— S o e i

TUE LOITERERS WERE ASTONISHED BY THE SIGHT OF A RESTECTABLE PROCTOR

frequently stopping to admire the effect and
to roar with laughter.

“You'll do this once too often, Tommy,”
he said. “ I should chuck it soon, if I were
you.”

“‘Last time, Clemmy, my boy,’ " quoted
Tommy. “ We want just this once, and then

we're done.” .

“Jolly good thing, too,” was the answer.
“1 wouldn’t be in your shoes, if you were
caught.”

RS

SHEDDING INIS ROBES IN THE

GUTTER AND RUNNING AT HIS TOPMOST SPEED.
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The “ proctor ” and his pseudo-attendants
stepped cautiously out into the street, first
glancing round to see that no Varmty men
were near to mark the house.

“Look at them bloomin’ bulldogs,” ob-
served an errand-boy to his friend. * Startin’
pretty early, ain’t they ? ”

Hayman and his friends proceeded in the
usual order, and walked calmly up Sidney
Street. They had not to wait long for a vic-
tim. A man came along, college cap on the
back of his head, his gown thrown over his
arm, and-—oh horror!-—a cigarette between
his lips. He did not see his foes till they
were within a dozen yards. Then he started,
vainly tried to conceal the offending smoke,
and sulkily submitted to the detested
‘““progs’ " Inquiries.

‘“ Good business, Flick,” whispered Tubby
to his companion. * Thirteen-and- four, I
suppose, to-morrow. Double offence-—carry-
ing gown and smoking, too.”

They marched on their way, attended by
looks of hatred from the various under-
graduates who chanced to be abroad. Silent
curses were invoked on their heads; but, all
unconscious, they pursued their way, rejoic-
Ing in iniquity.

But a spirit of law and order seemed to be
in the air that night. They passed numbers
of men ostentatiously wearing their caps and
gowns, and—as far as undergraduates went—
the goddess Nicotine seemed to be deposed
from her quondam throne.

Sidney Street was left behind, 8. Andrew’s
Street was drawn without success, and at
last, in despair, they turned into Downing
Street. Here they were cheered in spirit by
the sight of a luckless B.A., who—alas! for
degrees !—-was smoking. They seized on him
joyfully, for a man who has a degrec is sup-
posed to know better, and, therefore, incurs
a double fine. Having spoiled him of his
“name and college,” and allowed him to
pass on in a painful state of subdued pro-
fanity, they halted for a consultation.

“1 move we go in now,” said Hamilton.
“We haven’t caught much to-night.”

“ All right,” said the leader. “ We'll just
go down to the end, and turn round home
wards, picking up anything we find on the
way. Fall back, my good fellows! Have
you no respect for a don?”

The “ good fellows " fell back, and the pro-
cession went forward.

Emerging from Downing Street they
turned to the right, and soon drew near to
Caius.

sight of home. Unluckily for them, just as

At this point they were almost in-

they were nearing the gates, they caught
sight of a real proctor, about to go on his
rounds.  Their hearts stood still. ~ Tommy
recovered his presence of mind in an instant,
and, without quickening his pace, wheeled
round towards the Market Square. His
“bulldogs” faithfully obeyed, though with
sinking spirits. * Chad’s” seemed very far
away just then!

The Caius proctor looked puzzled, and
haited. He could not understand why his
colleague had not waited to speak to him.
Then, in a flash, the truth broke on him, and
he gave orders to his men to pursue. The
momentary pause gave his prey some thirty
yards start. Stubbs looked behind, and saw

the real bulldogs break into a run. Conceal-
ment was of no avail,
“Run for it, Tommy!” he shouted

“ They've spotted us!”

The next moment the loiterers in Market
Square were astonished by the sight of a re-
spectable proctor, of about fifty years, shed-
ding his robes of office in the gutter and run-
ning at his topmost speed. They were stil
more amazed to see his two familiars discard
their top-hats and follow his example. Their
amazement was further increased when two
more bulldogs (with their hats crammed
down on their heads) came tearing round the
corner in hot pursuit. One of these was a
short, fat man, obviously unfitted for the
racing track; but the other was tall and lean,
and appeared to be a good stayer.

Tommy and his friends dashed on together,
across the Market Square, and into Petty
Cury. Then Tommy showed his powers of
generalship, and gave orders as they ran.

“Down to the left you two,” he muttered.
“T go to the right. We must separate.”

They heard and obeyed. Hamilton and
Stubbs dashed down to the left, while Hay-
man pursued his rapid course to the right
Separation was the only chance—Tommy was
right.

But the lean and wiry bulldog was a
general, too. He saw that Hayman was the
best runner, and would, therefore, afford the
best, sport. The art of chasing was a passion
with him, and he had never been beaten yeot.

“Follow those two, George,” he suid
quickly to his stout companion, ““ T'll get this
gent,” and he disappeared from view.

George, as we remarked before, was 2
short and stout man. He was also past
middle age. By this time he had outrmn
his scanty allowance of wind and was glad to
separate from his more athletic friend. e
trotted on desperately for a few minutes in
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ursait of Hamilton and Stubbs, and then,
finding that they were gaining on him every
vard. abandoned the chase and mopped his
forehrad.

Tubby and Flick still ran as though some
one. more to be feared even than proctors
and bulldogs, was after them, and in a few
minutes arrived, panting, at Jenkins’ rooms.
There they dropped into lounge chairs, and
discarded the majority of their clothing by
way of getting cool.

“\WWhat's up?” asked their amazed host.

They only groaned and asked for drink.

Jenkins produced a whiskey bottle and a
syphon, and, when their thirst was slaked and
their breath recovercd, again inquired the
reason of their abrupt entry.

“We were almost nabbed,” said Stubbs,
with the unction of one who has escaped his
enemy. ‘“ Jove—we did hop it! Met a real
prog outside Caius, and just got away!”

“Told you so,” was the cheering reply.
“What have you done with Tommy?”

“ We separated—more chance to get off,”
said Hamilton, laconically. “ Tommy’s being
chased.” .

“Oh, well, he’s all right then,” said
Jenkins, with conviction. ‘“ He'll beat any
bulldog in Cambridge, I'll bet.”

“Don’t know,” said Flick, gloomily. ““ The
bulldog who was after him seemed pretty
well in his stride, eh, Tubby?”

" Looked a terror to run'!’ answered that
gentleman emphatically, still panting.

They sat together, waiting for the return
of the prodigal.  They cooled down, and
condescended to accept Jenkins' cigarettes.
They even told him that he might order
some coffee if he was good. But still there
was no sign of their leader. A quarter of
an hour passed slowly, and then half an hour.
They glanced uneasily at one another, afraid
that their comrade’s doom was sealed. As
they were discussing the probabilities of his
fate there came a hurried pattering on the
stairs, the door opened, and—he entered.

He was greeted with a shout of joy, and,
after plying him with refreshment—mindful
of their own sad case—they plied him with
questions.

“Tell us about it, Tommy!"” commanded
Stubbs.  “ How did you shake him off 1”

'7’

“By Jove! I've had a run

“We can see that,” said Jenkins.
us the story of it.”

Tommy settled down, and, between the
whiffs, told his tale.

““When I left you chaps, I saw that the
little fat bulldog wouldn’t last out, and judged
that the tall man would follow me. Well, I
thought I could shake him off fairly easily,
as [ was always good at a long run at school.
But that chap could go! By the time I'd

““ Tell

~ got up to the theatre, I saw that he was out

for business. I didn’t think much of it then,
for there were thirty yards between us, and
I thought I could beat him. I led him up
to the R.C. (Roman Catholic Cathedral),
round Lensfield Road, down Trumpington
Street, and then I looked round, thinking he
wouldn’t be in sight. I can tell you, it
gave me a bit of a jar when I saw him just
a3 close, pegging away, head up, and running
easily. I saw then that it was no joke, so I
put on the pace. I fairly tore down past the
Fitz-Billy, and got into the Market Place
again in good time. Then I looked round
again and the beggar was still there! This
was no nuts at all, so I went on, up the same
round, past the post office, and up St.
Andrew’s Street. I looked round again,
and the chap was still going strong—
better than I was, in fact. Then I knew
that it would have to be a case of
subtlety. By the time I'd reached the
theatre I had my plan prepared, and slowed
down a bit. 1 looked round; he'd gained
ten yards, and there was a gleam in lis eye.
I thought that was enough for the present,
so I egged on to Parker’s Piece, and ran
across the grass. e thought he had me
there, and spurted. I slowed a bit, and, just
as I heard him chuckle, I stopped dead, and
fell on one knee. He hadn’t time to save
himself, but went clean over! The fall
knocked all the wind out of him, and 1 left
him gasping on the grass. Then I made
tracks.”

“Good for you, Tommy. Another drink?”

* * * *

Next night little Jeffries found a bag con-
taining some thirteen pounds on his table
with an anonymous note. He wept tears of

Joy-
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MY ONE EVENTFUL DAY.
By ay O1.p Rossanliaw.
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IGHTS at English public schools, in the
“sixties” and “seventies,” differed materi-
ally from the pugilistic encounters of the

present day.  Indeed, I am not sure that fights,
worthy of the name, are permitted, or even
winked at, in the big public schools nowadays.
There 1s a feeling against them, and boys do not
want to settle their differences with fists to the
same extent as formerly. ‘Things had toned
down a bit in the early “seventies,” and fights
were not officially recognised by the masters,
though they were silently acquiesced in, to
keep up, as it was thought, the manly spirit
of English boys.

By some peculiarly paradoxical principle, at
most of the big schools the great fights were
celebrated outside the college chapel, though
why such a hallowed spot should have been the
chosen scene of blood-letting and eye-blacking,
was as unaccountable as some of the causes of
quarrel themselves.

But to my one eventful day. In the year
187—-, the college walls were still ringing with the
records of the mighty fight which had taken place
about twelve months previously between Tom
B——e¢, of Galway, and jack Kirch, a stalwart
youth from Yorkshire. Given such material,
it can be casily imagined how warm was the
encounter.  The quarrel arose over a football
dispute, and words soon led to blows., Just
as the pair were about to proceed to business
a prefect interfered, and in cold but measured
tones, very much after the old duelling fashion,
said, *“ Behind the chapel to-morrow moming,
gentlemen, please.” No one in those days at
Rossall dared disobey this mandate, as the idea
of two fellows settling a dispute coolly, without
giving the whole school a chance of secing
the fun, would have been voted unsports-
manlike and altogether bad form. So the
precious pair had to bottle their wrath till the
following morning. A night’s cool reflection
was calculated to temper the blood and give
force to the blows.

Accordingly, Tom B——e and Jack Kirch,
the former of whom has since been a dis-
tinguished officer in the sznd Foot and the
latter a personality among African explorers,
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turned up 1n the chill of the morning behind
the college chapel, whereupon cne of the most
spirited and determined battles that cver took
place in the annals of old Rossall School was
fought to a finish. Just how many rounds
were fought, or which of the combatants was
eventually declared victor, does not matter afier
a lapse of nearly thirty years. I remember both
of them were carried off the ficld, absolutely
hors de combat, and were tenderly conveyed
to the college “Sangit,” as we termed the
infirmary.  Here thar wounds were dressed
by the school medical officer, who, all unsus-
pectingly, placed the blood-stained sons of Mars
side by side in the same ward. Littie did the
good doctor dream of the indomitable spirit
still burning within those youthful bosoms.

Scarcely had the first signs of convalescence
begun to display themselves, than one morning,
on the doctor’s entering the room, he found
the valiant pair punching one another for all
they were worth, although one of them had
had his finger broken in the original, fight
Of course, there was nothing for it but to
separate them at once, and place them in
wards as far apart as the exigencies ol space
a small sanatorium would permit.  The doctor
lectured them, with a twinkle in his cye, and the
fight was the talk of the school for many a ycar
afterwards. Needless to add, they became the
dearest of friends.

But in my case the fight arose from very
different causes. 1 was the vieum of a per
sistent bully, and, though in the Fifth at the
time, was never free from his malignant auttacks.
He was a much bigger chap than 1 was, and
had a clique of small satellites, who always did
his bidding.

In those days Rossall was rather a roughish
school, counting among its numbers a good
many sturdy Lancashire lads, whose horseplay
was hardly of the gentle Kind.  Anyway,
“Threlfall,” as we will call him, made rather
a butt of me, and, being very susceptible to
chaff, 1 suffered accordingly. 1 knew that he
did this largely from spite, because | had always
been above him in class; and I felt sure that,
sooner or later, a climax would arrive. And 1t
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arrived, as all such things do, in the most
unexpected manner.

One evening, at Prep., I observed that Threl-
fall was getting through his work much earlier
than usual, and that no sooner had he dis-
carded his books than he at once began
whispering to one or two others near him,
after which they all became very busy in some
operations, beneath their desks, which were
concealed from my view. They all seemed
highly amused, and occasionally glanced round
in my direction, which, naturally, gave me the
cue that I was to be the subject of some new
joke of my tormentor’s. 1 perceived, before
the “end Prep.” bell rang, that a good many
fellows in other classes had got wind of what was
up, and, with a boy's intuition, I soon guessed
that they were going to “crown” me, z.e., pour
all over my devoted head hats full of -scraps of
paper, as soon as I came out of the school-
room. It need hardly be added that this was
considered a fearful insult by a high-spirited
fellow, especially as the victim’s tormentors
danced and jeered round him like wild
Indians.

A moment’s reflection decided me to remain
in the big schoolroom until everyone had cleared
out. It was a pretty stiff ordeal to face a huge
mob of boys, all jeering and laughing at you, and,
to be truthful, I can well remember my inward
trepidation at the prospect. Presently, the bell
rang, and the fellows trooped out, full of excite-
ment at the fun they were going to have.
Threlfall led the way, and, as he quitted the
room, he glanced back maliciously at the lonely
figure still, apparently, poring over his books.
Of course, the one kind friend remained, just to
whisper to me what was about to happen;
thanking him for his kindness, I proceeded to
strap up my books, with the coolest face I could
assume over a distinctly palpitating heart. My
friend asked me if he should accompany me,
but I said I preferred to go alone. Whether
my young friend was actuated by a desire to
save me the humiliation of the situation, or
possessed a burning dislike for Threlfall, T shall
never know, but he certainly urged me to escape
by the prefects’ door, an opportunity which I
declined with scorn.

My mind was made up, and 1 determined
“1o face the music,” whatever the consequences
might be. On arriving at the great central
door a crowd of fully 150 boys came rushing
towards me.  Shouts of “Crown him!”
“ Crown him ! ” were raised on all sides, as the
inky contents of numberless hats were emptied
over my unoffending head. The quadrangle
was seething with excitement as, quickly
dropping my books, I straightway made for

Threlfall and struck him a swinging blow
between the eyes. He was so taken aback at
my daring that he had not time to retumn
the blow before the boys, who had looked for
this result, interfered, and the scene was
changed in the twinkling of an eye. My
former tormentors became my backers, and
many were the cries of ‘“ Bravo! Kempster
knocked old Swapem in the eye” The
organisers of the fight were determined that
their sport should not be spoiled, so the cry
of “Behind the chapel to-morrow morning”
was raised, and we had no choice but to obey,
Each party retired to their respective studies,
talking gaily of the stirring incident which had
taken so unexpected a turn—at any rate, to
most of them.

An iradé was issued, and very shortly after
received by me, ordcrmg me on no terms to
give way, as my opponent was sure to collar me
after evening chapel and ask me to shake
hands. Sure enough he did; but 1 declined
the proffered hand, and told him that if he
was not man enough to see it through 1
would lick him there and then. Our rising
hour was, if memory serves, at 6.30, and 1
can well recall some of the boys coming over
from his dormitory to tell me how badly he
had slept, and * what an awful funk he was in.”
Kindly inquiries were added as to the general
state of my health and the condition of my
nerves. Doubtless a similar deputation had
waited upon my rival with- equally solicitous
inquiries as to /s physical and mental well-being.
For it must be remembered that the sole
purpose of these young bloods was to keep up
any wavering courage by mock heroics, being
fully aware that any kind of sarcasm would only
tend to make our determination the stronger.

The mode of pugilistic encounters in those
days was no trifling ordeal, and required all
a boy's manhood to support. The day was
a most unfortunate one for me, as in the
afternoon I was to run in the final heat of the
school handicap, and 1 was first favourite for
the race. However, in for a penny in for a
pound.

There was no backing down now, and I must
sink or swim on the fortunes of war. Morning
chapel over, and breaklast—which had been bt
lightly partaken of by Threifall and myself-—
consumed, the whole school made their way n
groups to the well-known spot behind tae
chapel, the scene of so many famous encounters.
A stranger observing this strange exodus might
well have wondered what it was allabout.  Part.es
of boys making their way past the needle room,
down by the head-master’s house, and out into
the line playground, to disappear suddeniy




MY ONE EVENTFUL DAY 51

ehid the chapel, without apparently rhyme or
rea~21, might well have made a visitor wonder.
The combatants generally brought up the rear,
or appeared suddenly,.accompanicd by their
secotds, from the other side of the chapel. When
stripped to await theattack they became the sub-
jects of the keenest criticisim as to their respective
merits and chances.  In our particular case we
were neither of us great bruisers, but the fight
was of much interest owing to our comparatively
high position in the school and the fact that my
opponent was a noted bully. So a great wave
of enthusiasm swept over the ground as I took
my place in the ring. My opponent, on the
other hand, was left absolutely without a sym-
pathiser, except for his second, who stuck loyally
to him from the start to the finish.

A detailed account of the fight is entirely un-
necessary.  Suffice it to say that the battle lasted
for nearly half an hour, and that both were
pretty severely punished, I suffering the more on
account of my impressionable skin. Threlfall
finally gave in through faintness, just as he
should have given me the knock-out blow. 1
remember I was severely bruised about the face
and had a shocking black eye, but I forgot the
pain in the consciousness of victory and the joy
I felt on learning that I had split his nose and
that it was causing him horrible pain.

But how was I to be in form for the race? That
was the question. After I had been conveyed to
the “Sangit,” where my wounds were bandaged,
my sign-master, or house-master, sent for me.
He said that he had happened to hear that I had
been disgracing myself by fighting, and he read
me a short lecture thereon. The exams. were
commencing that day, but he would allow me
to stay in his rooms, and try, by stupes and
lotions, to get myself fit for the afternoon race.
Hcwas very kind and very gracious, first, because
I had fought a chap so much bigger than myself,
and secondly, because this would break Threlfall's
power with the smaller boys, amongst whom his
finence was unhappily not for good. And so
I was given the run of his rooms, and my atten-
ot was devoted entirely to getting myself fit
for the race, which, by the way, was one-third of
a mile handicap, open to the whole school, most
of the heats of which had already been run,
Ih\j doctor had assured me that, if I ran,
crysipelas would set in, and I might be laid
up an invalid for days; but, if [ could only
get down the swelling and reduce the pain, I was
determined to chance this, as my heart was set

upon winning the race. The good chambermaids
of the dormitory came to my aid as soon as
my master had gone into school, and, with the
aid of lotions, and bathing, and cold irons,
we managed to get the swellings down to quite
reasonable dimensions. ‘T'he master had left
me some good things—cakes and biscuits—so
when he came back at lunch time he found
a much more cheerful boy, looking like a
mended bicycle, but perhaps just a lttle lop-
sided. I told hiin I would run at any cost,
and he did not attempt to dissuade me, but
was, all the same, a little uneasy as to the
possible consequences. -

The head boy came and had a talk with me.
He told me the school was ringing with my
prowess in thrashing that brute Threlfall
We talked about the race, and it was decided
that I should run with the bandages on, as
the doctor would not hear of their being
removed.

I did not appear on the ground until the bell
for the final rang. My start was sg5yds., and
the bandages had been so arranged that I could
see perfectly well. Of course, I was treated
to a tremendous ovation when I took up my
place at the starting point, and was really
becoming rather overwhelmed by this notoriety,
being so thoroughly unaccustomed to it. From
the moment the flag fell I was paced and fol-
lowed by a number of the bigger fellows, includ-
ing the head boy, who backed me and egged me
on for all I was worth. Even the headmaster's
wife, a most austere lady, waved her handker-
chief as she saw a grotesque figure, with bandages
all around his head, coming into the straight for
home.

Never was there such a scene in the old
school. Never since that day—not even with
a British policeman on my track — have 1
run with such zest and pace! 1 was deter-
mined I would win, and not all the speed and
skill of a young Welsh competitor, who was
quite as eager to win as I was, could overhaul
me. To add to the interest, however, the (inish
was an exciting one ; but I won by the shortest
of heads. To say that I was chaired round the
ground amid scenes which defy description is
but what must have been expected, but I know
I shall never forget that one eventful day of my
career so long as I live.  Since then, I have
returned to my normal condition of comparative
insignificance, and there I expect to remain for
the rest of my days.
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RECENT SEYCHELLES PROVISIONALS.

HE group of islands known as the
z Seychelles 1s politically a part of
Mauritius, but as it 1is nearly a
thousand miles away to the north,
it is allowed to paddle its own canoe in many
directions, especially in postal matters. Its
population, ail told, is only about 16,000,
and if left undisturbed by outside demands
very few values and very small printings of
postage stamps would amply suffice for all
its real postal needs.

But the Seychelles Islands are a curious
example of the extent to which the stamp
collector pays the piper and calls the tune
in the issue of postage stamps.

The islands are infested with gangs of
stamp speculators who are ever on the watch
for a favourable opportunity to manipulate
an issue. They seem to be well informed
concerning the stocks of stamps in hand, and
their plan of operations is very simple, and,
unfortunately, very effective. =~ When a par-
ticular common value is running short, they
will suddenly buy out the small remnant
which the postal officials hoped would last
until a fresh supply could be got' from
London.  Then, to provide for immediate
demands, the postal authorities take some
higher value of which they happen to have
a good supply, and these they surcharge with
the lower value required. As a rule, of such
make-shift stamps only sufficient are printed
to tide over the delay in getting a fresh
printing of the regular value. The specu-
lators, however, having caught the postal
authorities *“ out of stock,” make a regular
harvest of the opportunity. They besiege
the post office with their agents on the morn-
ing of issue, and in an hour or two absolutely
clear out the new provisional. The public,
such as there is in the Seychelles, has to take

a back seat and beg in vain for even a few of
the genuinely needed value.  The postal
authorities, at their wits’ ends, proceed to sur-
charge what they can spare of another value,
but again the speculators lay siege to the
post office, and once more they * corner ” the
lot. These hauls the speculators subsequently
retail at their own fancy prices to stamp
dealers all over the world. And so the game
goes on. Every now and again the unfor
tunate little colony has to resort to the very
objectionable expedient of surcharging their
stamps. They apparently do all they can
locally to outwit the speculators, but to little
or no purpose, and so long as so small a
colony is allowed to issue a separate series
of postage stamps for a population number-
ing no more than that of a very small English
provincial town, so long will the stamp specu-
lator run the post office to suit his own ends.
The remedy is in the hands of the higher
colonial authorities. I.et them put an end to
separate stamp issues and make the stamps
of Mauritius serve the postal needs of the
little group. Then the stamp speculator
would soon be compelled to confess that his
occupation had come to an end, for whilst he
can very comfortably and profitably mani-
pulate printings which run only into a few
thousands, he would be appalled by printings
running into millions.

The recent issue of provisionals furnishes a
very fair example of how the game is played.
At the beginning of July the 3 cents of tue
recently received King's head stamps was
exhausted, and a supply of the 15 cents was
surcharged “3 cents” to provide the need-
ful value. In order to outwit the speculators
notice was given by the post office that no
one person would be permitted to purchase
more than one sheet of 60 stamps. Those
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desirous of getting supplies were on the scene
at a» early hour, and gave money to different
peopie to buy sheets for them, but many
could not even get near the door of the post
office, and it is said that, despite the re-
strictions of the postal officials, nearly all
these provisionals got mto the hands of one
man who had a crowd of fifty negroes on the
spol. As there were only 33,000 stamps sur-
charged, the fifty negroes, taking one sheet of
6) each, would monopolise 30,000 stamps,
leaving only 3,000 for the other speculators
and dealers’ agents, to say nothing of the
general public for whose use the stamps were
provided.

So that, before the day was done, the post
office was once more out of stock of its 3
cent stamps.  Consequently the supply of
another value this time the 45 cents was
surcharged ‘3 cents.” Again the restrictions
were put into force with a further restriction
that when the daily sale reached 400 stamps
no more would be sold until the next day.
By these means the local authorities hoped
to make the new provisional last until a fresh
supply of the ordinary 3 cent stamps was
received from London. But Seychelles is
far away in the Indian Ocean, and though
the fresh printing was probably ordered by
cable, it is very doubtful if the period of
waiting was tided over without a further sur-
charge.

This spectacle of a gang of speculators
subordinating a colonial post office to specu-
lative purposes for purely personal ends is
neither edifying nor creditable, but, as I have
suggested, a definito remedy is in the hands
of the authorities. From the stamp collector’s
point of view, there is an unneccessary multi-
plication of varieties which are not the result
of natural postal causes. The only persons
who benefit are speculators who are in no
plulatelic sense stamp collectors.

Some Notable Issues.

"1E separate issues for the Leeward Islands
are coming in. Already we have chronicled
the St. Kitts-Nevis, and this month we give par-
tienlars of the new Antigua. There are yet to
¢ome separate series for Dominica and Mont-
seiat. The design of the Dominican will show
a view of Dominica from the sea, for all values.
witli the exception of the 5s. stamp, which will
bear the King's head. The design of the
Montserrat will embody the central figure in the
Public Seal of the Presidency, for all values, with
t-l_'c exception of the 5s., which will have the
King's head. There is one unpleasant piece of
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news in connection with these separate issues,
and that is the announcement that they are to be
used concurrently with the current Leeward
Islands stamps, which means in plain English
that these little poverty-stricken presidencies
are thus each issuing a supplementary series
of postage stamps, purely for sale to collectors.
If that be so, and I see no other interpretation of
the announcement, T should strongly advise the
readers of Tne Cartain to leave them severely
alone. It is always safe and wise to exclude
from all eoliections all stamps that are not issued
for bona fide postal purposes.

The now Australian preliminary Common-
wealth issue is, after all, to be designed, en-
graved, and printed in Australia, and not by De
la Rue, our English engravers, as at first an-
nounced. The Melbourne Argus publishes the fol-
lowing interesting particulars concerning the
forthcoming issue :—"“ Several hundreds of
pounds were expended in obtaining suitable de-
signs for the first Commonwealth flag and seal.
But no invitation was publicly extended, or even
issued departmentally, to any one to submit de-
signs for the first Federal stamp to be printed in
the Union. The new stamp, of which we publish
a copy, is not therefore the choice of the Post-
master-General after examining specimens of tne
best draughtsmanship that Australia can pro-
duce, but simply a selection made by Senator
Drake from a few designs which were furnished
to him by persons whose names have not been
disclosed. The stamp cannot be regarded as an
artistic triumph, and regret will probably be
felt that the postal authorvities should issue what
is claimed to be a distinctly Australian stamp
without taking the trouble to obtain designs
from the best artists available. The new stamp
will be issued in New South Wales and Queens-
land. almost immediately. Ninepenny stamps
have never been printed in those States, and as
they are required in large numbers for telegrams,
the Federal stamp will probably be welcomed.
Victoria has a large stock of stamps of all de-
nominations on hand, so none of the new stamps
will be issued in this State for the present. The
general colour of the Federal stamp will be
brown, but the name of the State in which it 18
to be current and the figure denoting its value
will be printed in blue on a white background.”
The design is stated to have been taken from
a medal in the possession of the Postmaster-
Genera!l, and is described as “ Britannia seated.”
The design which has been published in the
Australian newspapers seems to have created
quite a commotion and aroused considerable ad-
verse comment, and the council of the Royal
Victorian Institute of Architects has solemnly

.condemned the design as “utterly weak.”
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Aitutaki.—Six of the current New Zealand
stamps, as in the case of Niué and Penrhyn, con-
sisting of the §, 1, 24, 3, 6p. and lsh. values,
have been surcharged in two lines with the word
“ AITUTAKI?” and value in the native dialect,
for use in this island, which is one of the Cook
Islands. Why separate stamps are issued for
this one little island of the group wants explana-
tion. Hitherto the Cook Islands have been pro-
vided with one series of stamps for all the group.
Evidently there is a stamp providing epidemic
in islands around New Zealand. The popula-
tion of Aitutaki is only 2,000.

New Zealand stamps overprinted.

Wmk. N.Z. and star.

1d. green, surch. *‘ Aitutaki—Ave Pene "~ in red, perf. 14.

1d. carmine, surch. ** Aitutaki—Taj Pene” in blue, perf, 14,

2id. blue, surch. * Aitutaki—Rua Pene' Ma Te Ara in red,
perf. 11.

3d. brown, surch. * Aitutaki--Toru Pene* in blue, perf. 11.

fid. rose-red, surch. ““ Aitutaki—Ono Pene ’' in blue, perf. 11,

1s. browrn-red, surch. ‘‘ Aitutaki—Tai Tiringi'' in tlue,
perf. 11.

Antigua is once more provided with a separate
series of postage stamps. From 1862 to 1890 it
had its own stamps, but in 1890 its separate
issue was superseded by the general issue for
“Leeward Islands.” Now it reverts to a
separate issue. The design of the low values
including the l1s., is that of the Seal of the Presi-
dency of Antigua, and of the three high values,
2s., 2s. 6d., and 5s., bears the King's head.

A Aty e

Wmk. Cr. C.C. Perf, 14.

id. green, centre black.

1d. carmine, centre black.

2d. brown, centre purple.

24d. ultramarine, centre black.
- orange, centre green.

6d. black, centre mauve.

és. purple, centre royal blue.
a,

2a. 6d,

5s

Canada.—Of the new King's Head scries the
following values have been received :—1le., green,
2c. carmine, 5c. deep blue, -
7c. olive yellow, and 10c.
brown lilac. The American
Banknote Co. has redrawn the
design engraved and prepared
by Messrs. Perkins, Bacon
and Co., and spoilt much of
the effect of the original de- ¥
sign. The American Co. is evidently unequal
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to the reproduction of such a fine design as that
which was prepared for their use by the well
known English firm.

Perf. 12.

lo. green.

20. carmine.

50. deep blue.
7o. olive yellow.
10c. puce,

Ceylon.—We have received two more values
of the King's head series, viz., 5¢c. purple, and
18c. ultramarine. The 5c. is a new design, the
15¢. is of the same design as the 30c. illustrated,
Up to date the list of King's heads stands as
follows : —

4c. orange, value in blue.
5¢. purple.

15¢. ultramarine.

30:. violet, valne in green.

Johore.—7The obsolete 4 cents, green and
carmine, has been surcharged “10 cents.” and
the current 4 cents. yellow and carmine has been

surcharged “3 cents.” It is very unusual to
overprint any value with a higher denomination,
as in the case of the 10c. on 4c., for it opens the
door to fraud. :

Wmk. Cross. Derf. 14.

10c. on 4c. green and carmine.

3c. on 4c. yellow and carmine.
Orange Free State.—All the low values of
the new series with the King's head have been
o oo received  from  this  colony.
The colours are striking and
effective, especially in the hi-
coloured stamps of the series.

Wmk. Cr. CA. Perf. 14.

id. green.

1d. carmine.

2d. chocolate.

2id. ultramarine.

3d. mnuve. .

4d. olive, head carmine.
6d. mauve, head carmine.
1s. ochre.

Servia.—As stated in the last number of Ti¥
CAPTAIN, 4 new series with the portrait of the
late King, which was prepared in Paris, hns
been overprinted with the arms of Servia, f!!‘d
issued pending the preparation of a new series.
As will be seen from our illustration, the portrait
of the murdered King Alexander has been most
effectually obliterated. The stamps are bicoloured,
the portrait being printed, as some superstitions
folks will think, most ominously in black

! - o,
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throuzhout the series. None of this Alexander
sories nave been issued without the overprinted

arms. .
Overprinted Arms. DPerf. 134.

. pale rose, portrait black, overprint in blue.
5. vellow green, portrait black, overprint in blue,
10y. carmine, portrait black, overprint in black.
15; olive, portrait in black, overprint in black.
i, orange, portrait black, overprint in black.
25p. blue, portrait black, overprint in black.

sip. grey, portrait black, overprint in red.

1d. green, portrait black, overprint in brown.

3. violet, portrait black, overprint in claret.

5l brown, portrait black, overprint in blue.

Sierra Leone has commenced the issue of a
King's Head series with a penny value which has
= =4 just come to hand. It is of

the more common colonial
De la Rue type, and is printed
in the favourite fugitive

colour, purple, with the name
and value in carmine,

Wmk. Cr. CA. Perf. 14.
1d. purple and carmine.

Spain, Morocco. — Here
is an illustration of the
current stamps of Spain over-
printed for use in Morocco. So
far only three values have been
issued.

Current Stamps of Spain

Overprinted.

5¢. green.
10c. rose,
25¢ biue.

United States.—The 15c and the high values
have now been received, completing the new
sertes. The stamps of this series make one of
the finest sets of modern issues,
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The full series is made up as follows :—

lc. green, Franklin.

2¢. carmine, Washington.
3c. violet, Jackson.

4c. brown, Grant.

5¢, dark blue, Lincoln.
8c. black, Martha Washington.
10c. brown, Webster.

13:. sepia, Harrison.

15c. clive green, Clay.
50c. orange, Jefferson.

1d. black, Farragut.

2d. dark blue, Madison.
5d. dark green, Marghall.

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.

8. M. (Manchester).—* Chalky paper” means
paper with a surface highly got up with a composi-
tion of chalk, which is considered more effective for
printing the stamps. You can tell a chalky surfaced
paper by lightly drawing a silver coin over the sur-
face. 1f the paper is what is termed chalky, the
coin will make a light pencil line, if it is not chalky
the coin will not mark. As further evidencing the
chalky character of the surface the line made by the
silver can be easily dusted off with a clean silk
handkerchief.

Swapo.—It is impossible for me to say from
your list whether your St. Helenas are rare or
otherwise. There are over 40 varieties of sur-
charged varieties, some in length of line, some in
perforation, etc. "You had better consult a cata-
logue. The New Zealand error, " Wakatipn,” in-
stead of * Wakatipu,” is catalogued at 8d. unused
and 10d. used. It is not by any means scarce, nor
is it ever likely to be, for too many were issued.

W. G. (Leicester).—The varieties you mention
are not priced in any catalogue.
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Stanley Gibbons, Ltd,,
1dol., 2dol., and 3dol., Servia, full set,

J. W. Jones, Antigua, id.

W. H. Peckitt, Antigua, 2s., 2s, 6d., and
5s., Orange Free State, 3d. to 1s.

Whit‘%‘leld King & Co., Antigua, §d. to
ls., Canada, King’s head, lc. to 10c., Ceylon, 5c.
and 15c., Servia, full set, Sierra Leone, King’s head,
1d.

U.S. 15c.,

VALUATION OF STAMPS.

SpeciaL NoTicCE.

Our readers are requested to bear in mind
that Mr. Nankivell can only undertake to
give advice by post in exceptwonal cases. Such
excellent Catalogues are now available that
any collector may, with very little trouble,
work out for himself the catalogue value of
his colleetion. There is, therefore, no neces-
sity for sending Mr. Nankivell ordinary
stamps for valuation, but he will always
gladly help in the case of any stamp that
puzzles a CAPTAIN reader, vr that is left un-
priced in the Catalogues. It must be under-
stood, however, that we cannot hold our-
selves responsible for stamps thus sent for
valuation.

Ep. CapraIn.
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EIVE boys were assembled one eveniné

in a small room in a house at one

of the greater public schools. One

of them was standing by the fire-
place with his back to the chimney-piece,
and the others were at the table, rather in
the manner of a committee meeting. They
were all fifteen years old, except one, who
was fourteen, and it was he who had last
spoken, banging his fist on the table and say-
ing, “I give it up!”

After that there was a pause. For an
hour and more they had sat here discussing
a vital matter, and their faces were blank
with disappointment and despair. One of
their number, Tommy Darrell, the one who
was standing in sullen wretchedness by the
fire-place, had for the fourth time been dis-
covered smoking. He was caught by Brock-
ley, the captain of the house, between whom
and the housemaster there existed a notor-
ious alliance for the uprooting of this par-
ticular vice. A month ago, Darrell had been
told that if he smoked again he would be
sacked from the house, and as Brockley had
declared his intention of reporting him this
time, the sentence was as good as passed. If
only Brockley could be kept back! This was
the problem which had kept Darrell’s four
friends locked in council in his room for an
hour past. A string of futile suggestions
had been made, and a deputation had been
sent to wait on Brockley himself, but all
without avail. Despair grew upon them like
a fever, and the suggestions became wilder
and wilder. The awful thing was that at
half-past eight the time would come for Brock-

AR

ley to fling his bomb and report the case to
Mr. McMichael, for from half-past eight to
half-past nine each night this worthy house-
master waited in his study to grant inter-
views to such of his boys as should wish to
se2 him. And it was ten minutes past eight
already! Darrell himself had long since given
up all hope, and his brown face was set
doggedly in contemplation of disaster, and
no one was more scornful than he in ridieul-
ing the silly proposals that were made. The
others were all much distressed. One of
them in particular was suffering acutely. Tkis
was Peter Wenburn, the fourteen-year-old
boy whose mind had somehow fixed itself
upon a picture in the past in which he saw
himself the small victim of a band of school
boy persecutors, terrified and despairing, but
rescued at last by this same rough Darrell wio
was now in peril. How much would he have
given to be able to say at this moment, *“ You
saved me and now I will save you!”

Suddenly the three boys at the table be-
came excited.

“Hullo, Wenburn,” said one of them,
“what’s up? Out with it!"”

Even Darrell was interested, and a gleam
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of hope came into his face. Fitzgerald posi-
tivelr clutched at the table-cloth in his ex-
citercent. And the cause of it was that Peter
Wenhurn's big blue eyes were slowly filling
with tears, while a most seraphic expression
began to appear upon his face. To an out-
sider there would have seemed buf little
room for hope in this. These boys, however,
were well acquainted with Peter. It was one
of his peculiarities that he would persist in
weeping where others laughed, and in laugh-
ing when you would have expected him to
weep. And the sight of his saint-like coun-
tenance and swelling tears was the one en-
couraging feature of the whole hour.

“1've had a most beautiful thought,” he
said.

“ Oh, stop that rot,” said one of the others;
“what have you thought of ?”

But Peter had not the smallest intention
of lessening the dramatic interest of the situa-
tion. He continued to weep.

“ It's simply beautiful,”” he said. He took
out his watch and laid it on the table in
front of him. ‘ And we've twenty minutes
to do it in. If there was time I'd explain
all about it. But you see, the sad thing is
that there isn’t any time.” And yet he did
not appear to be hurried in the slightest de-

ree.

; They all fell upon him and battered him
till he should behave himself more sensibly.
They kuew so well how to manage him.

“Perhaps,” he said, “ when you’'ve all quite
done, you'll do something useful. Of course,
it s very useful to smash my back-bone, but
it would be more useful just now if one of
you would go and get my brother. I know
you all hate him, but we must have him.
You go, Fitz, will you. And look here,
Fatty, you go and get Mackenzie. We want
him, too. And go as fast as ever you can
cut.”

The boys obeyed him without a word. Each
one of them had the blindest confidence in
Peter and his tears. He was a fool at games,
and a fool at work, and a fool among most
of his schooifellows. But his friends very
well knew that when they were at their wits’
end for a way of escape from a difficulty,
or, indeed, for a means of getting themselves
fall‘lf‘ launched upon one, or for a way of
Past:ag an hour that was boring and without
emp'-yment, Peter was pretty sure to find a
metiind before it was too late.

So Mackenzie and the elder Wenburn were
b‘fo"‘?ht to Darrell’s room, and there, to the
wild delight of his friends, Peter expounded

the most, beautiful thing he had ever thought
roL, X,—8

of. Ilis emotion was so intense that he
began gesticulating and throwing himself
about like an excited bishop. ~ When they
held back from his proposals he poured forth
his eloquence till he had won them over, and
when any one of them could not understand
what was expected of him by the plan, Peter
seized hold of him and bubbled and splut-
tered and raved till his victim felt confident
he could have won the battle of Waterloo
over again. And before the clock gave out
the half hour the plan had in real earnest
begun to work, and they had nailed up
Brockley in his room.
“Just wait!” said Brockley.

IT.

ERBERT JAMES McMICHAEL,

Master of Arts, and famous player of

golf, had partaken of coffee in his

wife’s drawing-room. It was half
past eight, and the stern calls of duty de-
manded that he should leave the partner of
his life with her novel and her knitting and
take up the burden of his official position in
his study. But if you had seen him trotting
across the hall, you would have felt pretty
sure that something besides the performance
of his duty awaited him there. Almost for-
getting to switch on the light, so great was
his eagerness, he dashed himself into the
chair at his desk and spread out before him
the proof sheets of his annotated translation
of Alschylus, which was his hobby and pas-
sion. It was not very often that his boys
made use of the privilege of interviewing
him, and from now till prayer-time at ten
o'clock he could work at his papers, nor
would Mrs. McMichael have any reasonable
grounds for saying she was neglected. It was
the happiest hour of the twenty-four, and it
was not only an hour but an hour and a half.
Careful Thompson had placed the cigarettes
ready to hand. This was, indeed, heavenly.

But it was not for three minutes that he
had enjoyed his pleasures before some one
knocked at the door and he was compelled
to sigh, “ Come in!”

It was Wenburn minor, an uninteresting,
unsatisfactory lad.

“ Ah, Wenburn,” he said, resolved to do
his duty, ““ you wish to see me?”

Peter looked as if he had met a ghost in
the hall. He shut the door hastily, and
stood in front of Mr. McMichael, trembling.
Evidently the poor boy was going to confess
some terrible crime. The master hoped it
would not be a long one.
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““Oh, please, sir,” said Peter, nervously,
“ please sir, I want to speak to you, sir. It’s
about Darrell, sir.”

‘“ About Darrell! Well, well?” Mr. Mec-
Michael cast longing glances at his proof-
slips. _

“You said we might come to you if we
were 1n trouble, sir.”

“Yes. Make haste, my dear boy.”

“And I am in trouble, sir. I'd like to
die. Darrell is so un-
kind to me. No one
has any idea what I
suffer. He’s a bully,
and he bullies me, sir,
and I'm very unhappy.
My life’s a burden.”

“What has Darrell
done to wyou?” the
master asked.

“ He flicks me, sir,
with a wet towel, and
puts salt in my tea,

and tells me I'm
poisoned.”
“You should have

told me before,” said
Mr. McMichael. ** And
you should never have
allowed yourself to be
bullied like that. It
shows a  cowardly
spirit, and 1 am
ashamed of you. How-
ever, I will stop it. I
will speak to Darrell
to-morrow. Now you
can go.”

Peter withdrew
slowly. At the door
he whimpered a fare-
well.

“1 beg your pardon
for troubling you, sir,”
he said, “ but I was so
very unhappy, sir.”

Mr. McMichael spared
an instant to reflect
on Peter’s unpleasant
meanness, and to
congratulate himself upon having judged
Darrell’s character rightly. Then to his As-
chylus again!  One interruption does not
spoil an evening any more than one swallow
makes a summer. In five minutes’ time he
was smiling and itching with the pleasure
of it. He made a correction in red ink,
and an addition in green, and changed a
comma into a semi-colon. Then came

THEY NALILED UP BROCKLEY IN HIS ROOM.

another tap at the door. DPoor IIr
McMichael had not had such bad luck for
a fortnight.

It was young Fitzgerald, and though he
was a favourite, Mr. McMichael felt extreme
annoyance.,

“Well, Fitzgerald, what can I do for
you?”

The boy was unusually nervous and un-
comfortable. He hesitated for a moment,

. =
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and then, putting his hands behind his back,
blurted out his business.

“If you please, sir, I want to speak to
you about something. I am thinking of *he
honour of the house, or I would not betray
a schoolfellow. It's about Darrell.”

“ Thank you, Fitzgerald,” said Mr. Me
Michael, with sudden cheerfulness, “I've
heard all about Darrell already. You need
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not trouble. 1 have promised to see to it.
He -nall not bully any of the boys in the
future.”

“1t’s not bullying, sir,” replied Fitzgerald,
“it's using cribs. He uses cribs every day.
I have asked him to stop, but he won’t, so
I have come to you. Cribs aren't fair, and
it’s very wrong to use them. Darrell says he
doesn’t care about the honour of the house,
because if he uses cribs it saves him trouble.”

Iere Fitzgerald gave a sigh of relief, like
one whose work is done. He began to cast
glances at the door.

“ What cribs does he use?”
master.

Fitzgerald looked up to the ceiling and
down again.

“Livy,” he said, with conviction.

“Darrell 1s in my form,” replied Mr. Mec-
Michael, “and, as we are not doing Livy, I
fail to see of what use it would be to him.”

“ Oh—er—I expect he keeps the Livy crib
to deceive us,” said the boy. “ He probably
has lots of others. I've done my duty in
telling you. May I go now, sir.”

“You may, Fitzgerald. I shall be speak-
ing to Darrell to-morrow, and I will ask him
about this.”

Fitzgerald’s anxious face cleared, and he
left the room.

Mr. McMichae! settled himself to work
again, but peace was not his portion that
night. Thompson brought him a telegram
from some blockhead of a parent who was
going to descend upon him the next day.
Then came Mackenzie, a goggle-eyed, round-
backed scholar of seventeen, whose position
1n the school demanded attention. The master
wearily listened to a long preliminary an-
touncement, and then awoke to some sort of
Interest when Mackenzie said his reason for
coming was that he had found a clue to the
recent mysterious fire in Westley’s tea-rooms.
It would be interesting for Mr. McMichael
to 7et news even before the police. He en-
quired what Mackenzie's idea might be, and
I\'Ir.':!fenzie regretted to say that there was a
bov in the house who had recently been seen
plasing with matches and expressing dislike
for M. Westley, with whom he had con-
tl‘ﬁ(if(’ﬂ debts. Who was the boy? It was

arredl,

(ft‘g'ta.inly, the coincidence was remarkable,
and it forcibly struck Mr. McMichael. That
thrse people should accuse Darrell of three
crimes within one half hour was very strange,
and had not Mackenzie been a person of such
worth and respectability, Mr. McMichael
would have almost believed that he was being
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said the

imposed upon. He could not conceive of
Mackenzie being connected with such a plot.
On the other hand, it may be added, he did
not know that the quiet scholar detested
Brockley and all his works.

So adverse were the fates that night that
even before Mackenzie had left the room, an-
other boy had come to seek an interview. It
was Leacroft, one of Darrell’s four {riends.

“ Please, sir, I've come to tell you about
the drinking that goes on in the house. It’s
disgraceful. I'm made to join in, and my
hife’s a burden.”

Mr. McMichael had heard that phrase be-
fore. He waved Mackenzie from the room
and assumed a very severe expression of face.

“1 presume you mean that Darrell
drinks?”" he said, sarcastically.

“Yes, sir, it was Darrell I meant.”

“Then you can write me out a Georgic .
before to-morrow evening. This is the most
disgraceful impudence I ever met with. Leave
the room! If any other boy comes to me
with these stories, I shall send him to the
head-master.”

“ But, sir 1

‘“ Leave the room!”

Since Leacroft was Darrell’s bosom friend,
and since all the world knew it, Mr. Mec-
Michael was justified in suspecting that Lea-
croft’s accusation, coming after the others,
was not worthy of very serious consideration.
And that four of his boys should conspire to
play this abominable trick upon him at a
time when he was pining and craving for an
opportunity to work at his Aischylus was
enough to try severely the temper even of
so noted a golf-player as Mr. McMichael. He
grasped his pen desperately and cast a vin-
dictive glance at the clock, which stood at
tea minutes past nine. He had still nearly
an hour in which to do his work. But un-
fortunately his temper could not well stand
such a shock as he had received. Instead
of thinking of Aschylus, his mind wandered
off and poked about for reasons for the strange
conspiracy which these boys had formed for
his annoyance. It was not usual. Was it
merely to annoy him, or had Darrell incurred
unpopularity, and did the boys hope to bring
him into trouble? Mr. McMichael drew his
pen heavily through a sentence that he had
no sort of desire to erase, a calamity which
so embittered his disposition that he got up
and paced the room till he should feel better.
At a quarter past nine he was visited by the
elder Wenburn, Peter's hrother. He assumed
a judicial air, and asked what the boy wanted.

“I'm sorry to say, sir,” said Wenburn,
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gravely, “that money has recently been
missed in the house.”

“Then if you propose to accuse Darrell of
stealing it,” replied the master, “I advise
you to proceed no further. I am in no mood
to be trifled with.”

“I do not wish to accuse any one,” said
Wenburn, * but Matthews lost a postal order
the day before yesterday, and to-day it has
bheen found in another boy’s pocket, and,
thinking of the honour of the house, I
thought I ought to let you know. It is a
fact, not an accusation.”

“WHAT?” ROARED MR. McMICHAEL.

“WHAT, SIR?"
I1I1.
HEY hurried to the door of Brockley's
@ room.
“Too late, Brockley! Too late,

“Whose pocket was it found in?” .

“I can’t say.”

“Why not?”

“Because I have been told that if I men-
tioned his name I should be sent to the head-
master.”

“Am I to understand that you refer to
Darrell 2

Wenburn
master’s face.

“Yes, sir,”” he said, “ 1 refer to Darrell.”

Then Mr. McMichael’s judicial coolness for-
sook him, and he shouted out his wrath in
loud, fullmouthed abuse, threatening the
direst penalties, till poor Wenburn bitterly

looked despairingly into the

repented of having lent himself to Peter’s
plots. He was thankful to get out of the
room, and so to escape from the terrors of
the law, if only for a season. His firs
thought was to find Peter and make use of
some of the expressive words he had
just heard from Mr. McMichael's lips,
But Peter and company received him with
amiable enthusiasm, and quite ignored his
anger. One look at his face was enough to
tell them how remarkably fitting was the
occasion for Brockley’s visit to the house
master.

poor Brockley! You can’t do it to-
night,” sang out Peter.

“Don’t you wish it wasn’t half past nine
you bearer of false witness against rour
neighbour!”

“We're going to let you out, now.”

“ All dogs are to be unmuzzled at half
past nine! ”

The nails were drawn out, the door was
opened, and Brockley was disclosed, in ap)ear
ance not altogether dignified, but very terrible.
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«yvou will all suffer for this,” he said.
“«Ant you may not be aware that it isn’t
tweniv-five past nine yet, and so all your
pret‘:y' plans have failed. Let me pass,
plea. 2! 7
P Oh, Brockley, don’t,”’ said Peter.

“Iet's nail him up again,” said another.

Despair sat on the faces of all as the tri-
umphant Brockley passed between them and
marched off proudly with flying colours to
do the deed. He stalked downstairs with
uplifted head. He blew his nose haughtily,
and fixed his spectacles firmly upon the same
member, and smoothed his hair. He knocked
at the door, and entered with the assurance
of a conquering general or a favourite Persian
cat. But he was not welcome.

“I'm sorry to disturb you, sir,” he said.

“I’ve been a good deal disturbed to-night,”
Mr. McMichael replied.

“ Have you, sir?” said Brockley, full of
sympathy. “TI’'m sorry; I wonder why!”

“Then you haven’t heard of all this non-
sense that has been going on in the house?”

Naturally poor Brockley had not. He did
not wish the master to hear of the rather
ignominious manner in which his last hour
had been passed. But he resolved to clear
himself of all suspicion of sharing in any
nonsense whatsoever.

“I've heard of nothing to-night,” he re-
plied. “Indeed, I've spoken to no one. I've
been alone in my room. T had no idea there
was anything at all going on in the house—
nc idea at all.”

This explicit and thorough denial, though
characteristic of the poor boy, did not please
Mr. McMichael. He looked unpleasant.
Brockley became nervous.

“ But there’s a mnatter I wanted to mention
to you,” he said. “I would not have troubled
you if it had not been that the honour of
the house——"

“Well, well, what is it?” demanded Mr.
McMichael. His sharp manner alarmed

poo: Brockley dreadfully.

beorey

t'here’s been more smoking,” he said.

“I'm afraid it’ll make you very angry, sir,
but this afternoon I smelt smoke and went
round from room to room, and when I came
to Darrell’'s——"

“1What?” roared Mr. McMichael. ** 1}V hat,
sir?”

Brockley felt the room going round him.

“Do you think I am going to allow this
msolence from you? You, the head boy of
this house? Are you off your head? Never
in all my life have’I known such rank im-
pertinence! It’s a disgrace to the school.
It's a—-"

“1 didn't mean to make you angry, sir,
really I didn’t,”” the astonished Brockley
pleaded.

“OL, you didn’t, didn't you? It’s just a
joke, I suppose. You wish me to see the
humour of it, do you? It’s a joke!”

“ No, sir,” said Brockley; “ it wasn’t meant

for a joke. It was only a—a sort of indis-
crction, I'm afraid. T didn’t think—I didn’t
realise—-—"

“l.eave the room!” the master shouted;
“leave the room! Thank your past good
character for your escape. And if ever you
dare to mix yourself up in such an affair
again—you’ll have cause to remember it.
Never let me hear you mention Darrell’s name
again. Go!”

And thus Darrell was saved. There was
Mr. McMichael’s vengeance for the insult,
Brockley’s vengeance for his hour's imprison-
ment, everybody’s vengeance on Peter for the
trouble he had caused by the beautiful plan
that had so greatly delighted them at first.
But to Peter it was delightful still.  He
wrote yards of lyrical poetry in commemora-
tion of it.

For it is to be feared he did not realise,
as we do, how very wicked it was. You see,
it made such a good story. Even Mr. Mc-
Michael saw what a good story it made, when
Peter was at a leaving dinner three years
afterwards and told him about it. Peter told
a story well, and the translation of Aschylus
had been published by that time.




SOME ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.

Football.—Nearly all the leading makers of
cricket goods also supply football gear of every
description. You may rely upon excellent football
gear from any well-known cricket firm, which
naturally does not wish to lose its name for cricket
material by selling poor footballs, etc. You are
sure of attention and satisfaction from Messrs.
Gradidge and Sons of Woolwich; they are as well-
known for footballs as for cricket bats.

R. L. Foster.—The fact that the bowler
knocks the bails off his end in delivering the ball
makes no difference. In such a case the striker is
out if he is bowled or caught, etc. But the striker
has, in such a case, the option of not taking the
ball, for he might find himself baulked by the
breaking of the bowler's wicket., But the striker
must make it quite clear that he has not attempted
to play the ball. 1 cannot give you the correct
dimenstons of a No. 6 bat. There is no uniform
standard.

Playfair.—There is no rule against a bowler
varying his delivery from under- to over-arm.  The
umpire decides points of fair and unfair play not
directly provided for in the rules; but 1 do not
think there is anything unfair in such a change of
delivery. There is no rule against the use of resin
or other sticky stuff on wicket-keeping gloves.

E. C. Aitken (Jamaica).—I do not know what
cocoa-nut oil is like, but I see no reason why it
should not do very well for bats. There is no_par-
ticular virtue in linseed or olive oil as far as I am
aware. You might try your native oil. Odd and
Sons are famous bat makers., Their bats have been
much used by county cricketers.

Walkererde.—There are many absurdities in
the county championship. It would certainly be
fairer if all counties played the same number of
matches.  Middlesex please themselves about the
number they play, provided they play enough to
qualify. But it 1s only fair to remember that they
play all the stronger counties. Thank you for your
kind remarks.

Myop.—1 am afraid 1 can only refer you to
an oculist. Take my advice and have your eyes
examined at once. The eyesight is a very precious
possession. It is, I believe, a great mistake to try
t; dispense with glasses if your eyesight reguires
them.

A New Reader.—K. 8. Ranjitsinhji was, 1
believe, the first to make 3,000 runs. I do not
think either Dr. W. G. Grace or Major Poore has
done so.

J. A. Duff.—See answer to Playfair above. I

-Gloucester, G. L. Jessop;

shall be glad to give you any advice I can about
your shoulder; but I am not a surgeon!

Anonymous (Bognor}.—When in use wipe
your bat over with an oily rag two or three times
a week. Keep it in a dry, cool place in winter, and
oil it about once a fortnight. 1f the batsmen have
run nine runs before lost-ball is called, they score
nine runs, not six or fifteen,

G. G. R.—1 will give some hints about playing
ofi-break bowling on sticky wickets next spring, if
you will remind me. Once master the correct method
of pla.ying back to straight, good length balls, and
you will find off-breaks easy enough to negotiate on
all wickets that do not play very quick as well as
very sticky.

A. C, Y.—Nearly all the county grounds are
first-rate. The pitches at Taunton and Nottingham
are probably the most favourable to batsmen. But
for fielding and all points included, I consider Old
Trafford to be the best ground.

H. B, Speight.—Bingfield had no right to
refuse to play for the 35 remaining minutes. A win
on the first innings only counts when it is finally
proved that the sides cannot finish two innings each,
or decide the game on two innings each; unless, of
course, both sides agree. According to the law,
Shipton could claim the match.

ello.—I cannot enter into controversies about
the merits of county captains. We all hope sincerely
that Bobby Abel will recover his best health and
form.

H. Bond.—People often grow considerabiy be-
tween the ages of 17 and 21, so you have certainly
a chance of reaching the standard height for the
Metropolitan Police. Yes, it would do you good
to join a volunteer corps, and take part in drills.
But you should also get as much out-door excreise
as possible, and play games. :

&. B. Faull.—The captains are as follows:—
Surrey, L. Walker;
Middlesex, G. Macgregor; Hants, E. M. Sprot;
Warwick, F. J. Byrne; Leicester, C. E. de Trafiord;
Derby, ¥. A. Lawton. Buckenham and DBroarley
are fast bowlers; Mead, Hearne, Haigh, Lee: and
Rawlin are medium pace; Vine, slow medium.

W. F. Allen.—B. J. T. Bosanquet is pro
nounced with a long o, and the accent on the first
syllable.

Lee-Metford.—Any gun-maker would get
you a regulation sling, or one of the same sort. for

our rifle. The violent throbbing you feel in vouf
iead after hard exercise is a sign that you have put
considerable straing on your heart. You wou:d do
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well 1- be examined by a doctor to discover whether
you a - fit for violent exercise. .

A. Wewsome.—The ball is not made dead

by hitting the umpire, so the batsman was legally
out. 1t was the duty of the batsman to see all
that happened, and it was his failing to do so that
cost him his wicket. Of course it was very bad
uck.
l J. F. Dimock.—If the batsman is out of his
ground and misses the ball, and it rebounds from
the wicket-keeper’s pads into the wicket, the bats-
man is out stumped. If the batsman just snicked
the ball, and the same thing occurred, he would be
accounted run out. .

A, Wallace.—Your measurements are good,
esnecially the chest expansion. Clearly, as you are
only sixteen,Hyou are likely to grow taller.

J. and H. Ward.—(1) One side boundary at
Hove is on the short side when the wicket is pitched
on the edge of the wicket-area. Runs are not any
easier to get at Hove than on most of the county
grounds. (2) If I could not afford to play first-
class cricket, I certainly should not become a pro-
fessional. | do not know what a paid amateur is.
(3) H. K. Foster has taken wickets.

C. M'C. Brooks.—The reason you cannot
play {our former game on your present wickets is
that bad wickets require a totally different style

from good. On bad wickets you must rely on back

play except for over-pitched balls, which you must
drive. Forward f)la(ir of the orthodox style is en-
tirely useless on bad wickets.

K, Dowie SJMontreal).—Practise taking the
same run-up to bowl every time. Make a mark
where you start the run, and if you find yourself
over-stepping the crease, move the mark back about
a foot. You should not have to think about your
run-up; if you do you are likely to bowl-badly.
Make a habit of a certain run-up, and concentrate
your mind upon bowling a good ball.

Aug.—Unless you are a natural cutter, the best
way to play shortish good length balls on and out-
side the off-stump (unless too wide), is to play them
back. Get well over the ball, and if you find you
can force the ball past the in-field, by all means
do so.

Post-cards.—Readers who send me picture
post-cards to various cricket grounds must under-
stand that T cannot undertake to sign them. much
less to get other players’ signatures. The cards may
turn up again or they may not. I disclaim all
responsibility.

WHERE TORPEDO SHELLS ARE TESTED. )

e

The above illustration shows how makers of odo shells test their wares before handing them over to

the {lovernments.

They are fired at the targets from special machines.

Although the work is naturally

attetded with some amount of danger, it is very seldom indeed that any serious accident occurs.
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By R. EVANS.
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{OME time ago an article in
! a magazine on tiger-hunting
called forth a lively discus-
sion amongst some friends of
* mine as we were smoking
our after-dinner pipes. Some
one pooh-poohed the whole
thing, and said that there
was no sport in it—the
animals were afraid of you,
and so on, and there was no
I do not take upon myself

pluck required.
to say whether this is true or false. It
may or may not require a certain amount

of eourage to face a brute which is
quite capable of killing you if you miss
it, even though you have a splendid
breechloading gun. But this T do maintain,
as I then maintatned it: in the old days of
muzzle-loaders a very considerable degree of
pluck was required on the part of the tiger-
hunter. The following incident will, T think,
amply bear out my contention. The hero of
the story was my great-great-grandfather,
and his original letter, which I copy word for
word, now lies before me. One cannot but
admire the matter-of-fact way in which he
treats the whole thing. He was twice in the
jaws of a tiger. I have never heard of any
one who was more than once in that singu-
larly unpleasant position; he first found the
tiger *“ devouring his left arm,” next, while
he was congratulating himself on having es-
caped from his clutches, the brute got him
again, this time by the right thigh. And
yet, in responding to a request to write an
account ‘of what was in all probability an
escape without any parallel, he simply says,
“ The event is sufficiently impressed on my
memory to enable me to comply with your
request.” I will not. however, spoil the
story by commenting further upon it. 1
lace the simple record before the readers
of Tue CAPTAIN as a really remarkable ad-
venture which tends to show that in the last
century, at least, tiger-hunting was attended
with considerable dangers, and demanded no
ordinary degree of pluck; it shows, moreover,
what manner of men they were who built up
out Indian empire.

Twice in the Jaws of a Tiger. Z%E

* LLONDON,
“ FEBRUARY 1sT,
1800.

“ SIR,

“Though a con-
siderable time has
elapsed since my
rencontre with the
tiger, yet it is suffi-
ciently impressed on my memory to enable
me to comply with your request, and to relate
the most particular circumstances.

“On the 15th January, 1776, being chief of
the Council of Revenue of Dinagepore, in
Bengal, Rajah Bidenant sent to inform me
that his huntsmen had surrounded a tiger
yvith a net at about two miles distance, and
invited me and the gentlemen of the factory
to see some royal sport. I accepted this in-
vitation, and, accompanied by all the
Furopeans present, to the number of fifteen
or sixteen, went after breakfast to the spot,

T
WILLIAM HARWOOD, WHQ
WAS TWICE ATTACKED BY
A TIGER.

From a painting.

where I found the Rajah had erected a tem-

porary stage for our accommodation. The |
space enclosed by the netting might be about
thirty yards square, full of briars and under |
wood and very long grass. It was a con-
stderable time before the rockets and crackers
which were thrown in to rouse the tiger had
any effect.

violent effort to escape; but the netting with- |
stood his endeavours, and the multitudes of
spearsmen, etc.,, who received him with
weapons of all descriptions, obliged him al-
most, instantly to retire into the thickest part
of the cover. It was not long, however, ere
he made a second attempt. Evidently per
turbed by the fire and noise which surrounded
him, with a fierceness and fury not to be re
sisted he again sprang upon the netting; it
gave way before him, and in a moment he
was at large and in the midst of the mob
who were collected in great numbers to enjoy
the sport. Thus situated, as you may easily
suppose, he had little time to attack par
ticular persons, but hastened to rid himself
of such troublesome visitors as speedily as
possible, It was, therefore, almost laughable
to observe with what expedition he put this

_At length, however, he sprang g
up, and, with a tremendous roar, made + §
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man by to the right, and that to the left,
marking with his claws the arms of one and
the thighs of another, as happened to be in
the line of his flight. He immediately made
across some meadows and soon reached an-

of prudence and propriety, not to wait for
the nets being placed round the copse, but to
arouse and attack him without them. Elated
by the sport, we neither took nor thought of
precautions for personal safety, but pressed

HE HAD MY LEFT ARM FAST IN HIS JAWS.

other thicket, though not till almost every
genticman and many of the natives had dis-
charged their muskets at him. By this time,
It was near four o’clock in the afternoon, and

1t was determined, against every suggestion
Vou, X.—9

round the thicket with as little hesitation as
if the enemy were already disarmed and at
our mercy. Just at this time I saw him
crouched at a small distance from me; I
fired my piece with good aim, and as the
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animal did not attempt to move or alter his
position, I concluded I had killed him. I
had already put the bushes aside, and was
proceeding on my hands and knees to creep
m and bring the victim to the plain, when
my brother (the present Professor of Anat-
omy at Cambridge, Sir Beusick Harwood)
requested me to wait till he had given
his fire, that we might make it certain
no accident could happen. I objected to this
over-caution, as I thought it, saying we
should spoil the skin by making too many
shot-holes in it. However, he fired his piece,
and at that very same instant the tiger
sprang upon me and bore me down. On the
first moment of recollection I found him
devouring my left arm; then, by the utmost
exertion of my strength and activity, I con-
trived to get upon my legs, though much
incommoded by briars and underwood. The
animal soon succeeded in getting his two fore
feet round my body, and had my left arm fast
in his jaws; in this way I shoved him, in-
stinctively as it were, before me, till at
length, some friendly little bush entangling
his hind legs, he fell backwards, and in fall-
ing he quitted his hold of me, and thus was
I fortunately liberated from my enemy, who
then crept very quietly towards the edge of
the thicket, intending, no doubt, to seek a
safer asylum. But this he was not permitted
to do, for the fellows who, with their sticks
and staves and spears and drums, surrounded
the copse in every direction, feeling them-
selves valiant from their noise and numbers,
met him at the outskirts and literally beat
him in again. Unfortunately for me, he re-
turned by the same course he went, and before
I had time or recollection to move five steps
from the spot where he had left me, he again
flew at me and seized me by the right thigh,
this, too, at the moment when I began to con-
gratulate myself at having escaped from his
clutches. It was in vain that I kicked him
and hauled him about, hanging as he was
with all his weight on my thigh; but, having
recovered from the terror of the first outset, I
was now perfectly col-
lected and aware of
my situation. A large
tree, some of whose
branches  approached
very near the ground,
was not many steps
from me. I hauled
my adversary after me
towards it, and, laying

hold of the first branch I could reach, I lifieq
myself off the ground by the strength of my
arms, so that he hung suspended in the air,
attached to my thigh by the force of his teeth.
It could not have been possible for either of
us to continue many minutes in this ex
tremity, and happy it was for me that,
maimed and wounded and faint as he was, he
once more let go his hold, and, dropping on
the ground, crashed away from me into the
thick part of the copse. I no sooner saw the
way clear than in an instant I forced through
thorns and briars and all other obstacles, and
rejoined my friends, who had given me up for
lost. An examination of my wounds imme-
diately took place, and we were agreeably
surprised to find them chiefly confined to the
fleshy parts of my arm and thigh. There
was none mortal, though I was fainting from
the loss of blood. In short, by means of the
able and attentive assistance I had with me,
I perfectly recovered the use of both arm
and thigh in the course of a month.

“Some of my friends, exasperated at what
had happened, would not quit the field till
they had fully revenged my sufferings, and
in the evening I had the satisfaction of see-
ing the dead tiger brought to my house. The
whole time I was actively engaged in this
rencontre I am sure did not exceed three
minutes, and although my dearest friends
and about fifty other people were within five
yards of me, it was not possible for any
of them to render me the least assistance,
fearing that a shot from a musket or stroke
from a spear or sabre, though intended to
destroy my adversary, in the quick succession
and change of place and attitude which fluc-
tuated every minute, might fall upon me.

“1 hope the above detail has not been too
tedious, and that you will allow me to sub-
scribe myself,

“ Dear 8ir, etc.,
“WiLLiam Harwoon.”

I venture to think that few men have
lived to tell such a thrilling story as this, and
that, of those few, not
one could have told
it more simply and
modestly. The pluck
and the strength that
William Harwood ex-
hibited on this occa
sion were things fhat
a man might well
boast of.
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CHAPTER 1.

THE FIFTEENTH PLACE.
UISIDE!”

“Don't be an
idiot, man. I
bagged it first.”

“ My dear chap, 1've been
wititing here a month.”

“When you fellows have
quile firished rotting about
in front of that bath, don’t
let me detain you.”

“ Anybody seen that sponge?”

“Well, look here ”—-this in a tone of com-
promise--* let's toss for it.”

© Al right. Odd man out.”

All of which, being interpreted, meant that
the first match of the Easter term had just come
to un end, and that those of the team, who,
heing day boys, changed over at the pavilion,
in-tead of performing the operation at leisure
and in comfort, as did the members of houses,
wein discussing the vital question—who was to
have first bath?

The Field Sports Committee at Wrykyn—
tha: is, at the school which stood some half-mile
out-ide that town and took its name from it-—
woes not lavish in their expenditure as regarded
the changing accommodation in the pavilion.
Letters appeared in every second number of the
Wrykinian, some short, others long, some from
members of the school, others from Old Boys,
all protesting against the condition of the first,
second, and third fifteen dressing-rooms. “In-
dignant” would inquire acidly, in half a page
of small type, if the editor happened to be

aware that there was no hair-brush in the second
voom, and only half a comb. * Disgusted
0. W.” would remark that when he came down
with the Wandering Zephyrs to play against the
third fifteen, the water supply had suddenly
and mysteriously failed, and the W.Z.s had
been obliged to go home as they were in a state
of primeval grime, and he thought that this
was ‘“a very bad thing in a school of over six
hundred boys,” though what the number of boys
had to do with the fact that there was no water
he omitted to explain. The editor would ex-
press his regret in brackets, and things woula
go on as before.

There was only one bath in the first fifteen
room, and there were on the present occasion
six claimants to it. And each claimant was of
the fixed opinion that, whatever happened sub-
sequently, he was going to have it first. Finally,
on the suggestion of Otway, who had reduced
tossing to a fine art, a mystic game of Tommy
Dodd was played. Otway having triumphantly
obtained first innings, the conversation reverted
to the subject of the match.
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The Easter term 1lw1}< oponod with a scratch
game against a mixed team of masters and old
boys, and the school usually won without any
great oxertion. On this occasion the mateh had
been rather more even than the average, and
the team had only just pulled the thing off by
a couple of tries to a goal. Otway expressed
an opinion that the school had played badly.

“Why on earth don't you forwards let the
ball out occasionally?” he asked. Otway was
one of the first fifteen halves.

“They were so jolly heavy in the scrum,” said
Maurice, one of the forwards. “And when we
did let it out, the outsides nearly always mucked
it.”

“ Well, it wasn’t the halves' fault.
got it out to the centres.”

“lt wasn't the centres,”
*“They played awfully well.
ping.”

“Trever always is,” said Otway; “I should
think he's about the best captain we've had
here for a long time. He's certainly one of the
best centres.”

“ Best there’s been since Rivers-Jones,” said
Clephane.

Rivers-Jones was one of those players
who mark an epoch. He had been in the
team fifteen years ago, and had left Wrykyn
to captain Cambridge and play three years in
succession for Wales. The school regarded the
standard set by him as one that did not admit
of comparison. However good a Wrykyn, ecentre
three-quarter might be, the most he could hope
to be considered was “the best since Rivers-
Jones.”  “Since” Rivers-Jones, however,
covered fifteen years, and to be looked on as
the best centre the school could boast of during
that time, meant something. For Wrykyn
knew how to play football.

Since it had been decided thus that the faults
in the school attack did not lie with the halves,
forwards, or centres, it was more or less evident
that they must be attributable to the wings.
And the search for the weak spot was even
further narrowed down by the general verdict
that Clowes, on the left wing, had played well.
With a beautiful unanimity the six occupants of
the first fifteen room came to the conclusion
that the man who had let the team down that
day had been the man on the right—Rand-
Brown, to wit, of Seyvmour's.

“T'll bet he doesn’t stay in the first long,
said Clephane, who was now in the bath, vice
Otway, retired. “I suppose they had to try
him, as he was the senior wing three-quarter
of the second, but he'’s no earthly good.”

“He only got into the second because he's
big,” was Robinson’s opinion. “A man who's

We always

put in Robinson.
Trevor was rip-
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big aud strong can al\\a)q get his sccond
colomrs.”

“Even if he's a funk, like Rand-Brown,” saig
Clephane. “Did any of you chaps notice the
way he let Paget through that time he scored
for them? He simply didn't attempt to tackle
hint.  He could have brought him down like 3
shot if he'd only gone for him. Paget was run.
ning straight along the touch-line, and hadn't
any room to dodge. T know Trevor was jolly
sick about it. And then he let him through
once before in just the same way in the first
half, only Trevor got round and stopped him.
He was rank.”

“Missed every other pass, too,

Clephane summed- up.

“He was rank,” lie said again.
won't keep him in the team long.”

“I wish Paget hadn't left,” said Otway.
Paget was the wing thrvo-qu.ntel who, by leay-
ing unexpectedly at the end of the Christmas
term, had let Rand-Brown into the team, and
his loss was likely to be felt. Up till Christmas
Wrykyn had done well, and Paget had been
their scoring man. Rand-Brown had occupied
a similar position in the second fifteen. He was
big and speedy, and in second fifteen mateles
these qualities make up for a great deal. If a
man scores one or two tries in nearly every
matcel, people are inclined te overlook in him
such failings as timidity and clumsiness. 1t is
only when he comes to be tried in football of a
higher class that he is seen through. In the
second fifteen the fact that Rand-Brown was
afraid to tackle his man had almost escaped
notice. But the habit would not do in first
fifteen circles,

“All the same,” said Clephane, pursuing his
subject, “if they don't play him, I don't see
who they're going to get. He's the best of the
second three-quarters, as far as I can see.”

It was this very problem that was puzzling
Trevor, as he walked off the field with [Paget
and Clowes, when they had got into their blazors
after the mateh. Clowes was in the same haise
as Trevor—Donaldson's - and Paget was staying
there, too. He had been head of Donaldson's
up to Christmas.

“It strikes me,” said IPaget,
haven’t got over the holidays yet. T never saw
such a lot of slackers. You ought to have taken
thirty points off the sort of team you had
aganst you to-day.”

‘““Have you ever known the school play well
on the second day of term?” asked Clowes.
“The forwards always play as if the whole thing
bored them to death.”

“It wasnw’'t the forwards that mattered so
much,” said Trevor. “Theyll shake down all

bl

said Otway.

“Trevor

“the school



right after a few matc ies. 1’\ little running and
passing witl put them right.”

“Let's hope so,” Paget observed, “or wu
might as well scratch to Ripton at once. ’Iherv’s
a jollv sight too much of the mince-pie and
Christmas pudding about their play at present.”
There was a pause. Then Paget brought out
the question towards which he had been moving
all the time.

“What do you think of Rand-Brown?” he
asked.

It was pretty clear by the way he spoke what
he thought of that player himself, but in dis-
cussing with a football captain the capabilities
of the various members of his team, it is best
to avoid a too positive statement one way ol
the other before one has heard his views on the
subject. And Paget was one of those people
who like to know the opinions of others before
connnitting themselves.

Clowes, on the other hand, was in the habit
of forming his views on lhis own account, and
expressing them. Tf people agreed with them,
well and good : it afforded strong presumptive
evidence of their sanity. If they disagreed, it
was unfortunate, but he was not going to alter
his opinions for that, unless convineed at great
length that they were unsound. He summed
things up, and gave you the result. You could
take it or leave it, as you preferred.

“ 1 thought he was bad,” said Clowes,

“Bad!” exclaimed Trevor, “he was a dis-
grace. One can understand a chap having his
off-days at any game, but one doesn’'t expect a
man in the Wrykyn first to funk. He mucked
five out of every six passes 1 gave him, too, and
the ball wasn't a bit slippery. Still, T shouldn’t
mind that so much if he had only gone for his
man properly. It isn't being out of praectice
that makes you funk. And even when he did
have o try at you, Paget, he always went high.”

“That,” said Clowes thoughtfully, “would
seem to show that he was game.”

Nolody so much as smiled. Nobody ever did
smile at Clowes' essays in wit, perhaps because
of the “olemn, almost sad, tone of voice in which
be delivered them. He was tall and dark and
thin, and had a pensive eve, which encouraged
the more soulful of his female relatives to en-
tertain hopes that he would some day take
orders.

“Well,” said Paget, relieved at finding that
he did not stand alone in his views on Rand-
Brown's performance, “I1 must say I thought
he was awfully bad myself.” '

‘T <hall try somebody else next match,” said
Trevor. “It']l be rather hard, though. The
Mman ane would naturally put in, Bryce, left at
Christmas, worse luck.”

0

second fifteen.

“Isn't there anybody in the third?” asked
Paget.

“ Barry,” said Clowes briefiy.

“Clowes thinks Barry’s good,”
Trevor.

“He is good,” said Clowes.
small, but he ean tackle.”

“The question is, would he be any good in the
fiest? A chap might-do jolly well for the third,
and still nog be worth trying for the first.”

“T don’t remember much about Barry,” said
Paget, “ except being collared by him when we
played Seymour's last year in the final. 1 cer-
tainly came away with a sort of impression
that he could tackle. I thought he marked me
jolly well.”

*There you are, then,” said Clowes. “A
year ago Barry could tackle PPaget. There’s no
reason for supposing that he's fallen off since
then. We've seen that Rand-Brown can’t tackle
Paget. Iirgo, Barry is hetter worth playing
for the team than Rand-Brown. Q.E.D.”

“All right, then,” replied Trevor. *There
can't be any harm in trying him. We'll have
another scrateh game on Thursday. Will you
be here then, Paget?”

“Oh, ves. I'm stopping till Saturday.”

“Good man. Then we shall be able to see
how he does against you. I wish you hadn't
left, though, by Jove. We should have had
RRipton on toast, the same as last term.”

Wrykyn plaved five schools, but six school
matches.  The school that they playved twice in
the scason was Ripton. To win ono Ripton
match meant that, however many losses it mighh
have sustained in the other matches, the school
had had, at any rate, a passable season. To
win two Ripton matches in the same year was
almost unheard of. This year there had seemed
every likelihood of it.  The match before
Christmas on the Ripton ground had resulted
in a win for Wrykyn by two goals and a try
to a try. DBut the calculations of the school
had been upset by the sudden departure of
Paget at the cnd of term, and also of Bryce,
who had hitherto been regarded as his under-
study. And in the first Ripton match the two
goals liad both been scored by Paget, and both
had heen brilliant bits of individual play, which
a lesser man could not have carried through.

The conclusion, therefore, at which the school
reluctantly arrived, was that their chances of
winning the second match could not be judged
by their previous success. They would have to
approach the Easter term fixture from another
—a non-Paget-—standpoint.  Under these cir-
cumstances it became a serious problem : who

explained

“1 admit he's
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was to got the ﬁfteenth place? Whoever played
in Pagot’s stead against Ripton would be cer-
tain, if the match were won, to receive his
colours. Who, then, would fill the vacancy?
“ Rand-Brown, of course,” said the crowd.
But the experts, as we have shown, were of a
different. opinion.

CHAPTER 1I.
THE GOLD DAT,

REVOR did not take long to resume a
@ garb of civilisation. He never wasted
much time over anything. He was
gifted with a boundless energy, which
might possibly have made him unpopular had
he not justified it by results. The football of
the school liad never been in such a flourishing
condition as it had attained to on his succeeding
to the captaincy. It was not only that the first
fifteen was good. The excellence of a frst
fifteen does not always depend on the captain.
But the games even down to the very humblest
junior game had woken up one morning—at the
beginning of the previous term—t¢ find them-
selves, much to their surprise, organised going
concerns. ILike the immortal Captain DPott,
Trevor was “a terror to the shirker and the
lubber.” And the resemblance was further in-
creased by the fact that he was *“a toughish
lot,” who was *“little, but steel and india-
rubber.” At first sight his appearance was not
imposing. Paterfamilias, who had heard Young
Hopeful's eulogies on Trevor's perforimances
during the holidays, and came down to watch
the school play a match, was generally rather
disappointed on seeing five feet six where he
had locked for at least six foot one, and ten
stone where he had expected thirteen. But
then, what there was of Trevor was, as pre-
viously remarked, steel and indiarubber, and
he certainly played football like a miniature
Stoddart. It was charaecteristic of him that,
though this was the first match of the term,
his condition seemed to be as good as possible.
He had done all his own work on the field and
most of Rand-Brown's, and apparently had not
turned a hair. He was one of those con-
scientious people who train in the holidays.
When he had changed, he went down the
passage to Clowes’ study. Clowes was in the
position he frequently took up when the weather
was good—wedged into his window in a sitting
position, one leg in the study, the other hanging
outside over space, The indoor leg lacked a
boot, so that it was evident that its owner had
at least had the energy to begin to change.
That he had given the thing up after that, ex-
hausted with the effort, was what one naturally
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expected from Clowes. He would have made ;
splondid actor : he was so good at resting.

“Hurry up and dress,” said Trevor; “1 way
you to come over to the baths.”

“What on earth do you want over at th
baths?”

“I want to sce O'Hara.”

“Oh, yes, I remember. Dexter's are camping
out t]nem, aren’t they? I heard they were,
Why is 1t? "

“One of the Dexter kids got measles in the
last week of the holidays, so they shunted a)
the beds and things across, and the chaps went
back there instead of to the house.”

In the winter term the baths wero always
boarded over and converted into a sort of extr
gymnasium where you could go and box o
fonce wlien there was no room to do it in the
real gymnasium. Socker and stump-cricket
were also largely played there, the floor being
admirably suited to such games, though the
light was always rather tricky, and preventel
heavy scoring.

“I should think,” said Clowes, “from what
I've seen of Dexter's beauties, that Dexter
would like them to camp out at the bottom of
the baths all the year round. It would be a
happy release for him if they were all drowned.
And I suppose if he had to choose any one of
them for a violent death, he’d pick O'Hara
O'Hara must be a boon to a liouse-master. I've
known chaps break rules when the spirit moved
them, but he's the only one I've met who hreaks
them all day long and well into the night
simply for amusement. I've often thought of
writing to the S.I".C.A. about it. I suppose
you could call Dexter an animal all right?”

“O’'Hara’s right enough really. A man like
Dexter would make any fellow run amuck. And
then O’Hara'’s an Irishman to start with, which
makes a difference.”

There is usually one house in every schaol of
the black sheep sort, and, if you go to the root
of the matter, you will generally find that the
fault is with the master of that house. A house-
master who enters into the life of his house
coaches them in games—if an athlete- or, if
not an athlete, watches the games, umpiring
at cricket and refereeing at football, never
finds much difficulty in keepmg order. It may
be accepted as fact that the juniors of a house
will never be orderly of their own free wiil, but
disturbances in the junior day-room o not
make the house undisciplined. The pref( ots are
the criterion. If you find them joining in the
general “rags,” and even starting private onés
on their own account, then you may safely 87
that it is time the mastor of that house retired
from the business, and took to chicken-farming



And that was the state of things in Dexter's.
[t wa~ the most lawless of the houses. Mr.
Dexter helonged to a type of master almost un-
known at a publie school—the usher type. In
a private school he might have passed. At
Wrykyn he was out of place. To him the
whole duty of a house-master appeared to be to
wage war against his house.

When Dexter's won the final for the cricket
cup in the summer term of two years back, the
match lasted four afterncons—four solid after-
noons of glorious, up-and-down cricket. Dexter
did not see a single ball of that match bowled.
e was prowling in sequestered lanes and
brokeu-down barns out of bounds on the off-
chance that he might catch some member of
his house smoking there. As if the whole of
the lhouse, from the head to the smallest
fag, were not on the field watching Day's
best hats collapse before Henderson’s bowling
and Moviarty hit up that marvellous and unex-
pected fifty-three at the end of the second
innings !

That sort of thing definitely stamps a master.

“What do you want to see O’Hara about?
asked Clowes.

“He's got my little gold bat.
m the holidays.”

A remark which needs a footnote. The bat
referred to was made of gold, and was about an
inch long by an eighth broad. It had come
into cxistence some ten years previously in the
following manner. The inter-house ericket cup
at Wrykyn had originally been a rather tar-
nisked and unimpressive vessel, whose only
merit consisted in the fact that it was of silver.
Ten years ago an Old Wrykinian, suddenly re-
flecting that it would not be a bad idea to do
something for the school in a small way, hied
him to the nearest jeweller's and purchased
another silver cup, vast withal and cunningly
decorated with filigree work, and standing on
a massive ebony plinth, round which were little
silver lozenges just big enough to hold the name
of the winning house and the year of grace.
This lie presented with his blessing to be com-
peted for by the dozen houses that made up the
school of Wrykyn, and it was formally estab-
lished as the house cricket cup. The question
Now arose : what was to be done with the other
cup? The School House, who happened to be
the holders at the time, suggested disinter-
estedly that it should become the property of
the house which had won it last. *“ Not so,” re-
Plied the Field Sports Committee, “but far
otherwise. We will have it melted down in
2 fiery furnace, and thereafter fashioned into
eloven little silver bats. And these little silver
bats shall be the guerdon of the eleven mem-
bers of the winning team, to have and to hold

I lent it him
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for the space of one year, unless, by winning
the cup twice in succession, they gain the right
of keeping the bat for yet another year. How
is that, umpire?” And the authorities replied,
“0O men of infinite resource and sagacity,
verily is it a cold day when you get left behind.
Forge ahead.” But, when they had forgea
ahead, behold! it would not run to eleven little
silver bats, but only to ten little silver bats.
Thereupon the headinaster, a man liberal with
his cash, caused an ecleventh little bat to be
fashioned—for the captain of the winning team
to have and to hold in the manner aforesaid.
And, to single it out from the others, it was
wrought, not of silver, but of gold. And so it
came to pass that at the time of our story Trevor
was in possession of the little gold bat, because
Donaldson’s had won the cup in the previous
summer, and he had captained them—and, in-
cidentally, had scored seventy-five without a
mistake.

“Well, I'm hanged if I would trust O'Hara
with my bat,” said Clowes, referring to the
silver ornament on his own watch-chain; “he's
probably pawned yours in the holidays. Why
did you lend it to him?”

‘“ His people wanted to see it. I know him at
home, you know. They asked me to lunch the
last day but one of the holidays, and we got
talking about the bat, because, of course, if
we hadn't beaten Dexter’s in the final, O’Hara
would have had it himself. So I sent it over
next day with a note asking O'Hara to bring it
back with him here.”

“ Oh, well, there’s a chance, then, seeing he's
only had it so little time, that he hasn't pawned
it yet. You'd better rush off and get it back
as soon as possible. It's no good waiting for
me. I sha'n’t be ready for weeks.”

“ Where's aget?”

“Teaing with Donaldson.
he was going to.”

“Then 1 suppose I shall have to go alone. I
hate walking alone.”

“If you hurry,” said Clowes, scanning the
road from his post of vantage, “you'll be able
to go with your fascinating pal Ruthven. He's
just gone out.”

Trevor dashed downstairs in his energetic
way, and overtook the youth referred to.

Clowes brooded over them from above like a
sorrowful and rather disgusted Providence.
Trevor’s liking for Ruthven, who was a Donald-
sonite like himself, was one of the few points
on which the two had any real disagrcement.
Clowes could not understand how any person
in his senses could of his own free will make an
intimate friend of Ruthven.

“ Hullo, Trevor,” said Ruthven.

“Come over to the baths,” said Trevor, “I

At least, he said



want to see O'Hara about something. Or were
you going somewhere else?”

“I wasn't going anywhere in particular. I
never know what to do in term-time. It's
deadly dull.”

Trevor oould never understand how any one
could find term-time dull. For his own part,
there always seemed too much to do in the
time.

“You aren’t allowed to play games? " he said,
remembering sonmething
about a doctor’s certifi-
cate in the past.

“No,” said Ruthven.

“ Thank goodness,” he
added.

Which remark silenced
Trevor. To a person

who thanked goodness
that he was not allowed
to play games he could
find nothing to say.
But he ceased to wonder
how it was that Ruth-
ven was dull.

They proceeded to the
baths together in silence.
O'Hara, they were in-
formed by a Dexter’s fag
who met them outside
the door, was not about.

“When he  comes
back,” said Trevor, “tell
him [ want him to come
to tea to-morrow di-
rectly after school, and
bring my bat. Don't
forget.”

“Come to tea and
bring your bat,” re-
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peated the fag, obedi-
ently; “all right—I won't forget.”

CHAPTER 1.

THE MAYOR'S STATUE.

NE of the rules that governed the life
of Donough O'Hara, the light-hearted
descendant of the O'Haras of Castle
Taterfields, co. Clare, Ireland, was

“ Never refuse the offer of a free tea.” So,

on receipt—per the Dexter's fag referred to of

Trevor's invitation, he scratched one engageinent

(with his mathematical master—not wholly un-

connected with the working-out of Examples 300

to 306 in Hall and Knight's Algebra), postponed

another (with his friend and ally Moriarty, of

Dexter’s, who wished to box with him in the gym-

nasium), and made his way at a leisurely pace

towards Donaldson’s. He was feeling particu-
larly pleased with himself to-day, for several

reasons. He had begun the day well by scoring

brilliantly off Dexter across the matutinal vashe [

and coffee. In morning school he had been py
on to translate the one passage which he hap.
pened to have prepared—the first ten lines, i
fact, of the hundred which formed the morning;
lesson. And in the final hour of afternoon seheol,
which was devoted to French, he had discovered
and exploited with great success an entirely neg
and original form of ragging. This, he felt, was

““THAT 1$ S1R EUSTACE BRIGGS.”

the strenuous life; this was living one's life as
one's life should be lived.

He met Trevor at the gate. As they were g
ing in, a carriage and pair dashed pas:. Its
cargo consisted of two people, the ]1eadm:15t?h
looking bored, and a small, dapper man. with
a very red face, who looked excited, and was
talking volubly. Trevor and O'Hara raised
their caps as the chariot swept by, but the salute
passed unnoticed. The head appeared to be
wrapped in thought.
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G What's the Old Man doing in a carriage, 1
wonder,” said Trevor, looking after them.
#Who's that with him?”

« That,” said O’Hara, ¢ is Sir Eustace Briggs.”

« Who's Sir Eustace Briggs?”

O'Hara explained, in a rich brogue, that Sir
Fustace was Mayor of Wrykyn, a keen politician,
and a hater of the Irish nation, judging by his
Jetters and speeches.

Thev went into Trevor's study. Clowes was
(,(-(-up;-in;; the window in his usual manner.

« Hullo, (’Hara,” he said, “there is an air of
quiet satisfaction about you that seems to show
that vou've been ragging Dexter. Have you?”

« (M, that was only this morning at breakfast.
The best rag was in French,” replied O'Hara,
who then proceeded to explain in detail the
methads he had employed to embitter the
existence of the hapless Gallic exile with
whom lie had come in contact. It was
that gentleman’s custom to sit on a certain
desk while conducting the lesson. This desk
chanced to be O’Hara’s. On the principle
that a man may do what he likes with his
own, he had entered the room privily in the
dinner-hour, and removed the screws from his
desk, with the result that for the first half-hour
of the lesson the class had been occupied in ex-
cavating M. Gandinois from the ruins. That
gentleman's first act on regaining his equi-
librium had heen to send ’Hara out of the room,
and O'Hara, who had foreseen this emergency,
had spent a very pleasant half hour in the
passage with some mixed chocolates and a copy
of Mr. Hornung's “ Amateur Cracksman.” It
was his notion of a cheerful and instructive
French lesson.

“What were vou talking about when you came
in? " asked Clowes. ‘*Who's been slanging
Ireland, O'Hara?

“The man Briggs.”

“Wlat are you going to do about it?
you going to take any steps?”

“Js it steps??” said O'Hara, warmly, “and
havel't we——-"

e stopped.

“Well?

“Na. Ye're prefects.”

“What's that got to do with it?”

“Ye won't report it?” .

‘“ If vou want a plug in the eye, George,” said
Clowes, in the deathless words of Mr. W. W.
Jacohs™ able-bodied seaman, “you've only to say

8, you know. .What do you take us for? Go
ahead.”
9'Hnra explained that he “did but jest.”
But really, ve know,” he said, seriously, “ye
mustn’t let it go any further. I shall get sacked
ifit's found out. An’ so will Moriarty, too.”

“Why?” askeq Trevor, looking up from the
Vo X.—10
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tea-pot he was filling, “ what on earth have you
been doing? ”

“ Wouldn't it be rather a cheery idea,” sug-
gested Clowes, ' if you began at the beginning?”

“Well, ye see,”” O'Hara began, “it was this
way. The first I heard of it was from Dexter.
He was trying to score off me as usual, an’ he
said, ‘Have ye seen the paper this morning,
O'Hara?’ T said, no, T had not. Then he said,
“Ah,’ he said, ‘ye should look at it. There’s
something there that ye'll find interesting.’ I
said, ‘ Yes, sir?’ in me respectiul way. *Yes,
said he, ‘the Trish members have been making
their customary dishturbances in the House. Why
is it, O'Hara,’ he said, ¢ that Irishmen are always
thrusting themselves forward and making dish-
turbances for purposes of self-advertisement?’ -
* Why, indeed, sir?’ said I, not knowing what
else to say, and after that the conversation
ceased.”

“Go on,” said Clowes,

“ After breakfast Moriarty came to me with
a paper, and showed me what they had been
saying about the Irish. There was a letter from
the man Briggs on the subject. ‘A very sensibie
and temperate letter from Sir Eustace Briggs,’
they called it, but, bedad ! if that was a temperate
letter, I should like to know what an intemperate
one is. Well, we read it through, and Moriarty
said to me, ‘ Can we let this stay as it is? ' And
I said, * No. We can't. ‘ Well,” said Moriarty to
me, ‘ what are we to do about it? I should like
to tar and feather the man,” he said. ‘We can't
do that,” T said, ‘but why not tar and feather
his statue?’ T said. So we thought we would.
Ye know where the statue is, I suppose? Tt’s in
the recreation ground just across the river.”

“I know the place,” said Clowes. “Go on.
This is ripping. I always knew you were pretty
mad, but this sounds as if it were going to beat
all previous records.”

“Have ye seen the baths this term,” continued
O’Hara, “since they shifted Dexter’s house into
them? The beds are in two long rows along each
wall. Moriarty’s and mine are the last two at
the end furthest from the door.”

“ Just under the gallery,” said Trevor. !
see.”

“That's it. Well, at half past ten sharp every
night Dexter sees that we're all in, locks the door,
and goes off to sleep at the Old Man's, and we
don’t see him again till breakfast. He turns the
gas off from outside. At half-past seven the next
morning, Smith "—8Smith was one of the school
porters—* unlocks the door and calls us, and we
go over to the Hall to breakfast.”

1] “7011 ? ”

“ Well, directly everybody was asleep last night
—-it wasn't till after one, ns there was a rag on—
Moriarty and I got up, dressed, and climbed up



“ WE DID HIS FACE FIRST. 1T WAS

TOO DARK TO SEE REALLY WELL.

BUT I THINK WE MADE A GOOD JOB
or 11.”




into the gallery. Ye know the gallery windows?
| They open at the top, an’ it’s rather hard to get
out of them. But we managed it, and dropped
on to the gravel outside.”

“Long drop,” said Clowes.

“«Yes. I hurt myself rather. But it was in a
good cause. I dropped first, and while I‘w:as on
the ground, Moriarty came on top of me. That's
how I got hurt. But it wasn’t much, and we cut
across the grounds, and over the fence, and down
to the river. It was a fine night, and not very
dark, and everything smelt ripping down by the
river.”

“Pon't get poetical,” said Clowes.
the point.”

“We got into the boat-house——"

«How?"” asked the practical Trevor, for the
hoathouse was want to be locked at one in the
morning.

“ Moriarty had a key that fitted,” explained
O'Hara, briefly. “ We got in, and launched a
boat—a big tub—put in the tar and a couple of
brushes—there's always tar in the boathouse—
and rowed across.”

“ Wait o bit,” interrupted Trever, “ you said
tar and feathers. Where did you get the
feathers? "

“We used leaves. They do just as well, and
there were heaps on the bank. Well, when we
landed, we tied up the boat, and bucked across
to the recreation ground. We got over the rail-
ings—beastly, spiky railings—and went over to
the statue. Ye know where the statue stands?
It's right in the middle of the place, where every-
buly ean see it. Moriarty got up first,
and I handed him the tar and a brush.
Then I went up with the other brush, and
we began. We did his face first. It was too
dark to see really well, but T think we made a
good job of it. When we had put about as much
tar on as we thought would do, we took out
the leaves—which we were ecarrying in our
pockets—and spread them on. Then we did
the rest of him, and after about half an hour,
when we thought we'd done about enough, we
got into our boat again, and came back.”

“And what did you do till half-past seven?”

“We couldn’t get back the way we'd come, so
we ~lept in the boat-house.”

“ Well—_I'm—hanged,” was Trevor's comment
on the story.

Clowes roared with laughter.
perpetnal joy to him,

As O'Hara was going, Trevor asked him for his
gold tat.

“ You haven't lost it, I hope? ” he said.

O'Hara felt in his pocket, but brought his hand
out at once and transferred it to another pocket.

A Touk of anxiety came over his face, and was
reflected in Trevor's.

“ Stick to

O’'Hara was a

said.

“You haven’t lost it?” queried Trevor again.

“He has,” said Clowes, confidently. “If you
want to know where that bat is, I should say
you'd find it somewhere between the baths and
the statue. At the foot of the statue, for choice.
It seems to me—correct me if I am wrong—that
you have been and gone and done it, me broth
av a bhoy.”

O’Hara gave up the search.

“It's gone,” he said. “ Man, I'm most awfully
sorry. I'd sooner have lost a ten-pound note.”

“I don’t see why you should lose either,”
snapped Trevor. “ Why the blazes can’'t you be
more careful P

O’Hara was too penitent for words. Clowes
took it on himself to point out the bright side.

“There’s nothing to get sick about, really,”
he said. “If the thing doesn’t turn up, though
it probably will, you'll simply have to tell the
Old Man that it’s lost. He'll have another made.
You won’t be asked for it till just before Sports
Day either, so you will have plenty of time to find
it.”

The challenge cups, and also the bats, had to
be given to the authorities before the sports, to
be formally presented on Sports Day.

“Oh, I suppose it'll be all right,” said Trevor,
“but I hope it won't be found anywhere near
the statue.”

O'Hara said he hoped so too.

CHAPTER 1IV.

THE LEAGUE’S WARNING.

HE team to play in any match was always

@ put upon the notice-board at the foot

of the stairs in the senior block a day

before the date of the fixture. Both

first and second fifteens had matches on the

Thursday of this week. The second were playing

a team brought down by an old Wrykinian. The
first had a scratch game.

When Barry, accompaniod by McTodd, who
shared his study at Seymour's and rarely left
him for two minutes on end, passed by the
notice-board at the quarter to eleven interval,
it was to tho second fifteen list that he turned
his attention. Now that Bryce had left, he
thought he might have a chance of getting into
the second. His only real rival, he considered,
was Crawford, of the School House, who was
the other wing three-quarter of the third fifteen.
The first name he saw on the list was Craw-
ford's. It seemed to be written twice as large
as any of the others, and his own was nowhere
to be seen. The fact that he had half expected
the calamity made things no better. He had



76 B\%

set his heart on playing for the sccond this
term.

Then suddenly he noticed a remarkable pheno-
menon. The other wing three-quarter was Rand-
Brown. Tf Rand-Brown was playing for the

second, who was playing for the first?
He looked at the list.

“YOU HAVEN'T LOSY 1777

“Come on,” he said hastily to McTodd. He
wanted to get away somewhere where his agi-
tated condition would not be noticed. He felt
quite faint at the shock of seeing his name on
the list of the first fifteen. There it was, how-
over, as large as life. “ M. Barry.” Separated
from the rest by a thin red line, but still there.
In his most optimistic moments he had never
dreamed of this. McTodd was reading slowly
through the list of the second. He did every-
thing slowly, except eat.
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“Come on,” said Barry again.

MeTodd had, after much deliberation, arriveq
at a profound truth. He turned to Barry, apg
imparted his discovery to him in, the wcighty
manner of one who realises the importaucd of
his words,

“Look here,” he said, “your name's not dewp
here.”

“T know. ("ome on.”

“But that means you're not playing for the
seeond.”

“Of course it does. Well,
if you aven't coming, I'm off.?

“ But, look here —"

Barry disappeared througl
the door. After a nmoments
pause, McTodd followed him.
He came up with him on the
senior gravel.

“What’s up?” he enguired.

“Nothing,” said Barry.

“Are you sick abont uat
playing for the second?”

“No.”

“You are, really. Come
and have a bun.”

In the philosophy of McTodd
it was indeed a deep-rooted
sorirow that eould not he cured
by the internal application of
a new, hot bun. It had never
failed in his own case.

“Bun!” Barry was quite
shocked at the suggestion. »1
can't afford to get myself out
of condition with beastly
buns.”

“But if yon
ing ?

“You ass. I'm playing for
the first. Now do- you see?”

His mind never worked very

aren’t play-

McTodd gaped.
rapidly.

“What about Rand-Brown, then? ” he said.

“Rand-Brown’s been chucked out. Can't you
understand?  You are an idiot. Rand-Brown's
playing for the secand, and I'm playing for the
first.”

“ But you're——"

He stopped. He had been going to point out
that Barry’s tender years—he was only sixteen
and smallness would make it impossible for
him to play with success for the first firteen.
He refrained owing to a conviction that the re-
mark would not be wholly judicious. Barry was
touchy on the subject of his size, and McTodd
had suffered before now for commenting on it
in a disparaging spirit. !

“T tell you what we'll do after school,” ssid
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Barry, *we'll have some running and passing.
il do vou a lot of good, and I want to practise
taking passes at full speed. You can trot along
at ,-(,Tn- ordinary pace, and I'll sprint up from
behind.” )

MeTodd saw no objection to that. Trotting
along ai his ordinary pace—five miles an hour—
would just suit him. .

“«Then after that,” continued Barry, with a
Jook of enthusiasim, “ I want to practise passing
back to my centre. TPaget used to do it awfully
well last term, and I know Trevor expeets his
ving to. So I'll buck along, and you race up
to take iny pass. See?”

This was not in McTodd’s line at all.
posed a slight alteration in the scheme.

“Hadn't you better get somebody else —?27”
he began.

“Don’t be a slack beast,” said Barry.
want exercise awfully badly.”

And, as McTodd abways did exactly as Barry
wished, he gave in, and spent from four-thirty
to five that afternoon in the prescribed manner.
A suggestion on his part at five sharp that it
wouldn't be a bad idea to go and have some
tea was not favourably received by the enthusi-
astie three-quarter, who proposed to devote what
time remained before lock-up to practising drop-

He pro-

“You

kicking. It was a painful alternative that faced
McTodd.  His allegiance to Barry demanded

that he should consent to the scheme. On the
other hand, his allegiance to afternoon tea—
cqually strong —called him back to the house,
where there was eake, vea, and muffins. In the
end the question was solved by the appearance
of Drummiond, of Seymour's, garbed in football
things and also anxious to practise drop-kicking.
So McTodd was dismissed to his tea with oppro-
brious epithets, and Barry and Drummond
settld down to a little serious and scientific
work.

Making allowances for the inevitable attack
of nerves that attends a first appearance in
highet football circles than one is accustomed to,
Barry did well against the seratch team—-cer-
tainly far better than Rand-Brown had done.
His sivallness was, of course, against him, and,
on the anly occasion on which he really got away,
Paget overtook him and brought him down. But
then aget was exceptionally fast. In the two
Most Waportant branches of the game, the tak-
ing of passes and tackling, Barry did well. As
far as pluck went he had enough for two, and
¥hen the whistle blew for no-side he had not
Ie,t Laget through once, and Trevor felt that
his inclusion in the team had been justified.
There yias ancther seratch game on the Satur-
d,a}'- Barry played in it, and did much better.
Paget laq goue away by an early train, and

the man he had to mark now was one of the
masters, who had been good in his time, but was
gotting a trifle old for football. Barry scored
twice, and on one occasion by passing back to
Trevor after the manner of Paget enabled the
captain to run in.  And Trevor, like the captain
in “Billy Taylor,” “werry much approved of
what he'd done.” Barry began to be regarded
in the school as a regular member of the fifteen.
The first of the fixture-card matches, versus the
Town, was due on the following Saturday, and it
was generally expected that he would play.
McTodd’s devotion increased every day. He
cven went to the length of taking long runs with
him.  And if there was one thing in the world
that McTodd loathed, it was a long run.

On the Thursday before the match against the
town, Clowes came chuckling to Trevor's study
after preparation, and asked him if he had
heard the latest.

“Have you ever heard of The Leagne? ' le
said.

Trevor pondered.

“I don’t think so,” Le replied.

“How long have you been at the school ? "

“Let's see. It'll be five years at the end of
the summer term.”

“Ah, then you wouldn't remember. I've been
here a couple of terms longer than you, and
the row about the league was in my first
term.”

“What was the row? "

“Oh, only some chaps formed a sort of secret
society in the place. Kind of Vehmgericht, you
know. If they got their knife into any one, he
usutally got beans, and could never find out
where they came from. At first, as a matter
of fact, the thing was quite a philanthropical
concern. There used to be a good deal of bully-
ing in the place then—at least, in some of the
houses—and, as the prefects couldn't or
wouldn't stop it, some fellows started this

League.”
“Did it work?”
“Work! By Jove, I should think it did.

Chaps who previously couldn’t get throngh the
day without making some wretched kid's life
not worth living used to go abqut as nervous
as cats, looking over their shoulders every other
second. There was one man in particular, a
chap called Leigh. He was hauled out of bed
one night, blindfolded, and ducked in a cold
bath. He was in the School House.”

“Why did the League bust up?”

“Well, partly because the fellows left, but
chiefly because they didn't stick to the philan-
thropist idea. If anybody did anything they
didn't like, they used to go for him. At last
they put their foot into it badly. A chap called



Robinson—in this house, by the way—offended
them in some way, and one morning he was
found tied up in the bath, up to his neck in
cold water. Apparently he'd been there about
an hour, He got pneumonia, and almost died,
and then the authorities began to get going.
Itobinson thought he had recognised the voice
of one of the chaps—I forget his name. The
chap was had up by the Old Man, and gave the
show away entirely. About a dozen fellows were
sacked, clean off the reel. Since then the thing
has been dropped.”

“ But what about it? What were you going
to say when you came in?”

“ Why, it's been revived | "

“Rot 1"

““It's a fact.
Seymour’s? "

“QOnly by sight.”

“I met him just now. He's in a raving con-
dition. His study’s been wrecked. You never
saw such a sight. Everything upside down or
sniashed. He has been showing me the ruins.”

“I believe Mill is awfully barred in Secy-
mour’s,” said Trevor. * Anybedy might have
ragged his study.”

“That's just what I thought. He's just the
sort of man the League used to go for.”

Do you know Mill, a profect, in

*“ That doesn't prove that it's been revived, )
the same,” objected Trevor.

“No, friend. But this does.
tied to a chair.”

It was a small card. It looked like an o
dinary visiting-card. On it, in neat print, wer
the words, “1ith the compliments of the
Leajue.”’

“That's exactly the same sort of card as they
used to use,” said Clowes. “I've seen some of
them. What do you think of that?”

“I think whoever has started the thing is s
pretty average-sized idiot. He’s bound to get
caught some time or other, and then out he
goes. The Old Man wouldn't think twice about
sacking a chap of that sort.”

“ A chap of that sort,” said Clowes, “ will take
jolly good care he isn't caught. But it's rather
sport, isn't it!”

And he went off to his study.

Next day there was further ovidence that the
League was an actual going concern. When
Trevor came down to breakfast, ho found a
letter by his plate. It was printed, as the card
had been. It was signed “ The President of the
League.” And the purport of it was that the
Loague did not wish Barry to continue to play
for the first fifteen.

Mill found i

(To be continued.)

Preserving Crabs and Starfishes.
—T. Haskins (Warmley) wishes to know how to
kill and preserve crabs and starfishes. So far as
the killing is concerned most species will be found
to die readily if placed in fresh-water. When dead
the starfishes should be dried by wrapping them in
a dry towel or other cloth. Arrange the “arms” in
a natural position on a piece of board, and allow
them to harden in this position by placing them in
a cool, shady place, where there is a draught if
possible. They need no further care until quite
hard, when they can be mounted, as taste suggests,
for the collection. Crabs must be dealt with differ-
ently. The upper crusi, or carapace, must be care-
fully separated from the body and limbs, and as

"wf@ BY
€DWIRD STEP-RI:D.

carefully cleaned out. lvery particle of snimal
matter must be scraped out with a small fla stick
of wood, and the inside and outside washed
in fresh water and dried with a soft rag. .\'6.‘“
take the body and legs. Scrape off all the gills
from the internal skeleton, then with a pair of
scissors cut away a good partion of the bony 1'i(!g€5
thus exposed and scrape out as much as possible
of the white flesh and other soft parts. Wash well
and dry. Some flesh will be left at the bas of the
legs which you cannot get at, but this should be
dried up by dusting the interior with pﬂwde"e.d
alum. Place the body on a flat board and fix
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position by pins at intervals close against the bod-y.
Arrange the limbs symmetrically by fixing pins
against them, and let it remain in a draughty shaded
place for a week. Then shake off all loose alum,
dust with naphthaline and carefully press the cara-
pace inta its original position. Remember that
warmth. whether from the sun’s rays or artificial
heat, will destroy the natural colours and turn &ll
red. This caution applies to starfishes as well as
crustacea.

entomological.—In reply to “ Entomolo-
gist” (Hadley (Green), the sexes of the little moth
(Xaria cilialis) do not vary in their markings, and
the only superficial difference is in the more slender
body of the male as compared with that of the
female. The same reader calls our attention to a
paragraph by * Red Deer” (Walthamstow), which
appeared in another departinent of TrE Carraix, in
which the Ruby Tiger and the Purple Thorn are
inclnded under the head of *“Rare DButterflies,”
whilst in reality they are moths and far from rare.
No doubt “Red Deer”. intended to have said,
butterllies and moths.

water Tortoise in Winter.—“ Trojan”
(Cricklewood) asks what to do with his water tor-
toises during the winter. They have the run of
the garden, with a pond, at the bottom of which
they sometimes remain until embedded in ice, “and
have to bLe thawed out with hot iroms.” Well,
Trojan, it appears to me that your tortoises have
been trving to teach you their proper treatment.
There is no doubt that, in a state of nature, they
pass the winter in the mud at the bottom of ponds,
and there they should be allowed to remain until
spring awakens them. ILeave out the hot-iron treat.
ment and | think your tortoises will do very well.
The young ones, you say, will not take the same
food as the larger omes. If the pond contains
water-insects, snails, &c., T should leave them to
find their own food, which they are sure to do
when they ave hungry. Fregs live upon insects and
worms, and will find sufficient if they are free in
the garden, but if kept in a fern-case they should
be supplied with caterpillars {not hairy ones),
worms, beetles, and Hies.

Passenger Pigeon.—In answer to C. W.
Camphell (St. Asaph), the Passenger Pigeon is a
North American bird, famous for its migratory
habits. Enormous numbers of these birds fly in
vast flocks in search of fresh fecding grounds, their
faod consisting of rice, corn, and other seeds.
Audubon has given an account of his observations
on the passage and arrival of these migratory birds,
but in the present day both the size and frequency
of these flocks have decreased. Tts habits make it
quite unsnitable for domestication, and therefore 1
@n give you no information as to where you can
obtain specimens or the price. Possibly, the great
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importers of wild animals, such as Cross, of Liver-
pool, may occasionaily have them, but it is not a
bird that is likely to be kept in stock, as a rule,
The “ Passenger” is not a fancy breed of the com-
mon pigeon, but a distinct species.

Green Slime in Pond.—“ Aquatus” has
an ornamental pond with stone bottom, and is
troubled with the growth of confervae, which Le
calls green slime. He has tried weed-killer and
snails, but still it grows. Perhaps it is in too sunny
a position and the water gets warm, and so en-
courages a too rapid growth, Scrub the stone with
diluted hydrochloric acid, taking care to well wash
out all trace of the acid before putting any living
things in. To keep down further growth increase
the number of snails, which are the best remedy 1
know of. A moderate amount of it is desirable, as
it gives off great quantities of oxygen by which the
water is kept pure.

Silkworms.—Lucy H. Jervis (Bitterne)
wishes to know how a silkworm manifests its desire
to spin up, and how to treat it at that time. When

SILKWORMS AT WORK—SI'INNING.

From a photo.

the silkworm is fully grown, it will crawl away
from the mulberry leaves and seek a corner of its
box or tray, across which it will begin to spin a
few threads of silk. 1In the days when I kept silk-
worms, we used then to twist up a sheet of note-
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paper into a “sugar-paper,” put the silkworm inte
it. and pin the paper up to the wall or a curtain.
The silkworm would find support all ronnd for its
cocoon without wasting much silk in filling corners
for its foundation. T do not know that any im-
provement on this plan has been invented since.
Preserving Insects.—G. W. Newton
(Northumberland) wishes to know what T use for
prescrving butterflies, moths and beetles. After the
insects have been carefully “set,” and their joints
allowed to dry thoroughly, all that is needed to pre-
serve them is to put some naphthaline in the cases
or cabinet drawers to keep out the destructive mites.
A Big Bug.—I have received a couple of
letters from a Carraiy reader (R. . Guezdan), in
far-away Trinidad, W.I. Tirst he asks for a list
of my hooks, which 1 have sent to him by post, as
1 cannot decently fill this page with an advertise-
ment. With his second lelter he sends me a speci-
men of what he calls the Electric Cockroach (Brlo-
stoma grande), thinking 1 should be glad to include
it in my collection, and asks whether we have them
as large in England? 1 am very glad to have this
specimen, and
thinking my
readers would be
interested in it, I
have had its por-
trait drawn, life-
size; but 1 expect
the tyranmical art
editor will cut it
down to about one-
fourth, so [ nmy as
well state its actual
length. From eyes
to tail it measures
four and a quarter
inches. Now. T ex-
pect you will join
me In answering
onr West Indian
friend’s query by
saying, “Thank
goodness! we
have not got them
so large here!” I can quite understand his calling it

ELECTRIC * COCKROACH.”
One-fourth natural size.

a cockroach (but why elecfric?), because it is ny
unlike the great West Tndian Cockroach; yet i i
not related to the Cockroach family, but is a huge
bug. Tt is found in South America as well z
Trinidad, and it lives in fresh water, where j
destroys great numbers of young fish. TLike all the
bug family, its mouth parts take the form of ay
exceedingly fine-pointed beak. through which it sucks
the blood of its victim. Taking a firm hold with
the two forelegs. it drives its beak into the fishy
back and drains it of its blood. At night-time it
leaves the water. expands its great wings, and flies
through the air, being strongly attracted to artificial
light. The beak is not shown in the drawing, be
cause the insect keeps it folded aéa‘inst his chest
when not in use, to prevent accidents to the fine
point. T do not knew whether Belostoma, like some
other members of his family, ever shows a disposi-
tion to sample human blood, but I certainly should
not like to have him experiment on me.

Sea Anemone.—A. H. DBrett (Lough
borough) sends me a detailed and careful description,
with pen and ink sketches, of a Yea Anemone, which
he obtained in plenty at Cleethorpes, and asks me
to identify. He has supplied me with such good
material for the purpose that my task is an easy
one, and I have no hesitation in saying that it is
the species which Gosse named the Daisy (Cerem
pedunculatus). T have usually found it in large
colontes, with its hase deep down in clefts of the
rock, where it was difficult to get at.

Taxidermy. -J. W. F. Grahame (Port of
Monteith) wishes to stuff birds. and asks if it is
possible to do so without havihg lessons in the
art. It is quite possible, and there are many good
hird stuffers—I beg pardon, taxidermists—who have
been entirely self taught. Of course, a few lessons
would save much time and trouble, but observalion
of the natural forms and habits of birds arc whal
are most required to give your specimens a life-like
appearance. The mechanical part of it may be
learned from books. You do not nention suitable
price for book required, so 1 give you choice of
two. Wood's firitish Rird Preserrer is published by
F. Warne and (o. at 1s.; a bigger and more com:
prehensive work is Montague Browne's [’ractiral
Twzidermy, published by L. Upcott Gill at 7s. 6d.
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OW often this is done, and how grotesque
are the results! Still, it should not
happen. Almost all hand cameras are
now fitted with automatic apparatus

for registering the number of plates exposed.
Every user of a hand camera should keep an ex-
posure note-book—it need not be of an elaborate
character—but the day of the month, time of
day, number of plate, stop used and the ex-
posure given, should he noted, also
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done in the same corner of the plate, it will be
handy for reference when the negatives are put
away, as they always should be, in grooved
negative boxes. The contents of these boxes
can then be indexed for future reference.

Licur Foe,.
We have a long letter from a correspondent
setting forth his troubles in connection with
the use of a certain make of dark room lamp

particulars of the subject. We have

known many a hand camera worker k|
come home from his holidays, with,
perhaps, dozens of undeveloped plates |

of which he possessed no particulars, 0

and consequently found much difficulty,
after development, in recognising the
places photographed. Still less was he
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A that evidently is not actually light
proof, or, rather, one that allows white
light to escape. During the last few
days we have had occasion to examine
a lamp of similar construction. This
i lamp may be called a dark-room lamp

of cominerce; the same type is sold by
. almost all photographic dealers under a

“"

HAYMAKING,

TAKEN WITH A
By W. J. Jones.

able to give a title to them. It is a good plan

to minber plates before development. This
can be done when loading the sheaths—
before putting them into the camera—

taking care that- the numbers coincide with
the piate-changing register. If the camera
15 loaded soveral times in the day, start the
first batch 2 2 and so on for the whole dozen,
and the next batch 3, %, ete. This numbering
tan easily be done by means of a hard, finely-
pPointed tead pencil; if the numbering be always

Vou X.—11

WIZARD ” HAND CAMERA.

= variety of names; it is catalogued at
prices ranging from 2s. 3d. to 3s. The
shape and general appearance are all
. that can be desired; it is triangular in
form, has one ruby glass and one yellow, the back
being of tin—not japanned—which serves as a
reflector. The top, a sort of ventilator, emits
white light, but in a slight degree; still, quite
sufficient to fog a very sensitive plate. The
chief fault, in our opinion, is the poor quality
of glass used; the glass is only stained in the
process of manufacture, and is not what is
knoiwwn as “pot” glass. This will be seen on
examination of the edges, and it does not give
a safe light. To test the light, place an unes-
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posed plate upon the developing bench, cover half
of it with a book, and leave it for about six or
seven minutes. Should the uncovered part
darken during development, it will be a certain
sign that the illumination of the dark room is
not safe. As a preventive, we would advise all
workers to make a cylinder of orange or canary
fabric (this can be bought of most dealers) of a
sufficient diameter to place over the lamp; if
this is done before commencing development,
it may be removed when the image is fairly
out.
DeVELOPERS.

“0Of the making of developers there is no end.”
Try all you like, but make up your mind to use
one formula, and one only; don’t be led away
by all the talkers to chop about, for those who
talk most, as a rule, know least. It

HavaTION.

It is very advisable to use backed plates t,
prevent halation. In its usual form halatio
is a spreading of the high lights into the adja-
cent shadows, and is assumed to proceed from
the reflection of such lights from the back of
the plate. A second cause may be, and often i,
the reflection of small portions of light in all
directions from the crystals of haloid salt in the
film. This can often be removed, from the nega-
tive, when dried, by applying methylated spirit
with a tuft of wool, and gently rubbing that part
of the negative which shows this particular form
of halation. Yet another cause of” fog is to be
traced to light which is reflected from the edges
of badly finished lenses, and, even when the lens
is perfect, a ghost image will sometimes be

is a very safe rule to use the developer
—and the formula—recommended by
the maker. Depend upon it that the
maker suggests the one that will give
the best result. Never let developers
get stale; very few chemicals keep when
made up into solutions, for either the
constituents deteriorate, lose energy, or
precipitate. Make up your solutions
fresh for each batch of negatives you
wish to develop. Beware of both under
and over exposure, but rather err on the
side of over exposure, and commence
developing with the solution at half
strength; it is easy enough to increase
the strength. Let the image come up
slowly. In developing, don't hurry.
There’s an old adage which runs:—
“Hurry hinders haste.” The beginner
in photography will do well always to
keep this adage in mind.
Fixine Batu ror Prints.

Fixing can never be safely performed with a
weak hypo. bath. It must be remembered that
it takes a strong solution of hyposulphite of soda
to dissolve the hyposulphite of silver which is
formed. A good average strength is one part
of hypo. to five or six of water, and an immersion
of at least fifteen minutes is advised; the prints
should be turned, separately, in it during that
period. The next step is the commplete elimina-
tion of the adherent hypo. by washing, if possible,
in running water, with a final careful washing
in several changes of water. Prints should be
washed for several hours, and then they will
remain permanent. In warm weather the water
must not be allowed to get above €0°, or the film
may leave the paper. If a weak hypo. bath be
used and short immersion, no matter how much
washing the prints may afterwards have, they
will never make even fairly permanent prints.

A Ly —

A SUMMER FLOOD IN LEA BRIDGE ROAD.
By 8. M. Hills, Leyton.

-
. Ay o

forward when taking a negative with very pro-
nounced contrasts. Halation is caused by the
motes of dust in interiors, which will cause hril-
liant light to be dispersed and form fog upon
the plate.

Priorocnarny ox THE CONTINENT.

Several correspondents have recently written
asking questions respecting the taking of ploto-
graphs on the Continent. Generally speaking
photographs can now be taken of anything njy-
where, with the exception that the photnglzlpll-
ing of military stattons, forts and fortified piaces
is strictly prohibited, and the photographer who
attempts such work will run the chance of hav-
ing his camera, plates, etc., coufiscatedl and
may himself be lodged under the protection of
the military, and with difficulty escape priish-
ment. The customs are not suspicious if the
photographic apparatus is declared; and a dark
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roomis vy general. It is well to label the plate
poxes. ¥e give examples :—

Fraxt . —Placques photographiques—sensibles—
prendre :arde de n'ouvrir la boite que dans une
chambre parfaitement obscure.

GerMAxY.—Photograplische  Trocken
Miissen prur in  einem absolut dunkeln
gedffnel werden. ) »

Itaiaz. —Non aprite questo pacco che alla luce
rossa altrimenti sarebbe inservibile. .

These labels can, we believe, be obtained of

many dealers and some of the plate makers. A

Platten.
Zimmer

THE SHAKESPEARE MEMORIAL THEATRE,
STRATFORD-ON-AVON.

By H. G. M. Miles, Pangbourne.

very safe way to go to work when photographing
on the Continent, is to first make enquiries at
the municipal offices as to whether permissions
are needed and —as at home—if courteously
applied for, they will, no doubt, be readily
granted.

Trick PorTRAITS.

The following short but thoroughly practical
answer 1o a correspondent who wanted to know
how portraits of an individual playing cards with
himself were made, appeared in a recent issue
of the dmateur Photographer. Many readers
of the “Camera Corner” may like to try their
hand . * doubles,” as they are often called :—
“Cut piece of thin cardboard to exactly fit the
hood o1 the lens, and from this cut a small seg-
rent, ¢ wal to about one-third (or a trifle less),
of the diameter. Blacken the larger piece,
Insert ' in the hood of the lens, and unscrew
the he ! a few turns so that it will revolve
freely. Focus the sitter against a reason-
ably dir. background, at each side of a table,
and thee insert the card disc with its straight
edge p- pendicular. Examine the screen and
see tha {he sitter is in a good position; then
Make tk.- exposure. Close the plate holder, put
the sitt: r at the opposite side of the table, re-

volve the hood until the position of the
blackened card is reversed, examine the screen
tosee that the pose is correct, and again expose on
the same plate. Development will complete the
negative, which, if the exposures are uniform,
should show no sign of junction. If there should
be any fear of moving the camera after the first
exposure, it is only necessary to cap the lens,
reverse the position of the sitter, revolve the
hood of the lens, and expose again without clos-
ing the dark slide.” .

We shall be interested to cee results obtained
by any who may try taking trick portraits.

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.

Linekar (Colwyn Bay).—You can take photo-
graphs in Switzerland, but be careful not to use
your camera in the neighbourhcod of fortifications.
Dark rocms are now generally provided by Customs
authorities. Lakel your plate-boxes; examples are
given in a note upon the subiect.

F. P. K. (Sutton).—You had better write the
makers about your films; there may be reflected
light from lens or shutter that has fogged the film.

L. E. N. R. (Kingston-on-Thames).—A * Pre-
mo ” or ** Autocrat” }-plate folding hand and stand
would cost about £3 3s. See advertisement pages.

X. (Godalming).—There are many capital quarter
plate cameras that can be bought for 35s. Send to
some of the advertisers for catalogues.

TO PHOTOGRAPHIC COMPETITORS.
The photograph, “ Kittens,” reproduced on page
526, September number, was a copy from a photo-
graph by that well-known photographer, Mr. Charles
Reid, Whishaw, N.B. All photographs sent in for
CAPTAIN competitors must be original, and not copies
of other artists’ work.

A\ S\MPLE OF PIOTO-
GRAPHIC WORK BRY A
FELLOW WHO C(ONSIDERS
THAT OUR CAMERA COR-
NER '° MAY POSSIBLY UB
USEFCL TO BEGINNERS,
DON'T TOU &NOwW ! "
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Last day for sending in, October 17th.

NOTICE. —At the top of the first page the following par-
ticutars must be clearly written, thus :—

, Class

Competition No. , Name —,

TLetters to the Xditor should not be sent with com-
petitions.

We trust to your honour to send in unaided work.

GIRLS may compete.

In every case the Editor’s decision is final, and he

cannot enter into correspondence with unsuccessful

competitors.

Pages should be connected with paper-fasteners; not
pins.

Address envelopes and posteards as follows:—

Competition No. ——, Class , THe Carrain,
12 Burleigh Street, Strand, London.

All competitions should reach us by Oct. 17th.

The Results will be published in December.

Ace Rure: A Competitor may enter for (say) an
age limit 25 comp, so long as he has not actually
turned 26. The same rule applies to all the other

age limits,

No. 1.—* Well-Known Men.”"—Below we give
the names—a little mixed up—of twelve well-
known living men. Send these names correctly
spelt on a Carralx posteard, a packet of which can

be obtained from this oftice for 14d., post free.

DayHRWA ... A Batsman,
Y.wuxon . An Artist.
Meanxpr ... A Song Writer.
HERIMDET ... . ... An Author.
LApNER ... ... An Actor.
Eastysn A Singer.
Lusou A Motorist.
YELTUHN A Comedian.
Macuis A Judge.
SALTOE A Jockey.
StuKia A Poet.
SERNAB A Bowler,
Prizes: Three Sets of D. and M. Yucatan Kid

Boxing Gloves (four to the Set) as illustrated on
TrE Carral¥ Prizes page.

Class 1.
Class I1.

Age limit: Twenty-one,
Age limit: Sixteen.

No. 2.—*Photographic Competition.”—Hand

or stand camera work. Any subject. Neatness in

mounting will be taken into consideration. Prize:
Three “Swan” Fountain Pens, value 10s. 6d. each,
as illustrated on THE CapraiN Prizes page.

Class I. Age limit: Twenty-five
Class II. ... ... Age limit: Eighteen.
Class ITI. Age limit : Fourteen.

No. 3.—“My Favourite Quotatjon.”—Send v
your favourite quotation—from prose or poetry—
on a CarraIN posteard, a packet of which can be
obtained from this oftice for 14d., post free. Prizes.
Six Sets of Messrs. C. Lindner’s ¢ Family * Printing
Outfits. Three to each Class, as illustrated on Tu
Carralx Prizes page.

Class L.
Class 1L

Age limit : Twenty-five,
Age limit : Sixteen.

No. 4.—"“Handwriting.,"—Copy the first ten
lines of *“ Across the Wilderness " in your ordinary,
everyday handwriting. Nine Pictorial Posteard
Albums, supplied by Messrs. VW, J, Jones, will Le
awarded as prizes. See illustrations on Carran
Prizes page.

Class L. Age limit: Twenty-oue,
Class 11 Age linmit: Sixteen.
Class L. Age linit: Twelve.

No. §.—* Missing Words.”—Supply the words
indicated by dots in the following passage :

*“The true end of reading is the .. ... ...... of
individuality. Like acertain..... insect, the reader
instinctively ... .. .. from the outspread . . ... of
books the building material for the . . . .. of his soul
He ....... here and rejects there, and .
or forgets .. ....... to the formative desire of his
nature, Yetit .. ... happens that he forgets ...
that he . .. .. to remember, and thus the . .. ....:

of methodical aids to memory arises.”

Prizes: Three Sets of Sandow’s Own Combined
Develope s, value 12 6d. cach, as illustrated op
Tue Carrain Prizes page.

Class 1. Age limit: Twenty-one.
Class II. Age limit : Sixteen.
No. 6.—* Vegetarianism,”—Send & lett.r, not

exceeding 300 words, stating whether you re for
or auainst vegetarianism, and why. Write -nly of
Three Prizes of any Look @
the value of six shillings.

one side of the paper.

No Age limit.
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This part of the Magazine is set aside for Members of the Carrtaix Club with literary and artislic

aspirations.  Articles,
board in Indian ink.

Booxs by Captarx authors are awarded to
Stanley C. Croager, D). L. M., F. R. Bourne,
M. H. Subine, and J. Jolinston for their respec-
tive contributions. Each prize-winner is re-
guested to forward his or her present address,
and at the same time to select a book,

A Lifeboat Hero.
=, LD Thomas Clarkson, the Lytham hero,
Y has just retired at seventy years of age
from lifeboat service, in which he has
~+ spent fifty years of his life, during
which time he and his mates have saved three
hundred lives. For twenty-four years he has

e

COXWAIN CLARKSON.
Photo by W. H. Knowles.

oems, etc., should be kept quite short.
ApTAIN Club contributions are occasionally used in other parts of the Magazine.

Drawings should be executed on stiff

been coxwain of the Lytham lifeboat, and the
brave veteran has just been presented with
a purse of gold by the Lytham publie,
in  recognition of his splendid services in
the cause of humanity. DPerhaps the most
dreadful storm Clarkson was ever out in
was on a terribly wild December night in
1886, when signals of distress were observed
from some vessel off the Lancashire coast.
Clarkson took out his brave colleagues in the
Lytham lifeboat, a new one, as it happened, and
then used for the first .time. It was snowing
and blowing big guns, and for nine hours the
gallant fellows fought with the waves before they
couid get the men off the wrecked ship, which
proved to be the Mewrico, a German barque from
Liverpool. The crews of the Lytham and St.
Anne's lifeboats, with
the exception of two
men, were drowned
in the same storm,
whilst attempting the
same rescue,

St. Michael’s Spire,
Highgate.

HIS spire was
ﬁ struck by
lightning

during a
severe  thunderstorm
in the spring of this
year; it is represented
whilst being repaired
by the steeple jacks.
This photograph was
taken by our CapraIn
Clubite, Stanley C.
Croager, who employed
the very modern pro-
cess of what is known
as telescopic photo-
graphy.

By Stanley C. Croager.
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The Whaler *‘ Vega.”’
HE accompanying picture represents the
@ historical Dundee whaler, Vega, leaving
‘that port for Davis Straits, in April, last
year, amid showers of oranges, red her-
rings, and much cheering. She rounded Cape
Farewell on April 30th, and a fortnight later

“ 7
o~ -i S R I
vl Tl Ly Er&’n N s J
THE ** VEGA ”’ LEAVING DUNDEE, ON APRIL 11TH,
1903.
From a sketch by J. Jobnston, Dundee.

-

spoke the other ships of the whaling fleet. Leav-
ing Upernivek on May 29th, the Vega entered
Melville Bay, and was caught in the ice-floes.
Her port side was burst by the jagged ice, and
she settled down in a short space of time,
Captain Cooney and his crew being left to plod

“ ORANJE LUST,” UTRECHT, WHERE EX-PRESI-

DENT KRUGER RESIDED IN 1902. THF TRANS-
VAAL AND “ ORANGE FREE STATE " FLAGS ARE

SEEN IN FRONT OF THE HOUSE.
By D. L. M.

their perilous way back to Upernivek. Ti,
dangers of the journey are almost indeseribabla,
Biscuit and bully beef were their only susten.
ance; frost-bite and blizzard proved terrible
foes. Finally, however, the journey was accom.
plished, and with the aid of the Norwegiaa
steamer Nor, the party got back to Aberdeep,
The loss of the Vega removes a historical mark
in Arctic exploration. In the hands of Baron
Nordenskgold she fulfilled the dreams of
centuries of mariners, beginning with Frobisher
and Willoughby, by discovering the North Fast
Passage from the Atlantic to the Pacific.

A POSER FOR THE OLD FAG.—A SOUTH AFRICAN
C. C. MEMBER WHO WANTS TO BE CLUBBED.

By J. Cash.

Heard This Before ?
Q. : What is the difference between an vver-
coat and a baby?
A.: One is what you wear, t'other’s what you
was.

A LoD
Or This?
Q : Why is a mouse like grass?
A Because the cat’ll eat it.
A.L I

The Gleaning Bell at Willingham.

N interesting custom of ancient orivin 18

still observed in this village during the

harvest season, namely, tolling x bell

in the morning to let the gleaners kno¥

that they may start gathering in the corr. and

in the evening as a signal for them to stop No

body may start before the bell is tolled n the

morning, or continue gleaning after it has been

tolled in the evening. This rule gives eve::bodf

an equal chance. When the season has ¢ mé te

an end, the sexton whao tolls the bell gces "oul

and collects from the gleaners small donationt
of a penny and upwards.

Epwin L. Koso
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THIS 1S IOW THE GARDENER AND MILKMEN GET
AROUT THE TOWN AT ZEIST, NEAR UTRECHT,
DOGS TAKING THE PLACES OF HORSES.

By D. L. M.

Perivale Church.
ERIVALE church, near Ealing, seven

miles from the Marble Arch, is a unigue .

specimen of church architecture of the
Norman period, and is mentioned in
Domesday Book. In the churchyard are some

w ' .
oodei .ombstones, and a little stream to the

’l'rlght o le photo is erossed by a rustic bridge.
.he su: il on the right hand wall of the tower
Was put ip in 1818. The church accommodates
a‘bm]t ¢ v worshippers, the organ standing in-
S!d(‘ the ltar rails. Adjacent are the Castlebar
Golf Clu™ links.

M. H. SaBinNE.

.
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In a Master’s Desk.

THIS BIRD'S NEST WAS BUILT IN A MASTER'S
DESK AT CHRIST'S HOSPITAL. THE HOLE BY
WHICH THE BIRD ENTERED CAN BE SEEN IN
THE RIGHT-HAXND SIDE OF THE DESK.
Taken by F. R. Bourne with a No. 2 Express Camera,

Criticisms.

Lavan (Plymouth), and several other
readers wish to know how they can become
black and white artists. This question has
often been touched upon in these pages, but it
may be of interest to readers to hear what Mr.
C. Dana Gibson, the great Amerivan black and
white artist, has to say to young students on
this subject :—

“1f a man knows how to draw, he will draw;
and all the discouragements and all the bad
teachers in the world cannot turn him aside.
If he has no ability, he will drift naturally into
school teaching and buying stocks. without any-
body's rules to direct him either way. The
main thing is to have been born an artist. 11
you were that, you yourself know it far better
than any one can tell you, and you know also
in your heart, that neither wrong teaching nor
anything but idleness can prevent your success.
If you are not a born artist, you may not know

it. T think I can soon say something about the
way to find your limitations, but no one can say
muchéto help ‘a born genius. His genius is largely,
indeed. that he knows how to help himself. T do
not think that the previous training of a student
who begins studying illustrating has much to do
with his career. Tt seems to me that his actual
previous education matters very little. 1Tf he wants
to learn, he will learn. If he does not. he will not.
1f he does not want to learn, his attempt at an
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A HOLIDAY CROWD BOARDING ONE OF THE SHEPHERD'S BUSE

ELECTRIC TRAMS.
Snapshot by G. H. Davis.

education will profit him very little. His gift for
illustrating. if he has it, is a thing not more depen-
dant upon his education than upon his surroundings.
While there are instances in which an education
forced upon a pupil has been acknowledged by him
afterwards to mean much to him, there are also
cases in all arts of which we say that contact with
the schoolmen would not have been an advantage.
If you are a born illustrator, you will know your
own mistakes better than any one can tell you about
them. If you do not see your mistakes, nobody
can ever help you to be anything. AU the teachers
in the art sehools cannnt help you if you. cannot see

THIS [$ WHAT HAPPENED TO ONE OF OUR CANADIAN
READERS WHILST HE WAS READING “ THE LONG UN "
IN HIS HOME AT MONTREAL.

Sent by Kenneth W. Dowie, Montreal, Canarla.

your mistakes. . . . 1f your own work logks
quite finished and perfect to you, or if it logk
wrong and you cannot tell exactly what is the
inaccuracy or lack, you may depend upon it thy
you were not born to be an illustrator. . ., . 4
natural artist will never require an instructor,
and if you do not see your mistakes, no op
else can.”

Frank Swallow.—Photos. are good,
Will try and find space in November.

H. C. Hall (Dublin).—Snapshots of Royil
visit too misty for publication.

Kenneth Dowie (Montreal). —Th
0. F. thanks you. Will publish photo. of
your school when space permits. Send views
of a local nature, as these are of great interest
to English readers.

F. R. Bourne.-Your “Express” hand
camera has certainly done good work. T can
only find space at present for that of the birds
nest,

W. Jones.—(1l) See answer to Lavan
{2) The late Phil May was the son of a Staf:

IN COOL WATER. A CLEVER LITTLE SNAPSHOT BY
W. A. OLDFIELD, DONCASTER.

fordshire engineer. I am not aware that he
had any so-called artistic training at all, 3:
when quite a boy he was time-keeper @
an iron foundry in Leeds, and then hegan 10
design costumes and paint character sketches
for theatre bills. There is no royal road 10
Art,

Esmé.—The lines you want are by Mont:
rose. This 1s the correct version:—
“He either fears hia fate too much
Or his deserts are small,

That dares not put it to the touch
To gain or lose it all.”

Contributions have also been received
from: A CAPTAIN Reader (Lee, S.E.). J. R
Burgess, ¥. Walter Atterbury. Walt:~ JO!F‘
Goodbrand (Durban), E. Alliott, Geofirey !
Butler (Sandy Bay, Hobart), K. Glover. c.C
Dorothy G. ﬁiley (Strood).




12, BURLEIGH STREBT,
STRAND, LONDON.

I have just been having a sort of field-
day among the manuscripts submitted for
my inspection during the past month, and
the net result of my labours is two stories

that I am able to accept. This is a disap-
pointing result, and leads me to offer a few
words of advice to such writers as would make
their bow to Tue Caprain public.  Write
of what you know. Write of real things.
Don’t bang off stories with commonplace plots
on your type-writers and switch them along
to me under the impression that ““ anything
will do for boys.” Anything will not do for
boys. So pray understand that I am not to
be bamboozled with done-to-death plots or
unreal sentiment. T want the best work you
can do.

The above advice isgiven in order to
save folks the trouble and expense of sending
me things which they know are not their best
work. but which, they fondly imagine, may
manage to pass muster, and scrape somehow
mto mv ** Accepted ” drawer. I am making
these remarks with another purpose, more-
over, and that is to encourage people who
have a tale to tell to tell it and send it along
tome. In a word, I am open just now to
consider and accept a lot of short stories. So
send them in, gentle contributors, and for
goodness” sake look after your punctuation
and grammar, and the balance of your sen-
tences, and all those little embellishments
which go to make up an artistic story. In

short, take a great deal of trouble with your
tales,

. Study the art of story-telling. Don’t, for
Istance start off with a long preamble ex-
Ela'l"“'.%' why you were in such-and-such
; Place on a particular day—or night. The
act that you were there is enough for Cap-

T
AIN readers. Get away sharp from the
VoL, X.—12

mark, and keep the pace up all the way until
you breast the ‘“Finis” tape. When you
have written your tale, go through the first
draft and cut it down severely. Then write
it all over again.  See that you keep the
action brisk. Remember, you are not
writing a book of 300 pages, but a
story of 2,000 words. And, if you have
a regard for my temper and digestion,
leave all the time-honoured plots alone,
Don’t tell me about the two boys who, having
broken bounds and gone to rob an owl's nest
in a neighbouring ruin, overhear a conversa-
tion carried on by ‘“two gruff voices,” the
purport of which 1s that burglars meditate a
descent on the Head’s plate (and other valu-
ables) that night. And you needn’t set out
to tell me about the boy who was always
called a Muff, because he was so weak and
such a duffer at games, and who, after suffer-
ing many taunts from his fellows, redeemed
himself by saving *‘ Bully Harker” from a
watery grave or that brute Charteris from
the flames that were roaring round the
window of the top dormitory. These ideas
are as old as the hills, and have been worked
threadbare.

With these few words, gentlemen, I will
pass on to other matters, hoping that, even
if T am not able to accept the stories you
send me, we shall be as good friends as ever.
One last hint: If you write clearly, I shall
be pleased to read tales in your own penman-
ship, but if you write badly you had letter
spend a shilling or two at the nearest type-
writing office.

Wanted — Enthusiasm! — Mr
Johnson strikes a very good mnote in his
article on Highgate Schoolin referring to the
Cadet Corps. ‘ Lukewarm enthusiasm,” he
says, “1s not tolerated, and no boy is en-
couraged to join-—or, having joined, to stay
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—who does not intend to do his utmost to
maintain the high standard expected.” This
is a sound and sensible plan, because slackers
are no good anywhere. How irritating it is,
for instance, to play "fives or tennis with a
man who ‘“ doesn’t care ” if he wins or loses!
What a difference to meet an opponent who
is as keen as mustard! Then you set your
teeth, and the game becomes a duel, and
while it is being played all your best cner-
gies are concentrated upon it. You live! So
it is in all the affairs of this life. If a thing
is worth doing at all, it is worth doing well,
and all aembers of school cadet corps, all
members of house fifteens and elevens, all
boys sel cted to uphold the reputation of
their scwools in playing-field or gym., no
matter how lowly or how great the school
may be, should bear this fact in mind.
“Uhatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it
with thy might.”

Honour for Blundell’s. — All
present and past Blundellians rejoiced to
hear that an old Blun-
dellian, Philip Edward
Marrack, had main-
tained the honour of
the school in this year's
Mathematical Tripos,
being bracketed Senior
wrangler with Harry
Bateman. Ourreaders
will be glad to learn
that Mr. Marrack is
devoted to outdoor
exercises. Though he
has never distinguished
himself on the play-
ing-field in anything
like the way he has
oulpaced others at
mathematics, yet he
yields to none in his
keenness for athletics and outdoor games.
This year has been a record for Blundell’s.

I'. E. MARRACK.

The Scottish Schools Cricket
Championship, 1903. — 1 have to
thank “Cricketer’ (Aberdeen) for the fol-
lowing account of the Scottish Schools
Cricket Championship for this year. It will
be observed that. Fettes has run out first,
losing no matches, and beating Loretto,
Blairlodge, and Edinburgh  Academy.
Merchiston managed to draw with the same
trio, but unfortunately the last match with
Glenalmond could not be played. Loretto

finished second, beating Merchiston, (Gleng|
mond, Watson's College, and Edinburg
Academy.  Glenalmond began the seagy |
badly, losing the first two matches agaijng
Loretto and Blairlodge, but afterwards they
worked together splendidly and achieved ;

most creditable victory over Merchiston,
Played. Won. Lost.  Drawn. Pginy
3 0 3

1. Fettes 4 ) SR
3. Loretto 5 LU 3
3. Blairlodge 4 ¢ ... 2
4. Glenalmond 5 ua ...
5. Merchiston e B ) I |
6. Watson's Academy 5 0 ... -
7. Edin. Academ; ... 6 (Ut

‘““As Others See Us.”—In this con.
petition our readers displayed much commop
sense and observation. Below will be found
a selection of opinions, the most general idea
being that foreigners visiting our shores for
the first time are most profoundly impressed
by the enthusiasm we display for sport—
football and cricket in particular. Tt is als
opined, and correctly, that foreigners evince
cousiderable surprise at the manner in which
our police control the traffic; our love
matches, as opposed to the French ' marri
age by arrangement ” ; our quiet Sunday; the
stolid demcanour of tbe Briton in times o
stress and trouble; and the fearless manne
in which the King mixes -with’ his subjects.
ITere is my selection of the best opinions sub
mitted

Perhaps the first custom of ours to attract
foreigner’'s attention whilst visiting England is the
way we are in the habit of taking our amusements
In no other country does sport hold such a sway,
nor is it taken so seriously, as in England. Such
games as cricket and football were practically ut
known on the Continent until of late years, for the
simple reason that they had few supporters and
possessed very little interest for the general public
In England a man will play cricket under a blazing
sun for hours, and enjoy himself at it, whereas3
foreigner would never dream of finding amusement
in a similar manner. and looks upon him as a kind
of harmless lunatic; moreover. he will probably rever
understand our custom of making hard work of ox
play simply because he has not got the sporting 1
stinct born in him.

H. C. Bestrey (Hassocks):

To my mind the thing most surprising to foreigner
is the utter absence of anything pertaining to mili
tarism or espionage in any of our large towns, af
the consequent great freedom, hoth of speech ar;)
action, enjoyed by all sections of his Majesty's su¥
jects; in other words. our ron-militarism.

THOMAS MAQUIRE ((.?-]:1.937:0_“'_)'1

An English custom which would probably \'l‘”d-“
impress a foreigner is our somewhat rigid qhser;e
ance of the Sabhath. The Spaniard would miss 1
bull-fight, the German would notice with surpri¥
the deserted appearance of the main t};oroll|ghfa"5r
while the Frenchman would $adly miss the oP€%
theatres and cafés, and the absence of the =3y 3%
festive crowds from the streets on Sunday.

C. GRexviLLe Maie (Hampstead):
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What must seem a most wonderful thing to a
foreiwper is the way in which our King mixes with
his suljocts on many occasions without any protec-
tion ctint than our love and respect for him,

A. TarrLy (Wateringbury).

The most surprising English custom in the eyes
of fureigners is the large number of males with their
hands m their pockets.

E. B.,Datker (Bradford).

The custom which, T thinﬁ, surprises a foreigner
most when he visits England, is the way in which
a Metropolitan constable is able, by raising his
finger. to “holl up” the traffic for any period, a
thing which is absolutely impossible on the Con-
tinent.

Fraxx L. Croux (Herne Hill).

What strikes a foreigner most is our custom of
permitting girls to marry husbands of their own
chocsing, instead of marrying them, without refer-
ence tn their own feelings, to the richest man avail-
able. With the foreigner, money matches are con-
stdered supertor to matches of inclination; and the
splendid independence of the British girl, who loves
and marries whom she will, is a constant source of
wonder to him,

ArcHiraLp Loy (Wombwell).

I think that what strikes a foreigner most when
visiting this country for the first time, is the great
attention given to all kinds of sport. Any important
event, Such as the “ Derby,” or a cricket Test Match,
becomes, for the time being, the almost sole topic of
conversation.

ALexanper Scorr, Jun. (Tillicoultry).

The custom that, in_my opinion, surprises foreign
visitors most is the Englishman's notion of when
to get excited. Should an alarming accident happen
your average Englishman will stroll up and ask
“What's the matter?” in the calmest way in the
world.  But see the same man at a football match,
when there are ten minutes to go and the teams are
level, or at a cricket match when there's ten minutes
to time and the last man in. He shouts, raves,
stamps, and struts up and down in his excitement,
and the foreign visitor wonders what is the matter,
and louks at the yelling crowd open-mouthed, not
being at all excited himself.

T. W. Srixin (Basingstoke).

The perfect freedom of foreigners to enter and
travel in the country without interference of any
sort provided they do not infringe the laws of the
country,

" F. Berrersy (Chingford),

. The custom which English people have of locking
in thousands and tens of thousands to see a football
match. is undoubtedly the most surprising to a
forcigner.  Having always regarded the English
vation as being rather phlegmatic in its tempera-
ment. he is vastly surprised to see an otherwise
sell-r-n.:lz_uned gathering of Englishmen roused to
such o high pitch of excitement over what seems to
be {tu him) a mere rough scramble for a ball.
JorN W. Lewis (Taff's Well).
Men helping the women, instead of the women
helping 1he men.
. Epwarp Stupny (Bedford).
\ ) |_hmk. the thing that strikes a foreigner most is
Ie Starcity of soldiers in uniform in the streets.
n ether countries there are always plenty.
I i RorerT Jackson (Blantyre).
i .-?ijxlk_the most surprising English custom to
oreigners is “the freedom of the British subject.”
H. M. Marrcanp (Cambs).

The inscription on hospitals : “ Supported solely
by voluntary contributions.”

R. Jarpine (Notting Hill),

The English custom which I think is n.ost sur-
prising to a foreiguer is that a schoolmaster who is
often a gentleman and a clergyman should himself
perform the degrading task of flogging boys.

R. M. Cruer (Bromley).

My answer is “Cricket.” The foreigner who has
never seen the game before does not know the
amount of strength, smartness and calculation one
needs to play the game. To him it is merely a game
of luck.

- Warter Lees (Portobello).

The absence of all open-air cafés.

Ebite ApaMes (Putney).

The most surprising English custom is demon-
strated by the following anecdote :—A French visi-
tor met his English friend on a pier, and together
they adjourned for refreshment. The Englishman
called for whisky hot, then he put some lemon and
sugar in, and waited for it to get cold. This caused
his foreign friend to remark as follows: “1 no
understand you English. You have whisky because
it's strong, add water to make it weak, put lemon to
make it sour, then sugar to sweeten it. You have
hot water to make it warm, then you wait for it to
get cold before you drink it. Ah! you have very
funny customs, you English!”

E. WaLter SimMonps (Brondesbury).

I think the most surprising custom which foreign-
ers observe when they first come to England is the
quiet and reserved manner in which the Englishman
goes about his business.

Fraxk Hotine (Liverpool).

The custom, I think, which surprises foreigners
entering England, is our very popular custom of
“sweet-hearting.” For, in most other countries, all
the arranging of marriages is done by the parents.
Here, in England, on a fine night, you see nothing
but couples arm-in-arm, a thing which T have not
seen in Europe elsewhere than in England. and, hav-
ing known a lot of foreigners, I have noticed how it
struck them as being peculiar.

T. Coxsraxtivines {Highgate).

I think you will agree with me that the
above form a very interesting collection of
opintons. It is ““le sport,” I verily believe,
that has made Eugland (and when I say
“ England,” I mean the word to embrace her
sister countries—Wales, Scotland and Ire-
land) what she is. And it is *“le sport”™ (of
all kinds) which most surprises the foreigner.
Mr. Bentley summed up this idea more con-
cisely than any other competitor, and so,
after much careful deliberation and com-

parison, I awarded him the prize.

What Wellington said.—Talking
of “le sport,” by the way, I daresay, you
have heard cynical people scoff at Welling-
ton’s dictum to the effect that Waterloo
was won on the playing fields of Eton. But
I say Wellington was right. He meant
that the Englishman’s games harden him,
and give him pluck and endurance. Some-
body once told Wellington that Napoleon
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had said that the French soldiers were
quite as brave as the English. “ Yes,” said
Wellington, “ but the English are brave for
a quarter-of-an-hour longer.”

Of a truth the great Duke’s tongue was
as sharp as his sword! In this one little
sentence he explained that the Englishman’s
superiority lay in his extra amount of dogged-
ness—in his never knowing when he’s beaten'

How to Become a Chemist.
To those of your readers with a taste for
science (writes a correspondent), I cannot too
strongly recommend a career as a chemist.
As a hobby, chemistry is most fascinating; as
a business it 1s full of infinite possibilities.
The regret is that hitherto the English have
allowed most of the great chemical work
of this country to be done by French and
German chemists.

The writer well remembers that at Watson’s
svap-works, in Leeds, the whole of the labor-
atory work was done by German chemists.
At Burmantofts pottery, whose ware is
known throughout the world, the question
of pigments and chemical processes for deli-
cate effects was decided by reference to a
body of French chemists who had been
brought over to this country from Paris. The
salaries such men can command may be any-
thing from £500 a year. But thisis a fraction
of the value of chemistry where the chemist
is also running the business. Recently the
writer met a Fellow of the Chemical Society,
whose father was engaged in the manufac-
ture of starch. The numerous economies
which this man had been able to effect in the
treatment of rice, maize, millet, etc., meant
a saving of thousands of pounds a year.
We have in mind also a pharmaceutical
chemist who sent his son to the German
chemical laboratories for special training.
On his return, the father commenced a
mineral water business, as supplementary
to the business of pharmacy, with his son
as chief chemical adviser. Is it surprising
that the mineral water business has long ago
outpaced the pharmacy as a profit-making

concern? Take again the case of a
firm like Messrs. Bevan and Cross, in
Lincoln’s Inn Fields, London, the chief

authorities on cellulose. With the enormous
growth of the pulp and paper trade, the
value of specialists like Mr. Bevan and Mr.
Cross cannot be over-estimated. A word of
warning.—Make up your mind as to what
branch of trade your chemical knowledge
is intended to be applied. Are you going

to be analyst to a gas company or municipa
authority ? Are you going to be an asaye
of metals to smelters and iron-founders? Dy
you prefer mineral analysis or organic analy.
sis? Get your ideas sharp and clear, ang
then the map of your life can be drawn and
filled in and made galuable to yourself ayg
those around you.

114 Bush ”
There is a great deal more up-to-datenessron
the goldfields in the way of the Old Country
news (writes a CAPTAIN reader who once went
for a sketching tour in Australia) than many
suppose there might be. Far into the in
terior you will meet with most of the
weeklies, 1llustrated and otherwise, and
many of the dailies. In one humpie I
found : —The Graphic, Ilustrated lLondun
News, Bluck and White, Truth (a good many
copies of Truth seem to reach Western Aus
tralia), the Dary Chronicle, and To-Day. -In
others I noticed:—The Times, the Daily
Telegraph, the Daidy News, the Standard (we
found a copy of the Standard in the silent
bush), and (but more rarely) I have been
made happy by being able to look up those
notes, ‘“ Mainly About People,” in the Star,
and take a rural walk “ At Home’ with
lLuke Ellis in the Zrlo, and learn of recent
events in the art world in one of the Glube’s
Wednesday columns. Mr. Punch has a ro
bust existence ‘“out back,” too.  But one
meets with so many papers and periodicals
from home-—the delivery of the last mail—
i.e., papers anti-dated about six weeks—that
it seems invidious to name some and leave
others to suggestion. Still, T have merely
named those I came across most frequently.
The others, of course, will have their friends.

The press of .Australia itse]f—lwhich
generally can hold its own with any in the
world—1is, it is scarcely necessary to say, fully
represented throughout the colony. A great
favourite in all mining camps is the Sydney
Bulletin, the first of Antipodean humorous
and satirical journals, and a paper which can
pride itself on contributors of much distme
tion, both literary and artistic.  The Bul-
letin, as a censor, is a potent force. and
generally has good reason to back up the
“wrigglings” it causes, while the hum ur of
this popular journal is not surpassed by any
other the world over.

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS

would-be Editor (Edinburgh).—Grayholog!
is very amusing, but it can hardly be described
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wientific. 1 think probably handwriting may sug-
st a 10ugh estimate of certain characteristics, but
% cannot be relied upon as any real guide to King
Sglomett s injunction : “Man, know thyself.’ Am
considering suggestions for a geographical competi-
“0& A. W, (Lewisham).—Writing very good.
Learn 1tman’s system of shorthand. 1t is simple,
and does not. require a teacher. 1 have studied many
others, Lt Pitman’s proves the most useful. Pity
voure abandoning the London matric.  Even in
Alatabeleland you would find it comforting to feel
vou had reached a certain standard of knowledge.
Whether you could exchange it for £ s. d. does not
signify.

EPIZato {Market Harborough).—The London B.A.
will excose the Bar Prelim, only. The London LL.J.
would be far more useful than the B.A., and covers
all the subjects you may need. The subjects are :
Roman Law, Constitutional Law, Legal History,
Common Law, Kquity, Real Property, Conveyanc-

tarian, never having tasted fish, tesh, or fowl all
her life. She intends, she adds, to be a “veg.” as
long as she lives. Ioth of her sisters are vegetarians.
One is married, and her two children are vege-
tarians. But her three brothers have fallen away
from the Cause, and eat meat. * People so often
infer,” adds my correspondent, *that we can’t eat
anything but vegetables and fruit. By °‘vege-
tarianism’ we mean all belonging to the vegetable
kingdom. Of course we eat butter and eggs, etc.,
as that does not necessitate taking life. We con-
sider it cruel to kill animals, as it is quite unneces-
sary. Many people think they could not change
their diet and adopt a non-tlesh-eating one, but 1if
they were to change gradually and really go in for
the thing, I think it would benefit them and not
harm them. My father, for instance, has been in
much Dbetter health since he became a vegetarian.
Before my mother became one she was not able to
walk far or go up a hill, and now she runs up
and down stairs without feeling it at all, and goes
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my, Contract and Tort Bankruptcy, Companies,
Wills, Administration, Criminal Law, Evidence, and
Procedure,

Floris (Stalybridge).—Fear cannot undertake to
snnly € aeraiy lounge jackets such as you suggest.
Write 1.. King’s College Hospital, or St. DBar
tholome vy, or any local infirmary. Cerlain exams.
e necessary, particularly in  physiology. and a
years probation in the wards. You must be over
th\t\::;:ntt‘l] ntherwise you can only get into a children’s

An Ardent Admirer (Dalston).—I incline

:lotulf-"."lmmsia " as a more euphonic plural. Fortu-
_\“9}-' or unfortunately, we have a tendency to
Anglicise every word we appropriate from other lan-
fuages. For further information write to the Art

“itor. fu-('ifying what branch you wish to pursue.

Lon(-l H. _D.urransl(]{egcnt’s Park).—Try for the

con t(’"‘ B.Se. It will be the most useful in this
untry and the (lolonies.

€8 tells me that she is 15, and a vege-

for long walks, too. We have an old servant who
has been with us over 30 years, and she started
Vegetarianism with my mother. She is a splendid
cook, and that makes a great difference to us.”"——
This all sounds very well, but it would not do
for everybody to become a “veg.” Many constitu-
tions require animal food. 1 should also like to
ask Miss “Veg.” how we should regard oxen.
sheep, pigs, etc. Are we to regard them as pets?
If we did not eat them. they would multiply to
such an extent that they would soon want the whale
country for pasturage! However, 1 like to hear
*“all sides,” so T shall be willing to print extracts
from letters pro and ron. Vegetarianism.  They
should make interesting reading. One thing 1 am
quite certain of—awe caf tve much wmeat. But, on
the other hand, it is quite possible to eat too many
vegetables. The happy medium is the best course
to adopt at the table, as in everything else.

P. R. Butler.—-We simply cannot devote any
space to rifle-shooting, because our pages are already
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filled to overflowing with other matters. A great
many readers want me to devote space to their par-
ticular hobby—gardening, chess, golf, swimming,
and the like, but I cannot, because there isn't
room. We must deal with hobbies that appeal
to the majority. However, I appreciate your sug-
gestion and congratulate you on your victories.
May you live to bear away the King's prize !

Weary Willie.—The author of the “Long
"Un” looks towards you. Your “one gentle chide”
has been made a note of. Mr. Whitwell will not
again draw a “Rugger” player in shin-guards now
you have chidden him-—or should it be “chode”
him? [I believe, Sir, the correct word is * chid.”"—
The ArT Eb.]

8.P.Q.R.—Translating is very hard to get. It
is generally obtained from personal friends. I fear,
therefore, 1 cannot hold out any hopes in this
direction. T would help you if 1 could, but really
I don't know of anybody who would give you work
of this kind to do. Your writing might be better,
but it is readable.

Anonymous (Chelsea).—What a queer little
letter! T shall keep it. Jim’s getting better fast.
I expect he'll be engaged to Dora for about a year,
and then they’ll go flat-hunting in Kensington and
be as happy as it's possible for two young people
to be—bless 'em! )

Fagite.—You've exactly hit it. Good black:
and-white sketches rarely reach us. That is why
we print so many photos in the C.C. pages. We
are always keeping a sharp look-out for good pen-
and-ink sketches. We cannot, however, devote a
special page to this class of work. There is always
room ana to spare in the C.C. pages.

H. B. E. F. writes from Paris :—*“/e your recent
‘Lower School Yarns,” M. Jalaguier’s French is
quite peculiar and his ‘pidgin’ English would not
translate back into French idiom. [t is about that
gentleman that T want to say a word. I have lived
for twenty-five years on thisside of the Channel (you
see, like your venerable self. T belong to the very
large ‘old boy’ section of the ship’s company) and
know the people well. I don’t think you can have
the faintest idea of what harm such a travesty can
do, for T am sure that Tue Cartaix is largely read
in France. Of course an Englishman would be the
first to laugh at such a caricature of himself; but
Frenchmen see things differently, and are only too
ready to take offence where none is intended. T
have never yet met one who could understand chaff,
and have often seen what was meant for -an inno-
cent joke interpreted in the worst possible sense.
If you want to do your part to promote that
entente cordiale for which we are all striving so
anxiously at the present time, keep such things out
of THE Carrain, however innocent they may seem
to the Anglo-faxon mind.” T should like to think
that our friend takes too severe a view of the case.
Will some French reader tell me if he really objects
to the good-humoured caricature of a Frenchman
presented in Mr. Burrows’ light-hearted stories?

C. McC,—1 am so glad you liked my “little
sermon.” No, T wasn’t on holiday when 1 wrote
it. T simply packed up my papers and proof-sheels,
because 1 was feeling a little “chippy.” and went
away for a change of air, which is the best medi-
cine in the world. You can learn a lot of French
and German by yourself, but you can't get the
proper pronunciation without a teacher. The best

plan, if possible, is to spend a few months ¢
Continent. o th

The Rev. S. B, James.—In referzing 4
this gentleman in a recent editorial, L callg him
“ Adams.” More absent-mindedness, I suppose !
and I beg to apologise for it without delay. )

Mastiff.—Am interested to hear of your ey
purchase. Hope you will enjoy many pleasant Tides
on it. Certainly, 'twas a bargain!

‘“A Failure.”—I cannot find anything in your
essay upon which one might hinge a discussion
You sign yourself “ A Failure.” May I ask your
age? Your writing is the writing of a young map,
and yet you sign your essay in this hopeless and
pessimistic way ! All T can say is that if any map
in his youth can be so weak as to write himself down
“A Failure,” he is deliberately dourting Successs
cold shoulder. Remember, failure is one thing—
defeat, another. You may fail, say, twenty tines—
but you may succeed at the twenty-first effort. Thep
again, what have you failed at? Possibly at some.
thing you are incompetent to master.  Then tr
something else. You say: “ Nothing is higher ang
dearer to all than Suecess.” You are wrong. Health
and Happiness come before Success. A wise man
once said that, if a careful calculation were to be
made of the benefits accruing frem mundane exist
ence, Health would absorb 99 per cent. of the
best that is to be got out of Life. Nevertheles
worldly success is a thing to be striven for. by all
worthy means, so go on pegging away, and do no
write to me again with such a dismal nom-de.-plums
at the tail of your letter. Sign yourseli “Nil
Desperandum,” “ A Tryer,” *“Dogged Does it"—
anything vou like except “ A Failure.” Surely vou
know that many a man has failed only, by failing,
to achieve greater success in the long run tha
would have been his lot had he never met with
a set back. That’s all, then, for the present. Per
haps some reader will write and tell me how. afte
many failures. he “ got home ™ at last. Such records
are most cheering to all the brave, good fellows whe
are striving to hew niches for themselves in the rock
of Success.

E. F. Feurer,—Am sorry to say, Ernest, tha
vour maze is not drawn properly for reproduction
We cannot reproduce pencil drawings. Next time
do one in ink, and make it simpler and smaller—in
straight lines, if possible.

The Short 'Un.—Clubbed. T fear it would
he rather late now to suggest new races for your
“Gymkhana.” 1t would be interesting, though, t
have an article on *“ Novel Athletic Contests.” cor-
tributed by readers. Will ingenious CapTarx athletes
give their minds to this idea?

E. Fairlie.—T will certainly mention you
“grievance” to the Competition Editor, and am
much obliged to you for writing to me.

R. M. O. C.—The Prefect was quite right when
he said the metre of vour poem was * rather funny.
You'll leave pepper alone in future. T guess.

Ben Hope.—I haven't the faintest idea what
vour American bills are worth. A banker should be
able to tell you.

K. W. Dowie and A. N. K. (Canada).—]
will try to give you more time, but T won't make
any rash promise.

F. L. Cloux.—T have “clubbed” you. [d'
your friend wants to be treated likewise, he shod
apply himself.
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g. ¥. R. R.—I am obliged to you and other
correspondents for pointing cut that the verses en-
titled * Read This Quickly ™ were not original. [
am looking into the matter.

Leander.—We should have a rowing corner
if Tiur CArraiN were twice as big as it is now. At
present. however, there’s no room.

Harry Cross.—Glad you're such a keen sol-
dier. | fear our readers would not be greatly in-
terested in discussing the question as to whether
every able-bodied man should be taught the use of
the rile. Matters of sentiment are always the most
popular. and naturally.

“Rule Britannia.”—You're quite a poli-
ticlan. 1 see. As you observe, T don't discuss
nolitics in this magazine, so I can’t “try a fall”
with you on the subject of the * Protection”
~cheme or the Education Bill. Popular opinion will
prevail in the long run, you may be quite sure.

F. P. Atkins.—Yes, a solicitor's managing
clerk may now be “admitted ” a solicitor.  Sorry I

cannot oblige you with a pen-and-ink sketch. T am
not a drawist.
Molsons (Canada).—I wrote you on Aug.

22nd. and hope you received my letter safely,

F. P. A.—Your idea for a CaPTAIN post-card is
good.  I'll keep it Lefore me. Carraiy Vols. 1. to
VI. are out of print, A winner may choose which-
ever of the others he likes.

Percy Young.—Hope youre quite fit again.
I daresay you saw my editorial note in September
about not writing anything but the address on the
address side of a picture post-card when sending
one to a friend abroad.

R, Jackson.—Clubbed. Writing capital.

A. H. Middleton.—You are “clubbed” all

right.
T. G. Carter.—You have guessed aright,
Sherlock !

~W. Bullough.—I am afraid the photo is a
little too dim to print. Good luck to you'!

A Useful Book.—Paton's st of Schools,
the sixth annual edition of which has recently been
published, in addition to containing classified lists
of preparatory and public schools, and tutors for
all the professions, includes particulars of Scholar-
ships and Exhibitions obtainable at English public
schoolx (hoys' and girls’). Tt is well printed, illus-
trated). and strongly bound, and published at the
lglw price of 1s. 6d. by Messrs. J. and J. Paton,
Educational Agents, 143 Cannon-street, E.C. Alto-
gelther.lt is a most handy book for all concerned in
cduentjon,

‘“‘Red Jacket’’ (Nova Scotia).—(1) Clubbed.
2) Az Official Representative is supposed to do all
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.

. he or she can to make Tue CarralN more widely

known by introducing it to people who do not take
it in.  (3) By all means sem{ a short account of the
Fisheries, with a photograph or two, to the C. C.
pages.

it Cordelia.”’—(1) No entrance fee or sub.
to Capraix Club; you take in the magazine regu-
larly, that’s all. (2} You will find the addresses you
want in Who's Who, price 8s. (3) The Photo
Editor will reply to this question.

Cecil Robertson.—Please send a photo-
graph of Aberdeen Grammar School; cannot repro-
duce satisfactorily from illustration.

S Duttilita’ (London).—You should have
asked your bookbinder to number the volumes for
you. Perhaps he will do so now.

Kenneth Chambers (Manchester).—Drop
a line to the C. O. G. at Haileybury for the par-
ticulars you require, and enclose a stamp for reply.

A. Hertslet.—Cartaiy  stamps should be
placed where they will be moust in evidence—on
envelopes, for instance, but not on the address side.

A.Mattinson and *“Extra Special.”
—8Send a stamped, addressed envelope for reply.

Clubbed.—Frances 1. Broad (Grevmouth,
N.Z.), C. W. 0. Scantlebury, Charles E. Harvey,
A. G. Elliott.

Official Representatives Appoint-
ed.—G. W. Newton (Monkseaton), Cecil Robert-
son (Aberdeen Grammar School), Jack 8. Potts

(Lewisham).
John V. Rogers (Penryn, Cornwall).—
Clubbed. Mr. Fry will reply to your questions.

L. Schuster.—(1) See reply to A. Hertslet
above. (2) Our experts take it that their correspon-
dents are Members of THE Carratxy Club.

F. B. Morton.-—Cricketers’ birthdays rather
untopical in QOctober.

C. Wyvill (Hornsey).—(1) The origin of the
word “ Tip " is attributed to the fact that fifty years
ago, in the coffee houses of Tondon, a notice was
usually posted, “To Insure Promptness.” (2) For
Civil Service examinations and for general training
for a commercial career, very good resnlts have heen
obtained by Clark’s College. Chancery-lane. (3) The
highest speed attained in shorthand T have known
was 293 words per minute.

Letters, etc., have also been received fron: :
K. Pennington, Fustace Alliott. Gifford B. Hind-
marsh, W.  D. Seville. R. & R.. E. H. Ravill,
Ernest A. Taylor. T. 8. Plowman, Cecil O. Howden
(Lausanne)., R. T.. Gurydon (Trinidad). * Mans-
field.” A. Reid (Upper Norwood), J. E. Baines
(Morley). JJohn E. Rankin (Manchester), Ambrose

Borielle (Balham).
THE OLD FAG.

Results of August Competitions.

"‘\"( |. ' Popular Expreasions.”
Kcnmf\r—" or £10 10s. ~ TRivMPH " Bicrcle: John Shedden
Cl’lj ", Glen Cottage. Talgarth, Brecon.
LOXMATION PRizes have been awarded to : J. Dunn, 1
R:):;l-'m Terr.ce, Glasnevin, Dublin; John McWkan, jun,
o#sville. Cambuglang, N.B.: Alex. Scott, junr., Burnside,
Tilliconltry, N.B,
H:*]‘;sos'n\m.r: Mextion: Edith Adames, Frnest Neels. Chas.
Lml:amh‘ NDora W, Pearsall, Wm. C. Haines, Gilbert T.
% Ruby M. l'arish, Lioncl Chappell, Ben E. Neilson.

No. Il. -4 Omitted Words.”

CLASS I. (Age limit: Twenty-five.)

WiNNERS OF LINDNER'S PrinTING OvTrits: L. M. Ellacott,
5 Kirkdale Road, Leytonatone: Constance H. Greaves, 13
Powisa Square, Brighton: Joseph 1. Connell, 26 Finkle
Street, Selby.

HoNoURABLE MENTION: R, Wynn, James Todd, R. Meeke,
W. G. Parkinson.

CLASS Il. (Age limit: Sixteen.)

WIiNNERS OF PrinTing OUtFITs: G. T. Fairlie, 61 Vaughan

(ftesults continued on nrext paye.)
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Road, Stratford, E.; R. N. Davis, 6 Thurlby Road, West Nor.
wood, S.K.; I, Ramsay Laird, .. Bellevue Creacent, Edin-
burgh.

Honovrasie Menriox: W. W. B. Fish, R. B. Firth, H. 8.
Wildin,

CLASS 711. (Age limit: Twelve.)

WiINNERS oF IRIxTING OuTFITs: 'I'. ¥. Bishop, Radcliffe-on-
Trent, Nottingham : Arthur Betts, 8 Norcott Terrace, Brooke
Road, Upper Clapton, N.; G. E. Love, 94 Ridge RRoad, Stroud
Green, N,

Hoxoctrwnee MexTion: J. Brimelow, Ernest Malcolm, Ed.
mund G. Gray.

No. Il.-* Professional Team for Australia.”

CLASS 1. (Age limit: Twenty-five.)

WINNER OF LILLYWRITE, FROWD, AND C0.’S CRICEET BaT:
Charles Watson, 411 Dumbarton Road, Glasgow.

CoxsoLatroN Prizes have been awarded to: 8. A. F. Alford,
¢.0. Northampton Union Bank, Ltd., High Street, Bedford;
H, Scholfield, The Thorns, Gardner Road, Prestwich, Lancs.

HoxovuraBlE MENTION: E. R. Smith, F. H. Swallow, Reg.
Smith, John W, lewis, H. J. W, Adamson, R, Meeke, A, G.
Clapham. William DPollock, H. E. Sclano, P. W. Bennett,
S. .. Dickins, John Gray, F. C. Nawton, ¥, J. Spendlove,

CLASS II. {Age limit: Sixteen.)

WINNER OF * GAMAGE™ BaT:
Street, Rochdale.

CoxsoaTioN Prizes have been awarded to: Mary lewis,
Rhymney Cottages, Tafl's Well, near Cardiff; R, G. Purcell,
50 Tedwerth Square, Chelsea, S.\W.; K, 1. Wilde, 124 Duke
street, Southport,

Hoxovnrtee Mentiox: Philip Richard, H. Hunter, W. B.
Fish, G. E, Wainwright, Louis Pizer, Douglas Hooke, Harry
Platt, G. Tattersall, James Clifton, Ernest Bray, Andrew
I’earson.

CLASS HI. (Age limit: Twelve.)

WINNER oF “GaMioe™ Bir: M, B. Jones, Glen Cottage,
Talgarth, Breconshire,

Honotrwete MENTION: Edmond G. Grav, Robert Gray, A. T,
Parry, Bissett, C. 8 Cockrell, W. Hlium Roberts, David
McCartney, Connie Dutton, Frank R. Howse.

H. Crump, Castlemerc

No. IV.—'f Howlers Competition.”

CLASS 1. (Age limit: Twenty.)

WINNERS OF Posr-CarD ArLntMs: Constance Everitt, 6 Col-
lege Street, Kempston, Belfordshire; A. W. Herdman, Trent
College, Derbyshire.

A Coxsorarion Prize has been awarded to: Mary Watts, 8
Rylett Crescent, Shepkerd's Bush, W.

Hoxovrasre MenNTiox: G. AL Boveott, Constance H. Greaves,
Stewart G. Klite, M. Parker, Maud Sandersen, Gilbert T.
Lucas, J. C. Hill, 8. A. Hurren, D. J. Watman,

('LASS 11, - (Age limit: Sixteen.)

Winxerse oF Post-Cyrp ArRuMms: Wallace W. B, Figh,
Choristers’ T.odge, Ashdown Park, Shrivenham: Kathleen
Vigour, 18 Portman Road, Boscomhbe. Hants.

HoNovrinie Mention: Fredk. Williamson, K. G, Tupbnlme,
Gladys Wakeling, Ethel Dowson, Edith Adames, J. W, Ridge,
H. A. Woalley, Louis Pizer, Leila M. Hawksley, A, C
Eddington,

CLASS 117, (Age limit: Twelve.)

WiNNERS OF Pogr-Carp Awprms: S, Lewis, Castle Grove,
Hamilton; Frank Whittle, 11 Hamilton Road, Ealing, W.

HoNoURwsLE MeNTION: . A, Binghani,, M. B. Jones, DPereg
Hartill, Edmupd G. Gray, J. I*. Bishop, Kenneth L. Luckett,
Stanley Hoatson, Charlie J. Martin, H. Faull.

No. V.- Hidden Animals.”

CLASS . (Age limit: Twenty-five.)

WiNNER OF W. BUICHER AND SoNs8' No. 2 *“ Poum-Poy®
CaMera: Dolly Grylls, Park Gate, East Finchley, N.

CoN$OrLATION PRIZES have heen awarded to: (. H. Hotson,
Thorneliffe, Great Malvern, Worcestershire: Alfred Owen, %3
Marshall’s Cross Road, St. Helen's, Lancashire.

Hoxovrapte Mention: H. M. Hayman, W. A, Cudlipy,
Sydney A. Hurren, F. J, Lyons-Davis, Arthur 5. Atkinson,
W, G. Masefield, Eustace Bonsfield, J. C. T. Sheherd, F, K.
Searancke.

CLASS I, (Age limit: Sixteen.)

WINNER OF No. 2 ** Scovt” Cameras: H. Cust, Croylands,
Bury DPark, Luton, Beds.; M. 8. Clay, Albemarle Road,
Beckenham.

A COoNSOLATION I’RIzZE bas been awarded to: A. Baynes, 19
Warwick Street, Ececleston Square, 8.W.

Hoxourwnte MenTiON: Cyril 1. Reed, leslia H. Fox, Leslie
Thomson, Thomas Harrison, H. E. Foster, C, F. L. Ruck,
F. E. Laughton, V. J. Jones, C. W. B. Hill.

CLASS III. (Age limit: Twelve.)

WINNERS OF No. 2 “ BrownNik ' CAMERAR: Guy Morrison,
Salcombe House, Loughton, Essex; Arthur Chapman, \lling.
ton, Wherwell Noad, Guildferd.

Honovwrare Mention: D. H. Vawdrey. Donald Ronkabr,
Cupes, Graham B. Jardine, F. Tingle, James Sellar, Katelle
Bartlett, Angua Munro, H. H. Wheatley, Lionel Williams,
. R, C. 8snow, C, Burrell, J, ¥. Bishop.

No. VI.—' Photographic Competition.”

CLASS 1. (\ge limit: Twenty-five.)

WixxER oF SiNpOow Deverorek: Noel E. Lean, 6 Klmore
Road, Sheffield.

A CoxsoratioN [Prize has been awarded to: Erncst B
Holmes, Hayward Leigh, Tharplesy Bolton.

HoxocrranLr MeNTioN: M. C, Rhodes, Fred. C. Long, W. D.
Norris, Robert Barker, J. . Dunn, Archie Mackenzie, Harold
Brumwell, Henry W. Wilson, F. L. Wood.

CLASS I1. (Age limit: KEighteen.)

WixnNer oF Sanxpow DeveLoreR: G. M. Tyrrell, 23 Melville
Terrace, Edinyprgh.

CoxsorarioN DI'Rizes have heen awarded to: Henry Pons
ford, 10 Netherall Gardens, Hampstead, N.W,: R. E, Dickia-
son, Grove House School, Highgate, N.; Archibald I'. Olson,
202 (ioldhawk Noad, W.

HoxoUraste MeENTION: Henry Kingscote, Alfred K. Wheat
Tey, W. L. Taylor, Owen C. Howse, W. Hick, William Cook,
W. & I. Holt, Fred. Caddy. C. E. Tavener, John Gray, Eric
8. Hallett, Wilfrid Morley, Jd, T. Irédale, J. E. Harerave,
John Tyson, Percy Owen, H. Mancel Sims, John H. Young.
W. Anslem Contes, H. F. Mackie, C. Turner, Graham Hunt.

CLASS 1. (Age limit: Fourtecn)) ,

WinNsER or Sikpow Deverorer: Cedrie Stokes, 60 Iarkhill
Road, Hampstead, N.W.

A Coxsorariox PPrizk has been awarded to: J. Mounsey,
Erdington, near Birmingham.

HoworRrwsLr MexTion: Derothy Porter, N. . Moore, C. C.
Goodall, €. Till. H. W. Todd, W, J. M. Menzies, David Halk
M. W. Hooker, G. H. Berry, Douglas Callingham.

Comments on the August Competitions.

Winners of Conmsolation Prises are requested to Inform the Editor which they would prefer—a volume ('),! ‘{'he
‘“Captain,’’ *“Strand,’’ ‘“ Sunday Strand,”’ ** Wide World,’® or one of the following books—** J. 0. Joaes, Talss
of Greyhbouse,’’ * Actoen's Feud,’' *‘ The Heart of the Prairie."’

No.I. —There were a large number of competitors for the
“ Triumph ** bhicycle, and one enterprising candidate must
have gent in at least four dozen attempts! As, however, they
were practically all on the same lines he did not gain the ad»
vantage his zeal deserved. Many competitors expressed the
samc idea seversl times in their lists, and so failed to get the
variety which was necessary. Others confined themselves
entirely to topical sayings, forgetting that such a phrase as
*“ Good Morning ' is used by all classes, while the catch words
of the day are not. The standard list obtained by voting
wag:—

1. Good morning (including good afternoon and evening,
etc.) 2. Good-bye. 3. If you please. 4. Thank you, or No
thank you. 5. KExcuse me. 6. Good (or bad) weather. 7. How
are you? 8. Beg your pardon. 9, Al right. 10, Good
gracious. 11. By Jove.* 12. Hurry up.

*Or Don’t mention it.

No. 11.—No one managed to get fewer than three mistakes,
hut the competition was undoubtedly a difficult one, and the
prize.-winners have every reason to he satisfied with the result
of their efforts.

No. III.—A very popular competition. Quite a large num-

ber of competitors apoiled their chances by not reading the
question carefully and sending in un eleven instead of four
teen men, or a representative team of gentlemen and pro-
fessionals. The winning list wasg: —

Hayward (Captain). Rhaodes. Arnold.
Hirst. Lilley. Strudawick.
Tyldesley. l.ockwood. Denton.
Braund. W. G. Quaife. Barnes.

J. Gunn, Hargreave,

No, IV.—\ most amusing competition. One met 3 certaid
number of old friends, but many new ones as well, and it
was n dificult task to select the moat humaoroue. "

No. V.—As usual, this was s very popular comjwtitios,
though therc were not so many in Class III. ag T som&
times have. In every class there were some who got ntl the
pictures right. The correct list will be found on an adver-
tisement page.

No. VI.—Taken altogether, photographs thig momh were
rather below the average in quality, but there were severd
creditable productions in Class 11., while Noél E. Lean's €X'
cellent ** Brownie " pictures werc casily first in Clast 1.

Tae CompeTition EpIToR.
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The Latest in Railway Signalling.
Scon the trains on British railways will them-
geltes work the signals which ensure their
safety. The signalman and his cabin will he
scen no more except at junctions and large
stations. This is essentially an American idea,
bat now two large railways in this country, the
North Eastern and London and South Western
will soon have extensive automatic signalling
installations at work. Before long the latter
company will have no less than seventy miles
of track under auto-
matic control. In the
system employed on
this line, the normal
position of each signal
is at “clear” instead
of at “danger,” as is
the case with manual
signals. The track is
divided into * block sec-
tions” by means of in-
sulating joints in the
rails. Within  these
sections the rails are
joined  together by
bond wires so as to
form a circuit for the
flow of electric current.
Each track-circuit is
provided with a bat-
tery situated at the far
end from the signal-
post, which is fitted
with an electro-pneu-
matic valve and other
mechanism. So long
as the current is flow-

mains at clear, but
when a train enters a
block section it creates
a short circuit, the
current flowing
through the wheels and
axles from rail to rail

AUTOMATIC PNEUMATIC
SIGNALS ON THE L. &
8.W. RY.—A VERY
AMERICAN IDEA,

ing the semaphore re-

MECHAP«IS:M AT BASE OF AN AULOMATIC PNEUMATIC
SIGNAL.

on account of their lower resistance. This re-
sults in a number of important things happen-
ing, i.e., the air holding the home signal at
“clear” is allowed to escape, and the sema-
phore goes to the “ danger ” position by gravity.
This action causes the distant signal to go to
“danger ” also, and at the same time the distant
signal controlling the block behind is still held
at danger. As soon as the train has cleared the
block section, the short circuit ceases and the
signal again resumes its normal or “clear”
position. Any breakage of a rail or other acci-
dent short circuits the track battery and puts
the signals to danger.

A Truly Marvellous Invention.

Whno can essay in these times of rapid change
to tell what even but ten years of inventive
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THI1S PHOTO SHOWS HO\\.‘
SCULI'TOR MACHINE IS

progress will bring forth? In the
days of our grandfathers, portrai-
ture by photography was in its in-
fancy, and what marvellous strides
it has made since then! How
cheaply by the aid of sun, negative,
and paper can we obtain lifelike
pictures of our friends! In less
democratic times none save the
wealthiest could afford to have his
“ portrait taken,” which meant the
requisition of the services of some
well-known painter and many hours
of tedious “sitting.” Even to-day
you must needs be well-to-do to be
sculptured. But now it seems that
too is quickly to be changed.
Sir A. Conan Doyle and Mr. W. G.
Jones have just introduced into this
country a marvellous Italian inven-
tion which will scon render it no
more expensive for you to have your

1y

THE ITALIAN
WORKED.

features immortalised in iarh),
than to have your photo taken.

The accompanying photograph
illustrate this * mechanieal seulp-
tor.” To generalise, this inganigy
apparatus seems to be an elaboratigy
of certain machines to be seen iy
moulding shops which, working oy
a die, cut an exactly similar patter
or design out of wood or othe
material. In this case, however, th
human face serves as the (i,
Scarcely touching you, the operator
outlines your face with the machine'
“ pointer,” and all the whila the
mechanically operated cutters more
in sympathy on the stone or marble,
hewing out an exact facsimile of
your face or form. The mechanica
sculptor now at work at Batterses
can cut two copies of any object at
the same time, but it is being en.
larged so as to have a capacity for
four or more simultaneous models.
In working this machine, the opera-
tor who has control of the pointer
begins with the most prominent part
of the model—in a face, this would
be the nose—gradually working in
small circles over the whole surface
of the object to be modelled. The
slightest movement of the pointer
has its effect on the steel cutters
which hew away the marble—on
which water is sprinkled so as to
prevent overheating.

J A K

AND HERE WE HAVE A NEARER VIEW OF THREE
DIFFERENT STAGES OF A HEAD BEING FINISHED.




WHY THE WILD WAVES LAUGHED.

Y

toam BKOWHE

Vou. X.—13

SEEDY PAsSENGER : “ What's for dinner to-day, steward?”
STEWARD : * To-day, sir? Oh. pea-soup, roast pork, sheep’s head, plum pud—"
Seepy Passexcer: “Ugh! Bring me an apple.”

Drawn by Tom Browne, R.I.
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Etapa and Zinthala, son and daughter of Fire Cloud, an
Oglalu ¢hief, are held in captivity by Tali Gun, an Ujibwa
village headman. Taking advantage of a favourable oppor.
tunity, one spring day, the boy and girl make a desperate
dash for liherty, and set off across the wilderness in the
directiun of their home, eight hundred miles distant. For
a time they elude the pursuing Ojibwas, but at length they
walk into a trap and find to their consternation that they
are hemmed in by Tall Gun's trailers.

CHAPTER VII.
As THE Rapsits Hipe.
VEN as the boy stood, con-
sidering how he might
best cover his tracks in
the sand, two men ap-
peared, not five bow-
shots distant, walking
down to the water's edge.
Nothing but instant
flight and a cunningly
blinded trail could save
the little voyagers.

Etapa sped back to
camp, and, as he burst
into the opening, Zint-
kala read  the evil tidings in his excite-
ment. She had already buried the embers
of a smokeless fire of charred wood, had

Being an account of the Strange
Adventures of Etapa and Zintkala,
son and daughter of Fire Cloud,
Chief of the Red Indian tribe of
Oglalas.

Y FRARKLINWEILESCALKINS,

Author of * The Bullet-Maker's Strategy '’
and ** Our Uninvited Guest.”

packed their blankets and other articles in two
small, tight rolls, and she looked at her brother
with a scared, inquiring face. He put up a
warning hand until he had come very near.

“ The Raratonwan ! ” he said. “ They are com-
ing—we must go quickly.”

As by a lightning stroke the sister’s mind re-
verted to the mysterious visit of the wolf.
“Brother I ” she said, as Etapa seized his pack,
* sung-manitu said thus—go in this direction1”

“1It is so,” said Etapa, struck by the thought,
“ we should have gone more quickly.” He looked
at the ducks in his hand. It would not do to
leave so much as a feather upon the trail they
must make, and he flung his birds into the brook.
“Come,” he said. They did not run; they slipped
into the bushes at a light and hurried walk. The
sister followed the brother, and their feet almost
unconsciously sought the bare, hard spots, while
their bodies weaved from side to side to avoid
a tell-tale contact with the evergreen bush.

A swift change had come over the buoyant,
hopeful children of the morning. All the helpful
spirits, the birds and animals, had seemed to
be aiding in their escape from the Ojibwa.
Suddenly the enemy had come upon them, and
they were flung upon their own resources in this
desperate case. The flushed and confident faces
of so late n moment were drawn and pinched,
and a pair of bloodless, breathless waifs, like
ephemeral shadows, flitted from bush to bush.

In this swift, silent walk they progressed in a

Copyright in the United States of America by FLEMING H. REVELL Co.
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general direction toward the tamarack swamp;
yet ltapa was continually taking sharp, zigzag
courses, now and then going back upon his trail
as the fox-chased rabbit does. He had no pos-
sible doubt that the upper reaches of this neck of
bush land were guarded closely by watching,
listening Indians, or that the men below would,
within a brief time, discover their night camp
and their line of flight. Therefore he and
Zintkala must keep going, if need be until night-
fall, unceasingly dodging and warily listening for
hostile sounds.

Suddenly a gun boomed in the rear. To their
scared ears the sound was as if a shot had been
fired at them from the bush near at hand. But
far away to northward another gun answered,
and they knew the first shot had announced the
discovery of their tracks or their camp, and the
second had been fired in answer to a precon-
certed signal. Then a still more distant gun
report told them that at least three parties of
the enemy hemmed them in upon the neck.

Instinctively, Etapa changed his course, going
--as ear and eye decided—in a straight line in
the direction of the second gun shot. On this
track they advanced swiftly until the boy's
instinet told him it was time to stop and listen.
Then they squatted under the bushes, and, with
ears close to the ground, remained silent for
some minutes.

Suddenly there was a rustling of the young
pines, and a snapping of twigs, which told of the
rapid approach of some creature. A brief
moment of listening decided the matter. A man
was coming! How the young ears were strained
and the little hearts ceased to beat that the
direction of those footfalls should be accurately
judged! And what faint, long sighs of relief
were breathed when it became evident that only
one man was within hearing, and that he was
going by upon one side, paralleting their course!

Etapa then considered. If there had been
several wmen, and they had all passed, making no
discovery, he would have gone straight forward,
at least for a considerable distance. But that
way lay danger even greater, perhaps, than in
the rear, and so again he turned their course
toward the tamarack swamp and again resumed
the tactics of zigzagging and doubling. And no
hunter, merely crossing the trail thus made,
could have discovered it except by accident or a
prolonged and infinitely patient search. But the
best tracker of Tall Gun’s band would doubtless
shortly be put upon their trail at the other end.

After making their way ig laborious fashion
for some distance toward the marsh the fugitives
came upon a slight stony ridge the far slope of
which extended to the open swamp. Etapa
turned to his sister with a sudden light of anima-

tion in his eyves. Zintkala's pale, dr'mn faue
e~punded with an eager flush of (,omprohonsnoa
and again their hearts beat hopefully.

Heve, where the bush was not so thick, they
made their way more rapidly, steppmg from
stone to stone, very certatn that no human enemy
could trail them upon such ground. This trag
of rocky soil continued, lying along the marsh,
for a considerable distance.

Etapa led the way to within a short distance of
the marsh's edge, then followed whera th
stones were thickest, taking a course parallelt
its irregular curves. Thus they actualy
travelled for a considerable distance back toward
their night ecamp. This course they followed s
long as the stones lay thick upon the ground.
They had to stoop low at times to keep their
bodies under cover.

When they were at the end of the stony tract
they had reached a point well down toward
where the bog marsh connected with the lake,
and had made nearly a half-circnit of their camp.
Beyond the two gun shots, and the man running
among the bushes, they had heard nothing of
their encmies,

Etapa now cast his eyes about for an incon-
spicuous place of hiding. He finally selected a
thin strip of shrub pine, upon the verge of the
bog land, where the bush was barely sufficient to
cover a prostrate hody from prying eyes.

Within this thin fringe of bush—the last covert
that a civilised person would have chosen—the
Sioux children took to cover after the manner
of the rabbits. They chose, with the instinct of
wild things, each a spot sheltered by slightly
raised boulders and a thin veil of pine foliage.
“ach spread a blanket in double folds and lay
at full length upon it. Aud here they rested
silently, with watchful eyes and wary ears, well
knowing that a number of Ojibwa hunters were
at the other end of their morning's trail and
following with more than the persistence of
wolf pack. The children were now wholly depen-
dent for safety upon their success in having made
a blind trail. As to immediate danger, they
were not much worried, yet, as the sun rose high
and beat warmly upon their covert, each fought
a mental battle with drowsiness. They lay thus
wearily until the afternoon was waning, seeing
or hearing nothing to alarm.

Then their still alert ears caught slight sounds
as of some creature walking in the shallow water
of the bog marsh. Soon a softly-measured
tread, marked by the light plash and drip of
water as a foot was lifted or immersel, told
the intent ears that a man was approaching
wading along shore. With bated breath,
with animation guspended save as nature
concentrated it upon the sense of hearing
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' e fupitise waifs lay inert as the stones beside turned toward the open swamp. As their eyey
’ t:m ' thus rested upon a space veiled lightly by the
them.

y - THEY DID NOT STIR SO MUCH AS AN EYELID WHILE AN OJIBWA
' WADED SOFTLY BY. ‘

 Both, as it happened, and chiefly for interest pencil growth of pine, a man came within their
" passing flights of water-fowl, had their faces range of vision and so close at hand that a



hiding deer would scarcely have held its covert
in their places. '

Yet these two did not stir so much as an eye-lid
while an Ojibwa, who could almost have touched
the bush fringes with his gun, waded softly by,
stepping in shallow water between the first bogs
of the wet ground. The man was young and 2
stranger to the voyagers—thus they knew that
Bimidji's young men, of another pine-woods
village, had joined with Tall Gun’s in the chase.
In the same instant their torture of fear was
lightened by noting that the hunter’s eyes were
intent upon the tufts of grass which clothed the
bogs and drooped into the water. Evidently
their trail had been lost when their enemies
reached the stony ground'!

This man supposed they might have crossed
the marsh somewhere about this point where
the reach of open bog and water was narrowest,
and he was keenly scanning the feathered float
of grass for sign of any fresh displacement. In
fact, he was looking into the shallow water for
their tracks! The man was very cunning-—such
was the thought of his breathless watchers, and
it was with intense relief that they heard the last
drip of water from his moccasined heels.

The trail hunter passed so close that had he
turned his head to peer intently for an instant
into the feather-like fringe of pines he must
certainly have discovered the hiders. But, such
was the wisdom of these prairie children, it is
almost equally certain the hunter would have
been astonished at their choice of covert.

Again, had the hunter’s faculties been less
intently engaged and those of the fugitives less
utterly repressed, he might, by his wilderness
instinct, have felt their near. presence and so
have turned his eyes upon them,

Buch was the ordeal through which the Sioux
children had consciously yet instinctively passed.
The rebound of joyful emotion when the danger
had gone by was almost more than either could
endure in silence. The little girl even found
humour in the situation, and she almost laughed
ontright as she recalled how the man’s toes had
curled each time as he lifted them from the
water. Evidently there was ice at the bottom.

Etapa’s elation ran very high, for he felt very
certain this man’s report would keep any whom
he should meet from going over the same ground.
But there was also a sobering second thought
in the knowledge that other Ojibwas had joined
Tall Gun’s young men in the pursuit. This might
very well mean that 'Lizbet was dead and her
people (relatives) were bent upon revenge.

So wearily he lay, as did his sister, breathing
with soft regularity, relaxing no whit of vigi-
lance. It was a matter not only of life or liberty,

but of honour now, to foil these hated Ojibyy
Again, however, their faces were turned to i
swamp where flocks of ducks hurtled by iy
almost continuous flight. Blue wings, grey
wings, black and white with flashes of red ay
gold—swiftly the procession passed, whistligg
upon the wind like swift flights of missiles,

Now and then a flock of white-faced gee
skirted the edge of the marsh, flying low—y
low that their dove-coloured breasts and grea
spread of wing seemed, for an instant, to how
protectingly over the hidden voyagers. Yet th
wary watchers well knew that in these cloe
flights there was an element of danger to then
solves. Should any suspicious stir or glint o
colour catch the cocked eye of the wary leader o
one of these flocks his whole herd would g
hurtling and squalling skyward, as plain a sign
to the watchful Ojibwa as the red light of a camp
fire. So, hungry and bone-weary, the littk
voyagers lay close in covert until night gathere
its curtain close about them and they were fre
to move with little danger of being seen.

CHAPTER VIII.
Into THE TAMARACK SWAMP.

ICARIPL-KIN, the stars,
were glimmering her
and there out of a hay

1\ - e

sky, but all the bud
s T land lay mottled i
% ‘ thick darkness, anl
‘ the open stretch o
bog and water showed
only as a faintly see
and uncertain spact.
hemmed with a black
wall which marke
the line of the tamarack swamp.

This swamp, if it were passable for the feel
offered a line of retreat from the surrounding
bush land, where certainly no trail could be
followed beyond the extreme edge, and not ther
if the steps were taken with proper care.

Etapa was not certain of the depth ont wher
the bog had shown only tufts of grass abor
the water's surface, but the wader had taught
him as well as Zintkala that at the bottom of
the bog was solid footing of ice and froet
ground. The marsh ice had been covered earl
with an overflow of melted snows, and it o0 !#f
thawing by degrees. |

The boy spoke to his sister in low tones, the
general confusion of night sounds in this seas®
of bird migration making it safe todoso.

*Qlder sister,” he said, “we shall go hither

&% i 1‘ v
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far among those thick trees and there hide for
another sun.”

They rolled their blankets and effects in close
pundles and tied them to their backs about the
waist, Zintkala saying nothing.

Etapa led the way and they stepped from some
close-lying boulders into the water, where there
were few bogs and little grass. They walked
very carefully, lifting their feet high and put-
 ting them straight down to displace as little as
possible of the dead vegetation. They had not
waded long until they were sure that no one
~ wou'd follow them far into the swamp. The
. sater was much colder than that of the lakes,
and tho ice at bottom scon benumbed their feet.

The water wis nowhere more than knee-deep,
* but even so its chill became well nigh unendur-
able. No man could here have waded for a great
' length of time. But there was capture or death
~ hehind the little voyagers, and they pushed ahead
with cramping feet and chilling bones. When
they reached the tamarack trees they were com-
pelled to seek low-lying limbs, of the larger
growth, and to stand upon them, beating their
moceasined feet until the blood returned to
them.

Then, hungry and still shivering, they began
to thread their way into the depths of a swamp
where the growth of small tree trunks was so
dense as sometimes to compel them to turn
their bodies edgewise, pulling their bundle rolls
after them, in order to advance. The water was
everywhere half knee-deep and the gloom
intense. Now and then, through the skeleton
web overhiead, one particularly bright star glim-
mered, and its fitful twinkle was all the guide
they had. For the most part they made their
way by feeling. Etapa trailed his unstrung bow
and bundle in one hand and with the other
searched the spaces in his front, and Zintkala
followed, treading as closély as possible upon his
heels, never daring to drop beyond arms’ reach.
Thus, slowly and with infinite patience, they
advanced into the heart of a perilous swamp.
Wherever they could find a limb of considerable
size thrust across their path they endeavoured to
climb upon it in order to beat warmth into their
feet. Sometimes this was possible and some-
times, because of the thick growth overhead,
they were compelled to creep beneath or to pass
around. In spite of these occasional respites
from the biting cold of ice-water, their feet in
time became 50 numb and their legs so cramped
that they groped their way stumblingly, nerved
ouly by the necessity of foiling their enemies.
I:IOUbtvless the unspoken thought of each was
\‘:‘at they might easily perish in this unknown
SWamp - for it was better to die here than again
b fall into the hands of the Ojibwa.
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How many dreadful hours were passed in
threading the mazes of the tamarack swamp
cannot be known. The voyagers’ feet and legs
at length became so numb and useless that they
were barely able to drag them over the rough
under surface, pulling themselves forward by
grasping the limbs or small trunks of trees.
They could no longer pound life inte their legs,
even upon a fallen log which they attempted to
stand upon.

“ Brother,” said Zintkala, after a weary time,
‘“ brother, I perish. [ cannot walk.” Her teeth
were chattering so that she could hardly speak
the words.

“ Come, Tanksé, let us go on yet a little longer,”
urged Etapa. *“ We shall find some large fallen
tree and lie upon it to rest.”

They did not find the tree, but, after painfully
dragging their limbs some little distance further,
they came suddenly upon a small open plat of
marsh grass—-such as is often found, a little
oasis in the tamarack woods—where the ground
lay quite above the water’s level. Half-frozen,
faint with hunger, and dizzy with fatigue, they
stumbled upon this dry grass as those who are
drowning clutch the plank of safety.

Zintkala fell in a heap, her limbs cramping,
her teeth chattering, too exhausted for a warm-
ing exercise. She had clung to her blanket roll
mechanically. Etapa, though he shook as with
a fever chill, was yet able to keep his feet. He
stamped about clumsily but manfully, erying out
to his sister that she should do as he did. In
thus tramping and attempting to jump he
stumbled backward over a dead tree which had
fallen across the opening. As he crashed among
the branches some animal of the cat tribe sprang
from its warm nest, spitting and growling
angrily. This creature scrambled into a near
tree-top and continued to menace the intruders
with angry snarls.

Somewhat frightened by the threats of the
cat, Etapa decided to build a fire. As there was
no wind blowing he knew that the smoke must
go upward and could hardly carry a telltale scent
to the enemy.

Following the dead tree to its broken tops, he
soon secured an armful of fagots, and, with a
wisp of dry grass for kindling, speedily had a
snapping fire going. As the blaze crept out upon
the grass he stamped it out with his wet
moccasins, and so prevented the disaster of tale-
telling light upon the sky. The tamarack sticks
burned briskly, and Zintkala crawled on her
hands and knees into the grateful warmth.

Seeing her condition, Etapa piled on more
sticks, and both sat with their benumbed feet
thrust almost into the flames. Ah, how good
was the heat ! It was truly waste-ste. But they



were no sooner warm than hunger pinehed them
anew.

ETAT'A, AFTER
MUCH DIFFICULTY,
SUCCEEDED IN POKING

THFE. FISH OFF ITS I'ERCH.

While they sat warming their fee{
they heard ‘the wiideat seramble
away among the trees, but soon a
saucy owl, perched near at hand,
shrieked at them mockingly, “ Hu-
hoo ! hu ! who-whoo!” and had they understood
English they might have answered after the
manner of the lost son of Erin—*“ None, sor, that
yer honour should be envyin'.”

Aftar a long time, when they were thoroughly
dry and warm, they wrapped themselves tightly
in their blankets, and, in spite of a gnawing
hunger, slept.

It was not yet daylight when the chill air
awoke Zintkala, who sat up to draw her blanket
more closely around her, and instantly was
stricken with fright. The sky was obscured and
the darkness intense. None who do not know
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by experience the oppressive blackness of ,
tamarack swamp upon

a rayless night ey

imagine its effect upon the mind of this Indian
girl. It was a weird, dank darkness which
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carried a positive conviction of the reign of
ander-world spirits, She was smitten with the
fear of the water-god of the Dakotas, the fabled
monster of the wakan-wicasa, or medicine men.

«Hoye, younger brother,” she called, in a
sharp, low voice, “ awake quicklyl I am afraid
of Unk-1é-hi.” She thrust out a hand and shook
him, repeating her appeal.

«He-hee, why do you thus wake me?” he
grumbled. Shh-te!"” she warned. *Unk-té-hi
will hear you, and the under-water people will
surely devour us."”

At this the boy sat up, shivering. He, too,
was stricken with the fear of Unk-té-hi and his
under-water beasts.

“Let us keep very still,” he murmured, “ and
pray to the thunder spirits. Perhaps they will
keep the evil ones from finding us. Do you not
think, older sister, that they have made it very
dark against the under-water beasts?”

“It is very dark,” she muttered, “ but do not
speak further, younger brother.”

An unwonted, and, as it seemed to these
children, a dreadful silence had fallen upon the
earth. They did not know it, but a fog had risen
and hung densely in the woods, and upon the
waters. The migrating birds and woodfolk, see-
ing nothing, had fallen to rest. A dead stillness
reigned save that now and then an intermittent,
rasping shriek seemed to pierce all the black
depths of the woods, and once a horrible, terrible
laugh fell out of the sky. The children were
too much frightened to recognise the cries of
the swamp owl, and of that unerring swimmer,
diver, and flier, the loon. They heard only the
voices of Unk-té-hi and his evil ones, who, they
doubted not, were seeking to devour the invaders
of their dismal swamp.

They snuggled, trembling, close together, and
could only whisper the hope that Wakinyan, the
spirit of thunders, enemy of Unk-té-hi, had cast
a black robe over the woods to blind the evil
one. Fervently, but with scarcely audible voices,
they prayed to the spirits of the upper air to
protect them.

With the coming of light they felt that their
prayers had been answered and their fears passed
to give place to the gnaw of hunger. Because
of the fog in the swamp, no living thing was
to be seen or heard.

“Caine, older sister, let us go from here,” said
tl}e brother, and with a hopeless face the little
girl packed her bundle. There was no mark of
land or sky to guide them, but they felt that they
must g3 while they yet had strength to with-
stand the cold wading.

Etapa found traces in the dry grass of their
tracks in coming in upon the opening, and they
left, gaing in the opposite direction. Again the

dismal wading with water from ankle to knee
VoL X.—14
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deep, and the same wedging and winding amid
rough, close standing tree trunks, and with the
barest flicker of befogged skylight overhead.

There was a single element of cheeriness amid
the gloom, for again they heard the whistle of
wings overhead, the booming call and the far-off
murmur of innumerable water-fowl.

In order to keep a single course, Etapa would
fasten his eye upon the farthest tree trunk to be
seen ahead, and when this was reached would
look on to the next. But there were spots where
the small growth stood so close he could only
have made a straight path, laboriously, with his
hatchet. So the small trail-maker would turn,
as he supposed, at a direct angle, until he could
pass the thick growth, and take up his former
direction. Even to a forest-bred Indian, the
tamarack swamp is an intricate puzzle, and the
prairie-bred boy was no match for its mazes.

On and on waded the fugitives, veering to this
direction or that as necessity demanded, becom-
ing more and more confused, cold and
thoroughly wretched as no outlet from the swamp
appeared. They were rejoiced when rarely they
found a fallen or a leaning tree upon which they
could beat their cold feet and rest.

After a fearful length of time, famished with
hunger, and ready to drop from the cold-water
cramp and fatigue, they came out of the dreadful
woods to set their feet gladly again upon dry
ground, only to find, to their later amazement,
that they had performed the miracle of the lost,
and had returned exactly to the starting point.
Again, of necessity, they built a fire of the dead
tree's branches to warm their chilled legs and
dry their clothes, and here they knew they must
stay until the sun should shine.

CHAPTER IX.
Tur EacrLes ProviIDE.

HEY felt quite safe
from search of the
Ojibwa, for who
would risk life
wading in this
dreadful swamp
upon the mere
chance of discover-
ing his friend or
his enemy? There-
fore, seeing that
the smoke went up-
ward, they piled
wood upon their
fire without fear
of the trail hun-
nothing now for
hours, they were

ters. But,
more than

having eaten
twenty-four
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desperately hungry. Ktapa fashioned some
blunt-end arrows from young tamarack—-
for he would not use his “ war arrows” except in
defence-—and, walking about the small ocasis,
scanned all the tree-tops in search of squirrels or
small birds. The only sign of life the boy could
discover, Lowever, was at the far end of the grass
plat, where several dead trees stood upon the dry
ground. In the top of one of these trees there
was a huge stack of small sticks so interwoven
among the limbs as to impress upon the Indian
boy a permanent dwelling of some large animal.
For, though he had seen many bird’s nests—the
eagle’s among others—built of sticks, he had
never seen one anything like so large, or with an
appearance so solid and permanent.

Despite the gnaw of hunger, the lad was
curiously interested in this immense tepée of the
tree-tops, and he sat upon the grass for a long
time considering it. He finally reached the con-
clusion that mato sapa, the black bear, might
have built his summer liome where he could lie
end enjoy the cool winds, and perhaps at times
there were young bears living in the stick wig-
wam.

He was thus sitting and puzzling in his mind
when a big bird of white breast came flapping
heavily out of the fog, flying low over some
young tamaracks, and struggling with a large
live fish in its talons. The bird dipped down-
ward, evidently having a hard time of it—for the
fish was wriggling violently—then soared upward,
in an attempt to alight upon the stick house,

In doing so the captor struck its prey heavily
upon the edge of its nest, and the fish, suddenly
wrenching itself free, fell to the ground. Doubt-
less the eagle would have recovered it, but Etapa
pounced upon the godsend with a cry of wonder
and triumph.

He forgot all caution, and ran through the fog
shouting with gladness. *See—see, sister,” he
cried, * what a bird has brought! It is certain
Wakinyan has sent this fish!”

And Zintkala, too, cried out with wonder and
joy, saying that surely they must now know that
the thunder spirits had heard their prayers.
“Younger brother,” she said, “it is signified that
we should not go from here until Wi (the sun)
gives his light.”

Reverently, this child of nature prepared and
broiled the fish, and in no less devout spirit,
though tortured with hunger, the two ate of it.
Who shall say that He whose ravens fed Elijah
was less mindful of these truer children of the
wilderness?

When they had finished eating, Etapa pro-
cured some bark from a cluster of willows upon
the grass land, and, filling his wooden pipe,
smoked to the spirit of thunders, pointing the
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pipe’s stem toward the huge fish-eagle’s nest
he exhaled the vapour. As if in answer to pj
prayers, the bird returned presently bearing
another fish in its talons. This time the eagle
alighted without difficulty upon its nest. j
moment later a piercing seream sounded out, of
the fog, and the bird's mate swooped acrnss to
the nest, also bearing a fish.

Etapa and Zintkala approached with awe i
their faces. They wished to speak to the birds,
and to show a humble and grateful spirit before
them. But the eagles both flew away. The one
bore its prey, the other left a fish upon the great
nest. .

By means of a pole which he cut, Etapa
climbed into the branches of a tree which stood
alongside, and, after much difficulty, succeeded
in poking the fish off its perch. It was now
quite evident to him that a pair of fish-eagles
had built the “house tepée,” but he none the less
devoutly believed that the birds were obeying
some wakan-waste, or good spirit, in bringing
and leaving the fish. Doubtless the eagles had
thought that two fishes were enough for two
small Dakotas, and so had carried one away for
their own eating,.

“Ho, Tanké,” said the boy, when he had de-
scended, “ we shall stay here a long time, I think,
for the Ojibwa cannot find us. They will say
the Dakotas have perished.”

“The smoke goes upward to the abode of
Wakinyan—it is so,” said Zintkala.

“ Hoye, sister, let us make here a small tepés,
so that rain will not fall on us,” urged the boy.

“We have no skins for the covering,” objected
Zintkala.

“ You shall see how it is,” said Etapa. “I will
put mmy blanket above the top.” And forthwith
he seized his tomahawk and attacked some
young tamarack growth to secure his poles.
Zintkala now produced a working kit from her
parfléche and began to make a pair of moccasins,
for those they wore were nearly ruined by wad-
ing and rough usage. In a little time the boy
had set up a number of stakes and fastened his
three-point blanket in the form of a tepée cover-
ing about the top.

“ See, sister, go into your lodge and there
work,” pleaded the lad, and Zintkala was
obliged to smile approval at the tiny affair. She
sat under the covering which came perhaps one-
third of the way down, and was barely sufficient
to have fended a light rain off her head and
shoulders. Still, this bit of shelter made her
feel more at home than she had done since leav-
ing her own Oglala village. She spread her
work about her and unconsciously assumed the
sir of a housekeeper.

Zintkala had been well taught at home.
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Although small for her age, and yet a mere child
in appearance, she had seen eleven winters when
taken from her mother’s tepée, and she had
peen taught to do all kinds of work, housewifely
and ornamental, which falls td the lot of an
industrious Dakota girl.

She had no cutting-board or patterns, but
she went very handily about making a plain
pair of moecasins.  As she worked, she desired
to be entertained, as was so often done at home,
by some pretty, thrilling or humorous story.
Therefore, she said to Etapa, who had seated
himself to watch and to eriticise her cutting and
stitching, “ Heo, young warrior, you who have
dreamed many curious things, tell me a story of
Ikto’.”

Etapa was already the story-teller of Firo
Cioud's family. He had two older half-brothers
who had been to war, but he, Ftapa, on account

of his influential Isanti relatives, had been

chosen to succeed to such hereditary distinctions
as the Dakotas recognise. He was to be a
medicine chief and keeper of records, and he
had been drilled by his grandfather (father’s
uncle) in much of the Oglala folklore. There
are no more vivacious or entertaining story-
tellers than may be found among Dakotas of good
memory, and a lively manner. Their method is
the method of nature, imitative in voice and
gesture. Ktapa was by nature a mimic, and he
had been drilled in story-telling from the time
that his vocabulary would permit.

Many of his stories were of Iktomi the spider,
a fabulous character, half-goblin, half-fairy, and
a pitifnl fellow into the bargain. Tktomi and his
escapades serve quite often a sober and in-
structive purpose, pointing a moral to the giddy,
the dishonest or the evil-minded.

_l‘)tapa liked now and then to give an exhibi-
tion of hig narrative talent, and he had not for a
long time had an opportunity. He was not
above flattery, and the sister's complimentary
:f(ldrvss pleased him, and so he told Zintkala a
funuy story which made her laugh very much.

“Younger brother,” she said, “you indeed
(II'L‘:I‘..I'll strange things.” And she laughed again
merrily,

“No,” declared Etapa, “my grandfather told
me that tale, younger sister. ’Twas no dream!”

Thas for a time the two enjoyed their new-
fOlIl‘l(I liberty, and the undisturbed use of their
motier tongue. Just before dark Zintkala held
‘"P » pair of rough moccasins she had finished.
‘See. brother,” she said, “they are for you. I
know, however, they are very awkwardly done,
for‘f had no try-pieces nor cutting-board.”

Etapa accepted the gift, as younger brothers
are wont to do, without comment.

his night, remembering the terrors of the
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night before, they Had supplied themselves with
a goodly heap of firewood. The flicker of the
fire was better than no light, although their little
blaze but emphasised the intensity of the dark-
ness which shut them in.

For a time, after they had eaten the last of
their fish, they sat close to their fire, talking in
low tones and shutting fears of Unk-té-hi out of
their minds. Again the rasping shrieks of the
swamp-owl pierced their ears, but they now
recognised the voice of the bira. The hollow
night-jarring notes of.a bittern came to them
from the far end of the grass plat, and the trill-
ing of numerous frogs began to be heard. The
distant howl of a timber wolf was welcomed, for
it admonished them that there was, somewhere
in the direction they wished to go, an end to the
swamp water. They knew that sung-manitu
would not wet his feet in cold water overmuch.

Still, with these friendly sounds and the light
of their fire to cheer, night brought to them the
terrors of their primitive beliefs. They suffered
so much from their fears of the unknown, tnat
they took turns in keeping the fire going.
Indeed, who may guess at the depths of suffer-
ing within the soul of each little lone watcher
sitting by that solitary campfire? Yet the com-
posure of each was effectively stoical.

CHAPTER X.
Trae Seirit Woobps.

. HE watcher slept at
- daylight, and when
both awoke the sun
was shining. They
had no meat for
breakfast, and the
birds had not
returned since hoth
had flown away to-
gether; so they
prepared at once
to leave the swamp
and continue their
: flight southward.

b Yet, while they
were tying their blanket rolls, the far-
away scream of an eagle was heard, and,
feeling sure that the bird was bringing a fish,
they sat upon the fallen tree and watched with
expectant faces.

It was but a moment when the eagle appeared,
again flying heavily and bearing a large fish. 1t
swooped downward, and was about to alight upon
its nest when up from the centre rose a creature
with hunched back, hatr standing on end, and a
snarling miaul of remonstrance.

The startled fisher dropped its prey to the
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ground and darted upward, wheehng high and
screaming angrily at the intruder upon its nest.
The bird poised for an instant, and then, with
whistling wings, swooped down to the attack.
The cat bounded upward with a fierce snarl
and a wild sweep of its paw. Some feathers
were struck from the eagle’s breast, but the bird
passed on, wheeling upward again, with con-
tinued shrill screams.

Suddenly there were two great birds poising
above the angry wildeat, which held its ground,
or rather the nest, with bristling back. The cat
was a big grey lynx with pointed ears and a
wicked spread of jaws. It had no mind to give
up the comfortable perch it had chosen for a
sun-warmed nap.

And now the oxeited little Dakotas watched a
combat the like of which it has been given few
to see —a strange and thrilling sight, a beautiful
game of fence played by accomplished hunters
and fighters of the wilderness. The cat upon
the nest, each bird in the air, sought by its
peculiar tactics to inflict without receiving
injury. ’

One after the other the poised eagles swooped
down, secking to strike the bouncing, spitting
lynx. Several times the cat leaped upward, turn-
ing cunningly in mid-air, and with an upward
stroke of one forepaw which, fairly delivered,
would have finished the charging bird. And
each time the four-foot alighted easily at the
point from which it had jumped. But the birds
had timed and calculated too many flights from
aloft to be caught by such wiles.

Suddenly, as the lynx leaped higher than ever
to meet its attack, an eagle flattened its wings,
retarding its progress the brief part of a second;
then, darting on with lightning speed, it struck
its talons into the scalp and ear of the vaulting
cat, as the latter spent its stroke.

Like hurled projectiles, lynx and bird were
borne over the edge of the nest and shot down-
ward, the cat squalling frightfully, the eagle
beating its wings, and, for a moment, almost
bearing up a creature of several times its weight.
Bird and beast had almost struck the ground
together when the eagle loosed its hold and
again, screaming defiance, soared spirally aloft.

“Ho, igmu hota” (grey cat), “you are a
coward ! ” shouted Etapa, as the lynx loaped away
among the dense tamaracks.

“And you, eagles,” cried the boy, arising and
looking up with great admiration, “ you are very
brave. I have scen that you fight well. I also
consider it a great favour that you have brought
another fish.”

And forthwith he secured the fish, which was
quite large enough to furnish a good breakfast.
Very gravely, however, the two considered the
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wisdom of building a fire now that the sun wy
shining. It hardly seemed likely thai tp,
Ojibwas would have lingered so long i thej
vicinity, and there were some dry sticks seat.
tered about which would make a fire with ny
much smoke.

Sa, in a little time, they had a breakfast ¢f
broiled fish smoking hot, and, greatly cheered
by this comforting meal, they took their bundls
and again waded into the swamp.

Etapa’s keen ears had taken strict account of
the howlings of a wolf during the night. Many
times he had turned himself facing the sound,
listening intently, noting the position of hig ﬁre
and the mimic tepée as he stood. Wlhere the
wolf sat howling was dry ground, open timber,
and at no great distance.

The position of the sun appeared a secure
guide, for the skeleton tops of the tamaracks
were nowhere thick enough to wholly cut off its
light. Their progress was slow but certain.
Their course, for the most part, led them through
a thick growth of young trees where there was
much stooping and even crawling over the hogg,
but fortunately very little water after half an
hour or so of advance. By this token they knew
that, at last, they were passing out of the dismal
swamp which had both terrorised and protected
them.

Of a sudden they came out upon dry ground
among tamaracks of thinner growth and larger
body. Above and in advance of these sturdier
trees there loomed the immense tops of sky-
scraping evergreens, and in a moment the little
voyagers were launched into tne marvellous
spaces and the stillness of a forest of Norway
pines.

The children had neither seen such trees nor
heard of them. They stood with awe and great
wonder in their faces, and their eyes turned
upward, following to dizzy heights the lines of
magnificent trunks which towered eighty or a
hundred feet before giving off a limb.

The ground upon which these trees stood was
quite level in surface with a slight rise away
from the swamp. It was covered with a carpet
of pine needles and cones, and was bare of small
growth, save here and there, where the midday
sun filtered a flickering light, there stood a pencil-
like growth of sickly ferns and conifers. The
pale yellow-green foliage, the tall wand-like
stems of these plants, standing under a faint
web of sunlight, frail, spiritual, delicate as the
tracery of old lace, gave a fairy-world appear-
ance to the solemn trunk-grown spaces.

To the prairie children this was indeed 2
wonderland. They trod softly, certain of step-
ping upon sacred ground. This might even be
the abode of the Wakan-Tanka of their mother®




people, the ?\"_aniyan Tﬂnka} f)f the Oglalas--
the Great Spint of all the world.

They were in doubt as to whether _they shou‘hl
uo forwsird boldly.  Such conduct might be dis-
leasing to the Maker of these wonderful trees,
and this spirit land in no way fitted for their rude
l)rest'll('(‘, . "

wwee. brother, these little ones,” breathed
Zintkala softly. She stood at a little distance
Jooking npon some frail baby pines, and she
spoke reverently, as one does before the new-
born mysteries of life.

« Are they not wonderful?” she asked.

#Imdeed, they are truly so,”
murmured Etapa.

For a time they forgot all else
save the mysteries before them,
aml went forward hesitatingly.
Among the vast aisles of tree
trunks there was no sign of life,
no stir of twig or leaf—there
never conld be stir of vegetable
life while those mighty trees
stood— and there was no breeze
to rustle the dense folinge of their
far-nway tops.

Although the children advanced
ever so softly they were startled
by their own footfalls, each little
snapping twig and cone sounding
its report like the breaking of a
fire-fagot. When they stood still
their own heart throbs oppressed
them, strumming upon their ears
as plainly as the beats of a con-
jurers drum.

Slowly, seeing nothing to alarm
or to stay them in this wonder
country, the voyagers gained in
confilence. They became accus-
tomed to the marvellous silence,
the awe-inspiring shadows, the
frail wooud-folk, and they went
forward more boldly.

But they walked slowly, their
eves often lifted to the wvast
height: of the tree-tops. Silently they prayed
to thes. trees, which they thought might reach
;P‘l"ﬂr'*l to the abode of Wakinyan, the thunder
qna

Occasionally Etapa stopped to exclaim, “Ece
tuwe kikésa!” (Who would believe it 1) Then,
Sartled at the explosive sounds of his own
voice, tie Jad would go on marvelling. At this
Use of her mother's favourite expression of
¥onder or disbelief, Zintkala would for the
moment, forget the presence of the mysterious
“,0"‘]3- Quickly in imagination she saw the in-
tide of a large Oglala tepée—-a tepée always
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covered with the best of skins, ornamented with
colvured figures of beasts and men, and of an
armoured horseman, a war-chief and hunter of
his nation a tepée whose floor was strewn with
soft skins and mattings, whose walls were hung
with ornamental work, and wherein want and
hunger had seldom entered.

THE POISED EAGLES
SWOOPED DOWN,
SEEKING 1O STRIKE
THE BOUNCING,
SPITTING LYNX.

In that beautiful retrospect a figure moved, a
straight and always neatly dressed woman—a
woman with a low, broad forehead, a wealth of
black hair, the whitest teeth, and the kindest
smile in all the Oglala towns. Oh, how the little
heart longed for that dear Sioux mother !

With her lips Zintkala murmured a prayer to
the tall trees. “O trees, O you wonderful ones,
help ye these little ones to go safely homeward.
You that reach so high, you may talk with
Wakinyan. Therefore ask the thunder spirits
that they shall take us by the hand.”

The two had quite forgotten their enemies,
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the Ojibwas. They seemed, indeed, to have
reached a strange country, far, far removed from
the hated Chippewa village. It is doubtful if
they would have been greatly astonished had
they suddenly emerged from this mysterious
world to find their native sage-bush plains and
the tepées of the Dakotas waiting to receive
them.

Presently, as they were looking ahead, a whir-
ring brown thing arose from the ground and
hurtled like a whizzing missile into the high
tree-tops. The thunder of its wings, a hollow
droning roar that was re-echoed from all the
vast walls of tree trunks, nearly stunned them.
The bird was a ruffed grouse, and the first thing
of life to startle them among the giant pines. It
settled upon a branch, but so high above their
heads as to seem a mere brown speck upon a field
of green,

When their eyes returned to earth Etapa was
astonished to see a cock grouse walking in his
front but a few steps distant, its ruff and tail
spread as it uttered a faint and warning little
“kroo- —kroo—kroo.” -

“It is for us,” said the boy, and fitting an
arrow to his bow he shot the bird. He picked
it up in the devout belief that the bird was a gift
from a beneficent spirit who ruled in the mys-
terious woods. “Older sister,” he asked, “do
you not think that we should smoke to these
trees?”’

“I think that you should make a smoke and
that we should pray to them,” replied Zintkala.

Etapa hesitated, seeing no dry wood at hand.
He could scrape together fallen twigs, but,
though fire is sacred, there was the chance that
it might displease Wakinyan to burn wood upon
his silent and holy ground. He struggled plainly
with this doubt, so that Zintkala read the
emotion in his face.

“Let us go farther, younger brother,” she
counselled. * If there be dry wood it will be for
our fire.”

When they came at last upon a fallen giant,
with broken limbs flung far and wide, they no
longer doubted. While Zintkala built a fire and
dressed the bird, Ktapa went somewhat apart
and smoked reverently, turning his pipe-stem
often to the trees.

Neither of the voyagers gave further thought
to the Ojibwa—so far did they seem removed
from all things human. They ate their bird
gratefully, strong in the sense of protection in
this land of spirit trees.

CHAPTER XI.
. Ertara Meers A Bear.

OR & good part of th
day  the  voyages
walked among i
gigantic pines. The
sun  had passed it
zenith  when  the
came suddenly to the
edge of the woods ang
into the open, lighte(
world.

Again they entered
upon “a burned-over
tract of unseen e
tent. But this time
the young  growtl

stood much higher than a man’s head. i

tremendous fire had raged some years before, and

a rain had fallen before its work had been quite

completed. Immense blackened stumps loomed

everywhere above the young pines and hard-
woods, and the charred and half-burned trunks
offered continuous obstruction to the walking.

It was an uncanny kind of country where the

young took vigorous root upon the ashes and

among the half-consumed skeletons of the dead.

The travellers would gladly have avoided
crossing this forbidding and difficult piece of
bush land, but there was no way round, for, on
the outskirts, lines of dead tree trunks with only
their tops burned off, like an army of cloud-
touching flagstaffs, extended as far as the eye
could reach.

It was with a sense of loss, almost of desola-
tion, that they passed out of the clear spaces of
the great trees, but once within the burnt-woed
jungle they gave themselves wholly to the task
of making their way across. There were
tangled thickets, heaps of charred refuse, briar
grown, and there was rough ground, and dark
holes tumbled with dead wood and débris, to
weary the body and depress the spirits. But the
sky was cloudless and the sun their guide, and
again they heard the aerial cries of migrating
geese, swans, brant and cranes. This talk of the
upper world served in a degree to balance the
dismal features of an irksome travel.

It was near mid-afternoon, and they were
slowly working their way for perhaps the
hundredth time over a raft of fallen trees, scsl-
ing the obstructions as noiselessly as a pair of
foxes, when they came upon a huge tree trunk,
a fallen giant, scarred with many fireholes, 50
Immense that they paused to gaze at this nev
wonder. .

Etapa was about to speak when they heard 3
stir among the bushes and upheaved tree-rooté




upon their right. Some person! An Ojibwa!
with fluttering hearts they sank to the ground.
But their fears were quickly reI.ieved, in part,
for the sound of claws scratching upon wood
admonished them that a large four-foot was close
at hand. )

And quickly thereafter the big one heaved
itself, scrambling heavily, upon the fallen tree
near its roots. Ieering fearfully from under
pushes, the children saw the shaggy hulk of
mato-sapa moving leisurely along the top of the
great log. Keeping on, ]1<? would pass almos‘;t
within arm’s veach, and Zintkala stirred as if
about to run.  She was greatly frightened, but
Ltapa kuew that it was now too late to run, so
he laid a warning hand upon her shoulder.

The bear advanced, a gaunt, ragged creature,
with humped shoulders and swaying head, until
its sharp snout and wicked little eyes were
brought to bear directly upon the half-hidden
bipeds beneath. Doubtless the animal had been
disturbed by the slight sounds of their approach,
and, supposing some small animal had come near
ite lair, had mounted the log to investigate.

The beast gave a sniff, a little “whoof!" of
liscovery, and glared down upon the unhappy
vovagers, apparently minded to pounce upon
them in a twinkling.

Then Itapa, who was nearest the bear, believ-
g that his last moment had come, was seized
with a fierce thrill of emotion. He leaped to his
feet anl struck the astonished four-foot a hard
rap with his bow.

The result was two sharp surprises. The bear,
frightencd beyond measure by this strange and
unespected attack, turned a back somersault oft
the log and lunged away among the bushes,
grunting with fear and the pain of a keen stroke
upon its snout. Etapa, unbelieving that he could
have won a victory so easily, climbed upon the
log to see if truly the bear had run away. When
he realised that the animal had wholly fled and
would not return to attack, his fortune seemed
vet quite too great for belief. He turned slowly
to look down at Zintkala,

She was gazing at him wonderingly and with
an understanding of his emotion. “Younger
brother  she asked gravely, “is it indeed true
that yon have struck mato-sapa?”

.The boy's face flushed. “I did indeed strike
him st vongly upon the face,” he said, his eyes
glo\_‘v‘ing. He leaped to the ground and took the
position and posture in which he had delivered
the. stroke, “I hit mato-sapa thus,” he said,
striking the log with his bow.

But Ziutkala had both seen and heard the
blow, and she did not need further proof. “Ho,
foung warrior, vou have counted coup on mato-
S3pa; henceforth choose ye a name,” she said.

-~ ACROSS THE WILDERNESS. —%

And it may be savfel-y said that no moment of
greater pride or elation was ever reached in the
lives of the little voyagers.

From the point of view of the plains Indian,
to strike a dead enemy with the coup-stick or
a weapon of war was more honourable than to
slay him. For, they said, if you are near
enough to strike the dead you must have advanced
within the enemy’s lines or have driven him from
his position. You can shoot and kill your foe
from a safe distance or when you are in retreat.

But the highest honour to be attained in a
single exploit was to strike a living enemy, and
to hit a live bear with a weapon in hand was
an event to give even a tried warrior a new
name.

Etapa was a very human boy of eleven years,
and, when the full significance of his deed came
to him in the grave words of his sister, he gave
a whoop —his war-whoop--of elation.

“It is so,” he cried; “I have done thus, and
when the Oglalas are told of this they shall call
me Strikes-the-Bear.”

“Waste, 1t is a good name,” said Zintkala.
And, as an hereditary chief, this boy had indeed
begun well.

“My father will not now wish to make of me a
white man,” said Ktapa, exultantly. “He will
wish me to go against the enemy.”

As they plodded on with high hearts over the
débris a thirst came to dampen their ardour after
a time. They had found no water since coming
upon the brush land. They suffered greatly
before night vame on, but, as the sun was about
to fall behind the bushes, they came upon a small
pond with tracks of deer and moose leading to
and from, :

As Etapa had killed two grouse and a squirrel,
by the way, they had wherewith to serve their
hunger. 'They built a cheerful fire, for they nc
longer had fear of Tall Gun's trailers. They
reasoned that these had never taken yp their
tracks after losing themn upon the stony ground,
and how could any one find them in this land of
the bush?

To the hoot of the owl, the jarring of the
bittern, the chatter and gabble and the far cry of
incessant migrators, and the distant mournful
cadence of the timber-wolf, they fell asleep, each
upon a fragrant couch of young pine boughs.

In the night, after their heaped-up fire had
smouldered low, a bull moose came to the pond
to drink. This ponderous creature stalked
silently, considering his bulk, out of the jungle,
and had reached the water's edge, when,
probably, the expiring snap of an ember exposed
a glow of firelight, and the monster gave a shrill
snort of surprise. Instantly two small elec-
trified spectres stood upon the sands, and the



moon looked down upon three startled wild
things, all, for the instant, too much scared to
take to flight.

To the Sious children that colossal, shadowy
figure, barely outlined against the shadows of
the jungle, seemed indeed that of some under-
water monster arisen from the lake to devour
them. Perhaps it was Unk-té-hi, from whom
flight is impossible, or it might be I-ya, the giant
whose mouth gapes to swallow all things.

Their awful fears were only relieved by a
second snort from the big bull, who, having thus
vented his utter amazement, crashed away
among the young trees.

Then these children of habitual alarms lay
down and fell asleep again. Later they were
several times partly
aroused by  deer
which came to drink
and, catching sight
or scent of the
sleepers, whistled
their shrill snorts of
warning. Just before
daylight a herd of
tired peese settled
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ETAI'’A FITTED ONE OF THE CREE ARROWS TO HIS BOW, AND SPITTED TWO GEESE

UPON A SINGLE SHAFT.

THE CAPTAIN.

upon the pond. The birds talked to euch othe
in undertones for a time, and the voyagers, hay.
ing been awakened by the beating of thei
wings, listened contentedly to their low gabb,

When daylight began to appear, and he coul
no longer hear their sleepy voices, Etap;
cautiously raised his head and took note of tj
newcomers. There were scores of them sitting
upon the sands, with heads under their wing,
and a single watcher riding upon the rippling
surface of the pond. Silly creatures! Hox
easily the wolf or the fox could pounce Upon
them from the cover of the bushes! But there is
individual safety in numbers, and even wary
geese, when tired from a long flight, exhibit thj
universal feeling.

Etapa uttered jug
the slightest hiss
warning to  Zintkal
whom he knew by in-
tuition rather than by
evidence to be awake
and listening. Having

s thus  put  her o
guard, the lad cau

/ tiously shed his blanket,

{ and, with bow anl

arrow in hand, flattenel
himself like a big turtle
and moved with as little
noise upon the sands
until he had entered the
cover of the jungle.

Amid the bushes he
trailed with the gliding
caution of a cougar,
until he had approachel
to within ridieulously
short arrow range, when
he fitted one of the Cree
arrows to his bow, and
spitted two dozing gees
upon a single shaft
The herd rose squalling
in late alarm.

When Etapa returned,
dragging  his  heavs
game along the sands,
Zintkala was putting
sticks upon some um
covered embers.

“ Nakaes, younger
brother, you that are ?
hunter, you are ver
cunning, it seems.” said
the sister. |

Ktapa was secretls
elated. This oller ¥
ter was usually & verJ
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quiet and dignified little person, and, like most
Indian maidens, sparing of compliments. Yet
twice now she had openly acknowledged his
pravery and skill. He felt that she really de-
pended upon his sagacity as a hunter and ack-
nowledged him as leader in meeting the difficul-
ties of their long trail.

When they had first set out, Zintkala had
spoken of digging edible roots with a long stout
knife, and now the brother reminded her—* You
do not now speak of digging tinpsela, older
sister.” Whereupon the sister began with pre-
occupation to take the skin from a goose.

The roast goose flesh was delicious, and they
ata an enormous quantity. Still there was much
remaining, and this they half broiled in thin
strips and carried with them. They had whelly
forgotten their enemies.
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Yet, far away, .upon the outskirts of the
burned tract, a cunning Ojibwa had laboriously
climbed a tall pine. At the height of one hundred
feet he stood upon a limb, an armm holding to the
slender trunk, looking cut over a wide belt of
brush land. He had taken his position at day-
light, and some time later his shaded and scan-
ning eyes were rewarded by the sight of a thin
and distant smoke wreath floating upon a blue
horizon.

He, too, built a fire upon descending, and,
from the green pine which he piled thick upon
his blaze, a black column arose higher than the
tree-tops. He smothered this black smoke, fan-
ning it down with his blanket, and three times
let it rise in a vertical column. Then he kicked
the burning heap apart and scattered its embers
far and wide.

(To be continued).

ABOARD H.M.3. “BRITANNIA.”
Pboto TIress Picture Agency.
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JUNIORS TAKING SEMAPHORE MESSAGES.
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[:'/r‘“‘?f\““ MAY be mentioned
\\\\\'\ “,m for the benefit of the
g unlearned that Stony-
hurst College is the

principal Roman

Catholic School in

the country. Inci-

dentally, it is many other things as well,
including a repository for some priceless
treasures of art and
literature. Of Stony-
hurst within doors,
however, 1t 1s not our
purpose to write here:
and of Stonyhurst out
of doors it is only one
feature—though that a
very characteristic one
—that we have to deal
with. The boys’ aviary,
which abuts, in a well-
chosen situation, on
the  extensive play-
ground, is an unique
institution. It owes its
existence, as can readily
be guessed, to the
whole-hearted enthu-
siasm of one man—the
Rev. R. Riley, until
recently a master at
the College.

Some time before
the present commodi-
ous and wellplanned

TG

THE FOUNDER OF THE AVIARY.
The Rev. Reginald Riley and a furry protégé. as the

PnoTo DY VT KNoWLES,

aviary was built, one of the summer-houses
in the College gardens, belonging to the
more ancient part of the buildings, was
adapted to the requirements of a strangely
assorted ““zoo.” The principal inhabitants
were birds, and for the benefit of these a wire
netting flight was constructed from one of the
summer-house windows. Here the smaller
birds disported themselves in comparative
freedom. Hawks, owls,
jackdaws, and other
fearsome wild-fowl (as
they must have seemed
to their smaller and
weaker brethren) wers
also accommodated.
but in smaller com
partments, fenced of
from the main flight.
Rabbits and  other
members of the four
footed tribe found 3
place in this happy
family, too; and even
snakes, to whose lithe
and legless bodies wire-
netting  offered no
restraint, were com-
fined in special cages,
where, doubtless, they
spent their unlimited
letsure in  seeking
to fascinate the bull
finches and linnets,
Ancient

w
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Mariner the hapless wedding guest, with a
glittering eye. ) -

The keepers” of this mixed company
were two or three of the boys possessed of a
more than ordinary affection for living
creatures, to whom the sole care of the col-
Jection was handed over unreservedly, and
who foraged for and tended its members
with a varying measure of success. For about
seven years, beast and bird and crawling
snake of low degree continued to accept
Stonyhwrst hospitality, until, in 1891, from
one cause or another, such as the departure
of :he original ‘“ aviary boys,” and so forth,

amusement would be derived by the boys
from watching their ways and endeavouring
to domesticate them, than o collection of
smaller and shyer birds would afford. Ac
cordingly, the news went forth that recruits
were wanted for the feathered colony, and the
boys were bidden to bring home what they
could from their excursions into the country-
side.
part of Lancashire, near the borders of York-
shire, several miles from Blackburn, and four
or five from the nearest railway station. The
Hodder and the Lower Ribble (good trout
strecams both) pursue their winding courses

Stonyhurst is situated in a remote

SOME INMATES OF THE AVIARY.
A Baby Owl and a Raven,

the culony fell upon evil days, and the
aviary was eventually abandoned.

When, in 1897, Mr. Riley, who had been an
“aviary boy " in his day, returned to Stony-
urst as a master, he at once determined to
revive the institution. With the laudable in-
tention of interesting the boys generally in
the aviary, the domicile was erected, not in
the garden, but in the playground, where the
onginal wire-netting flight, with the addition
of a weather-proof shelter of galvanised iron,
Was put up. It was proposed, at first, to
Populate the new aviary with birds of the
larger species only, the idea being that more

in the near vicinity; the slopes are well-
wooded, and, in all, judging by the impres-
sions of the present writer on a recent visit
to the College, a fairer land the field natural-
ist could scarcely wish for.

From these arcadian haunts the young
naturalists of Stonyhurst at springtide
speedily gathered together a varied assort-
ment of young birds, which were all loosed
promiscuously into the aviary. Like so
many Pied Pipers of Hamelin, the boys
brought fluttering in their train, not indeed
rats, but a procession of birds with every
species of beak, leg, and feather: tawny owls,
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barn owls, long-eared owls, and
little owls; sparrow-hawks, kes-
trels, merlins, and falcons; rooks
and crows, magpies, jays, and jack-
daws. All was fish, to employ a
mixed metaphor, that came to the
aviary wire-netting.

As has been said, these captives
were, of course, all young birds,
and so long as the innocent days
of childhood lasted, sereme and
peaceful was the state of the
aviary. An endless source of
amusement and interest were the
antics of its denizens. Owls were
perhaps the most numerous; and
Is it possible in all feathered
society to find a more grotesquely
absurd and ludicrous personage
than your owl, whether he be at
his draggled toilet after a bath,
in the alarming convulsions of a
meal-taking, or merely at his
solemn and embarrassing medita-
tions? That man has a clear conscience
indeed, whom an owl cannot stare out
of countenance. Occasionally the Dboys
would indulge in an exhibition of owl
coursing. A live mouse would be placed in
the middle of the playground, and the tame
owls let loose. Humanitarians, and other
tender-hearted folk, may cry out at such a
seeming piece of cruelty, as probably they
will. But of all kinds of coursing this was
surely the most humane. It may be doubted,
indeed, whether the luckless victim was ever

THE STONYHURST AVIARY OF
The present erection is tenanted by small and amicably

TO-DAY.

disposed birds only.

conscious of its impending doom, as the ovl
with noiseless flight swooped elegantly dow
upon its prey, or had time to get alarmed
before receiving the coup de grice.

Then there was a young heron, brought
over from a neighbouring heronry, whose in
satiable appetite had to be stayed, when fish
gave out, with offal from the slaughter-house,
and such dainty tit-bits as he himself was
able to tweak from the calves of passing small
boys. For some time he lived and throve
unconfined, an ornament to the Colleg
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TAKING THE AIR.
Young Carrion Crows and a Juvenile Owl.
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grounds.  till the attainment of an early
maturitv brought a desire for travel (and
more fish), and induced him to quit the scenes
of his babyhood, and flap his way Hodder-
wards, in search of fresh pools and waters
W,
neBut dissension, in time, arose amongst-the
members of this quaint coterie. Doubtless,
in such a community, a proper spirit of re-
ublicanism should have prevailed. ZLiberté,
égalité, fraternité was evidently the motto of
a venturesome jay, who, being an hungered
one day when commons (as she considered the
geueral provender was rightly called) were
short, desired a portion of the toothsome mor-
sel upon which a large
sparrow-hawk was lavish-
ing much tender care. The
latter, however, would
none of it, and, turning
fiercely upon the would-be
sharer of her board, cried
havoc and let slip the dogs
of war. In plain terms,
the jay was slain. There-
after, blue murder stalked
throughout the aviary.
Quarrels became daily more
numerous, and every dis-
pute was put to the arbit-
rament of beak and claw,
till at length the gods, as
personified by Mr. Riley
and his aviary boys, de-
termined to put an end to
the internecine strife by
the dishandment of this
truculent mob, and the re-
organisation of the aviary
upon a fresh basis. )

A DISTINGUISHED DENIZEN,

*“A young heron . . . lived and throve,

wide and 7 feet high. At one end, against a
transverse wall (the aviary being situated in
a corner) 18 a small pent-house, or shed, giv-
ing shelter from rain, while at the other end
a considerable space is roofed over, and en-
closed by tight-fitting shutters which afford
not merely shelter, but practically an indoor
apartment, for use in thoroughly inclement
weather. The shutters are removable, so that
in summer-time the open-air flight can be ex-
tended the whole length of the aviary, the
first-mentioned shed providing ample shelter
during the milder months of the year. The
floor of the flight is a sloping bank of turf,
bright with flowers and creeping plants. The
branches of numerous
shrubs, and suitably-placed
perches, afford convenient
footholds for the birds;
while in the midst of all,
trickling from an unsecn
pipe, is a little stream of
water, which splashes its
way over a bed of rocks
and stones cunningly ar-
ranged so as to form
small pools wherein the
birds may take refreshing
baths.

When the present aviary
was first opened (it being
then about 10 feet shorter
than now), a wire partition
was placed down the
middle, containing a fold-
ing wire-door, which en-
abled the remains of the
old  collection, sundry
daws, ptes, and jays, and
others who had managed

Acmrdin'gly, the pre- an ornament to the College grounds.” to survive their duels, to
sent erection was built, be separated {from the
and stocked with birds of the smaller varie- smaller birds. As the larger birds dis-

bies, whose taste for murder and rapine might
reasonably be supposed commensurate with
themsclves. Recently it was the privilege
of the present writer to visit the Stonyhurst
aviary 1n person, and to be specially intro-
duced to some of its most prominent and re-
markable inhabitants. The site chosen is
an admirable one, being on the garden side
of a low wall bounding one sidé of the play-
ground. which, accordingly, not only pro-
b‘::ltf th’e aviary from the onslaughts of foot-
allof: that formerly used to threaten it, but
With\s the boys to watch the birds closely
i lout. causing disturbance. The wire-net-

ng flight is about 50 feet long by 14 feet

appeared by death, or other causes, they
were not replaced, and eventually the
whole aviary was thrown open to the
small birds. At the present time there are
upwards of fifty birds, mostly in pairs. The
collection is not confined to British species,
many foreigners having been introduced
with great success. Included among the
latter are budgerigars, Java sparrows, cocka-
tiels, red cardinals, zebra doves, California
quails, and others. Many of the birds breed
freely, the budgerigars being particularly
distinguished in this respect, and all seem
to be well able to stand the English
climate. The British species include all
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the most familiar birds of our
hedgerows, and not a few others
less well-known. Most have been
presented by friends, purchased, or
trapped.  Of snares, the present
writer was shown two in close
proximity to the aviary: the
more remarkable being an in-
genicusly  contrived cage  of
wire-netting, easy of entrance but
difficult of exit, the bait being no-
thing more nor less than a merror,
on the lying falsity of which an
imprisoned  starling, who bhad

thought to scrape acquaintance
with his own image, was at that
moment  distractedly reflecting.

The charming sight which the
aviary presents on a summer after-
noon, with the sun glinting on the
gay plumage of the birds as they
disport themselves happily amidst the
greenery, or splash to their hearts’ content in
the little rivulet so thoughtfully provided for
them, can be well imagined.

Not altogether, however, have the aviary
boys of Stonyhurst forgotten their old affec-
tion for the sterner species of carnivorous
birds. In a spacious cage close by live Mob
and Cob, a pair of grimravens, successors to a
similarly-named pair of 1ll-omened rascals who
used to have the run of the grounds until
they abused their privileges by cultivating
an unnatural taste for newly-bedded hot-house

FEEDING-TIME. ]
“The sun glinting on the gay plumage of the birds as they
disport themselves happily amidst the greenery.”

*1s it possible in all feathered society
grotesquely absurd and ludicrous personage than your owl?”
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IMPERTURBABILITY.

to find a more

plants, and for scientific instruments belong
ing to the Observatory, with the result that
the just resentment of gardener and meteor
ologist caused their condemnation to con-
finement for life. It is to be hoped
that the present Mob and Cob will be
preserved from the sad fate of their
predecessors, who died from over-greediness
in the matter of lucifer matches. In another
cage, too, under the shade of Stonyhurst’s
magnificent avenue of antique yews, were
doves and golden pheasants, the latter—
destined for sale or exchange—being of great
importance from a financial
point of view. A smaller com
partment contained a couple
of barn-owls, not a whit dis
turbed by the invasion of their
privacy, or the bold glances of
the inquisitive intruder.

And outside, in a temporary
coop placed on the grass, a
magpie and a piping cro¥
shared quarters.  These were
fresh arrivals: the gift of an
“old boy,” and earnest of the
affection and interest with
which the Stonyhurst aviary 18
regarded (as indeed it could
scarcely fail to be) by those
whose care and tending of 1t
has been a labour of love.




morning I little dreamt of what
would happen. I had no idea of
adventure, and, my errand being
_ strictly on  business, I took
' neither rifle nor revolver with me.

I did not know much of this part of the
i district, and I was making my first visit
to a place called Pallcherry. Being my own
| master, I was not tied down to time; other-
wise, 1 should not have been able to tell
| this story.

For some twenty miles the single-track,
bmad-gnuge railway traversed the Pirkum-
bady jungles, with the station of Carmundoor
nght in the middle, and Pallcherry out be-
yond. Laterally, the forest extended about
the same distance: it was one of those prime-
val patehes, occasionally to be met with in
India, surrounded by inhabited, cultivated
tuntry.  Carmundoor was one of the
ex villages within the jungle tract, peopled
¥ a handful of woodcutters, whose hovels,

é S I boarded the local train that

By H. HERVEY.
Illustrated by George Soper.

together with their cattle corrals, were en-
closed by an impenetrable chevauz de frise
of thorny cactus; for the forest was known
to harbour wild animals.

A railway station had been established at
Carmundoor because it formed a convenient
crossing point for goods and local trains. The
staff consisted of a station master, a signal-
man, and two porters; all natives, who en-
joyed easy times, for only six trains met here
during the twenty-four hours, while of traffic
of any description there was practically nil.
The station was a small, substantial wooden
building, and at the end of a short siding
stood a corrugated iron goods shed that had
never been used.

From time to time the jungle people re-
ported feline depredations on their herds; a
tiger here, a cheetah there; but the region
enjoyed such an unenviable notoriety for
malaria that those of our countrymen re-
siding within railway run were seldom
tempted to proceed against the marauders.

Recently, however, a man-eating tiger had
appeared at Carmundoor, and commenced to
play the very mischief amongst the wretched
villagers. The greater éclat attaching to the
destruction of so fell a monster as this stimu-
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lated our sportsmen into braving the fever,
and very soon Carmundoor railway station be-
came a regular camp. Every artifice in jungle
lore was employed; all sorts of bait were
tried ; but that man-eater steadily refused
to be drawn, and the idea gained ground
that he was an old stager—a stray from the
main jungle away to the north-east in the
Nurbuddha valley, where tigers abounded,
and hunters—undeterred by fear of miasma
—Wwere numerous.

One day, while the sportsmen still hung
on, an impetus was given to their flagging
energies by the man-eater killing a goat-herd,
almost under their very noses. The English-
men promptly took the trail, and, although
they failed in coming up with Stripes, the
pursuit compelled him to drop his booty.
On finding the body, a man suggested that
they should dig a pit trap, and bait it with
the corpse. This counsel they adopted; the
pit was dug, and the defunct goat-herd cast
mn.

No good. For three consecutive mornings
did they visit the pit—never to find the
tiger, but to see unmistakable traces of his
having been round during the nights. Clearly
then the brute would not be trapped, al-
though the snare was provided with his
favourite food ; so they had the corpse covered
with earth, and as a last resource organised a
grand beat. Every villager, every follower
was impressed ; everything was done to rout
out that lurker, and drive him under the
fire of men posted in coigns of vantage. But
ha would not show a hair. At length the
hunt was given up as a bad job, and all re-
turned to cantonments. The result, though
disappointing to the would-be tiger slayers,
had the effect of scaring away the pest from
Carmundoor; for shortly afterwards he was
heard of preying on an inaccessible village
ten miles from the railway.

On drawing up at Carmundoor, the station
master and his underlings appeared at the
window of the first-class compartment where-
of I was sole occupant—indeed, I was the
only European in the train. “ Your honour,”
commenced the official, speaking quaint
native-English, “I am in the quandary, sir.”

“ What's the matter?” 1 asked, jumping
up and opening the door. That the whole
party laboured under a blue funk was very
evident

“Train will stop more yet ten minutes;
will your honour please dismount and I will
explain?”

I alighted.  Further forward I saw the

native third-class passengers leaning out o
the cars, all looking in one direction apy
gesticulating vehemently; while a number ¢
half-clad Hindus stood beyond the stati,
palings, gazing the same way. 1 repeaty
my question.

“ That zemindar of Suntagiri, sir, he sey
lady tiger this morning by too many felloy
holding iron chain before and the after; alg
one bag of fifty rupees, with vocal instry
tion to book cruel beast to Bulhurri. Hoy]
can perform impossible feat?”

By now we had reached the centre of at
traction—a magnificent young tigress, wear
ing a heavy steel collar, and literally guye
to the siding rails by four long steel chains
She had exhausted herself in efforts to get
loose, and now crouched between the metals
—with heaving flanks and flaming eyes
—growling and grimacing furiously at the
onlookers, Suntagiri, a purely native town,
lay just beyond the eastern border of the
jungle, and the zemindar, or landowner, hav.
ing captured the tigress, wished to present
her to the Government Gardens at the civl
and military cantonment of Bulhurri. So he
had despatched the animal to Carmundoor—
the nearest railway station—fettered in the
manner described,

“ What’s the difficulty?” I asked. “The
fifty rupees will cover the booking—won!
it

“Yes, sir; but how to send brute beast!
I have no any experience in such curdling
affairs.” )

“ Wire for a truck from the closest depdt;
when you have detached and shunted it
chain the animal in it, and send her on by
the next opportunity.”

“Your honour,” cried the official, half
hysterically, “how that can be done? Who
will go near fearful demon?” i

“The fellows who brought her, of course!’

“Sir,” he shrieked, despairingly, * those
blackguards all gone off before I can utter
word! After they tie savage down, the head
man showed finger at beast and said, ‘There
is goods.” Then he fill up way bill and cor
signment note; then he handed bag of fifty
rupees and said, ‘ Here is money’; and off
he vanish with his men before I revive from
the astonishment.” "

I understood the poor fellow’s quandary
now, and curiosity to see the affair through
prompted me to break my journey here 1of
the purpose. The wretched station mastef
chortled with joy when I made known mf
intention, and gladly placed at my dispo$t
the little-used booking hall, which my two
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¥ orvants took possession of, and soon made
f omfortable with my camp kit. I waited
iill the other train came in, and when the
crossing had been accomplished I again
tackled the station master.

« Have you wired for a vehicle?” I asked.

“ Yes, sir; immediately when obstreperous
ruffian came I preferred telegraph request to
Shamnuggur for covered waggon.”

“That will  do.

co-operated properly, and kept the four
chains at the right tension, there was little
possibility of the animal reaching them—
even with her claws.

“But if we are injured,” they asked, *“ who
will compensate us?”

“That’s your own look-out,” I replied.
“1 have described the service, I have named
the reward. Agree or not—as you like. 1

When do you expect S ————

itf”

“By down local to-
morrow morning, sir.”

“ And when can you
forward 1t?”

“If Almighty per-
mits us to load rap-
scallion, I can send by
to-marrow night goods,

1"

SIT.

right. Now,

AT ONE MOMENT I THOUGHT SHE WOULD SLIP HER HEAD OUT OF THE COLLAR.

tome, 1i us try and get some men who will
undertzke to handle the tigress.”
| We went out to the gaping villagers, fol-
L(}’]“'ed *y the station people. I harangued
w}? assc mblage in their language, told them
; ]a.t was required, and asked for a dozen
ﬁ(f) untecrs, to whom I promised a reward of
'Y Tupees provided they successfully trans
erred the tigress from her moorings to the

aggon. I explained that so long as they
Vor. X.—16

can procure men from Pallcherry if you
are afraid.”

Cupidity overcame all other considerations.
Fifty rupees—even among twelve—repre-
sented riches to these poor people; so, after
some hesitation, the dozen stood forward.
That point settled, I purchased a goat, had
it slaughtered, and pieces of the flesh thrown
to the tigress. She ate with avidity, and
when she had finished we pushed a bucket of
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water within her reach.  She drank sus-
piciously, keeping her eyes on us during the
whole process. .

Nothing further could be done till the
morrow’s train brought the waggon. The
villagers, promising to be back in the morn-
ing, returned to the hamlet; night fell; in
due course I had my dinner, followed by a
long smoke—out on the moonlit platform,
and then, retiring indoors, I stretched myself
on the native charpoy or string bedstead, and
soon fell asleep.

I must have slumbered some time, for the
mail train, thundering through at midnight,
aroused me. I lay awake for about half-an-
hour, and was just going off again when a
smothered exclamation of terror, and hurried
footsteps invading the adjacent room—the
station master’'s—caused me to jump up
and shout for that individual.

“8ir?” he replied in a gurgling voice.

“What’s all that row and whispering?”
I enquired, angrily.

“The signalman sleeping outside on plat-
form, sir, for cool’s sake; he saw tiger, so
running in with alarm.”

“The tiger can’t hurt the fool.
saw her chains!”

“ Not that beast, sir,” quavered the station
master, “ but the tiger that eats human
peoples.  Did not your honour ever hear
news?”

“What!” I ejaculated, ‘‘the man-eater
that so many gentlemen came for a month
ago?”

“Yes, sir!”

“ Nonsense! How do you know? Perhaps
it may be the tigress after all—got loose.”

‘“ No, sir; she is still in chain bonds; the
other one is free. My porters and signalman
know him very well. If your honour will
overcome division wall, you can observe by
window.”

I climbed the partition wall, dropped into
the station master’'s room, and looked
through the window, when, under the bright
moonlight, I distinctly made out the long
lean shape that experience told me was that
of a man-eater standing near the tethered
tigress. Even in that uncertain though
silvery radiance, I could mark the shabby,
mangy coat, the prominent bones, and
general hang-dog tout ensemble of the preyer
on human beings; comparing so unfavour-
ably with the bright orange colouring and the
sleek rotundity of the captive. The tiger
was caterwauling in low hoarse tones; but
the tigress kept silent and appeared to treat
the stranger with indifference.  There he

Surely he

stood ; the brute that had killed ever <o mg,
natives, and for whose destruction every
sportsman from a hundred miles around psy
laboured in vain, was within Point-blayg
range of my empty hands! How I angth,
matised myself for omitting to bring my
rifle, and how I vowed never in future g
leave my gate unarmed! We were powe.
less, and, far from taking the aggressive, w
should be held in durance vile so long &
that man-eater chose to hang round. Fy
cinated, I watched him prowling about. ]
hoped to see him go within striking distanc
of the tigress, when, I felt sure, she woulq
bury her claws in his ugly carcass. Ong,
he came close up to the station house. Hy
I had my revolver I could have shot him i
the head; but, as it was, we all cowered ig
impotent silence, expecting him to dash iy
among us through one of the glass windows
And so it continued till the whistle of the
approaching night goods sent the brute skulk-
ing into the jungle undergrowth; and al
though I continued my vigil well into day
light, I did not see him again. ’

The hours passed. Apprehensive of the
man-eater’s reappearance, we kept a bright
look-out, and did not stir far from the station
doors. The twelve villagers joined us a
promised ; but they became so terrified whe
told of our night visitor that I had Iiterally
to chink the fifty rupees in their faces—io
induce them to remain. Then in lumbered
the down local; the covered waggon for Car
mundoor was detached; the up local came
along; the trains crossed and sped on their
way.

As if divining the object for which it was
wanted, the Shamnuggur traffic people had
sent a waggon fitted with four stout ring
bolts, let in at the corners of the thick
boarded floor; the vehicle must have pre
viously carried something that required
steadying, or perhaps a varmint like ow
tigress that had to be fastened down. We
hand-shunted the waggon to the ncar e
tremity of the platform, and rolled back the
running doors on both sides; then I told Qﬂ
three men to each of the four chains, aga®
instructed them what to do, and gave the
word.  The fellows were not only pluckf
about it, but intelligent as well. Sinultane
ously advancing from both flanks, .wo of
each trio seized their chain, while the thied
undid the end from the rail; then the threes
holding on and preserving a counteractind
control over the animal, they gradually gt
her towards the waggon. She flung herself
about, snarling, spitting and clawing ab &
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men; but these, working admirably together,
checked her every effort. Then she would,
as it were, take the bit between her teeth,
and try to drag her captors in any way but
the righ direction. Preseptly, she would
change ler tactics into backing; and at one
moment 1 thought she would slip her head
out of the collar. Fearing that this might
actually come to pass, I warned the men,
and, when she again refused to budge, they
told one of the porters to touch her up with
a switch. At last, after a long fight, we
reached the waggon, and, still maintaining
their spread-eagle order, the two on-side trios
entered the vehicle. When the tigress had
been negotiated to about her proper position,
the four parties, with concerted action,
reeved the chains through the ring bolts,
hauled to the necessary tension, made knots,
and lo! the trick was done; the feline
squatted, securely moored fore and aft, lar-
board and starboard.

So far, good; but now an unforeseen con-
tingency cropped up. How were the men to
get out?  As they stood, huddled in their
respective corners, they were beyond range
of the brute’s claws; whereas in passing out
by the doors they would inevitably incur the
risk of being hooked—for necessarily the
tigress had been given a certain amount of
play. However, I thought it could be done
by a quick jump; I communicated my ideas
to the fellows, and they agreed to make the
attempt.  'Watching his opportunity, one
man sprang from his corner, but, ere he could
dart through the door, the cat shot out her
leg and buried her cruel claws in the villager
just above the ankle. We seized and dragged
him away, but not before he had sustained
several nasty gashes. My servants were
bandy; one rushed away for my travelling
medicine chest, another for a bucket of
water, and, as I bound up the wound, I
mentally thanked my stars for possessing
some little surgical knowledge. I then had
the mmjured man carried to the station, and
ordered him to lie down. But the others
Mmust not undergo a similar mauling; poor
ChFPS, they cowered in their corners, trem-
blmg with fear, and I saw no way of releas-
g them. T thought of knocking holes in
the sides of the waggon, or unroofing it; but
to do anything of that kind would require
Sklu_Ed labour and special tools; for the
Qrriage was of sheet iron, all bolted and
"veted together. My perplexity was fast
Merging into despair when the station
master, hitherto a dumb spectator, came to
the rescue,

1 .
Your honour,” said he, “if we caver

wretched beast by tarpaulin, then miserable
fellers can come out with safeness.”

It was a happy thought. “ Bring a tar-
paulin, station master! ” I shouted gleefully.

The porters were sent flying ; the tarpaulin
was brought, spread out on the platform and,
by means of long bamboos, thrust through
the doors right on to the other side; we then
dropped it on to the tigress, who was thus
effectually prevented from doing any further
mischief. The rest was easy; while the big
cat wriggled about under her tarry covering,
the imprisoned villagers came forth with im-
punity, and, when we dragged off the tar-
paulin, the look of indignant surprise on the
animal’s face was laughable to behold.

For us, the immediate excitement was over,
though I imagined that the Bulhurri folks
would have a lively time of it when they
came to take delivery of that pestilent feline.
We had nothing to do but wait for the ar-
rival of the night goods train, and couple on
that waggon with its savage inmate. But
now, as I mechanically rolled-to the smoothly
running door, the inspiration suddenly
fiashed across me that with this waggon for
a trap, and the tigress inside for a decoy, 7/
might possibly snare the man-eater! 1 ex-
ulted in the bare idea; my pulses tingled at
the very prospect.  Capturing the blood-
thirsty beast that had eluded the combined
craft and subtlety of so many of my brother
sportsmen would indeed be a feather in my
cap, and I determined to try for it.

After throwing in more meat, and shoving
another bucket of water within the captive’s
reach, I padlocked the further doors, then
had the waggon pushed back to the same
spot on the siding where the tigress had
originally been tethered, and blocked the
wheels with stones. The station master and
other natives, while rendering me every as-
sistance, were struck speechless at the very
audacity of my intentions, though they called
on every god in the heathen Pantheon
to prosper the undertaking. To facilitate
matters for the expected visitor, I had a load-
ing stage so placed that he could march up
it into the waggon; for I would put no ob-
stacles in his way. But here came another
difficulty. I required a strong thin cord;
the station master had nothing of the kind
in his store; the villagers said they could
furnish only a few thick hemp ropes in short
lengths. These would never do. The size
and the series of knots would be likely to
arouse suspicion; for the man-eating tiger is
cunning and wily-—attributes in which our
friend had already proved himself pre
eminent.
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My embarrassment continued till I chanced
to cast an eye on the railway wire-rope fenc-
ing, when my dilemma vanished. I had a
file with me; so, after pacing the distance
between the waggon and the nearest station
house window, I cut through one strand of
the rope, untwisted a corresponding length,
and brought it away in triumph, It was about
the thickness of ordinary twine, in one piece,

again rolled back the half door, and thy
—as there as no knowing when the my,
eater might not reappear—I ordered ty,
villagers to get safely within their enclogy,
detaining the twelve volunteers with me j
case of possible eventualities.

Concealing ourselves in the station,
kept watch. I snatched a hasty luncheop
standing at my window. Hours passed, th,

]
Al

'
'c;{?.‘:e sorer,

.

e
HE SPRANG UP FROM THE GROUND AND DISAPPEARED THROUGH THE APERTURE.

and just the thing I wanted. I pulled out
and securely fastened the hither flap of the
waggon door, and rolling the further half
well back, I attached the wire to the nether
bolt. Then I took the other end of my line
to the window, passed it through, went in-
side, cut off the surplus wire, made a con-
venient hand loop, and gave it a vigorous
tug. The door promptly closed with a rush;
my trap was ready! I hied to the waggon,

sun was going down, and we were fad
coming to the conclusion that the tiger would
not show till after dark, when a whispere
ejaculation from the signalman, who ¥
at a back window, caused me to fly thither
“The tiger, sir,” muttered the fellow.

I looked; sure enough he was ther
squatted on the fringe of the jungle! He
seemed to know where the tigress was Iocat_ed-
for he kept his head turned in the directiod




THE TERROR OF CARMUNDOOR. 127

of the waggon, every now and then utteri.ng
a hoarse mew. Anon, he slunk forwa.r‘d with
bent legs and body depressed, pausing at
intervals with uplifted foot, and sniffing the
air. He got to the waggon, and, rising on
end, peeped in. Having ascertained that the
tigress was there, he must have reasoned that,
if she could get in, he could do likewise.
Without more ado then, and ignoring the
inclined plane I had provided, he sprang up
from the ground and disappeared through
ihe aperture. The next moment I tugged
the wire; the door swished along its rollers,
and the man-eater was caught!

Leaving half-a-dozen chaps holding on to
that wire like grim death, we sortied to the
waggon, and, after securing the door, I
climbed on to the buffers, drew myself up,
and peered through the grated ventilator.
Yes, there he was—bunched in a corner, look-
ing very cheap, and evidently alive to his
predicament. There too, crouching in the
centre, was the chained tigress, with flat-
tened ears, grinning hostility rather than
welcome at her fellow-prisoner, Returning
to the building, I caused the station master
to despatch the following telegram to a chum
of mine at Bulhurri—one of the many men
who had been out after this very beast—

From Carmundoor. To DULHURRI.
IFrom Glynne. To Major WESTMAIN.
Meet goods train reaching Bulhurri two p.m. to-
morrow. In covered waggon behind rear brake is
vour Carmundoor man-eater. Jim up something to
stand on above buffers, and fire through ventilator.
Man-eater the one not secured. Particulars by post.
The night goods came in and took away
that covered waggon; and I, having nothing
more to detain me, resumed my journey to
Pallcherry.

On the day following my arrival, I received
a long letter from Westmain, from which I
learnt that they at Bulhurri had experienced
a far livelier time of it than I had predicted.
“. ... 1 was prepared,” he wrote, *to

carry out your instructions, but, before I
could reach the particular waggon, the idiots
of porters opened the doors, and the brute,
bounding out, dashed slap into the adjacent
goods shed! You can imagine the uproar
and confusion. Well, I and several others
decided on preventing Stripes’ exit from the
goods shed, and settling his hash in there.
We promptly secured every door and. window,
but, look our hardest through chinks and
crannies, no one could spot the beast, al-
though plenty of light came from the glass
in the roof. He had evidently taken cover
behind some bales or boxes. Finally, ladders
were procured; we climbed to the roof,
shinned up the corrugated iron, reached the
raised skylight, and, on squinting down, saw
—to our horror—that we had unwittingly
imprisoned a native goods’ clerk! The man
had retreated behind some cotton bales in
a corner; otherwise, he did not appear to be
particularly perturbed. But the tiger was
not visiblg.

“¢Hi, you—down there!’ I shouted to
the clerk, * Where’s the tiger?’

“‘ My lord, it 1s concealing there,” and he
pointed vaguely before him.

“‘Where?’ I repeated, looking in the
direction indicated.

* Hereupon, the man jumped on to one of
the bales, and was in the act of pointing to
the exact spot, when, from between two piles
of rice bags, the tiger stealthily crept to-
wards the luckless quill-driver. I saw the
brute settling himself for a spring; another
second, and the clerk would have been done
for. Poking my rifle through the skylight,
I took hasty aim, and fortunately gave the
tiger his quietus with an express bullet be-
hind the ear. Later on, the Government

Garden people came for a tigress which, as
it turned out, you had sent down by the same
opportunity ; but I did not stay to see how
they managed with her.

r

I was too elated
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BOUT four
miles out of
Leeds, near
the little vil-

lage of  Whitkirk,

stands Austhorpe
l.odge, a substantial,
picturesque house, sit-
uated in most charm-
ing grounds. In the year 1735 a sturdy
little fellow, only six years of age, was
playing in these gardems, busy with some
wood and a box of tools. Anyone watch-
ing the efforts of this precocious young-
ster would have seen his small hands and
weak blows rapidly transforming the un-
shapely timber into a model windmill—a
rough one certainly, but still a model that
would work.  When it had been completed

the juvenile carpenter hurried off to give it

A CALM EVENING AT LOW TIDE,

a trial. A high and isolated building offered
a fair testing place, and the fearless child
immediately made his way to the top. Right
up on the tiles he perched his handiwork,
and crowed with delight as the tiny sails
turned round in the breeze. But a scream
of fear from his mother and a stern command
from his father put a speedy end to the
boy's perilous amusement. He was taken
down from his dangerous position, well
whipped, and, doubtless, promptly sent of
to bed.

AUSTHORPE LODGE, THE BIRTHPLACE OF JOHN SMEATON.

Photo by C. F. Shaw

Eight years later the
same boy, risen to the
dignity of a knicker
bocker suit, was intent:
ly watching a numbet
of mechanics erect an
engine in order t0
pump water out of 2
neighbouring colhery:
Every day whilst the
men were engaged, this
attentive boy was pre
sent, right in the way
of the workmen, }115
sharp eyes and quick
brain noting every de
tail of the structure.

When the work at
the colliery was finished
he returned home, and
constructed an exa
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model of ihe pump and engine. He then con-
veyed 1i L0 an ornamenta_,l lake in the garden
_a lak: well stocked with fish, at once the
joy and the pride of his father. On its bank
the youtiful engineer set up the pump, and
to his great satisfaction the pond, in a very
short time, was left quite dry, all the fish
being sacrificed to hls_ experiment. .

Of a truth, coming events cast their
shadows before. For this ingentous boy was
none other than John Smeaton, one of the
greatest engineers the world has ever known;
the man who planned the great harbour at
Ramsgate; who was responsible for the far-
jamed canal stretching from the Forth to the
Clyde, and whose name will for ever live in
the annals of the coast as the builder of the
Eddystone Lighthouse.

Unlike many other boys of his age, young
Smeaton spent all his ‘“spare” time with
his tools.  His father gave him a special
workroom in the garden at Austhorpe, and in
it he used to make all manner of things con-
nected with his favourite hobby. e also THE TOOLS IN TEE FOREGROUND ARE THOSE WITH
made a most serviceable lathe, and with it WHICH HE nasmr;:n Ttbm gngvss;!?‘:s LIGHTHOUSE.
constructed the majority of his tools. This oto by €. % :

lathe, which is in the possession of J. W.  ceived the Copley Gold Medal—a much
Morkell, Esq., of Austhorpe Lodge, was the  coveted distinction—for a paper on the

one Smeaton used in making his original  “ Natural Powers of Wind and Water to turn

model of the famous lighthouse. Mills and other Machinery depending on a
Although the boy had given such convincing  Circular Motion.”

exhibitions of his great ability and skill in He afterwards visited Holland and the

scientific  construc-
tion, his father de-
sired he should fol-
low in his footsteps
as an attorney. So,
in 1742, when
eighteen years of
age. he was sent up
to London to study
law.  But somehow
e wus never happy
at the desk, and at
the en:i of a year or
so his parents, in
respon:+ {o his earn-

et =1 frequent
appeal.  permitted
him 1. enter the

profession he loved
fo mueh, From that
pertod  his career
was one long scries
of tri:*.‘..:'.phs. In
1753 % was elected
3 Felirw of the

Royal Society, and WHITKIRK CHURCH., WHERE JOHN SMEATON WAS RURIED. -
m a short time re-

Photo by C. F. Shaw.
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Netherlands for the purpose of studying the
methods of constructing artificial navigations
and other similar works. As a result of his
painstaking observations he was enabled to
complete many gigantic feats of engineering
skill that have since proved of the greatest
commercial value to the country. In 1700
the first Eddystone Lighthouse was erected by
Winstanley.  Three years later it and the
builder were swept away during a terrific
storm. Nine years later John Rudyard built
the second one. This, though a wooden erec-
tion, withstood sea and storm for forty-six
years, and was then destroyed by fire.

This disaster gave Smeaton the great oppor-
tunity of his life. The authorities commis-
sioned him to build another wooden light-
house, but he, in spite of seeming insuperable
difficulties, determined to erect a building
of stone. The work was begun in 1756, and
completed three years later, the great lantern
sending its beams across the water for the

SMEATON’S TOWER, AUSTHORFE LODGE. THIS Was

THE WORKROOM SPECIALLY BUILT FOR THE YOUNG

ENGINEER BY HIS FATHER, AND IT WAS HFRE BE
DESIGNED THE EDDYSTONE LIGHTHOUSZ,

first time on the 16th October, 1759. During
the time building operations were going on,
the workmen suffered many hardships, and
were hourly in danger of finding watery
graves. But they were never
asked to do what their master
would not himself venture
on. He was always found
directing the work from the
most dangerous part of the
rocks, and his great daring
served as an inspiration to
those under him.

Lord Ellesmere, speaking
at a time when the light
house was nearing comple
tion, paid the following glow
ing tribute to the great e
gineer. Said he: * Many
bloody battles have been
won, and great canry)qigﬂs
carried to a successfu! 1ssut
with less personal cxposure
to physical danger vn the
part of the commanderil
chief than was constantly
= encountered by  Smeatot
THE EDDYSTONE LIGHTHOUSE IN A GALE. during the greater part 0
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i course of erection.

danger ho him-

self led the way
__was the first to

A spring upon the

rock, and the last
to leave it; and
by his own ex-
ample he 1o
spired with cour-
age the humble
workmen e n-
gaged in carry
ing out bis plans,
who, like himself,
were unaccus-
tomed to the
special terrors of
the scene.” On
the 16th of Sep-
tember, 1792,
Smeaton,  who,
seven years ear-
lier, had retired
to this quiet re-
treat at Aus-
thorpe, was walk-
ing in his garden
when he was
stricken  down,
and died on the
28th of the fol-
lowing  month.
He was interred
in the ancient
church at Whit-
kirk, and to-day
his memory  is

perpetuated by a monument—a model of the
lighthouse he built—and a tablet bearing the
following lines: “ Sacred to the memory of
John Smeaton, F.R.S., a man whom God

in which the lighthouse was

In all works of

WINDING UP THE REV VlﬁGrGMR IN THE LANTERN OF
THEZ EDDYSTONE LIGHTHOUSE.
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had endowed with the most extraordinary
abilities, which he

indefatigably cxerted

for the benefit
of mankind, in
works of science
and philoso-
phical research;
more especiaily
as an engineer
and a mechanic.
His principal
work, the Eddy-
stone Lighthouse,
erected on a
rock in the open
sea (where one
had been washed
away by the vio-
lence of a storm,
and another had
been  consumed
by the rage
of fire), secure
in its own sta-
bility, and the
wise precautions
for its safety,
seems not un-
likely to convey
to distant ages,
as it does to
every nation of
the globe, the
name of its con-
structor.” Thus
is a man brave
and good remem-
bered for al

time : —

“Lives of great men all remind us
We can make our lives sublime;

And departing, leave behind us
Footprints on the sands of time.”

Vor. X.—i7,

PASSING THE NEEDLES OUTWARD BOUND.
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AREAL SCHOOL STORY
By Guy:N.Pocock. [llustrated by Gordon Browne, K]

L.
TC see St. Timothy’s School

none would have re-
marked anything pecu-
liarly striking in the
appearance either of
the pupils or of the
place. The halo of The
Saint who grinned some-
what fatuously over the
porch certainly was un-
commonly like a straw-
hat, but after all, as the
amateur sculptor himself
objected: ““ That might
be correct.” And yet St.
Timothy’s was utterly
unlike any preparatory
school of which one reads
in the countless school
stories that come flood-
ing from the press. In
all the fifteen flourishing
years of its existence, it
had not heen able to
produce one genuine
Bully who could con-
scientiously be said to
have screwed out the
teeth of his weaker brethren with the nut-
crackers. No eccentric boy had ever kept
tadpoles in his soap-dish to be swallowed
surreptitiously at night. The head master
had never even been glued tc his chair
and pelted with inked blotting paper. It
had not even produced a Hero worthy of
the name; in fact, whenever a -particu-
larly promising youngster did make his
appearance he was sure to pass into the
navy, or gain a scholarship for Winchester,
or do something equally unheroic and absurd.
No boy had ever been known to even dream
of running away, and, after a week of agony,
crawling back to die in a glorious sunset to
the sound of the chapel-bell.

In short, St. Timothy's was a Real School.
The masters were real men, and not pre-
historic maniacs. Its matron was a lady
and not a good-natured but imbecile washer-
woman. Its boys were real boys, neither

fiends nor cherubim. Their cricket was g
but they never beat the County eleven, They
occasionally squabbled, but such differepey
of opinion were invariably set straight wiy
out anybody being brought to the verge o
death. That they liked sweets 1t is true, by
none, not even the greediest—they coyj
boast no regulation Greedy B'oy.—ever ate g
a disgusting extent. The school, in fact, wy
in a very happy, flourishing, and, from th
school-story-writer’s point of view, a mo
uninteresting state, when something hap
pened but for which this story would neve
have been written.

Five new boys, and the fifth was a Hero-
a genuine Hero straight from the school o
Fiction!

To the experienced eye, the eye practisd
by the perusal of many school stories, ther
was no mistaking him. Had he “blw
saucer eyes’’? So had the Hero of "“Tre
till Death.” Had he * flaxen locks tha
curled over his collar’? So had the Hen
of “ The Hunting of the Sneak.” Washs
name “ Harry”? Such is the appellation o
all School Heroes.

He had come to a Real School, and so the
trouble began. And whether the Hero iste
become Real, or the School Fictitious, r¢|
mains now to be told.

IT.

EA was almost over. The talk whic,
until now, had been somewhat fa
and subdued, as is usually the cas
on the first night of term, brighter

ing up under the comforting influence of
food, had now assumed its normal pitch
After all, if the glory of the holidays hal
departed, there still remained the joy of &
aggerating those glories. .

And what a strange tea it was! Inval
the reader of school stories would have looked
for the oft-depicted mugs of grey-brown fluid
that did duty as tea, for the brick-like bread.
and the bodiless sardine-tails floating in tral®
oil. Not a trace of them. For heve ‘“f;
eggs—an egg a boy—boundless bread'wh;
butter, and raspberry jam when all !
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pread-and-butter ~ was ea_ten. And what
oliteness is shewn in handing round the last
iece of bread-and-butter before the jam!

«How's the air-gun getting on?’ asked
Drury across the table.  For Drury was
longing lo be asked the same question in
return.

“Shot about thirty sparrows these hols.,”
answered larvey, a square-shouldered, red-
cheeked youngster of thirteen.  He spoke
very precisely, for Drury knew that he was
exaggerating, and he knew that Drury knew;
and Drury knew that Harvey knew that
Drury knew. And this was just as it should
be.

“ How's yours?’” added Harvey, seeing
that something more was expected.

“Simply ripping,” said Drury, adding, “1I
nearly shot the lamb. Glad I didn't, as it’s
a ripping little beast not nearly as big as the
cat.”
“That’s a bouncer!” cried a red-haired
individual from lower down the table, who re-
joiced in the unusual name of “ Tommy.”

“Take my dying oath it wasn’t bigger than
that! "’ cried Drury, pointing to the remains
of the loaf, and now quite convinced in his
own mind.

“Well,” said Tommy, amid the general
| laugh, “ I've got a kiddy brother smaller still.
Extraordinary little beast, that goes like this
| when you give it anything to eat.”

Tommy's exhibition of the baby's antics
preliminary to choking were luckily inter-
rupted by a general rising, and the school
pcured out into the play-room.

A dozen juniors, already forgetful of the
ghastly pang with which they had watched
the matron seizing those priceless mines of
stickiness from the play-boxes to be doled
out in small portions on Sunday afternoons,
were now playing football with a crushed
exercise-hook,

A dozen more were poring over illustrated
price-lists—those Eldorados of delight—
imagining themselves the happy possessors of
sword-sticks and submarine boats.

Senior boys were discussing cricket-bats,
and the wonders that each was to perform
vith his own.  ““ She comes up well,” re-
marked one, trying his bat, with an air of
m)‘r‘stery and wisdom.

. T shall peg mine with tin-tacks to make
¥ drive.” shrilled Jenkins, a small, wiry
‘réature of an inventive turn of mind.

| I wonder if any of the new kids can
‘ p*'ty? mused Frost, the new cricket-captain.

Beastly small lot,” remarked Howell, the
¢ad boy, with a depreciating shrug.

“One of them isn’t!” cried Harvey, who
had been watching the cabs arrive. “ Rummy
looking  thing—-sort of giraffe with whito
ha'u;., Come and look! quick, before it goes
in'!

There was a general rush to the window,
but the front door was already shut.

“What was it like?” was the disap-
pointed chorus.

_“Rummiest thing you ever saw!” cried
Harvey. “Shouldn't like to say what it's
like exactly,”” he continued with a puzzled
air, “ but it'll have a jolly poor time at first,”
he added with conviction.

Ten minutes later the play-room door was
opened, and the head master entered, fol-
lowed by the five individuals who had lately
been under discussion.

_“This 1s our play-room,” said the head
with a cheery smile. “ And now I shall leave
you to make friends,”—and the small new
boys stared with terror. ““ Howell,” he
added, quietly, “just see that the juniors
make these little chaps at home.

IIT.

7, F the five new boys who now stood awk-
% wardly by the doorway looking up
under their eyebrows with awe at
the great Howell, only one showed
signs of unconventionality. There was, in-
deed, nothing much to distinguish the other
four sturdy youngsters, except the shade and
curl of their hair, and the colour of their
Norfolk suits. But the fifth must give us
pause. He was a tall, slim boy dressed in
immaculate Etons; his light hair, parted
down the middle, iooped heavily over his
collar; his eyes were large, light, and a little
wild ; there was, indeed, something uncanny
about his appearance that made “ the boldest
hold his breath, for a time.”

“ Fzactly like a giraffe—a mad one!
whispered Tommy in a tone half of awe, half
of contempt.

“ Rather dreadful, isn't it?"” replied
Harvey in an undertone, *“ what a jolly time
it'll have!”

Meanwhile, Howell had been “ making the
little chaps at home,” according to his own
methods.

“Who are you?” he asked of the first.

“ How d’you mean?’ was the timid reply.

“How I say,” said Iowell, frowning from
a sense of importance. The child promptly
subsided altogether.

“What's your name?” he asked of the
second.

“ Orleton.”

r
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“ Christian name?”

“ Stuart,” said the new boy, blushing vio-
lently and feeling unaccountably ashamed of
himself.

It was hardly a promising start, and this
Howell realised. Placing his foot on the
paper football he called the players to his
assistance.

« Just make these kids at homs,” he said,

broken, and the new boys felt it.
minute all were chattering
sparrows,

The uncanny child continued to le,
against the door-post in silence.

“Let’s talk to it!” whispered Harvey
Tommy at last. s
“ What's your name?”’ asked Tommy wity
a friendly grin. '

In halfa
away  liky

THE UNCANNY CHILD CONTINUED TO LEAN AGAINST THE DOOR-POST,

with a wave of the hand which meant, “ I've
begun, you see; it’s quite easy!” And he
sauntered off with an easy conscience.

There was a long and awkward pause
which shuffling of feet and clearing of throats
did little to relieve.

“Do you chaps play cricket?”
small junior boy at last.

“T'm awfully keen, but I'm not good, you
know!"” cried one of the four. The ice was

asked a

“ Harry,” sighed the boy, turning his mild |
eyes full upon them.

“But what's your other name?}” askel
Harvey, nudging his companion.

“Call me Harry,” said the boy, with the
faintest and saddest of smiles. The ans%¥
was 50 unexpected that hitherto unintereste
spectators crowded up to hear the rest.

“The sickly beast!” whispered Tomm}
apd was aboub to continue the conversahi® |

s
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L)

by an inquiry as to the state of “ Harry’s
cricket—for real boys do not enquire after
the proiessions of their respective fathers—
when he was anticipated by the boy himself.

«My parents are 1n a bgt!:er land,” he
continued, looking at the ceiling, “but my

randmother is ‘ the sweetest soul, That ever
looked with human eyes.” ”’

«T shall be ill in a minute,” muttered
Drury. But it was all toc strange for
laughter.)

« Ahem! have you ever been to school be-
foro?” asked Frost in a meaning tone.

Harry drooped his eyelids at him, smiled,
and said nothing.  Frost blushed deeply,
while the juniors tittered, and the new boy
looked from one to another in bewilderment.

“ Because,” continued Frost, “you’'d jolly
well better get that hair cut down before
Sunday. We can’t stand that sort of thing,
you know.”

“Yes, yes,” said Harry, with a languid
smile.

“What d’you mean—yes?” cried Frost,
who was fast losing his temper.

Harry closed his eyes entirely. “ You're
stufing me,” he said; “I knew you'd try.”

“Mad!” muttered Frost as he turned
away amid a roar of laughter. The effect of
this little monosyllable was as strange as it
was unexpected. With a flush tingeing his
brow—for such is the heroic practice—he
- strode after the wrathful captain of cricket
- and touched him on the shoulder. “I should
nlolt say that again,” he said, a little theatric-
= ally.

_ Frost’s face expressed mingled rage, aston-
ishment, and interrogation.

“Because if you do,” continued Harry, in-
terpreting his expression, ““ I shall be forced
to strike you between the eyes!”

It is difficult to say what would have
resulted had not the fatherly Howell seized
Frost bv the shoulder and dragged him away,
muttering something wise about * new kid ”
and “soon settle down ” and the like.

The little crowd dispersed with feelings
midway hetween relief and disappointment,
%ome to their books and their games, some to
Imtiate the four new boys into the un-
Imaginct mysteries of illustrated price-lists.

arry continued to lean against the door-
F"St- Te smoothed his dank hair care-
tl‘my with both hands, arranged his silk
¢ with the greatest precision, folded his
arms, and looked about him, the backward
L’;’SC of his head and half-shut eyes expressive
o tcondescendmg interest. He was being

atched from all sides, and he knew it, and

liked it. And the longer the boys watched
him the more convinced were they that this
strange new being imagined that he had
scored a triumph, and was looking down upon
their cherished amusements with hardly dis-
guised contempt. And an unmistakable
gloom began to oppress the play-room. Games
flagged dismally; conversations fell so flat
that even the most treasured holiday experi-
ences failed to revive them, and even the
voices drooped to a self-conscious mumble.

As for Harry, he merely smiled, and smiled,
and smiled and said nothing.

Intense was the relief that greeted the
clang of the prayer-bell.

“What’s to be done?”. asked Drury,
gloomily scrabbling in his locker for a hymn-
book.

“M—yes,” answered Harvey, easily divin-
ing his thoughts, There was a long pause.

“You can’t rot him,” complained Drury;
“look how he rotted Frost!”

“It’'ll have to have its head punched,”
growled Harvey, and hurried to his place as
a master called to him to stop talking.

Iv.

RAYERS were over, the head master
had made his preliminary Term-
speech, the last sounds of splashing
and laughter had been extinguished

in the junior dormitory, and in the long
dining-hall the busy little matron was deal-
ing out biscuits and milk to the senior
forms. She was in her sprightliest mood to-
night, knowing from experience that even
boys of fourteen are not exempt from home-
sickness on the first evening of term. But on
this particular evening, try as she might, she
could not dispel the gloom. The laughter
which greeted her little jokes was polite but
forced.

“ Come now, cheer up!’’ she exclaimed at
last, “you’re going to have a splendid term.
Frost, how is your cricket eleven looking? 1
see that one of the new boys is quite big
enough for the team, if he can play!”

Even this' welcome news failed to waken
any enthusiasm; in fact, it tended unac-
countably to heighten the gloom. The matron
was in despair, but she smiled more stoically
than ever,

‘“He is to sleep in the senior dormitory,”
she continued. Somebody muttered, “ Great
Scott! ”’ but there was no other sound.

“By the way, he ought to be here now,”
she went on; “who would like to go and

fetch him §”
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“I'll go,” said Jenkins, seeing that no one
seemed over anxious to offer his services; and
off he went, partly because he was a good-
natured little lad, partly because he felt the
same interest in this new being that he would
have felt in a new canary, or a clockwork
toy.

Harry was alone in the play-room, reading
in the half-light as little Jenkins entered.

“You’ve got to come for biscuits now, and
then bed, you know,” he said ; “ beastly early
but we've got to,” he added, by way of
apology.

Flushing slightly, Harry put down his
book and looked up. “I wondered which it
would be,” he said, half to himself.

“Yes, you're in the senior dorm.,” said
Jenkins, misunderstanding the remark.

“That is not what I meant,” said Harry,
rising and clearing his throat. * You,” he
went on, “ are my greatest friend.” Jenkins
skilfully switched off a peal of laughter into
something between a cough and a crow.

“My greatest friend,” he went on, with
great solemnity. ™ With you I shall share my
study.” ‘

“There isn't any, and if there was, you
wouldn’t have it for years,” put in Jenkins,
schuolboy-like.

“With you,” repeated Harry, “I shall
share my pocket-money,”—this was far more
feasible, and Jenkins began to look inter-
ested.

““My jam, and my—I have no guinea-pigs,
or you should share them,” he said, thinking
wistfully of some imaginary Hero who had.

“Thanks,” said Jenkins, dubiously, “ but
you've got to come on now.”

As Harry entered the dining-hall with his
diminutive guide, he was met by looks which
could hardly be described as encouraging.

With a placid smile he turned to Jenkins,
who had slipped behind him and was engaged
In executing an enormous wink at Tommy
across the rcom. ‘““They have sent me to
Coventry I think ? " he asked in a tone which
implied that this was exactly the course
which he had expected them to adopt.

“To where?” asked Jenkins, controlling
his features with great difficulty.

“To Coventry,” repeated Harry.

‘““Oh—ah—yes,” said Jenkins, who now re-
membered having seen the expression in some
ancient school story. ‘“Of course they
haven’t. They don’t know you yet.”

Harry smiled and shook his head. He ate
his biscuits thoughtfully, and betook himself
upstairs.

Then Jenkins exploded. He laughed till

THE CAPTAIN.

he fell down, and then had to be sat on gy
pummelled before he became intelligible. g,
had a remarkable power of imitating the lyg;
crous, and it was no mournful procession thy
greeted the astonished matron ten minut
later at the dormitory doors.

V.

S it bathing, sir?’ was the chory
that greeted the form-masters on the
first clang of the morning-break bell
A more perfect day there could no

have been. All the brown holland blind
were down in the long bright school-room, anj
the straight solid-looking beams of sun tha
shot in between, with myriads of tiny chalk
dust specks swimming and darting throug
them, had been more than enough to divert
the juniors’ minds from the horrors of French
verbs. The hot stones in the wall that
bounded the play-ground looked wobbly and
delirious, and beyond, the sea could not be
stared at without leaving a blot over you
eyes that turned green when you looked at
the ceiling—a diversion not to be despised in
school-hours.

“ Yes, bathing for all of you!”

“Come along, Tommy! T’'ve bagged two
towels ! ”* shouted Harvey, heading the frantic
rush.

““Can’t stand getting down first!” cried
Tommy, running steadily and looking back
at the crowd that still poured from the back
gate like bees from a hive; “you can't g
in until the masters are ready!”

“ 8till, you can bag the diving rocks” re
plied his friend. I suppose there’s a crowd of
sand-bathers as usual?”

“ Buppose so—though I believe some of the
new kids can swim.”

“ Bet the Giraffe can't!’” cried Harvey,
plunging into the deep dry sand.

“TLook at it now! did you ever see such
a sight?” laughed Tommy, flinging his bath-
ing things down on the diving rock.

Harry certainly did not look his best &
he pounded along by the side of his hypo
critical young friend. He had a curiously
flat-footed run, and his long hair bounced up
and down upon his collar in a dangerously
undignified manner. ) _

“By the way,” he was saying, as Jenkins
secured himself a warm corner among tbe
sand dunes, “ which is the Bully?” p

“ What Bully?” asked Jenkins, who b3
by this time learned to control his expressiol:

“ The school Bully!” repeated Harry. 1t
a tone of faint surprise.
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“Dide't know there was one!” Jenkins
objecte(], )

“There's no one with a bullet-head and
ferrety €yes in the schpol, 18 there?” asked
Harry aiter a meditative pause.

« Haven't seen any lately,” said Jenkins
gravely.

“No. I haven't seen any,” Harry agreed,
“pbut I think I know who it is,” he continued,
nodding gently to himself, and casting a side-
long glance at the popular and good-natured
Trost. '

“That's more than I do!”
Jenkins, shuffling his feet through the hot
sand.

Fiarry smiled incredulously.

laughed.

engaged in a wild splashing match with the
juniors on his way in to land.

“Isn’t this ripping, by Jove!” gasped
Frost, wallowing gloriously over the long, slow
tide-waves..

“Never had such a grand bathe!” said
Drury, floating lazily with closed eyes.

Tommy was doing the porpoise-roll ten
yards away, shaking the water from his red
hair at every turn. Harry stood watching
him from the shore.. “ Allin!” cried the
master.

Tommy rolled over on to his back for a
final splash, and beat up the water furiously
with both legs. That was enough for Harry.
With a wild shriek he plunged madly into

“I'LL SAVE YOU!

“Can we go in, sir?” sung out Tommy,
who, with Harvey, was standing on the
diving-rock, with arms crossed, slapping his
shoulders—a position which no one ever as-
sumes nnless he is about to enter cold water.

I'll give you ten seconds and race you to
the post’ In you go, all of you!” cried out
the master.  Harvey and Tommy disappeared
}’nth 4 Lumultaneous “ clop,” and struck out
or the post, followed closely by the rest of
the upper school, while the sand-bathers
yelIIEd ol splashed gloriously in the shallows.
t.]l{arr_r could not swim, but he stooped down
Ul he could blow bubbles through the water,
and his hair floated round into his mouth ;
an‘c} thet was almost as good.
wh One minute more!” cried the master

en fourteen minutes had passed. Ile was

I'M COMING!”

the sea, his arms working scythe-like in front
of him while all the world wondered. “ Keep
up! keep up!” he screamed, “I'll save you!
I'm coming! ”’ And seizing the unsuspecting
Tommy by both ankles, he proceeded to drag
him to the shore with main and might.
Tommy's red head immediately disappeared
below the water. He struggled frantically
to free himself, but without avail; it was as
much as he could do to raise his head to the
surface at every few yards and gasp. They
reached the shallows at last, and Tommy, sup-
porting himself upon his hands, let out a
violent kick with his right leg which caught
Harry in the chest and knocked him down.
Then Harry gazed round, and a look of
mingled disappointment and resignation came
over his face. There were the boys lying on
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the sand with their towels round them in
paroxysms of unquenchable laughter, and
there sat Tommy, whose life he had saved at
the risk of his own, positively spluttering with
rage and mortification. Even the master
looked over the rocks with an expression be-
tokening the greatest amusement. It was all
very strange.

‘“Here, you confounded ass!” shouted
Tommy, “ what on earth do you thlnk you're
doing, hauling on to a chap like——

“1 was only saving your life,” said Harry,
in a tone of mild reproach. There
was a shriek of delighted laughter from the
crowd.

“Why, you ought to be very gratefy
Tommy,” laughed the master.

“I did not expect gratitude,” said Harry
resignedly, “ but I know that he will live t,
thank me.”

“If I live till to-morrow’s bathe,” sijg
Tommy, as his head protruded through hi; |
shirt, “I'll show you how grateful I ap
You’ll get the best ducking you ever—_»
but the absurdity of the situation was tog
much even for him, and he burst into a roar
of laughter with the rest. And it was a weak
and helpless crowd that laughed itself into the
classrooms ten minutes later. But Harry was
pained.

-

THE SECRET OF SERENITY.

By the Rev. R, L. Bellamy, B.D,

I wiTnessep but the other day,

An incident methinks will not,

"Mid all the change that throngs life’s way,
Be soon forgot.

Walking with pensive step and slow,
A venerable man was seen,
Of kindly face and placid brow,
And gentle mien.

So gentle that the children ran
To win his smile, unchecked by awe,
He was the mildest-looking man

I ever saw.

I turned to pondering in my thought

If thus he bore whate’er befell—

If in Vexation's store were aught,
Could break the spell,

When suddenly a vicious cur
Seized on his leg with savage bite,
I saw, too stunned to cry or stir,
The sickening sight.

Speechless and motionless I stood,

Helpless to stay the vile attack,

And hurl from one so grave and good,
The mongrel back.

But he—most wonderful of men!—

Not from his wonted calin beguiled,

One moment, just glanced down, and then
Serenely smiled.

And that base cur—'tis truth I say,—
As stung with new-born sense of shame,
Let go his hold and slunk away

Back whence he came.

Then found I speech again, and straight
Poured forth my admiration high,
Till he, unmoved and unelate,

Made this reply :—

“Praise not, good sir, nor deem the part
I've played magnanimous, I beg;
Because, you see, I have an art-

Ificial leg!”
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D HEN we consider how badly
IYW many cycles are treated, it is
U marvellous how ever some

machines, especially those of
the cheap order, wear as well as they do.
n the majority of cases they are simply
left to look after themselves, with the ex-
ception, perhaps, of the outside being kept
clean. Sometimes, perhaps, a little o1l may
be squirted into the bearings, but even this
is the exception rather than the rule, and
the consequence is that these soon get
clogged up with rust, or, what is perhaps
worse, a mixture of oil and the wet and dust
which will work in through the openings
(there is no such thing as a really dust-proof
bearing), and quickly cakes round the cones
and cups. To clear this away satisfactorily,
the services of a mechanic may be necessary.
The result is that the bearings, especially in
the case of the cheaper machines, are abso-
Jlutely wrecked. How seldom do we find many
of the general army of riders ever thinking of
adjusting the bearings, or even taking up the
slack of the chain. Yet they wonder, when
tld the machine is practically worn out,
why a firm of repute should turn out what
they consiler such a wretched apology for
a bicycle. Tyres, too, receive just as little
altention ns the rest of the machine; hence
they alwavs give trouble, and then they are
called “ roiten,” and perhaps, if the owner
be a meriier of the Cyclists’ Touring Club,
he emptic. the vials of his wrath on the head
of the ma!...r through the medium of the club
| Bazette, Vit

: . A LITTLE ATTENTION,

2 l"_ery little, as a matter of fact, will not
Only greatly prolong the life of the machine,
but' bV saving the waste of power caused
Y driving the foul and ill-adjusted bearings,

"l greativ add to the pleasures of riding.
VoL X.— 5 :

CYCLING
CORNER.

CARE OF A CYCLE.
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I have in my possession a machine of a now
obsolete type, the Resilient Triumph, which
was seven years ago entrusted to me for trial.
I liked it so well that I purchased it, and
two years subsequently sold it to a friend from
whom I repurchased it three years later for
a few shillings. Since that time it has been
in constant use for track work, and as a
winter machine I have had it re-enamelled.
When pulled to pieces the wearing parts of
the bearings were found to be in as good a
condition as when I had it first, and when I
take a long journey, in which speed is only
a secondary confideration, I ride that ancient
cycle in preference to any of the more up-to-
date machines in my stud. This machine is
a monument of what the life of a well-made
bicycle that is properly cared for ought to
be; it has already covered over 40,000 miles,
and seems good for as many more. It has
now its fifth pair of tyres and its third chain,
though the chain sprockets, singularly
enough, show few signs of wear.
HOW I PROLONGED ITS LIFE

and enabled it to enjoy a * respected and
vigorous old age,” instead of reposing on
a “ scrap heap,” may be of interest to many
of my readers. “ A careful man takes care
of his steed "’ is an old proverb, and so little
care is necessary for the preservation of a
bieycle, and getting the best results out of
it, that I wonder why owners are so blind
to their own interests. I have been told that
in my case I cannot, at an age when the
majority of men have to fall back for their
“wheeling” on a carriage, a bath chair, or
another vehicle which we shall all have to
use sooner or later, throw an ounce away, and,
therefore, my care of a bicycle is compulsory.
I do not deny the soft impeachment, but
surely, -if I am benefited thereby, why not
my young friends? The first thing I did
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when I received the machine alluded to was
to wind some worsted, which had been well
“ tallowed,” round each bearing, which made
them
ABSOLUTELY DUST AND WET-PROOF.
I even went as far as to protect the inside
bearings of my pedals in a similar manner.
Those on the outside are capped, and these
caps, before being screwed on, I filled with a
thick hydro-carbon oil, which I find the best
lubricant for cycle bearings. Into the crank
axle bearings I injected about a table-spoon-
ful of the oil named (I have used Ward’s Vis-
coleum for the last eight to ten years, and
found it excellent), having previously taken
the precaution of procuring a cork to fit the
seat pillar tube and ramming it down as far
as it will go. This is to prevent the oil, when
you “up end” the machine—which, alas!
the visits of the puncture fiend render com-
pulsory at times—running down it and bring-
ing back a lot of the rust which is certain to
accumulate therein. The same treatment
I practically apply to the two hub bear-
ings. These are built in two classes, which
are respectively known as “cup and cone”
and the “barrel.” In the former, the cup
is part of the hub, and the cone is screwed
into it by means of a thread on the axle.
This was the original form of adjustable axle,
and was used on the back wheels of the old-
fashioned high bicycles, before Messrs.
Bown apd Hughes invented ball bearings.
As originally made, these would not retain
oil, but lately they have been so designed as
to do so, to a certain extent. The barrel hub
is constructed
ON EXACTLY OPPOSITE LINES,

the cups screwing on to fixed cones, which are
turned on to the axle. It is difficult to say
which system is the better. Such makers of
repute as the Humber, Rover, Raleigh, and
the Rudge-Whitworth companies use the
older system, while the Triumph and Cen-
taur swear by ‘ barrel hubs.” The latter
are by far the more difficult for a novice to
adjust, but they have this great advantage—
they are oil retaining, and when protected
as I recommend may be laid sideways without
losing any of the oil that is in them. By the
way, I always dispense with the ordinary
oilers, and into the orifices made for them,
fit screws, which, should the openings be left
downwards, prevents the oil running out, and
not only ruining your tyres, but getting you
into trouble with the women folk of your
establishment. Bearings, when treated with
suitable oil, require no attention for a thou-
sand miles or more, or say, perhaps, twice in

a season. One of the most persi:tent Wi
riders I know fills his bearings with g thy
grease—vaseline, I believe—which he injy
by means of a football pump, the g,
which he has tapped to screw into th,
holes. By this means the lubricant i form
into the ball races as required. Ile coptoy
that this protects the bearings to syq
extent that, even if the machine were th
into a pond, the wet could not reac g
wearing parts.

THE MOST VITAL PART OF A MACHIy
which receives the least attention is thei,
race at the lower end of the steering coluy
Let the bearing run dry and.get clogged,q
the strain is so great that once 1 absoly
twisted the pillar into two parts. Thisy
bearing, too, which is not so easy to prou
especially if, as is too often the case, n
guards are not used (why, I can never uni
stand, as up to sixteen or seventeen mi
an hour I cannot find that they make a
appreciable difference to the runuing o
machine), when the splash from the frd
wheel will be certain to find its way ins
Invariably a drop or two of oil every 200
300 miles will do no harm. Some cyclesa
made without means of lubricating their be
ings, in which case a small hole should
drilled in the frame just above the ball ru
Next to lubrication, the most imporis
factor in the life of a cycle is the adjustme
to which I always pay great attention. Eve
bearing should be so adjusted that, whi
there is no lateral movement, the wh
should revolve freely. A child can adjt
cup and cone bearings, but barrel hubsa
those on the crank axle and the steeny
head require some little care. The slights
shake should be immediately taken up.f
th2 bearing will speedily wear out of tn
Again, a loose bearing means a nasty o
strain and a corresponding loss of pow
Now, as to - ‘
THE OUTWARD APPEARANCE OF A MACHIM
This can be preserved almost indefinit
provided every time the machme
been used it is rubbed over, the pla
parts especially, with a cloth on whlch
little vaseline has been smeared. 1 al¥
carry a small tin of this in my tocl bag
should I be overtaken by rain ov run i¥
a storm track, I rub a httle on uvery P”:
that the wet can reach. A very little ®
do, and then the dirt is subsequent!x as €%
removed as if it were dust. rub®
fairly freely on an unprotected chai
keep it right for a full day’s journcy 11 °
rain. Insuch casc, however, it is advisable
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slacken it a little; in fine wea‘t>he14', or w'hen a
gearcase 1s used,l I ﬁnd}that it is a:dv1sable
to have the chain as tight as possible pro-
vided it does not interfere with the easy
running of the machine. As most machines
are aow fitted with free-wheels, a chain that
is too tight means increased friction. Writ-
ing of free-wheels reminds me that the
clutches require very frequent lubrication,
and with a much lighter oil than is required
for the bearings, on which the friction is
much greater. Thick oil is apt to clog the
pawls, and may make the clutch free “ both
wavs,” When a clutch, from this cause,
refuses to act, flush freely with paraffin or
petrol, and then lubricate with a similar oil
to that which is used for sewing machines
and typewriters.
THE CARE OF TYRES

is also important. These should never be
exposed more than is necessary to heat or
strong light, or the rubber will “ perish,” and
will then puncture freely. They should be
carefully watched, and every small cut
plugged with cotton-wool soaked in rubber
solution or Westwood's Tyre Stopping, which
vulcanises freely on exposure to the air.
Should any cuts reach the fabric on which the
tyre is built, the wet will soon find its way
in, and rot the canvas, when a bad burst is
inevitable. It is a good plan to examine
tyres carcfully about every month, to ascer-
tain whether there are any weak spots or
any puncturing substances imbedded in the
cover, which have not reached the air tube.
I took three thorns and two flint spines out
of a cover the other day, all of which, had
they remained, would have certainly in time
caused trouble. A little French chalk dusted
in the cover will prevent the air tube ad-

hering to it. In such a case, great care is
necessary when opening the tyre, or the
tube will be torn. I am strongly of opinion
that the use of chalk adds to the “life”” of
a tyre. Whether this is right or not, it will
prevent any strain on the valve, which I have
seen torn out of the air tube when it has
stuck to the cover in the tyre ridden in a
semi-deflated state. Again,

NEVER LET A MACHINE STAND WITH THE TYRES
DEFLATED ;

and it will preserve them considerably if,
during bad weather, non-winter riders will
take them out in the wet for a few hundred
yards, even if the machine is not ridden.
But, if you treat a machine as T recommend,
and blow your tyres hard, winter riding is
robbed of half its terrors. As one who rides
all the year round, I should be very sorry to
lay my machine by for the rainy season. I
invariably use a machine which is low-geared,
certainly not higher than 70 (I use 7in.
cranks), and then I can pedal against strong
winds and over heavy roads with very little
exertion. High gearing for winter riding is
a great mistake, I am not on the whole a
believer in gear cases, but for riding in bad
weather one made of leather will keep the
chain, which should be occasionally lubri-
cated with a thick oil, from the mud. It is
by paying close attention to these details that
I have made my old bicycle last for years
longer than would have been the case had
it not been properly cared for. I see no
reason why any other of a similar class should
not be equally good after at least 30,000 to
40,000 miles, or, as in my case, perhaps
more. . .
CHARLES H. LARRETTE.
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CHEERFUL COMPANIONS.

“HERE'S PUSS.” By W. B. Huntly, Disseldorf,

By Fred Caddy, Blackheath.
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STERN VIEW OF AMERICAN LINER §.5. “ KRAISER WILHELM DER BOWS OF S§.S. ‘““ PHILADELI'HIA"
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PHILADELPHIA, GROSSE.” By G. Hupt, Torquay.
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By Fred. C. Long, A GIPSY ENCAMPMENT IN IRELAND. Mullingar.

THE READING GIRL IN THE
LIBRARY OF CHELTENHAY
LADIES’ COLLEGE.

BBy Mary Chilton, Wormingfard

b

IN OUR GARDEN. TAF WINNER. STOKF. POGFES CHVRCH.
By Ernest Mountals. By R. Harrison, Feltham. By N. C. Moore, Berkhampstetd
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TROOPSHIP “ SYRIA.”
By G. Hunt, Torquay.

“BROTHER PHILIP” (OF THE
MONKS OF ST. BERNARD,
LEICESTER). By M Rhodes.

[ASTGUARDS AT “ SPORTSMAN,”
NEAL RAMSCATE. By Cedrie Stokes. Frank Buszard.




THE MAGNANIMITY OF BRINDLE.

By W. SNOW.

) |- comoransmn OU may remember
R R that I told you
fait? : once about Brin-
dle’s ingenuity;
but that was a
long time ago,
when we were
both in the Lower
Fifth, and neither
of us had begun
to take things seriously. Now Brindle is
Captain of the School, Editor of the Maga-
zine, and all the rest of it; in fact, he is as
full of offices as a Spanish Grandee is of
orders, and it is very seldom that he finds any

time to be frivolous. Sometimes, on a Satur-

day night, when the cares of all his offices
have relaxed, when he knows that the Doctor
has a dinner party and won’t want to consult
him, when his fag has made his tea and toast
and departed, he is the old Brindle again—
*“The Cow,” as I and one or two others are
still allowed to call him. Then he will chuck
his dignity to the winds, get into an old
blazer, rot his guests, especially old Phillips,
who hasn’t the perception of a rhinoceros, and
even rag me as he used to do. But on Sun-
day morning he is the majestic Brindle,
which is all the Brindle most of the School
ever knew; and to see and hear him reading
the lessons in Chapel, no one would ever
believe that he was once the despair of the
masters and the black sheep of his House.

Now, if there is any one who ad-
mires Brindle, and whom Brindle admires,
it 15 Denner, the master with whom he
had the war some years ago. [le knows
the real Brindle underneath, and some-
times he will join us in Brindle’s study
or in a long run over the moors,
and then they are like brothers. And
Denner is afraid (I heard him say so to Owen)
that when Brindle gets to Oxford he may
revert to his old self again, and give the
dons there some trouble. * His scholarship’s
all right,” he said; “he can't help getting
a first and all that, unless he goes absolutely
to the wall; but he may play the fool to
such an extent when he is free from respon-
sibility that the authorities may compel him
to bring his career to an untimely conclu-
sion.”

Denner was right about Brindle's scholar-
ship. There hadn’t been such a scholar at
Sedwick since the days of Gymson twenty
years ago, who, as every one knew, could do

Sketches by REX OSBORNE.

a hundred verses, in an hour, which might
have come slick out of Virgil. The Doctor wag
nursing him carefully for the Balliol, and sayq
he was certain to get it—not to Brindle, of
course; that wasn’t his way.  “ Well, Brindle,
my boy,” he would say, when the “ Cow"
had shown up a prose which even Ze could
pick no holes in, and he’s a Balliol scholar
himself, “this might be better, of course.
Mind your connecting particles. But after
all T think it’ll do; yes, it’ll do. No; don't
take 1t; I want to look through it again. The
authority of that comparasset is a little
doubtful.” And then you would see him
showing the prose to his Sixth Form assist-
ant, and, if you could get near enough, hear
him say, “ Ciceronian, Wilkins, Ciceronian!”
If Brindle ever did make a mistake, a regular
howler, which even Brindle did sometimes,
just as a German editor sometimes proposes
an emendation which involves a false quan-
tity, the Doctor used to be down on him as if
he had committed a murder. (He only groans
at my howlers.) That is the Doctor’s way.
You see, he was afraid of Brindle's getting
rather above himself, as a fellow who could
write comps. like him, and have a batting
average of 50 odd at the end of the scason,
might very well be excused for doing.

If a Balliol Scholarship -was a practical
certainty for Brindle—and there wasn't a
fellow in the Sixth, or, what is more import
ant, a master in the Upper School, wh'o
wouldn’t have put his bottom sixpence on his
chance—the Halifax was an absolute cer-
tainty. An old boy called Halifax had
founded a Scholarship of £100 a year for
fellows from Sedwick to hold at Oxford or
Cambridge. It is given after an examination
held half-way through the Christmas term
All the Sixth enter for it as a matter of
course, and it is awarded to the candidate
who gets the highest aggregate of marks
Now, it happened that this year it was not
only a case of Brindle first and the rest no-
where, but that also, while he was extraordin-
arily brilliant, the rest of us were extraordin-
arily poor. Some were young, and \_\'O}IM
have another chance, but with old Plillips
who had set his heart on going to the Un-
versity, it was different. He had very little
chance of getting an open schol., anl on€
of the smaller school exhibitions would be
of no use to him. If he got the Halifax
he would be able to go, though it “"0‘11,
be rather a tight fit; but if he didnt




pe would have to go into business,
for which he 18 totally unfitted, where-
a3 he wili probably make a very excellent
parson. Of course, he knew he wasn’t in it
apainst Brindle, but all the same he’s a
dogged old chap, and pl