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FLYING MODEL AIRCRAFT

THE SCUD SAILPLANE IS TIIE
ONLY MACHINE OF ITS TYPE
MADE, AND HAS THE PERFOR-
MANCE OF A REAL SAILPLANE.
WHEN CORRECTLY TRIMMED,
AND UNDER SUITABLE

WEATHER CONDITIONS, IT WILL SCUD High-
FLY DISTANCES UP TO TWO Performance
MILES. THESE WONDERFUL Sailplane,
MODELS ARE DESIGNED AND Span  38-in.
CONSTRUCTED UNDER THE Complete with
SUPERVISION OF ACTUAL FLY- New Launch-
ING EXPERTS. SCUD MODELS ing Equipment.
ARE THE FINEST MADE, AND Average Dura-

tion of Flight,
WILL PERFORM ALL THE EVO-

3 minutes.
LUTIONS OF REAL MACHINES.

17/6
THE SCUD SQUADRON. SCUD
SPAR MODELS. FUSELAGE MODELS. * Cabin Cruiser”
PIXIE MONOPLANE - 2s. 6d. ENVOY MONOPLANE - 12s. 6d. Construction
SNIPE MONOPLANE - 4s. 6d. SAILPLANE - 17s. 6d. KIT
AUDAX MONOPLANE 6s. 6d. SILVER SWALLOW MONOPLANE 21s. All the materials for
FURY MONOPLANE - 10s. 6d. SILVER EAGLE MONOPLANE 35s. a first-class flying

(Twin Motor)

SOLD BY HAMLEY BROS. LTD.,

model with full size
drawing and detailed

AND LEADING instructions. Span
DEALERS THROUGHOUT THE KINGDOM.

23 inches.

56

SEND FOR FREE CATALOGUE OF RANGE FOR 1933.

SCUD MODELS LIMITED, Lovaine Crescent Model Works, Newcastle-upon-Tyne, 2.

WHAT A
TREAT

THE
PERFECT
SWEET

Go to the tuckshop when you get your pocket money and
getsome Bassett’s Original Allsorts. They’re topping. Jolly
good to eat. Lots of delicious coverings and flavours—
every one tempting. Don’t forget too, theyare 100% pure.

BASSET

ORIGINAL

LIQUORICE
ALLSORTS

In cartons Nib. I/-,£-Ib.6d.f
J-lb, 3d., Pocket Size 2d.,
and 3d. J-lb. loose.

PHOTOGRAPHERS

‘WELLCOME *
Exposure Calculator

and HANDBOOK

Indicates correct
exposure under all
practical conditions

, ..pi, From PhotograRhic
1/0 t)dOM Dealers euerywhere

Write for interesting literature, post free
Burroughs Wellcome & Co.
Snow Hill Buildings, London, E.C. 1

—_—— — —= Copyright

COLLECT
SHIPPING PHOTOGRAPHS

Send 3d. for specimen postcard and Illustrated List of 600

different real photograph postcards ol Liners, Freighters,

Cunard-White Star, “Harrison, Furness Withy. Blue Funnel,

Lamport & Holt, Elder Dempster, Anchor Booth, Bibby, Clan,

Blue Star, C.P.R., Ellerman Lines, etc., 2d. each, 2> per dozen
e free.

B. & A. FEILDEN (B.O.P.4)),
12, Harlech Road, Blundellsands, Liverpool, 23

) If you collect birds’
eggs, write for free
price list to :—

C.

H. GOWLAND, Naturalist
“Tadorna,” Pensby Road, Barnston, Wirral.



Quicquid agunt pueri nostrifarrago libelli

(* Whatever boys do makes up the
mixture of our little book.”)

While the Dixie Boils . . . . . . The Editor
Camping with the Soviet Pioneers Geoffrey Trease
The Cup Final . . . . . . . John Graves
Like a Great Gentleman (Short story) Hylton Cleaver
T he Quest of the Magical Herb (Serial) G. M. Rogers
Why the Boat-Race Fascinates Us “ Tidewayman ”
Pahua ! Pahua ! ! (Short story) . . . . Sercombe Griffin

TO CONTRIBUTORS.—AIl manuscripts must be sent to 4 Bouverie Street, London, E.C.4. Contributions are not returned unless
stamps are sent to cover postage. Payment for published manuscripts is made quarterly after publication, and, unless otherwise specified,
the receipt conveys the copyright of manuscripts to the United Society of Christian Literature. The Boy’'s Own Paper is published on the
25th of each month. The annual subscription (including postage to any of the countries within the Postal Union) is 8s. 6d. (Canada and
Newfoundland, 7s. 6d.).

BIRDS' EGGS : Gulls, Hawks, Eagles, Tits, Warblers, WEBLEY air pistols _A TITCRAFT

etc., from 1d. each. Collapsible Canoes
BIRD DECOY CALLS: accurate for and Dinghies

Cuckoo, Owls, Gulls, etc., from 9d. each.
SILKWORMS’ EGGS : m Decked Canoe £5 12s.

100 with instructions, 1/6 post free. No license required to purchase. Open Canoe £4 18s.
COLOURED PLATES OF BIRDS, 3id. each. Senior4s/-, Mark 1 30/-, Dink Boat  £4 10s.
BIRDS’ NESTING BOXES, 4/- each, post free. Junior20/-, Webley Air Rifle 80 /- \IlI1I1k TITCRAFT,
WANTED: LIVE FROGS. Good prices offered. Writefor List. W ebrey & Scote Ltd., The Point, Canvey
Lists Free : FORBES, Dept. B., Clutton, Chester. 81, W eaman Street, Birmingham, Eng. " Island, Essex.

DR. BARNARDO'S HOMES

(The Hallmark of quality).

You will find everything necessary to construct a scale
model railway in the new catalogue of L.M.C. Products.
If you want to build your own track there are rails,
chairs, fishplates, sleepers, etc., etc.,, all listed and
illustrated therein.  If you prefer to buy complete there
is Metalway constructed from the parts already mentioned,
and only 7|d. per 18" length.  Of course, if you want a
super track, that is there too with a host of other
equipment such as signals, wagons, coaches and loco-
motives. They are all built to scale and finished
perfectly, and most of them are obtainable in sets of
parts for home construction.

NEwW cATALOGUE 6 p post free.
Do not hesitate to obtain a copy now.

25,000 meals have to . be provided every_ day for the Plsase send me a copy of your HEW CATALOGUE,
Barnardo Family of over 8,000 children.

Will you send them 26 for Food?

. p.o.
for which | enclose stamps to value of 6d.

The children must be fed. Name
Cheques and Orders payable “ Dr. Barnardo’s Homes” and
crossed, should be sént to Dr. Barnardo's Homes, Address
189 Barnardo House, Stepney Causeway, London, E. i. Potterdale Mil

THE LEEDS MODEL CO. LTD. LEEDS, 11.

THERE IS SOMETHING IN THESE PAGES OF INTEREST TO ALL BOYS.



HE number you hold in your hands is all about the

Boat Race and soccer ; but I'm thinking about cricket,
swimming, camping, and long hikes over the countryside—
whether bike-hike or fair heel and toe. It is the planning
of the summer numbers that has done this. At the
moment of yarning a shrill north-easter is biting us to the
marrow, and the camp-fire warms only bits of us, and
we’'re jolly glad to collar all the blankets we can find. Yet
in secret | have been busy with summer pastimes : cricket,
tennis, swimming, canoeing, both in article and story
form ; and it is because Captain Mellor has written a
thrilling account of his tramp across the High Atlas Moun-
tains in order to visit a friend in the Foreign Legion, and
Claude Fisher the first of a series of humorous articles on
the delights of camping, that | can’t get our May number
out of my head. Hiking over High Atlas has stirred a
wanderlust in me, too. Shades of the Pillars of Hercules !
How | am reminded of a tramp | once had across the
Arabian desert.

From My Diary. It was in the early days of May
some years ago that we were called upon to do the hardest
trek in our lives. “ We ” were a territorial battalion, and,
like many other regiments at that time, consisted of chaps
who had gone to school together, played together on the
same fields, and who knew each other’s families. There-
fore fellows who tramped with us over the downs were
now our companions on this trek across the burning sands.

| kept a diary of that desert march. Just a minute, and
I'll fish it out and read you a few extracts.

* We leave Basra. Our destination is two hundred miles
away. Where, only the scouts know. Behind us plod
the camels carrying kits and the few necessities of warfare,
and controlled by Indian drabis. Loneliness closes
around, creeping, sinister and comfortless. | am dying
for a drink, but the allowance is a pint of chlorinated water
a day, to be drunk when ordered.

“ We trudge on, bowed beneath the weight of ammuni-
tion, equipment and rifle. The brazen sun burns, clothes
become wet with sweat, topees heavy and big. At hourly
halts we sink to the ground, and rise again with stiff joints
and aching shoulders. At given times we drink. The
column marches on.

“ The sun has gone, camels are unloaded and fed,
water tanks stacked together, and camp is made. Field-
kitchens are soon brewing tea, and bully beef, biscuits and
milkless tea are devoured.

* * * * *

“ Camp awakes to a shrill voice bellowing : * Camels !
Fetch the camels !’ We stir in our blankets, stiff and
weary. It is a little before dawn— a nasty sandy wind—

WHILi
DIXIB
BOILS

the'moon has sunk low. A roaring and the camels loom
in the light mist. Blankets are rolled and packed on
the beasts’ backs, black tea and biscuits swallowed for
brekker, then on again as the sun lifts itself over the
horizon.

“ Corporal Ben plays a tune on his mouth-organ to keep
spirits up. Plucky devil! He’s as done as the rest of us.
A chap collapses in a heap, sweat pouring from his pores.
We just bathe his face with a moist handkerchief and
march on. The small dome-shaped wagons with the
Red Cross painted on the sides, and drawn by slow-moving
oxen, are following up behind.

“ Another halt. We see bones glistening in the sand—

those of a camel !'. . . Welcome evening comes again.”
* * * * *

There are many days of this kind of trekking. Then :

“ Dawn once more. Our eyes are heavy, and limbs
weary and limp. Nerves keyed high, so that a prickly
bush to avoid, or a clump of hard earth irritates. My pal
has fixed glazed eyes and cracked lips. My tongue is
swollen and furry and leathery. Ben tries his mouth-organ
again, but fails at the first notes, for his lips are blistered
and cracked. Oh, for water ! A sparkling waterfall to
lie and drown under— drinking, drinking . . . the tap at
home . . . even green water in stagnant pools would be
delicious.

“We come to an oasis, fast drying and black with insects
and flies. We are warned ; but many sink on their knees
and drink.”

* * * * *

A later entry :

“ An unexpected halt. The scouts ride into the horizon
and are lost to sight We are told to dig trenches. The
only sound the hacking and scraping of entrenching tools
and the jingle of mule harness. One of the chaps falls to
the floor of the trench, groaning and bent double, his knees
pressed against his chest. Cholera! That vile water we
passed some time ago !

“ Chaps fall quickly after that at the very thought of
having swallowed the stuff. In our particular trench only
Ben and | are left. . ..”

* * * * *

We reached our destination— an Arab town in the desert
which had to be garrisoned and fortified. A thousand of us
set out; only three hundred arrived. We were just a cog
in that mad scheme of things during 1914 and 1919. |
trust that you chaps will never have a trek like that. And
| pray that when you camp and hike together this summer
you will never be called upon— like we were—to march
with your pals into some unknown, far-away frontier.

(Continued on page iv).



SHIP AHOY!

A new BASSETT-LOWKE SHIP CATALOGUE.

WHITE Sails tossing !
Long grey battleships
cutting swiftly across the
sea ! Great liners with
their freight of travellers,
plying the ocean routes of

the world !

There are the giant
“ NORMANDIE” and
our own “ QUEEN
MARY " in miniature, and
here, the Exploration
Ship  that might have
carried Nansen, Scott or
Shackleton : the Life-
boat with its heroic

tradition ; while, skipping
back the years, we dis-
cover Drake's “ GOLDEN
HIND” and Columbus’
“ SANTA MARIA.
Visions like THESE flash
before your eyes as the
pages fly by !

SEND AT ONCE for
BASSETT-LOWKE'S new
catalogue “ Scale Model

Ships,” NEW S 18 6d.
post free.

The Bassett-Lowke Bulletin. April.
A 18. Model Railway Catalogue (new edition) 6d.

New Track Booklet “ Laying Permanent Way ” 2d

B.18. Model Engine Catalogue, 6d.

“ LILLIPUTIAN POWER?” FB.18 free booklet of models, and
TT.18, the Twin Train folder.

Get these interesting books at once |

BASSETT-LOWKE
NORTHAM PTON London: 112, High Holborn,

Manchester: 28, Corporation

ROYAL AIR FORCE
VACANCIES FOR BOYS

LTD.

W.C.1.
Street.

There will be approximately 800 vacancies in August next for
boys to be trained in the Royal Air Force as aircraft apprentices.

AGE LIMITS. Applicants must have attained the age of
IS but be under the age of 17 years on 1st August next.

METHOD OF ENTRY. Entry is by competitive examination
to be held on 26th May, 1936 ; but applicants possessing an approved
first School Certificate with specified “ credits ” may be exempted
from the examination. The competitive examinations are held
at numerous centres throughout Great Britain and Northern
Ireland. Entry for this examination and applications for exemption
are by nomination.

METHOD OF APPLICATION. Prospective candidates should
apply (normally through the Headmaster) to the local education
committee for the requisite nomination. Nominations are obtain-
able from other approved nominating authorities by applicants
who are no longer at school.

DATE OF APPLICATION. Nominations must reach the
Air Ministry not later than 5th May, 1936.

Aircraft apprentices receive a three years’ technical training
(with continued general education) in one of the following highly
skilled trades : fitter, wireless operator mechanic, fitter (armourer),
instrument maker. Their initial engagement is for 12 years’
regular Air Force service from the age of 18, together with the
period of training previous to attainment of that age.

Full particulars, including the official regulations (A. M. Pamphlet
15) may be obtained on request from the Inspector of Recruiting
(B.O.P.), Royal Air Force, Victory House, Kingsway, London,
W.C. 2, or from any local Royal Air Force Recruiting Office.

SKTBIRDS

THE MOST MODERN OF ALL HOBBIES
SCALEMODEL AEROPLANE CONSTRUCTION

MAKE MODEL AEROPLANE CONSTRUCTION EASY
This fascinating hobby has captured the imagination of air-minded men
everywhere. No other model aeroplanes can compare with these
beautifully made, easily constructed machines. The components are
wood, metal and celluloid, precision made— true to scale (1/72)— and

perfectly finished. Start your collection to-day |

NFW ! THE HESTON “PHOENIX” Constructive Set, 2/6

1 Assembled and painted, 8/6
Decorative SKYBIRD COLUMNS for Airport Gateways,
per pair, 6d.
TRENCH LAY-OUT, 15" x 12" incorporating No-man’s

Land with Mine Crater, Shell Holes, Wire Entanglements, Front

Line Trench with Concealed Nest for Machine Gun, Firing Steps,

Communication and Supporting Trenches, Gun Emplacements and
Bomb-proof Shelter, 5/-.

Made to scale for SKYBIRD Figures, Guns, etc.

JOIN THE SKYBIRD LEAGUE AND HELP YOUR FRIENDS TO
BECOME AIR-MINDED. For particulars, write THE SECRETARY,
SKYBIRD LEAGUE, 3, Aldermanbury Avenue, LONDON, E.C.2.

UITITMIIIS

A sister series to SKYBIRDS. Constructive waterline models
of famous ships and accessories. Scale 100 feet equals | inch.
SHIPS OF THE ROYAL NAVY, Sets 1/6 to 3/- each.

SHIPS OF THE MERCHANT SERVICE, Sets 4/6to 5/- each.

AT LASTI A Shipseries Model of the

- R.M.S. “ QUEEN MARY?”

As she really will be, with the final arrangement of the super-
structure and ventilators. This model has been held up awaiting
the authentic drawings of the final modifications.

A SHIPSERIES MODEL MUST BE CORRECT.

“ QUEEN MARY ” Constructive Set, 5/-.

THE LATEST SET—complete castings with Dock Shed, Wharf,
Two Cranes, Cross Channel Steamer, Oil Tanker, Cargo Steamer,
Tug Boat, Lightship, and Lighthouse. Price 3/6

L — POST THIS COUPON TO-DAY

Messrs. A. J. HOLLADAY & CO. LTD. (Desk L),
3, Aldermanbury Avenue, LONDON, e.C.2.

Please send me the latest copy of the “ AERO MODELLER?”
containing a complete list of SKYBI RDS and SHIPSERIES Models
for which | enclose 7d. ; also send me the address of nearest agent.

Name

Address

ONLY THE BEST PRODUCTS ARE ADVERTISED IN THE WORLD’S BEST MAGAZINE FOR BOYS



THE BOY’S OWN PAPER

If the nations of the world have the same spirit of brother-
hood as you have, such a thing can never happen.

* * * * *

Next Month. Crash! The burning end of a branch
falls into the fire and sends up a shower of sparks. The
dixie almost topples over, and not one of you comes to the
rescue. Strike ten thousand policemen! My talk has
so bored you that you're all asleep. Hi! Wake up!
Rouse your jolly old selves. Here’'s better news, any-
way. . . .

Our next month’s number contains, besides the High
Atlas and camping articles already referred to, an account
of the Indian cricketers who are going to pit their skill
against the best of England this summer. Mr. Sewell
talks about the team as a whole, and gives his forecast as
to whom he thinks will be picked to represent India.
Hedley Hervey entertains you with some personal re-
miniscences and anecdotes about the Nawab of Pataudi,
who has been robbed of the captaincy by ill-health.

You've read in the newspapers about the great Zeppelin
LZ 129, now nearing completion. Mr. Harper gives a fine
account of this, and other airships, in the brilliant and
well-illustrated article, “ Airships, Military and Com-
mercial 7. Those of you who like Gibbard Jackson’s
guarding the seaways articles will delight in his latest
one, “ Adventures of Lighthouse Keepers ”.

Besides these “ star ” turns there are many more in-
formative and amusing articles ; and for fiction we have a
rattling school story by R. E. Bailey called “ Strickland
Breaks Bounds” ; then *“ Ambush,” a thrilling gun-
running yarn written by Hugh M ’Cutcheon ; and a tale
of New Zealand, in which the hero descends into a boiling
lake, to bring back the “ Tiki of Tautauro ”. There’s
another Lionel Fletcher dog yarn, too, called “ Up and
Over !”

“ Ransom spun round to face a huge baboon. ... It
stood stockstill in his pathway, showing great, long, dis-
coloured teeth, and mouthing in a manner hideous to
behold.” That’s just an extract from the next instalment
of the serial, “ The Quest of the Magical Herb ”.

The May number will also contain contributions from
Geoffrey Prout, “ Hedgerow ”, the Stamp Expert, and
A. B. Cooper.

\t: * * *

Farewell to an Old Friend. This is the last article
you’ll ever get from this old friend, boys. He died a few
weeks ago. | remember reading his articles and stories in
the “ B.O.P.” when | was a young shaver. They were

“ The column marches on ... ”

Our camp in the desert.

always clean, virile and healthy. Mr. Cooper always
preached the “ B.O.P.’s” doctrine: “ Play straight; and
play the game ” ; and, besides the article, our Padre’s Talk
will bear the old, familiar initials “ A. B. C.” for the last
time. His final words to you are these : “ Right comes of
right and wrong of wrong, and nothing can alter it. We
may play fast and loose with principles, but principles will
win in the end, and those who disregarded them, and took
the line of least resistance, will be discredited.”
Remember that, boys.

* * * * *

R.M.S. “ Queen Mary.” “ Thelinershe'salady.. .”
I have no doubt that this familiar statement of Rudyard
Kipling’s will be recalled in the minds of many a British
lad next month. The Queen Mary is indeed grand and
stately, like Her Gracious Majesty who, two years ago,
christened the vessel after her own name and then launched
her. Lucky the boys who will be able to see the great
Cunarder when she is towed out of Southampton docks
on Wednesday May 27th, on her maiden voyage to New
York ; for never before has such a ship gone down to
the sea.

“ And the good ship Argo heard Orpheus’ magic song,
and longed to be away and out at sea ; till she stirred in
every timber, and heaved from stem to stern, and plunged
onward like a gallant horse . . . rushing into the whispering
sea.” Thus Kingsley wrote of the Argo as she left her
native shore, and | like to think that the Queen Mary's
setting forth will have much the same joyous urge.

She has two captains (a thing surely unique in the history
of shipping !). Her tonnage is.approximately 73,000, her
length at waterline, 1,004 feet, and her beam 118 feet.

Will she win back the Blue Riband of the Atlantic for
Britain— wrest those laurels which are now held by the
French giant, Normandie ? Waves and winds of the
Atlantic, dreaded fog-bank and berg of the western sea,
our mightiest and loveliest ship has come to face your
unseen terrors. Treat her well, O immensities, and hear
our wish that she may have many happy voyages, for she
is indeed a goodly vessel.

In order to mark our God-speed to the Queen Mary on
her first sailing, we are presenting with every copy of next
month’s number a magnificent colour-plate, showing the
ship, her funnels steaming, being towed out to sea. As
there is bound to be a rush on the newsagents for this
special issue, | am— for your sakes— risking once again a
repetition of that time-worn advice: ORDER YOUR
COPY NOW !l Verbum satis sapienti.



LEN HARVEY'S motto

“ FITNESS FIRST”

Self Defence, Boxing and Fitness
COMPLETE COURSE £1-10-0

This_ physical culture course is
specially planned to develop both
bo_céy and brain. It is the sure
guidance and sound advice of Brit-
ain’s boxing idol—Len Harvey.
That splendid specimen of healthy
hardy manhood, who has battled
his way through more than 400
fights, maintaining always a per-
fect physique and cool, cléar brain.
Let him show you the way to
Fighting Fitness.

Are you the corning champion ?

Send 2d. stamp for Len's Book “ FITNESS
FIRST,” to: HARVEY HEALTH CENTRE, 62,
OXFORD STREET, LONDON, W.1.

CYCLING
WITHOUT
A VEEDER
IS LIKE
LIVING
WITHOUT
A WATCH

insist upon
thegenuine

A new interest awaits you if you'flt
a “ Veeder.” It tellsyou to a frac-
tion how far_you’ve travelled—how
far to go. e exact mileage from
one place to another—the entire dis-
tance covered—service your tyres
gﬂ\_/efare to mention only a few
things every cyclist ought to know.
THE BEST ALWAYS COSTS A LITTLE MORE BUT
IS CHEAPER IN THE LONG RUN.

Prices— Regular, all sizes 71-
Trip, all sizes .y .. 15/6

Sole Importer :
F.E. DICKINSON,St. Andrew’s House,
Holborn Circus, LONDON, E.C. |

INVENTIONS

inventions—man’s latest con-
quests. Read about them in “ Popular
Mechanics.” Every month this big 200-page
magazine is crammed full of fascinating accounts
and pictures (many in full colour) of daring
adventures, astounding scientific discoveries,
new achievements in aviation, electricity,
engineering, chemistry, physics, radio. Special
departments for home craftsmen and practical
shop men—easy to follow plans—get real fun
out of making things. Don’t miss this month’s
issue—a thrilling record of the world’s newest
wonders. 2/-. Write for free specimen,
enclosing 4d. for postage, to Hachette, 34
Maiden Lane, London, W.C.2.

Revolutionary

comppeag, ser DON'T MISS THIS WONDERFUL

START OF THE SEASON OFFER

Here is the opportunity for everyone to possess a
splendid British made Cricket Set at Factory price.

CHOOSE YOUR SET TO-DAY.

‘NATIONAL’ Youth’s size 5 Bat with Single Spring
Handles and Rubber Grip, complete
H/O with Six Stumps and Bails.

‘ COLLEGE ' As mNational ' but size 6 Bat and with
o, one set of Leg Guards and Compo

An6 Ball extra.
‘CHAMPION’ As ‘College’ but small Boy’'s size
17/6 Every youngster should have this set.

‘' CLUB’ As ‘ College ' but Men’s size with 3
71 li. Spring Bat. The senior who plays
mil/O for his school will appreciate this.

“ ALL BATS ARE BEST ENGLISH WILLOW, STUMPS
ARE FINEST QUALITY ENGLISH ASH, AND LEG
GUARDS HAVE SEVEN CANES AND LEATHER STRAPS.
SEND POSTAL ORDER AT ONCE TO SECURE PROMPT
DELIVERY.”

All prices are CARRIAGE PAID (British Isles) to your
home or to your school, and | want every cricketing reader
of the Boy’s Own Paper to take advantage of this

THE “ NATIONAL.” wonderful offer.

FREDERICK G. TAYLOR (Sports Department),
144, Burnt Ash Hill, Lee, London, S.E. 12

OUR FAMOUS B99

telescope!

SPECIFICATION— 1 POST FREE

2i in. object glass, ofL tm S

mounted in portable J t\ ENTIRELY BRITISH MANUFACTURE
3 draw telescope, Jvij A

with 2t'erreséial elyetz— "y A LONG-DISTANCE AND
piece 2'x. Complete w

with stand and 50X \ ASTRONOMICAL TELESCOPE

astronomicaleyepiece

Our Famous Prismatic Binoculars

Broa Clar 8 x 25 with Central Wheel mtm jr=*
Focussing in Case Complete O f /v

Broa Clar De Luxe 8x 30 with Central wp #

Wheel Focussing in Case Complete 10 / “

Exchanges and Repairs. Write for Lists of Telescopes, Microscopes
and Binoculars. Note Name and Address—

BROADHURST, CLARKSON & CO Telescope Hous?, 63 Farringdon Rd., LONDON, E.C.1

(3 mins, from Farringdon Street Metro. Rly. Stn.)

ENTOMOLOGICAL SPECIMENS

SKYWAYMEN— LOOK |
and APPARATUS.

AEROPLANE PHOTOGRAPHS. British and Foreign.

2/- per dozen post free.  Send 4d. for list of titles, specimen
and booklet.
REAL PHOTOGRAPHS CO. (DEPT. AM.),
9 UNION COURT, LIVERPOOL, 2.

POPULAR MECHANICS

A 1% "~ CANYOU SKETCH, PAINT FLOWERS, -
HoEJ ® WRITE TICKETS OR SHOWCARDS? CANOES, DINGHIES, fcr EASTER
L M so, make money in your own time. rite . i . o

mh m = m for our free booKIet.y It will interest you. from £2 2 0: Send forlist and details of amazing
m m| | B All kinds of drawings bought _Secretary, Channel Crossing. Special Terms to Demonstrators.

ART STUDIOS, 12 and 13 HENRIETTA
STREET, STRAND, W.C.2 POUNCY PRODUCTS, Dept. B., WAREHAM.

DO NOT FORGET TO INCLUDE YOUR NAME AND
ADDRESS WHEN REPLYING TO ADVERTISERS.

Trade Supplied

CANNOT WARP NOR LEAK. SOLID DRAWN.
BAILEY’S “ SUPER” PUMP. Celluloid covered, 15 x «in. With Steel Lining, 2/- each.
2/3 each. The Metal Linings are solid drawn from a Metal blank, cartridge fashion.

Rear your Butterflies and Moths from Cater-
pillars, in our Cages, 4/6 and 5/6 each.
Butterfly Nets, 3I-, 4/-, and 516 each.

Follow up your Nature Study lessons and write to us
for Butterflies, Beetles, Preserved Larvas, Dragonflies,
and all Insects, British and Foreign.

Catalogue of Specimens and Apparatus Free.
W. H. JANSON & SON,

44, Gt. Russell Street, London, W.C.I
Phone : MDS. 1267.

With Aluminium Lining,
Cannot warp nor leak.

This ALUMINIUM PUMP is a wonderful piece of work, being light and strong, beautifully enamelled with Thapex Cellulose
Black Enamel. ASK FOR APEX ALUMINIUM PUMP. If ycur dealer can’t supply, send cash to the makers. 1/6 each. Each

Pump is solid drawn from the Metal blank,the end being solid with the barrel : therefore there are no solderings to leak and break.
made and guaranteed by The APEX INFLATOR CO. LTD., Aldridge Road, Perry Barr, Birmingham. thick.

Instantly detachable and adjustable.  Extra
4/6 per pair either Black or White.

PLEASE MENTION THE B.O.P.—IT WILL MAKE ALL THE DIFFERENCE
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- Hil No holding ! -

—flirt

A group of Willowfleld
School boys at work on
wrought-iron gates.

An R.A.F. 'plane fitted
with the canvas hoodfor
“ blind" flying.

A huge thirtyfive ton pro-

pellerfor the “ Queen Mary’

being unloaded at South-
ampton.

Puzzling out ateaser.



Messrs. Geo. Bassett & Co., Ltd., have the pleasure of announcing
the winners of the £10 Pic-Saw Competition held at the
Schoolboys’ Exhibition at the Imperial Institute, South Kensington.

£5. Alan J. D. Poole, 47 Virginia Rd., Thornton Heath, Surrey.
£3. Alfred Hyde, Il Alexandra Road, Wanstead, E.lI.

I Os. Stanley Carroll, 98 Eltham Green Road, Eltham, SEJ9.
10s. N. C. Warner, 10 Fortismere Avenue, N.IO.

10s. John Howard Lacey, 52 Marchmont Street, W.C.I.

10s. Peter Hyde, 17 The Walk, Wainscott, Rochester.

PRIZE-WINNERS in the
BULL JIGSAW and SLOGAN

COMPETITION.
JANUARY  1936.
FIRST PRIZE: TWO GUINEAS.
Fixed Trust in Bovril is an Investment in Health.
Angus Robertson, 30 Glenagnes Road, Logie, Dundee.
SECOND PRIZE: ONE GUINEA.

Bovril Makes Boys Cheery and Never Weary.

R. A. S Richards, Bushfield Road, Bovingdon, Hemel Hempstead,
Herts.

THIRD PRIZESs 4 at 10s. 6d.

Good night, everybody—Don’t forget your Bovril.
Billy Gaw, Bangor, Co. Down.
Bovril is the “ Essence ” of Strength.
P. Quirke, Stonyhurst College, Nr. Blackburn.

If you want the Best, say BOVRIL.
Stanley Hunt, Easton Grey, Nr. Malmesbury.

To keep the Pace and Win the Race—Drink Bovril.
Sandy Veyssiere, 91 Rue Erlanger, Paris XVI.

THE “B.0O.P.”

WILL KEEP YOUR
MONTHLY PARTS IN
GOOD CONDITION

How many

SELF-BINDER

times have you
hankered for a way in which
to store away your monthly
“ B.0.P.s” other than piling them
together on your table, or stowing
them away in a cupboard? Per-
haps you have tried your hand at
binding them yourself, but found
the method not too satisfactory,
the glue and stuff having messed
up a few of the pages ; or in any
case the issues have become the
worse for wear.

We have had a hunch that

this sort of thing might be
troubling you, and so have had
special binding cases made to
meet that emergency. The illus-

tration does not show the bright
red facings nor the handsome
gold paint at the back; nor how
simple it is to open this self-
binder in the centre and slip your
B.O.P. under one of the strong
thread cords. Your Monthly
Parts are then firmly held in position and can pe opened quite
flat at any page.

Thus you have a book that grows month by month— a book
with so handsome a binding that it can be
taken and shown at your school or college.
It can be left on the best table in the best
room of your home, and will enhance the
style of all three. It can be put in your 4 /
bookcase or on your bookshelf, and will add -
dignity wherever it goes. The price is only POST EREE

Send your Postal Orders or Money Orders to the value of
four shillings, addressed to,
THE EDITOR (SELF-BINDER),
“BOY'S OWN PAPER 7,
4 Bouverie Street, London, E.C.4.

THIS ALBUM

tH whtch t0 Stick the Cresting H.P. Sauce Stamps.

There are 48 in the series— issued with Od bottles

of H.P. Sauce.

Your copy of “ The World's Fare ” album will be sent in

return for the Houses of Parliament portion of a neck-label

from a 9d. bottle of H.P. Sauce.

Place the label, nothing

else, in an envelope, write your name and address in BLOCK

LETTERS on outside of flap.

only required) and post to :—

H.P. SAUCE WORKS

Tuck in flap (id. postage

(Dept. B.P.)

BOX 255, ASTON CROSS,
BIRMINGHAM, 6.

£ 2 5 0

IN PRIZES

consolation awards.

The
sent FREE and post free.

book will then be

You -will find in this album a
series of Painting Competitions
1 with £250 cash prizes and 5,000 «

You can enter as often as you like without

waiting to complete your collection of stamps.
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This Notice Board is your affair.

Pinned on it, as it were, will be items concerning your own activities.

Club-ites who

receive interesting letters from pen-pals abroad, Skywaymen who have broken records or machines, might send extracts to me. If

of general interest— and if there’s room, it will be pinned on the board.
4, Bouverie Street, London, E.C.4.

and address to “ The Boy’s Own Paper”,

Next Month’s Great Con-
test. Details of a grand new
competition for Flying League
members will be published in
next month’s issue of the
“ B.O.P.” The competition will
be graded so as to offer unlimited
scope for the talent of each
member, according to his bent.
The prizes will include Silver and Bronze Medals and splendid
Model Aeroplanes. Readers who are not already members of
the Flying League are advised to JOIN NOW.

THE B.O.P. FLYING
LEAGUE.

Questions and Answers. Q.— How can the “ centre-of-lift ”

of a model be found ?

A.— The centre-of-lift of a model aeroplane depends on the
shape of the section of the wing (that is, the shape of the slice cut
through the wing) and also the angle of incidence at which the
wing is placed. Generally speaking, when the model is flying
level with the wing at a small angle of incidence, such as three or
four degrees, the centre-of-lift is midway between the front and
the rear edges (or, to use the technical terms, the leading and
trailing edges). When the model aeroplane is climbing, the centre-
of-lift is at about one-third of the distance from leading to trailing
edges. The tail plane has to be fitted so as to balance the model
for the varying movements of the centre-of-lift. The best way to
fit this distance and the size of tail plane is tojudge it by comparing
your model with pictures of other ones and then get It correct by
trial and error.

An Invitation. Members are invited to submit original
aeronautical sketches (in Indian ink) and photographs for publi-
cation in this column. Two shillings and sixpence will be paid
for each illustration published. Sketches and photographs may
refer to any aspect of the air, but must be of general interest.
Short explanatory notes would be welcomed.

Air Scrap Books. Skywayman-Rigger-Pilot Peter Davey has
had a brainy idea. “ | am going to make a scrap-book of past and
present military planes, and illustrate it with drawings and
sketches,” he tells me. Other members might follow Peter’s
example with advantage. It would be an improvement if the
scope of the book was enlarged so as to include civil planes-and all
matters of air interest.

A Curious Coincidence. “ My friend Dick went flying with
me about three weeks ago,” writes Skywayman T. A. Bond. “ We
had many good flights, but, sad to say, Dick lost the rudder of his
‘ Nipper’. We hunted for it everywhere, but could not find it, so
returned home rather depressed. The following Saturday, we
went flying again at the place where the rudder was lost. |
launched my plane, and it gave a fairly good flight. We ran to
get it, and, to our great surprise, found that the missing rudder
was Iying under it;and I am pleased to say that it was not damaged
by the weather.”

An Active Member. “ Try, try, try again ” is surely the
motto of Skywayman-Rigger-Pilot R. Dimberline. “ I have always
been a flying enthusiast,” he says. “ | have two friends in the
R.A.F. stationed at Halton, and | hope to join them in August.
In all, 1 have twelve model planes, most of which | have built
myself, and | have at present a D.H. Dragon 6 and a Boeing
monoplane nearly ready for painting. It is rather hard to start a
flying club in our district, as the boys are not very enthusiastic ;
but I am persevering and hope to geta club started before long . .
May l:%/our efforts meet with the success they deserve, O Worthy
member !

Mark all letters and postcards : “ Notice Board”,

From An Aus-
tralian Reader.
W.  Spearritt, of
Cairns, Queensland,
sends me an interest-
ing letter, together
with some nice snap-
shots. “ I am in the
Second Cairns Scout
Troop,” he says.
“ The Troop goes
out camping as much as possible, and has built a hut at the
Barron River. The city of Cairns itself is a hot, fever-
stricken place; but it is hemmed in with mountains which
contain delightful tropical scenery. Our hut is only nine
miles from the town, but it is in the centre of this scenery.’
Thank you, Spearritt. | am glad you are a Scout, an open-air
boy, and having been in fever-infested places myself was inter-
ested in your account of what it is like in your part of the world.
The snapshots help me to visualise your surroundings quite
clearly. By the way, it is necessary that | have a parent’s,
guardian’s or Scoutmaster’s consent before your name can be
published for correspondence with fellow members.

No Poet! We thank P. R. Gray (5310) for his verses on the
“ Sixpenny B.O.P.” You are no poet, Gray, but we greatly
appreciate the spirit which inspired your effort.

JANUARY NATURE COMPETITION RESULT

Once again a large number of entries were received, but— as
“ Hedgerow ” points out— the general tendency is to treat your
subject second-hand. We would also point out that it is not
playing the game by the boys who are real Nature enthusiasts
when someone from Scotland submits a coloured print as an
original effort, and Palmer’'s Green sends notes which we suspect

are copied from a book.

Prizes are awarded as follows :

A Microscope to P. F. Riddell,
photographic study of a young thrush.

A Nature Book to J. Rowe, Bexhill, for an original drawing of
a song thrush.

A Camera to D. Abbott, Birmingham, for notes about bird
life in the severe weather of early January.

Glasgow, for an excellent

“ Hedgerow ” makes these significant remarks : “ Most entries
were merely copies out of a book, in order to get any sort of prize,
and by certain glaring mistakes it is evident”that they were not
submitted by Naturalists, but ‘ pot-hunters’.”

You chaps must be more original 1

The MISSING TITLES COMPETITION RESULT is on
inside of back cover.  You may be one of the 103 lucky prize-winners !
If not, turn to page xviii for this month’'s popular competitions, and

perhaps next time . . . !
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« MATURED... k- « MALTED MILK WITH EGGS (4 in1)...72

LUTONA MILD...5~

b5i? e

INCLUDE SILVER BADGE..

CO-OP. COCOAS

Insist on

YOUR OWN BRANDS

of Cocoa .. because they are
BEST AND CHEAPEST

BETTER GIFTS
FOR FEWER COUPONS

i ib. Tin, One Coupon, i Ib.,, Two Coupons. 1 Ib.,, Four Coupons

FREE HOLIDAY TRAVEL

AS WELL

Ask your own Co-operative Society for new Gift Book, just published, illustrating
scores of delightful FREE GIFTS obtainable with Coupons from Lutona and other CO-OP
COCOAS. At the same time get Leaflet telling about FREE HOLIDAY TRAVEL.

Issued by the English and Scottish Joint Co-operative Wholesale Society, Ltd., Cocoa Works, Luton, Beds.
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THE B.O-P*

NOTICE BOARD

Correspondence Section. This section is open only 6602. B. H. Everts (Canada, 12) wants pen-pals in
to Club members. Full details are sent to all new South Africa, India and Australia.
members ; they will be sent to existing members post -
free upon request. The following wish to correspond 6604. fohaﬁéA%?S ;ESQA!SQS’AI%:A) wants pen-pals in
with fellow members in the countries shown — ' :
6636. R. L. Tiffany, Junr. (England, 15), wants pen-
2389. A. Cox (South Africa, 22.8) wants pen-pals in the pals in Japan, South Sea Islands and the
U.S.A., Japan and France. NCOL'IL'JEBS Continent (except Italy, France and Germany).
4210. R. A. Snow (England, 18) wants pen-pals in ' 6643 A. S. MacEwan (Kedah, Malaya, 18) wants pen-
Canada, South Africa and New Zealand. pals anywhere.
4593, J. Bissett (Scotland, 16) wants pen-pals anywhere. 6654. M. F. Atkinson (England, 14.9) wants pen-pals in
. Denmark, the U.S.A. and France.
5219. G. Howitt (Canada, 14.10) wants pen-pals in South .
Africa, Turkey and Burma. 6669. C. Milton (England, 14) wants pen-pals in Canada,
Australia and India.
5741. W. G. Drayton (Barbados, B.W.l., 18.3) wants pen-pals .
in England, Canada and Australia. 6676. G. A. Baxandall (England, 15.1) wants a pen-pal in
Germany (to correspond in German).
5925. P. H. Dickinson (England, 13.7) wants to correspond ) .
with cricket enthusiasts in South Africa and India. 6710. % LanSdadleS (Erkl]gffnd, 13.1) wants pen-pals in India,
6098. A. F. Finch (England, 18.6) would like to correspond anada and sout rica. .
with Shaftesbury Mission workers in East London. 6711. J. A _Hawis (En9|a|f|1d,t 13) w_antsc to c(j:orregpond Wltg
6319. G. IA. Danby (England, 14) wants pen-pals in France and Spr;?xlce stamp - coflectors in Canada, France an
Belgium. '
R. G. w England, 14) wants pen-pals anywhere
6393. J- A. Stephenson (England, 14.2) wants pen-pals in 6712. outside th:tBtrSitigh Igsles ) pen-p yw
Singapore, Egypt and Canada. ' .
. 6723. F. Knifton (England, 15.6) wants to correspond with
6536. C. W. Beckett (England, 15.5) wants pen-pals in Canada, stamp collectors in New Zealand, Ceylon and Newfound-
Australia and New Zealand. land.
6540. A. W. Pressdee (Wales, 13) wants to correspond with g733 pD. Jager (Tasmania, Australia, 21) wants pen-pals
stamp collectors anywhere. anywhere.
6576. H. M. Hassim (South Africa, 14) wants pen-pals in the : _ i iti
U S.A.. British Isles and India (in English). 6743. AE'm'\;/)Ii'reFghzcjzeGlérrng;r%t/I.and' 16) wants pen-pals in British
6586. J. Gulesserian (England, 15.2) wants to correspond : _ ;
with Natural History enthusiasts anywhere abroad. 6749. ‘]Nlo‘r'tﬁ xgeﬁﬁr;.gland, r6) wants pen-pals in Germany and
6591. D. Coltard (England, 14.6) wants pen-pals in Belgium, g785 H. M otheelal (South Africa, 17) wants pen-pals in
Egypt and Brazil. India, Australia and Federated Malay States.
6593. H. G. Collard (England, 16.1) wants pen-pals in Russia,
Canada or Turkey. Members wishing to write to any of the above should write to the
6596. E. N. Jackson (England, 16) wants to correspond with  Editor, enclosing a stamped and sealed letter for their desired pen-
stamp collectors in the British Empire. pal (whose number, as well as their own, M UST be quoted), and he
6599- B. A. M. Wright (England, 13.6) wants to correspond will then undertake to forward it direct. Members living abroad

with stamp collectors in the Malay States, India and

Canada.

should enclose an Imperial or International Reply Coupon to cover
postage.

Nature Competition

For Young Naturalists

9

Conducted by “ HEDGEROW ”

ARE YOU A NATURE LOVER?

Now then, you budding naturalists, here is an opportunity to
win one of T hree Grand Prizes we are offering in this month’s
Nature Competition.

Send in your best Nature Drawing, Nature Photograph,
or Nature Note and win : a Jack-knife, a Fountain-pen, a
Camera, a Model Aeroplane, a Nature Book, or an Electric
T orch.

Rutes : The current Nature Competition coupon must accompany
your entry. No competitor may win more than one prize or
submit more than one entry. The age limit is 18. All work
must be original.

Address your entry, together with coupon, to “ Hedgerow’s ”
Nature Competition, ¢/'0 T he Boy's Own Paper, 4, Bouverie
Street, London, E.C.4. Closing date, April 6th, 1936.
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model railway handbooks

Railway Modelling in Miniature. By E dward
Beal. Deals with planning, building and oper-
ating, with special reference to “O O” and

“HO™” gauges. Appeals to all interested in
railways. 133 pages. 20 plates and 270 line
illustrations. Price 3s. 6d., post free 3s. rod.

Planning and Layout. By Henry Greenly.
Deals with indoor and outdoor railways. Price
is., post free is. 3d.

Signals and Signalling. By Henry Greenly.
For model signal and signalling systems.
Price is., post free is. 3d.

Walschaerts Valve Gear. By Henry Greenly.
Tells how to adopt for models. Price is., post
free is. 2d

Soldering and Brazing. A most useful book for
all classes of workers. Price gd., post free iod.

Our 40-page List of Books post free.

PERCIVAL MARSHALL & Co. Ltd.
16P Fisher Street, London, W.C.I

MISCELLANEOUS
ADVERTISEMENTS

3d. Per Word. Minimum, 12 WORDS 3/-

BIRDS’ EGGS AND DECOY CALLS. Lists free.—
Forbes, Naturalist, Clutton, Chester.

the PHILATELIC MAGAZINE. 3d. fortnightly.
Specimen gratis from HARRIS Publications, Ltd.,
112, Strand, London.

CINEMATOGRAPHS, FILMS, MACHINES, Etc. Etc.
Lists free—FILMERIES 57, Lancaster Road,
Leytonstone, E.n.

100 DIFFERENT STAMPS FREE.—Send for id.
Approvals. Large discount.-—COX, 21, Dennis
Mansions, Westcliff.

VOLTALITE (British Made) Self-generating Electric
Cycle Lamp, generating brilliant light from walking
to racing speed. No acid or recharging. Cannot
blow out. Send to-day for price list. -VOLTALITE
LTD., Fredenck Road, Pendleton, Manchester, and
mention the *

MANY RARE STAMPS have been found in the
“ Diamond ” Packet, which contains 1,000 un-
sorted stamps from convents abroad. 1/6 post free
(abroad 3d.)—NERUSH (Dept. Z), 68, Turnpike
l ane, N.8. BEWARE OF. IMITATIONS.

PREE.— 50 Colonials to id. Approval Applicants.—
ANDREWS, 66, Pennine Drive, London, N.W.2.

CIGARETTE CARDS.— Interesting, Instructive, ldeal.
Lists free—~ALEX. S. GOODING, 354, Norwich
Road. Ipswich.

STAMPS.—*“ Excel ” Packet, Collector’s Outfit, Free.

Request Approvals.—NICHOLLS, 6, Alderside
Street, Manchester, 9.
FILMS.— Home Cinema Accessories. 3d. Sale Lists.

From, W.F.S.B., 78, Cox Street, Coventry.

WIRELESS SETS. 2-valve, ios., 3-valve, 15s., includ-
ing valves.—BUCKLE, 60, Avenue Approach,
Bury St. Edmunds.

LOOK AT THIS. If you want approvals.

(1) Surprise Free Gifts to all applicants.

(2) All Postage paid by me.

(3) Personal attention to all clients.
PINCHESS, Stretton Firs, Hinckley.

FREE. 200 unsorted or 5 Mozambique Pictorials.
Rfequest approvals.— STACK, 148, Perth Road,

Iford

24 ROUMANIA, including famous Boy King, free with
approvals—EDWARD LORD, 42, Grafton Road,
Keighley.

BRITISH COLONIAL APPROVALS. Brunei,
Caymans, Free (Mint).—WILSON, 48, Lambeth
Road, Middlesbrough.

Catering especially for the Junior and Medium

collector, “ WURTH WILE,” offers quality
ackets at 6d. to 5/-. ?proval selections sent only
if requested. Advice willingly glven on any phila-

telic matter—*“ WURTHWILE,” 139,
Street, Cambridge.

CASTING MOULDS for lead trays.
2/9. Catalogue 3d. (below). “ HOME TOY-
MAKING «* with 180 illustrations, 1/2.—IN-
DUSTRIES, 13, Garden Avenue, Twickenham.

FREE.— Stamps catalogued 2/-, with approvals or
packets of 100 different 7|d.— HEATH, 10, Aldridge
Rise, New Malden.

Gwydir

Sample mould,

DO NOT MISS
THE B.O.P. STAND

at the
MODEL RAILWAY CLUB
Exhibition
CENTRAL HALL, WESTMINSTER
LONDON, S.W.I.

APRIL 14th— APRIL 18th.

THE MODEL
RAILWAY CLUB’S
EXHIBITION.

April 14th to 18th.
By RANDOLPH WILSON

T his year the organisers of this Exhibition
have chosen dates that will give all “ B.O.P.”
readers an opportunity of visiting one of
the most popular exhibitions of the year.
It opens at 2 p.m. on Tuesday, April 14th
(the day following Easter Monday), and
closes the following Saturday. On the
days after the opening it is open from 11
to 10. So if readers do not include this
show in their programme for this week, it
will not be my fault. The cinema this year
will again be a great attraction. Many
new films have been taken, and it is con-
fidently hoped they will be ready in time for
the Exhibition. There is no extra charge
for the cinema, by the way.

A special attraction will he a passenger-
carrying model railway with a 100-feet
track. The engine is 3 feet long, and an
exact reproduction of the real thing, coal-
fired and working, pulling a train-load of
passengers. The other exhibits will he
mainly work of members of the Club, and,
as in the majority of cases they will be acting
as stewards, you will be able to ask many
questions.

This Exhibition will give our readers a
chance of meeting a number of “ B.O.P.”
advertisers. Messrs. Bonds, of Euston
Road, who are very well known in the
Model Railway world, will be incorporating
a display of the Leeds Model Co., Ltd.,
goods in their exhibit. Messrs. Buck &
Ryan, E. Gray & Sons, etc., will also
be exhibiting, so you will see that the
Model Railway world is completely repre-
sented. Bassett-Lowke, Ltd., will have a
specially attractive exhibit this year. In
addition to their well-known and well-tried
gauge “ 0 ” locomotives “ Royal Scot”,
“Flying Scotsman”, standard 6-eoupled
Tank and the semi-hand-made models of
the “ Moguls” and the “ Schools” class,
they will also be exhibiting three entirely
new locomotive types, the L.M.S. 4-6-0
Express Locomotive “ 5XP”, LM.S. 2-6-4
Tank and the G.W.R. 4-6-0 “Kings ”.

In addition to these being supplied in
clockwork, d.o. electric 8 volts, a.c. 20 volts,
they can also he supplied fitted with
the new Marklin distant control device for
a.c., which gives the same directional
control as if the locomotive were fitted
with a d.c. motor, but with the additional
power from 20 volts a.c.

They will be showing also a large num-
ber of new accessories, and last but not
least their famous Twin Train Railway,
which caused such a sensation in the model
world, just before Christmas.

This is now being made in this country
and remodelled on English lines, and ad-
vance samples will be on view.

You will also find a wonderful display of
track parts and all the “ bits and pieces ”
for those who like to construct their own
track, wagons, coaches, etc. For all those
interested in Model Railways a visit to this
firm's stand will be well worth while.
Messrs. Percival Marshall & Co., Ltd., will,
of course, be there as usual with their
interesting library of literature, and many
others, who, though possibly not so well
known to the general public, are every
bit as well known to the keen model-maker.
It is now very well known that the railways
publish many interesting books, and all
these will be on sale at the Exhibition.
Look out for them.

Xi

THE

MODEL
RAILWAY
EXHIBITION 195

Locomotives, Coaches,
Wagons, Signals, Permanent
Way, &c. &c.

Working Models in all
Gauges, Steam, Electric,
Clockwork

- FREE RIDES ON THE
PASSENGER CARRYING
TRACK

« FREE CINEMA

CENTRAL HALL
WESTMINSTER

and will be open to the Public
on

TUESDAY, APRIL 14th,
to

SATURDAY, APRIL 18th

(First day 2 to 10—then 11 to 10)

ADMISSION (including tax
and free admission to cinema)

Adults 1/3 Children 7d.
(under 12)
Refreshments— Lunches, Teas, etc., can be
obtained at the Exhibition.

For Your
CAMPING - SPORTS
SCOUTING or
RAMBLING KIT

EVERYTHING SUPPLIED
CATALOGUES POST FREE

ALEC WATSON &
MITCHELL’S LTD,

1 NEWTON STREET, PICCADILLY
35 OXFORD STREE
50 MARKET STREET

MANCHESTER

------ BOYS WISHING TO -

GO TO SEA

Boys between 14J-16 years of age and over 5ft. lin.

in "“height, should appl for_ admission to the

PRINCE OF WALE hA TRAINING HOSTEL
e

BRITISH SAILORS’ SOCIETY

6 months’ dpractlcal instruction in seamanship:
board, residence and uniform provided. Trained
boys are in steady demand by Ieadlntq Shipping
Companies.  Goo rospects 72 old Students are
to-day serving as officers in the Mercantile Marine.
V\}JXN ("Phone : East 5986) Officer in Charge, PRINCE OF

LES SEA TRAINING HOSTEL FOR BOYS, CHURCH
LIMEHOUSE LONDON, E.14!

Treasurer:

The Right Hon. Slr Fredk Sykes, P.C., G.C.S.I., etc.
Chairman : Hon. L. W. Joynson-| chks M.A.
Herbt. E. Barker, General Secretary,

680, Commercial Road, London, E.14.



500 ack-KNIVES
FREE !

Yes, it'strue ! We are giving away 500
A.l quality Sheffield steel Knives, with
real horn handles, size as illustration.
They are strongly made by British
workers, and with each knife is
given a nickelled chain with leather
attachment.

GET YOURS TO-DAY ! Al
you are required to do to
secure one of these magnificent
jack-knives, for which will be
found many uses, is to ask
one of your pals who does

not already read the paper,

to take it for the next

IMPORTANT:
twelve months.

This offer is for

a limited period ;

only 500 knives

will be given away ;

and for the purposes

of this offer a New

Reader will be defined

as a reader who has

never taken the “ BOY'S

OWN PAPER " previous
to April, 1936.

When you have done
this, get him to
complete the cou
pon below anJ

his Newsagent

to add his
rubber stamp

or Bill-

head.

YOUR COUPON MUST

BE COMPLETED IN

BLOCK LETTERS AND

NEWSAGENT’'S ADDRESS

PLAINLY DECIPHERABLE

AS ALL ORDERS MUST BE
CONFIRMED.

S o e J UL Yo Ve ——

am a regular reader of the “ BOY'S
OWN PAPER,” and claim a free Jack-
Knife for introducing my pal, whose
name appears below, who has never
previously taken the “ BOY'S OWN
PAPER.”

New Reader.

have this day given a firm order to my Newsagent
for the monthly delivery of the “ BOY'S OWN
PAPER " for the next twelve months.

YOUR NEW READER’'S NEWSAGENT MUST STAMP
BACK OF COUPON WITH HIS RUBBER STAMP OR

ELSE AFFIX ONE OF HIS OWN BILLHEADS.

LEU MLOV 1

SOLVING THE PROBLEM

You will have no difficulty in finding the boys’
and girls’ names in this puzzle. You can move
sideways, upwards, downwards or diagonally, but
you cannot skip a square and must always progress
from left to right. But your task is nothing like
so hard as that of the Children’s Home. The
problem it has to solve is how to provide for its
large family of nearly 4000 boys and girls.

You, in a good home, have no idea of the hard-
ship these children have suffered. Will you, in
appreciation of the good things you enjoy, help
us to help those who have no one else to care
for them ?

Why not join THE LEAGUE OF LIGHT? The
members of this promise to give or collect 10/6
a year, which is only 2|d. a week. On joining
they are given a neat medal and a box for their
gifts. Full particulars will be gladly sent if you
write to the address below. Please mention you
are a reader of the “ Boy’s Own Paper.”

NATIONAL
CHILDREN'S
HOME

(Founded by Drt Stephenson 1869)

chief offices: HICHBURY PARK, LONDON N.5-
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Artele camp— between the Crimean Mountains and the Black Sea

Camping with the Soviet Pioneers

By GEOFFREY TREASE

(Author of “ BOWS AGAINST THE BARONS ”, “ CALL TO ARMS 7,

USSIA has no Boy Scouts. But all her keenest

youngsters are organised in a very similar body—
the Young Pioneers. Like the Scouts, preparedness is
their watchword, and fitness, both physical and mental,
is their aim.

Last summer | spent five months in the Soviet Union
and saw their activities for myself. 1 found that | had
only to say what
I was—an Eng-
lish writer for
boys— and | was
given awarm wel-
come everywhere.
The Pioneers

crowded round

and plied me with
questions about
England. They in-

vited me to share their
meals and, when possible,
to stay the night in their
camps. | found them, with-
out exception, very fine fellows.
Artek, in the Crimea, is the
most famous of all their camps.
The pick of the Pioneers go there for
a month’s free holiday. From Lenin-
grad and Moscow and the other cities,
from the northern pine forests and the southern
deserts— from every corner of this immense
country they come. Many are not Russians at
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all, but Georgians, Tartars, Turcomans, Finns, and other
Soviet nationalities, girls as well as boys, for the Pioneers
include both. It is a regular international rally.

“ Come over and see us,” they telephoned to the hotel
where | was staying, twelve miles away. So | seized a
toothbrush and my pyjamas, and off we went.

It was a crazy, looping road, clinging precariously to
the mountainside,
while far below us
sparkled the Black
Sea. At last we
topped the final
rise and began to
descend. “ There,
comrade,” said
the driver, point-
ing, and | looked
down upon the
loveliest camping
site | had ever
seen.

Bear Mountain
—an immense
mass of pine-clad
rock exactly like
a bear— seemed
to crouch over
the sea as though
bending to drink.

On its lowest
slopes the mass
T
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of green forest was broken
by gleaming white huts. A
jetty, gay with a hundred
fluttering red flags, ran out
into the sea, and the camp’s
own boats bobbed at their
moorings beside it.

A group of Pioneers took
charge of us and showed us
round. In camp, they have
a white and blue uniform—
vest and shorts— but as often
as not the boys leave the vest
off, so that they are bronzed
to the waist. But they always
keep on their scarlet necker-
chief, which is the real badge
of a Pioneer and is taken
away when necessary as a
sign of disgrace.

Artek holds 600— but there
is not a single tent! Itis a
permanent camp, fresh con-
tingents coming every month
each summer, so they have
long, airy huts, open at the
sides to the sea-breezes. Russians are not very keen on the
English idea of “ roughing it ” for its own sake— probably
because, after years of revolution and hardship, they would
like a little more comfort for a change. They argue that
it is better for the boys to have proper beds to sleep in,
and meals cooked for them by proper cooks, than to sleep
on the ground and cater for themselves.

* Get healthy— to face the long Russian winter.” That
is their idea. So there is a great deal of bathing and sun-
bathing, and everyone gets wonderfully brown. As for
food, it is fairly pushed down their throats every few hours !
Some of the best meals | ate in Russia were at Artek
camp.

What do they do all day, besides swimming ?

There are hikes into the mountains, and excursions by
bus and motor-launch. In the camp itself there are all
sorts of facilities for amusement.

One hut is given over to hobbies. There is a wood-
work shop, with an instructor in charge ; an aviation shop,
where they can make model planes and gliders— Soviet
boys are very keen on aviation, and know a lot about it;
Meccano and other model-making apparatus ; photography,
radio, and so on. The camp has its own miniature radio
station, and broadcasts announcements to the different
huts. Other buildings include a Natural History museum,
collected by previous campers, and a library with magazines
and newspapers.

Right down on the shore, with only a row of palms and
flower-beds between it and the shingle, is the open-air
display ground, with concrete seats rising in tiers up the
mountainside. Here | saw a wonderful camp-fire enter-
tainment.

There were acrobatics, singing, dancing, music.

A mountain-boy from the Caucasus danced one of his
traditional native dances. The boys from Asia sang in
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The camp library.

their high-pitched nasal voices. Others grouped them-
selves as a “ noise orchestra ”, with combs and triangles
and other weird instruments. Everyone played his part
in the flickering glow of the huge fire.

I stayed two days and nights with the Artek campers
and took part in their routine-life, from the ceremonial
hoisting of the flag in the morning to its lowering before
“ lights out”. But there were other camps | visited
for shorter periods—a camp of factory-workers’ boys in
the forest near Moscow, a camp in the sun-baked moun-
tains outside Tiflis, and others. And there were hundreds
of others | never saw.

What do Pioneers do for the other eleven months of the
year, when they are at home ?

They are organised in troops and, within these troops,
they have circles for whatever interests them most. They
have most of the same hobbies as English boys, especially
everything to do with machinery and models. At Tiflis
they have built a model railway— big enough to carry
dozens of adult passengers. The engine-driver is a boy of
fifteen, and there is a complete staff of boys and girls
acting as guard, station-masters, ticket-collectors, and so
on. Now they have a study-group to find out how to
electrify the line !

In the city of Kharkov there is a Pioneers’ Palace, a
huge building with 280 rooms, where schoolboys can spend
their evenings and holidays. It contains model railways,
automatic telephone exchange, power station, radio trans-
mitter, and dozens of workshops and laboratories, as well
as a gymnasium, library, restaurant, puppet theatre, and
music studios. Many other cities are now building them-
selves Pioneer Palaces in imitation.

Altogether, the Soviet boy has a pretty good time, and
as he is usually a nice chap, he deserves all these things
provided for his benefit.
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The Cup Final

By JOHN GRAVES

T some time or other | expect you have all seen

photographs of old-time Cup-winners, with their
side-whiskers, breeches, and enormous clumsy boots.
But have you ever taken a look at the Cup itself ? If so,
you may have been surprised to see a cup of very different
size and shape from that which has its picture in all the
papers nowadays.

The history of the Cup, which started in 1871-2, is
really the history of three Cups. Cup | was competed
for until 1895, when it disappeared from a shop in
Birmingham where it was on view after Aston Villa’s second
victory. Every effort was made to trace it, but it was never
seen or heard of again. Perhaps it was melted down by
someone who did not know its sentimental value. Or
perhaps some football fan nabbed it and still takes it out
of its secret hiding-place to gloat over it on Cup-Final day.
| prefer the second theory myself.

Whatever its fate, the Cup had gone for good, and a new
one had to be procured in time for the following Final.
The difficulty was to obtain an exact copy. Now it so
happened that the grateful directors of Wolverhampton
Wanderers had presented each member of the
winning side of 1893 with a half-scale model of
the Cup, and from one of these Cup Il was
copied.

But the active life of Cup Il was even shorter
than that of Cup I. Only sixteen
years later it was withdrawn from
competition and presented to Lord
Kinnaird, the retiring President of
the F.A. and owner of five Cup-

winners’ medals. | have often
wondered why the Association
chose this peculiar way of

honouring its old President, and it
was only quite recently that | re-
ceived a satisfactory explanation.
It may be entirely wrong, but for
what it is worth, | will give it you.

During the years 1905-10 New-
castle United were the greatest

team in the country. On three
occasions they were League
Champions, and they played in

four Cup-Finals, but it was not
until 1910 that they succeeded in
winning the Cup, and then it was
only as the result of a replay on a
very muddy ground. According
to this story, such was their relief
and delight that they at once ordered
a silversmith to make an exact copy
of the original. This was to be no
half-scale model, but a perfect
replica.

Not unnaturally, the F.A. ob-
jected, and being determined that
there should be one Cup and one
only, and not two or even three
(assuming that the original Cup
still existed), they presented Cup 11l
to Lord Kinnaird and gave orders

for Cup Ill. This was a larger and more valuable
trophy altogether, and has been competed for ever since.
Cup Il was made at Bradford, and Bradford City were the
first to win it.

National interest in the destination of the Football
Association Challenge Cup, to give Cup Il its full title,
starts mainly on about December 1st, when the professional
clubs of the Third Division make their appearance in the
first round proper of the competition. Yet, if we include
the various qualifying rounds, this is already the seventh
round. Amateur clubs of increasing importance have, in
fact, been gobbling each other up ever since the first week
of September. It is true that these teams have no chance
of surviving until January, when the bigger professional
teams enter the competition. Yet there is always hope,
even in the smallest clubs, of reaching the first round
proper, and thus earning the privilege of a battle with
professionals. Individual amateurs have won Cup-
winners’ medals as recently as 1908, but we have to go back
as far as 1885 to find a purely amateur side in the Final.

At Wembley

There is something about the atmosphere
of a Cup-Final that is unique and cannot be
put into words. | can only say that it is like

the atmosphere of a theatrical first
night, only a hundred times more
so. In this tense atmosphere the
ball seems to shrivel to the size of
a marble, and the opposing goal-
keeper to be standing in a sentry-
box ; while the goalkeeper feels
himself to be occupying the
draughty end of a Zeppelin hangar.
Do you wonder that the first goal
usually decides the match ?

My first Cup-Final was the
historic match of 1932 between
Arsenal and Newcastle United,
which Arsenal were desperately
unlucky to lose. To start with,
Alex James, their chief schemer,
who was expected to have recovered
from an injury in time for the
great match, broke down again
the day before. This was a cruel
blow, for the Arsenal had only that
season turned their centre-half into
a third back, so as to strengthen
their defence. In attack, therefore,

they depended more than
ever on the genius of James.
Without James anything
might happen.

Yet it was Arsenal who
scored the vital first goal and,
try as Newcastle would, they
could not equalise. It was
then that occurred the

The Cup was made at Bradford and Bradford City turning-point of the match.
were the first to win it.

In one of Newecastle’s raids,
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their outside-right burst past
the defence and raced towards
the goal-line, intending to
centre. But the ball was
greasy and rolled too far
ahead. As it crossed the
line, he slid forward on the
slippery turf in a great effort
to hook the ball back into
play. He succeeded, butonly
after it had crossed the line,
and the Arsenal players,
knowing the ball to have
gone out, made no effort to
prevent the Newcastle
centre-forward from heading
into the net. Imagine my
astonishment, and that of
30,000 other spectators
equally well placed, when
the referee allowed the goal
to stand. The score was
now 1— 1, and it was still
anybody’s game. But this
gift goal put new life into
Newcastle, and before long
they had scored what proved
to be the winning goal.
Tough luck on the Arsenal,
you will agree. Please do
not imagine, however, that
the referee was to blame.
Play had shifted swiftly
from mid-field, and it was

impossible for him to be quite up with the play, while
the linesman on the far side, who was really responsible,
was unsighted by a crowd of players in the goal-mouth.
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Copyright British Movietone News.

Newecastle's Outside-Right hooks the ball back into play.

The incident certainly rubbed in one lesson which the
Arsenal are unlikely to forget— that you should always
play to the referee’s whistle.

“Boy’s Own” Crossword—No* 5*

For amusement only.

ACROSS.

1. Month of showers.
6. Dull sound of blow.
10. Famous Scot.
11. Ceremonious custom.
12.  Used in shadow play.
«4- British Cabinet Minister.
15- Sickly-looking.
16. Compass point.
17- Religious festival.
18.  Scottish town.
“ Ship of the Desert.”

23- Us.

2b Deliberate damage by strikers.
27- Unsealed.

28.  Unravel.

3°-  Marry.

31- World’s largest city.

Solution next month.

DOWN.

Away.

Self-esteem.

To govern.

Species of “ cannibal " fly.

5th Sign of the Zodiac.

Formal agreement.

President of German Re-
public.

Speak.

“ Jolly Miller ” lived beside
it.

Swedish city.

Malefactor.

A shoulder covering.

Best place on cold nights.

And (French).

Scatter seed.

Cannon.

Conclusion.

Act.
AAR.
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The First-Aild Men

The Ancient Order to which they are Linked

By DUDLEY KEMP

HEN an accident occurs on the football field, the
Wenthusiast who roars for his favourite team is chiefly
concerned with the fact that his side has lost its best man.
The ambulance men who rush on to the field to render
first-aid are only of interest to the average spectator in
that the more efficiently they work, the sooner will the
player be able to return to the field.

It seems a far cry from the battle yells of Saracen hordes
in the Holy Land at the time of the Crusades to the shouts
of enthusiastic football fans to-day, yet between the two
the Order of St. John of Jerusalem, better known in these
times as the St. John Ambulance Corps, affords an intimate
link.

In the early days of the sixth century, the poor Brothers
of St. John the Baptist established themselves in a small
hospice at Jerusalem for the purpose of ministering to
the needs of the many sick persons amongst the pilgrims
who then thronged the Holy City. With the coming of
the Crusades their work increased a hundredfold, the
hospice being filled to overflowing with wounded soldiers.

Nothing, however, was beyond the help of the pious
Brothers. They dealt with every kind of wound with
cheerful care and assurance. The gashes from the scimi-
tars of the infidels and bones crushed by the hoofs of
milling horses were bandaged assiduously, and if not
a very high percentage of the more seriously stricken
patients recovered, this was accounted for rather by lack
of scientific knowledge than by insufficient nursing.

The poor Brothers were the forerunners of the modern
field dressing station, and they did their work with the
most commendable efficiency, considering the times in
which they lived.

In the year 1113 the sterling work of the hospice was
recognised. Many knights and nobles remembered the
benefits which they had received within its walls, and
the institution was created an Order of Chivalry under the
title of the “ Order of St. John of Jerusalem ”. A banner
was selected, accordingly, on which a wfiite cross was
worked on a red ground.

Henceforward the Brothers, in their black robes with
white eight-pointed crosses, became familiar figures in
the Holy Land. The purity of their lives was denoted
in the white of the design, while in the four arms of the
badge were represented the four Christian virtues of for-
titude, justice, temperance and prudence. The eight
points of the insignia denoted the eight beatitudes.

Gradually the hospices of the Order were established
throughout Europe, and under the name of the Knights
Hospitallers the erstwhile poor brethren acquired wealth
and vast estates. At the height of their power, however,
their original purpose was not forgotten, and thousands
of sick and needy, rich and poor, vrere cared for every year.
In the desert of medieval Europe the hospitals of St.
John stood out as green oases.

It was in 1145 that these Samaritans first established
themselves in this country. Glowing accounts of their
generosity had been brought back to England by the Cru-
saders, and more particularly by the valiant Richard Cceur
de Lion.

As a reward for their work, the knights were granted
some land at Clerkenwell by one Jordan of Brissett, in
Suffolk, and on it a priory was built within whose walls
the first seeds were sown of an organisation which still
flourishes richly in this country to-day.

Fire and Murder

Under successive Priors the Order made great strides
in England, and by the year 1381 it had attained a position
of great importance. In that year, however, disaster
overtook it in the shape of Wat Tyler and Jack Straw,
leaders of the men of Kent. These madmen had, or
thought they had, some grievance against the Prior, and
in the intoxication of their fury they fired the institution.

Church, mansion and hospital (in which the rebels
themselves had no doubt received benefit) were burned,
and the gateway and crypt of the church were all that
remained of the proud monastery wfien the rebels had
passed.

Worse was to follow. When the rebel forces entered
London it was with a bleeding head raised high on a pike
in their foremost ranks. That head had once belonged to
the Prior of the Clerkenwell Priory; the holy man had
been executed amid the ashes of his home.

Nothing daunted, the hospitallers raised another priory
upon the ashes of the former building, and their good
work continued until the reign of Henry VIII, when it
came to a temporary end at the dissolution of the monas-
teries. The order of dissolution from the money-grabbing
monarch and the arrival of the royal minions to ravage
the buildings proved too much for the then Prior, and he
died of a broken heart, with the sound of the infidels’
hammer ringing in his ears.

For over three hundred years the Order was extinct,
until in 1831 it was restored to its original headquarters in
Clerkenwell. That restoration was the beginning of the
Ambulance Corps as we know it to-day.

Coincident with the renewal of their work in England,
a wonderful eye hospital was established under their
auspices in Jerusalem and now in the land of their birth
the brethren care for the sight of thousands of all races
and all tongues.

One of the greatest patrons of the new Order was Queen
Victoria. In 1887 the Nation’s Jubilee Offering was
devoted to furthering the efforts of the Order by the
founding of the District Nurses’ Association, while in the
following year the knights were granted a Royal Charter
and the Queen became their Sovereign head.
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LIKE A

Ve
ATES
bore one of the
best-known

names in  the
rowing world. Five of his family had
rowed in the Boat Race, and when he

arrived at Oxford he was conscious at
once that this would make all the
difference to his chances, and he hated it.

In due course he got his Blue and he received it with
gloom.

He was so frightfully sorry for Jobson.

Jobson had been at Redstow with him, and had been kept
out of everything, so it seemed, by Warner-Bates, who was
the same size and weight and better known, even if not a
better man.

However,
school and

Jobson had not been allowed to row at
it was not until he arrived at Oxford that
he began, and having begun, showed an extraordinary
determination to succeed in record time. Yet, as before,
there were two men for one place, and Warner-Bates
got in.

It was when the crews arrived at Putney that he met,
for the first time, Jobson’s father, who came up to con-
gratulate him, and who, when he sympathised with Jobbo,
said with a wistful smile :

“ All his life he wanted to row in the Boat Race. It
was a terrible disappointment not to be allowed to row
at school.”

“He’ll do it next year easily,”
but Jobbo’s father shook his head.

“ I'm afraid it was now or never. We aren’'t a family
blessed with much money. In fact, my other children
offered to give up their summer holidays this year so
that their brother could be sent
to Oxford to row in the Boat

said Warner-Bates,

Race. 1 shall not be able to
afford to keep him here
another year. He knew it.”

The crew were beginning
to change for their outing and
somebody called to Warner-
Bates. He shook hands with
Mr. Jobson and excused him-
self. Then he, too, went to
change, and all that time he
was thinking. Suddenly he
heard the voice of Jobbo on
the balcony. Pie had arrived
from Oxford to meet his
family and watch the practice,
and an idea came to Warner-
Bates. He went up to
Gussman, the president, and
said :

“ 1 don’t know' what it is,
Guss, but | feel distinctly
seedy. Maybe it's some food
has disagreed with me, or

GENTLEM

By HYLTON CLEAVER

just a strain.
I'm  wondering
if 1
afternoon, and if anybody else could
row in my place.”
of course, but he’s not heavy enough
for ‘six’. He's a good spare man for most positions,
“ Jobbo’s outside,” said Warner-Bates.
Gussman slowly changed his expression.

perhaps it's
l \ N could be
excused this

Gussman looked at him searchingly.

“ 1 don’t know who there is. Potter,
but the idea was that if we wanted anyone for ‘ five’
or ‘six ' we should send to Oxford for a sub.”

“ Oh .. .indeed ?”
“ He could row in my place.”

“ And that, | suppose, would delight his family ? |
saw you talking to his father. Yes, I know what you're
thinking, and it’'s no doubt very generous and sports-

manlike, but it doesn’'t quite go down.
row now, we will postpone the

row until you can. The people on

the balcony won't see the eight

go out at all And that will
disappoint them, | expect.”

If you can’t
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Then he gave Warner-Bates another funny look and
turned away.

“ You lie down for a while. We'll wait.”

Warner-Bates looked dourly after him. Then in a low,
self-conscious voice he said :

“Very well. ... | don’t feel as bad as that.

“ 1 thought you would,” said Gussman.

I'll row.”

Ail through the rest of training Warner-Bates worried.

Twice Oxford rowed a full-course trial, but as the day
of the race drew near there were no more long rows, and
practice aimed solely at sharpening up the rate of
striking.

Warner-Bates had by now got used to crowds and wor-
riers for autographs, also to Press descriptions of his private
life. Oxford were supposed to have a real chance at last.
They were, that is to say, until two days before the race.
Then Gussman, who had been looking overtrained for
some few days, went down with 'flu.  He was sent to bed
and Potter, the spare man, took his place. The secretary
of the Boat Club, Cartwright, assumed command, and he
had a chat with Warner-Bates, who, if only on account
of his great rowing name, was looked upon as an authority.
He once again put forward Jobson’s name. Potter, he
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said, was a useful all-round man, but not powerful enough
to last out the race. Why not put Jobson in ? Jobson
was always fit. The other shook his head.

“ Not to row ‘seven’. He isn't a good enough water-
man, and he has no experience of the course. The only
place to put Jobbo would be at ‘ five ' or ‘six’, where
engine-power is more important than anything else.”
And then he added : “ It seems bad luck on Gussman.
He will go down in history now as the president who
didn’t get his Blue. Potter—yes, it'll have to be Potter—
will get a Blue instead.”

Warner-Bates frowned. Why, yes, of course, he had
forgotten that. No matter when you were given your
Blue, you had to give it back if you did not row in the
race. And the man who rowed in the race received it,
even if he had not rowed once in practice.

Warner-Bates went away to think that over.
given him a new idea.

All the next day he worried. Had he really believed
himself to be the better man, he would have loyally abided
by the decision of the authorities. He knew there was no
room for sentiment in sport. But in this case he knew
better than anybody else. He had been pushed ahead
all his life because of what his brothers had done. He
knew that he was really of little use. Gussman was out
of the crew, and if it could be strengthened anywhere
else, it ought to be. The fact that Jobson had not rowed
in practice did not really matter. He had kept himself
superbly fit. He was a better man than Warner-Bates !
And if nobody else could see that, he himself must make
them realise it.

% £ * *

The day of the race had come. The crew had been out
in the morning for just long enough to stretch their limbs.
They had had an early lunch. Now the momentous after-
noon had come ! Warner-Bates searched everywhere for
Jobson, and at last he found him. That fixed, he went to
look for Cartwright. And he carried his right arm in a
sling. He said :

“ I'm done for, Cartwright.
| slipped and fell on it.” He looked as sad as he could, but
Cartwright was in dismay. He said :

“ You clumsy idiot 1 Have you seen a doctor ?”

“ Yes, and I'm to have it X-rayed.”

“ Good gracious, there’s no time for that,” said Cart-
wright, aghast. “ We're due on the water in fifteen
minutes. Now what on earth are we to do ? Who can
we get at this short notice ?”

“ As a matter of fact,” said Warner-Bates casually,
“ I've just seen Jobbo outside. He’s with his people in
the crowd.”

Cartwright racked his brains ; then he looked at the clock
again, and gestured helplessly.

“ He’s the only hope ... we can’t wait for anybody else.
You’'d better get him here. Are you sure you can't row ?”

“ Certain. You see,” said Warner-Bates, “ | can’t use
my shoulder.”

He turned and went, but he didn’t deliver the message
to Jobson himself. He thought Jobbo might be suspicious
and might argue. He sent another messenger, and then
he disappeared. He couldn’'t row now, whether they
discovered the truth or not.

$ * * N
No sooner was Jobson noticed in the Oxford boat, as it
was launched, than the people as far away as Putney Bridge

appeared to know what had happened, and they said this
was going to finish Oxford’s chances.

It had

I've done my shoulder in.
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The news was telephoned to London and the papers
got to work. Posters were announcing a Boat Race sensa-
tion in the city before the race had even started. = Mean-
while the crews were making their way to the start.
Lightly, confidently, and with swinging rhythm, they
passed below the bridge, and turned. The crowd were
already cheering.

At ‘six ' in the Oxford boat Jobson who, after all, was
to get his Blue, was looking set and resolute. True, he
was not in hard training ; he had never before rowed
behind this stroke ; and if Oxford lost by a narrow
margin, he would be blamed. He knew that, but
he knew also that he must not save himself. It would be
just as bad to take a breather to which he was not entitled
early in the race as to be compelled by exhaustion to take
one later. And besides, he had lived for this day.

The crowded launches chugged down, flanking the
umpire’s launch, which was in the centre. Steamers,
moored a little up the course, waited for the race to start
before they set off behind it. Both banks of the river
were massed with people. And yet amid all that there was
to see and to commit to undying memory, Jobbo caught
sight of one face, and remembered only that. It was
Warner-Bates on one of the launches. His arm was in a
sling, and yet, though he had rowed all through the training
and was now at the last moment to be denied his Blue,
he showed no disappointment. He was watching Oxford
as calmly as will a man who has got his way at last.

And Jobson realised the truth.

If Warner-Bates wasn't disappointed, he must have
done this on purpose ! His first impulse was to shout
out ... to object .. . and to explain. They must get
Warner-Bates back into the crew’. Yet to raise all that
bother now would lead only to ridicule and anger. And,
in addition, how could he be certain ? He had, he now
saw, little choice.

The crews swung round. They came to the staked
boats and were held on the level mark. The launches turned.
The umpire showed up, standing upright, with a mega-
phone and a flag. The crews took off their sweaters,
and passed them up to stroke, who dumped them into the
staked boats.

The tide was running strongly past them, and would
have carried their blades under had they not reversed these
on the surface of the water. Tense, expectant, without
the flicker of a smile, the men who were to row now in
the greatest boat race in the world swung forward and
made ready. The umpire’s voice was heard. The flag
was raised, then dropped, and as a mighty cheer swelled
from the crowd those blades squared in the water, and the
cry came :

“ They're off 17

The Oxford stroke went off at terrific pressure. It was
all according to plan, but in that first minute they rowed
forty strokes. It was no good to scratch at it, and there
must be no rushing of slides or bucketing. This thing
must be the poetry of action.

The eight dark-blue blades gripped the water, each dug
a great lump out, leaving a hole behind it, and each blade
kept its own lump bubbling and dancing till it was driven
to the finish.

Jobbo, at ‘six ', was in that position in the boat which
needs the greatest horse-power ; his duty was to back up
stroke and to relieve that worthy of as much weight as he
could. And he was rowing like a Hercules. In front of
him he saw the powerful shoulders of both stroke and
‘seven ' ; and then the face of cox, wide with his shouting,
and delirious with delight.
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Because Oxford were up ! Cambridge had been taken
by surprise and the question now was whether Oxford could
maintain that lead. At the end of the second minute they
were passing the packed boat-houses ; then came Fulham
Football Ground, and Beverley Brook. The next mark
was the mile post, and after that they reached the most
exacting ordeal of the race . . . the end of the first mile,
when every man must feel that he could not go on. Chests
were strained, lungs were bursting, legs were numb and
arms were cramped already. Nothing of that could be
seen from the towpath. It looked as if both crews were
rowing calmly, resolutely and together. It didn't feel
like that to them. It only felt an agony of strain.

And now those on the launches concentrated their
attention on the man called Jobson. They Were expecting
signs of weariness already in a man so untrained and
unready. But, instead, Jobson was rowing like a man
possessed. His gritted resolution was a picture. His jaw
was out, his eyes were set ahead of him ; he could see
nothing but the shoulders that were setting him the time
in front. Each time his blade gripped, Jobbo’s legs
drove hard. His arms were lithe, his head was up. And
Warner-Bates heard something now that really thrilled
him.

One of the finest judges of oarsmanship in the country
had made this remark :

“ * Six " is the best oar in that boat.
man whose place he took.”

Warner-Bates could have hugged himself.

He had been justified. Oxford still led at Hammer-
smith and Jobbo was still doing two men’s work. They
passed the Sea Scouts’ training ship, the Stork, and came
to Chiswick Reach. Still Oxford kept their half-length.
They had gained it in that opening minute, and spurt
after spurt by Cambridge had failed to steal it from them.
Sometimes it looked as if the strain Was telling, but the
Oxford stroke kept his eyes on his rival and he knew that
at times they, too, faltered. Behind him he could feel
all the effect of the magnificent blade pulled by the man
who hadn’t rowed at school. To-morrow that man would
be famous, doubly so if they could only win. Now
Barnes Bridge was in sight ; now it was shot, and Oxford
had the outside of the bend. Cambridge made their
greatest spurt just here, and they gained for a time. As
soon as Oxford answered they fell back again, and Oxford
kept their precious half-length still.

The finish was in sight. Jobbo was unconscious now
of anything in the world but the one thumping thought
that Oxford were going to win this race at last, and that he
would have rowed in a race that would therefore become
historic. His breath was coming in great sobs ; he could
not feel his legs or arms— they seemed not to belong to
him, or to be doing what he told them. And then with
barely a quarter of a mile to go, and without warning,
something happened. There sounded in Jobbo’s ears
an ominous crack ; next moment he had overbalanced. He
fell back on to the man behind him and was bumped
forward by the swinging handle of the oar ; not knowing
for one instant what had happened, he realised immediately
the appalling truth. At the very climax of the race his
oar had broken! It was smashed in two, and absolutely
useless. He sat bewildered, staggered, helpless, not know-
ing what to do. And then, as he realised that the other
seven men were rowing on and that Cambridge had come
up level, he heard a passionate cry from cox :

“Jump out! Jump out, man! It’s the only chance 1”

Jobbo heard and understood. They couldn’'t carry
one man as a passenger. If he could not pull his w'eight,

He’'s better than the
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lie must get rid of it. He scrambled frantically from his
slide, was bumped again by the handle of the oar behind
him.

No one else knew what he knew !

The reason he had never rowed at school was that he
couldn’t swim ! It was forbidden for any boy to row
until he had passed the swimming test, and Jobbo was
one of those extraordinary people who can’t learn to swim
when they try. He alone knew what it meant if he was to
jump over, but he also knew what it would mean if he
stayed in the boat. Gallantly, he was gone. The swinging
blade of stroke nearly decapitated him, and then, before
the water closed above his sinking head, he caught a
nightmare-like impression of five launches cutting down
upon him as they churned the water with their bows, and
of the paddle-steamers following, to suck him under.

I lis last thought was that Oxford might hold on without
him, and thep he sank from sight.

* *
One of the launches had swerved as he jumped. The
man at the wheel shouted, and swung his bows. But

that manoeuvre would take time, and on that boat was

A Pair of Bellows

By HENRY BRAMFORD

HAVE found bellows useful for a good many things

besides making a fire go. | use them for cleaning the
wireless set and for innumerable other purposes. The
illustration shows how to make a really good pair in a very
simple manner.

Making Up

Cut and bore the shoulder piece from a piece of solid
wood. To this is inserted a nozzle cut from an old funnel.
The method of doing this is shown. The back piece is
next cut from multi-plywood and the nozzle section secured
toit. In this piece a drilling is made for hanging purposes,
and a further drilling for the valve inlet. Over the latter
drilling a piece of gauze is gummed and then a spring
piece of thin metal is screwed in position so that it covers
the aperture.

Next prepare the front piece from similar wood and
firmly hinge it to the nozzle with strong leather. The
soundest way of doing this is detailed in the drawing.

The leather concertina section is the next part to prepare.
A long rectangular piece of strong but pliable leather is
cut. On the underside of this are equally spaced three
springy wire strips, and these are held in position by
covering with a further piece of strong but thin material,
and sewing or machining, so that each wire is in a seam or
pocket. Adjust the hoop so made and fix with wood strips
to each side of the nozzle-shoulder, seeing that the hoop
takes the shape of the front and back pieces. The overlap
sides of the hoop are now fixed all round the edges of the
front and back sections, and a perfect way of doing this is
to hold with split cane and fix with pin-nails.

Examine your work very carefully and see that you have
left no unnecessary air gaps. Fill in any cracks and crevices
with plastic wood and finally fit a light chain where
indicated. This serves the purpose of preventing one from
forcing the bellows open too far and thus damaging the
leather concertina hoop.
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Warner-Bates. His arm was in a sling, but he knew what
Jobbo knew . . . that Jobbo couldn’t swim, and he had no
time to think of consequences. He cast aside his sling,
stripped himself of his overcoat, poised, and dived. A
second later, booted and fully clothed, he was striking out
dramatically*in searfh of J*obbo. . .

The Boat Race is followed by a dinner.

Oxford, who had struggled home by six feet in the most
sensational finish ever, and with only seven men, were
celebrating. And now a very old man rose to speak.

“ Gentlemen, | have seen fifty-five Boat Races and |
remember none like this. There is a man now sitting at
this table who must know as well as you and | know that
he won this race to-day for Oxford by giving up his place !
He could have kept his secret if he had cared to sacrifice
a life. Jobson could have kept his if he had cared to
sacrifice his crew. But Jobson made his gesture, and
Warner-Bates made his. | raise my glass, gentlemen,
to Jobson as a great oar and to Warner-Bates who did not
get his own Blue as a freshman. It is one thing to bear a
great name, and another to bear it like a great gentleman 1~

Decoration can be left to your own taste or particular
hobby. You may like to affix a specimen of your carving
to the front and then stain the work. Another suggestion
is to execute a piece of embossed leatherwork. Alter-
natively you can stencil and varnish, or try your hand at
painting, if you are skilled enough. If you are not par-
ticularly good at the more artistic crafts, just lacquer the
work and it will look quite nice and be just as useful.

u
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PILOT'S

D og Y arns. VII

Tales oj their pranks,
courage and never-
failing loyalty

LONG WAICH

by

LIONEL FLETCHER

HEN we decided to leave Charters Towers and
W move south, | discovered that we could not take

Pilot with us, on account of some regulations then
in operation, to prevent the conveying of cattle tick to other
districts ; and dogs were carriers of ticks.

One of our great friends instantly accepted the offer of the
dog, and we felt happy to know that he would have asplendid
home and every kindness and understanding, for the family
knew him well, and he was quite happy with them.

For six weeks before out departure, we stayed in an hotel,
and Pilot was transferred to his new home ; twice he
disappeared, and twice he was recovered and brought home
again. Then the last Sunday came, and we promised to
spend the day with our friends, and worship with them, and
we looked forward to having Pilot with us for the day also
But when we went with them to their home after the morning
service, we found that our dog had been missing for a
fortnight. We had not been informed, because each time
he had disappeared before they had recovered him, and this
time they had hoped on, trusting that they might have him
safely back before we visited them. But they had failed.

All through dinner .hat day we discussed where Pilot
could be. All sorts of theories were put forward and
examined. We were informed as to what steps had been
taken to find him, and of a handsome reward which had been
offered for his recovery, and of the search which had been
made in all the streets near our old home. Finally, I decided
that | would go to our house and see for myself, and, if
necessary, ask questions of the present occupier. | would
also visit the hospital, where he was a great favourite of the
staff, in spite of the fact that he had stolen their Christmas
ham.

Immediately after the meal, therefore, | mounted a bicycle
and was soon at our former home, which was about two miles
away. | examined the grounds from three sides, which I
was well able to do, as | could walk the whole length of the
Baptist Church yard and look right under the house, as the
lence was very low, and | could see through the grounds from
both the front and back streets.

BEGAN my inspection from the back street, and then
followed that by examining the situation from the front

street; this double view proved conclusively that | need
not ask for him from the residents in the house. | knew he
could not be there, for the simple reason that | saw a big,
ugly, yellow dog lying contentedly in the shade of the house.
I knew that he and Pilot could not possibly live in one
yard, especially in the yard where Pilot had been supreme
for so long.

Closer inspection of the house premises was now rendered
unnecessary, and with a heavy heart | was about to mount
my machine and go back to our friends when a sudden urge
impelled me to examine the Baptist Church yard. |1 did this
quite superficially from the front street, and saw nothing.
Mounting the bicycle, | was on my journey when the inward
urge came to me so strongly that | felt I could not go on
without a closer examination of the church yard. So | now
turned the machine and rode up the street at the back of the
house, and entered the church front gate.

Leaning the bicycle against the church wall, | had a peep
over the fence into my old yard and into the stables just on
the off-chance that Pilot might be chained up there, but
seeing nothing, | walked along with my gaze fixed under the
house, hoping against hope that, in spite of the yellow dog,
he might possibly be somewhere there. | had the same
feeling that is experienced when something that you prize
very highly is mislaid or lost. You search every pocket, and
every corner, over and over again, and even then you
return to the same pockets and the same corners, although
you know quite well there is nothing there.

So | quietly walked through the church yard, not examin-
ing the yard, but uselessly examining the house yard where |
knew Pilot could not be. Thus | came to the big clump of
bamboos at the rear of the church, which also extended into
the house yard and shaded the verandah of the room which
had been our bedroom where Pilot always lay on guard when
my wife was in bed, and | was away at the office.

WAS forced now to watch my step, or | would collide
with the bamboos, or trip over their roots, and as | thus
looked in front of me, instead of to the side, | saw Pilot
lying stretched out amongst the bamboos. His front legs'
were thrown out in front of him, and his hind legs were at
full stretch behind him. His jaws were resting on his out-
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stretched front legs, and | could see the ribs and thigh bones
showing through his skin, and for the moment | thought
he was dead. He was on watch, as close as he could get to
the bedroom where his beloved mistress always slept, and
where he had protected her through long nights, and watched
over the baby through many days. He had been watching
and waiting for her, and | knew by his condition that he had
had nothing to eat or drink for days, possibly for the whole
fortnight of his absence.

All my thoughts and feeling came and went in a flash,
and | just said his name under my breath— for | was sure
he was dead—* Pilot ! ” In an instant he turned his head
and looked at me. There was no conviction in his glance
at first ; it was almost as if he had turned mechanically at
the sound of his name, not at all sure that he was not dream-
ing. It is probable that he had turned many times during
those days at some sound which he had hoped might be the
steps or the voice of those he loved coming back to the old
home, only to be disappointed with sickening regularity.
There was a film over his eyes, and an expression on his face
that |1 could not possibly describe— a look of resignation,
and heart-break and utter hopelessness. | have seen that
look on human faces ; but | had never seen it before on the
face of a dog.

He was alive ! That was the first glad thought telegraphed
through my eyes to my brain, and involuntarily | now
shouted : “ Pilot // Pilot!!” and, stretching out my
hands, | ran towards him, even as he tried to get to his feet.
He seemed almost paralysed ; butwith an effort he rose, then
staggered, his hind legs gave under him and he would have
fallen, but I caught him and gathered him right into my arms.
He was just a bag of bones, and as he pushed his nose under
my chin, it was hot, and | knew he was in a fever.

- | ran to him, even as
he tried to get on hisfeet;
but with an effort he rose,
then staggered, as his
hind legs gave under
him."
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| talked to him as if he were a child and could understand
everything that | was saying, and as | talked he seemed to
gain strength. He wriggled in my grasp, and pushed my
chest with his paws, as if he wished to sit back and get a
good look at my face. He then began to whine with delight;
his eyes cleared and gleamed, and he beat a tattoo on the
ground with his tail-—for | was sitting on the ground under
the bamboos holding him to me— and | knew that joy, which
never Kills, was restoring life to this poor creature.

Finally, I got to my feet, and he staggered after me like a
drunken man ; then for a time | walked, wheeling my
bicycle slowly, with Pilot gradually getting the use of his
limbs, until he could keep up with me ; he kept giving my
leg a little push with his nose to make sure that this was real,
and not some dream from which he would awake.

Then | got on the machine and rode very slowly, and he
kept up with me, gaining strength as he progressed, until we
reached the last hill, on which our friends’ house stood.
I could see a group of people on the verandah watching us
coming, and then | distinguished my wife, but Pilot had
also seen her, and with a strength which | did not think he
could possibly possess, he bounded off in front of me, and,
reaching the gate, he sailed over it like a bird, dashed up
the steps, on to the verandah, and with cries which were
pathetic to hear, he placed his forefeet on her shoulders and
smothered her face with kisses—a thing he had never done
in his life before. If ever a dog laughed and cried at the
same time, he did, and when | told the story of how | had
found him, there were several in that group of people— men
and women—who did the same.

We fed him carefully for a little time, for he was starving ;
but even then he would leave his food and come to lick my
wife’s hand and to assure himself that she was really there,
before he would go on with his meal.

He was now perfectly satisfied, and settled down with our
friends from that day. His new master was a distinguished
dental specialist, who made Pilot into a chum, and he

remained with him until he died.

NE day some vyears after,
he was enjoying himself by
putting into operation the latent
instincts of a sheep-dog, and
was herding all the goats which
he could gather— and there were
thousands of them in that gold-
mining town — when, in the
midst of his frolic, he stumbled
and fell, and when my friend
picked him up he was dead. His
heart evidently was overstrained
and had ceased to function, and
thus quietly and quickly
the dog, who was so
full of faults, and yet so
rich in faithfulness and
affection, finished his
life. But we never
think of him without
realising what we owed
to his protection in
days when it was

needed so badly.
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“ British Ambassador,” 6,940 tons, reciprocating engined tanker, 435 ft. long, owned by the
British Tanker Company.

Modern Ships

By H. COBLE and A. R. PAYNE

Oil-Tank Steamers

HIS type of ship—usually called a “ tanker "—is
designed especially for the transport of petroleum

in bulk, and presents rather a strange appearance, with
the funnel placed right aft and the isolated bridge amidships.
Their cargo is, of course, highly inflammable ; this
necessitates, in the case of a steam-driven ship, special
precautions against the risk of fire. A space of about six

feet across the full width of the ship separates the engine-
room from the aftermost tank, this space being filled with
water ; sometimes it is divided into two or three sections.
This space is called a “ coffer-dam ”, and there is a similar
one separating the fo’c’sle from the first tank.

The tanks— of which there may be as many as twenty-
five—are divided into three groups, separated by two
pump-rooms. The pumps in these rooms, for the loading
and discharging of the oil, are so arranged that either set
can discharge or load any of the tanks, so that in the event
of one set breaking down, the other could do the whole of
the pumping necessary.

As the oil expands a great deal in hot weather and it is

necessary to have the tanks full in order to prevent the oil
rolling from side to side in heavy weather (which might
cause the ship to capsize), a special small expansion tank
is fitted, into which the oil may expand and roll only in a
restricted space.

The very largest tankers have a dead-weight capacity
of over twenty thousand tons ; the vessels to carry this
enormous weight are over five hundred feet long and of
thirteen to fourteen thousand tons gross. These ships are
however, exceptional, and the average tanker is four to
five thousand gross tons less.

The speed of most tankers is comparatively low, the
average being a little under twelve knots. Motor tankers
are gradually superseding steam-propelled tankers, not
only on the grounds of economy, but because the risk of
fire is greatly reduced.

The world’s largest oil depots are at Thames Haven and
Shell Haven, near the mouth of the Thames, and here
there are about a hundred and sixty tanks, each with a
capacity of two million five hundred thousand gallons. To
this vast refinery and storage depot come tankers from
Abadan on the Persian Gulf, Constantza and Batum on
the Black Sea, Tampico and Puerto Mexico in the Gulf of

17f -knot tanker. The Japanese “ Teiyo Maker,” 9850 tons.
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Tugs at Gravesend.

Mexico,
Indies.

It should be fairly obvious that tankers can carry a cargo
only one way, and that they have to return light for another
cargo. Water is used as ballast and is admitted to certain
of the tanks to keep the vessel in proper trim.

It is extremely rarely that one sees a tanker in a dirty
condition ; this is because the fumes given off by the oil
very quickly discolour and destroy the paintwork, con-
sequently they are always being repainted.

Apart from the big ocean-going tankers there are many
others of a small size which distribute the oil from the big
storage depots to small outlying ports.

and Aruba and Curacao in the Dutch West

Tugs and Their Work

Tugs are small and sturdy, but extremely powerful
vessels, ranging from fifty to perhaps three hundred and
fifty gross tons. The net tonnage of a tug is usually a
very low figure ; in fact, in many cases nil, as she is not
built for cargo carrying, most of her space being occupied
by her engines, stores and crew’s accommodation.

There are several classes into which tugs can be divided.
First, there are those which manoeuvre ships in and out
of dock and assist them alongside landing-stages— a typical
Thames tug of this class being the Sun VI, of two hundred
and two tons gross, which is a hundred and five point two
feet long by twenty-five point five feet beam. Then there
are small river tugs, which tow lighters to and from ships
which stay out in the river instead of going into dock.
These lighters can be towed much farther up a river than
an ocean-going ship could proceed.

There are also ocean-going tugs, which, as their name
implies, can undertake long sea voyages. A notable
example is of the towing of a monster floating dock capable
of lifting the largest battleships, from the Tyne to Singa-
pore. Other floating docks, not quite so big, have been
taken from this country to South America and to New
Zealand. These long voyages each occupied several
months.

Turning to the Thames again, we find several tugs
engaged in towing from one to three big lighters from
London to Antwerp and Rotterdam, hardly a day passing
without the arrival and departure of such a tug and its tow.

Yet another type are salvage tugs, which are always ready
to go to the assistance of vessels in distress. Sometimes
when a vessel has gone ashore— as, for instance, on the
dreaded Goodwin Sands— several tugs of different owners
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and nationalities may
arrive on the scene,
and much haggling may
take place before any
attempt is made at
moving the ship from
her dangerous situa-
tion.

It is very interesting
to spend a day at Til-
bury or Gravesend and
watch  the  ceaseless
activity of the shipping
passing up and down,
and particularly that of
the tugs which are
stationed at Gravesend.

One may see as many
as twelve or fourteen
tugs waiting for ships

to arrive, or for the time when a ship has to leave
the docks or the landing-stage. On the approach of
a ship requiring their aid (as, let us say, the Georgic
arriving from New York), several tugs will detach them-
selves from the group and circle round the liner, to which
they make fast by steel hawsers passed from the ship.
The Georgic is a motor vessel of twenty-seven thousand
seven hundred and ffty-nine tons, owned by the Cunard-
White Star Line ; she is the largest vessel to use the Port
of London. Even so, in less than twenty minutes from
her arrival, she will be lying alongside the stage, made
fast at bow and stern by several hawsers. So skilfully
have the tugs done their job that, though there may be but
a foot or two between the ship’s side and the stage, she will
not have touched it, even though there may be a high
wind and a strongly running tide.

At Southampton, where dock the largest ships in the
world, it is necessary to have bigger and even more powerful
tugs than those used on the Thames. On a windy day
a giant liner like the Queen Mary or Normandie will require
the united efforts of eight or nine such tugs to manoeuvre
her safely into position. If a great ship should get out of
control, considerable damage could be done in less time
than it takes to mention the possibility of such a thing
happening. On one occasion the old Cunarder Berengana
was caught by an unexpected gust of wind and, before
anything could be done, she slewed round and her super-
structure carried a dock crane bodily off the quay.

The Dutch salvage tug “ Zwarte Zee.”
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The world’s largest,
fastest and most power-
ful tug and salvage
vessel is the Diesel-
engined Zwarte Zee,
seven hundred and
ninety-two tons gross
and seventy-seven net,
owned by the Dutch
towing and salvage firm
of P. Smit & Co. She
was built in Holland by
L. Smit & Zoon and
placed in commission
in 1933. The Zwarte
Zee is a hundred and
ninety-six feet long by
thirty-two feet beam ;
she has a speed of
seventeen and three-
quarter knots  when
without a tow. This
high speed is attained
by the use of two
engines giving a total
h.p. of four thousand two hundred, coupled through
reduction gearing to one propeller shaft. The salvage
equipment of the Zwarte Zee is very comprehensive,
including two pumps of two hundred and forty tons
per hour capacity, and another specially constructed
for sucking sand, of two hundred tons capacity. A
complete diving equipment is carried. There are two
fire pumps capable of discharging four hundred and forty-

The Singapore floating dock.

THE BOY’S OWN PAPER

Towed by Dutch tugs f rom the Tyne to Singapore.

five gallons per minute ; and a carbonic acid gas installa-
tion with special high pressure hoses to enable the gas
(CO2 to be pumped into the holds of a ship on fire.
The wireless apparatus has a receiving and transmitting
range of a thousand miles under good conditions, supple-
mented by a small spark transmitted with a range of
three hundred miles ; and, in addition, a wireless direction
finder is carried.

How Long Could You Fast?

Living on One’s Own Blood

TARVATION arises either from lack of food or water.
When entirely deprived of both, human life in ordinary
circumstances may not be maintained for more than a week.
Thus in 1869 a certain South Wales “ fasting girl ” was
subjected to this test. The parents asserting that she had
eaten nothing for two years, some enthusiasts for truth had
her watched by competent hospital nurses. The parents
then displayed such obstinacy in support of their imposture
that the girl’s death was allowed to take place in eight days.
Subsequently her father and mother were tried and con-
victed for manslaughter, but the nurses and experimental
physiologists were permitted to escape scot-free ! It was
thought by many that the unnatural quietude, the grave-like
silence, and the dim religious light in which the girl was
kept, helped to postpone her death.

A supply of water certainly prolongs life. Dogs, for
instance, plentifully supplied with water, have been found
to live three times as long as those deprived of both solids
and liquids at the same time. Moreover, it has been
recorded that men, when aided by water or some medicinal
preparation, have been able to fast as long as fifty days.

Even the wetting of the skin by shipwrecked sailors has
been found useful. When the “ Medusa” frigate was
wrecked in 1816, fifteen people contrived to keep alive on a
raft without food for thirteen days by this means.

GAIN, several men who in 1876 were entombed in a
A,coal-mine for ten days without food were found to be
alive and able to walk when released. The saturation with
aqueous vapour of the narrow space in which they were
confined and the presence of drain water in the cutting seem
largely to have contributed to their preservation. These
prisoners, instinctively feeling that darkness renders death
more terrible, were apparently not tempted to eat their
candles—which clearly indicates that they could not have
experienced any of the keener pangs of hunger.

It is a curious fact that life may be prolonged through the
stomach being supplied from the substance of the starving
individual’'s body. In 1874 some men were exposed in an
open boat for thirty-two days with only ten days’ provisions,
apart from old boots and jelly fish. One of them, being
severely wounded in a delirious fight, lapped up the blood
as it gushed from his own body. And, instead of suffering
the fatal weakness which might be expected to have arisen
from this haemorrhage, he seems to have done quite well.

Similarly, it has been found possible to prolong the
existence of starving dogs by feeding them on blood taken
daily from their own veins. Such experiments have proved
that when deprived of all food, dogs so treated are capable of
living four days longer than other dogs which have not been
bled in this way. T. T.-B.
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The Quest r

the Magi

By G. M. ROGERS

CHAPTER |

1ITF the pater’'s going on this weird expedition, 1'm jolly well
)Y _going to work it so that | can go too. There’s a sparkling

old mystery about this tramp through the swamps and
jungles of Africa. I'm the man to solve it !'”

Raymond Phipps stepped on the accelerator as he spoke and his
little two-seater flew along the rough native track as if a hundred
lions were pursuing it.

His companion laughed. *“ Steady on,” he said slowly. “ I
don’t for a moment think you’ll be able to wangle it. Your
pater’ll be away for the better part of two years, by the look
of things. What about school and all those nice little atrocities
called exams ?”

“ All that be hanged ! ” cried Raymond with a grin, steering
through a dangerous bit of rocky road cut between a tall krantz
and a plantation with the dexterity of a born expert with cars.
“ The pater’s found out something besides this idea of searching
for that medicinal herb. There’s an ancient, lost tribe hidden
away in those hills north of the Zambezi. They've got a secret
shrine and when there’s a full moon they get up to their tricks
and perform strange ceremonies—human sacrifices and all that.
Oh ! I know ! You can't diddle me !”

“ You seem to have found out quite a good bit, if what you
say is true,” said Captain Tom Ransom, casting a quick sidelong
glance at the boy’s eager face. “ Let’s have the rest, Ray.”

“ There’s a secret or sacred hill,” breathed the boy quickly,
his strong brown hands clutching the steering-wheel with a
ferocity that told of the intensity and earnestness of his purpose.

“ I'll lay there’s gold there or silver, and that's why they’re so
anxious to keep-———- 7

“ Go on,” said his cousin, relighting his pipe. “ Keepwhat ?”
“ You ask the pater,” said Raymond suddenly. “ And ask him
to take you and me with him when he goes. Gosh ! It’'s born

in me, this longing to investigate.
dinner, there’'s a decent old pal.
about you ?”

“ No good, man,” returned Tom Ransom, opening the door
as the car slowed up before a low, whitewashed, big, rambling
house, standing in a perfect wilderness of a garden, where lived
Professor Phipps, his only son Raymond, and his nephew, Captain
Tom Ransom, late of His Majesty’s Air Force.

“ Why no good, Tom ?” asked Ray anxiously as he followed

Bring up the subject at
I'm burning to go. What

his tall cousin up the grassy pathway to the house. “ Think
we’'ll be in the pater's way ? Is he going by air ?”
“ If he was, he'd take me. He cannot fly alone. No, he’s

going by— but shut up, here he is.”

A dapper little man stepped off the vine-covered veranda and
came quickly towards them. He was sun-scorched and withered,
but sharp in manner and in speech. He was dressed in an imma-

culate suit of tussore and wore a sun helmet on rather a large
head. His eyes were bright and sparkling. His slight grey
moustache seemed to bristle with excitement. In his brown
hands he held a sheaf of papers.

“Ah ! I'm glad you have returned,” he said, leading the way
into a roomy rondaval and drawing a rustic chair to the wicker
table that stood in the centre, on which he carefully laid his
papers, the biggest of which was a plan, drawn in green ink on
a white ground. “ They sent me these from the University at
Cape Town. | have here such valuable information that | need
lose no more time, but can start right away. Look here, Tom,
see the hill marked there on the right ? That's my destination.
That’s the land of the Eivonias. Their sacred plant grows there,
and if | lose no time | can be there at the very season when it is in
full flower. What luck, boys. | cannot but have success in this
undertaking. This wonderful plant, though poisonous, has
great medicinal properties. There is a tribe that worships the
plant— and another that fights for it, using it as a medicine. These
two tribes are always at war.”

Raymond gave his cousin a nudge and winked one of his wicked-
looking brown eyes. The airman understood and tackled the boy’s
father without hesitation.

“ Ray and | are most anxious to join your expedltlon uncle, we
could both be of use to you, | am sure.

Professor Phipps looked up in mild surprise and eyed the boy
who stood facing him, trying to hide the wistful anxiety in his
eyes and still his W|Id|y beating heart.

“ Did you mention Raymond’s name, Tom ? ” asked the absent-
minded father dreamily, as if for a boy of seventeen to desire to
go on a wildly adventurous expedition was a thing undreamed of
in the annals of the sensible-minded. “ Ray to accompany me ?
Tom, you must be mad ! Such a thing couid not be entertained
for a moment. What about his schooling ? | shall leave him in
your charge. Now, look at the way this river winds in and out.
It goes right round this hill, it seems to me. It waters----- "

Professor Phipps droned on and Captain Tom Ransom listened
for the best part of an hour, but poor disappointed Ray took himself
off and climbed up to an old loft that stood above the garage,
which in bygone days had been a coach-house.  There he lay,
his head on his arms, full length on the dusty floor, with no one for
company but a couple of meercats which crept out of a hole in the
boards, and a silent old Zulu who was carving a weird face of some
unknown god from a piece of wood.

Ray’s disappointment was a real burden to him. He had been
so keen on this new expedition of his father’s. For hours he had
pored over musty books in his father’s dingy library, learning all
he could about these secret tribes who dwelt in strange lands and
unhealthy swamps, north of the great Zambezi. That his father
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refused to entertain the idea of taking him this time was in the
It took him a long time to recover.

Yet at dinner he was first at the table, cheerful and gay as
usual, and only Tom Ransom guessed what he had gone through.

The Professor was full of his new venture and could talk of
little else. He did not notice that his son was unusually silent.
Ray had no mother. She had died when he was just a small boy.
All he could remember was a lovely face which came to him

nature of a blow.

sometimes in a dream. He had
a little coloured painting of
her, but her name was never
mentioned, so the boy asked
no questions. Tom had told
him once— oh, years ago, that
his mother was the most beauti-
ful woman he had ever seen.
Ray harboured that delightful
thought in his heart and knew
it was true by the little coloured
painting that hung over his
bed.

“ When | obtain a plant of
this sacred flower,” said the
Professor, leaning over his plate
In his eagerness, so that he
-dropped his table napkin in his
soup, “ | will send a sample by
native runners to you, Tom.
I may have some difficulty in
~getting back and may have to
'take a roundabout route, as |
‘want to search for the sacred
shrine in the Oreo Valley. |
have heard---— 7

He stopped suddenly, as if
all at once aware that he had
said more than was wise.
Turning to Ray, he asked him
if he had ever dipped into the
secret history of these lost tribes
of Africa.

“ Yes, pater, | have,” ad-
mitted the boy quietly. “ 1
think I'm as interested in those
old blighters as you are. Tom
and I--—--—- 7

A warning look from his
cousin stopped the confession
he was about to make concerning
the bitter disappointment he
and Captain Ransom had
suffered. Tom'’s look told him
it was no good bringing the
subject up again. Evidently
the Professor had never for a
moment entertained the idea of
taking the young men. He had
a faithful old retainer, one
Guido, who always accom-
panied him on his expeditions
and helped him in every bit of
research work he undertook.

“ This sacred plant of which
I am so anxious to obtain a
specimen,” said the eager Pro-
fessor, forgetting Ray’s presence
and speaking to Captain Ransom
in a low tone, “ grows in the
most God-forsaken part of
Africa, | take it. | had thought
of chartering a plane to take
me to the swamps, but | have
resolved to disguise myself as
a native and go on foot,
accompanied only by Guido,
whom | shall pick up in Bula-
wayo. | have already sent to
him. He will know exactly
what we shall want on the
journey and will make all
arrangements. When | send a
specimen of this rare and
poisonous plant to you, Tom,
I want you to send it at once
to the University at Cape
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“ Right-o, uncle,”

you will be away ?”

THE HEADMAN'S WISDOM

I have just heard a story that has made me think. |
wonder how it will strike you.

It is about an old African headman in Northern Rhodesia.

A certain Native Commissioner had a visitor in his office
who turned out to be an English missionary. He had come
in from a distance because of a regulation that no schools
can be opened without Government permit, and he had
received a request from a headman for a school. After
some talk the Native Commissioner agreed to meet the
missionary when next out on tour, so that they might visit
the village.

They were met by an oldish man and his son, a young
fellow who had been away at the Mines and wanted to get
the white man’'s knowledge so that he might go back again
and get a better-class job, not just labourer’'s work.

* Do you, then, desire the school here, my father ?” the
Native Commissioner asked.

“ My son and the young men ask for it,” replied the
headman. “ As for me, | wish to be told about it, so that
I may decide. It is a new thing to me.”

“ Now, you carry on,” said the Native Commissioner to
the missionary. “ Tell him about school.” So the missionary
began and spoke about the advantage of being able to read
and write, to be able to send letters to distantfriends, and so
forth. Then he spoke about the Bible and tried to say
something about Jesus.

* Oh yas," said the headman, “ | have heard the young
people speak about Him. But what is it that He has to say
for us men?”

The missionary took out a Testament and wondered what
part he would read. He chose the Sermon on the Mount,
and read bits here and there that he thought would give an
idea what Christ's teaching is. When he came to the bit
that says: “ If a man strike you on one cheek, turn to him
the other also," the headman’s son jumped up and shouted:
* That's not what -we want! We want the white man’s
knowledge, not words offoolishness."

But his father shut him up and sat silent, looking at the
two white men and thinking. Then he put up a hand and
patted first one cheek and then the other. Then he did it
again, and said : “ I have never heard a law like that in
my life. But the man who said that knew us men. If that
is a law of God, it is a great law. | agree to my children
having school.”

Do | think that an old African would really say that ?
It seems certain that he did. The son scoffed, not the old
fellow. That is what struck me. 1 have been wondering
if, after all, these Africans are more thoughtful than we
give them creditfor.

And one other thing struck me when | heard the story. You
remember that other thing Jesus said, about things being
* hidden from the wise and prudent,” but being quite clear
to “ babes ?” That rule about the other cheek seems against
all wisdom and prudence, doesn't it? And yet that old
African got some sudden light on it somehow , he said it
was a great rule and that the One who made it “ knew us

men ”. | have been thinking and wondering about that ever
since.
How does it strike you ? T. C. Y.

Town; to my old friend Stross.
am in these little-known medicinal herbs.”

returned Captain Ransom cheerfully.
“ And when do you expect to return ? How long do you think

He is as much interested as |

“ The good Lord only knows,” answered the Professor quietly.
“ You may see me in amatter of months. It may be years— or— " —
“ Don’t go and say never, pater,” cried Raymond suddenly.

“ If you don’t turn up within
a decent spell, Tom and | will
turn out and search for you.
So that's a gol ‘Ransom’s
Search Party,” we’ll call our-
selves—and be hanged to all
the lost tribes of Africa and
their sacred flowers and poison-
ous plants. | say death to them
all—and their secret shrines as
well. You're after that too, eh,
pater ? 1've read all about 'em
an’ | know 1”

“ Bless the boy, | believe he
does know,” cried the mild
Professor, admitting at last that
his son had thoughts of his own
and a personality that held a
spice of interest. “ What is the
youth of to-day coming to ?
Lessons, sir, and sport. That
is where your interest must lie.
1.cave the old dry-as-dusts like
me to ferret out the unknown.
You stick to what is seen, my
lad. Time enough for you to
probe and wallow, looking for
lost tribes and secret places,
when you've left the forties
behind.”

“ Admit, pater, that you've
got that blessed old secret hill
on your mind, as well as that
sacred plant. Thenwe’ll know
where to look for you if you're
lost. We must have some sort
of aguide.”

“ 1 do admit it, boy. It is
my ambition to find that hill
of mystery,” returned the Pro-
fessor, wiping his glasses and
settling them once more on his
hooked nose. “ It has long
intrigued me. | believe there
is a shrine there, where they
offer up human sacrifices, even
in these enlightened days. But
I shall return, never fear. You
will have no need to come and
search for me, boys. Still,
keep the plane in readiness,
Tom. | shall get a message
to you by some means or other
if I find myself in real danger.”

“ Is that a promise, pater ?”
cried Raymond eagerly. “ Do
you really mean that ?”

“ A premise ?” echoed Caﬁ-
tain Tom Ransom, noting the
underlying anxiety in the older
man’s tone. “ Those blighters
are a most treacherous lot, re-
member. They live in trees,
don’t they ?”

“ Some of them,” answered
the Professor lightly, rising and
polishing his glasses once more,
as he usually did when agitated.
“ All native tribes are treach-
erous. Some more than others,
that'sall. Yes, that'sapromise.
To you, Ray, and to Tom.”

The following week saw the
Professor start off on his wild
jaunt. Captain Ransom had
his way to a certain extent and
Ray had the delight of flying
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with his father and cousin as far as Bulawayo. It was with
great regret that they parted with the intrepid explorer and
turned the nose of the Moth back to Cape Town. Raymond
I'hipps was as much a research worker in his own heart as his
lather, and made up his mind while on the journey back to his
home that he would study the musty books in the Professor’s
library till he found out exactly the districts where this peculiar
plant, which the wild Eivonia tribes worshipped and kept such
a secret, flourished.

And study he did, till he was able to tell his cousin a great many
details concerning the few spots where it was known to grow.
Ray little knew, as he sat sprawling in his father’s well-worn
chair in the dingy library in the old house near Cape Town, how
the knowledge of that strange, little-known, poisonous plant was
going to help him and his airman cousin a few months later, when
they set out to search for the Professor and rescue him from the
hands of the Eivonias and other wild tribes.

The knowledge that Raymond had digested was to be his
lather’s salvation. Not only that— Raymond was to save his own
life with what he had devoured from the faded pages of those
musty old books.

The July holidays came and went. Christmas was at hand,
and yet no word came to the rambling old whitewashed house,
where Ray and Tom waited so anxiously, from Professor Phipps.

The newspapers began to comment on his long silence, and at
length the worst was feared. The Professor was counted as lost.
Letters came from all parts of the country to Raymond and his
cousin. Everyone seemed to take an interest in the lost Pro-
fessor. Travellers wrote giving advice as to the best and quickest
way to the Oreo Valley, where, it was assumed, the old gentleman
had last been heard of. Some of the letter-writers even offered
to go in search of Professor Phipps if expenses were paid. Others
sent sheaves of pages, including maps and hand-drawn plans, of
the district where the Professor was supposed to be.

One dear old lady sent a short note which Raymond secretly
kept, and it was the only one he personally answered. It ran :

“ Dear Boy,
“1 do not know your father, the brave Professor who
has gone out into the wilds in search of this plant which
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has such wonderful healing powers, but day and night |
will pray that the Lord will guide his footsteps and lead

him safely home to you.
“A Mother”.

That was all, but Ray thought more of that short letter than
all the others, with their good advice and maps and plans.

The New Year dawned, but it was not a bright or happy one
for either Tom or Raymond. No sign or word had come from
the absent ones.

“ That old Guido is with your father,” said Tom one day
as the two sat in the library, hoping against hope that the postman
would bring them a letter. “ There’s that to be thankful for.
He knows the jungle up in those parts as well as | know the streets
of Cape Town. Told me so himself before they started. The
public may count that your father is lost, but it’s more than | do.”

“ He may be down with fever somewhere,” said Ray gloomily,
pulling out book after book on travel in Africa and putting each
volume back in its wrong place. “ Or he may have been
attacked by those beastly savages. He may----- ”

“ Shut up, Ray,” said Tom, rising and going over to the window.
“ Don’t whine like a bally girl with toothache, for mercy’s sake.
Suppose he has been attacked ? What of it ? He can fight like
a turkey-cock. Suppose he’s down with fever ? He knows
exactly what to do. But look here, old man. If he has not
sent word by the end of this month, or if there is no sign that he’s
alive or dead-—--"

“ What, Tom ? What will you do ?” cried the boy eagerly,

“ Cough it up, man. Shall—we----- ?”

“ Start to look for him,” said Tom Ransom quietly, his eye
on the garden gate and his hands deep in his trouser pockets.
“ Yes, Raymond Phipps. | have made up my mind that we can
stand this beastly suspense no longer. It's making a nervy girl
of you and a neurotic woman of me. Chuck a few things
together and we’ll be off, but not a word, mind, outside. Nothing
must be known. We’'ll get away quietly. No one need be wise
as to where we’ve gone--——  Look—who'’s this coming ?”

CHAPTER I

T was old Dr. Tomset, Professor Phipps’s best friend. He
I came up the garden path almost at a run, in spite of his age

and gammy foot.

“ Boys,” he shouted, before he had reached the front door,
which generally stood wide open. “ Boys! Where are you ?
What's this | hear ? The Professor missing ? Since when ?”

Dr. Tomset had been away
from home for some months,
having a trip to England for
his health. He had only
arrived back in Cape Town
the previous day. Captain
Ransom expected to hear
from the blustering, hearty
old fellow; he knew the old
friends were inseparable, but
he hardly expected to see
him tripping up the garden
path like a two-year-old.

He leaned from the library
window. “ Come in, sir;

I’'m glad to welcome you back
again. Come right In.”

Raymond darted along the
passage to meet his father’s
chum.  “ Welcome home,
doctor,” he cried, leading
the excited old gentleman
into the room and pulling
forward an easy chair, into
which the doctor thankfully
sank. “ Heard any news ?”

“ News, news !” snorted
the doctor wrathfully, pulling
out a snowy handkerchief
and mopping his wet fore-

head. “ How and where
should 1 hear newd ? I've
come here to get some.

Didn’'t even know that old
fool of a father of yours had
gone off into the wilds all

on his lonesome till an hour ago. Drat him 1Why didn’t he wait
for me ? He knew | was due back. Idiot 1 Stark, staring mad,
that’s what. Now, tell me, boys, all there is to know.”

Over tea and hot scones, baked by Jabus, the proud Zulu
cook-boy, the three eager, anxious friends chatted and pondered
how best they could serve the foolish Professor who had so

daringly gone out into un-
known country to search
for the wonderful lobolo
plant with its deadly yet
healing properties.

Captain Ransom at last
mentioned the idea he and
Ray had been speaking of a
short time before.

“ Take the plane and go
and search the Eivonia
swamps ? Just the thing 1”
cried the doctor excitedly,
thumping the table till the
tea-tray jangled and an ash-
tray fell on to the tiled hearth
with a clang. “ Tom, my
boy, the very thing, and lay
the cost at my door. I'll pay
every blessed penny of the
journey. Get my old fool
friend out of the hands of
trlwlose black devils, that's
all”

“ We're not sure he’s in
them, sir,” said Tom with
a smile, inwardly considering
the old doctor was jumping
too fast to conclusions. “ He
may be in some district
where he cannot write or
send a message of any sort.
I hardly think he’s a pris-

oner.”
“ Think nothing, lad.
Make sure,” said the doctor,
X



306 THE BOY’S

once more mopping his face and glaring round the room as if a
few witch-doctors and native chiefs were concealed under the
chairs and tables in the Professor’s cosy library.

“ Make sure—and get the old fool back.”
cup and passed it along to be refilled.

“1 am just as big a fool,” he said quietly, taking out his
favourite brier and filling it. “ I'd have gone with him if I'd
been here.”

Raymond threw down a map he had been studying and sat down
heavily on the wide window-seat. “ But is there such a plant,
doctor ?” he said gloomily, stretching out his legs and digging
his hands deep into his pockets. “ Suppose the pater’'s gone on
a wild-goose chase ? Suppose this-----"

“ Suppose nothing,” snorted the doctor, jumping from his
chair and pacing up and down the room in a wildly agitated
manner. “ Is your father a fool, boy ?”

“ You called him one a few minutes ago, sir,” retorted Ray
with a disarming grin that toned down the words. “ You-----

“ 1 am one myself for letting my feelings run away with me,”
returned the old man, stopping in front of Ray’s chair and shaking
a brown forefinger at him.  “ Your father’s a born idiot to go off
alone and leave me kicking my heels here in Cape Town, but
you can take it from me, lad, that he’'s one of the best-informed
men of his time on African poison-plants, and he must have had
some first-hand, new information concerning this medicinal
Iherbh to go off all of a sudden like this and leave me in the
urc

* On the water, you mean, doctor,” put in Captain Ransom
dryly. “ You were on the ocean when the Professor went off.
He told me himself he had no idea when to expect you back.
He's been gone months, you know, not days.”

“ 1 know, | know,” retorted the doctor sharply. “ The fault
lies with me. | neglected to tell him when | was returning.
As regards this plant the Professor has gone to find, it is real
enough and rare enough to encourage fools like the Professor
and myself to risk our silly lives in trying to find it. | have seen
photos of the plant; it has a beautiful, wax-like flower and a some-
what overpowering, sweet scent Which, if inhaled too deeply,
causes death. There is no scent except when the flower is in
full bloom. The juice from its stem is a deadly poison, but,
used judiciously, has splendid medicinal powers. The witch-
N slowly down the passage to the breakfast-room, by a loud

shout from his cousin, who was seated at the breakfast-
table, having been down a good half-hour, though it was then
barely seven o’clock.

“ Hooray 1 Hooray ! your pater’s found the sacred flower !
Hear the news, Ray. Listen !”

He waved a letter in his hand as he spoke and Raymond found
it hard not to look over his cousin’s shoulder, but politeness made
him sink down in his chair on the other side of the table and listen.
“ Go on, man, go on,” he gasped, leaning over so that he almost
dipped the front of his loose khaki shirt in his porridge. “ A
word from the pater at last. Holy Moses — time, too.”

“ Shut up and listen,” said Captain Tom Ransom quietly :
“ there’s more in this than meets the eye. Hear what your pater

says .
4 '

He drained his

CHAPTER

EXT morning Raymond Phipps was startled as he came

‘Dear T om and Ray,

“ “You will be glad to hear that | have at length achieved
success with regard to the— you know— the daisy— | wished
to get a root of.

““1t is not quite in full bloom, but | have only procured
it at great risk to life and limb. 1 may tell you, boys, that
at any moment | expect to fall into the hands of---—-- If
you do not hear again, lose no time in coming. | will send
my faithful Guido with directions, if I still live—if | am able.
Ah 1 Tom, if | do not return, I turn Ray over to you——
Be true—- Tell him— "

* Tell him—what ?”
there’s a good chap.”

Captain Ransom stopped reading and swallowed hard, looking
straight into the eyes of his anxious young cousin. *“ old man,”
he said slowly, “ the letter has no ending.”

“ No ending ?” cried Raymond eagerly, taking the soiled
piece of paper from the other’s hand and glancing down at the
shaky scrawl, so unlike the Professor’s usual close handwriting.
“ But where is he ? Not a prisoner, Tom ? The blighters
cannot have got him ? Eh ?”

He watched his cousin’s calm, sunburnt face keenly for any
sign of fear, but Tom Ransom had not been called “ old poker-

Ray almost hissed. “ Spit it out, Tom,
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doctors of the various tribes who worship this plant keep the
districts of its growth a sacred secret.

“ It beats me why the pater wanted to go himself to search
for the bally thing, all the same,” muttered Ray disconsolately.
“ He could have sent Tom here-—-

“ We'd have taken the plane and made a holiday of it,” put in
Captain Ransom with a broad grin. “ Anyway, we're ready to
start right away, doctor. You don’t think we should delay ?”

The old man wheeled round quickly and, diving his hand into
his breast pocket, brought out his cheque-book. “ A pen, please,
Tom,” he said, turning the pages over with trembling hands.
“ A big fat cheque will help you on your way. Spare nothing
in bribes, but keep your doings as secret and quiet as you can.
Ray, I'll get you the finest little repeater on the market. Expect
it at any moment.”

The delighted boy did a war-whoop round the excited old

doctor. Gad 1" he shouted in high glee. “ You're a ripper,
sir, a perfect ripper. I'll see that I use it to good advantage.
Gosh 1

Captain Tom Ransom winked at his uncle’s faithful old chum.
“ Seems as if my life won't be worth a penny’s purchase,” he
said with a grin.  “ 1'd better keep out of range.”

“ Good thing to have in the jungle, Tom,” said the old man.
“ A tough pair of fists are an asset, too, when it comes to humans.
Don’t go potting native boys, Ray, or you might find yourself
in the soup. There are policemen about, at times, even in the
wildest jungles of Africa, in these good days But now | must
be off to the gunsmith’s. I'll order some potted dog and tins of
milk and things while I'm about it. Be perfectly ready for the
word go. Something tells me no time should be lost. My old
friend’s been missing too long.”

“ We'll be ready in no time, doc,” said Tom gravely. “ I,
too, feel that it is high time something was done, but as you
say, mum'’s the word. We don’t want our trip to become public
Eroperty. The papers make so much of these adventures. Let’s

eep it out of the Press if we can.”

“You’re right, lad,” said the doctor, cramming his soft hat
at a rakish angle on to his bushy white hair and dashing down the
garden path as if pursued by a whole tribe of witch-doctors.
;‘ I must go straight to the shops before they close. See you
ater.”

face ” at school, and college, for nothing. He looked into his
companion’s eyes with strength and courage in his own glance,
so that new hope came at once to the boy, as the airman meant
it to.

“ No need to hang out a white feather, Ray,” he said quietly,
taking out his old brier and filling it, not that he meant
to smoke till he’d had his breakfast, but to give him something
to do while the Zulu cook-boy placed bacon and kidneys before him.
“ Fall to, Raymond Phipps. My plane is all in order. We can
start without delay. Bet the old doctor will be round with the
morning newspaper. Your kit-bag packed ?”

Raymond nodded ; his mouth and his heart were both rather
full. “ Could start this very minute,” he managed to murmur
at last. “ Those Eivonias ought to be blotted out—wiped off
the face of the earth. 1'd give—— Hullo, who'’s this ?  Some
beggar blighter coming in at the front gate--——-- Guido ! By
all that's holy.”

Ray sprang up, knocking over his chair, flinging his table napkin
down into the bacon-gravy, and the silver ring, sent to him by his
godfather when he was christened, into the empty fire-place.
“ Gftfjido—with a message from the pater, or my name’s Mac-
Duff.”

He was out in the garden before Captain Ransom had put
down his empty coffee-cup.

“ Tom, Tom,” came his voice from outside and the captain
hastened after him.

They hardly recognised the faithful Guido in the beggarly
wretch who lay in Raymond’s arms, his head lagging forward,
his clothes in the last stages of rags and shreds, held together here
and there with bits of wire and tough grass.

“ Water, water,” he moaned and fell in a heap on the gravel
path.

“ Carry him to the rondaval, Jabus,” said Tom Ransom to the
excited Kaffir boy, who had followed them to see the strange
ragamuffin with the audacity to enter the white man’s front gate.
“ Then get hot coffee and porridge. The poor fellow’s starving.
Look at his bones 1 Guido, wake up, man 1”

“ Got something in his hand, Tom,” cried Raymond suddenly.
“ Look 1 [I'll lay it’s a message from the pater !”

Pushing Jabus aside, Ray lifted the emaciated man up in his
strong young arms and carried him into the shade of the rondaval.
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“ You trip off and get food, slowcoach,” he said to the won-
dering Kaffir. “ Solid food and good hot coffee.  Quick, unless
you want to feel my toe.”

Jabus sprinted towards the house and was not long in getting
food for the starving man, who soon showed signs of recovering.

As soon as he opened his eyes he stretched out a thin, bony
hand and gave a piece of ragged, soiled linen to Tom. “ From
the great Perfessor,” he muttered and swooned off again.

It was a portion of a linen handkerchief, and printed in half-
formed letters was one word— “ bagged ”— done in dark red.

“ His own blood,” Captain Ransom told himself, but said
nothing aloud.

“ His own blood,” blurted out Raymond, and for a moment
looked away.

Tom was the first to pull himself together. He laid a kindly
hand on his young cousin’s shoulder. “ Look nippy,” he said
sharply. “ We’'ll be off at once. Guido will give us some
indication of the way when he has been fed. See to him, Jabus.
Feed him well and prepare a hot bath. | will find him clothing.
Ray, get him a couple of your shirts ; mine would hang on him
like tents. Quick’s the word, now, and sharp’s the action. No
time to lose.”

The old doctor came down on them like a hurricane. When
Tom told him over the phone about the appearance of the Pro-
fessor’s faithful follower, his excitement knew no bounds. He
came with a bottle of brandy sticking out of his coat pocket, to
revive the half-caste’s drooplng spirits.

“ Guido’s all right, sir,” cried Raymond delightedly, as the
old doctor called for a glass and took out the bottle. “ He’'ll be
as right as rain after a sleep.”

“ He was exhausted,” said Tom ; “ had made his way from
goodness knows where to tell us the Professor is a captive in
some unknown, God-forsaken spot. He can give us no informa-
tion as to where the plant grew or where they were taken prisoners,
but it was beyond the Zambezi. That much he knows for certain.
Read the letter, doctor, and here is the message Guido brought.
He’s sleeping now, like a dog after a meal.”

“ Had a bath, too, and not too soon,” put in Ray with a sly
grin. “ Used a whole bar of Lifebuoy soap in getting the dirt
off.” He was examining the glorious little repeater the doctor had
brought him ; putting it away and taking it out a hundred times.

“ Give me a chance of bringing down a bally Eivonia,” he
said with smug satisfaction. “ Just a ghost of a chance. Golly,
but he’ll sing 1”

Before the doctor left Guido woke up. He was a half-caste
Portuguese. A deformed hunchback whom the Professor had
once befriended ; a peculiar, silent man of uncertain age. He
seemed to find a difficulty in speaking of his adventure with the
missing Professor in their search for the sacred flower.

“ But the good man must die,” he said again and again, as if
trying to impress on these unexcited white men the tremendous
importance of haste.

“ The sacrifice will be made when the plant flourishes, and the
flower is in full bloom. The Perfessor has found out the black
man’s secret. The white man must die. He wants help.”

“ He’ll get it, never fear, Guido,” said Captain Ransom quickly,
replacing a map he had been studying in his pocket and stuffing
some thick slabs of chocolate into his kit-bag. “ It's not so

It was a portion of a linen handkerchief.
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easy in these days to offer up human sacrifices, if that's what
you mean, and get off with it. The white man’s arm stretches
far. The witch-doctor’s day is over. Now rest till we are ready
to start. We must take you with us. You know the country
of the Eivonias ?”

“ Like—like my mother’s face,” muttered the hunchback ;
“ but to say the day of the witch-doctor is over is quite— quite
wrong. He is powerful where the foot of the white man does
not too often tread. The witch-doctor’s power is great. The
chiefs, even, do his bidding. 'Tis in his power the Perfessor
lies. He needs help.”

The white men were silent; they knew the half-caste spoke
the truth.

Over dinner that night the doctor told a story of the marvellous
power of the witch-doctors. “ Of course, it was some years ago
that this thing happened,” he said, sipping his port with relish
and cracking his nuts with strong teeth, as if he were biting off a
witch-doctor’s head. * Africa was not then what it is to-day.
It was not half so civilised.”

“ The natives did not dress in our old clothes in those good
old days, doctor,” laughed Raymond, thinking of the picture
Jabus made in one of Captain Ransom’s old khaki tunics and the
Professor’'s baggy grey trousers, capped with one of his own
school caps adorned with a feather from a rooster’s tail. “ Natives
were natives, and not the rotten bounders some of these kitchen
boys are to-day.”

The old doctor laughed. * You’ll find it will take centuries
before the native is civilised,” he replied dryly, rising to his
feet and taking out a good cigar. *“ Wait till you meet some of
these wilder tribes; it will teach you many a good lesson, Ray,
my boy. You will find that down at heart the native is still the
same raw, wild animal he was in the days of your great-grand-
father. Now, come, | must be toddling. You will want a good
night’s sleep, so as to be up betimes. What time do you start,
Tom ?”

“ With the dawn, doctor,” said Captain Ransom gravely.
Everything is ready, @ We make for Bulawayo. The plane is
going like a swallow. Hold thumbs for us, sir, and wish us luck,
and thanks for all the help you have given.”

“ Tut tut,” said the old doctor testily. “ All I want to see is
a plant of that sacred flower. Think | care a tinker’s cuss for the
Professor ? Fool, he was, ever to have ventured on alone. Tell
him so from me.”
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Blustering and fuming, Professor Phipps’s best friend went from
the house, and as Tom and Hay listened to his little car snorting
down the road they looked at each other and grinned.

“ Finest friend the pater ever had,” muttered Ray, taking
out the repeater once more and handling it lovingly.
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“ Good old doc,” returned Captain Hansom. *“ I like the
way he said it was the plant he was worrying about, not his chum.
He cares far more than he’ll ever admit. Now, are you sure
you're ready to start? Then get to bed. Jabus will call us at
dawn. Good night.”

CHAPTER IV

HE plane came to earth like a bird.
“ Sainted Sambo, but that was grand,” cried Raymond,
leaping out and looking about him, wondering what his
class-mates would say when he told them of this great adventure
of his. “ What a gloomy place ! That pool over there looks as
dark as black cats. Is this the M’bambwe Swamp in front of
us ? A ghastly hole, if you ask me.”

“ No one asked you. Shut up and don’t talk so much,” retorted
Captain Ransom, taking a quick survey of their immediate sur-
roundings and consulting a small map in the quickly fading light
of day. *“ Let’s find out our bearings.”

“ | know just where we are,” wheezed Guido in his peculiarly
husky voice, taking out a soiled piece of cloth on which a rough
plan was drawn. This he spread on his dusky palm and pointed
with a bit of stick to the outline of a faintly drawn map. “ The
good Perfessor glve this to me. We are here—and he is here.”
He looked up. “ This is the great M 'bambwe Swamp. We travel
across this. | know the safe way— the path across. It lies just
here to the right. Soon it will be dark. We must take much care.
The Eivonias are now all around us. They are not a friendly
tribe.”

“ They cannot do us much harm, surely,” said Tom slowly,
taking a parting glance at his beloved plane, which they had left
on the edge of the swamp, looking like a great bird with outstretched

wings. “ The natlves are not so hostile as a rule.”
~ “ These are,’ " asserted the half-caste doggedly, plodding along
in front. “ The tribe is small and has little or no connection

with the white man. They are religious fanatics, for the most
part, and still perform their ancient rites and ceremonies, in spite
of the white man’s law. The law-abiding native does not put
faith in the Eivonia.”

“ I'm getting to hate the very name of the blighters,” cried
Ray, who went second, Captain Ransom bringing up the rear.
“ Rotten eggs, | call them.”

* Carefully, go carefully,” called out Guido, who was on ahead.
“ There has been rain of late. Take care.”

It was now quite dark. There is little or no twilight in Africa.
A horrible stillness lay over the land, broken now and then by
the raucous cry of a homeward-flying bird or a low, soft squelch
beneath their feet.

“ Beastly place,” muttered Raymond huskily.
on terra firma. | hate this dirty darkness.”

“ The dark is our friend, young sir,” piped Guido, with a low

“ Wish we were

laugh. “ We are not seen in the dark. By an’ by the moon will
come. We may then be spotted. By an’ by the enemy will
smell us out.”

“ How long will it take us to cross the swamp, Guido ?” called
Tom in a carefully modulated voice. “ All night ?”

“ No, oh no,” replied the hunchback calmly. *“ One hour—-
maybe two. No more. Go carefully here, keep close. This

cursed swamp has evil spirits in it. They drag a man down.”
As he spoke there was an anguished cry and a quiet splash, and to
the consternation of his companions, the coloured man dis-
appeared from view.

Ray shrieked aloud in his fright. “ Tom ! Tom !” he yelled
in desperation. “ He’s gone ! Drowned in this beastly swamp
—and—and I'm— I'm going too ! Ugh !~

“ Steady, steady, boy,” called out Captain Ransom, taking a
firm grip on the lad’s arm. “ Don't get like a nervy girl I He’s
not drowned. See, there’s his head. Hold hard while | get a
grip on him. Carefully now. Carefully.”

Kneeling down in the mire and slush of that terrible swamp,
the airman reached out strong, powerful hands to the gasping
half-caste, who clutched them eagerly. *“ My foot— slipped,”
he panted, scrambling to his feet and shaking himself like a half-

drowned dog. “ The spirits beneath, they shake the ground.
Let us make all speed to the other side.”

Raymond Phipps was a boy who thought quickly and acted
quickly as a rule, but the power of this dreadful swamp seemed
to have him in its grip, and he groaned aloud as his weary, aching
feet dragged themselves one past the other.

“ A beastly nightmare march, this,” he moaned. “ What
poor old Guido feels like, | don’t know— but
Suddenly a weird kind of chanting fell on their ears. It seemed

to come from all around at the same time. Almost it sounded
as if it came from the very swamp itself. It was not a song,
but more like a heavy moaning made by many voices.

“ Hark ! What's that row ?” cried Phipps, whose nerves
seemed to be on edge. “ This quagmire’s haunted all right 1”

The airman was on in front by this time, keeping a sharp
watch on the half-caste, for fear he slipped again ; he turned
and spoke to his cousin in a low tone. “ That’s enough about
ghosts and haunted places, Ray,” he said a trifle sharply. “ This
poor fellow’s near about gone in and you know these chaps
believe in that sort of thing. It's human voices we can hear,
not spirits. We must — ”

Guido turned suddenly and held up a warning hand. The
moon glided from behind a cloud and the others could see the
hunchback’s frightened face quite plainly. “ The chant of
the Eivonias,” he said and shuddered. “ It is the chant of death.
They are far away. This clear air carries far. The priests are
calling the faithful together. The flower must be in bloom. It is
the time for sacrifices. We have far to go yet. We must hurry.”

“ The man’s gone dotty,” cried Raymond testily, stepping
carefully along and wishing he was anywhere but where he was
at that moment. “ Eivonias! May they be jiggered 1 The
idiot’'s gone potty over those niggers. I'll lay my new cricket
bat they don’t have human sacrifices these days.”

The airman said nothing. He did not want to unduly alarm
the youngster, but he knew well that some of these wild, little-
known tribes still held to their ancient rites and customs.

With a cry of satisfaction the three suddenly found them-
selves on dry ground once more. It was ajoy and a relief to feel
the firm earth beneath their tired feet. They were now in the
shelter of a dense forest. Far away the weird chant still went
on, but they were too weary to heed it. The very trees around
them seemed to echo the faint sound and added to the queer
noises of the forest about them.

“ | think we're safe enough here,” said Captain Ransom,
throwing himself down at the foot of a thickly branched tree,
quickly followed by his young cousin. “ We must camp here
and get some rest and food. Can’t go a step farther without
either. What about it, Guido ?”

“ Yes, we must rest and eat, but light no fire,” said the half-
caste quickly. “ To be seen, maybe, is to ask for death.”

“ Let’s eat, then,” muttered Ray, but almost before the words
were spoken be had rolled on his side and was fast asleep.

Captain Ransom mounted guard. He ate and watched, but
both of his companions were dead to the wide. Guido did his
best to keep awake while he ate some food, but the bread and
dried meat fell from his hands as his eyes closed, and with a
smile the airman saw him lie down and surrender to the weariness
that overcame him.

Towards dawn the watcher slept, too. He had listened to that
horrible droning noise which seemed to re-echo through the
whole forest till he detested it. The dirge of death, old Guido
had called it. Ransom hoped it would not mean death to any
of their little party. He was not superstitious, but the chant
haunted him. It was to its moan that at length his weariness
overcame him and he fell asleep.

CHAPTER V

AY yawned. Someone was shaking him by the shoulder.

He looked up into the face of the half-caste and grinned.

The first light of dawn was creeping over the forest. Birds

Aegan to twitter in the branches of the tree under which he was

lying. Noises were heard in the jungle. The youngster sat up
suddenly and looked round him.

“ Where’s the captain ?” he asked, finding himself alone with

the hunchback, who had lit a fire and made some breakfast, in

the shape of hot coffee and fried eggs, tipped out of a tin into a
collap5|ble pan.

Captain Ransom is on the Iook out,” said Guido, handing
the hungry boy some food. “ We must lose no time, but
n|1ust get on. The captain has already eaten while you
slept.”

Raymond was not wanting in pluck, but as he looked back
over the way they had come and thought of the hideous night-
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mare march across the swamp, when Guido had nearly lost his life,
he could hardly repress a shudder.

“ | prefer any kind of road to picking one’s way through a
swamp,” he said, gazing with something like consternation at
the thick growth through the jungle behind him, where they
would most likely have to cut away. “ Must we go through there,
or is there a track of any sort ?”

“ When the young baas has eaten | will show him,” said the
other with a grim smile. “ The way is rough, but the old
Perfessor is in great danger.”

“ The dickens he is!” cried the boy, springing to his feet
as his cousin appeared, cheerful and full of pep, as usual.
“Hallo, Tom! Found out anything? Having a morning
stroll?”

“ Don’'t speak with your mouth full,” grinned the airman,
taking a cup of steaming coffee from Guido. “ 'Course I've
found out something. One is that this place is swarming with
snakes.”

“ My maiden aunt !
gulping down his coffee.

What a look-out for us !” cried Ray,
“ We’'re used to those johnnies, though.

Snakes don’t cause us to lose any sleep ; they-—--- Ho! Tom !
Look out ! Above you, on that branch ! Python, man! Don't
move ! I'll get him ! Aunt Matilda ! Keep still 1”

Ray hissed the words. They were hardly above a whisper.
He had caught sight of a still head in the leaves ; a slimy body
lying along the branch over his cousin’s head. Now was the
time when the old doctor’s gift would come in handy. Like a
streak of lightning he had whipped it out and aimed, not too
carefully, but hoping that at least it would give Tom time to
jump aside. He shot upwards, hardly hoping the shot would
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go home, but the next moment a fifteen-foot python dropped to

the ground. It was wounded, but only enough to make it more

dangerous. With a hiss and a rapid movement it turned and,

lashing its tail around a low branch of the tree, lunged with
wide-open mouth at the half-caste, who happened to be nearest.

Nimbly the man leapt aside and Captain Ransom, having no

time to get out his gun, met the reptile with

a tremendous blow behind the head. This

seemed to enrage it more and, gathering

itself for another attack, it lunged again.

With a quick movement Ray tossed his

gun over to his cousin. Tom Ransom

had once won the King’s Prize at Bisley.

He was taking no chances now. As the

enraged snake, with wide-open jaws, came

to the attack again, the airman took aim

and the next moment the headless python

was squirming faintly in the under-
growth.
“ Phew ! Great guns!” exclaimed Ray,

hastily placing some distance between him-
self and the unsavoury sight. “ Hot stuff,
that gentleman. Gosh ! First python I've
seen at close quarters ! Don’t want to see
another, either, in a hurry !'”

* He must have been just above us in the
branches all night,” said Tom Ransom with
a wintry smile. “ Where ignorance is bliss,
you know—and all that 1”

He took off his helmet and wiped his damp
forehead. “ Some snake, that! Where's
old Guido disappeared to ?”

“ Dunno ; let's move our quarters,” said
the lad with a sheepish grin. “ Don't care
for callers such as we've just dealt with.
My giddy aunt! That shot of yours!
Grand ! Hallo, I hear footsteps----- Who
goes there ?”

It was only the half-caste returning from
his look out. Raymond sighed with mock
relief.

“ Thought it might be a leopard this
time,” he said with a somewhat mirthless
laugh, as he saw the brown face of the guide
appear. “ What now, old sport? Do we
geton ?”

“ Yes, we must lose no time,” said the
Professor’s faithful old servant. “ We will
go right ahead. | have found a native path.
This we will follow.”

So through the heat of the steaming
day they kept to the jungle. They passed
scattered native villages hidden on the
outskirts of the forest and now and then
they got a glimpse of the river.

Tom Ransom nursed his rifle and kept his eyes skinned for
trouble. It was not that he was afraid of the natives, but they
were now in a country far from civilisation. It was as well to
be ready for any emergency. He wished now that he had flown
over this part of the journey. The only reason that he had
left his Moth on the farther edge of the swamp was the fact that
its appearance might easily attract too much attention. If they
wanted to rescue the Professor without delay, it seemed that
secrecy was the best thing, lest fear of being found out might
cause the natives, who had the old man in their power, to take
his life and hide the crime.

With the coming of night they found themselves in a green,
pleasant glade. . .

“ Here is where we pitch the tent we haven’t got,” said Ray
with a grin. “ And, for Mike's sake, let's have some grub
before | drop !” ) )

Guido took a look round, as usual, before making preparations
for camping. He was just coming back to the place where
Ray had chosen to outspan, and Tom Ransom had passed the
remark that the day had gone by without trouble, when it came
upon them like a flash of lightning.

Ray was standing carelessly by a big mtoto tree, watching the
hunchback approach, when suddenly his careless attitude fled
and his whole body stiffened. A cry escaped his lips as a low
growl fell on his ears and he saw, behind Guido, a stealthy move-
ment in the tall grass. There was a swift rustling sound and the
next moment a sleek, striped body flew into the air, to fall on
the shoulders of the half-caste, felling him to the ground, where
he lay beneath the leopard, shrieking loudly for help.

Quick as thought Captain Ransom had his rifle levelled, but
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the struggle between the man and beast made it a difficult job to
get in a successful shot. They rolled over and over. Guido,
for all his small size, seemed to have tremendous strength. The
leopard was not having it all his own way. As luck would have
it, the beast was not full-grown, but even so, it had great power.
At one time it would be uppermost, then, by some agile movement,
the hunchback would be getting the upper hand. Tom saw at
last, with tremendous relief, that Guido had managed at length
to turn so that the animal was beneath him and his two brown
hands were buried deep in its throat. The airman watched his
chance. At last it came, and taking careful aim, he fired—then
again. Not a sound came from man or beast. The fight was
over and both lay still.

For a moment the airman covered his face and shuddered.
A great fear came over him. He had killed a good friend.

Raymond raced to the spot and together the cousins carefully
disengaged the stiff brown fingers from the animal’s throat.

“ He's not dead, thank Heaven,” said Ransom, sending up
a prayer of thankfulness. “ | thought my shot had finished him.
Poor old Guido.”

As if to prove the captain’s statement, the brown man opened
his eyes for a moment and feebly asked for water. But before
his lips could be moistened he had swooned off again.

Tom Ransom tended the sick man as carefully as any nurse
in a hospital might have done. “ A brave man, Ray,” he said,
as he and the boy sat beside the sleeping hunchback while the
night closed in upon them. “ Plucky as they make 'em. It'll
be a good many days before those tom legs can carry him. | felt
sure he was finished. You and | must take turns to give him a
lift when he’s well enough to proceed. We may have to leave
him behind, worse luck.”

But in this Tom was wrong. With the dawn Guido awoke and
declared himself ready and willing to depart. In vain Ransom
and his cousin remonstrated with him. His mind was made
up. “ The Perfesssor needs us,” he said stubbornly. “ My
feet, they are not hurt. My arms, yes— but my legs are whole.
My back is torn, but I do not walk on my back. We must go.
Delay is dangerous.”

Raymond looked at the little brown man in awed surprise.
“ Sainted Sam, Guido 1” he exclaimed in admiration. “ How
can you want to be on the move when you've just had a fierce
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tussle with a leopard ? Can’t be done, Moses. You must be
left here in the shade of the old apple tree till we return.”

“ "Twas a mere cub,” snorted the hunchback, rising painfully
to his feet. “ Only death will make me delay. Your father is
in danger. Shall I stay for my scratches when----- "

“ Gad ! you're more faithful than | am, Guido,” said the
boy. “ Sure we’ll 30, right now. When your strength gives in,
Tom and | will lend you our feet.”

“ And our backs,” said Ransom, with his cheerful grin, though
he did not think they would get on very fast with a sick man
with them. Still, without Guido they were pretty helpless in
this trackless district. They must take the better of two evils.

So once more they went on this seemingly endless journey.
This time there was a clear pathway through the forest. Now
and then the sound of human voices fell on their ears, but they
met no one.

Then suddenly Guido stopped and went down on his knees.
“ Eivonias,” he muttered. “ Not far away. Get to cover!
Quick ! This way !”

He crawled on hands and knees through the thick under-
growth, Tom and Ray, bending low, following. They were
soon completely hidden, and not a moment too soon, for right
down the path on which they had been walking came three
wild-looking men, carrying between them the carcass of a dead
buck. The men were naked but for dirty loincloths. In their
hair they wore some strange arrangement made of quills and the
horns of some small animal. Each had a thin-bladed knife in
his closed teeth. Altogether, the small party appeared somewhat
savage, and Ray fetched a deep sigh of relief when the trio had
passed by.

“ They prepare for the feasting.” whispered Guido when the
echo of their footsteps had died away. “ The sacred flower is
now in bloom.”

“ Savage old blighters,” Ray retorted, watching the natives
with interest. “ Do they cook the meat, Guido, or eat it raw ?”

“ They make great fires, young baas,” the man answered
earnestly. “ The meat they roast. They offer sacrifices, too,
if there is a drought. This year the rain has been but little.”

Raymond was about to pass a few more complimentary remarks
about the customs of native tribes when the half-caste made
motions to the others to remain quiet and still. He himself
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rose to his feet and boldly walked forward up the native path to
meet a fellow who approached, chanting quietFy as he came.

Ransom and his young cousin watched in amazement as the
Professor’s faithful servant saluted the savage and spoke to him
in a tongue he evidently understood. For some time the con-
versation continued ; then with another salute, Guido disappeared
into the forest and the native went on his way.

The halfcaste returned and advised a rest till the sun should
set. As they squatted in the forest they heard the sound of
distant screams. It was not human, but seemed like an animal
in pain.

“pWhat the dickens ?” began Ray, getting out his repeater
and gazing lovingly at it. “ | think it's time for us to be ready
for a fight. Seems to me these blokes are on the warpath.”

The hunchback did not smile. He sat, serious and gloomy.

311

“ The fellow |I met on the pathway and talked
to,” he said at length, listening intently as he
spoke, “ was one of the headmen of the
tribe of fanatics who keep up these sacred rites.
He would not tell me anything at all, till he saw the
wounds | had in my fight with the leopard. Then
he took me for a fire-walker and spoke of
the sacrifices which are now about to take
place.” _

“ Was that squealing anything to do with it ?”
put in Ray quickly, looking all about him, as if
he expected to see a brown face peer through the
leafy shade that surrounded them. *“ Are they
up to their monkey tricks already ? ”

“ The sacrifice of animals comes first,” said
Guido quietly. “ The last sacrifice of all is
uman. If they cannot get a full-

grown man they take some small boy.”

“ Hideous,” muttered Ransom testily.
“ We were mistaken, perhaps, to come
on this foolhardy expedition without
making the police aware of our in-
tention.”

“ But you're not afraid of a few
Eivonias ?” queried Ray with a grin.
“ Golly, let me get a pot at one or
two.”

“ It’s not a case of being afraid,” said
his cousin, while the half-caste went
forward to reconnoitre. “ We’re in some-
what uncivilised country here—without
permission, remember. Still, we must
make the best of things. So long as
we’re in time to rescue your pater, what
matters if it blows or snows ? Come on,
let’s be moving. | see Guido beckoning.

Wonder what he’s found out now ?”

They crept forward quietly and cautiously,
joining their companion where he stood in the
shade of a tall tree.

“ What now ?” whispered Ray excitedly.
“ We're ready for the fray. | can see——"

The hunchback darted back into cover without
a word and the other two had the good sense to
follow. Then he turned and said excitedly:
“ The good Perfessor. | know where he lies.

These flower-worshippers, they have him as a prisoner.
in a hut built high up in a tree. He awaits-——-"

The captain silenced him with a fierce glance, stepping in
between the half-caste and the eager boy. The other understood
that he was not to mention his fear that the old man was to be
offered up as a sacrifice when the time came. So, turning,
he walked ahead with downcast eyes.

Tom Ransom was thunderstruck with the supposition that
had been put to him. How'could it be that his uncle was to
be slain for the sake of a savage rite ? He called to mind another
professor who had mysteriously disappeared some years before
when on research work. No trace of him had ever come to light.
]E:ould it be that he and Professor Phipps were to share the same
ate ?

It was too dastardly to think of. Ransom vowed, there
and then, that his uncle should not be allowed to give up his life
if he could prevent it.

He'd find out the Chief of these religious fanatics and
have it out with him. He'd bring the law to bear upon
these outrageous ceremonies. This was something outside the
pale of decencies.

He is

TO BE CONTINUED
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Side-Lines in Stamp Collecting

Ey STANLEY PHILLIPS

“ SIDE-LINE ”, for the individual collector, is
A something which is not his main interest— a subsidiary
collection to which he can turn when he is temporarily
tired of the one to which he devotes most of his energies.
There are many such side-lines and in choosing one it is
best to select a subject which is as different as possible
from your main collection, in order that in turning to it,
you may get as much change as possible. The keener
you are on collecting, the more likely you are to get stale
if you stick at one subject too long.

Many collectors who want a side-line to-day are tempted
to take up some study connected with postmarks. One
of the most interesting of these is the collecting of pre-
stamp covers; letters or envelopes bearing postal markings
prior to the date when stamps were first used in the country
concerned. Many of these pre-stamp covers are very
quaint and fascinating and provide a good deal of informa-
tion as to the postal methods of those days, the time taken
for letters to travel between one country and another,
and so on. If you are specialising in the stamps of one
country, the pre-stamp covers of the same country will
prove a useful side-line, but in some countries such covers
are almost unobtainable and collectors pay high prices
for them. On the other hand, there are many quite early
covers of our own country which are easy to get.

A collection which might include postmarks of all dates,
from the earliest pre-stamp cover to those of the present
day, is one which covers your own county or district.
It is possible, by tracing the postmarks of a district down
to modern times, to find interesting evidence of changes
in the spelling of names, and the opening of new post
offices as new villages sprang up and what were previously
villages became towns. If you are interested in the history
of your county or district, you will find that such a collection
can be noted up with details of local history in a way that
will prove very attractive to your friends, even though
the contents are only envelopes and postmarks.

I should be inclined to show the earlier items as com-
plete covers, while the later postmarks could be neatly
cut round to rectangular shape, where there is nothing
interesting on the envelope except the postmark. Local
history includes persons as well as places, however, and
if you know the story of your district well, you may find
that you have envelopes addressed to ex-mayors, M.P.s
or other notabilities of the past, in which case you may

well
your album page about the person to whom
addressed.

For mounting small pieces of envelope showing a
postmark, you will find ordinary hinges quite effective,
but complete envelopes are best mounted with the little
gummed corners which any stamp dealer or photographic
dealer will supply you with very cheaply. A collection
consisting entirely of covers can be housed very effectively
in one of the new-style albums which are so much used
to-day, each leaf of which consists of a stout transparent
envelope, in which your cover is placed. The advantage
of this type of album is that both sides of a cover can be
seen, so that if there is anything interesting on the back
it is not invisible, as it is when mounted in an ordinary
blank album.

A type of collection which will not take you so far into
the past as the one just described is that which deals with
the “ slogan ” and announcement postmarks, which are
such a feature of our present-day mail. The earliest of
these dates from a good many years ago, but there was no
general use of them until the present century. To-day
there are advertising and slogan cancellations from all
parts of the world. Some of them give postal instructions
— telling where to stamp your letter, begging you to post
early in the day, or asking you to address your corre-
spondence clearly. Others remind you of an important
exhibition which will shortly open, or advise you to take
your next holiday at the seaside place which uses the
postmark.

In some countries attempts have been made to sell the
postmark space to business advertisers, but these have
had to be dropped, as there was always the chance of
mail from, say, one firm of shoe manufacturers being
passed through the post with a postmark advertising
the footgear made by a rival, which naturally led to
trouble.

The simplest form of “ slogan ” collection would consist
of one cancellation with each kind of warding you can
find, but those who specialise will take the same slogan
when it is in a different style of lettering, or even from every
town from which it has been used. This, of course,
greatly widens the scope of the collection, but if you get
the same slogan from twenty different towns, it makes
your display look very monotonous to other people.

keep the whole envelope and add a note on
it was
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Franking Machines.

If you see the mail which comes into any office nowadays,
you will find that many of the letters bear no stamps.
On some the place of the stamp is taken by a kind of
postmark device which indicates the office of posting and
the date. These are from official franking machines,
which are used on correspondence posted in bulk.
Business firms can hand in their circulars or lists or maga-
zines in envelopes done up in bundles containing so many
in each, send them unstamped to the post office, which
puts them through the franking machine, and pay the
postage in one sum.

Other marks which take the place of stamps will prob-
ably have emanated from the private franking machines
with which many big firms are supplied nowadays. Instead
of stamping your letters, the post clerk in your office
simply feeds them into a small machine, and pulls one of
several levers according to the postage required. The
machine then prints something that looks like a crude
stamp on the envelope and also an advertisement of your
firm if you wish. When the machine has stamped postage
to the value at which it was set it has to be taken to the
post office for re-setting, when payment is made for the
amount of postage it has stamped on your letters.

Every collector gets a number of revenue stamps mixed
in with his postage stamps. These will form quite an
attractive side-line if arranged separately in a small blank
album. The best way to study them is to try and link
them up with the postage stamps of the same period and
country, seeing what they have in common, as regards
design, watermark, perforation, printer or designer.

Telegraph stamps (stamps only available for use on
telegrams) are even more interesting, and there are some
quite neat designs to be found. The lightning flash was
the stamp designer’s best symbol for the telegraph, though
some telegraph stamps show poles, wires and all.

I have a small collection of charity labels and “ stickers ”
that have come my way during the past thirty years or so.
These have nothing to do with postage stamps, of course,
except that they are usually of the same size and shape and
have often been perforated and gummed. It is extra-
ordinary what a wide range of subjects can be found, from
French generals during the war to modern philatelic
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exhibitions and congresses. The labels issued in con-
nection with the Philatelic Congress of Great Britain,
which was held in London two or three years ago, were
particularly interesting, as each label of the series was
printed on a different kind of paper, so that, by buying
the set, you had a guide which enabled you to distinguish
wove paper from laid, and wove batonne from laid batonne
or pelure. | believe these labels can still be obtained from
some of the dealers.

Stamped Stationery

Most collectors avoid postcards and envelopes which
have stamps printed on them— stamped stationery, as it is
called. This is a mistake, | think, as there are some very
fine designs among these, especially some of the embossed
envelope stamps. If you do not want to collect the whole
cards, a manageable collection can be got together of
“ cut-squares ", i.e. the stamps neatly cut from the
envelopes, wrappers or cards. If you want a guide for
such a collection you will have to go to Germany for it,
as there has been no such publication in England for
many years. Of course, all these side-line collections
must be kept in separate albums, so as not to interfere with
your main collection. Don’t mix “ outcasts ”, like envelope
stamps, telegraphs, fiscals, or stickers, with your adhesive
stamps, as so many beginners do. It is a bad mistake.
If funds won’t run to a half-crown loose-leaf album, then
buy a cheap exercise book.

A collector | know has been getting together a display
of stamps to illustrate the meaning of the various philatelic
terms. On one page he has stamps showing all the different
kinds of perforations and roulettes. The next will illus-
trate watermarks and watermark varieties, while a third
will show errors of printing— tete-beche, centre inverted
and so on. Quite a big collection can be formed and most
of the varieties can be represented by fairly cheap items
if you know where to look.

Talking of watermarks, quite a good collection is one that
shows the watermarks of the world. Choose cheap stamps,
and hinge them back upwards, and where they do not
show very clearly, pencil over them lightly to bring out
the details. If the watermarks are grouped attractively,
you will find this a surprisingly interesting collection.
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Why the Boat-Race Fascinates Us

“ TIDEWAYMAN ”

HERE are many thousands of boat races in this
Tcountry every year, but only one that is “ THE ”
Boat Race to the general public. Why ? What is this
fascination felt even by people with no affection for either
university and certainly no experience of rowing ?

The University Boat Race was first rowed a hundred
and six years ago. Only those who rowed in it were
originally entitled to call themselves “ Blues”. By degrees
this privilege has been extended to all those who represent
their university at any recognised sport (though some
receive only a half-Blue), but the rowing Blue remains the
senior and most important of them all.

What are these “ Blues ” which men become so very
proud to wear ? Oxford take their colour from Christ
Church, the college which supplied half the first Oxford
crew, which, by the way, was victorious. Cambridge then
rowed in white, with a pink stripe. It was seven years
before another race took place, and on that occasion Cam-
bridge were actually pushing off when it was realised that
they carried no colours at all. Someone ran to a draper’s
for a piece of Etonian blue ribbon, which was then carried
in the bows, and afterwards adopted as the official colour,
with the result that nowadays, when the Eton crew row at
Henley, people often ask why they have copied the Cam-
bridge colours. The indignant answer is that Cambridge
copied theirs !

The first race was not rowed from Putney to Mortlake,
but at Henley. The next five were rowed from West-
minster to Putney, and ever since 1845 the present course
has been used, though on certain occasions the race has
finished at Putney instead of starting there. Even now,
however, it does not start from Putney Bridge itself, as

it is often believed to do, but from a point well clear of it,
and indicated by a kind of milestone marked U.B.R.
(University Boat Race) on the towpath at Putney. Under
the bridge there are far too many swirls and eddies for
safety, and a year or two ago, when the bridge was being
widened and was fenced in by piers and piles, these eddies
spread to a wider area than usual and the starting-point
was moved. The finish is marked by white posts opposite
the “ Ship ” at Mortlake, the whole course being approxi-
mately four miles and a quarter, and taking about twenty
minutes to row. It has sometimes been covered in less
than nineteen, and sometimes in more than twenty-five !
The only other races for which this course is used are the
amateur and professional sculling championships, and the
Tideway Head of the River event.

From the time the race starts the coaches may say no
more.

They must not even shout encouragement from the
launches.

The captain of each crew is called the president of the
Boat Club for that year, and he is in command, although
tactics during the race are directed by stroke, from whom
cox takes his orders, his only other duty, apart from steer-
ing, being to encourage the crew. He can, however,
win or lose the race by steering.

The river winds like a snake and there is much to know
about the course of the tide. It is fatal on some bends to
cut corners, and just as fatal on others not to. Again, a
gusty wind may be blowing head-on in one reach, and
may be coming from one bank, or even from behind, in
another reach. Cox must decide whether to seek shelter
from the bank at the expense of losing the tide, which is
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strongest out in the middle, or whether to use the tide and
fight the headwind. And that is always a most exacting
responsibility, since, if the course taken does not work well,
cox will be blamed for not having taken the other !

The race is started not by pistol-shot, but by word of
mouth and the dropping of a white flag. The umpire
says : “ | shall ask you once if you are ready. If | receive
no reply | shall say GO !” It is permissible for either
cox to raise one hand if his crew are not ready, otherwise
the start takes place.

What happens is that two skiffs are moored alongside
one another opposite the starting-point. The crews row
below them, turn and drift back on the tide, crabwise, their
rudders towards the staked boats. As they arrive a man
leans out of each and seizes a rudder, and the boats swing
straight and are held level until the word is given. Mean-
while the tide is running fast, and if the blades were rested
on the water they would be dragged under. Accordingly
they are reversed, or tipped up a little, the water passing
under them, and they are only put into the water and
squared when the word comes : “ Are you ready ?” The
tide presses against them, keeping a steady forward drag
on each man’s arms, so that on the word “ GO !” he has
only to swing back. The aim is to get as near forty strokes
into the first minute as possible, after which
the rate drops to thirty or twenty-eight, except
for occasional spurts, and is worked up again to
something higher at the finish. Tactics are
always to fight for the lead from the start, for
the simple reason that the crew in front then has
the advantage of being able to watch the other
and answer every challenge ; the crew behind
cannot see the leading crew at all, once it has
more than a length’s lead.

The umpire has a very simple task ; only four

fouls are possible : (i) Starting before the word ;
(i) Crossing and colliding; (iii) Accepting
assistance if in trouble on the way ; (iv) Failing
to pass under the centre arch at either Hammer-
smith or Barnes Bridges.

Only once has there been a dead-heat. This

was in 1877, and the race was not re-rowed.
Some dispute arose as to the fairness of the
decision, and this was the last occasion on which
a professional was invited to judge, but what
happened was that Oxford were leading by a
length and a half when one man broke a bow-
side oar. The four oars on the other side, pulling
against three, fortunately helped take the bend
at Barnes in the proper way, but Cambridge
gradually crept up, and in a dramatic finish
were judged to have drawn level.

The Oxford crew hotly denied that they had
done so, but the difficulty was that in those
days there was no actual finishing post on the
other side of the river on which to draw an
imaginary straight line, and opinions mostly
depended on where a man was standing at the
time.

Last year, when P. R. S. Bankes, of the
Oxford crew, kept breaking oars in practice,
fears arose that he might do so in the
race.

The race has only once been won on a foul.
This was in 1849, when the Cambridge crew
consisted entirely of men from Trinity. More-
over, the race was rowed twice. Oxford first
led their rivals for two miles, then cracked and
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were easily beaten. They felt that this was due solely to
attempting too fast a stroke, and challenged Cambridge
to row again, the second race taking place in December.
Cambridge led this time, but crossed over and caused
Oxford to bump them. Both crews rowed on, but the
umpire rightly disqualified Cambridge. The rule is that
each crew must keep its own station unless sufficiently far
ahead to cross without causing a collision. Even if the
crews meet in the middle and their blades strike one
another, one crew is held to have left its proper course,
and that crew is to blame ; unless the umpire is satisfied
that both crews have edged in to the same extent, in which
case he may re-start the race from that point.

On one occasion the weather was so appalling that
Cambridge protested against the race being rowed, and
being overruled, filled with water and sank. The epic
of this race is that they had had the worst station all the way,
yet never flinched from rowing on even when awash.
Making no attempt to reach shore, they went down bodily,
still struggling to pull, and this is likely to stand for ever
as the most gallant performance in the history of the race,
considering that two of the crew, in fact, could not swim,
and were rescued with difficulty from ice-cold water by
the launches.

When the Eton crew row at Henley, people often ask why they have copied

the Cambridge colours . . .
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The modern custom is for the crew to go to the start
in sweaters. They remove these and pass them down the
boat to cox, who hands them to the man in the staked boat.
But in those days the men wore blue coats, and trousers
which they rolled up, and these blue coats had been
folded and placed under each seat. As the boat filled,
the water carried one great pulpy mass of material to
one end of the boat, which naturally made matters worse.
In another quarter of a mile Oxford would have sunk, too,
but having the sheltered station, they got home in time.

There was another race in rough weather in which
Cambridge filled with water soon after the start, and were
beaten by the record distance of a quarter of a mile. In
this case, once again, Oxford nearly sank, but were saved
this time by having bladders under the seats, which had
the effect of waterwings in keeping the boat afloat, even
when full of water. In yet another year both boats filled.
Cambridge landed, emptied their boat, launched it again,
and set off through a perfect sea, whilst Oxford, who
had nowhere to land on their side of the river, sank.
Cambridge were disqualified, however, for accepting assis-
tance from lookers-on.

The race was re-rowed on the following Monday.

The whole question of rough weather cannot be appre-
ciated until it is understood how very delicate and frail
these racing eights are. They cost £110 to build. They
are 61 ft. long and weigh 280 Ib. The hull is of Honduras
cedar and is less than a quarter of an inch thick, so that
it can be imagined what damage can be done by striking any-
thing afloat, such as a crate, whilst a clumsy oarsman may
put his foot clean through, on getting into his seat, if he
does not rest his foot in the right recess. The wood used at
both ends is sycamore. The qars are of Quebec spruce,
each costing £2 10s., and weighing about 9 Ib. They are
generally tubular. There is one hallucination about the
blades. During the race it looks as if these are being
driven through the water. A little thought will remind
anybody that this cannot be so. The boat is being driven
past the blades. Indeed, if one were able to mark the exact
spot at which the blade entered the water, it would be
found that it really only moved four inches, the extent
of the water displaced. If the water were thick enough,
the blade would not move at all. (And neither, in that caes,
would the boat !'!)

We come, finally, to the reason for the popularity of this
race with the man in the street.

In the first place it is free to all, and he feels that it is
as much his own as the Lord Mayor’'s Show, or the
Changing of the Guard, something which visitors.,to
the capital must be shown with pride. Furthermore, a
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foul in the Boat Race— as fouls are seen on the football
and cricket field and in the boxing ring—is unknown.
The men never come to grips, and thus tempers are not
frayed. There is no prize, no betting. No professional
interests are involved. Any member of the public can
watch, from as close quarters as the most favoured few,
the final stages of practice, when, after four or five months
of stern preparation, the crews arrive at Putney. Nothing
is hidden from the ordinary public, and in addition rowing
is the easiest sport of all for the man who has never taken
part in it to follow. There is nothing brutalising about
it, no mud, blood or injuries. It is dead clean anti abso-
lutely fair.

Only two arguments are ever heard against the race.

One is that it strains the heart. This is a pure myth.
The training given to each man is far too careful to permit
any sort of strain likely to harm him, and no cases of such
strain are known. The other is that rowing requires no
brains. Yet OIld Blues have held most of the leading
positions in the world. One became Prime Minister of
France, another was Lord Chief Justice of England.
Famous soldiers, sailors, surgeons, bishops, diplomats, and
lawyers have rowed in the Boat Race, which they would not
have done had it required no mental exercise. The old
rowing Blue is, indeed, the very best type of sportsman,
for the simple reason that he has been taught to put the
needs of his crew above his own to a greater extent than
any cricketer or footballer. The pride an Englishman
feels in the Boat Race is ultimately crystallised, however,
in the one fact that throughout the hundred years of its
tradition no man has ever given up ! This stoicism stands
above that shown in any other sport, for in all of them
men have given up through weariness, injury, sudden ill-
health, or loss of will-power to go on. They have even
surrendered at Henley. But in the Boat Race, never.
No better explanation can be offered of the hold which
this race has on the English people than the recollection
of that day when Cambridge were sinking in a storm and
knew that two men could not swim, yet would not turn
for shore or rest for one moment to consider how to save
themselves. It was as though each man felt himself on
the bridge of his own ship, and so all sank as one, still
gripping useless oars. They would not damage what was
already a superb tradition, nor has any man sullied that
golden record since. A crew beaten by ten lengths will,
by the same unwritten law, still work up the rate of
striking towards the end, beaten but unconquered. And
that is why, even if Oxford never win again, this race will
yet go on. Oxford will never give up, and the crowd will
never, therefore, give up Oxford.
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Deputy Captain, Belsize Boxing Clut>
and Author of"Boxing for boys"

IN-FIGHTING

POINTED out last month that attack and defence in

boxing cannot be divided into two separate chapters.
There is only one sort of fight in which one MUST be
either attacking or defending, but cannot do both at once.
Namely, a hopelessly unequal contest.

In any ordinary match the very fact that one is attacking
implies that one is also taking care of oneself, in which
respect boxing is different from football. At football you
attack if in possession of the ball, and defend if not. In the
case of cricket the bowler is attacking and the batsman
defending. Yet the batsman can counter-attack by flog-
ging the bowling and thus knocking the bowler off his
length. Your boxer, then, is in the position of a batsman
who may confine himself to defence pure and simple if the
bowling is too good for him, but who will attack it if he
thinks that by attacking he will win.

It is just as well to compare one game with another,
because most people regard boxing as a totally distinct art.
In reality the strategy of boxing is a mixture of football and
cricket tactics, and the boy who is good at these games and
understands their governing principles will be an apt pupil
in the ring.

Short-range boxing is called in-fighting, and is only
practised to perfection by short men.

Boxing matches are arranged by weight. Accordingly,
so long as two boys are the same weight, one can be tall
and thin and the other short and sturdy.

I explained last month that the long, thin boy will often
find himself opposed by the short and sturdy one, and that,
having a longer reach and a weaker tummy, he must keep
his man away by adroit use of a straight left. Let us now
consider the case from the point of view of the short man.

Usually he can take more punishment,
because he is stronger.

In many cases he will cheerfully accept
a hammering in the early rounds in the
hopes that the long, thin man will tire.
He may be justified. But all the time he is
accepting punishment he is running up
an account against himself. Matches are
judged on points scored, and he may find
himself behind on points when the vital last
round begins. A knock-out will save him.
But so far as points are concerned, even if
he asserts a definite superiority now? he
will be too late. The other man has won
two rounds and he will scarcely be able
even to draw level.

The short man shoidd guard against

Holding and clinching imply
unfair attempts to prevent an
opponent striking blows.

losing a fight in this way, by scoring on his own account,
even during the first period of a fight, and thus unsettling
the calmer man. In-fighting provides him with his only
means of doing so, and in-fighting does not mean holding
or clinching.

Holding and clinching imply unfair attempts to prevent
an opponent from striking blows. They are on a par with
pulling a football player back by the jersey when he is
running for the ball, or deliberately obstructing a fielder
at cricket.

In-fighting is the reverse.

As the field, at cricket, will close in round a patient bats-
man, and spread out for an adventurous one, so a short
boxer best suits himself by getting close in to his opponent,
while the tall man should keep away. Once in, the short
man can hit from short range, and this is called in-fighting.
The taller man will try to prevent him succeeding. The
shorter man has therefore to duck, dodge, swerve and
side-step, avoiding long-range fire, working inside, and
then hitting as hard and as fast as he can at a man who is
likely to be weak about the middle.

In-fighting is, indeed, nearly always directed at the
middle, and it is not sufficiently realised that although it
may be more spectacular to aim for the chin, as much real
harm is done by aiming for the weak spots in the body.
The weakest spot of all is the solar plexus. This comes
just opposite the third button of the waistcoat, and im-
mediately below the breast-bone. Men can be knocked
out by a blow on this mark very effectively indeed, and the
short man has no need to wonder whether he can reach the
tall fellow’s chin. Let him go for the solar plexus time
and time again, and eventually he will finish the fight.

Although a knock-out to the chin is
painless and leaves the victim knowing
nothing about what happened, a blow to
the solar plexus puts a man out of action,
yet leaves him conscious. In other words
it “ winds ” him, and as he falls, apparently
in pain, there will always be people in the
audience who will cry “ Foul”. They
will not have seen the blow and they will
judge only by the effect. Take no notice.
Should you succeed in afight by this means,
you must hope that later you will meet the
man who cried “ Foul ”, and will be able
to show him how you won the fight by
striking for that spot opposite the third
button of his waistcoat. This spot is vastly
above the belt, and a simple poke there
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with an outstretched finger
will convince anyone that the
blow in question was fair, yet
painful.

To get in close, one has,
as has been pointed out, to
dodge, duck or side-step in
order to avoid a straight left,
and the short boxer must be
adept at footwork. In ducking
remember to keep the eyes
towards the opponent, and
never to turn the head away.
Duck it forward, and down,
but keep the eyes up. In
side-stepping, do not cross the
legs. Nothing is more fatal. Step to the right with the
right foot first, and vice versa. In dodging, make your
man lead when it suits you and not when it suits him.
By offering him a target, draw his blow, and having drawn
it, dodge it. The whole idea of ducking is to get close
to your man, and not to step away to a position in which he
will still have the advantage jof reach. Having therefore
gone forward and into battle, protect yourself from the
right cross, which he may sling over once you have slipped
his left. Do this by keeping your right glove up against the

The shorter man has to
duck, swerve and sidestep,
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left side of your face. Keep both elbows close together,
thus covering your own solar plexus. Shorten your own
left arm. And when you are all bunched together, with
shoulders lifted to protect your chin, and body well tucked
together, you have little to fear from a tall, thin man.
You are in! Release your battery !

There is one important tip to remember, and that arises
when a short man opposes another short man. It is vital
then to get the inside position. That is, to get your gloves
inside the other man’s arms, and not
outside, for if they are outside you cannot
reach his body at all. A struggle is
likely to go on to secure this inside posit-
ion, and the value of it will be seen if
you rest your two fists on the biceps of a
friend whilst your own elbows are
close together ; then push his arms out-
ward. He becomes helpless. Let him
do this to you, and you will feel just as
helpless yourself.

Tall men will usually surrender the
inside position, because they are sparring
at long range. But if you find yourself
with an opponent of your own size, do Protect yourself
remember that in-fighting depends upon from the right
your getting inside, and staying there. Cross.

ABC of First Aid Hints

A sprained ankle should be bathed at once with hot water
for ten minutes. If the pain is very severe apply a bran
bag dipped into hot vinegar.

Burns should be dressed with a solution made by dissolving
two teaspoonfuls of baking soda in a tumblerful of tepid
water.

Cramp can be cured by rubbing the affected part with an
embrocation, made as follows : One egg well beaten,
half a pint of vinegar, one ounce of spirits of turpentine,
and a quarter of an ounce of camphor.

Dislocation of the wrist can be treated by bending the
patient’s elbow to a right angle, grasp the hand as in
handshaking, put your other hand against the upper
arm, pull the hand and push the arm away.

Earache may generally be relieved by the application of a
hot flannel to the side of the head.

For tired, aching, and swollen feet there is nothing so
soothing as ordinary methylated spirits.

Gargle a sore throat after pouring half a tumblerful of
warm water over two tablespoonfuls of honey, and
adding a wineglassful of vinegar when dissolved.

Headache can be relieved by a cup of tea in which a slice
of lemon has been added instead of sugar.

Itch should be treated by washing the affected part with
hot water and soft soap and anointing with sulphur
ointment.

Just use a reef knot for securing bandages and slings.

Keep a sprained ankle raised and supported on cushions.

Loosen everything round neck and chest in a case of an
epileptic fit.

Most people go very pale when they faint, and this means
the head must be kept low so that the blood will return.
Should the face be red, however, keep the head raised.

Never on any account try to force liquid down the throat
of an unconscious person. You may choke him.

Olive oil is good for burns.
Pimples should be washed with salt and water.

Quite a simple idea to remove a dust speck from the eye is
to blow the nose.

Remove coat, bare chest, and loosen all other clothing
before attempting artificial respiration.

Suck a sting well without swallowing.

Turn everybody out of the room, and don’t allow anyone
to sympathise with a patient recovering from a hysterical
fit. Leave him well alone.

Use hot fomentations or bran poultices to relieve pain
of a strain.

Vinegar and cold water can be applied to advantage in a
case of concussion.

Wounds and cuts should always be carefully cleaned
before bandaging.

You should remove a fish hook embedded in the skin by
cutting off the line, and then forcing point onwards
through the skin until it can be pulled out.

A. E. B.
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B.O.P.
Nature Study Circle

Conducted by 1HEDGEROW
APRIL'S FOOLERY

vH to be in England now

'‘that April’s there !” So
said the poet Browning, but until
April gets over her tantrums one
might wish to be anywhere but
England.

I thought perhaps this month | might interest you by
quoting passages from my diary of last April, which you
will see bears out the saying that “ April isn’t satisfied with
one day’s foolery .

From these records you will be able to see how last April
will compare with this one. | doubt whether it will
be any better or worse, for the months, generally
speaking, behave in much the same manner as
their predecessors. Each has its particular
job to do, and part of April's job is to vy
prepare the canvas for the pictures that /
the following months are to paint upon it.

Here are my notes : kS

April ist Cool winds, dull

skies and a pretty

legacy from March of

blackthorn blossom.

Icy winds, sleet and rain

and sunny intervals. Inspite

of their coldness now, these

rains seem to refresh the country

side after March has dried it.

A day of even colder winds with

snow and white plum blossom strugg-

ling to be cheerful under April's cold

douche.

More snow, much cloud, bitterly cold,

everything is in hiding or marking time.

5th lce on the ponds. Daffodils and violets
lying with their heads on the grass. The
sun comes out and tenderly lifts up the
stricken flowers. By noon the daffodils are
able to nod their heads in the wind and the
violets once more scent the garden border,
and cats bask on cottage window-sills.

6th Sunny and windy and cold, but towards the
afternoon it turns warmer and at night spurts
of rain splash the windows.

7th A wet night is followed by a sunny morning,
and in sheltered places it is warm and com-
fortable. The bees leave the hive and go
foraging. Over the hedges a veil of green
is spreading, and in the ditches and on the
hedgebanks are shiny cuckoo-pint leaves and
tufts of sheep’s parsley. In the early after-
noon the sun goes behind the clouds and rain
falls heavily again far into the night.

8th A chiff-chaff calls in the larch. The air is
keen, but the sun is driving winter back into
the trenches. Chaffinches and greenfinches

2nd

3rd

4th

VV XvJL X [i
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April 8th sing and every
blade of grass
glistens with rain-
drops. Pools of
water lie in the
hollows and there
the starlings bathe. The birds are in lovely
plumage, and even the sparrows look gay at
close quarters in their new brown clothes.
It is the time when birds are at the peak of
physical fitness, which is Nature’'s way at
mating-time.
April  9th A wet but warm day. In the garden

you can smell growing lavender, violet leaves and
the sweet briar. At night there is a gale with
heavy rain. Nature has not yet finished her
washing. In the evening, in the rain, a
big bumble-bee passes me and goes down
the little pink dead nettle flowers be-
neath the hedge, has a drink of
nectar, and goes home singing.

April 10th Low clouds drift
over and hide the sun. As the day
advances rain falls, and the wind
reaches gale force, ripping off the
tender young leaves and the elm blossom.
In the words of one writer : “ England has
a spring clean from Nature’s Vacuum
Cleaner.” What a buffeting the blackbirds have
had as their black nests were almost overturned.
April lith A bright morning, sunshine and showers,
and a quiet evening with a red sunset sky
and colour on the grass. The birds hurry on
with their nesting, the chiff-chaff calls again,
the larks are up and plovers wheel and cry on
the farmer’s lands.
A sunny day with a wind which stings your
cheeks. At night the cold stiffens the mud
in the lanes and a film of ice covers the water
by the pond’s edge.
Hail and rain, but the first swallow arrives
and a blackcap sings in a thicket and the
chiff-chaff calls all day long. The birds are
getting on top of the weather and forcing the
pace by song.
A gap of eleven days in my diary, but what a
change since | last made an entry. Carpets
of primroses in the woods, bluebells here and
there, cowslips lifting yellow-scented heads
above the grasses, and wild pale violets under
each little bird-sown may bush in the meadow.
To meet a butterfly or bumble-bee is no
longer a matter for comment, but a delight for
all that. The curtain is up, the April players
hold the stage, and in every spinney there is
a nightingale to charm the nights to come.
The air is fragrant ; near at hand they are

, 12th

, 13th

. 24th



AXn&T ///

//

cutting into a hayrick, and as the trusses are
placed upon the wagon the scent of them
drifts to my garden to mingle with other
scents of pear blossom, lilac and wallflowers.
Birds are on eggs in their nests in the hedges,
tadpoles grow and wriggle around the shallow
water of the pond, bees come to the sun-
warmed mud to suck up the moisture, and the
cuckoo calls incessantly.

Tree-pipits go up in lark-like flight from the
elm-tops to drift back again singing, martins
twitter about the eaves, and the marshes are
golden with kingcups. April has got over
her tantrums.

Take full advantage of all that April has to show you out
of doors. Spend every spare moment you have in the fields
and woods, for with many things this is the beginning of a
most interesting story which you can read month by month,
and if you miss the April sights and sounds, you may find
it difficult afterwards to pick up the threads of many of
Nature’s little side-shows. Never mind the tantrums,
and as you shelter beneath a cosy pine or yew whilst April
has a tantrum of the worst kind, you may see at close
quarters some little wild animal, and learn something about
its private life. And when the storm is over and the sun
comes out again in that smiling way it has in April, and all
the raindrops glisten like jewels, and the earth steams and
smells good, and the birds sing, and in flying from branch
to branch make little showers of their own as they shake the
raindrops off, then on you go down the lane or across the
field, glad “ to be in England now that April’s there ”.
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Answers to Correspondents

I have a very good book with illustrations in colour of birds’
eggs by the Rev. J. C. Atkinson, published by George Routledgc &
Sons. | would advise you to get this. My copy is dated 1892,
and there may be a better edition of this book now, though | have
always found in it all 1 want to know.

The title of the book is “ British Birds’ Eggs and Nests ”. The
first illustration is a page showing a Golden Eagle’s egg, and the
variom;s hawks' eggs. The colours are very real. (To C. E,,
Ross.

Bolting wires are wire rods hanging loosely from a cross-rod,
and are hung at the entrance of the loft where the pigeons go in.
The idea is that you can lift them up to let the pigeons out;
then they are allowed to drop down again ; the pigeons on returning
push them up to get into the loft, and once they are in they cannot
get out again, for these wires fall back into place after the bird has
passed them, which means that your pigeons are automatically
shut up as they come in, which saves you having to wait to shut
them in yourself after their exercise flight.

Every pigeon loft should have these bolting wires fixed at the
entrance. The pigeons very quickly get accustomed to them and
will push through them without hesitation when they want to go
in. (To R. M., Chester.)

Write to Mr. Newman, Butterfly Farm, Bexley, Kent. He
will be able to supply all your needs, whether caterpillars, eggs,
chrysalises, butterflies or moths. Ask for catalogue. (To H. H.,
Kenley.)

You can get guinea pigs from Gamage's Zoo Department,
Holborn, London. Guinea pigs vary in colour. Red, black,
white, red and black, black and white, and there are short-haired
and long-haired varieties. Oats, green food, carrots and good
sweet hay. Put sawdust in the run and hay in the nest box and
clean out the run frequently. (To L. S., Stevenage.)

For identification purposes birds are rung whilst still in the
nest. Whether such rings can be supplied to anyone who wants
to experiment with them | do not know, but | should rather
doubt it, as they are used for the definite purpose of gaining
information with regard to migration and | do not suppose the
rings are intended to be used haphazardly. | think you can
obtain information on the subject from British Birds, 326, High
Holborn, London. (To T. E., Broxbourne.)
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PAHUATI

By SERCOMBE GRIFFIN

In the Sky

OCK CAMPBELL was roaring forth in that rollicking
Jvoice of his, to the tune of “ John Peel ” :

“ If the prospect’s fair

When prospecting from the air,

Don’t expect to float there

If you'd ravish the pearl’s lair,
But descend— descend— descend right noo’
To the shores of the bay down below you.”

“ Do you mean— " shouted Ronald Lenway, pointing
over the side of the 'plane’s rear cockpit— “ that we have
to make a landing on the desolate sand down there ?”

Jock didn’t answer ; he picked up the speaking-tube and
talked to Billy Tapping, the pilot, in the cockpit in front.

The aeroplane lost altitude, then swooped sandwards.
Looking over the edge of the cockpit, Ronald saw the shore
was not so desolate after all. There were small black dots
there that might be men, and off the encircling horseshoe
of rock about the bay he could detect a small lugger—
a pearling lugger if Jock’s doggerel was to be credited.

How the two prospectors came to be in the air may be
told in few words.

After their wonderful haul of sapphires in the Never-
Never Land of the Australian continent, Jack and Ronald
had rested satisfied— for a short time only ! Ronald sent
his share of the spoils to his widowed mother in England,
for it was for her sake he had come to seek his fortune
in Australia. As for good-natured Jock, he never could
keep money, and soon distributed the bulk of his new-found

wealth in White Cliffs, where he made his home when he
wasn’'t prospecting, which wasn’t often. Fortunately,
before Jock finished distributing his fortune— his “ Four-
teenth Fortune ”, he called it— he conceived the idea of
prospecting for further fortunes from an aeroplane.

“ Ronald lad,” the seasoned prospector had told his
young pal. “ There are unexplored regions in Northern
Australia crammed with mineral treasure, uncharted
mountains stuff, with gold and, off the north-west coast,
pearling grounds waiting for divers to lift the pearls. |
read yesterday in the news sheet that the Cabinet has
decided to take immediate steps to develop the unpopulated
territories of Australia, but governments move slowly,
Ronald lad, and we’ll move faster. Months and months
and months would it take us to foot it, and for all our
blisters and other ills, we might only leave our skeletons as
signposts for others. But how about prospecting from the
air ! Isn’t that a brainy idea! I've found a wandering
airman out of a job and have booked him for our stunt.
We are going to fly across the continent till we reach the
western sea somewhere about the Buccaneers’ Archipelago.
The pearlers’ port of Broome will provide us with juice.
What do you say to it, Ronald ?”

“ Right-o !'” had been Ronald’s response. Since that
Christmas Eve when he had first fallen in with the Old
Boy of his school in England, the almost penniless lad had
found the reformed prospector a faithful comrade in whom
to trust for his future.

At first Billy Tapping had protested that the rear cockpit
was built for one only, but Ronald was a thin lathe of a lad
and Jock a man of little beyond sinews and muscles,
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without an ounce of superfluous flesh about him, so the
two chums were allowed to scrum into the rear cockpit,
their combined weight only equalling the weight of an
ordinary adult.

Of their adventures during that flight I must not stay to
tell, though they nearly crashed during a sand-wind and
had to follow a fence for a hundred miles till they came to
a tree which they left on the right till the next tree, fifty
miles distant, gave them their direction for the following
hundred miles. And their conference with the black-
fellows was about as funny an affair as you could imagine 1

Altogether their prospecting from the air hadn’t proved
of much service, however, and Jock decided to try his luck
in pearls.

“ There's a wonderful pearling ground away to the
north-west known only to adventurers like ourselves,”
Jock declared. “ It's avoided by the pale-faced slackers
who hang round the big cities and complain of being
unemployed. There are hundreds of miles of sandy
beaches and shallow waters where pearls lie waiting to be
lifted. There’s other treasure, too, hidden amongst the
coastal spurs of the Leopold Ranges— pirates’ treasure
hoarded there, gold and silver and precious gems and
golden coin captured by Malay buccaneers in Java, Further
India and China. But we’ll leave the pirates’ loot alone
for the present; we'’re after pearls. So we’ll fill up our
petrol tanks at Broome and go seek our fifteenth fortune.”

On the Shore

So we find Jock and Ronald being piloted by Billy
Tapping to a landing on an open stretch of sand alongside
a lagoon almost encircled by cliffs.

* Surely we aren’t going to collar
another man’s pitch !” Ronald ex-
claimed as he noted the lugger and
the men'on the beach.

“ What shell ?” Ronald, queried, as
he sat up.
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For answer Jock broke forth into doggerel to a tune that
Ronald couldn’t recognise :

“ When you catch sight of signals of distress,
You guess and calc’late someone’s in a mess.
Your sympathy you plainly must express
By ’'planing down to them, oh !yes, yes, yes.”

The last three words were pumped out of the prospector
by the skipping tactics of the aeroplane over the sands of
the shore.

“ Good for us it wasn’t a quicksand,” remarked Pilot
Tapping when the plane came to a standstill. “ I shouldn’t
like asking you, mister, for the price of a new plane.”

“ You're welcome to ask, Billy,” responded Jock, “ but
till 1 locate my fifteenth fortune, you won’'t get an
answer.”

“ What were you yowling about signals of distress,
Jock ?” put in Ronald when the two of them had stepped
out from the rear cockpit on to firm sand.

“ Look at the masthead of yon pearling lugger, lad.”
Jock indicated certain flags flying in the breeze. “ That’s
the S O S of the sea ; | twigged it through my binoculars.”

Black men came running in the flying men’s direction.

“ Keep your eyes skinned 1” cried the airman. “ Some
of the Chinks and Malays in these untamed regions knife
you first and see if you have been worth Killing afterwards.
I'm taking the air again if they look dangerous, and | shall
leave it to you two pals to hop in behind. 1'd rather not
lose my passengers, but I’'m dead sure not going to lose my
plane.”

“ Nothing

like being ‘ plane-spoken’ Billy,” chaffed
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Jock, and turned to meet the oncomers with a grin of
friendliness.
“ Malays ! ” exclaimed Billy Tapping, stepping out of

his cockpit. “ But unarmed !”
“ Kicklee ! Kicklee !'' ” cried the foremost runner.
“ Tuan dying. Him white captain.”

“ Medicine chest!” barked Jock Campbell. Whereat
Billy Tapping dived into the depths of the pilot’s cockpit
and came forth with a black-japanned box.

Behind the Malay seamen came a stocky Japanese diver.

Jock with the medicine chest, and Ronald with a stout
stick thrust in his hand by Billy, followed the Malays to a
cave in the cliffs. The airman refused to leave his aero-
plane.

Within the shadows of the cave lay a white man, babbling
in delirium. “ Get under ! Get under, can’'t you, you
swine ! That's what | brought you here for. Dive, you
Japanese image, dive.” And then there came a volley of
oaths.

“ We could not go under, sar,” explained the Japanese
diver to Jock ; “ neither | who dive in suit, nor Malay who
dive in skin onlee. Pahua! Pahua!!”

And before Jock could enquire what Pahua might mean,
the Malays wailed in chorus: “ Pahua! Pahua!!”
and pointed to the lagoon.

“ What do the fellows mean ?” cried Jock who had no
previous experience of pearling. He was kneeling and
trying to get the sick man to swallow some tablets from the
medicine chest— of amateur doctoring Jock had much

experience.

“ Pahua is debbil-debbil,” explained the man from
Japan. He, too, shuddered like the Malays, and pointed to
the lagoon.

“ Are there oysters there ?” asked practical Jock.

“ Millions of pearls ! Millions of pearls !! ” cried the
delirious white man. *“ Pearls to make you all rich for
life ; only you haven’t the guts to go down after them,
you white-livered dogs.”

Jock picked up a hypodermic syringe from the japanned
box. *“ Fetch Billy Tapping, Ronald,” he said. *“ We've
got to quieten this poor sick fellow somehow, and if there’s
mistakes to be made, | like an accomplice.”

Whilst Ronald went to fetch the airman, Jock learned
that the sick man was called Captain John Smith.

“ Captain John Smith good 'Murrican man,” explained
Kurasawa, the Japanese diver. “ He treat us well, sar,
but how we go under ? Pahua there-— debbil-debbil.”

Billy Tapping arrived at that moment and the two white
men conferred on the use of the hypodermic syringe.
Ronald had been left in charge of the plane ; the pilot
feared the natives might meddle with it.

By the time the two amateur doctors returned to the
aeroplane Captain John Smith was sleeping peacefully,
and Jock Campbell had made a decision.

* We're stopping here to-night, Ronald lad. The sick
man is too ill to be moved, and we can’t leave him alone
with no other white man. It’s only a case of coastal fever,
and if he gets through the night, he will be on his feet
again in a day or two.”

Sure enough, next morning the captain of the pearling
lugger was conscious and eager to thank his saviours. His
language was flowery, and not fit for publication, but he
seemed really grateful. He told them he had certain
information that the lagoon was tfich with pearl-producing
shell, that he had invested all his savings in the outfit, but
that the crew of divers on reaching the bay had refused to
go under. Some blackfellows living nearby had told the
Malays of the Pahua in the lagoon.
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“ My divers swore they would not go under— that the
place was haunted by a Pahua— some sort of demon who
objected to his privacy being disturbed,” concluded
Captain John Smith, though not exactly in these words.
“ And I've driven myself dotty trying to make the swine
do the job for which I am paying them.”

“ 1'll get them to go down,” declared Jock. “ I'll go
down myself. And when | bring back an oyster with
my fifteenth fortune inside, they’ll follow after like
sheep.”

The Japanese diver had followed the conversation with
interest— and horror at the climax. “ Pahua ! Pahua 1!”
he screamed.

“ Pahua ! Pahua!!
outside the cave.

“ Debbil-debbil— debbil-debbil— debbil-debbil,”
bled the black fellows who had joined the camp.

It wasn't a cheering send-off for Jock Campbell, but
to go under he was determined, thinking that some super-
stition was at back of the reluctance to dive, and wanting
to prove that diving was worth while.

An adjournment was made to the lugger, only the black-
fellows and a couple of Malays remaining with the recover-
ing captain, and Billy Tapping staying with his beloved
aeroplane. The pearling craft, by means of its motor, was
moved to the centre of the lagoon.

Soon Jock was encased in Kurasawa’s diving-suit,
though all the time the Malays kept up a dismal moan of
“ Pahua ! Pahua!!”

Ronald couldn’t get the dismal chorus out of his mind,
though he forced a laugh when he saw Jock in the mon-
strous rubber dress. He shuddered, however, as the
helmet with its internal gadgets was screwed down over
his chum’s head.

As Jock was dropped over the side, Ronald couldn’t help
wondering if there really was some dreadful demon guard-
ing the treasure below. He stood by the two Malays
controlling the air-pump, with Kurasawa at hand to
superintend that most important part of the gear.

The lowering-gear was in the hands of two competent
Malays ; and anxiously watching the paying out of the
connection between sea-bottom and boat, Ronald prayed
for the safety of his pal.

It was anxious waiting there. Anyway, Jock would
return soon with news— and a sample of shell. Jock had
promised not to stay below longer than five minutes.

Watch on upturned wrist, Ronald stood intently watch-
ing whilst the lugger slowly drifted above the lagoon’s
depths where Jock explored.

Three minutes only had passed when there came three
sharp tugs at the communication cord. It was the signal
for immediate action by the men of the raising-gear.

“ There’s something wrong 1” cried Ronald.

Kurasawa nodded his head. “ It is Pahua,”
with Oriental fatalism. “ | know he get caught.
him not go.”

Ronald rushed to the wheel of the windlass that raised
the gear ; the Malays seemed to have difficulty. Though
they hauled, it would not budge. There was terror in

Pahua !l 7 echoed the Malays

gab-

he said
All tell

their eyes.
The line had fouled or------
“ Pahua ! Pahua!!” cried the two Malays.

Ronald rushed to the side of the boat— peered down
into the depths. He thought he could make out a blurred
mass that must be Jock— at no very great depth !

The life-line, at least, was working, and that meant that
Jock could still breathe. Ronald implored the frightened
Malays to keep pumping.
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Came desperate fainterTtugs from undersea. Con-
tinuous. What was to be done ?

Ronald shouted to the shore, where Billy Tapping sat
reading in the shade of the aeroplane. But even had the
airman consented to leave the beloved machine, he knew
nothing of the science of diving— except from a plane by
parachute ! He read on, apparently not hearing Ronald’s
shouts.

“ Can’t you do anything, diver ?” asked a desperate boy
of Kurasawa.

The diver from Japan shook his head. “ Pahua!
Pahua !'!'” he said, as if there was nothing more to be done.

There was one thing, however, that Ronald could do.
He could dive and had won the championship cup for
diving during his last term at Cranborough, the public
school which Jock and he claimed as their Alma Mater.
One couldn’t desert a fellow Cranburian. Now was his
chance to dive for that which was more worth winning
than a silver cup— a chum’s life.

Ronald flung off his few clothes, and in less than a minute
had dived overboard.

“ Pahua have him, too,” said Kurasawa calmly, though
he still did his utmost to make the raising-gear function.
Only his coolness kept the Malays from flinging down the
gear and bolting from the dreaded Pahua who was
undoubtedly at work, they were sure.

Beneath the Water

To Ronald that nightmare search in the waters of the
lagoon seemed to last for hours, though it could have been
counted in seconds. He found himself in a fairy forest of
coral, the shifting currents and the imperfect focus of his
eyes giving an effect of waving branches. Shellfish hung
like plums on trees and weird fish whisked hither and
thither. Fine oyster-shells covered the floor of the lagoon,
which seemed to heave as if alive.

And then he caught sight of poor Jock.

Through the glass eyes of the helmet the desperate man
in the trap caught sight of his young pal. His eyes beamed
with gratitude, but he waved the boy off with tragic ges-

tures. He himself was held by the foot, unable to get free.
By what ?
“ Pahua ! Pahua!! ” Ronald thought he heard the

Malays chorusing.

Ronald tried to focus his eyes on the spot where his pal
struggled to escape. At first he saw little but a dark sinuous
line amidst the sand. He himself was holding hard to a
branch of coral, trying to keep his feet on the sea-floor.

And then, to his horror, he felt the very sea-floor heave
beneath his feet. He was being slowly tilted backward.

It was all part of a nightmare from which he would
awaken all of a sudden. And then he became aware of the
fact that his life—and Jock’s— depended on his prompt
action.

Ronald was standing on the shell of a gigantic clam.
And his chum’s foot was fast caught between the two valves
of another of these huge creatures of the undersea world !

Pahua was something living. Pahua could bring death
to a man.

The arteries in Ronald’s head beat like a hundred
drums, his ears seemed on the point of bursting, his eyes
started half out of their sockets, his lungs were hke great
loads of lead. He was suffocating ; he could not stay under
another second.

Yet he must make an effort to save his chum or die in the
doing of it! His own position was precarious enough.
One small slip and cruel crustacean lips might close down

OWN PAPER

on an arm or leg. Though Ronald did not know it, many
a Malay diver had died in the grip of a Pahua.

His brain was working with almost timeless speed.
He told himself that if the shell of the giant clam opened
in consequence of his weight upon it, then if he leaped
upon that other clam which imprisoned Jock, the valves
might open and allow his pal to escape. Yet he shuddered
as he recalled how limpets closed still tighter at the slightest
touch. If the clam which held Jock acted like a limpet,
Ronald’s leap might make matters still worse.

All these thoughts take time to put on record ; actually
they flashed through Ronald’s brain as quickly as lightning
flashes in the sky. The plucky youth swirled away from
that great mouth which was some eight feet across, tlie
cruel slit in which Jock’s leg was prisoned. He came on
the clam from behind and climbed on to the huge shell
at the place where the two valves were hinged.

Horrified human eyes, magnified to an uncanny extent,
watched the would-be rescuer through the glass of the
diving helmet. Jock was suffering torment, not merely
in his own person, but at thought of the fearful risk that his
young pal was facing.

Ronald thought he had failed. With an agonising
prayer he tried to stamp on the clam to make it open, but
there strained Jock, still a prisoner and with an ominous
red stain creeping about his knee.

“ Thank God !” was Ronald’s mental remark as sud-
denly Jock shook himself free and shot upwards, spinning
round and round like a man on an untwisting rope.

Ronald, too, shot up to the surface. And remembered
nothing more till he found himself lying flat on the lugger’s
deck with Kurasawa working his arms up and down in
life-saving exercises.

“ Jock !'” Ronald murmured. “ Jock ?”

“ Here | am !” cried a voice at his elbow. Jock was
lying there swathed in blankets, drinking hot drinks.

“ Your leg ?” queried Ronald in a dreamy voice.
“ Pahua ?”

“ No, Ronald, dear lad, | haven't left my leg as alegacy to
Pahua,” joked Jock, overjoyed at seeing his brave rescuer
come back to life. * I've treated the scratch with some
iodine and had it bandaged. As soon as you're ready,
we’ll open the shell which contains our fifteenth fortune.”

“ What shell ?” Ronald queried as he sat up, and had a
blanket huddled about him by Kurasawa.

“ This !'” answered Jock, as he held up a huge oyster-
shell which had been lying at his side. It was characteristic
of that intrepid prospector Jock Campbell that even in his
tragic predicament under the waters of the lagoon he
should have kept a grip of the oyster he had found and
bring it with him to the surface.

The Malays were crowding round, and one of them
handed Jock a knife with a big flat blade.

“ Now !'” cried a confident prospector. “ We’'ll prove
that my choice of an oyster was a lucky one.”

But Jock Campbell, even in his wildest dreams, didn’t
expect to find the wonderful pearl he did find amongst the
meat of that opened shell—a pearl as big as a hazel-nut,
and of the requisite pink hue that is so much prized.

“ Our fifteenth fortune !” cried Jock, twirling it before
Ronald’s gleaming eyes. “ But if there’'s another like it
down there------ 7

“ 1 won't let you go for it, Jock,” cried Ronald, brought
back to full consciousness by the wonderful find.

In the Sky Again
Billy Tapping insisted on leaving the pearler’s pitch that
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very day, and the trio said farewell to Captain John Smith,
Kurasawa, the Malays and the blackfellows, Jock having a
private talk with the captain before leaving, and persuading
him to give up the quest.

Jock was strangely silent as they sped towards Broome,
and kept looking sideways at his young companion in the
cockpit.

Ronald was silent also. He was so sorry for the pearling
skipper who had ventured all and was now faced with ruin.

“ Why don’t you sing, Jock ?” Ronald asked presently.

Jock looked wunutterable things. Then snatched a
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writing-tablet, wrote sadly, tore off the strip of paper and
handed it to Ronald.

“ Please forgive me, partner,” it read. “ | gave our
rose pearl to the skipper. But we’ll find our fifteenth
fortune before we've done with Billy Tapping.”

“ Topping !” shouted Ronald Lenway and clapped
Jock on the back.

I may add that the fifteenth fortune was duly found as
Jock Campbell promised. But that’s another story !

A Monk of St. Bernard

By F. LESLIE WITHERS

One of the St. Bernard monks out with a Hospice dog in
the winter snows.

N the crest of the Grand St. Bernard Pass and on
the border of Switzerland and Italy is the world-
famous Hospice, nestling 8,000 feet up under a snow-capped
peak. It was founded in a.a. 962, and until less than
a century ago was one of the loneliest outposts of civilisation.
Now the motor-car has invaded it and in the summer
tourists run up to the Hospice. The sun shines on the
sparkling peaks, the monks are seen at their recreations,
and there is no trace of danger.

But when the tourists have left and winter brings blind-
ing blizzards and incredible cold, there is little trace of the
twentieth century. Peasants and other country folk whose
necessities call for that hazardous journey still need the
assistance of the brave monks and their amazing dogs.

Vow for Twenty-Five Years
The Hospice can accommodate eighty people with beds

and can shelter another 300—and yet there are only
sixteen monks. To take the vow of St. Bernard is one of
the most supreme acts of self-sacrifice. The minimum
length of time a monk can serve there is eight years. Most
vow fifteen, twenty and even twenty-five years. Few,
however, have ever lived long enough to fulfil these lengthy
periods.

And no wonder, for the cold is often 290 below zero,
while quite a normal winter brings the temperature down
to 18° below. The days are not wholly given over to
religious and philosophical study, for botany, geology and
entomology are taught, too.

Two of the monks devote considerable attention to
meteorological observations. These they communicate
every day to the observatory at Geneva, which then passes
them on, with observations from other centres, to
Greenwich.

“ Closing” the Mountain

Other monks are in charge of the magnificent dogs—
not genuine St. Bernards, by the way, for the variety is
now extinct, but cross-breeds with Swiss sheep-dogs.

This is the monks’ procedure each winter. Immediately
the snowfall is sufficiently heavy to create the risk of
serious avalanches, the two cantons to the pass are advised
by telephone and the whole mountain is “ closed ”, The
Hospice is advised of any traveller or peasant who attempts
to cross the peaks (they are allowed to do so only in cases
of emergency) and a monk with dogs is sent to guide
him.

All the peasants of the villages of Bosses and St. Rhemy are
exempt from conscription on the understanding that they
shall instantly put themselves at the command of the monks
in searching for travellers and serving as guides.

From November nth to May 1st, one of the monks told
me the other day, two peasants called marroniers descend
the perilous peaks each morning, one on the Italian side
and the other on the Swiss side. Each carries bread,
cheese and wine, for any chance traveller he may meet.
This is a dangerous mission, having regard to the crevices,
disguised with layers of snow, and the risk of that horror
to every Swiss— avalanche.

So well has the monk and the peasant combination
worked that only 200 people have lost their lives in these
mountains since the dawning of the eighteenth century.



HE snow-covered mountains of Vaud rise precipitously

from the hamlet of Gerignoz, cliff upon rocky cliff,
broken by ledges where the pines cling precariously to the
shallow soil. Higher up the ground slopes away at an
angle which allows the great forests of red and white pine
(Picea Exelsa and Abies Alba) to gain the altitude of 7,350
ft. Here their upward march is stopped ; the vanguard of
this splendid army dwindles little by little, until only a
few sentinels are left, keeping unceasing watch for the
avalanches which thunder down from the icy walls of the
Gumfluh and the Chateau
Chamois. They mount
guard with all the dignity
of savage Nature, bear-
ing eloquent testimony to
the furious onslaughts of
wind and snow in their
gaunt branches and bent
trunks.

The sawmills and tim-
ber-yards of Gerignoz are
peacefully silent under
their mantle of snow;
they will notstir to activity
until March, but 3,000 ft.
above the village the
forest is resounding
with the rhythmic
“ 0-O-He, O-O-He'!”
of the woodcutters, and
the crash of falling trees

The foreman outside the headquarters.
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Feeding a Sawmill
In Switzerland

By JOCELYN SAUNDERS DAVIES

as one giant after another topples over under lhe
axe.

These are the men of one of the many wood-felling
companies under contract to supply planks to the parquetry
and flooring factory at Aigle.

Forests in Switzerland are the natural protection to life
and property from avalanches in winter and cloudbursts
in summer. The Federal Government allows only a
certain number of trees to be felled in each district, and
these are marked by the Forestry Inspector.

The work began by the construction of a slide on the
mountainside, down which the logs are launched end on,
arriving in the valley to be stacked. Supports were
driven into the rock at right angles and logs laid along
them to form a platform about two feet wide, the outer
log raised some inches to prevent the timber leaving the
slip on its mad descent. It is a mile and a half long,
describing a giant graphic curve down the face of the
rock.

The manager of the enterprise was our guide up this
aerial way. Without heavily nailed boots it would have
been impossible to gain a foothold 1 It is necessary to
have a gradient of one in three to keep the logs moving,
and we felt uncommonly like flies walking up a wall !
The tree-tops swayed beneath us, and above towered all
the dramatic splendour of the mountains.

We found the men finishing their midday meal in
their headquarters, a chalet half buried in snow at the
forest’'s edge. The gang numbers eighteen. They sleep
in the stable on deep beds of hay, with any quantity of
blankets provided by themselves. The hours are from
dawn till dark, with an hour off at eleven o’clock and half
an hour at two-thirty. Their evenings are spent in
sharpening and repairing their tools.

Although the men are as fit and hard as it is possible to
be, they are sometimes
forced to cease work
owing to the cold.
During January and Feb-
ruary the temperature
often drops to fifteen
or twenty degrees below
zero, and not only their
boots, but their food
supplies are frozen to
solid ice. In normal
times the thermometer
shows twenty degrees of

frost, and axe and saw
work keeps the men
warm.

When the trees are

stripped of branches and
bark they are dragged to
the entrance of the slide
and started off on their
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adventurous descent to the valley. We watched the great
train of logs thundering down, those that hesitated at the
corners carried on irresistibly by the rush behind
them. The logs are controlled as far as possible by
long-handled iron hooks, the men running in their
spiked boots on the outer edge of the slide with the
agility and sang-froid of trained acrobats. Occasionally
a log plunges over, and while we watched a man lost
his footing, to crash head foremost into the deep snow
thirty feet below. His mates flung him a length of rope
and he swarmed up it to retake his place in the team
with a grin.

Twice a week volunteers go down to the village for food
supplies. They return heavily laden, climbing up through
the night to start work again at sunrise.

The days they fear most are those which bring the
“ foehn ”, the dangerous warm wind from the south. It
melts the snow and loosens the logs waiting their turn at
the slip. Until the wind shifts, the slightest misjudgment
may bring down an avalanche of logs and cost them their
lives.

About 20,000 cubic feet of wood are sent down to
Gerignoz each season, the best quality to be sawn into
planks, the inferior quality and the bark to be sent to paper
factories and tanneries.

The timber from these forests is of exceptionally fine
grain, owing to their northern aspect and the shallowness
of the soil on the steep rocky slopes. These, and the
rigours of the climate at high altitudes, retard the growth
of the trees, and in consequence the timber ripens more
slowly and gains in fibre and strength.

The sap begins to rise in March, when felling operations
cease. The great wheels of the sawmills begin to turn
as the ice on the river thaws, and peace reigns in the forest
until the first snowfallxof autumn.

The Slide.

Camping Days

Patch your kits and tents again, O you sturdy rover men,
Polish up your cooking-pans and gear,
Push your baggage carts along with a merry-throated song,
For the Springtime camping days are here !
Pitch your camp on the cliff’'s white brow,
On the heath, or leafy wood :
Choose your spot right now, right now,
For the pure Spring air is good 1

O the fresh and nippy breeze that bites your arms and knees—
It soon will make them leathery and brown ;
O the smell of hunter’s stew on lone trails old and new,
Far from the noisy hum of town !
You've shed your collar and office kit,
Dungarees or chauffeur’s blue :
You feel again so fit, so fit,
As the backwoods harden you !

Arise, O merry hearts, to the morning call of larks,
Hear the crackle of the log fire’s blaze ;
Fill the camp with shouting as you do your jocund scouting,
Revel in the Spring sun’s tonic rays !
Again the camp fire song, my boys,
And the taste of dixie stew :
You're free to make a wholesome noise
For ajolly week or two !
Robert Harding
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This giant tree has fallen.

Part of interior has been burnt out and used as a stable by these hardy settlers.

Tree Trunk Dwellers in Australia

By AUSTRAL BOURNE

ATIVES of many countries build their homes in the

branches of trees, but | have seen white men in the
Australian bush make cosy homes in the hollows of giant
gum trees.

There is nothing very remarkable in this when one-sees
these huge forest giants with a girth of anything from
fifty to sixty feet.

“ Giant eucalyptus or mountain ash make the best
homes,” a trunk dweller told me, “ and Gippsland and the
Cumberland Valley are the places for high gums ; many of
them have quite a tidy girth. But the bush fires a few
years ago played havoc with some of the best giants of
the bush. Come in and have a look at my shanty.”

And very comfortable it was, too.. The kangaroo skins
made fine rugs, and the walls were gay with pictures.

“ Of course, it wasn't all plain sailing at first,” my host
informed me, “ for | had to smoke out bull-dog ants and
wild bees, who objected to my tenancy. But I won.

“ These frames her™ | made from gum-pods, and the
pictures inside of 'em'are the covers of magazines. The
furniture is knocked up from bush logs and roots, and my
best furniture and cooking utensils are made from kerosene
cases and tins some oiflhe decent transport blokes leave on
the road for me.”

u PULLEN

| commented on the roof.

“ Yes ;it’s a tidy height, but wattle makes it cosy. This
tree must have been about three hundred feet before the
top blew off. A storm often takes the top of a tree
clean off, and sometimes it just hangs by a few splinters
of wood.”

“ And how do you get water ?” was my next query.

“ Oh, that. Well, rain-water—a couple of sheets of
corrugated iron leaning against the ‘ house ’, and a few
kerosene pans, and I'm kept well supplied. Come and see
my swimming pool.”

I shuddered when | saw what was in it.

“ Yes,” he grinned. *“ Plenty of tadpoles for company.
Cute little beggars. | used to have to drink that water
once—-of course, | strained it first.”

“ Are you lonely ?”

“ Huh ! Wouldn’t change places with the Governor-
General,” he replied. “ How can a bloke be lonely when
it's only a few miles to the main road ? And if I'm lucky
the passengers in the passing cars chuck out a few papers
and magazines for me. Then I've got wireless. Com-
pany ! Listen to those jackasses. They laugh most of the
day. Who would be lonely ?”

“ And what about snakes ?”
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“ Yes, plenty get knocking around in the warm weather.
| take precautions, of course. Then I've got Jacky” [a
kookaburra bird] “ who helps by eating 'em up.

“ Then as for grub,” he continued', anticipating my
next question, “ the mail driver leaves provisions from the
township on the road for me ; and the creeks are full of
black-fish. No ; | never eat rabbits. |'m a trapper, and
1'd as soon eat my dog as underground mutton.

“ One of our ‘ white blackfellows ' was married in one
of these trees,” he went on reminiscently, “ and as he was
a Christian the Padre performed the service.

“ Never shall 1
forget that Padre
«dressed like any

backwoodsman,
about a yard wide
across the shoulders,
and a voice like
thunder. His parish
was many thousands
of square miles,
visiting lonely places
like ours, and his
transport consisted
of two or three
camels :  the first
bringing his own few
belongings, and the
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stuff which we had look real
luxuries.

“ The altar consisted of a small table made of forked
sticks stuck upright in the ground, crosspieces, and packing-
cases. Just outside the doorway, it was, the bride and
bridegroom being inside the tree and the Padre ’'t'other
side the table.

“ The groom wore a white shirt (one of mine !), grey
moleskin trousers held up by a narrow belt, and elastic-
side boots. His ‘ intended ' had a vivid-coloured dressing-
gown tucked inside a white skirt, and the crown of a man’s

old felt hat over her
dark hair.”

“ Did they live
happy ever after ?”
| asked.

“ Rather. Joe’s
a great tracker, and
never forgot how I
arranged for him
to be married
properly. He calls
in occasionally with
news.”

As | left him, he
waved to me.
“ Come up and see
me some time,” he

come to upon as

rest loaded with bawled. “ There's
twenty - two - inch always a bed of
heavy leather bush-feathers” [gum
pack-bags con- leaves] “ for you.
taining medical You'd like the life,
supplies, books, matey.” Who
baccy, and other Tree trunks provide the only entirely free houses in the world. wouldn’t ?

Little but Great—Beethoven

By L. B. RUSS

EETHOVEN was born at Bonn, a little village on the

Rhine near Cologne in December 1770. His full
name was Ludwig van Beethoven. Notice the “ van ” in
place of the German “ von ” which is accounted for by the
fact that the composer’s ancestors originally came from the
Netherlands.

When he was quite young he learned both the piano
and the organ. So talented was he at the piano that his
father, who wanted him to be an infant prodigy like the
young Mozart, pretended Ludwig was two years younger
than he was actually. It was not until his fortieth year
that Beethoven discovered his correct age.

Beethoven was not to become famous as a pianist,
however, but by his immortal compositions, which are as
fresh and beautiful to-day as they were the day he wrote
them. Amongst the numbers of symphonies, quartets,
concertos, sonatas, and so on, there are some delightful
short and easy piano pieces quite within the reach of any
earnest and admiring beginner.

Like all other “ Great Little Men ” there is something
about Beethoven to be admired. Before he reached
thirty, signs were showing of the deafness which grew
gradually worse. Deafness does not prevent a composer

from composing, because he can hear all his music in his
mind ; but it prevented him from hearing his great works
in the way that we do.

It is said that after he conducted one of his compositions
the leader of the orchestra had to turn Beethoven round to
see the audience clapping their hands in appreciation,
because he couldn’t hear them.

The tragedy of being unable to reap the rewards so
greatly deserved must have been a hard one to bear. The
courage with which he bore it is an example for all.

Beethoven for many years was reluctant to acknowledge
his oncoming deafness even to his nearest friends, and
although in his early days he loved to walk in the fields and
so be with Nature for pleasure, later he sought consolation
in Nature of necessity.

Usually when walking in the countryside he was hatless,
and wandered about with his back bent and his hands
clasped behind, all emphasising his smallness of
stature.

He died in 1827, during a violent thunderstorm, at
Vienna. It seemed as if the heavens were heralding the
passing of a great soul who left us some of the greatest
music ever written.
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Marvels of

the Moon

By F. W. TAPP

MAGINE the ordeal of a goalkeeper on the Moon,
Istanding up to a penalty from Brook of Manchester
City, or Willie Evans of the Spurs. They hit a ball with
terrific force under present conditions on earth, but on
the Moon, where the force of gravity is only one-sixth
that of the earth, and air resistance is negligible, the ball
would speed towards the goal at more than 400 miles per
hour. Such a player as Spence of Chelsea, who recently
crashed a ball through the near-side rigging, across the
goal and out at the far-side rigging, would indeed be a
man to be feared.

If such conditions were suddenly obtained for us, we
should flock in thousands to be thrilled by amazing
exhibitions in every branch of sport. In tennis, such
players as Allison and Von Cramm would smash over
700 mile-per-hour services ; in football and hockey, the ball
would travel from one goal to another in a second or two ;
cricket grounds would need to be about six times their
present size, and body-line would mean quiet and sudden
death. But if men do ever reach the Moon, will it be
possible to live there and behave as we do on earth ?

Many methods of reaching the Moon have been sug-
gested, one of the most popular being proposed by a
German scientist, a year or two ago. He was going to be
shot from a gun in a cigar-shaped, airtight vessel, made of
heat-resisting metal. The driving power was to be obtained
by gases issuing at enormous pressure from a small nozzle
in the rear of the machine. By reversing the direction
of these gases speed would later be slowed down, so as to
make a gentle landing on the Moon. Distances and speeds
were worked out with great mathematical accuracy, but
you will at once ask how he was to return. If we
suppose the journey to be successful, however, very inter-
esting conditions would be found.

OVER a glass of water with a hat, and say that you
will drink the water without touching the hat. Then
get under the table and pretend to drink the water by
sucking it through the table. After getting up, request

The Moon is 240,000 miles from us, and is the nearest
of the heavenly bodies. An express train carrying you
night and day at sixty miles an hour would take six months
to reach it.  Its diameter is 2,000 miles, so if you imagine
a huge ball as far across as from London to Port Said,
you have afair idea of its size. For years now astronomers
have been studying the surface of the Moon through the
great Lick telescope. So greatly does this magnify that
any great buildings or cities would be visible. No signs
of life, however, have ever been observed, and, in fact,
no life is possible even, for there is neither air nor water
on the Moon. You can therefore put aside all romantic
ideas of getting into wireless communication with some
wireless enthusiast on the Moon.

There is complete silence and permanent dusk on the
Moon, and in the black sky, where stars are always present,
the earth would appear fourteen times as bright as the Moon
appears to us. A strange fact is that the Moon turns once
on its axis for every revolution round the earth, so it always
turns the same face to us. We have no idea what the
other side is like, for no one has ever seen it.

A day there is about a fortnight of our time, and during
the long day it is thought that it is hundreds of degrees
hotter than boiling water, while at night the temperature
falls to more than two hundred degrees below zero. As
| said before, gravity on the Moon is only one-sixth that
of the earth, so that in such conditions all cur achievements
would be made so much easier, and cricketers would
assume more of the appearance of baseball players.

We can realise, then, that life is absolutely impossible
on the Moon, so that the question of how to return
does not arise. But the imagination of men will al-
ways be fired by the romantic possibilities of such an
adventure.

some person to remove the hat in order to ascertain whether
the water has disappeared. Immediately upon this being
done take up the glass and swallow the contents, claiming
to have drunk the water without lifting the hat.

A. E. B.
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By S. T. JAMES

LOWLY, the big white diving-shell dropped through

fifty fathoms of water, halting as Tom Bushel shouted
through the telephone to the men at the winch aboard the
salvage ship Aurelas.

Through the inch-thick glass before his face, Tom
glimpsed with increasing clearness the outlines of the
sunken wreck. He described his position, and John
Rostern, chief diver of the Aurelas, answered him.

“ How far do you see in front of you ?” Rostern enquired.

For a minute Tom waited without answering. Then,
as a big eel passed in front of the observation glass, he was
able to calculate and answer:

* Six to eight feet, I think !”

“ You're alongside the wreck, on the starboard side, if
my reckoning is good. I'm going to lift you from the
bottom and move you slowly towards the stern. When
you’'re there, give me word !”

The big steel shell moved slowly through the green

water. Bits of seaweed, and a few fish, floated into view
and vanished. A mast seemed to glide slowly past, then a
funnel. Bit by bit, Tom picked out details of the wreck—

hydraulic cranes, scuttles, rails. Then, suddenly, every-
thing began to curve away and he let out a shout of warning.
The shell ceased to move, except for the gentle swaying
caused by an underseas current.

“ Camera coming ! ” Rostern called.

Tom’s job to-day was to fix in position a special
underwater camera designed to take pictures of the sunken
ship’s stern. Safely seated in a strong steel shell, with a
new canister of oxygen-making chemicals at hand, Tom
had no thought of difficulty or danger in his mind. He
was barely eighteen, and considered himself lucky to get
the appointment of third diver to this expedition, especially
with an expert like John Rostern at the head of things.
Schuster, the second diver, was bull-headed and impatient
and Tom did not like him nearly so well.

Something big and bulky was swinging gently in the
water a few feet away. Tom lifted the steel arm of the
shell, with its hooked end, to get a grip.

“ Okay !” he called and began the tedious task of fixing
up ready for an exposure. A powerful electric bulb was
with the camera, and soon the sea bottom was ablaze with
light around the sunken ship’s stern. Fish of strange
shapes and sizes darted frantically about, scared and
curious.

The Laurie had carried munitions of war, consigned to
a South American Republic. She also carried a quantity
of bar gold in her strong-room and the task of the salvage

«

expedition was to recover
the gold, to report upon
the cause of sinking, and
to break up the wreck,
which was considered to
be a possible source of
danger to other shipping.
The job had proved much
more lengthy than had
been anticipated, and was
now having to be hurried
because of the approach of
winter.

“ Remember, we par-
ticularly want these pic-
tures to be clear !” John
Rostern’s voice was a trifle
anxious. “You can see
for yourself, 1 suppose,
how the ship sank. The
munitions in the forehold
exploded, blowing off the
bows. | found part of an
infernal machine amongst
the wreckage—good evi-
dence of foul play and
unanswerable if backed up
by photographs.”

“1I'll do my best, sir,”
Tom promised grimly.

The shell was swinging
and swaying more than
ever. Probably the sea
above was quite rough
by now. Yet the task
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before him was one that Tom did not dare to hurry
unduly.

He had almost finished, when of a sudden he felt the
big shell lurch drunkenly, throwing him from his balance,
hard against the steel sides. Bruised and bleeding, he
attempted to pick himself up, only to be thrown over again
almost at once. He became aware that the shell was
moving downward—it hit the sea bottom, jarring upon a
rock and almost rolling over. The violence of the move-
ment bruised Tom afresh and left him dazed for a minute.
Then, with the wreck gone from view and with nothing at
all visible but dark green sea, he reckoned up the situation
and knew something almost like panic for a few fleeting
seconds. Somehow the thick steel cable connecting the
shell with the salvage ship had broken. He called frantic-
ally into the telephone, but no answer came to him.

One chance he had. In a clip just over his head hung a
key with which to cast loose the broken cable ; otherwise
this might entangle him with the wreckage. Hurriedly
he reached for the key, and cast loose the cable, swiftly
plugging the gland through which it entered the shell.
Then he paused, cool and calm now that the first thrill was
over, but conscious nevertheless of a loud-thumping heart.
Upon the next few seconds, life and death depended.

He smiled grimly to himself as he thought of the
commotion up above. They would know by now that the
cable had broken and that the shell was adrift. They would
know, too, that the only chance of escape was for the ballast
tanks of the derelict shell to be blown, enabling it to rise to
the surface. But the strong currents and the heavy sea
would make the task of spotting and reaching the shell far
from easy.

Tight-lipped, Tom stooped to blow the tanks. Then
he waited, tensely, to see whether anything happened.
For a moment he noticed no change at all ; then, abruptly,
he saw a handful of weed glide past the glass windows,
seeming to move downward !

As the shell broke surface, it rolled over, and a big wave
smashed upon it, throwing Tom against the steel sides
with stunning force. Savage pain tore at him until
consciousness slipped away.

Rostern Leaves the Ship

The smell of lint and iodine filled the stuffy little cabin.
Tom found himself bandaged about the head and the chest
and felt a queer pain when he tried to breathe deeply.

“ Rib badly bruised or else busted,” he told himself.

Voices sounded. Schuster, the second diver,-, was
arguing with Captain Bargon. His excited gutturals
contrasted with the rather thin voice of the skipper.

“ 1 tell you, never would we have been in this plight had
my advice been taken ! Your John Rostern may be head
diver, but he is too timid. Now we face the winter, and
there is still so much to be done.”

By an effort, Tom moved and called out. Captain
Bargon came over to him. “ Glad you're better, young
man. You're badly bruised, but there’s nothing broken.
Unluckily, the wave that snapped your cable threw your
chief against the winch and broke his arm as well as his
head ! We're in a pretty mess, I'm afraid.”

Schuster came along. “ This salvage job is up to me
now, captain. It shall be done in the way | wanted from
the first. Instead of Rostern’s cutting operations we will
try just a little explosive, | think.”

“ But the munitions—the Laurie carried munitions,”
Tom protested.

“ Some of them blew up when she sank. The rest have
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been long since killed by the sea water,” was Schuster’s
confident rejoinder.

They left Tom to himself presently. But his thoughts
were far from pleasant. He remembered that John
Rostern had refused to make use of explosives, but had
instead attempted the longer and more troublesome task of
cutting away the Laurie's strong-room. The idea was to
bring it to the surface, intact, before any attempt was made
to destroy the Laurie by explosives.

Schuster’s idea was to get at the strong-room by blasting
away the deck and the cabins surrounding it. Such a
method certainly had the advantage of speed, always
providing the Laurie’s munitions really were innocuous,
and would serve the additional purpose of partly
demolishing the wreckage.

Later in the day Schuster came in again for a few
minutes. He was more cheerful than Tom had ever seen
him.

“ Those photographs of yours will turn out failures, 1'm
afraid, youngster,” he said, rather maliciously. “ We've
recovered the camera, but in my opinion there’s not too
much hope of good pictures. You're inexperienced for
such a job, and Rostern shouldn’t have let you tackle it.
We'll not have time to bother with any further photo-
graphs, I'm afraid. Handicapped like we are, our only

chance is to make a move quickly. We've lost a
confounded sight too much time already.”
“ John Rostern won't like it,” Tom pointed out. “ lie

particularly wanted those pictures in support of the report
he is making.”

“ He’s out of action, with a dented skull,” Schuster
grinned. “ An ill wind that blows nobody good, kid ! My
own reputation is going to have a good boost over this
little job.”

Early next morning Schuster went down to fix his first
charges. Tom insisted upon getting on deck, to watch
whatever might be seen. John Rostern was there, too,
white and grim, with his skull thickly bandaged and his
arm in a sling.

“ Mark vyou, captain, if Schuster really does use
explosives, I'm leaving this ship before he fires them !I'”
Rostern said determinedly. “ He’'s far too ambitious,
is Schuster. He doesn’t mind who he hurts or overrides
if there’s a chance for him to appear clever. You're a fool
to listen to him.”

Bargon was worried. He tried to argue, then to
persuade, but Rostern was adamant. “ There’s one of
your company’s boats, the Severn, at work only half a
dozen miles away !” Rostern pointed out. “ You can
put me aboard the Severn, sir, before a single shot is made !
Neither yon fool down below nor you yourself can have
any idea of the effect of modern munitions. If you had—
you wouldn’t seriously contemplate such a risk as you're
taking.”

“ 1'll get in touch with the Severn by wireless,” Bargon
promised irritably.

Tom watched the preparation of the explosive with
professional interest. It was yellow-white greasy stuff,
like hard tallow, manufactured in thick circular pieces like
slices of pineapple. A hole at the centre held the detona-
tors, grey lead tubes with two thin wires hanging from
one end.

Carefully, Schuster fixed the detonators into the
explosive, sealing them with a thin layer of melted wax.
He screwed them down in a metal cylinder, fastened the
cylinder to iron hooks for lowering, and connected the
whole with an electric charging wire.

“ Been in touch with the Severn yet ?” Rostern
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Teeth gritted against
the pain ... he came
to where Schusters
arms and head were
bobbing up.

demanded, grimly as Schuster moved towards the big
white shell that was hanging suspended above the ship’s
hold. “ How soon do | transfer, captain ?”

“ As soon as | can manage it ! ” Bargon promised. He
turned to Tom. “ You leaving us too ?”

Tom hesitated. He had a great respect for John
Rostern’s judgment, but the senior diver’s present attitude
worried him.

“ 1'll stay on,” he decided grimly.

The arms and legs of the diving-shell were being screwed
on. The joints had been oiled and tightened, the air
connections tested. Now the telephones were adjusted
and tried, and a new canister of chemicals was brought out
for use. Grinning, Schuster drew on his three thick
sweaters and his respirator and stepped into the shell.

Slowly the big shell swung outboard. It disappeared
gradually, swallowed by the green waters, but Schuster’s
voice came through steadily to the men at the winch.

“ Send down the explosives,” he called presently, and
with almost exaggerated caution the grim metal containers
went over on the end of their chain.

“You’ll be wise to come with me to the Severn,
youngster,” John Rostern said, coming up to Tom. “ The
captain and Schuster are taking a risk they don’t appreciate.
They are likely to overreach themselves at it. This funny
business with explosive is deadly dangerous.”

“ 1—1 think I ought to stay, all the same,” Tom said.
“ 1I'm sorry those photographs didn’t turn out well, sir.”

* They’ll serve my purpose, | think. Neither | nor
Schuster could have got them better in the circumstances,”
Rostern consoled.

Schuster came from below in just over half an hour.
He was smiling confidently, evidently well pleased with
himself.
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“ We'll steam away for a mile or so—just as a precaution,
before | fire those charges,” he told the captain.

“ Steam towards the Severn, then, and let me get clear,”
Rostern insisted. “ I'm taking the underseas camera
and the photographs with me.”

“ The Severn is standing towards us. You’ll be aboard
her in an hour,” Bargon promised rather curtly.

“ I've put two small charges inside her hull to begin
with,” Schuster explained. “ Somebody’s reputation is
going to get damaged over this little job, I'm afraid.” He
looked pointedly at John Rostern.

“ Not mine,” Rostern answered grimly. “ And dead
men don’t trouble about reputations, anyway !”

Fixing the Charges

The Severn, with Rostern aboard, was a receding speck
when at last Schuster brought together the two ends of the
wires he held. One was connected with the wreck, the
other with a dynamo in the engine-room.

There followed a sharp “ knock ” upon the salvage ship’s
keel, and presently a few dead fish flocked to the surface.
But when Schuster went below, an hour later, he found
the Laurie almost as before apart from two small holes in
her sides. He came up for a fresh load of explosives,
slightly more powerful this time. Two days later, having
made four unsuccessful attempts, he suggested that Tom
might like to fix the next lot of charges.

“ You can see for yourself just how easy the job is!”
he said. “ If you did ever think it dangerous, you’'ll be
undeceived by now, | guess !'”

“ 1'd like very much to go down again,” Tom admitted.
His chances during the entire job had been few enough.

He took with him four canisters of the explosive, and
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as the shell was moved slowly alongside the Laurie, he
observed that surprisingly little damage had been done to
her by Schuster’s previous charges.

“ Put these shots of yours together, as near as you can
get to the ship’s centre,” Schuster advised over the
telephones. “ Drill them fairly deep——"

Slowly and laboriously, Tom directed the working of the
electric drill. As each hole was made large enough, he
wedged a canister inside it.

Curious fish swam past to inspect his work. Presently,
when the charges were fired, these same fish would probably
float to the surface, belly uppermost, dead.

“ All fixed,” Tom reported, at length.
round to the other side.”

As the shell progressed slowly along the ship and round
its stern, Tom caught fresh glimpses of John Rostern’s
surgery upon the strong-room, surgery which another
week at most would have brought to a triumphant con-
clusion. It would have been a marvel of deep-sea salvage
work, as clever and effective as the surgeon’s removal of a
diseased appendix. More and more Tom regretted
Rostern’s departure, upon which Schuster was unfailingly
commenting in no flattering manner.

He spoke to Schuster over the telephone.

“ Will these charges I'm fixing be sufficient, do you
think ? There’s precious little to be seen from the previous
shots !'”

“ We mustn’'t be rash. Don’t want to blow up the
strong-room and the gold,” Schuster pointed out.
“ We’'ll gradually increase the charge till we get the effect
we want.”

The shell ceased its motion, and once more Tom fell to
work with the drill. When everything was completed,
he took a final look round to be sure all was in order. Then
he had himself drawn back to the surface.

When the first charges were fixed, Schuster and the
captain had taken the Aurelas nearly two miles from the
wreck before firing. Over three thousand yards of electric
wire had been paid out from a drum in the ship’s stern.
Naturally, this' occupied a good deal of valuable time, and
Schuster’s impatience was great. Consequently, the
distance had been reduced upon each subsequent trip, and
to-day the salvage ship had steamed a bare half-mile when
Schuster took action.

“ Perhaps you’'ll fire the
youngster ?” he enquired.

“ Okay,” Tom agreed, and began at once to strip the
end of the wire that led to the Laurie. Then, as Schuster
handed him a wire leading to the engine-room dynamo,
he began to peel the end of that also. Afterwards, he
stood watchfully, awaiting Schuster’s signal, with a stripped
wire in each hand, the ends less than a foot apart.

“ Get ready !” Schuster warned, and shouted down a
tube to the engine-room. The dynamo whirred and spun.

“ Contact ! ” Schuster called sharply, and at the word
Tom brought together the two bared ends of wire.

A sound like the boiling hiss of a million kettles filled
the air. The salvage ship shuddered for a second, and then
the sea beneath her shifted bodily. Came the crash and
shock of an explosion more frightful and terrible than any
nightmare.

Flung headlong from his feet, Tom glimpsed vaguely a
huge umbrella of smoke hanging in the sky above him. He
felt the ship go up on the crest of a gigantic wave, halting
there for a moment, high above the surrounding water, and
then dropping back until the seas reared on every hand like
huge grey walls, about to crash like the walls of Jericho.

As the seas rushed in, the salvage ship’s deck was swept

* Move me
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clean, and Tom felt himself lifted by a mighty, irresistible
force. Vainly he tried to cling to the rail : with all the
breath pounded from him, he went down into the raging
waters. They closed over his head, and kept him down
until his lungs were almost bursting. Consciousness had
almost slipped before he touched the surface, and at first his
strokes were feeble. Then, as he grew a little stronger,
he glimpsed a piece of floating wreckage, and struggled
towards it.

All around, the sea was dotted with debris. The
dismantled hulk of the Aurelas rolled sluggishly half a mile
away, with a heavy list to port. Obviously, she was very
badiy damaged, and had shipped a good deal of water.

Fifty yards away a head bobbed up : two arms were flung
high, despairingly, only to be swallowed instantly by the
greedy green seas. The distorted, agonised face was that
of Schuster. And Schuster was drowning.

For a moment Tom hesitated. He felt weak and sick,
and his body was a mass of aches and pains that told of
nasty bruises, perhaps something worse. Even if he
reached Schuster, there would be little chance of keeping
afloat for long. And he didn’t like Schuster very much,
anyhow.

Then, shamed by his own cowardice and selfishness,
Tom threw away hesitation and launched himself towards
the spot where Schuster had sunk. He kicked off his
boots and wriggled free of his coat. Teeth gritted against
the pain screaming through his tortured body, he came to
where Schuster’s arms and head were bobbing up once
again.

For a minute the second diver fought savagely, and Tom
did the only thing possible, hitting out for Schuster’s jaw.
The effort cost red-hot stabs of agony, but Schuster col-
lapsed utterly and lay very still as Tom turned over to the
back stroke, hands grasping Schuster’s biceps, legs kicking
their way back, foot by foot, to the big spar floating a
hundred yards away. Lifted by the waves, Tom glimpsed
the S.S. Severn approaching, black smoke pouring from
her funnel. Then, almost exhausted, he reached the spar,
and hung on grimly.

“ | saw it all through binoculars from the deck of the
Severn,” John Rostern said gravely. “ That last charge
exploded all the munitions aboard the Laurie and blew a
crater a hundred yards wide in the water. The Aurelas
was on the edge of the crater. Only a miracle kept her
from going down like a stone.”

Tom groaned, and tried to move.

“You're lucky, you and Schuster,” Rostern added.
“ Especially Schuster. We saw you fetch him over to that
floating spar. Grand work, laddie. Schuster thinks so,
too. The pair of you were almost black as niggers from
your bruises. Schuster has a cracked rib into the bar-
gain ! Forty-eight hours since we pulled you on board !
You were out to the wide world, youngster. And while
you were resting |'ve been down below to look at the Laurie,
broken arm notwithstanding. We'll get the gold all right,
but it will need collecting piece by piece !”

“ It was me who fired that last charge,” Tom confessed,
and Rostern nodded.

“ Forget about that, youngster. Schuster was in charge
and he’s already told me he takes full responsibility. He
just didn’t understand what munitions can do. Me, I've
seen them at work before. It wasn’t funk, but just plain
common sense that took me away from the Aurelas when
Schuster weighed in with his hustling. More haste, less
speed, you know !”
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He turned as a heavily bandaged figure entered the
cabin.

“ Sorry, Schuster,” he said.
in things, really !'”

The second diver nodded. “ Okay with me,” he
said quietly. “ | deserve all | get, and more. | was
just a darned sight too ambitious—wanted to make
a name for myself, | guess, regardless of who |
pushed aside or damaged. Well, | was wrong, an’
I'm cured !”

He reached out for Tom’s hand.

The World’s
Wonder Tree

By EDWARD E. LONG, C.B.E., F.R.G.S.

“ I'm not meaning to rub

“ You've a lot more

HE coconut palm, which grows almost everywhere
Tin the tropics, can certainly lay claim to the title
of the World's Wonder Tree, for it furnishes the lucky
people who live where it flourishes with clothing, food and
shelter.

While the nut is ripening, it is eaten, for its “ flesh " is
then a delicious creamy pulp, very unlike the hard substance
it becomes later. The milk of the nut is then at its best,
and you may drink quantities of it during the heat of the
day without any ill effect. It is looked upon, in fact, as a
very good health tonic.

When it is ripe, the nut is extracted from the hard shell,
broken into pieces, and placed in the sun to dry. The
nut, dried, is known as copra, which is exported to
Europe, to be crushed for the valuable oil it contains.
Some nuts are exported whole, and many are stored by
the natives and used when required for food purposes.
Coconut forms one of the chief ingredients of a curry !
The flesh is pounded up finely and then pressed, and the
liguor which exudes gives the curry its richness. The nut
is also used chopped up and mixed with cooked rice and
sugar and eaten thus, or pounded up and mixed with
flour and sugar and then baked into crisp, brown cakes.

The nut is not the only edible part of the coconut palm.
High up in the tree, above the clusters of nuts, is a large
growth of green leaves termed the “ cabbage ”, which
vegetable it resembles. This is cooked, and eaten hot,
or pickled and used as an “ appetiser ”, but it must be
used sparingly, for if a tree were to be deprived of all its
“ cabbages ”, it would die. Sometimes during a violent
gale hundreds of coconut palms are uprooted, and then
is the opportunity for a good feast of coconut cabbages.
On these occasions, too, there is the chance of obtaining
the pith from the trunk, which runs from the base of the
tree to the crown. This is carefully extracted and eaten
raw, and you may often see it being retailed by itinerant
native vendors at so much aslice. Small boys in the tropics
prize it as much as a European boy would an orange or
an apple.

The roots of the coconut are sometimes chewed.
Chopped up and mixed with ginger and sugar, they form
a medicine for fever, and the addition of oil makes the
mixture a gargle for sore throats, while from the bristles
on the roots small paint-brushes and tooth-brushes are
made. On the lower part of the large leaves which branch
out from the tree trunk is a light-brown fibrous substance
resembling cotton ; this is invaluable for staunching the
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than the average pluck, Tom !
than I'll be able to give.”

“ Forget it,” Tom urged. *“ Let’s work together, from
now on, and get the job successfully finished !”

He took Schuster’s hand, and then watched as the second
diver turned to John Rostern.

“ Well ?” Rostern enquired, but as Schuster’'s hand
came out he took it heartily.

“ Cheers !” Tom said, and struggled to a sitting position.
“ Look here, I'm hungry,” he said. “ What about some
grub ?”

I owe you more thanks

flow of blood from wounds, and it is also woven into
wearing apparel. From the thick fibrous casing with
which the nut is surrounded a coarse rope yarn is made,
also sheaths for knives and swords, and hats. It is also
used for net- and mat-making, and for thatching houses.

The leaves of the coconut have many uses. From the
“ ribs ” of the smaller ones lathes for blinds are made,
pins and combs for the hair, and other ornaments, and
from the larger leaf-ribs, boat-paddles. Portions of the
leaves plaited together serve as plates and dishes, as roofing
for houses, and leaf-fibre yields a superior form of rope.
Dried and tied in bundles, the leaves are used as torches,
the oil they contain giving a strong, bright light.

The shell of the nut provides kitchen and drinking
utensils, buttons, and, as it is hard and takes a high
polish, it is carved and used for ornamentation. Finally,
the trunk of the coconut palm yields excellent timber,
which is used for house-building, box-making, and in a
variety of ways, including that of coffins | Certainly the
coconut sees the man of the tropics through life—to
the end !
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The Editor will be glad to receive jokes and humorous stories from readers for this page.

but where they are selected, the source must be stated.

Smallprizes will begivenfor any that are used.

They need not be original,
Address, The Editor,

“ Boy’s Own Paper,” 4 Bouverie Street, London, E.C. 4, and mark the envelope orpostcard “ Chestnuts.”

IN THE SOUP

American (to captain of English ship): “ In America
our ships are so large that the captain has to go round the
deck in a Rolls-Royce to command the crew.”

English Captain (proudly): “ That's nothing. On our
ship the cook has to go down in the soup in a submarine to
see if the ‘ spuds ' are done.”

{From A. F. Lock, Upminster.)

* * * * *

NOWHERE IN SIGHT

Mother : “ Do you know where my Jimmy is ?”
Boy : “ Yes, we've been giving him a ride.”

Mother : “ Well, where is he, then ?”
Boy : “ In this 'ere snowball !'”
{From T. Newton, Colchester.)
* * * * *

READY TO OBLIGE
T ramp (entering garden): “ Could you give a poor
fellow a bite, sir ?”
House-Owner : “ Well, | don’t bite myself, but if you'll

wait a moment, I'll call the dog.”
{From J. R. Tippett, St. Columb Minor, Cornwall.)
* * * * *

ORDERS ARE ORDERS
Landlady (to boarder who had been running..and
skipping round his room every night) : “ Why do you act
so childishly every night ?”
Boarder : “ Well, madam— the doctor told me to take
my medicine two nights running and then skip a night.”
(From G. Bamber, Preston.)

* * * * *

MINDING HIS OWN BUSINESS

“ Hi !'didn’t you read that notice at the end of the field ?”

“ No, sir ! Itsaid ‘ Private ', so | didn’t like to read it.”
{From A. McDonald, Rugby.)

* * * * *

THE RETORT

O1d Gentleman : “ You shouldn’t laugh when anybody
falls down !'”

Boy : “ | wasn't, sir.

were trying to keep up.”

{From J. Stewart, Bedlington.)

I was laughing at the way you

ONLY BENT
Lady (who has fallen into a basket of eggs in a grocer’s
shop) : “ Oh dear, Mr. Jones, | do hope | have not broken
any.”
M r. Jones : “ Oh no, madam— only bent 'em !”
{From J. Greenfield, Parkstone.)

* * * * *

IN THE SPIRIT

Business Man : “ | am very sorry that my engagements
prevent my attending your charity concert, but | shall be
with you in spirit.”

Ticket-Seller : “ Splendid ! And where would you
like your spirit to sit ? | have tickets here for half a crown,
five shillings, and ten shillings.”

{From E. R. Dawes, Whitton.)

* * * * *

VITAMINS
The diner found a fly in his soup and said crossly :
“ Waiter, what is this ?”
Waiter : “ That, sir, is a Vitamin Bee.”
{From A. Wilkinson, Barnard Castle.)

* * * * *

VERY DRY

The tourist was enjoying the dry climate of Arizona.
“ Doesn’t it ever rain here ?” he asked.

“ Rain ?” replied the native. “ Why, there are ten-
year-old frogs in this town that haven’t learnt to swim
yet.”

{From H. R. Hellines, Bath.)

* * * * *

EGGS-ASPERATING
Friend : “ How did you get on at the show last night ? ”
Actor : “ Rotten ! The manager kept egging me on,
and the audience kept egging me off !”
{From A. T homas, llford.)

* * * * *

WHERE O WHERE?
Doctor : “ One of these pills has to be taken after each
meal.”

T ramp : “ Yes, but where do | get the meals ?”

{From G. A. Macnab, Northwood.)
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has deliberately been fixed at half-a-crown to enable a small fleet
to be acquired, and to encourage the study of the theory and
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Double the interest and pleasure of cycling by
fitting this Speedometer. Shows how FAST
and how FAR you go. Not atoy, but areal
instrument of precision made by the famous
Cooper-Stewart Speedometer firm. It is

“ YOU r Saddle’s fi ne, \]im,” fixed on your handle-bar and driven from the

front wheel by means of a flexible shaft.

“ | know that well enough Ron, but how did you find Fitted easily and quickly.  Full instructions

out ?” included. Read all about it in lllustrated

“ Oh, | thought | told you, the skipper sent me to the Descriptive Folder. Post free.

village with a telegram and my tyre was flat so | borrowed

your grid, and thanks very much.” Model C. |I. Shows how FAST

“ Cool nerve yours, Ron, why don’'t you take a pride in you ride 12/6
your own machine and keep it in good trim ? Start now

by writing to BROOKS for their Saddle and Kit Book, its Model C. 5. Shows how FAST and 19/6
full of good things and there are dozens of sketches by (Ulus, below) how FAR you ride

the famous B. O. P. artist F. Patterson.” . .
When ordering specify 26" or 28" wheel and for C. 5. for

right or left hand
fitting.

SADDLES BEST FOR RIDING

J. B. BROOKS & Co. Ltd., 182 Criterion Works, Birmingham 3

RECRUITS WANTED FOR
LINDBERC FLYINC SQUAD

VIUTWIM

FLYING SQUADRON

. EASY TOBUILD
Z3 V X 1S Guaranteed Fuing

Air-minded boys! Join the Lindberg Flying
Squad. Build your own models of the famous
American planes. S.E.5., Curtiss Goshawk,

Boeing P.26A., U.S. Navy Racer, Monocoupe. r B I‘ Y‘ LE

All models exact to scale, everything you

need to assemble grand models that fly like

real planes. Price Is. 6d. each. Postage 3d. 3 P E E D O I\/I E T E R
Ask your Cycle dealer to fit one on your Bicycle NOW or send

his name and 12/6, or 19/6, according to model required, and
we will see you get one by return.

200-202, REGENT STREET, W.I. COOPER-STEWART ENGINEERING CO. Ltd.

SPEEDOMETER EXPERTS FOR OVER 25 YEARS.

136,137, Long/ Acre, London, W.C.2

EVERY READER OF THE B.O.P. SHOULD BECOME A CYCLIST -THE EDITOR.
XIv

TELE: REGENT 3161. OUR ONLY ADDRESS.



At this time of the year we receive so many enquiries for advice about

cycling and camping that we specially commissioned this article, and as

this number is published a week, or two before Easter, this feature will

be particularly useful to readers planning to go cycle camping during
the holidays.

LREADY the days are lengthening, and the warmer

weather is calling enthusiastic campers to the open
spaces. Easter is probably the first chance you will get
to make a long week-end of it, and those of you who are
planning to turn your wheels towards the out-of-the way
spots of England, are now busy with your preparations.

Out comes the trusty mount that has done such yeoman
service for the past few years, and there is a general dis-
mantling preparatory to the spring overhaul. Most of
the defects can be easily remedied at little cost by the
practical-minded, but don’t make the mistake of saving
a few pence by buying cheap materials. Get your new
accessories from a well-known, reputable firm, and you’ll
find that it pays in the long run.

First of all thoroughly clean and oil your cycle, and then
examine the enamel for chips and rust. A fine grade
emery cloth will smooth down the affected area and leave
it ready for a coat of new enamel. Use a reliable enamel
and if this is smoothly applied with a fine camel-hair brush,
the machine can be made to look as good as new.

The chain should be removed, cleaned in paraffin, and
then thoroughly oiled. Brakes must be carefully tested
and if they show signs of weakness a few pence invested
in brake-blocks which you can easily adjust yourself.
Perished and badly worn tyres must be ruthlessly discarded
and replaced by new ones ; nothing is more annoying on
a long run than constant enforced halts to mend punctures
in old tyres. Don’t make the mistake of thinking you won't
need your lamps through the summer months ; you may be

delayed on an unfamiliar road and to dispense with them is
a folly which has spoilt many a good run. A good pocket-
torch is also an asset, and often needed for reading signposts.

The tool-kit should be carefully overhauled, and defective
tools replaced with new ones. It is not necessary to carry
a miniature workshop with you or to clutter up your
machine with heavy equipment, but you must carry a
good double-edged spanner, a cone-spanner, screwdriver,
tyre-lever and first-grade small adjustable spanner.

Your puncture repair outfit will need careful inspection.
These lie about in the tool-kit for months without being
used, and too often when they are required you find the
patches perished and the solution congealed. If you have
any qualms about its efficacy, invest in a new outfit.

Having made quite sure the means of transport is in good
working order check up your camping outfit and see that
all the necessary equipment is spick and span. Your kit
must be chosen with a view to lightness, and kept down to
bare essentials. If you are touring with a party, the load
is considerably lightened and the weight each cyclist has
to carry considerably reduced. The tent is of first
importance and must not be selected at random. A
perusal of the catalogues of the various firms advertising
in our pages during the season will facilitate your choice.

The ground-sheet must, of course, be absolutely reliable.
The most suitable material is an oiled fabric ; you will
find this more trustworthy than the old rubber-proofed
variety, and it has the added advantage of being a lighter

[Continued on page xvi.)

INGLEBERT CYCLE TYRES

can always be depended upon for sheer
real economy to fit them to your “ bike”.

hard wear. You will find it
They range in price from the

ORIGINAL AMBER at 8/6 to the ENGLEBERT CADET at 3/6.

ASK YOUR CYCLE SHOP FOR FULL PARTICULARS OR WRITE TO US FOR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE.

Factories in
Belgium,

ENGLEBERT TYRES

LTD., 162, GL Portland Street, London, W.1
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EASTER CAMPING

Enjoy your Camping and Hiking this
Easter by making sure that all your equip-
ment comes from The Scout Shop.

The experience of the Movement’s
camping experts and the rigorous tests
that each item of gear has to undergo
proves that for camping and hiking

equipment The Scout Shop is the best.

Our new season’s camping list,

“Camping and Hiking, 1936,
iIs in active preparation—make certain of

receiving your copy in time for Easter by
filling in the reservation form below.

50 Moorgate, E.C.2; 352-4 Gray’s Inn Road,
W .C.l; 21 High Street, Peckham, S.E.I5; 37 the
Headrow, Leeds ; 20 Working Street, Cardiff.

I  To The Scout Shop, |
25 Buckingham Palace Road, j
London, S.W.I. |

Please send me a copy of “ Camping and Hiking, 1936", =
| your new illustrated CampingList,on publication.

1 ~d. stamp on the envelope is sufficient. B.OPI 1

XVi

weight and non-perishable. Oiled fabric such as
“ Groymac ” will withstand such accidents as dropped
oil and grease, and will not crack when folded.

Night warmth is assured by a down-filled sleeping-bag,
and besides being warm, this is far less bulky than a quilt
and does not come untucked in the sma’ hours of the
morning. Blankets are definitely not satisfactory, for they
are heavy to carry and difficult to pack, so if funds do not
run to a sleeping-bag, you must make do with a quilt.

Cooking utensils should be of aluminium, and if you buy
a nest of saucepans the varying shapes will fit easily one
into the other, and occupy very little space. For cups and
plates enamel-ware is a good choice. It is a trifle heavier
than aluminium, but far more satisfactory, as it does not
absorb the heat and make cup-handling a difficult process.
Bandalastra-ware (if you can afford it) is the ideal choice,
and is exceptionally light. Matches, of course, you will
take in a waterproof container, and make sure you have a
goodly supply of these, as your travels may land you many
a mile from the nearest shop. You will also require
a strong canvas bucket for drinking water.

The chef of the party will be mostly concerned with
cooking facilities, especially if there are a large number of
hungry campers to feed. The Monitor Minor makes a
good standby in this respect ; it withstands the strongest
wind, boils a kettle in a few minutes, and cooks a complete
dinner as well as the highly modernised gas stove.

Having collected your equipment the question of sites be-
comes of paramount importance. You need a good road
map, but do notspend too much time on getting out ahard and
fastitinerary,foronce you'reonthe road you'll find the out-of-
the-way places calling to you, and will probably forsake your
schedule completely, and wander off on a tour of discovery.

Once you are off the main road, those of you who have
remembered to find room for your camera or sketching
outfits will have a splendid opportunity to capture an
original idea for this month’s Hedgerow Competition. The
trees that line the road are astudy in themselves in April, and
the lanes and parklands are ariot of flowers of all kinds. Old
trees that are famous landmarks, or village greens, with crows
nesting in the elms, make delightful photographic studies,
and the woodland and hedgerows are alive with oppor-
tunities. Keep a good look out while you are riding, for the
winning picture may be just round the bend of the road.

The selection of the actual site is not usually a difficult
problem.  Most landowners will give you permission to
use their field, provided you give an undertaking not to
leave litter of any sort when you decamp. It is easy enough
to fulfil this promise if you dig a small pit for your refuse
as soon as you arrive, and, before leaving, fill it in and leave
everything in good order. Failure to comply with this
courtesy leaves resentment behind and makes it unpleasant
for the next lot of campers who pass that way.

Wherever possible, make for high ground, as water and
mist collect in the valleys. During the day, weather per-
mitting, fix up a sun-line for the sleeping-gear, and give
the tent a good airing.

And lastly, travel comfortably. Carry the kit in as
compact a manner as you can ; two fair-sized packages are
better than a number of small parcels. Try to distribute
the weight evenly, so that the steering is not affected. An
ideal way is to employ a pair of front and a pair of rear
panniers, and thus prevent that top-heavy feeling.

The success of your tour, apart from breakdown or
accidents, will depend upon your own personal fitness, and
your ability to ride with your party without speeding or
lagging. When starting out it is unwise to put on pace
immediately ; it is much better to ride slowly for the first
mile or so, gradually increasing the pace to a good average.
Tightly fitting clothes must not be worn, and underwear
should be of the network variety. Get away early and
avoid the holiday traffic, and, if you stop for wayside
refreshment, keep off aerated drinks and stick to water.



Produced BY CYCLISTS FOR CYCLISTS

Send

for

Specimen

Copy to :

JpEPT. B.P

15 Great James St.,

BEDFORD ROW,
LONDON, W.C. 2

ON SALE *\Gusgens, s sc.
EVERY TUESDAY

CONTRIBUTORS
INCLUDE

W. J. BAILEY, Olympic coach, and four times
World’s Sprint Champion. STANLEY R
BARON, “ News Chronicle” Open Road
Editor. LEONARD ELLIS, Assistant Secretary,
Road Records Association. SIR JOHN FOSTER
FRASER, the brilliant descriptive journalist.
“ WAYFARER ", popular cycling journalist and
lecturer. NEVILL WHALL (* Hodites "), of
the C.T.C., the writing, lecturing and broad-
casting celebrity, and other famous authorities.

REGULAR

First with Cycling News - Famous Contributors - Finest Pictures

your bicycle costs in the
region of five
entitled to

pounds,

you are

expect i mud-
guards, pump and reflector.
When price is not the only
consideration, manufacturers and

clubmenalikefit

Send for Catalogue
BLUEMEL BROS. LTD., DEPT. 35, WOLSTON, Nr. Coventry

REDHILL ROAD,

* Monitor " f-pint capacity, burns
paraffin ; very efficient in the open
In decorated tin box

Price complete - 10/-
Also 1J-pint capacity, 14/9

MONITOR MINOR
“ Monitor Minor " burns petrol
No loose parts to get lost

More “ Monitor - Stoves
sold during 1935 season
than ever before

“ Monitor” Stoves are in use throughout the entire country to-day
because they are reliable under any condition and require the mini-
mum of attention. Your hiking becomes a pleasure with “ Monitor

SEND FOR LIST No. B.0.258

Full of interest to Hikers, Campers, etc.

MONITOR OIL APPLIANCES [$D.
HAY MILLS, BIRMINGHAM

“ CYCLING IS THE HEALTHIEST FORM OF OUTDOOR EXERCISE ” —THE EDITOR.
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CHOOSE THE VILLAGE FOOTBALL TEAM!

A NOVEL COMPETITION FOR ALL READERS

1st Prize £3

2nd Prize £2

3rd Prize £1

And 20 Consolation Prizes

SPECIAL PRIZES FOR OVERSEAS READERS

There are great rejoicings at Ashby-cum-Parva, where the
village football team is to play Boodleton Hotspurs in the Final
of the Cup. Unfortunately, only the villagers whose numbered
portraits appear above (they may be easily recognised) are available
for the great game, and the captain is undecided as to how to
place them in the field. Can you help him ?

A list of the positions in the field and the Twelfth Man is given
on the coupon below. Allyou have to do is to place the
appropriate number against each position until the
team is complete, with the addition of the Twelfth Man.
Indicate your choice of captain by writing the letter “ C ” against
one of the numbers. Thus the first position might read Centre
Forward—2 C.

Complete the coupon and send it to “ Football Team”, T he
Boy's Own Paper, 4, Bouverie Street, London, E.C.4. Closing
date for inland readers, April 18th, 1936. Results in June
1936 issue of the “ B.O.P.” There will be ten special
prizes for overseas entries (received after April 18th), closing
date for which is May 14th, 1936. Overseas results will appear
in the July issue.

The team and positions, as finally chosen by the captain, will
be deposited in the Editor’s safe. The First Prize will be awarded
to the sender of the neatest CORRECT COUPON, the Second
Prize for the second neatest correct coupon, and the Third Prize

for the third neatest correct coupon. Choice of captain will be
considered before neatness. Twenty Consolation Prizes will
also be awarded. No correspondence may be entered into in connec-
tion with this Competition, and the Editor’s decision is final.

Cut round here........cccovviinicccc .

THE VILLAGE FOOTBALL TEAM

| Centre Forward ........... Left Half.....ooooooiiiii j
j Inside Left ......ccceeeee. Right Half ...

: Inside Right ............. Left Back ...ccoovveieniiennn j
: Outside Left ............... Right Back ......cccccoceviviienienne 1
j Outside Right.............. Goalkeeper ......ccccvveniriieennn. j
1 Centre Half................. Twelfth Man ........ccccoeeeniee j
j (Name) .

(AAIESS)  eeee ettt er e j

«Cut round here*
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Treat your bike....
as by-and-by you’ll treat your car

DUNLOP

JUVENILE EE that she runs on DUNLOP
cover 4/6 Tyres. The same factory that makes
TuBe 2I- “the World’'s Master Tyre” makes

cycle tyres with the same care and
skill for your bicycle. Choose from the

DUNLOP

SPORTS
JUVENILE
COVER 4 /-

TUBE 179
DUNLOP g
CHAMPION
JVENILE CYCLE TYRES
COVER 3/ -
TUBE 1/6
DUNLOP RUBBER CO. LTD. Fort Dunlop, BIRMINGHAM Branches throughout the World.
6H/3I8

The best light
for cycling

No. 324, Miller’'s New De Luxe model
(as illustrated) gives the highest degree
of illumination ever obtained from a
cycle dynamo set. It has a car type 6v.
0.5 amp. gas-filled bulb, patent Mijler
Tail Lamp, and new improved pivoting
bracket. It costs 23/6. Other entirely
new 6-volt sets from 15/-.

A DYNAMO

SET b
y Complete Sets

MILLER from  15/-

H. MILLER & CO. LTD., BIRMINGHAM

EVERY READER OF THE T.0.P. SHOULD BECOME A CYCLIST "— THE EDITOR.
XiX



V«Y

mmEmEm|BS
ft SIUBBBTS

gn

YOU OUGHT TO fCNOWANI

ABOUT i’

By THE EDITOR

When | started the Career Problem Bureau | expected a
goodly number of enquiries, as | know many of you are just at
the age when you are preparing to take your place in the com-
mercial world. Letters requesting information about professions,
training, etc., have far exceeded expectations, and some of you
may think your letters have been overlooked. This is certainly
not so ; they are all being answered in strict rotation, so please
don’t be impatient.

In the meantime, | want to mention some books on careers
which have recently been published, and which contain a fund
of useful information for both parents and boys.

. # # N .

How to Choose Your Career, by W. Leslie-lvey (Pitman,
39 6d. net), is written by a well-known London employment
specialist, and in addition to dealing with the many opportunities
which are available to the younger generation, gives much sensible
and practical advice on how to discover your suitability for various
jobs and the right way to tackle the necessary preliminaries. It
is acommon-sense book, full of useful information, and | commend
it to all those who are looking for their first opening in the business
world. * - - - -

Careers for Our Sons is a practical handbook by D. W.
Hughes (A. & C. Black, 3s. 6d.). The advice you will find in
these pages is based on valuable occupational information which
has been collected by one who has made a wide and intensive
study of the prospects offered by the careers described. The
carefully compiled information contained in this book will obviate
the haphazard selection of a career, and prevent many a square
peg finding its way into a round hole. | think every possible
career is tabulated and you will find the fullest details about
Accountancy, Agriculture, Architecture, Civil Service Posts,
Engineering, Welfare Work, Journalism, Law, Medicine, the
various Forces, and many other commercial and scientific careers.

* * * *

*

Flying as a Career, by Major Oliver Stewart, M.C., A.F.C.
(Pitman, 3s. 6d. net), will appeal to the majority of you, for |
bave received more enquiries from boys wishing to enter the
Royal Air Force, or an aircraft manufacturing firm, than any
other profession. It is a book which should be read by all would-
be pilots, for in addition to giving general information as to the
kind of work and pay, prospects and other matters likely to
influence your choice in the direction of aviation, it contains
interesting reading, explaining aerial evolutions, the use of
instruments and the psychology of flying.

* * * *

*

Two sixpenny handbooks which will appeal to the mechanic-
ally minded are “ Electrical Engineering ” and “ Aeronautical
Engineering These are published in the “ Your Start in Life ”
series by Geoffrey Rivington Publications, 50 Pall Mall, London,
S.W.i. The aeronautical booklet has a Foreword by Captaln
Geoffrey de Havilland, and Lord Hirst of Witton, the Chairman of
the General Electric Company, has written a Foreword for “ Elec-
trical Engineering”. The prospects in both these professions are
increasing daily, and to the boy who is prepared to devote himself
whole-heartedly to his career they offer unlimited opportunities.

* * * * *

With the approach of the summer months canoes are again
appearing on the rivers in large numbers. Most of the old hands
know all about the Law of Waterways and have collected much
general river information in the course of their travels, but both
the novice and the experienced canoe enthusiast will find “ The
Book of Canoeing”, by Alec R. Ellis (Brown, Son & Ferguson,
3s. 6d. net), an invaluable and indispensable guide. It gives all

XX

the up-to-date information on the canoeing possibilities of the
British lIsles, and will provide the canoeist with a comprehensive
knowledge of this magnificent sport. For those who find the
cost of a canoe prohibitive there is a chapter on the home-made
boat, illustrated with diagrams and photographs which will
greatly simplify the arduous task of constructing your own craft.
The chapter on Canoe Camping contains some practical hints
on what you should and should not do, and it also advises the
best type of camping equipment and kit, and gives a tabulated
list of the cost of necessities. Other chapters are devoted to the
descriptions of lakes and rivers in the various districts of the
British Isles, and the last two chapters deal with the Law of
Waterways and General Information, the latter giving full parti-
culars about the advantages available to members of the British
Canoe Association. At the back of the book you will find maps
of the North of England Waterways, Waterways of N.W. England,
the Norfolk Broads, canoeing waters from the River Mersey
to the Bristol Channel, Midland Waterways and Connections,
Irish Waterways, South West Coast of Ireland, and the West
Coast of Scotlang. . . * *

The Bible Guide Book, by Mary Entwistle (Student Christian
Movement Press, 6s. net), is a book for those whose imagination
has found no satisfaction from the answers of religious teachers.
The Bible is the most vividly interestin? of all books, and many
of us have tried to visualise the everyday life of Biblical characters.
In this book Palestine is presented to us against the background
of everyday life. The home, the market-place, school and syna-
gogue are realistically portrayed, and the author describes the
kind of houses the people lived in ; the games the boys and girls
played ; and a thousand other things that will answer the questions
to which you have been unable to gain a satisfactory answer. The
illustrations and maps make these things clearer still. The book
is of outstanding Interest, and it is unique in its treatment.
Much of the information it contains is from the author’s own
observation when visiting Palestine, and it therefore has the
added attraction of being authentic. The valuable time chart
of the Books of the Bible which is given at the end is also
of absorbing interest, especially to those entrusted with religious
teaching. * . * * .

Model Railways. A practical handbook on the planning,
building and operating of miniature railways, entitled “ Railway
Modelling in Miniature ” (3s. 6d.), has just been published by
Messrs. Percival Marshall & Co., Ltd. The author, Mr. Edward
Beal, is described as “ a real miniature-railway builder and owner,
and a profound student of real railway practice in all its aspects”.
This description is amply borne out by the contents of his wonder-
fully instructive book. It deals especially with “ OO ” and
“ HO ” gauges, and its whole object is to aid the railway enthusiast
who, for reasons of restricted space, is unable to put down alay-out
in one of the larger gauges. There are chapters on the merits of
the various “ Scales”, on Track and Lay-out Design, Modelling
Railway Buildings, Building and Equipment Designs, Rolling
Stock and Motive Power, and Scenery. Thus all aspects of
model railways receive attention, and the merit of the work is
greatly enhanced by the hundreds of fascinating dimensioned
drawings, sketches from photographs, and actual photographs of
miniature railways that make the meaning of the text doubly clear.
Mr. Percival Marshall, C.I.Mech.E., contributes an interesting
Foreword. - - N N N

Bassett’s Pic-Saw Competition. On page vii will be found
the result of the above competition which was held at the School-
boys’ Exhibition, Imperial Institute, South Kensington. This
competition was very successful and the large number of entries
proves the immense popularity of Bassett’s Liquorice Allsorts.



Good News for Amateur Film Enthusiasts ! | have just
heard that the Executive Committee of Pax Films, a voluntary
organisation which sponsors and supports films likely to promote
peace, have organised a competition and offer prizes for the two
Amateur Films which have, in the opinion of a panel of
independent adjudicators, a specific Peace appeal, and which
would be of value to Pax Films in their endeavour to contribute
towards international understanding. The prizes offered are a
Silver Cup of the value of £10, and a Gold Medal for the runner-
up

The competition is open to all amateur cinematographers and
Cin6 clubs, and the length of the film and its treatment are left
entirely to the discretion of the competitors. The entrance fee
for each entry is 5s., and Pax Films reserve the right to make a
copy of each of the winning films and to exhibit each of them as
they see fit. If there are insufficient entries, the Silver Cup may
not be awarded— subject to the approval of the independent
adjudicators. In this case the Gold Medal alone will be awarded,
Pax Films does not accept responsibility for any films submitted,
though they undertake to take all possible precautions for films
entered and in their possession. Any size of sub-standard film
may be used, and allowances will be made for the comparative
qualities of the various sizes. Treatment and appeal will be the
primary considerations in the judging. A detailed criticism will
be returned to all competitors, together with the film they have
submitted.

The closing date for entries is Monday, June 1st, 1936, and the
completed film, ready for projection, must be delivered to the
off:i;%e of Pax Films, 4, Bouverie Street, on or before October 1st,

* * * * *

| have spent many enjoyable hours with the amateurs, and
some of their work, especially the nature studies and topical films,
compares favourably with that of the professional. This is your
opportunity to prove that a small group of amateurs can produce
a film which will stand up to constructive criticism, and the theme
is one which is dear to the heart of every Briton, for the main-
tenance of peace and the spirit of brotherhood is the ideal of the
younger generation throughout the world.
* * * *

Physical Training; | welcome “ Free Exercises for Physical
Development,” by S. L. Walker, M.A.,, M.B., and P. A.
Goldsmith, on sale at The Scout Shop, 25, Buckingham Palace
Road, London, S.W.i, and branches, price 2s. 6d. The
authors—a doctor and a qualified physical educationist— are
especially interested in the development of boys, and advocate
“ exercises which will give real freedom of movement of the
muscles and joints in every part of the body ”. The book aims
particularly at Balance and Control of the Whole Body, Correction
of Minor Deformities, an Increase in Neatness and Gracefulness,
and the Development of Contracted and Unused Muscles, by
means of 118 graded exercises, all of which are fully illustrated
with sketches. Hints on Rhythm, Breathing, Clothing and
Hygiene, and Correct Carriage are also given, and it is obvious
that by carefully following the course of exercises prescribed
increased physical and mental alertness must result.

APPROVAL SHEETS OF STAMPS

UR readers must clearly understand that if Sheets of
O Stamps are sent to them unasked, they should at

once be returned to the stamp dealer who
sends them, with cash for any stamps taken from the
sheets. A careful note should also be made as to when and
where the returned stamps were posted. |If our readers ask
the stamp dealer for an Approval Sheet they make them -
selves responsible for the safe return of the stamps
to the dealer, or for their cash value. It is a great
advantage to the Stamp Collector to have these sheets from
which to fill in blanks in the Album, but collectors must
clearly recognise that they are responsible to the
dealer for the cash value of the Stamps.

Dealers offering Free Gifts must not send approvals
with same unless itis stipulated that the Free Gift is given
only to applicants for approvals, and where they ask for
postage they MUST reply to the Reader within a reason-
able time.

J
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Join the
Raleigh Boys

Tom, Dick and Sam, who live
not so far away, have all got
Raleigh Bicycles. And they do
make rings around the other
boys ! Why, only the other day
everyone was playing at who
could free-wheel farthest and the
Raleigh boys won by yards. The
Raleigh is the easiest, smoothest
running bicycle made. That’s
why you’ll be so proud of your
Raleigh—and why other boys will
be so envious. You can get a
Raleigh for 5/- down and 2/- a
week. Tell your father about it.
He’ll be glad to pay this small
amount for the bicycle that’s
guaranteed for ever.

from £4 :7 ; 6 cash

(Sturir.ey-Archer 3-speed gear
20,- extra, cash)

Deferred
Terms down
and 12
51 equal

monthly payments (from
8/4).  Sturmey-Archer
3-speed gear 2/- extra
monthly. Dunlop tyres,
Brooks’ Saddle and the
best of everything. Send
for free copy of “ The
Book of the Raleigh,” and
name and address of

RALEIGH

THE ALL-STEEL
] THE RALEIGH CYCLE cCoO.

BICYCLE
LTD., NOTTINGHAM.

(Depots & Agents Everywhere)

Fit the Sturmey-Archer 3-speed gear—the gear that "makes cycling easy
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FINE NIGERIAN SET. The British colony

of Nigeria had a new series of stamps in prepara-

tion and nearly ready for issue when King
George died and, as they were needed for use, they
were put on sale in spite of the fact that they bore
his portiait. There will probably be one or two
similar cases from other parts of the Empire before
the end of the year.

The values from \d. to is. are all of upright shape,
the stamps up to and including the 2d. having one
type of frame design, and the others another pattern.
The higher values up to the £1 (I wonder whether
this value is really necessary for postal purposes ?)
are oblong and all have the same frame. The views
differ on each stamp throughout the series.

A fitting introduction to the set is provided by the
\d. design, which shows a cargo boat loading the
products of the colony for export. This is followed
by the id., which illustrates the cultivation of cocoa,
and the lid., which shows a tin “ dredger”. On the
2d. we are introduced to the timber industry. Two
natives are shown felling a tree. They work on a
platform built round the base of the tree, presumably
to enable them to get clear of the spreading roots.

The 3d. does not deal with production or industry,
but takes us into the wilds and shows us what a
native fishing village looks like. On the 4d. another
industry is shown, for it depicts a cotton ginnery,
while the is. shows a fine herd of cattle. The inter-
mediate value, the 6d., bears a view of a very curious
minaret, quite unlike the minarets to which we are
accustomed in stamp views of mosques and other
buildings in Turkey and Northern Africa.

The four high values have their centres in black.
The 2s. 6d. gives a pretty view of the Victoria-Buea
Road, a highway which is apparently flanked by
palm trees of great height. On the 5s. there is a
picture of a native girl and an oil palm. The 10s.,
rather an expensive item for an engineering collection,
illustrates a very fine bridge over the River Niger at
Jebba, while the subject of the £1 stamp is entitled
“ canoe pulling ”, and introduces the type of canoe
in use locally. The one shown has a heavy load
and a crew of five. They are not “ pulling ” in the
sense in which we use the word, but are paddling
as one would expect with a canoe.

The portraits of King George on these stamps
are not particularly good. The one on the high
values is if anything clearer than the one on the
vertical stamps, but | do not think any stamp designer
has made the late King look his best.

The Stamp that was not Withdrawn.

withdrawn for strategic reasons.

surdity of withdrawing a stamp of which
some thousands were already in the hands
of the public in order that it might not give
information to a prospective enemy is obvious.
If the design did convey any information, one
specimen of the stamp would be sufficient
Apparently those who
spread the rumour had visions of enemy spies
running round with specimens of the stamp

for enemy purposes.

Soon after it first
appeared there were rumours that the 6-cent
stamp of Ceylon, which has for design an
aerial view of Colombo Harbour, had been

Tin Dredger.

Cotton ginnery.

Argentina annexes
the Falklands !

The ab-

design.
mania,

stamps.
XXii

or portrait of King of Greece.
Independence issue. Honduras, 1896, Pre-
sident Aria’s portrait.
pation of Memel, 1923, lighthouse, ship and
anchor designs, with andwithout surcharge.
Paraguay,
Poland, 1925, air stamps. Rou-
charity stamps showing Queen
weaving or wounded soldier. Russia, stamps
of Northern, North-Western and Western
Armies. Serbia, “ Death Mask " issue, 1904.
Silesia (Upper), “ C.G.H.S.” overprint on
German

hidden in the backs of their watches and using them as a
kind of key to the fortifications, if any 1 Actually what
happened was that a stamp was to have been issued
which showed an aerial view of something which might
have been useful to spies, but this stamp was never
issued. The best stamp of the new Ceylon set is the
50-cent (not a dear one), which is the finest elephant
stamp we have yet had.

An International Incident. The Argentine Re-
public has never recognised the British occupation of
the Falkland Islands, though this has now been going
on for over a hundred years, and when the islands
issued their fine Centenary series in 1933, the Republic
refused to recognise that postage had been paid on
letters franked with the stamps and insisted on the
addressees paying a fine.

Now the Argentine postal authorities have carried
the “ war ” a stage farther, for in their latest series of
stamps there is a design which shows a map of South
America. On this map Argentina is coloured brown
and so are the Falkland Islands ! Questions have
been asked in Parliament about it, and the British
representative has been asked to point out to our friends
in South America that the Falkland Islands are ours
and are going to remain so, and that there is no use
trying to make a fuss about it, even on a postage stamp.

Another attractive stamp in this set is one which
bears the portrait of a prize bull which sold for an
enormous sum some years ago.

Belgium’s New Stamps. The Belgian lion
makes a fresh appearance on some new low-value
postage stamps for that country. The design is a
much better one than any that have been issued for
ordinary postal purposes in Belgium for some time
past, though there have, of course, been many (too
many !) attractive charity stamps.

A German Air Commemorative. A single 40-pf.
stamp has been issued in Germany to commemorate the
tenth birthday of the famous Lufthansa air company.
The stamp is blue and the design is a striking one of
a plane against a background of towering clouds.

A Flood of Forgeries. A large stock of forgeries
has been dumped on the English market and many
of these have found their way into cheap lots, so that
readers should be on their guard. The following are
some of the issues | have seen : Albania, 1913 Inde-
pendence issue. Armenia, the quaint pictorials of 1923,
with and without surcharge. Belgium, parcel post,
25-cent, green, 1887. Crete, the big stamps of 1905,
showing a woman with a gun,

Hayti, 1904,

Lithuanian Occu-

air stamps, 1931, gun-boat

Lufthansa

stamps.
stamp.

Thessaly, octagonal



GREAT NEW (FOURTH) EDITION

OF

STANLEY GIBBONS'
SIMPLIFIED
STAMP CATALOGUE

Owing to the enormous demand for the third
edition of our Simplified Stamp Catalogue, stocks
have run out and we have had to print a new
edition.

The new volume is the most up-to-date stamp
catalogue in existence and includes all Empire stamps
issued in King George’s reign, all foreign issues to
about mid-January, and Silver Jubilee prices up to
time of going to press.

Even if you have the Third Edition, you will want
the fine, new, up-to-date Fourth Edition.

PRICE 5/.

or post free, U.K. 5/6, abroad 6s. 2d. from

STA

IDEPT. A, 391 STRAND

F.G. LOOSE LEAF ALBUMS.

THE BEST IN THE WORLD.
CADET 75 leaves 7g x 6]. Price 2/9

(Red or blue cover).

KENT 75 leaves 98 x 7f. Price 3/9
(Red or blue cover).
SUSSEX 75 leaves 10[x8J. Price 5/-
(Red or blue cover).

GRADUATE 75 leaves size 10J x 8|
with bolt and slide fitting, Royal
blue cover with box. Price 7/6

Write for illustrated list.

AIRMAIL BARGAIN PACKETS, ALL MINT

50 different for 2/-. 75 for 4/6. 100 for 7/6.
FRANK GODDEN, LTD.,
359 STRAND, LONDON, W.C.2.

5 MOURNING STAMPS

including Queen Astrid,
King Albert, Pres. Hindenburg. Pilsudskt, etc.
or 3 NEW UNUSED PERAK, PAHANG,
NEGRI-SEMBILAN.
or SIX different DESIGNS OF SILVER
JUBILEES.
or TEN different CANADA, including
MOUNTED POLICE, SILVER JUBILEE,
Duke of York, late King George and Queen Mary,
WARTAX AND NEW ISSUE, etc.
Any one of the above wonderful gifts FREE to appli-
cants for our “ Half-Price Approvals,” £d. to 6d.,
sending i|d. for postage. |If all 4 gifts are wanted 1/-
must bs sent.
SPECIAL OFFERS I 3 Queen Astrid used 6d. ;
5, 1/-; 8, 2/-. 12 Silver Jubilee “ Windsor Castle” used
3/- (unused 2/6). 15 used Dominions Silver Jubilee, 2/-.

HORACE MILLER & CO., Dept. M8, PEMBURY, KENT

FREE

N\ 4 9 This marvellous packet is offered under cost as an adver- 1
r e T H E SHI P tisement. 45 different stamps, each with a ship on it. i—

A reeular Armada.

GABOON, rare FOOCHOW

(War Canoe), a wonderful flotilla of caravels

from DENMARK (complete set), SENEGAL (New Pictorial), NEW CALEDONIA, IVORY COAST,
COSTA RICA, afleet of 7 CHINESE Junks, usually sold at 10d,, WALLACE Is., MAURITIUS, SOUTH-
WEST AFRICA,NEWFOUNDLAND, U.S.A.,.B.GUIANA,F. OCEANIA, set of S. AFRICA, GREECE,
TRINIDAD, POLAND, INDO-CHINA, Etc. Price 4Jd., postage 1|d. (abroad 3d. extra). Purchasers asking
forapprovals receive FREE set of 4 SPAIN (Columbus, each with hisship onit). Senders ofaddresses of k

stamp collectors receive FREE set of 6 PERSIA or 6 VENEZUELA. 20AIRPOST6d. 100 BRIT-

ISH COLONIALS, ¥/-. 6 Triangular 6d. 10 ABYSSINIA, 1/6. Volumes of B.O.P. for sale cheap

H. C. WATKINS (B.O.P. Dept), Granville Rd., BARNET

to all applicants for my approval sheets, | am
F R EE presenting this month, a splendid mint set of
4 SPAIN, 1930 ‘GOYA’' AIRMAILS. Please

enclose postage, This is a wonderful chance to obtain this fine set
of stamps free. WRITE TO-DAY !

My approvals contain a wonderful selection ofgood stamps at low prices.
DERRICK PARKEN, TREVONE, PADSTOW, CORNWALL.
DON'T FORGET TO TURN OVER

SAMOA EXPRESS THIS PAGE
We alret givitngff[[?]e to all genuiSnAeMagRIiiaEnts for approvals, a
complete set of the very rare Xpress * stamps un-
used’,) Face value aloneyamounts to 95,_9d,pand ori ingls are FOR M AN Y
catalogued at over £20 the set. This setis sent you absolutely
tfn_se_l you slentc! forfon? of our famous 4(|3rey[; bqtukflets gutn- MORE
aining “a selection of stamps on approval. "Dont forget to
includge 2d. f_ui pfust. Rgmgnﬂbei, Iqupr gifstpcggllegrlls ug{:génRegd
enuine reprints from original plates. :
8 Abyssinia 8d.: 26 Coludbia |E.; 5 Eritrea 6d.; 5 Fiume 4d. ; STAMP
5 Iceland 3d.; 5 Macao 3d. ; 5 Paraguay 3d.; 5 Philippines 3d. ;

10 Vatican Is. ost extra.
WINDSOR STAMP CO. (B.O.P. Dept),
59 Lee Road, Blackhe(ath, S.E.3.p) BARGAINS
DIFFERENT KING GEORGE
6 0 COLONIAL STAMPS

INCLUDING 2 SILVER JUBILEE. Send postage.

BARGAIN PACKETS:—500 different stamps, r/6; 1,000 for 4/6; 2,000 for
13/6; 3,000 for 35/-; 200 different British Colonials, 2/6; 300 for 5/-; 500 for
12/-; 1,000 for 4s/-

STAMPS OF ANY COUNTRY ON APPROVAL. Large discounts. LIST
OF 1,000 LONG SETS free on application.

BRIGHT & SON (B39), 167 Strand, London, Eng.

KING EDWARD VIII PKT. FREE!

GOD SAVE THE KING. This packet includes a beautiful stamp
of our new King wearing his Guards uniform, also his revered Father,
the late King George, and the Queen Mother, also King Edward VII
and Queen Victoria. 42 all-different stamps you will be proud fo own,
including one depicting the ancient Royal Palace, Windsor Castle.
Large Trinidad and Malay Tiger. Foreign issues include sets of
Hungary, Spain, and Bohemia ; and, finally, we are adding a very
useful Duplicate Book, and fine British stamp nearly too years old.
Just send 2d. postage and request approvals.

LISBURN & TOWNSEND (Dept. B.O.P.), LIVERPOOL, 3.

1A/A AITCm Collectors of Great Britain plating Id. Reds, &c., to send for an approval
YYANIY 1 ELU = book containing about 300 stamps, marked at specially low net  prices.
These books contain British Colonial & Foreign, part of an accumulation

of stamps made during many years. Books only sent to applicants giving references. 40 differ-

t stamps (including many British Colonials 2Jd.) only to applicants for approval.
HENRY TURNER,
110 Barnett Road, BRIGHTON (6), Sussex.

PHILATELIC PHASCINATION

200,000 STAMPS, what a pity we have no time to sort them through!
We have purchased a huge accumulation, formed, for goodness knows what
purpose, by an elderly collector. ' The collection dates back to the early
days of Stamp Collecting. Even in the very brief glance we have allowed
ourselves, we have noticed many high c_atalo%ue, some rarely seen nowa-
daf/s. This is at a glance, we have no time at all to gauge the perforation
colour and other varieties which must abound. There is nothing to equa
the pleasure of sorting a large accumulation such as this, so, as we are denied
the ﬁleasure ourselves, we are making it over to our customers. \e have
weighed the mixture into bags, and offer it just as it stands, at 6d. (there s a
chance for you boys and girls), 2/9, 5/3, 10/3, and 25/- a bag, postage
extra.  There is both the chance of some pleasant finds (we ourselves have
seen three stamps catalogued at over £4, while turning the mixture over,
also some penny blacks and early Colonial Imperfs), and the certainty of
some real philatelic enjoyment. ~We especially urge our own customers to
take as big a bag as possible, as we should not like them to miss it, and there
will be insufficient stock for repeat orders.

LIQUIFACTORS, 43 RECTORY ROAD, LONDON, S.W.6 (ENGLAND).

STAMP COLLECTORS WILL FIND MANY BARGAINS IN OUR STAMP ADVERTISEMENTS.
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BARGAINS!

Great Retiral
3/3; 500 dIff. British Colonials, 9/0;

Sale.

500 dIff., 1/6; 1,000 diff., post paid U.K.
A L L W I S E ( :O L L E( :TO R S 100 dIff. stamps free to those asking sheets, includes old Mexico, old Persia, Cuba,
Newfoundland. Sierra Leone, cat. 1/-; Indian Jubilee.  Customers keeping_entire

READ

3d. FORTNIGHTLY FROM YOUR NEWSAGENT.

Largest

‘WINDSOR’

All Different and All Prices Postage Extra.

Country 5 10 15 25 50
Aitutaki 1/- 2/6 — -
Antigua 8d. 2/- 36 — —
Ascension 1/- 2/6 — — —
Australia Com. Id. 3d. 6d. 11- 51-
Bahamas 8d. 2/- 36 76 —
Bahrein 1- — = - —
Barbados 3d. 6d. 11- 2/6 15/-
Barbuda 46 — — - —
Barwani - - — — —
Basutoland 11- — - —
Batoum 9d. 1/6 3/6 — —
Bechuanaland 6d. 1/3 3/6 10/- —
Bermuda . 1/6 2/6 — —
Bhopal . 1L 16 — — —
B. East Africa 6 %fj_ - = —
Br. Guiana 3d. . 13 5/- —
Br. Honduras .. 8d. 1/6 2/6 s51- —
Br. Levant 6d. 1/3 2/6 — —

N et Sales

sheet getthem at bargain wholesale rate.
MCAUSLAN CO. Established 40 years.

May

'Suit small dealers for resale. open till end
STEPPS. Nr. OLASQOW.

SKYBIRDS AT THE IMPERIAL INSTITUTE

THIRD ANNUAL SKYBIRD LEAGUE

RALLY AND

MODEL COMPETITION
The biggest- event of the Skybird year bids well to be bigger and bettor than over

before.

On Friday, April 17th, Skyleaguers will rally at the Imperial Irmtltuto,

where the Jehangir Hall, University of London, has been reserved for the occasion.

Great efforts have been made to make this event an outstanding ono. Once
again the chair will be taken by our President, Sir Harry Brittain, and he will be
supported on the platform by Air Commodore Chamicr, Secretary-Genornl ot the
Air League of the British Empire, and, among others, Mr. W. (> Manning,
F.R.Ae.S., and, it is hoped, Lord Mottistone, one-time Under-Secretary of State for
Air and the present Chairman of the Air League of the British Empire.

The Rally is timed to start at 3 p.m. sharp, and wo strongly recommend Sky-
leaguers to make a special effort to come along on this day, which has been specially

chosen at a time when the Easter holidays have commenced.

The full programme is not yet completed, but there is to bo n talk by Air
Commodore Chamier, and later, of course, the various trophies and prl7.es will be

presented to the fortunate winners.

PACKETS

Complete List Free on Request.

Country 5 10 15 25 50
Br. Somaliland 1- 2/6 — —

Er Solomon Is. 11- %//g — - =
runei 11- ft/- 15/- —
Canada Id. 2d. 3d. 61l 1/6
Cape of Good Hope 3d. od. /6 51- —
Cayman Is. .. 40 13 2/6 — —
Ceylon Id. 3d. 6d. 11- 51-
Chamba 6d. v- — - -
Charkhari 3d. 9d. — — -
China P.O. .. 6d. 1/6 — — —
Cochin 3d. 6d. 11- 16 7/6
(éook Is. Qgt 2/- — ;/6 —
yprus. 3d. 1 11- —
Dominica 9d. g(/— - — -
Falkland Is. 9d. 2/— — - -
Fed. Malay States .. Id. 3d. fid. 1/6 10/-
Fijils, 7 6d. 1/3 2/6 51- —

Gambla 9d. 2/6 — — —

WINDSOR STAMP CO. (B.O.P. Dept.), 59, Lee Road, Blackheath, S.E.3.

PENNINE SPRING PACKET

ost free) contalns 125 Stamps, includin %
ustralla Jubilee) ; France, Normandie, Richelieu ;
Ceylon (new picture); British ubilee, id., Id , lid., etc. etc.

C. H. ANDREWS, 66, Pennine Drive, London, N.W .2.

BARGAINS FOR COLLECTORS.

Have you seen my Bargains ? Large Colonial and Foreign

stock “Belling from i fo 4 Glbbons All grades supplied
from fd. to £1 each and over

FINE ATTRACTIVE SELECTIONS

B. MAX CAMPBELL, B.P.A.
1, HALDON AVENUE, TEIGNMOUTH [')EVON

F STAMP WALLET

R (size 3} by 58 inches) fitted with perforation
gauge, etc., and containing
2/6 MINT BRITISH COLONIAL

F to approval applicants enclosing 3d. (in stamps)
for postage and packing.

A. B. LEWIS (Dept. E.23)

16, Cricklewood Lane, London, N.W.2.
pnpc BOOK ON ABYSSINIAN
rtilE b STAMPS AND OUTFIT

Do not miss this fine offer of free book all about
Abyssinian Stamps, with many illustrations. Also,
Outfit comprising Detector, Perforation Gauge,
Duplicate  Album and Mounts. All FREE to
Approval Applicants Sending 2d. Postage (Abroad 6d.)
R. WILKINSON,
18 St. Peter’'s Road, CROYDON.
30 Mexico, 10d. 50 Peru, 2/ 4 Sierra Leone picts., 5d. 5 Gold
Coast plcts 4Jd.” x8 Bel m Q. Astrid, 2/-. x4’ Belgium Q.
Astrid, 6d. x8 Jubilee Col omals 1/-. x30 Jubilee Colomals 5/-.
20 Jubilee Cols, used, 3/-. 10 Jubiiee Cols, used, 1/-.
x=Unusedi Fostage lid. extra.

M. RATCLIFFE, 18 MICHELDEVER ROAD, S.E. 12.

STAMP COMPETITION
Buyers from our agpruval booklets are entitled to enter for
our big new Stamp ompetltlon Magnificent Prizes. Particulars
sent with a;g)ruvas See our advertisement onv\}m,t\?e xxm
Fine SAMOA EXPRESS free gift. Also our list of *WI
packets (on this page).

WINDSOR STAMP CO., 59, Lee Road, BLACKHEATH, S.E. 3.

TRIANGULAR PACKET FREE

As a Special Easter Offer, we are giving FREE the rare
and beautiful trlangular issued by Spain in mem-
ory of the explorer Columbus. This fine stamp depicts
his Flagship Santa Maria, and, in addition to this,
we are including 10 other fine Spanish stamps. Slmply
request approvals, enclosing 2d. postage (abroad 6d.
P.O.), but apply at once, as stocks are limited, and
we can never repeat this wonderful offer.

MICHAEL HERBERT (Dept. B.O.P.),

8, Woodstock Road, Walthamstow, London.

MINT COLUMBUS SHIPS included in my
surprise packet to all Approval Applicants
Enclosing 4d. Postage. Are you on my
Register?— you should bel

GEORGE W. GREEN, 414, Padiham Road, Burnley.

ANOTHER UNIQUE OFFER.

100 different Stamps FREE_ _including SUDAN, Leeward
Islands, Gold Coast, Siam, British Colonials, etc., to applicants
for my famous Jd. Stamps and cheap Sets.

Without Approvals, 6d.

S. H. FLEMING, CHRISTLETON ROAD, CHESTER.

KING GEORGE V

IMPORTANT NOTICE.

- Owing to the death of His late Majesty King George V
all current British Colonials will shortly be obsolete.
So now is your chance to obtain them before they
, become scarce. X
I am therefore Introducing EMPIRE MIXTURE guaran- >
* teed to contain only unsorfed British Colonials, sent out
exactly as received from Banks, Trading Stations and
other Outposts of the Empire. H
EMPIRE MIXTURE isthe cheapest and best way to o<
fill up the gaps in your_ British Colonial Collection.
. includes Silver Jubilees, Commemoratives, New Issues, %
k
0
X
X
[0}
S

a >y
3

N}

>0 o

Provisionals and heaps of other scarce stamps
100 for 1/-, 250 21-, 600 3/9, 1000 7/3.
All post free (abroad 3d. extra).

As a special Introductory offer | am giving to 11 pur-
. chasesgs of 3/9 or over a

=5 A

ueen Victoria Labuan stamp

I-NZ

Remit by Postal Order only.

K. HUMPHRIES,
DEPT. B., EAST WITTERING RD.,
EAST WITTERING. CHICHESTER, SUSSEX.

READ THE
ADVERTISEMENTS

100 ALL DIFFERENT STAMPS FREE
AND 2 Indian Silver Jubilee AND 1 mint Mozambique 1935
triangulars to genuine BUYERS from my approvals, with gifts
of choice stamps after every purchase; above belng first.

Low-priced stamps from Jd. AND 3d. in the 1/- discount.

RUSH, 29 Russell Road, Whetstone, N.20.
5 Nigeria Pictorials to 3d. Mint . . 11d.
5 Bijawar, 1935, used . . . . 6d.

5 Abyssinia, 5d., 10 ditto . . 10d.
Cheap Selections—Jd. stamps (30 for 6d.), Jd do. (15 for 6d.)
J. R. MORRIS, 9 Audley Road, Folkestone, Kent.

3 Canada, SILVER JUBILEE, used, 43d.

4 India, SILVER JUBILEE, used, 4Jd.

8 HUNGARY, used, PORTRAITS renowned Hungarians ~ 3d.

21 PERSIA, mint, 1911, splendid long se! 1/-.

8 ROUMANIA, used, KING CAROL, all Iargze size, very fine
set, 6d.; POSTAGE extra under

DERRICK PARKEN,

1RE\C*E, IAIS1ICW, CORNWALL.
YOUR ENQUIRY WILL BE DEALT WITH PROMPTLY

SPLENDID FREE GIFT OFFER
ABYSSINIA PACKET FREE! 60 different, Including
Abyssinia, Gaboon, Morocco, Andorra, Reunion
Middle Congo, Venezuela. Request Cheap Approvals.

Enclose 2d. postage. (Abroad fed. P.O.)
F. DAVIDSON, 23 WATERLOO ROAD BEDFORD.

The “ NEW TRANSPORT” Packet

Contains a wonderful assortment of 44 foreign and

colonial stamps including the following which depict

various means of transportation, TUNIS (water car-

rier), SENEGAL Sbrl e & boats) MAURATINIA

erossm/g desert). D. CONGO (traln A bnng) HTII
shlp) GERMANY aeroplane

horseman). INDO CHINA oat?E M ZAMBIQUE
aeroplane). GABOON S\Aaft) GREEC (brlt{?e and
liner), ST. PIE (trawler |

(natlve carrlers) DUTCH INDI steamboat)

Ngnatlve transport) ZIL ?aero—

R‘Iaw BELGIU (train), ROUM ANIA ‘\AeroRp ane&
FOUNDLAND (steamshlp)

(camels).  Price 6d. _All Apurchasers asking for

approvals will receive TRAVANCORE pictorials free.
BURDOCK & FLURY,

4, Marlborough Road, London, S.W.19.

“DIAMONDS ~

MANY RARE STAMPS have been found by purchasers
of The “ DIAMOND™ Packet, which contains approx.
1,000 UNSORTED STAMPS from Convents abroad,
1 pkt. 1/6. 3 pkts. 3/9. 5 pkts. 6/-. All post froo.

(Abroad 3d. per pkt. extra.)

O. NERUSH,
(Dept. “ B ")i 68 Turnpike Lane, London, N.O.

100 DIFFERENT STAMPS

including Mint Colonials, Pictorials, etc., froo to all ap-
Eroved a{)pllcants for a provals enclosmg 1LI. pottage.
arge selection from id. upwards. Liberal discounts.

C. HATTERSLEY, 25 Latimer Stroet, Sholtiold, 3.

FREE“ ROUND THE WORLD” PACKET

S. Rhodesia (Jubilee), Grenada, etc. etc., to all
genuine applicants for my approvals. Best on the
market.

E. HASWELL, 11 Cowper Gardens, Wallington, Surrey.

SETS (Postage Extra).

4 Memel 4 Abyssinia 3d.
8 Memel 7d. 4 Iragq .o 2d.
5 Silesia ..o 5 Persia 2d.
10 Silesia .. 4d. 5 Colombia 2d.
4 Armenia ... .. ad 5 Crete 2d
8 Armenia ... e Td. 10 China 2d
5 Gold Coast .. ad 10 Japan 2d.
5 Nigeria ... .. 3d 5 Siam....c.oe... 2d.

d. RUSSELL, 23, Shanklin Drive, Westcllff-on-Sea

REAL BARGAINS

SALE OF DEALER S STOCK.
COMPLETE APPROVAL 12 FILLED PAGES.
Stated Book

Series. Cat. Priced FOR
ALL WORLD 1 Over 34- 18/0 4/- EACH
. 2 . 37/6 19/8 41- »
3 . 211 16/3 3/6 ”
16/6 12/6 3/- ”
12 6 -

BRIT. COL, No. 1 (12/-) OF%WN g V-1FOR 4-
FRENCH COL i to 4—All DIff. (4/ to 5/-) 1/6 ”
AND LARGE ASSORTMENT OF OTHER SELECTIONS.
PACKETS. 50 Diff. — lid. 100 Diff. — 3d. each
Exceptional opf)ununlty for own collection or to
ell at handsome profit.

CASH WITH ORDER. REFUNDED IF NOT FULLY
SATISFIED. NO APPROVAL. POSTAGE EXTRA.

STAMPS, 22, Wickham Road, Beckenham, Kent.

IF YOU MENTION THE B.O.P.



MISSING TITLES COMPETITION No. 1 RESULT

This novel competition attracted world-wide attention among our readers, entries being submitted from Chile, Uruguay, South
Africa, China, India, Malaya, and— nearer home— France, Austria, Turkey, Spain, and, of course, the British Isles. Many overseas
competitors figure in the prize-list, which follows :—-

FIRST PRIZE of £3 for the NEATEST CORRECT COUPON
NORMAN E. R. VAUS, Station House, Belvedere, Kent.

SECOND PRIZE of £2 for second neatest correct coupon :—
RONALD HUNT, 37, Wordsworth Avenue, Manor Park, London, E.12.

THIRD PRIZE of £1 for third neatest correct coupon:—
HO GUAN HAI, 465, Tranquerah Road, Malacca, Straits Settlements.

Correct coupons were also submitted by the following 70 competitors, to whom Consolation Book Prizes have been awarded —

J. W. Agar, Henley-in-Arden ; A. Aikman, Canada ; L. J. Baker, Greenford ; F. Barker, Bury St. Edmunds ; L. Basham, Newport (Essex) ; J. A. Beadon. Brixton ;
P. C. Bergh, South Africa ; P. Boulton, Nottingham ; B. W. Boyd, Finchley; H. Bruce, Canada; E. Buckley, Plumstead ; T. Burns, London, S.E.i ;S. Bush, Manor Park;
T. Cambourne, Malmesbury ; E. Chamberlain, Ramsey (Huntingdon) ; F. Cooper, Burnley ; E. Crabtree, Rochdale ; E. Crane, YVarley ; G. H. Crosbie, Glasgow ;
YV. Davies, Chester ; K. Davis, Newark ; K. Dean, Louth ; D. Drew, Oxford ; YV. Ellis, Montevideo, Uruguay ; F. YV. Faulkner, N. Finchley ; D. Fletcher, Lossiemouth ;
A. Gilbert, St. Neots ; R. Haslewood, Nottingham ; C. Hebenton, Uddingston ; A. Hooper, Colyton ; J. Hutchence. Frinton-on-Sea; R. Greenbank, Canada ;
M. James, Bath ; K. G. Jarrett, Brentwood ; J. A. Kidd, Berwick-on-Tweed ; H. Larmour, Cork ; E. Leach, Wallasey ; J. A. Lewin, Birmingham ; R. G. F. Lloyd,
Sherborne ; R. Lockie, Bromsgrove ; H. Logan, Edinburgh ; R. E. McKerrow, Northwood ; P. Marsh, Stockport; N. Martin, Dublin ; P. Marvin, Richrhond ;
H. Mason, Rawnsley ; A. E. Mosley, Dronfield ; G. Murray, Belfast ; F. Nice, Bury St. Edmunds ; D. Oliffe, Neasden ; D. Patterson, South Afrioa; E. Pattinson,
New Brancepeth ; J. Pearson, Banbury ; H. Pegum, YVhitby (Wirral) ; K. Perkins, Basingstoke ; L. V. dos Remedios, Austria ; H. N. Rickard, Leytonstone ; C.
Sargeaunt, Parkstone ; R. H. Sharman, Rochester ; G. Shepherd, Edinburgh; J. Sinclair, Glasgow; E. G. Smith, Chatham; B. M. Smith, Marlborough; A. YV.
Taylor, Sutton ; K. H. Toms, Merton Park ; A. Unwin, Mylor ; P. Waite, Harrogate ; M. A. YVeiss, North Harrow ; V. Williams, Porthleven ; M. A. Wilson, Bushey

Heath.
The remaining Consolation Prizes have been awarded to the senders of the 30 neatest two-error coupons:—

S. Abﬁ)ott, Lor|1don, N.W.3 ; P'.1 Bor|1(ijfaceH Portland ;hK.f Blgeach, Llci)westoft;
A. T. Buchanan, Glasgow ; F. Bright, Aldershot ; R. J. Chatfield, St. Albans ; E.
Clarke, Santiago, Chileg; D. Collinsgn, Stockport ; C. W. Eden, Ruddington ; P. K. THE CORRECT TITLES
Ellis, Consett ; H. Henson, Bletchley ; N. Hewitt, Malvern Link ; R. Hortin, YVilles- “ Something’s About to Happen.”
den ; H. Jamison, Portadown ; I. McCulloch, East Barnet ; 1. McFadyen, Glasgow ; “ A Story with No End.”
A. Paton, Shoeburyness ; M. Pocock, Oxford ;J. L. Randall, London, YV.i ; J. Scoble, “ The Worst is Yet to Come.”
Stokenham ; J. H. Smith, Gilmerton ; L. Strong, South Africa; R. Taylor, Mill “ Dinner is Served.”
Hill ; A. Thain, Dundee ; D. J. YY'ebb, Fulham ; J. B. YVhinnerah, Carnforth ; K. E. * Having a Stirring Time.”
White, Caterham ; E. J. YVilliams, Lechlade ; J. YVilson, Beauley ; D. Yates, Stoke- “ Someone’s In for It!”
on-Trent.

QP wNE

No further correspondence with regard to this competition may be entered into

Learn to become a first-class
W y n O t marksman . . . practise with a
decide to do your own
DEVELOPING and PRINTING e majority of At Rifle Clins for match shooting and many

champion shots use B.S.A. Air Rifles regularly for practice.
d t . t t t You too, will soon become a first-class marksman if you
practise with a B.S.A. Air Rifle. It makes no smoke or smell,
an ge more Interes ou very little noise and if used with a B.S.A. Target Holder and
Pellet Catcher it is perfectly safe for indoor shooting.
B.S.A. Pellets cost from only 2/3 per 1,000— 37 accurate
Of yo ur h o b by O shots for one penny.
No licence is necessary to use a B.S.A. Air Rifle in the house,
H but the purchase must be made by someone over 17 years
The AZOL method of developing of age.
YY'rite to-day for the B.S.A. Air Rifle Leaflet—a postcard will
do—to B.S.A. Guns Ltd., 51 Armoury Rd., Birmingham, 11.

is simple and economical, and

No previous experience is needed NATURAL HISTORY

BIRDS’ EGGS BUTTERFUES, BOOKS. AQUARIA

to obtain successful results. Cabinets St A jlgaratus of every description required by
ENTOMOLOGl RNITHOLOGISTS, BOTA ISTS. Ac.
kin Dressm‘? end Mountln%as Rugs, Ac
# If you have not tried doing your WATKINS & DONCASTER
hd own WOI’k Write fOF our 5 Free Telepphone Temp%ggrAMNGlD ) LONDO'\I‘Eatab 1879

Booklets now.
PRICE REDUCED to 2/6 POST FREE!

Leaflet Dept.,

MAKE USE OF THIS OFFER Johnson &  Sons TRAFFIC SIGNALS, BELISHA BEACONS, PEDESTRIAN
. . AND RAILWAY CROSSINGS, AND MINIATURE METAL

Send P.O. 1/7 for a Trial Setof Chemicals, ! RACING CARS are part of the exciting new game
including : 1-oz. trial bottle of AZOL, to M facturi

develop 12 Spools 3J x 2j. anufacturing

-*-0z. tin ACID-FIXING, to make 30 to Chemists, Ltd., TH E G REAT ROAD RACE
00 oz. solution. - (ORDER AT ONCE. SENT BY RETURN OF POST.)

1 Packet M.-Q. Developer, sufficient to
make 3 dozen Gaslight Prints. HendOH, LOﬂdOﬂ MODERN GAMES,3, PARK ROAD, BRADFORD, YORKS.

Printed in Great Britain for the Proprietors of the Boy s Own Paper,” 4 Bouverie Street, London, E.C.4,

by YVyman & Sons Ltd. London Fakenham and Reading.



ITHE MILES/

Can you tell your exact mileage over
a day trip, an extended tour, or a
full season’s cycling ? .............. the
mileage your tyres have covered ?
i .... ifthat “ shorter route " is
really any shorter ?

Many thousands of cyclists are being
constantly and correctly informed
by the famous Lucas Cyclometer.

Precision-built with watch-like
accuracy, it records up to 10,000
miles and then repeats. Clear white
figures show the miles, while the
final red figure gives tenths ofamile.
Completely dustproof and water-
proof, and needs no oiling.

t
Chromium finish. Models for 26in.
and 28in.wheels. Supplied complete
with striker and ready for fitting.

FREE. Write to Dept. Z for
attractive  colour  brochure
giving full details of the
complete range of Lucas
“ Cycleahties ”

KING OF THE ROAD" CYC LO M ETER

JOSEPH LUCAS LTD., BIRMINGHAM 19
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